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Preface

	 

	I


	 have considered naming this collection ’Tails.’ It would be quite fitting, but I would like to think that the stories therein, are about a lot more than just pussy. Some contain autobiographical elements, though again, I am not yet ready to admit which ones. Others are filled with an older man’s nostalgia and the yearning for that period when he first became aware of sex and desire. In general, the intention was to try and express my admiration for the female component of our species as well as my intention to view sex as a joy, a gift, a most beneficial therapy, and a tool for spiritual enlightenment, among other things.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
Ashera

	 

	[image: pencil-Ash+Lil]

	 

	Some guys do have all the luck!

	 

	 


S


	he got up and went to the bathroom to pee. She always woke up at 7 am even on Sundays, when she did not have to go to the office. The sun was sneaking through the bedroom's stained glass window and she could see that Gad had thrown the sheet off the bed, lying naked on his back. There were 3 days left until his 70th birthday, but she thought that he still looked great. Though his hair had turned gray, he still had a full head, as well a chest full of it. Going to the gym three times a week had made him look quite athletic and kept him in great shape. Working out and swimming in the backyard on other days, contributed to that as well. His flaccid penis, resting on his left thigh looked like a disheveled tie and reminded her of the first time they had met. 

	 

	-%-

	 

	It was New Year's Day and she was hanging out with a visiting High School friend. They had partied all night and had had very little sleep. Around noon they ended up in some dive on Avenue A where she had tried to pick up the very young and very beautiful red-headed bartender. Somehow, during the conversation, she found out that the bartender's daddy was sitting right next to her. One thing led to another and her friend convinced her to take Gad with them to the Upper West Side where Ashera was house-sitting for another friend. Though they were quite drunk, Ashera realized that her friend was trying to hook her up with a man in the hope that she could 'cure' her of her Lesbianism. Strange how things turned out, but she still remembered touching a man's penis and enjoying it for the first time. She also remembered finding it not at all unpleasant. She sat down on the edge of the bed and gave it a fond caress. The penis seemed to have a mind of its own because it gave a little twitch, though its owner was fast asleep. Or perhaps he was only faking. She encircled it with her fist and squeezed very gently. She got another twitch so she bent her head over and encircled the tip of it with her lips. In a very short time, she had that soldier standing at attention, so she climbed up onto the bed and straddled it. Morning fucking is always a lot of fun and they have been doing it for many years, so their genitals knew the way almost as if by instinct. The penis and vagina were merged so tightly that the only way you could tell where one's pubic hair ended and the other one's started was by the two varying colors. His was still dark brown while hers was a dirty yellow.

	 

	-%-

	 

	He wasn't sleeping, just pretending. After 25 years, he still loved her, he loved the feel of her body and very much so, the sensation of being inside her. He did not have to open his eyes to look. He could see her short blonde bob, the expressive lips in her patrician face, her long elegant neck, and the exquisite clavicles leading to the lily-white shoulders, with his mind's eye. That imaginary eye roved down admiring the slightly sagging but very beautiful tits, the small slightly rounded tummy, and lower down to the beginning crease of her vagina and the junction where the two of them were becoming one organism. She was just sitting on top of him not moving, but he knew what was coming and his penis started a regular slow throbbing in anticipation. Sure enough, the walls of her vagina started undulating in an age-old response that is said to date as far back as Cleopatra and perhaps even earlier. The feeling was mutually satisfying and gradually intensifying. After a few minutes, the itch became more urgent so she leaned forward and with only a small amount of contorting managed to stick the tip of her right tit inside his mouth. At the same time, she began to move her pelvis with a horizontal back and forth motion. He responded by thrusting up and down while licking and sucking her nipple, which he knew she enjoyed very much. He grabbed her ass cheeks and spread them apart displaying her anus to all the invisible witnesses. She had taken to leaving the closet door open at a certain angle so that he could see that back action in the mirror while looking over her shoulder. He loved to stick one of his fingers into her asshole and stimulate his penis as well as his senses with the dirty activity, but on this day, he refrained. He just wanted to imagine her ass cheeks separating when she moved back showing her asshole, after which she would move forward hiding it again. 

	 

	-%-

	 

	25 or so years earlier, on the afternoon that ended in the forever revered apartment, Ashera's friend Cathy had pretended to be tired and she had commandeered the living room sofa. They were left with one of two alternatives: sharing the queen-sized bed or having one of them sleep on the floor. Ashera, deciding to mess with her friend offered to share the bed with Gad. She told him that he should not try to take advantage of the situation because she was a lesbian, happily cohabitating with her partner Liliana. Always attentive to women’s needs, he just turned his back on her and tried to sleep. She spooned against him squashing her large tits against his back, so he couldn't quite manage to do that. After about 20 minutes of that, she tapped him on the shoulder asking if he was asleep. He just shook his head.

	 

	“It's hot in here, do you mind if we take off our clothes? It might cool us off a bit.”

	 

	He could feel some motion and he imagined that she was stripping so he turned around and found that he was right. She had just taken off her pullover sweater and was in the process of undoing the clasp of her bra. The magnificent orbs seemed to relish their new freedom and she stretched up her arms causing his eyes to devour their pink capped white expanse hungrily. With a shy alluring smile, she then proceeded to unzip her jeans and pull them down. Realizing that she was serious about the stripping bit, he proceeded to undress as well. Somehow they ended up facing each other in a sitting position. Gad was most visibly aroused and she was probably as well because her nipples were quite erect. Perhaps it was just a bit chillier than she had thought. 

	 

	“I had sex with a boy one time when I was about 16. We were in high school at the time and he was one year older. I did not enjoy it.”

	 

	He did not want to spoil the moment so he kept quiet. It was very exciting just to sit there naked with a much younger woman eyeing his body just as he was eyeing hers.

	 

	“You look nice,” she said.

	 

	“And so do you,” he replied. 

	 

	“I have not looked at a penis up close before. I think I like the way it looks. May I touch it?”

	 

	“'I would be very happy if you did,” he replied. 

	 

	She touched the tip of his penis gently pulling it forward. When she let it go, it went into a gentle bobbing movement making her giggle. 

	 

	“I always thought lesbians hated men,” he said. 

	 

	“I do not hate anybody, and I do not see any reason to hate you. I hardly know you.”

	 

	“Is it OK then if I touch you as well?”

	 

	“Sure, why not?” 

	 

	He placed his palms on her shoulders and moved them downwards slowing to a crawl when he got to her tits. He squeezed her nipples gently making her shiver and continued downwards. His palms moved out slightly caressing the ample hips and slid over her thighs, stopping with his fingers resting on the outer lips of her vagina. 

	 

	“I love pussy,” he said, “may I kiss it?”

	 

	She seemed a bit shy, but she nodded her head. He bent over and using his fingers he pulled her lips further apart and stuck his tongue into her honeypot. In this case, the expression was very appropriate. that pussy had only been visited once by a very young cock 7-8 years before and it was really, really, very tasty. Other things have very likely visited as well, but his was only the second masculine appendage. His tongue moved upwards towards her clitoris while his fingers were playing paradiddles inside her. She started making a moaning sound that kept increasing in volume. Cathy ran in going:

	 

	“What the fuck is going on?” before her eyes managed to take in the view.

	 

	He could guess that she was blushing and she retreated quickly, uttering a stuttered apology. They did not have intercourse on that first encounter, but she reciprocated by doing a very satisfying fellatio job on his patiently waiting cock. He couldn't keep himself from ejaculating all over her face and tits when the critical moment arrived. He apologized and he insisted that she let him wash her, whereupon they ended up in the bathroom showering each other off. She seemed to enjoy washing his body just as much as he was enjoying washing hers. He thought that was a wonderfully tender, loving shower and the future vindicated his belief that something wonderful was getting started. Later that day, he overheard her friend Cathy saying to her: 

	 

	“Seemed like you had a good time there.”

	 

	-%-

	 

	The next six months or so we're a very happy period in Gad’s life. Ash, as I soon gathered her friends addressed her, asked for his phone number, and said she would call. She would not give him her number so he assumed that was the end of it. He was therefore quite surprised when she called him 2 days later and asked if he would have lunch with her. He was not sure what to make of it, but they met and she just couldn't keep her hands off of him. She would pull him into any dark corner or doorway and kiss him repeatedly while feeling him up all over. At first, He was a bit reluctant, but she would have none of that, she would often grab his hand and stick it inside her panties. When he'd stick his fingers inside her, she would moan excitedly, riding them like they were some kind of magical dildo. After a while, she might pull his hand out and make him stick them into his mouth. 'Appetizer' she would say. She loved to find deserted areas and flash him some part of her body. They could be walking along in Central Park and seeing no one around she would pull down her blouse and pull his face down between her marvelous tits. Or else she would lift her skirt and show him her gorgeous ass. A lot of the time, she was not wearing any panties. Sometimes, they would find an out-of-the-way movie theatre and sit in the back where she would always give him a great blow-job. There were of course places to which they could not go because she was afraid someone might recognize her and tell Liliana. He was afraid that the situation would become complicated sooner or later, so he asked her to move in with him. She said she will think about it, but she took too long. 

	 

	-%-

	The day did come when Liliana busted them, embarrassingly, in their bed. A scene ensued of course and he ended up down in the street in almost no time at all. He was hoping that Ash would call him.  He truly missed the youthful joy that she had brought to his life. Days passed, and then weeks and months, and not a word was heard. He tried hanging out in some of those places that she had avoided frequenting with him, hoping that he might run into her. He thought that some of the regulars recognized him because once in a while it seemed like they were whispering and sending him ambiguous glances when they saw him passing by. He had pretty much resolved that he will ring their doorbell and confront the two of them, proposing to marry Ash at once. In retrospect, he knew that it was a stupid idea. The two of them thought marriage was a ridiculous patriarchal invention, intended to tie women down. In his cowardice, he kept delaying the confrontation day, but it turned out that it was a fortunate non-decision. 

	 

	-%-

	 

	About six months passed until events took a new and fortunate turn. More specifically, the day was the 27th day in August of the year 1993, a day before Gad’s 46th birthday. He was sitting at the bar in one of his regular saloons on 8th avenue when Liliana walked in. Left him speechless, but she walked over to him and asked if he would join her for a drink at a booth in the back. At 30 years old, Liliana was quite a stunner. She was part Cuban, part African with a bit of the Irish thrown in. Her skin was quite dark and her raven black hair was curly and long and loose. She always dressed like a model and her body, though a little too thin for Gad’s tastes was of the kind that guys would drool over and women would kill for. He just waved to the bartender and followed her. Everyone was giving him questioning looks but he just shrugged. Of course, he knew her, but he had no idea what she wanted. The last time they had met she had pretty much thrown him out into the street on his ass so to speak. He slid into the booth across from her and said:

	 

	“Hello Liliana, I wish I could say that it is good to see you.” The waitress came over asking what they'd like to drink. 

	 

	“I'll have another one of these,” he said. 

	 

	“I'll have the same,” said Liliana.

	 

	He found out later that she knew that Gad was always drinking Courvoisier VSOP and that he was quite partial to Belgian Trappist ales. 

	 

	“Well, we shall see about that,” she addressed his previous sentence. 

	 

	“Do you know that tomorrow is Ash's birthday?”

	 

	“No shit,” he replied “I honestly, did not. Somehow it just never popped up in conversation, so I assume that none of you are aware that tomorrow is my birthday as well.”

	 

	“Wow,” exclaimed Liliana “much bigger shit then, because I have come bearing gifts. I have watched Ash getting more and more miserable as time went by. When I asked her she evaded the answer, but I feel that she is still somewhat infatuated with you. It was not an easy decision for me, but I have concluded that I need to find out what the truth of it is once and for all. And so, I want to invite you to a birthday party, though not as a guest, but rather as a present. As I just found out, the birthday girl will also serve as your present. I love her and I forgave her the dalliance or whatever it was that she had with you. If it will make her happy, I will forgive her once more.”

	 

	After this statement, Liliana took a long swig out of her snifter, and so did Gad. 

	 

	“Do you mind if I put this into plain language?” he asked. 

	 

	“You know what I am saying Gad, but go ahead anyway,” she answered. 

	“Are you truly proposing that I come to a birthday party in honor of your lover and that as a gift to her, I fuck her? I know you are a lesbian, but I am sure you know what that means. It means that I am going to stick my cock into her cunt and move it in and out and in and out and in and out, until it makes her scream with pleasure, shake with passion and cause me to ejaculate all over her magnificent tits and belly!”

	 

	“'You didn't have to be so literally crude you bastard.”

	 

	“'Well, I owed you one, you know. Since that did not sound like an objection, sure, I accept. How are we going to do this, fill me in.”

	 

	“'Take it easy stallion, not we, just you.”

	 

	-%-

	 

	The next day, he was waiting in the dark in their bedroom. Next door in the living room, Ash, Lil, and 10 of their friends were listening to music, smoking some very aromatic ganja, drinking, snacking, and just having a jolly good time. Gad thought Ash's laughter was a bit forced, but what did he know, he hadn't gotten over her. He could hear some of the conversations but mostly things were a bit muffled, so it was a good thing that Lil gave him a little heads up knock before sending Ash in for her secret 'present.' The street light spilling through the slightly parted curtains was the only illumination in the room so it took Ash perhaps 20 seconds to notice his still silhouette reclining in their bed. Later on, she told him that she thought he was another female friend. She had been hinting to Lil (as he also got to call her later on) that it might spice things up. As she got closer and could finally discern his features, she lay down next to him and put her head on his chest while silent tears started falling from her beautiful eyes. 

	 

	“Is it really you, or am I losing my mind?”

	 

	“'If you're losing your mind, I guess we are doing it together,” he replied kissing her teary cheeks. They did not converse anymore for a while, they just removed their clothes and recommenced the long-neglected but not forgotten motions that used to make them so happy. If Lil needed any proof, he knew she would get it, because it was like they had never been apart. Gad kissed Ash's mouth trying to muffle the loud side-effect of her orgasm with only moderate success. The walls were not thick enough and everyone in the next room knew exactly what was happening, but not how or with whom. In the aftermath, Gad held her tight and swore that he will never lose her again. She kissed him ardently and promised that he never will. The party was winding down, but still going on. Nobody would possibly leave before they found out more about Ash's present. So, she cleaned herself up a bit and walked out again. To the more observant Lil, it was obvious that she had been crying and that she smelled of male sperm. To everyone else she seemed radiant, which she was and when she kissed Lil ardently they cheered and applauded. They knew that something exciting had happened in the next room and they all pestered Ash and then Lil with questions. Ash and Lil sitting on the sofa holding hands parried all the inquiries.

	 

	“It was Ash's present and when she is ready, she will reveal it to the world, but for now let it remain a secret for just a little bit longer,” was the best they could get from Lil. 

	 

	The official party eventually ended at about 4 am when the last guest left. Gad’s party was only starting and when the bedroom door opened and they walked in hand in hand and stood naked at the foot of the bed, he imagined that he had died and gone to Heaven. The Goddesses of Night and Day were standing in front of him in all of their divine natural glory. Ash's naked charms refreshed the rusty memory and she was indeed as beautiful as he remembered. Lil was a previously unimaginable sparkling gift from Heaven and an amazing complement to Ash’s beauty. Without her clothes on, Lil looked a thousand times more desirable and Gad didn't even remember at the time that he used to be critical of her somewhat slim-athletic frame. He could not move, nor could he speak for fear of shattering the magical tableau. He was still lying naked on their bed and a part of his mind was worried about the effect his cock might have on Lil's sensibilities. She was, of course, the first one to speak and she addressed him:

	 

	“I do not know, where this is going to go in the future, but I love Ash with a passion and it appears that so do you. I think she still loves me and it now seems obvious that she loves you as well. I have been thinking this over for the past few months and my conclusion is that love is not a quantifiable commodity. It cannot be measured and it can also not be constrained without someone suffering the consequences. I do not care for your cock, nor obviously for any other man's cock, but I will share Ash's body with you if she so desires.”

	 

	Ash just spoke that one word that changed all of their futures.

	 

	“Yes,” she said. 

	 

	“To continue,” said Lil “I do not wish to spend the rest of my life without Ash, so perhaps we could agree on some kind of arrangement between the three of us that will not exclude any of us from this relationship.” 

	 

	Gad could only reply with the same one word: 

	 

	“Yes,” he said, and he added, “with all my heart.” 

	 

	 “One last thing” added Lil “I know the effect my body has on women as well as on men. My nudity was not aimed at you. Though it is your birthday, I am still Ash's present as much as she is yours.”

	 

	“Your birthday?” asked Ash and they realized that in the heat of the planning they forgot to mention that to her.

	 

	“46th” he replied. 

	 

	She let go of Lil's hand, walked over to him, and laying her naked body over his, she kissed his lips and wished him:

	 

	 “The happiest birthday ever, I know it is for me,” she said while rolling over to the middle of the bed.

	 

	It was a good thing that they had a king-sized bed. She reached her hand out to Lil who came and lay down on her other side. They had a lot more sex for the rest of that night and most of the next morning, though none of it involved the three of them at the same time. Watching Lil doing things to Ash did not bother him at all now that he knew it would not take her away from him. On the contrary, it inflamed his desire quite dangerously. At first, Ash seemed a bit reluctant to ride his erect cock while Lil was watching, but Lil pushed her over gently. Apparently, Ash having sex with Gad had quite an erotic effect on Lil because she would then take her turn doing interesting and very arousing things to Ash's body. He learned a thing or two on that first night about pleasing women. 

	 

	-%-

	 

	Against all odds, the passing years cemented their relationship and perhaps even contributed to their success. There were some rough patches, like the time that Lil had decided to experiment with other sex partners, and on a few occasions, she brought someone home, trying to get her two other partners interested. It took a while for Lil to become fully integrated into their relationship. In those days, Gad was still living in his tiny basement in Forest Hills but hanging out at the girls' Avenue A walk-up frequently. 

	 

	One day, while Ash was visiting her parents in Akron, Lil called and asked him to come over to discuss some things. Getting to the apartment, he found Lil slightly inebriated and wearing a very sexy baby-doll that would reveal some pretty parts of her anatomy strategically. A bit surprised, he sat down when she poured him a glass of wine and brought a platter of cheese and cold cuts.

	 

	“I want to take the next step,” she said, “I want the two of us to get closer.”

	 

	She downed her drink and came over to sit in his lap. She took his right hand and placed it on her freshly depilated vagina. 

	 

	“How do you like it?” 

	 

	“I have admired your vagina from afar for quite a while. You must know that I love it and clean shaved like this it’s quite a treat.”

	 

	“We've known each other for a while now, Gad, so feel free to call it a cunt, or a pussy if you prefer. Vagina sounds so clinical.”

	 

	 She proceeded to unbutton his pants when she felt his cock growing and without much more preparation, she slid that smooth pussy right over it. 

	 

	“What do you think?” she asked.

	 

	“It is even better than I have imagined and of course, I have done that many times, but I am not sure if we shouldn’t have waited until Ash was here.” 

	 

	“She will be OK with it, don't worry too much.” 

	 

	It was a great night for Gad and he thought that the future was looking even better, but it led to some roughness that nearly destroyed their arrangement. 

	 

	In the morning, when Lil sobered up, she started crying and confessing that what she did was terrible, that she was a horrible person, and that the only thing that she could do to atone was having Gad fuck her in the ass. Gad was quite taken aback, not that he did not once in a while have anal fantasies, he just did not expect that it could happen with Lil. It didn't take long for her to convince him and he obliged after she buttered up her own asshole copiously. It was tight and wonderful and he shot a serious load inside her. Later, on the way home, he was not sure what that was all about and how it will develop. A day before Ash returned, Lil called Gad and asked him not to tell Ash about their sexual encounter. She had to leave on business for a few days and she wanted all of them to discuss it together. After she came back, it seemed like there would be no opportunity, because she took to drinking more than usual and spending nights away from home. One night she came home with a young good-looking stud and pretty much forced Ash to have sex with him while she and Gad were watching. Gad, feeling quite guilty about their secret, did not know how to react, so he just let it happen. The next night, Ash called him crying and asked him to come over. Lil had overdosed on some drug or another at a nightclub and had been rushed to Mount Sinai. Visiting hours were of course over, but they could go there in the morning. When he got to the apartment, Gad confessed that he had had sex with Lil while she was out of town. They needed to figure out what was going on with Lil and how to fix it.

	 

	-%- 

	 

	A few difficult months passed during which Lil started seeing a therapist, stopped drinking, and insisted on having frequent intercourse with Gad. Gad and Ash did their best to reassure her of their love and of their intention of not letting go of her. Somehow, it worked out. Ash and Lil's bookkeeping office eventually became a major firm with many important clients and their offices on Madison Avenue eventually had to expand to an extra floor.

	 

	Ten years went by and they were living together in the same Avenue A apartment though by then they could afford a lot more. The building had in the meantime become a condo and they were lucky enough to buy their unit as well as the one across the hall converting them into a two-bedroom apartment. They liked the neighborhood and they re-did the layout in such a way that the second living room became Gad's studio. The light was quite good and he would sit there most of the day and paint. He called his style Neo-Illustrationism and over the years he had managed to build up a decent reputation and sell quite a few paintings. His favorite, the Goddesses of Day and Night was hanging in his studio all covered up and would be only viewable to outsiders on the 28th of August of each year. If they were lucky, one of the hosts would relate the events of that fateful birthday in 1993. As time went by the three of them became quite a fixture on the downtown art scene. In addition to painting, Gad was also a decent singer/songwriter and he eventually convinced Ash and Lil to sing and play with him. They called themselves GadAshLil and they decided not to record anything. They would book some gigs at Arlene's Grocery, The Rockwood Music Hall, and other downtown performing spaces and just do it for the fun of it. They always saved space in front of the stage for the first four people who showed up with recording equipment and they encouraged them to record video and audio and post it anywhere they liked, with the condition that they provide a link to GadAshLil’s Creative Commons license. Gad would usually play an acoustic guitar, with Lil on the piano and Ash on the ukulele, mandolin, or tambourine. Depending on their mood they would once in a while, hire bass, drums, and sometimes even a bassoon, oboe, or French horn. 

	 

	-%-

	 

	All of this hit him in just one morning, the remembrance was evoking all kinds of emotions in him. His love for Ashera was as strong as ever and just as undemanding and unconditional. He decided that putting it all on paper or its electronic equivalent was something that he needed very much to do. It would be a fitting complement to his paintings. The paintings were serving a different but not at all foreign purpose. None of that and none of his music would have been possible without Ashera. He was quite happy with the way this memory shaped up and so he considered that perhaps he would publish a little collection of short stories. The first one of those would of course be Ashera. Ashera was originally one of the early Hebrew Goddesses who got replaced by the despotic father figure named Jehovah amongst other things. 

	 

	Liliana was of course just another variation on Lilith's name and one that the patriarchs had failed to erase. He had looked up his own name and found to his surprise that Gad was also the name of an early forgotten Hebrew deity. Perhaps, there are no coincidences he thought. The second tale would of course be named Liliana. He had come to love her differently but not necessarily with a lesser love than the one he showered upon Ashera. Who knows he might even have a third tale named Gad. And how about another one about a new trinity named 'GadAshLil,’ a spiritual manifestation of love in all of its aspects.

	***

	 

	
Crack’o’Dawn-ia

	 

	[image: pencil-amazon-queen]

	 

	I hate to wake up in the morning. My preferred waking hour is any time after 11 am. I guess it is still morning technically. Anyway, when I hear of anyone waking up at ‘the crack of Dawn’ I always think pussy. That thought had somehow turned into this silly little tale.


I


	t is difficult for most men to accept that the mythical Crack’o’Dawn-ia is a real cuntry. It has been protected from the rest of the world for so long that very few have ever managed to visit there. It is, however, quite real and what it is, is a matriarchal cuntry nested deep inside Macedonia. While the Jugoslav Federation was still in existence, Tito, the extraordinary ruler of that country, had protected Crack’o’Dawn-ia and allowed it a kind of autonomic freedom, denied to all the other Jugoslav Republics. In deference to the legendary history of Alexander the Great, Macedonia has continued to shelter that little Kingdom and it certainly intends to do so for the foreseeable future. A fact not widely known in the Western world is that Alexander was the son of Queen Dawn of Crack’o’Dawn-ia and King Philip of Macedonia.

	 

	The English etymology of the word 'dawn' is somewhat unclear but it would not surprise me if a connection to the original Crackodawnian language was found. Likewise, I would be willing to bet that the word crack has similar origins. Archeological research led by the world-famous Dr. Hadassah Barzilay in the vicinity of Salisbury has uncovered remnants of a matriarchal society that has preceded the Druidic Era. Her book, 'Crackodawnia is Amazonia' in which she outlined her conclusions as well as the evidence, has been in the top 100 NY Times best-sellers for the past 10 years and it has been translated into more than 12 languages. Her main thesis is that a group of Crackodawnian explorers had established matriarchal outposts in places as far as England and South America around the year 2000 BC. The scientific world has of course ridiculed it, the way they had done to 'Chariots of Fire,' despite the strong evidence. 

	 

	-%-

	 

	Crackodawnians believe that the women of the Royal family are direct descendants of Eos, the Goddess of Dawn. The rest of women are descended from her sister Selene and men are thought to be descended from her brother Helios. The Crackodawnian theology is, of course, much more complicated, but this should give the reader an idea about the potential origins of this cuntry. Needless to say, as they believe that all humans are sisters and brothers, they treat everyone with the love and respect that you would show a close relative. You may think that the ritual incest implied in a sexual act might make them somewhat psychotic, but to that, I will reply: not any more than ritual cannibalism has addled the brains of Christians. BTW, the spelling 'Crack’o’Dawn-ia' is mine. The original does not include apostrophes or hyphens, it's my literary license. 

	 

	Crack’o’Dawn-ia is the last remnant of the ancient matriarchies that were superseded by the slow rise of masculine dominance. Their age-old sexual rites and rituals have prevailed throughout the millennia with only a few minor changes. To sociologists, this would be a valuable present that would allow them a glimpse into earlier societies, but to most of the citizens of the Industrial World, they might seem barbaric and perverted. To that I say, compared to the Sharia laws practiced in some Islamic nations, they are most benevolent, though archaic and sometimes hilarious. Here are some examples:

	 

	The royal family is composed entirely of females.

	Royal males are given to families chosen in a random drawing and raised as commoners. 

	At state functions, all Royals must be mostly naked. Shoes, stockings, gloves, coronets, any other jewelry, hat, or decorations that do not cover the tits, ass, or cunt are allowed.

	All Royals are named Dawn. It is not known why they are not named Eos. Diphthongs are very prevalent in Greco-Macedonian languages, while consonant strings especially at the end of a word are unheard of. I guess Crack'o'Eos-ia would have had a nice poetic sound, but it was not to be.

	Commoners must kiss the cracks of Royals on any official occasion that necessitates their interaction.

	On State holidays, and other official occasions, all Royals are lined up next to the Queen's throne and everyone present stands in line and kisses the crack of every one of them. 

	Mercifully enough, some one thousand years ago, a change to the protocols limited that mandate to Royals who had been toilet trained. Before that, some hilarious incidents occurred (not very hilarious to the dignitaries involved.) 

	Ceremonies are quite lengthy so they usually start at the crack of dawn (yes the word dawn is still in use as a common noun.)

	On the inauguration of a new Queen a second name, as well as a numeral are appended to the Queen’s name. That name, based on one of her distinctive traits, is selected by the priests of the Helios temple. The process is very simple but quite lengthy and may sometimes last an entire month. 

	The twelve priests, who are very skilled in the cunnilingual arts, perform a clitoral symphony on the Royal pudendum that lasts for a period not to exceed two weeks in duration. 

	In general, the Royal Dawns are very tasty, so the priests relish the ritual naming period during which they have sole access to the Queen's divine pussy.

	Usually, a general idea that had been previously formed through the numerous occasions on which they had kissed the Royal cracks is already prevailing. 

	It does however need to be finalized as there are many other things involved in a full orgasm. 

	The one time that the naming period was cut short, involved Queen Dawn Amara I, whose pussy was so bitter that no priest had the stamina or taste buds required to munch on that aperture long enough to cause her to come to an orgasm. 

	That problem had not previously seemed so large mainly because orgasm was not a requirement, before the coronation. 

	The Royal physician was consulted, Queen Amara's diet was changed numerous times, but the problem could not be solved and she had to abdicate after only a short three months’ reign. 

	An amendment was added to the constitution describing a pre-coronation tasting procedure that was to be performed by a consortium consisting of the Royal Doctor, the Palace Chef, and the high Priestess of the Selene temple. 

	The Coronation would proceed only upon unanimous approval of the tasting committee.

	Needless to say, The Heliotic priests were secretly apprised of the results and were extremely excited when told that the second future Queen had orgasmed during the relatively brief tasting. 

	An incident such as Queen Dawn Amara's has never occurred again. 

	There were a few times when the Heliotic priests could not decide on a name and requested an additional tasting week, but they always resolved their difference within one month, at the end of which the official Coronation would take place. 

	The current Queen, Dawn Multipla VI was the subject of such a debate when the younger priests insisted that she should be named Dawn Dulce III on account of her deliciously sweet vagina. The older and wiser ones insisted that a truly gifted multi-orgasmic Queen was much rarer and that the state of the nation would be greatly influenced by that one significant trait. 

	A compromise was arrived at when the younger priests agreed to put the queen through an extra week of testing. 

	Some of them later admitted to ulterior motives, but nobody held that against them. This was the only acceptable way that the priesthood got to taste the future Queen and she was truly very, very tasty. 

	The tie was broken when the high priest caused the new Queen Dawn to orgasm 10 times during a 30-minute expert cunnilingual session.

	 

	On such occasions when a Knighthood or Damehood is bestowed, the future peer is required to munch on the Queen's crack and cause her to orgasm. The national anthem, ’The Queens Is Coming’ is played continuously until that goal is achieved. Most Queens can usually only go through one or two of those at a time. Some of the more beloved Queens of the past, like Queen Multipla the First were multi-orgasmic and could thus bestow knighthood on a multitude of candidates in the same ceremony. This particular custom had come into criticism in the second half of the 20th century with the rise of open homosexuality and their cry for equal rights. After a parliamentary debate that lasted for most of an entire decade, it was resolved that the unique status of Crack’o’Dawn-ia as the last existing matriarchy was going to be preserved but it was also stipulated that all males regardless of their sexual orientation would possess equal rights and responsibilities in the eyes of the law. It was however understood that some individuals might be psychologically incapable of eating pussy. Queen Endorsa II agreed in her generosity to allow such individuals the privilege of licking her asshole while a designated substitute would perform the required motions that would cause the Queen to orgasm. A special throne with a removable cushion was constructed for those special occasions. 

	 

	The social, psychological, and theological ramifications of the Crackodawnian society need a much more thorough examination than this little pastiche could present. I would however like to point out some interesting developments directly attributable to the Royal ceremonies. During times of official functions and National Holidays, the attendance at the Selene and Helios temples would be at a record high. In general, men would flock to the temples of Selene and women to those of Helios. During coronation months, the need would be so high that numerous tents would have to be erected next to the existing temples and many citizens would volunteer for temporary priesthood. Joining the priesthood was not very difficult or too demanding. The entire country was horny and all you had to do is fuck anyone who came to the temple. Same-sex encounters were acceptable but not generally practiced at the temples, so lesbian and homosexual individuals usually gathered at private locations, though it has become fashionable to have huge Boy Band concerts that devolved into orgies.

	 

	Masculine fashion was influenced by the many occasions that caused men to walk around with serious erections. Most adult men always wore an undergarment that was designed to channel the rampant cocks in a comfortable direction and not point directly forward.

	 

	In times other than the official orgiastic periods, people went on about their normal lives and did have normal sex like any other human group. However, because Royal infant males were adopted randomly, there was no way for the Royals to know if any given male was related to them. Furthermore, since they believed that we were all brothers and sisters, the concept of incest was non-existent. So, in general, there was no nudity taboo and no one would scold young children who played with each other's, or their own, genitals if they so wished. It was therefore more the norm than the exception that a young boy's first ejaculation happened in the company of an older sister or aunt. The same with young girls, when they were ready there was usually someone who knew how to make them have a satisfying orgasm. Sex between parents and children, though not expressly forbidden, was not widely practiced, and between grandparents and grandchildren extremely rare. Everyone was quite aware that genetic deformation could potentially be caused by inbreeding, so incest was largely a non-coital kind of pastime.

	 

	Sex crimes were non-existent, how do you perform a sex crime on a person who is willing? Other crimes were quite rare due to the ancient custom of resolving differences through sexual congress. To give you an example, let us say that you had inadvertently run over someone's favorite dog. You may apologize and be sorry but the other person has suffered a serious loss and they want some kind of satisfaction. They might say:

	 

	“That's not enough!”

	 

	“What would be?” you would ask.

	 

	“I am going to have to fuck your mother!”

	 

	“I will have to ask her permission.”

	 

	“So, what are you waiting for, get on that phone.”

	 

	You call her up and she says that of course, she would do anything for you.

	 

	“OK,” you say “when?”

	 

	“Right now,” he says and gets into your car.

	 

	You drive to your mom's and introduce the grieving bastard. Your 16-year-old sister walks in.

	 

	“Let's go to the bedroom and do this,” says your mom.

	 

	“Not good! We'll do it right here on the sofa with your son and daughter watching.”

	 

	Your mom lifts her skirt, takes off her panties, and starts playing with herself.

	 

	“Well then, come and get it boy!” she says.

	It becomes obvious that he is quite excited when he pulls out an above-average cock and proceeds to stick it into your mom's cunt. You have seen your mom naked many times but have not previously witnessed her fucking. She is very good-looking for 50 and she knows what she's doing. The young cock releases his juices in no time at all. She hands him a tissue with which he wipes his cock and he pulls up his pants.

	 

	“Thank you, I feel much better,” he turns to you saying:

	 

	“Your mom is an amazing fucker you should try her some time,” and he leaves.

	 

	“Thanks, mom,” you say.

	 

	“I assume that it did not leave you indifferent,” says your mom, “can I help you with that?”

	 

	“I'll do it, mom, I could use the practice,” says my sister while pulling down my pants.

	 

	We end up on the floor and I, of course, get to lick and poke her pussy. We've done it before but this time it is more intense and I ejaculate all over her face. Mom is watching from the sofa playing with herself but she does not seem finished. So, I finish off my sister and go over. Guess I have learned a few things since I left home because she enjoys my tongue play extensively and has a massive wet orgasm within minutes.

	 

	The previous scenario is of course entirely imaginary and I think I may have gotten a bit too carried away. Still, these are the facts,- there is no sex crime in Crack’o’Dawn-ia and a lot of disputes are resolved through sexual interplay.

	 

	-%-

	 

	It should be obvious by now that I am not a Crackodawnian, just one of the lucky few who have managed to find their way to this place. There are many beautiful sights to see in this great cuntry, besides the gorgeous, generous, and easily fuckable women. I could also write about their economy, National Gross Product, major crops, and so on, but obviously, I am quite taken with the sexual components of this society. As one of the rare foreigners who come to visit, I was, of course, introduced to Queen Dawn Multipla VI at an official reception and thus I am of course acquainted with the taste of all the Royal pussies. Sex is not a major taboo here so I have also managed to do that deed with a few of the Queen's younger sisters. I also had sex with most of Selene's priestesses, who are amazing artists. 

	 

	The other day I somehow ran afoul of the Queen's guard. They are just like I would imagine the legendary Amazons to be: tall, statuesque, muscular females carrying a shield and spear and guarding the palace grounds. I must have had a bit too much Rakija and I had to relieve myself on the way back to my B&B. I ducked into a shaded area and pissed on one of the trees. Turns out I had somehow ended in the Queen's garden. As I was zipping up, two of these amazing female specimens collared me, literally lifting me off the ground, and carried me to their holding. It was going to be a long night. They stripped me, tied my hands to a hook in the ceiling, and proceeded to play with me. 

	 

	“Hey little worm, we know that you meant no harm, but you need a lesson and we are a bit bored and we need to play with someone's cock, lucky you!” said one of them while tickling my balls. 

	 

	Altogether there were three, but they looked so similar, I couldn't quite differentiate between them. I'd rather skip talking any more about that night, because of the too many embarrassing things. Let me just say that their amazon training included orgasm endurance so it took them a very long time and they were not willing to let me go before I made all three of them come. Guess I managed somehow. By noon on the next day, I managed to get out of there, mainly because they had also mastered certain techniques that eventually got them to their stated objective. I was not however set free right away, but rather brought into the Queen's presence for a private audience. I had previously been instructed in the court protocol, but the provost insisted on explaining it to me one more time. So, as I was shown into the throne room, I had to kneel and say:

	 

	“May I kiss your crack, your highness?”

	 

	The Queen opened her legs slightly and inclined her head at which I stood up, walked over, and kissed the Royal lips. She waved me away so I walked down the steps and stood waiting.

	 

	“I have read your notes,” she said, “they are quite amusing.”

	 

	“Thank you, your Highness,” I said.

	 

	“I am connected to the world through various social media and I assume that Crack'o'Dawn-ia will become a touristy kind of spot in the near future. I would like to preserve our way of life for as long as possible but I am not that naïve, I might fail. One possible way might be by attracting sexually liberated people like you, who would help perpetuate our society. I am not sure that the term 'sexually liberated' is correct for what you are but you appear quite enamored of our morals, as well as our cracks. Thus, I would like to offer you the position of Royal chronicler.”

	 

	“What about my notes?”

	 

	“Not bad, I would like you to go over them once more and show them to me again. I think you may then present them to one of the magazines that will be willing to publish them. I was also told that you had a very long session with the Palace guards, so I am going to let you go and rest for a while. Tomorrow you may finalize your notes and present them to me on the day after. If you accept my offer, we will consummate the agreement right here.”

	 

	“Thank you, your highness, I will most gladly serve you to the best of my abilities.”

	 

	I was escorted out by the guards who had brought me in.

	 

	“Lucky boy,” said one of them.

	 

	'What do you mean?”

	“The Queens's crack is constantly on display, many get to kiss it, some get to tongue it deeply, but only a chosen few ever get to fuck it.”

	 

	“What?”

	 

	“She said consummate, didn't she? You get to find out first hand why she was named Dawn Multipla.”

	 

	I might go visit again, but it should be obvious that I am never going back to my old home for good. I have found a new and much better one.

	***

	 


 

	[image: pencil-amazon]

	 

	Naked woman with sharp weapons. I do not exactly approve if they are going to war. If women want to fight, they should do so with bare hands (and bare everything else as well.) I do approve of posing with sharp weapons as long as they are just props that do not obscure the view of the model’s more valuable bare assets.

	 

	In a match, it’s OK if they start with their clothes on but it has to be part of the rules that the match is not over until they are both naked (keeping the shoes, stockings, coronets, any other jewelry, hat, or decoration that does not cover the tits, ass or cunt is allowed.) 

	 

	
The Lewd Ghost of Oyster Bay

	 

	[image: pencil-hose]

	Men love to watch women take their clothes off, play with themselves, insert various objects into their cunts and assholes, and so on. Most women do not understand that fascination. In this story, I am positing a scenario that will make that situation a necessity. I hope they will have a better understanding after reading it. BTW – watch what and how you eat, girls!


T


	he sun, the sand, and the sea, what a great combination! The sun is hot, the sand is fine and the sea is blue. Beautiful! It's great to be here. I look around some more and notice a naked young woman, lying on a towel sunning herself not more than 10 feet away from me. She is lying on her stomach with her head facing away from me, which means that her legs, slightly parted, are facing me. I admire her ass and run my eyes down the crack between her cheeks. They are exquisite as they touch each other but that also means that the little strawberry that I am so fond of is hidden from my sight. I keep moving my focus a bit lower and get rewarded with a partial view of her cunt. I love cunt! I love the taste of it, I love the smell of it and I love the look of it. OK, not all of them are that good looking but from what I see of this one it is yummy. I am usually a timid individual, but something compels me to walk over and lay a hand on that butt. Weird, I do not quite see my hand. She lazily slaps her butt cheek as if she felt a fly or a mosquito alighting on there. I move a little lower cupping her cunt and she just waves her hand as if to shoo that fly and she rolls over on her back. The rolling movement gives some excellent glimpses of that cunt in motion making me feel quite excited. Seeing her lying there with those beautiful nipples pointing at the sky, makes me feel like a whole new man. Ass, tits, pussy, all within the reach of my hand. Not sure what is going on, but I am certainly willing to experiment, so I stick my middle finger inside that sweaty little slit. I am not getting the response I was looking for, though I am not exactly sure what that was going to be, she is just rubbing her thighs together very gently. I must be a little bit slow or hungover. It might explain why it took me this long to realize that things are not quite the way they are supposed to be. I look around again and try to assess the situation. 

	 

	I move a bit further from the scrumptiously naked female who seems quite familiar though I cannot exactly remember her name. The rest of the beach comes into view and I notice a lot of other naked people, including some couples of the same sex, making out. I move quickly over the images of guys kissing while rubbing their cocks against each other, lingering surreptitiously on the views of women doing similar things (no cocks makes me feel a lot better about it.) It's not exactly an orgy and everyone is very nonchalant about their necking, but it is obvious that this is a place where that kind of behavior is normal. Not sure what is going on, I do not remember being in this kind of place before, and anyway, I still need to figure out what is happening. It takes me quite a while to ascertain that I do not seem to have any kind of physical existence. I proceeded to test that hypothesis by grabbing a lot of good-looking tits and slapping some gorgeous ass. In one case, where two very good-looking lesbians were making out, and I stuck my fingers into both of their assholes. I do not panic easily, but the fact that I could do that kind of thing without getting beaten up or arrested was actually very cool. Whatever was going on, it couldn't be too bad. I came up with a few possible scenarios but discarded most of them. I kept the two likeliest ones and they were:

	 

	a. I was dreaming.

	b. I was a ghost.

	 

	If this was a dream, it was like no other before it. I could not remember any previous dream in which I could reason things this logically. I had read about the Australian aborigines’ dreamtime and had been fascinated by it, but I have not researched nor experimented enough with it to feel like this was it. Additionally, in trying to remember more details about my life, I came up a bit short. I could not dig up a name, a nationality, an age, an occupation, or any of those other things that I should have known instantly. It was interesting that I knew what these words meant. That did not mean that this was not a dream, it just meant that if it was, it was like no other before it. It didn't take me long to realize that I could not come up with a logical way to determine my real state. Being a pragmatist, I concluded that I should just enjoy my current situation without worrying too much about the consequences. I decided to carry on some experiments that might eventually shed some light on my situation while allowing me to enjoy whatever I could enjoy. I broke them down into sections and proceeded with the task. 

	 

	
		Identity - I did not remember anything, and couldn't come up with any way of ascertaining it, so I decided to leave that for later.

		Corporeality - I tried to open some doors and move some objects, without any noticeable effect. I also could not observe my own body when trying to look at my hands, feet, or facing a mirror. Obviously, I had no body. 

		Movement - It seemed that I could move about at will without any noticeable physical effort. I eventually figured out that I could move extremely fast if I wanted. Not sure how fast, but I would be in one place and then in another distant one without noticing any time passage. I could also move through objects. 

		Interface - In light of the events at the beach, I performed some more experiments. Most certainly not very scientific, but I enjoyed them a lot. They led me to the conclusion that some of the characters in my dream (?) were quite sensitive to my presence, while others felt nothing at all. I still have no idea what my gender is, but I seem to be very attracted to females and so my experiments were performed on some of them. They seem to have a natural sensitivity to whatever I might be and some females got quite aroused when I touched them in the appropriate places. Others could not feel me at all but I had lots of fun spanking them all the same. 

		Satisfaction - I can't figure out how or why, some of the sexual scenarios were more exciting, causing me a great deal of unexplainable pleasure.

		Manipulation - I cannot interface with any inanimate objects, but some of the humans are much more responsive than others even to the point where I can direct some of their actions - my favorites, I enjoy playing with them. 

		Interpenetration - I can somehow merge partially with some of the more sensitive females, feeling some of the things that they do.



	 

	Here are some of the experiments that led me to the previous conclusions:

	 

	The Hose

	In a suburban backyard, a young woman is sunning herself in the nude. She is very hot, so she gets up, walks over to the garden hose turns it on, and lets the water run all over her beautiful nude body. I like that a lot and somehow, between her ministrations and my subliminal cajoling, the strainer piece falls off the top of the hose and the first 3 inches or so of it, end up inside her hot cunt. The water is still on and it is pouring out all around that penetrating hose. I don't know her name though I wish I did, but whoever she is, she is having a cascading kind of orgasm that I admire tremendously. Not sure how, but I feel that impact in my ethereal being and it is good.

	 

	The Spatula

	A young housewife is preparing dinner. The AC is on the fritz, so all that she is wearing is a little apron. Her beautifully ample tits are spilling out to the sides of that minuscule apron, in a fabulous display of femininity. Not sure what she is preparing, but when she mixes things, those tits are pendulating in a mesmerizing number 8 shape that has been turned around to signify infinity. After a while, everything goes into a casserole that she places in the oven. The bending motion is exquisite, affording a view of her gorgeous cunt between the slightly open legs. She keeps repeating that periodically inflaming my 'I don't know what' but it is getting there. I love the way that cunt looks and I am somewhat sad that I cannot penetrate it with a real-life-sized cock. I stick my metaphysical appendages into it and every time she bends I slap her ample buttocks, but apparently, she is attributing it all to the heat. I am slightly miffed and through an interface that I cannot quite explain, I cause her to open one of the drawers and pull out one of that new generation of rubber spatulas. Before she knows it, she is sitting on the kitchen floor spanking her own pussy with it. It hurts a little, but as the song used to say, ‘it hurts so good’ that she is getting slowly but surely aroused by the pain. In a short while, I make her stick the spatula's handle inside her cunt, pushing it in and out while she is using her other hand to run a circular motion on her clitoris. It is a good thing that her casserole still needs about 45 minutes to be ready, but she is so into that wonderful moment, that she fails to hear the slight noise that the door makes as her husband walks in. He is young and very much in love with her, so he just stands at the kitchen entrance enjoying the show. After she has a brilliant climax that makes her cry out with mirth, he starts clapping his hands. That is when she notices and runs to him burying her blushing face in his shoulder. He assures her that it was very beautiful and that he has no objection to witnessing this kind of spectacle anytime. To drive home that point, he guides her hand to his cock which is pretty much trying to burst out of his pants. The whole scene ends with the two of them fucking right there on the kitchen floor. I get some of that, but they seem to get a lot more. Afterward, he praises her casserole which may have gotten a bit burnt, but neither of them notices.

	 

	The Spanking

	Don't know how or why I get to move around with this guy for a while. He works nights and though it is after 2 pm he just woke up. Not sure why, but he appears to be upset at his wife. He walks into this peep showplace, gets a bunch of change, and enters one of the booths. He puts a coin into a slot and the shutter opens up revealing a woman and two men. She is fellating one of them while fucking the other one who is lying on some pillows. The shutter starts going down, so my guy inserts the rest of his coins into the slot. The shutter moves up again, and the guy who was getting the blow job, his cock now very upright, moves behind her and sticks it in her ass. I wonder about the logic of it all, I mean, there is only a thin membrane separating the two cocks so they could just as well rub them against each other and dispense with the female altogether. My guy does not appear to think the same way because he is taking his cock out of his pants and starts rubbing it with his right hand. Guess he liked the two cocks inside one woman because he spills his seed on the floor in a very short time. He takes a tissue out of his pocket wipes his cock and gets out of the booth. The peep show has all kinds of sex toys and before he leaves, he buys one of them. At home, he is sitting watching TV while contemplating his new toy. It looks like some kind of plug that you might use to stopper a wine bottle with, except that it gets kind of wider in the middle and has a decorative-looking horse's tail sticking out of one end. I didn't know what to make of it before his wife came home from work. She didn't know either, so when he told her to bend over, she gave him some lame excuses. 

	 

	“This is how we can fix things,” he said, “bend over.”

	 

	Eventually, she did as he asked. He then pushed her head down until it was almost touching the floor and pulled her panties down to her knees. It became obvious when he started greasing up her ass in and out with Vaseline. She screamed a bit while he shoved the plug into her butt, but then she stopped. He made her stand up and removed all her clothes, except her high heel shoes. He then asked her to walk around the living room for a bit. She did as he asked, strangely turned on in spite of the weirdness. The tail sticking out of her ass looked quite rude, and animalistic, but was also exciting. After a while, he bid her get down on all fours and walk around a bit like that. She obeyed, shaking her butt with exaggerated motions that made the tail swish back and forth displaying momentary glimpses of her cunt.  After a bit of that display, he made her stand up again facing him, and started slapping her tits. I guess he had never done that before because she seemed quite surprised but also feeling some pain because she pulled away so quickly that she almost fell over. He caught her but only to lay her over his knee face down. Her left arm was extended forward and he grabbed her right arm with his left and twisted it behind her back in such a way that she could not move very freely. She was quite a sight laying across his knee with her tits dangling down and that knee grinding into her cunt. He started fondling her through the tail that was hanging between her legs, alternating that with resounding slaps to her butt cheeks. She didn't know what to make of the whole montage but was getting more and more turned on. After a while, he just eased the plug out of her asshole, threw her onto the bed, and replaced that with his cock. It did hurt a bit but strangely enough, she had a very prolonged orgasm. 

	Well, he did buy and affix the tail, but it was I guiding the tits and ass spanking. 

	 

	The Journal

	The digital clock on top of the TD bank says 3:00 am, May 25, 2015.  A warm breeze blows the page of a newspaper against a store window. It gets kind of stuck so I can get a good look at it. An article jumps out at me and I start reading it. 

	 

	‘Some strange things are happening on our island. OK so there are always strange things, but in the last 3 weeks or so, there has been an unusually large number of sexually slanted public events. I first became aware that something unusual was happening, when a friend sent me a couple of links to Vimeo postings. Vimeo is a YouTube competitor, only smaller and with looser sex policies. Here is a short description of the videos

	 

	Video 1

	A buxom waitress at an I Hop in Oyster Bay pulls down her top, pours syrup over her breasts, and offers them to a pair of teenagers saying: 'I heard you, and it's true. The maple syrup is fake but my tits are not. Would you like a taste?' The teenagers hesitate, then get up and started licking the syrup off the waitress's breasts.

	 

	Video 2

	A waitress in a seafood restaurant in Bayville serves a customer a dozen blue point oysters, then pulls down her panties and sits on the table in front of him exposing her bald vagina saying: 'I heard people say many times, that oysters are like pussy, wet, juicy and arousing. Today I have decided to test that, what do you say?' The customer was only taken aback for a couple of moments after which he proceeded to place a bit of cocktail sauce on her vagina and started sucking at it noisily.

	 

	Video 3

	Yet another waitress in a French restaurant in Massapequa, when asked about a dessert menu tells the customer that the special of the day is a brand new French delicacy named whipped crack. The customer decides that it sounds intriguing and orders one. She clears out the table and comes back from the kitchen with a bowl of freshly whipped cream. She then proceeds to sit down on the table with her legs wide open, upends the whipped cream onto her baldly naked vagina, and puts a cherry on top. The customer does not hesitate, he buries his face into the offering.

	 

	Pranks, new sex-oriented fads, public nudity, and other sexual displays have been around for quite a while. Still, I was quite intrigued and so I looked for more. Sure enough, there are many others. In one video supposedly shot on Jones Beach, parts of some bathers’ suits get blown away by a non-existent breeze. Others, while lying on the beach tanning, are playing with their sexual organs, while still others are surprised when various objects jump out of their bags and lodge themselves into very inconvenient locations. I mean, lipstick tubes get shoved inside women's butts, bananas somehow find their way out of bags and into vaginas, and in a few cases, beer bottles jump out of their coolers, lose their caps and end up in some female’s vagina. In a couple of those, their male companions bend down and start lapping at the impromptu beer fountains. A young man passing by the young female with the peeled banana inside her vagina bends over and takes a bite out of it. 

	 

	Other odd incidents occurred on the LIRR. One ecstatic young lady dressed in a nicely tailored business suit announced to everybody in the car that she had gotten engaged the previous night and lifting her skirt invited everyone to look at her diamond-encrusted butt plug. 

	 

	A distinguished middle-aged gentleman proceeded to unzip his pants and expose his penis showing everyone that he was wearing a ring on it. 

	 

	On another train, a young buxom lady took off her top exposing her very large breasts. She announced that she was very nervous about an audition she was going to and that the motion imparted to her freed breasts by the train was very relaxing. 

	 

	On yet another train, two young women sitting next to each other removed two similar-looking dildoes out of their shoulder bags and proceeded to insert them into their vaginas. Just as in all the other documented cases, as soon as it was noticed, everyone came by to take a look. A few of the passengers took out their phones and started videotaping the action. The girls were not put out at all by that, on the contrary, they started mugging and smiling for the camera. One of them demonstrated a slow-motion move taking her dildo completely out and sticking it back in gradually. 

	 

	On another train, a female passenger tried to buy a ticket from one of the conductors, whereupon he whipped out his erect penis and told her that she could ride that for free. Instead of being outraged, she pushed him down onto her seat, pulled down her underwear, and sat down in his lap. This was happening around 11 am, an off-peak hour when the train is not full. Still, there were about 12 or 13 more passengers and very shortly most of them were having sex with each other. One lonely man started masturbating, but a woman sitting backward in the lap of another man, noticed and called him over. She then placed her lips around his penis and performed a very thorough fellating job the result of which got her face thoroughly covered in sperm. Not at all put out by that, the woman pulled some tissues and a bottle of water out of her bag, and wetting them, proceeded to clean herself. 

	 

	A curious note: The Oyster Bay town is composed of a lot of little villages and hamlets amongst them:

	Syosset, Hicksville, Bayville, Jones Beach, Sea Cliff, Plainview, Massapequa as well as Oyster Bay Village. 

	These are all locations of the reported incidents. Curiouser and curiouser!

	 

	As I previously mentioned, such public displays are not necessarily an anomaly. Similar ones are posted on a lot of porn sites. The thing that bothered me was that these appeared to be quite spontaneous. Additionally, none of the witnesses were outraged by the behavior, on the contrary, in quite a few cases, they joined in. It is difficult as well as expensive to set up any such scenes on the LIRR, not to mention out on the beach. Also, on any given sunny day Jones Beach is visited by many thousands of people, hard and expensive to set up such realistic-looking scenarios. During the following week, I managed to track down 15 of the people involved in some of these strange occurrences. I say strange because the picture that has emerged after comparing their stories is unbelievable.

	 

	Without naming names, let me just say that from the young woman in the hose incident, through the businesswoman with the butt plug and on to my last interviewee: the woman who had fellatio-ed a fellow passenger while vigorously sitting in another one's lap, they all told the same story. Something or someone had somehow compelled them to do the things that they had done. Some things had of course been previously going on like in the butt plug case, but most of them occurred spontaneously. None of the people I interviewed was too upset about the events. They had all gotten over the embarrassing stage realizing that it wasn't their fault and they had not felt any urge to repeat those things though two of the women involved confessed off the record that they would love to do it all over again. They were just afraid, and probably justifiably so, that no one else would co-operate again. It just makes one wonder, was this a case of 'Temporary Insanity? Mass Hysteria?' or something else. They seemed like normal people to me, so I would rather spin my own theory. It was a ghost and I will keep digging until I prove it.”

	 

	The wind picked up and snatched that paper away. While spinning around it ripped and a piece of it covered the welcome sign that I was standing in front of. Instead of: “Welcome” it now showed the front page title of the ‘Bayville Journal’ and the sign was now saying:
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	***

	
Das Ist Wunderbar

	 

	[image: twins6a]

	 

	It means ‘This Is Wonderful’ in German. Read the story and tell me that I’m wrong. Ha!

	 


S


	aul Zilberman was a very rich 68-year-old widower. He owed it all to an IT start-up. He had houses in Seattle, La Jolla, Haifa, and Majorca. He also had a private jet, a few well-chosen cars at every house and he could buy pretty much anything else he pleased.

	 

	In Germany on a business trip, having had a few drinks with a German industrialist, he confesses that he hasn't had any sex since his wife had passed away 4 years previously. Dietrich tells him that it is one thing that he could help with. Saul refuses the offer. That night, however, hearing a knock at his hotel room door he opens the door to view two very blonde German girls dressed in traditional folk garb.

	 

	“Hello,” says one “my name is Helga.”

	 

	“And I am Erika,” says the other.

	 

	“We are the Hamburg twins,” they say together pushing him gently back into the room. 

	 

	“Why are you here?” he asks.

	 

	“Dietrich has sent us to help with your problem,” says one of them.

	 

	“You are Erika, yes?”

	 

	“Yes,” she answers.

	 

	“I would prefer that you walked right out that door again and let me relax a while before I go to sleep.”

	 

	“We cannot do that,” says the other “Dietrich has paid us to do a job and we have a reputation to maintain, so we will do the job. We are very expensive, but we are also the best ass that money can buy in Leipzig. You will not be disappointed.”

	 

	When speaking in longer sentences, her German accent would endearingly, become more prominent.

	 

	“Look Helga, I have not had sex, nor the inclination to, in over 4 years, I'm afraid that period of my life might be over.”

	 

	Helga seemed a bit perplexed, but Erika took him by the hand and sat him on the desk chair. They were quite cute in their little outfits, so he decided to let them have their way and not make a fuss. 

	 

	“Just watch,” she said, proceeding to unlace Helga's top. 

	 

	Helga lifted the back of Erika's skirt showing Saul Erika's beautiful, naked ass. Not to be undone, Erika, having removed Helga's top to reveal a white transparent undergarment, popped one of Helga’s titties out of it. Helga smacked Erika's ass producing a loud smacking sound and in return, Erika slapped Helga's exposed tit making her cry out. Helga started unlacing Erika's blouse, fondling her tits and tweaking her nipples. They proceeded to undress each other in a joyful and mock fighting display until they achieved a pre-arranged tableau. They stood in front of Saul taking turns turning around to be admired. Helga was wearing red stockings held up by a flowery red garter belt, while Erika had on a little baby-doll that was barely covering her pubic hair. She started caressing Helga while making appreciative remarks. 

	 

	“Mmm, titties,” she was saying while squeezing the natural-looking beauties.

	 

	“Pussy, yummy,” and she grabbed the neatly barbered area with her left hand. 

	 

	Helga lifted her arms and started turning. Saul noticed that her armpits were hairy, in the European manner, but not overly so. They had both kept their high-heeled shoes on and as Helga kept turning, that gimmick was showing off the line of her back as well as enhancing her gorgeous ass to great advantage. They were most certainly worthy of that admiration. When Helga faced front again, they changed roles, with Erika turning around, after having Helga fondle her breasts through the thin material. When she was facing away from Saul, Helga made her spread her legs and bend over.

	 

	“More yummy pussy,” she said.

	 

	The two of them walked over to Saul's chair and rolled it into the bedroom and over to the foot of the bed. 

	 

	“Did you like that?” asked Helga touching the crotch of his pants.

	 

	“I think he did,” she told Erika guiding the other one's hand to the guy's crotch.

	 

	“Not enough, I think,” she replied, “perhaps we need to get more enticing.”

	 

	Helga took off Erika's nightie and they both kicked off their shoes. They jumped on the bed and started touching and fondling each other everywhere. They made sure that Saul had a good view of the action and he got to have close-up glimpses of both cunts spread wide open, with or without fingers inside them, as well as both anuses when they took turns spreading each other's cheeks for him. At some point, Erika placed her cunt expertly over Helga's stocking-ed big toe and started humping it in abandon. After a couple of minutes, Helga turned the tables on her and started humping Erika's toe ardently. 

	 

	The display was having some kind of effect on Saul. Helga, noticing the bulge in his pants, got off of Erika’s toe and walked over. Lifting her left foot, she placed it on his shoulder allowing him a very close look at her cunt. She unclasped the stocking and started rolling it down her leg slowly.

	 

	“Do you like my pussy?” she asked.

	 

	“Yes Helga,” he answered while she switched feet, repeating the stocking removal process.

	 

	“You may pet it,” she said, taking his right hand and placing it on her cunt. 

	 

	He did as he was asked for a bit and then she stood up and removed her garter belt. Erika had in the meantime gotten off the bed as well. The two of them proceeded to strip Saul. First, the shoes, followed by everything else. Taking off his shirt, they made him stand up, undid his belt, and pulled down his pants and underwear. Saul looked very good for his age. In all his homes, he had a gym room where he would exercise rigorously every day. After that, he would do at least 50 laps in one of his swimming pools. In Haifa, he did not have one, but whenever he was there he found time to go swim at least 3 times a week. He was not too tall, but quite wide and muscular with a chest covered with curly graying hair. Helga made him turn around displaying him to her sister.

	 

	“Nice bicep,” she said making him bend his arm and touching it with her other hand.

	 

	“Cute ass,” she said grabbing one of his cheeks.

	 

	“Perfectly sized cock,” she said grabbing the now fully erect appendage. Erika bent down, kissed it, and placed it in her mouth looking up at Saul.

	 

	“Do you like this?” asked Helga,

	“Yes Helga, I do!” 

	 

	Helga grabbed Erika's hand and pulled her away gently into the other room.

	 

	“We'll be right back,” she said.

	 

	“How do you think he does it?” she asked Erika “no one else could ever tell us apart.”

	 

	“I don't know, but I like the old guy, let's go back and fuck his brains out!”

	 

	Walking back in, it was most obvious that they were identical twins. From the perfect tits to the neatly barbered cunts and on to the little dimples on their ass cheeks when they turned around, there did not seem to be any differentiating trait. The hair on their heads as well as between their legs had been dressed and barbered in the same way and their bodies were as alike as if one was cloned from the other. Saul had sat down on the chair again, his erection looking ready for anything.

	 

	Erika lay face down on the bed sticking her ass in the air, while Helga sat down with her legs wide open facing Saul.

	“Ass fucking is a German thing, so perhaps you'd like that, otherwise you can fuck my pussy,” said Helga while spreading her sister’s ass cheeks. “Check it out, pretty and pink” she added.

	 

	“Thank you, Helga, I have to admit that you two put on an amazing show and Dietrich's money was well spent, but I always had a secret desire and up until now I have never told anyone about it.”

	 

	“Go on, how bad could it be?”

	 

	“This is a bit embarrassing for me.”

	 

	“Go on, we even brought a variety of toys, if that is what you're into.”

	 

	“Well, I am very turned on by armpits. Especially hairy ones like yours. Can we try that?”

	 

	“Wow, we've been doing this for more than 5 years and we haven't even heard about such a thing. By all means, you may be the man to take our armpit virginity.”

	 

	They tried to get some kind of position that would facilitate the unusual intercourse. Eventually, they settled on Helga sitting on the chair in its lowest position, with Saul standing behind her with his cock sandwiched in her armpit. It was a bit dry, so Erika got out a tube of K-Y jelly and rubbed some in Helga's armpits. That allowed Saul to move his cock back and forth with ease. He had a very nicely sized one, so much so that about 3-4 inches of it stuck out in front when he was flush with Helga’s back. Erika knelt and positioned her mouth and tongue in such a way that when that happened, the tip of it would get a bit of oral stimulus. Since in the beginning, he was moving it back and forth very slowly, she also pushed out Helga's tit causing it to rub against his cock. Saul alternated armpits while Helga started rubbing her clitoris slowly.

	 

	“This is certainly different,” she said, “but it has some kind of strange and very erotic fascination, turns me on!”

	 

	“I want to try,” said Erika, and they switched places.

	 

	Saul was getting more and more excited and in a short while his semen spilled all over Helga's face, who had taken Erika's spot in the meantime.

	 

	“Sorry, about that,” said Saul “I guess I've accumulated quite a lot of it.”

	 

	“I think a shower might be in order just about now,” said Helga and they all went to wash up.

	 

	Scrubbing and soaping each other was a lot of fun, but at some point, Helga got a bit too zealous when rubbing Saul's cock.

	 

	“Take it easy Helga, I might need that again sometime.”

	 

	“About that,” said Helga “how the hell can you tell that I am Helga. Since we moved out of our parents’ house, even our mother cannot tell us apart anymore.”

	 

	“I haven't thought about that, it's just that I look at you and I know you are Helga and when I look at your sister I know that she is Erika. I have no idea how, I just know. Anyway, before you girls came, I was going to soak in the Jacuzzi and watch TV for a while. The water is probably still warm, would you like to join me?”

	 

	The girls did not need a second invite, they had previously spied the huge tub in the entertainment room so they ran out of the shower and jumped right in.

	 

	Saul got a bottle of Krug from the fridge. He popped the cork and placed it in a champagne bucket that he proceeded to pack with ice. He placed that together with three flutes on a wheeled serving cart and added the bowls of almonds and cashews from the mantle. Wheeling the cart next to the Jacuzzi, he filled the glasses halfway and after handing Helga and Erika one each, he took one for himself and climbed in.

	 

	“A toast,” he said “to you girls. Thank you, I did not realize how much I needed female company. Bottoms up!” he said taking a long sip. The girls did the same.

	 

	“The sex was not bad either,” he added.

	 

	“Not bad? What do you mean not bad?” said Erika searching for his cock with her foot under the foaming water. 

	 

	“It was so trend-setting that I was considering having a cock tattooed in each of my armpits.”

	Helga did not say anything, but her foot found his cock at about the same time as Erika's, and the two of them proceeded to massage it gently.  

	 

	“Look, I do not need sex constantly, so you two can keep that footsie play for later. I do however admire your bodies and your sunny joyful dispositions and I am very grateful to Dietrich for setting this up. I guess I'll have to go easy on him when we start talking business. Anyway, I will be here until Monday morning and I would appreciate it very much if you could keep me company until then. I will of course reward you most generously.”

	 

	The girls accompanied Saul everywhere for the rest of that weekend. Sunday night, before he fell asleep, he decided that he liked the new situation a lot, so he made them a most tempting proposition.

	 

	“As you probably know, I am a very very rich man and could make the two of you rich as well. If you become my concubines and spend your time with me, I will set up a bank account for each of you in a Gibraltar bank where I also have several accounts. At the beginning of each year, I will deposit five million euros in each of them. At the end of the year, I will deposit 5 more. That will go on for as long as you decide to stay with me. My conditions are very simple: 

	
		You will spend as much of your time as is feasible in my company. 

		You may not invite anyone to any of my homes without my express permission.

		This agreement can be terminated by either one of us at any time, allowing for a 2-week notice.”



	Erika and Helga looked at one another for a few seconds and nodded.

	 

	“We have to make some arrangements,” they said.

	 

	“Of course! I am leaving in the morning, but take one of my cards and call me when you're ready. I will send my jet for you and you can join me wherever I might be.” 

	 

	The girls snuggled against him tenderly, while he was nodding off.

	 

	“Good night, sweet little sugar daddy,” said Helga.

	 

	“Sweet dreams,” added Erika.

	 

	“Das ist wunderbar!” mumbled Saul as he fell asleep. ***

	 

	
Cognac Lewinsky

	 

	[image: pencil-cognac]

	 

	In this story, three of my favorite obsessions are coming together: Cognac, pussy, and the unexplainable.


T


	his thing really happened to me and I don't care if you believe it or not. I am an agnostic but I have experienced some other things that defy scientific explanation. And yet, if I was not present during the following events I would never believe that this is possible. I am writing this down because even though I was there, even though I was a part of what occurred, I want to have it down on paper for that future day when I will think this was all a dream, or a very good fantastic trip or something. Anyway, it was 2 days after my 40th birthday. My friend Mike met me at a bar. He’d been out of town and had just gotten back, but he had not forgotten my birthday.

	 

	“Hey Chuck, how's it going?”

	 

	“Not bad, what's up?”

	 

	“Listen, I wanted to do something nice for your birthday, so I got you a present.”

	 

	“Is it in that bottle-shaped bag that you're carrying?”

	 

	“That is only a small part. For the real thing, we have to go somewhere else.”

	 

	“OK, where?”

	 

	“It's a surprise, but I think you’ll like it.”

	 

	We took a cab to some place in Williamsburg and rang the doorbell on a townhouse. I guess they knew Mike because the door opened and a gorgeous young redhead welcomed Mike warmly. Mike introduced me and I guess she liked me too because she kissed me warmly on the lips.

	 

	“Nice to make your acquaintance Chuck!” she said, “I am Cognac.”

	 

	I lifted a finger to my lips in surprise and she put her hand on top of mine.

	 

	“Don't be afraid, I don't bite,” she said, “unless you ask me.”

	 

	I was quite baffled, but I decided to play along.

	 

	“Mike tells me it's your birthday.”

	 

	“Technically, it was two days ago.”

	 

	“That's OK, we can still celebrate.”

	 

	She took the bag from Mike and pulled a bottle of Martell Cordon Bleu out of it. She opened that expertly and placed it on a table.

	“Have a seat,” she said. She produced three snifters and poured about a finger and a half in each.

	 

	“Happy birthday Chuck,” she said and we all took a sip.

	 

	“Because Mike is a very good friend of mine and he spoke so highly of you, I will show you something that very few people have seen.” 

	 

	With that, she pulled down her top exposing her very beautiful teats. 

	 

	“Come a little bit closer,” she said, “I want to show you the proper way to drink Martell Cordon Bleu.”

	 

	She then poured a little bit of cognac onto each of her nipples and pulled my head down to one of them. Mike knew the drill because he did not need an invitation. He started sucking at that other nipple like a baby. I did not see any reason to refuse the unspoken invitation and proceeded to do the same thing. It seems that Cognac was becoming quite excited. She kept pouring Martell onto her nipples very slowly saying:

	 

	“Come and get it, boys.”

	 

	I was too occupied to notice that her skirt had disappeared at some point and before you know it, I was lapping Martell from inside her vagina. As she was pouring it extremely slowly, I could almost see the drops and I followed the trail straight up to her glistening clitoris. 

	 

	“Does the alcohol hurt you, honey?” I asked.

	 

	“Hush,” she said, “it is just fine if you lick it in time.”

	 

	By this time we had somehow moved over to her sofa where she reclined while I kept licking Martell Cordon Bleu off of her body. Mike had stayed at the table and he had lit a cigar on which he was puffing once in a while. As I looked up at him, he just made shushing signs and pointed in the direction of Cognac's naked body.

	 

	“Pay attention,” he mouthed.

	 

	So I did. I paid attention. I had never before been in a sexual situation while another man was in the same room, but I couldn't just up and leave. These were some kind of special circumstances. So I soldiered on, not to say that it was any kind of hardship. The Martell mixed with the natural flavor of Cognac's body was very tasty not to mention extremely arousing as well. I did not know where this was going, but I did know that my cock was as hard as a walnut tree branch. Cognac was pouring more of that stuff onto her pussy and as I kept licking it off, she kept getting louder.

	 

	“Suck that Cognac clit Chucky. Eat the Cognac pussy. Yes, yes, yes!”

	 

	She kept lifting her pussy, so much so that at some point I had to stand up. Cognac was having a very loud and very good orgasm which distracted me to the point that I did not notice what was happening. It was not only her pussy that was being lifted but her entire body. I started paying attention and realized that she was now floating in the air approximately 3-4 feet above the sofa.

	 

	“What the fuck Mike?” I blurted out.

	 

	“Happy birthday Chuck! I did promise you a surprise. Don't waste it, this will only last another 15 or 20 minutes. Take off your clothes and get on board for the greatest ride of your life.”

	 

	I was skeptical, so I took an internal vote. Didn't get too far because my cock's voice drowned out all the others. I threw off my shoes, pants, underwear, and whatever, climbed on the sofa, and from there on top of Cognac. She was not talking but her eyes were sparkling like they were stars, while she guided my cock into her cunt. We fucked! We floated! We got lost in the ether, so to speak. At some point, she started floating throughout the room and Mike had to push us away when we almost collided with his head. I had what may have been the greatest orgasm of my entire life and Cognac followed suit. I don’t know if it was somewhat of a routine for her, but if it was she was a very lucky woman. Of course, it couldn't be helped and a bunch of sperm eventually found its way to the floor. That explained why there were no carpets or rugs on the floor. She coasted slowly back to the sofa and alit gently. Though her eyes had been opened all this time looking into mine, it seemed like she was only seeing me again now.

	 

	“Hi,” she said.

	 

	“Wow,” I replied, “can we just rest for a few minutes so that I can catch my breath?”

	 

	“Sure honey, take your time.”

	 

	My cock was almost deflated by this time, but I did not want to pull it out of her cunt yet. There is a nice feeling of lethargic euphoria that embraces my cock after a good fuck session especially if I manage to keep it inside a little longer. I kept looking into those fantastic green eyes and I know she knew that at that moment, I loved her more than I had ever loved anyone before or ever since. I did not need to say a word. I also knew that she was not someone you can possess, it would be ridiculous to try and marry her or live with her, etc. Her gift was something that needed to be shared. I tried to tell myself that I should be happy with whatever little I had received.

	 

	“Will I ever see you again?” I asked.

	 

	“Of course,” she replied, “call me.”

	 

	I had to get off some time, so we washed up a bit, put some clothes back on, and sat chatting a little longer while killing the rest of that bottle.

	 

	“So, what is your name?” I asked after a while.

	 

	“Roberta, but everyone calls me Cognac Lewinsky.  And no, I am not related to Monica.”

	 

	“What about the Cognac, what's the connection? And why Martell?”

	 

	“I cannot explain any of it. As for Martell, I just happen to like it, but the same thing happens when I drink a decent XO. Someday, if you can afford it, bring a Luis XIII. It will bring a higher dimension into our liaison.”

	 

	Eventually, we had to leave no matter how reluctant I was. In retrospect, I should say that I kept thinking about the possible similes between Monica and Roberta. I have to say that even though Monica had had sex with the most powerful man in the world, it stands to reason that he was the one who felt more uplifted. Why else would he do it? 

	 

	I did eventually save enough for a bottle of Luis XIII and went back, but that is a story that I am totally incapable of putting into human language.

	***

	
Sexual Encounters on the Planet of the Apes
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	I am not very fond of ‘Planet of the Apes.’ Just think of this as a variation on the theme ‘Pussy Play.’ In real life, I admire women’s minds as much as I admire their bodies.  I cannot think of anything more exciting than having a good looking intelligent woman riding my cock up and down while we are waxing poetic about the beauty of the quantic microcosm.  You might think I’d prefer being on top, but I’d rather concentrate on the thinking. It always makes me last a lot longer.

	 

	-H


	ey Junior, I need you to come with me to the barn. You need a lesson in animal husbandry.

	 

	-O.K. daddy.

	 

	Father and son looked quite similar to each other and were typical-looking rancher chimps. They stood just short of four feet and weighed about 100 pounds give or take a few ounces. It was a warm summer day so their only garment was a pair of shorts. Their feet were covered with some kind of canvas deck-type shoes. The older also had on a utility belt with a variety of pouches and devices attached to it. The Father was 32 and his son 13. 

	 

	In front of the barn, their herd of 100 humes was lazing around in the large electric fenced-in area. There were 90 females and 10 fixed males. The ranch had many other animals including four-legged cows, sheep, yard fowl, and a stable full of riding horses. Today's lesson was however going to be special. Junior's mom had seen him masturbating but she thought that her husband was better equipped to handle this situation. They walked through the herd and picked out two young females, a yellow hair and a red hair. They took one each by the hand and Junior followed his dad into the barn. His dad showed him how to position his red next to the upright utility table. A push of a button on the side, caused leather-clad steel manacles to spring onto the wrists and ankles of the females. They then walked out and his dad pointed out a large young Asian female for Junior to take to the barn. He tried to take her hand, but she kept moving it away and making menacing sounds. He caught her hand anyway, but she snatched it back angrily and shoved him. When he fell flat on his ass, his dad did not hesitate, he pulled out the trank gun and shot her in the side. In a matter of seconds, she crumbled down to the ground like a rag. Dad ran to the barn and wheeled out another utility table. He lowered the table to a horizontal position, motioned to Junior, and together they lifted the stunned Asian and manacled her. He directed Junior to get a bucket full of water and upend it on the cow's head. She came to almost at once.

	 

	 -You should not have done that. You know that you must be punished now.

	 

	-Why are speaking to her daddy, do you think that she can understand?

	 

	-Some scientists say that humes understand a lot more than it was previously thought. They say that many thousands of years ago they could actually speak. Remnants of what seems to have been their civilization have been uncovered lately. It seems that a mutagen had entered their breeding chain causing their forebrains to become smaller and smaller to the point where their speech centers disappeared completely. They still possess a rudimentary intelligence, somewhat like a dog or a pig. Anyway, she may not quite understand what I say, but she might be able to remember this and not behave this way in the future. Pushing another button made the table tilt forward about 45 degrees and open up into an X cross shape. He removed his cattle prod from the belt and proceeded to shock the Asian's left nipple. It made her scream in agony and convulse. Her very large udders shook with pain. Moving forward to stand between her legs, his dad applied a harsh resounding slap to her right udder. She screamed again, this time enraged. He continued the treatment alternately slapping and shocking the large udders until her screaming turned into a pitiful sobbing.

	 

	-Much better, but we're not done yet.

	 

	He unhooked a riding crop from his belt and handed it to Junior. A push of the button made the table tilt back to horizontal. Another button made the X open up a bit more and raised the cow's legs so that her genitals and anus were fully visible through the black hair. Opening the vaginal lips, he pointed out the clitoral hood.

	 

	-Under this hood, is the most sensitive of all of a hume's organs. It is called the clitoris and they say that in that tiny little area there are thousands of nerve endings. I want you to take this crop and strike between her legs as hard as you can. Make sure that you hit that little hood.

	 

	Junior smacked the crop between those legs with a muffled thud.

	 

	-That was very lame. The entire herd is watching. They all need to understand that they are not allowed to mess with you. Give me that crop.

	 

	He exchanged places with Junior and laid the tip of the crop onto the clitoral hood. Measuring his arm's length he took a half step backward and lifting the crop, he lowered it at full speed hitting the target and causing the manacled cow to twist and turn in a futile attempt to escape the pain.

	 

	-Just like that Junior.

	 

	He pushed a button on the side and made the bottom of the cross bend up in the middle thus bending the female's knees up and making the area between her legs even more accessible.

	 

	-You need to practice Junior. I want you to aim one at her anus. 

	 

	Junior repeated his dad's measuring procedure and landed a smashing hit on the unprepared anus. The cow let out a hitherto unheard of loud and animalistic noise.

	 

	-Now, three to the vagina Junior.

	 

	Junior complied hitting the target smack dab in the middle three times.

	 

	-One more on the anus.

	 

	He complied again.

	-And a last combination. Get closer and hit her nipples, once for each. Then move back again and aim one at her anus and two at the vagina. Junior complied saying afterward.

	 

	-I feel sorry for her, daddy.

	 

	-So do I, but it just had to be done. Go pick out another Asian and let's see how it works.

	 

	Junior picked out a somewhat smaller young female with kind-looking eyes. She caused no trouble. So, following his dad who was pushing the cart with the first Asian, he walked her into the barn. His Dad closed and latched the big barn doors behind him.

	 

	-Now we are going to start the impregnation procedure. These four are definitely ripe. 

	 

	The four tables were set to horizontal with the cows' legs slightly elevated. His dad got a bucket and filled it with a warm soapy solution. He directed Junior to do the same. The two of them then proceeded to wash down the vaginal and anal areas of the four females with a washcloth. Junior then hosed them down to get rid of the soap. The Asian that had taken the beating made some noises when Junior first touched her vagina, but he was very gentle and she subsided. Luckily, the beating did not break the skin in any place, though the targeted areas were quite red and some welts had formed. Junior applied some kind of ointment that his daddy gave him, to those places. They then proceeded to massage the clitorises of all the cows, while his dad was explaining.

	 

	-The preparation process takes about half an hour and some of it can be quite a lot of fun. The vaginal opening has some nerves that need to be stimulated first. The basic procedure is to insert one or two fingers into the opening and massage the area all around gently. After 3-4 minutes you can take them out and run them gently upwards towards the clitoral hood. By then the clitoris might be sufficiently aroused to come out of its hiding place. Just be careful of the urethra. It is located just below the clitoris and novices sometimes mistake the two with the result that they get covered in cow piss. If done correctly, this process causes the female vagina to open up some more and become lubricated, thus easing the entrance of a penis into its canal. This is the fun part of the process and it is optional, but I understand that you have been experimenting with yourself a bit so you should be just about ready for it. 

	He took out a tube of grease and applied some to the yellow hair's anus rubbing it into the canal. He did the same to the smaller Asian and directed Junior to the red hair and the bigger Asian. He was standing in front of the smaller Asian when he took off his tool belt and his shorts. The process had gotten him quite excited. The table was a bit high but had a little step built into it. He stepped up onto that bringing his penis to the correct height and he then proceeded to stick it into the Asian's vagina. 

	 

	-This my son, is the fun perk that I mentioned. If you ignore the nakedness of the hume's body you realize that their hairy vaginas feel almost the same around your cock as would a female chimp's. Anyway, you will realize that in the future. 

	 

	Junior felt a bit strange about the entire situation, but also strangely aroused, so he dropped his shorts, stepped up, and stuck his penis into the bigger Asian's vagina. It was quite tight and it felt very nice.

	 

	-Try not to ejaculate. Spilling one's semen into a cow's vagina is considered to be bad form. That is what we greased their assholes for. I usually like to switch mounts for this, but I grease all of them up just in case it becomes urgent.

	 

	With that, he stepped over to the yellow hair and getting up on the little step stuck his penis into her asshole. Junior walked over to the red hair and tried to do the same but did not succeed. 

	 

	-Sometimes they are very tight. Stick it into her vagina and play with her for a bit, before you try that again.

	 

	Junior listened to his dad's advice and sure enough on the second try he managed to stick it right in and he ejaculated inside her ass in a very short time. His dad was finished as well.

	 

	-Here comes stage two, he said.

	 

	He pushed the little Asian over to the bull stalls. The bulls were getting a bit restless> They could not see over the tall door, but they could very likely smell the human females. Opening one door revealed a large Asian bull with a penis much larger than a chimp’s. Junior had seen the bulls before, but not with such a huge erection.

	 

	-Would that hurt her? He asked

	 

	-Not at all, wait till you see the other bulls.

	 

	The Asian male was wearing a leather collar with a chain tethered to a thick hook embedded into the wall. When the table got wheeled close enough, he grabbed the little Asian's legs and pulled her closer impaling her with his penis. Apparently he liked tits because he grabbed them, one in each hand, and squeezed. Whether he was squeezing too hard, or else just from the excitement of it all, the Asian started making some strange noises and bucking her hips as if to throw him off. It just excited him a lot more and in a very short time, he gave four much stronger thrusts punctuating them with a loud yell. They next took the red hair to the red bull where the process was very similar. The yellow bull was next and indeed his penis was much larger than the other two.

	 

	-This one is huge! said Junior.

	 

	His dad just smiled and they just watched while the yellow couple fucked. The Asian bull then got to service the larger Asian cow obviously pleased with the size of her much larger tits. It still took him a bit longer than the first time and she cried out in pain for most of it. Apparently, her tits were still quite sensitized by the beating they had taken, but eventually, the bull came again. The aftermath was quite anticlimactic. They wheeled the cows with their semen oozing vaginas back into the general area and after 15 minutes or so they released them into the enclosure.

	 

	-This is something that most people are not aware of. Your mom most certainly does not know and we do not need to tell her. All the ranchers I know fuck their human cows. It is just part of a rancher's life. You did seem to enjoy it, so in a couple of days, I will teach you about the Afros O.K.?

	 

	-Yes Daddy.

	 

	-You will also find out in short order that female chimps love to have sex with as many males as possible before getting married and settling down. They will most likely smell you out in the next few days. There are some advantages to having sex with one's own kind, but I'm not going to spoil that for you.

	 

	Three days later, Junior and his dad went to work in the barn again.

	 

	-I had sex with a girl from my school daddy.

	 

	-So, what did you think?

	 

	-For one thing, her hands were not tied, so she did all kinds of nice things to me. For another, she is so much smaller and tighter than a cow, that being inside her was much more exciting. Also touching her felt a lot nicer than the naked hume's skin. I could also pick her up and walk around the room with her while I was still inside her. That was a lot of fun.

	 

	-That sounds nice. Anyway, today we are going to work on a couple of Afros.

	 

	-I was just thinking, how come we have some white cows with black hair when we don't any bulls of that color.

	 

	-We have three types of cattle: Afro, Asian, and Euro. All Afros have similar traits, their only differentiation being mostly in their skin pigmentation. Some are much darker than others. The Asians do not differ very much at all, other than in their size. But the Euros have some genetic traits that only show up in some generations. You'll learn more about that in school when they start teaching you about genetics.

	 

	While they were talking they selected and prepped two young females. Junior picked a fatter cow this time with large udders and a very big butt. After they finished fucking the cows and ejaculating inside their anuses, they put their shorts back on, and the father started explaining the black bull situation.

	 

	-There are some problems with our Afro bull. He became extremely enraged the first time we brought him a female and would not stick his penis into her no matter what I tried. This is a rare but not uncommon issue. Some bulls just want to have sex with other males. That does not matter to us, what we want is his semen. There are methods to be used in such cases. I'm not fond of them but this needs to be done, so I will show you how, but I do not want you to do this thing. There will be time enough when you get to own the ranch.

	 

	They walked over to the black bull's stall. When they opened the door, they found him pacing back and forth rapidly, making menacing noises. The father shot him with a low dosage trank which made him sluggish within half a minute. He got a utility table and immobilized the bull while he was facing the table. He then leveled the table and caused the legs to move apart some distance. The penis hung down to a length of something like 2 1/2 feet causing Junior to utter a surprised exclamation. The father then unlatched a long flexible tube from underneath the table and pulled it up over about half of that penis. The push of a button started it undulating slightly and humming.

	 

	-This device is going to milk the semen out of the bull. Usually, it takes a long time and one time I had to give up after an hour. Doing some research since then, I have found that there is a gland that can be accessed through the male's anus. It touches the canal about 2-3 inches in from the anus and when excited, it causes immediate ejaculation. 

	 

	While talking, he removed a rubber tool from his belt and greased up the top half of it. It was about 8 inches long and had a grip at one end. He then proceeded to insert the greased end into the bull's anus and moved it in and out and in and out about for a couple of minutes. At some point, the bull seemed to tighten up and hump the table a few times while issuing a loud satisfying sound. The father removed the tube and replaced it underneath the table. He then set the table to vertical and released the bull. He wheeled it out and closed the stall door. The two cows were still lying on their tables peacefully, actually the fat one seemed to be asleep. The father pointed to a container on the underside of the still vertical table. It was part of the bull milking system but could be unscrewed which he proceeded to do. He got two large syringe-type tools and handed one to Junior.

	 

	-This works just fine though I didn't enjoy the milking part too much. 

	 

	The transparent container had some kind of gradations so inserting the tip of the syringe, the father pulled on the plunger causing about half the semen to get sucked up into it. He then exchanged the syringe with his son and repeated the process. He greased the tip of the syringe and motioned to Junior to do the same. Stepping up to reach the skinnier female, he used his left hand to pry open her vaginal lips and carefully inserted about four inches of the syringe into the opening. He then pushed the plunger. Junior followed suit so gently, that his fat cow did not even wake up. When he inserted the syringe she seemed to give him a big fat smile.

	***

	
Mark’s Cards
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	This one has been in my notes for quite a while. It just said frustrated writer working for Hallmark.

	M


	ark was a writer. He wrote his first story at the ripe age of 10. He kept at it stubbornly, and throughout his school years, his teachers always complimented his work. He had that talent and he managed to get a Bachelor of Arts degree with an English major. He graduated Summa Cum Laude from Columbia University. His parents couldn't have afforded it which is why he did not have to pay any kind of tuition. That did not mean that studying away from home in NYC was free. He had managed to accumulate a very large student loan with a first payment that became due 6 months after his graduation. Some of his instructors tried to help him go on to graduate school, but that did not happen. He got a temporary job writing one-liners for Hallmark. It helped pay the student loan and he could share a one-bedroom apartment in Williamsburg with 2 other broke college grads. During the day, he would come up with fresh one-liners that his boss loved. After work, he would work on one or another of his novels. By the time he was 30, he had accumulated more than a thousand rejections. He was not sure that he had it in him to submit another of his novels to another asshole editor. Most of the rejections were so impersonal that he was about 98% sure they had not even bothered to read his manuscripts. Yet, he just could not help himself, the stories kept coming out of him just like water comes out of a broken faucet. 

	 

	'My love is a flower, it will give you power' was one of his best-selling card lines. It went on 100 different flower cards, cards with pictures of candies, and many others.

	 

	'I will ring my bell, until the day you're well' was another. It went well with pictures of nurses (male and/or female,) stethoscopes, hot thermometers, etc.

	 

	-%-

	 

	Nine years later he was still fooling himself pretending that his Hallmark job was only a temporary phase He had started drinking a little bit too much, smoking pot now and then, and experimenting with mushrooms and other psychedelics. To outsiders, it was obvious that he was on a downwards spiral. One evening he and his roommate (his income had increased, but in the meantime, Williamsburg had become a very desirable neighborhood) invited a couple of girls over. They had just met them at the Living Room when they were checking out some local band or another. They had a couple of bottles of cheap Chilean wine and some pretty decent Indica grass. In a relatively short while, they were all quite high. Eventually, Mark got to his sore subject. He confessed that he considered himself a great writer. He said he had written so many stories that no one cared about that he was about to throw in the towel. One of the girls asked why he thought that he was a great writer. Mark told her that he never had any problems coming out with a one-liner or more about any topic. She challenged him. 

	 

	“Go ahead,” he said, “give me a word and I will come up with a line.”

	 

	“Grits,” she said,

	“The beauty of grits is that they always fits, your morning mood!”

	 

	“Not bad, interview.”

	 

	“I heard you got an interview

	Here's wishing you the best of luck

	And next time I get hold of you

	I wanna hear you're making that good buck!”

	 

	“Cute, how about, seven?”

	 

	“Seven little girls

	Sitting in the back seat

	Chatting 'bout the Knickers

	And their all-time high.”

	 

	“I like that, it's like the song.”

	 

	“'OK,” said the second girl, “you are what you say you are we are quite impressed.”

	 

	They lit another joint and passed it around. 

	 

	“Every time I come up with one of these, I also come up with a slightly dirtier version. I wish I could put those on cards.”

	 

	“Hey, let us hear some,” said the other three.

	 

	“OK here are the alternatives:'”

	  

	“You gotta have some tits with your morning grits.

	 

	I heard you got an interview

	Here's wishing you the best of luck

	And next time I get hold of you

	I'll throw you a good friendly fuck!

	 

	Seven little girls

	Sitting in the back seat

	They all took off their knickers

	And threw their legs up high.”

	 

	The first girl, (AN - I thought they were going to leave by now, but let's see where it goes.) Sandy said:

	 

	“Come up with a nice quick line and I will act it up.”

	 

	“I am a great savant,

	Pronto, show me your cunt!”

	 

	Sandy, true to her word lifted her skirt and pulled down her panties saying:

	 

	“I heard you're a savant,

	How do you like my cunt?”

	 

	Mark, pressing his advantage went on:

	 

	“I got one for you as well Dora, and it’s real angora. Just kidding that one was a Frank Zappa line, but how about it?”

	 

	“Yeah, why not?”

	 

	“My stories are quite juicy

	I'll write some 'bout your pussy.

	I just need to see it.”

	 

	“A bit stretched, but I'm game,” replied Dora while unzipping her jeans. She pulled them down revealing that she wore no panties.

	 

	“Your stories are so juicy

	Please write some 'bout my pussy.

	Come, check it out.”

	 

	Mark and Jordan were not quite close enough to have sex in front of each other, but it was unavoidable, so looking at Mark, Jordan picked up Dora. When Mark nodded, he walked with her into the bedroom. They could see his head leaning over very, very closely to Dora's pussy. Sandy walked over to Mark and stood in front of him. He admired her cunt for a little bit after which he grabbed her ass cheeks and lifted her onto his chair. Luckily for him, she was not too heavy and the new angle placed her cunt at about mouth level. He did not hesitate, dove into it at once. He was certainly not a virgin, but this one encounter empowered him, making him feel like he could accomplish anything. Helped by the armrests, he managed to hold her with one hand while unzipping his pants with the other. Somehow she managed to lower herself onto his cock while her legs were still over the armrests. That allowed for a very deep penetration and motivated by genital power, they formed a motor that kept speeding up until it reached the critical speed and they both had a loud and most sating orgasm. They stood up but he made her sit back down while he went to get some paper towels. He wiped her vagina off and she wiped off his cock. I guess the Indica caused them to be quite considerate of each other. She made him take off his clothes saying:

	 

	“I like nudity and it makes us more equal.” 

	 

	He walked back to the table and poured some more wine. He didn't notice that she had followed him until she reached behind him and grabbed his cock. Luckily, it was quite a gentle grab so none of the wine spilled. He placed the glasses back on the table, turned around, hugged her close, and kissed her. Her titties felt marvelous against his chest. 

	 

	“Thank you, Sandy,” he said, “I really, really needed that.”

	 

	“You're welcome, and it was pretty good so far, but do not even think that it is over. Dora and I have been the closest of friends since kindergarten. We share everything.”

	 

	She gave him a look that had mischief written all over it and walked into the bedroom. After a minute, Dora walked out, also naked of course, and sat down on the chair that Sandy had vacated. Smiling a silly smile, she lifted one of her legs onto the table. Her pussy was quite visible, but to make sure, she used her hands to open those lips and said: 

	 

	“Check it out, freshly fucked, and perfectly cleaned pussy. Would you be interested perhaps?”

	 

	Mark just lay down his glass and walked over. He stuck his finger into her pussy, took it out, and smelled it.

	“Smells just about right, I think I could do something with it.”

	 

	He kissed her lips, penetrating them slowly with his tongue. At the same time, his index finger went back into that pussy, and coming out very slowly started the ascent towards her clitoris. Seemed like she enjoyed that because her tongue started circling his and her hips were straining upwards trying to get that pussy closer to his hand. He picked her up, threw her on the sofa, and lay down gently on top and all the way inside her. This is the power of pussy, he thought, it can charge a man up or destroy him in a jiffy. He thought that it was the former, so he joyfully allowed her to squeeze some more of his juice out and onto her belly. She rolled one of her fingers in it and stuck it into her mouth. 

	 

	“Witchcraft,” she said, “also, not bad tasting.”   

	 

	That was the evening that turned Mark's life around. The first thing that happened is that he started writing full poems. Mostly, sexy ones, or I should say poems with sexual content, like the Lonesome Pecker:

	 

	I heard you say to your friend that:

	If all the chairs in the world disappeared you'd still not sit on my face

	so move aside 

	I do not think of rejection as being the end, so

	I'm talking to her; she's got what it takes and just might take me up to her place

	 

	I know you're listening, just let me know when you have changed your mind because:

	No matter how great of an artist you are,

	There is only so much you can do with your hand.

	And I'm sure one of you can indeed understand

	 

	So, plug me in, cause like any appliance

	We cannot live without that juice.

	That is the truth, forsooth

	I would not think you loose

	Nor yet a silly goose

	Please do not go vamoose

	Just listen to my truth

	The truth the truth the truth

	Is

	I just wanna ride in your caboose

	and toot your horn a couple o' times.

	 

	After he read it to the girls, both Sandy and Dora assured him that he had nothing to worry about. Their cabooses were open to him at any time. Their bond became stronger after a few ‘shroom sessions. Not quite to the point where they would indulge in cluster-fucking, but to the point where they would sometimes indulge their sexual fantasies regardless of who would be watching. 

	 

	-%-

	 

	Jordan decided to rekindle his passion for photography. His Samsung Galaxy was taking some decent pictures. Turned out he also had quite a knack for Photoshopping. When he eventually showed some of his work to the others, they were quite surprised. He had decided to put into pictures the imagery of Mark's eclectic poetry. His images were always complemented by Mark's words. So there were gorgeous tits covered up in grits. A make-believe Einstein looking at Sandy's cunt and a make-believe Lord Byron looking at Dora's pussy. There was also one with a locomotive that sported a huge cunt inside which Mark was pulling some kind of handle. Sandy and Dora loved them and Sandy suggested that they print cards and sell them. Mark and Jordan thought it was a good idea, but they had no idea just how to go about it. Turned out Sandy was a para-legal and Dora worked in the marketing department of a well-known online retailer. Sandy suggested that the first thing was to incorporate. Mark agreed and offered to split the shares equally between the four of them. Sandy veto-ed that idea. 

	 

	“9 out of 10 times those kinds of partnerships end in bad blood. I love you guys and I do not want that for us. It will be 52% for Mark and 16% each for the rest of us.”

	 

	Mark agreed but with one modification. 

	 

	“Dora, Sandy,” he said “I really, love pussy and I think the ones that you two carry around should be rewarded according to their worth. Which is no less nor more valuable than Jordan and my cocks. So, the payments will be equalized. When we start making money, each of us will get an equal share of the profits.”

	 

	Sandy, Dora, and Jordan came and kissed him in a lovely group hug. 

	 

	“You're an idiot,” said Sandy “but I think that's why I might be falling in love with you.” 

	 

	The next night, the girls decided to mess with the guys, or as some might call it reward them. They brought two more women with them introducing them as 'The Cock Fodder Twins.' They did look very similar and perhaps they were twins. Whatever they were, they certainly added spice to the evening’s proceedings, when they acted as if they were Sandy and Dora's slaves. Somehow, Dora had gotten hold of some mesc. They all had some and 'The Cock Fodder Twins,’ who eventually turned out to have names, Millie and Lilly (as if those sounded any more real) acquiesced to all of Sandy and Dora's demands. The boys had to submit to their commands as well. It was more than they would have thought they had a right to demand. Later on, Mark and Jordan compared notes. Mark admitted that watching Dora slap Millie’s tits was the high point of the evening for him and that having Sandy sit on his cock while that was happening caused him to have one of his most perfect orgasms. Jordan confessed to being mesmerized by Sandy’s working on Lilly's cunt with a glass dildo while Dora was riding him, that did it for him. They both agreed that the very close second best of the night was the scenario directed by Sandy and Dora together. That one involved Sandy riding Millie backward and Dora riding Lilly the same way. They had little crops that they would lay across their mounts’ butts once in a while to make them move and jockeyed them to a position where their butts were facing Mark and Jordan respectively. The invitation was quite clear when they greased up their mounts’ assholes and spreading their cheeks, they pointed back and forth from Mark and Jordan's erect cocks to Millie and Lilly's glistening anuses. To make it even clearer at some point Dora and Sandy yelled out 

	 

	“Fuck this ass boys!” as if they didn't get it. 

	Well, fuck'em they did. They all fell asleep eventually, tangled up, sweaty and gooey. As sleep was overtaking his senses Mark's last thought was that he needed to eat a lot more fish and perhaps drink bone broth, to build up the semen necessary to support this kind of lifestyle. 

	 

	-%-

	 

	Turned out Millie and Lilly were working as sex surrogate contractors and had a couple of sex therapists who called on them as needed. Playing those games was what they did to generate some income. The distinction between a sex surrogate and a hooker is a little bit thin. Mainly, the sex surrogate plays all kinds of roles and games but does not as a rule have sex with a customer. So, going out with Sandy and Dora and getting a proper fuck that was not a job, was kind of fun for them. Worked out great for the business as well. New pussy looked good on their cards and Jordan always made it a point to shoot everyone in as many positions as possible.

	 

	-%-

	 

	10 years later, they owned a huge loft in the SoHo. They had it made. Mark had long ago stopped working for Hallmark. Sandy and Dora had likewise quit their jobs and Jordan had never actually had a real one. They usually had dinner together and on this evening Mark proposed a toast: 

	 

	“To all the people I love more than anything in the world, the ones in this room.” 

	 

	They drank and he sat down and continued: 

	 

	“Our getting together was as if decreed by a Goddess. I can't imagine getting to where I am today without all of you, your love, and your support. I know I am probably sounding schmaltzy and old, but after all, I have turned 40 just a week ago. You guys are still young.”

	 

	“'Get to the point,” said Dora impatiently. 

	 

	“The point is that perhaps you should consider having husbands, wives, children before it is too late.”

	 

	“'We have a family and this is it. I could not imagine ever finding a better one. The one that I was born in does not even deserve my visits anymore,” said Sandy. 

	 

	“Hey Mark, I could have left anytime, and I still can. There is nothing to stop me. That I stayed, should mean something,” added Jordan. 

	 

	“All I can say is that there are others that I would fuck once in a while, but this is where the fuck of my life lives and there is actually more than one.”

	 

	“I will never leave of my own will,” put in Dora. 

	 

	“I'm just getting sentimental again, sorry about that,” said Mark “anyone for a game of cards?”

	 

	He took out a new deck of cards, shuffled, and started dealing. Sandy, Dora, and Jordan picked up their hands. Every card had a nude of Sandy, Dora, Millie, Lilly, and many of the other women that had served as their models during the last 10 years. The captions were there as well. 

	 

	“Nice said Jordan, why did you keep that from us?”

	 

	“Just a little surprise. I was approached by a nationwide distributor. They printed this deck off some of our cards. As of next Monday, there will be special racks in all the socially advanced stores in major US cities. This deck will of course also be available.”

	 

	He passed a deck to each and turning it around they could read on the back 'Mark's Cards.'

	***

	
Piața Pizda Măti
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	This story was inspired by a little paragraph in one of my ‘Interlingual Lexicon of Homonyms’ ditties. Those are all inspired by the silliness of words that sound the same but mean very different things in different languages. This is not the case with this one. It is just a straight simple story about, among other things, a pussy that changed the course of history. 

	 

	Romanians like to curse a lot and the number one most popular curse is ‘Du-te-n pizda măti!’ It means ‘Go into your mother’s cunt!’ I thought it would be cute if there was a piazza in Bucharest named ‘Pizda Măti.’ You could then actually go there. I used that in a story and then I tried to rationalize the existence of such a place. It started as a goof and I have no idea how it got to where it is right now. The other interesting fact is that this is my first story written in Romanian. What you get here, is the English translation. For those who might be interested, the Romanian version is available on www.myunpublishednovel.com . The short URL is 

	http://goo.gl/fGzW5J

	 


O


	nce upon a time, there was a miraculous city, a city of wonder, a city the likes of which you might only find in a fairy tale. Of course, the whole world knows Bucharest, but this tale is not about the mundane, everyday, boring, and un-extraordinary Bucharest that most people are familiar with. The fact that this second Bucharest was dubbed with the same name could be just a coincidence. Or perhaps it existed in a Romania that was located in a parallel universe, one that had progressed in slightly different directions. Just as in the other Bucharest, smack dab in the middle of town was a place named Piazza Unirii which in English would be Union Square. In the middle of the square, a fountain was also happily throwing water high up into the air. Union Boulevard was crossing through Union Square circling the fountain in a very elegant manner. There were many other similarities, but for this story, they do not matter much, so let me tell you about those things that made the two cities different from each other. Where the Piazza Alba Iulia is located in one, there was another piazza with a magnificent Triumphal Arch stuck in the middle of it. On the other end of the 4 km boulevard, a superb column had pre-empted the Parliamentary Palace. That monstrosity had never been built because there had never been a Ceausescu nor any kind of communist regime. There in the midst of what we know as Constitution Square, was the place where Emperor Trajan had elected to raise his column.

	 

	-%-

	 

	After his conquest of Dacia, Trajan had fallen in love with a Dacian widow named Iulia. Iulia's 12-year-old daughter, Daniela did not like the many advances that Trajan was making to her mom. Her mom, on the other hand, was quite flattered. She found the flowers, presents, and balls that Trajan was holding in her honor to be very enchanting. Daniela, on the other hand, was a young patriot who disliked the Roman Empire very much. 

	 

	On one such occasion, Trajan and Iulia were necking and kissing in a double throne that he had ordered for such events. A loaded sentence that Daniela uttered had the amazing effect of changing the entire history of the world. In those days, a 12-year-old girl knew a lot more than they do now. 

	 

	(A/N: Actually, I am not that sure about the last statement. Anyway, Trajan's needle had just been completed and as a matter of fact, it was the official excuse for the ball and the rest of the celebrations.) 

	 

	Daniela was sitting on the steps that were leading up to the throne when she turned her head and said to her mom: 

	 

	“I'm very happy that Trajan had left his cock in the middle of town. That way everyone can be sure that your honor is intact.”

	 

	Trajan understood very little Romanian, but other ears were listening and by the next morning everyone in Bucharest was talking about Daniela's amazing wit and courage while making many rude comments about Trajan’s cock. Things being as they usually are, it only took another day before someone told Trajan all about it. Trajan was furious and he decided at once to crucify Daniela. It would be a just punishment and a great spectacle as well as setting a precedent as Romans had not previously crucified women. That evening, however, he had a better idea and he sent for Iulia. Strangely enough, they had not yet slept together. Iulia was always finding excuses even though she had decided to sleep with him someday. Trajan gave her an ultimatum: The cross for Daniela or the bed for Iulia. It was a no-brainer choice for Iulia. A mother will sacrifice everything for her children and this was not that difficult. She chose the bed and they consummated their agreement at once. 

	 

	The next morning Trajan decided that even though the sex was satisfying, it was not enough to stave off the ridicule and joking that was running rampant. 

	 

	'I'll give them something to talk about!' he decided. 

	His Triumphal Arch was only days from being completed, so he instructed his architect to insert some additional inscriptions. Two days later at the formal unveiling of the arch, it took the crowd only a few seconds before noticing the bas-relief at the top of the arch. A pointing and whispering campaign erupted and it spread through the entire town. The representation of a cunt between two open legs took everyone by surprise, but reading the inscriptions gave them a whole new gossiping subject. On the top of the arch and across the open legs, in very large letters, was written ‘Te Matres Cunt’  which translated as 'Your Mother's Cunt.' The left supporting column had 'Traianus intrat' and the right one 'quando voleurit exeat!' which in English means 'Trajan enters whenever he pleases!'

	 

	-%-

	 

	Hundreds and hundreds of years have passed since those days. The powers that be have tried many times to come up with new names for the two squares, at one time even threatening to raze them altogether. Made no difference for the Bucharest natives – the two squares would always be 'Your Mother's Cunt Square' and 'My Cock Square.' It became even more of an interesting story when Vlad III, the man who had finally united all of Romania, decided to build Union Square in between the two infamous Piazza's. 

	 

	Exactly 4 kilometers are keeping Trajan and Iulia apart. If they could, they would sprint the 2 kilometers and unite with each other right there in the middle of town. Some people who wake up at the crack of dawn, or go to sleep sometime after, say that in the morning just as the sun rises, the column and the arch look shiny. It's as if Trajan and Iulia are bathing the monuments with their tears of frustration. Others say that it is nonsense and that the shiny liquid is that substance that gets produced during passionate passages.

	 

	-%-

	 

	In our second Bucharest 'Go to your Mother's Cunt!' is not a curse anymore, but a piece of advice that is very often given to an enamored young girl. She might blush a bit, but come evening more often than not she would get on the #32 streetcar and stay on it until it gets to Union Square. She will then walk toward the arch on the right side of the boulevard, looking for a suitable pebble. They are not difficult to find because the path is covered with Danube gravel of varying sizes. Your Mother's Cunt is a large Square with many flowers, short trees, and many benches strewed among them. The girls sit down and rest for a bit chatting with each other or messing with their cell phones. Before leaving, they walk over to caress that arch consolingly, and then, they walk back to Union Square, where they sit down and await the boy that they had fallen in love with. Usually, he does not show up on the first evening, mostly not even on the second. If he does show on the third evening, they say that their marriage is going to be blessed with love, happiness, and longevity. Sometimes, a whole week might pass, but if he does show up, all is forgiven. 

	 

	Boys are experiencing a similar situation, only they do not bring little river stones opting instead for flowers. Most of the time you can tell when a boy is in love, so someone might tell him 'Listen, boy, get yourself together and get yourself to My Cock!' In our Romania, it is a serious curse, but in this other one, it means something else altogether. The advice, just like with the girls, might come from an uncle, a grandparent, a friend, etc. – could be anyone it doesn't matter since there are no sexual connotations. The boy gathers his courage and gets on the #32 streetcar. Once in Union Square, he walks in the other direction towards Trajan's column, also on the right side of the boulevard. On that side, many vendors, most of them gypsy women, have set up little stands where they sell flowers. Our boy’s choice of flower depends on his intentions and his courage. The timid would probably buy a marguerite, the ones with a bit of oomph might opt for a tulip and the really brave, for one red rose. Having the wisdom of experience behind them, the vending ladies would make sure that the rose boys will also purchase some condoms. The flowers, unlike the girls’ little pebbles, go to the foot of Trajan’s Column. The flowers dry up and perish eventually, unlike the girls’ pebbles. The girls always cherish that memory and later on in life, might bring out their little pebble when their husband is away. How does this work in reality? Is anything miraculous involved? Well not really. Everyone knows that such and such a person has started going to Union Square on a February evening, so the rumor does not take long before reaching the intended's ears. This ritual takes place every year during February. 

	 

	In 1992 the documentary 'Traian and Iulia' received a Palm D'Or and a standing ovation at the Cannes Film Festival after which Bucharest's tourism increased by 1000%. Today in Union Square one may hear more than 150 languages if one is inclined to sit there and count.

	 

	-%-

	 

	So now, at the end of the story, I feel like you might ask, how did this change history? I will point out only a few major divergences. Iulia got Trajan to accept the argument that if Dacia remained a Roman Empire client, Rome would become that much stronger. Decebal did not commit suicide in the new arrangement and Rome truly became much more powerful because Dacia grew into an extraordinary protector of the Eastern borders. Dacian armies stopped Attila cold and defeated Mehmet II when he attempted to conquer the Balkan Peninsula. Vlad III united all Romanians principalities under his rule and proclaimed himself Imperator. There is a lot more history that would not quite fit into a short story. The bottom line is, this other Romania also included the entire Banat region, all of Moldova, Bessarabia, and a large part of Ukraine in the northeast of the country. Constantinople never became Istanbul, but it is still a city spanning two continents, though under Greek rather than Turkish rule. Oh, yes no one in his sane mind could even imagine a World War let alone two and not even the most criminally insane would come up with the idea of a Holocaust.

	***

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
Same-Sex
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	My first attempt at homo-erotica is an expanded version of a piece that started as a little essay for one of my monthly thought columns for ‘The Institute of Applied Thinking.’ If you are homophobic, please skip to the next story. As a matter of fact, if you are homophobic, you should not have bought this book in the first place. I did not write this for you and I do not like you. I am heterosexual but I despise prejudice in any of its forms.

	 


I am not so sure I understand the same-sex attraction – in men that is. In women now, that is a different kind of turn-on. What red-blooded, functional heterosexual male would not get a major kick out of watching two ‘babes’ going at it? I know that a lot of lesbian scenes in porn movies are faked. What I mean by that is that the girls are not really and truly lesbians, especially since you can see them in the next scenes taking on any number of guys. Most hetero males, of course, prefer it that way. They want a chick that is performing on the other chick/s for our joy, edification, and manly masturbation. We are, of a certainty, major voyeurs.

	 

	I have an even stronger reason; I once had a six months affair with a woman who was cheating on her girlfriend with me. Wow! 

	 

	But seriously now, let us indulge in a small thought experiment. You just had sex with your girl and it - was - good! You’re slowly drifting away into la-la-land and you sense that she is getting up and going away. You know that she probably went to the bathroom. Outside it is getting darker and inside, the lights are off so you are falling asleep. Sometime later you wake up partially to the sweet sensation of a pair of lips wrapped around your penis and you marvel at her change of heart. Previously, she seemed quite reluctant to perform this last intimate act with you, but you don’t dwell on it too much because after all, today is your birthday and this is a fabulous gift and besides that, by now, you spend like a gas pump. Over satisfied, you fall into a sweet golden slumber filled with the most marvelous of dreams.

	 

	-%-

	 

	A few hours later, you wake up needing to use the toilet and you realize that there is a naked body on each side of you and it dawns on you that your birthday present is even better than you thought; anyway, you scoot down the bed, use the facilities and you are back in no time at all. By now, the thought of which of her friends is in bed with you has got you quite inflamed again, so you start by exploring the body on your left (your girl always sleeps on the right.) You spoon yourself against a very smooth and warm pair of butt cheeks and you drape your hand over her waist – you tease yourself for a few moments with the anticipation of feeling the breasts that go with that smooth butt. Or the exploration of that holiest of holies, the fountain of life,  the honey pot is it smooth? Is it trimmed? Is it wet? Is it …? Oh, what the heck, you just grab that cunt.

	 

	Screech!!!! Brake hard!!!! Shift to reverse at once!!!! Did you just feel a dick?

	 

	So you scream out: “Holy fucking mother of God – What the fuck did just happen?”

	 

	Everyone is awake and somebody, it may have been you, has turned on the light and your girlfriend’s twin brother is revealed lying on the same bed your girlfriend is in. There is a space where your body had just been, and you are trying not to notice that his hair is the same color, style, and length as hers; that his mouth is full and fleshy and the exact shape as hers, and ….

	 

	O.K., everybody got the idea, right?

	 

	So, now, in the aftermath; we will leave the bedroom scene for the one that is playing in your mind. Did a guy just give you a blow job? One part of your mind knows that is what has happened, but another one is covering it up. Maybe it was just a birthday prank and it was she who did the deed. You remember all kinds of little things you did that may have made her upset but you know she wouldn’t go this far to revenge herself. 

	 

	You know, even assuming that it was the bitter truth, you have to admit that you were not able to tell the difference and that you enjoyed it immensely at the time. If you’d known that it was a guy, you would NOT have enjoyed it at all, it would have been torture, and besides, it would have never gotten that far. So, is this, God forbid – going to turn you into a …? You didn’t know so you cannot be guilty. Anyway, it could not be a guy right? A guy wouldn’t know how to give such great head! Really?!?

	 

	-%-

	 

	All right, we can beat this dead horse a little bit longer, but I think it is useless. It’ll stay dead. Let us instead postulate this: 

	 

	You are the kind of guy who loves to fuck, on the bed, on the living room carpet, on the ceramic tiled kitchen floor, you on top, you on the bottom, fuck from the front, fuck from behind, fuck sideways, fuck on top of the running washing machine, fuck with the lights on, fuck with the lights off, and so on. You love to receive and/or bestow oral sex and indulge in many other kinds of kinks that your partner might consent to, but in light of the previous events, you have to admit that you are a closet bi-sexual no matter what you consider yourself. All the baggage that comes with living in a society and by necessity and education absorbing its culture, morals, and so on, would not make a difference if the sexual act was performed purely as such; Yeah baby, let’s do it!

	 

	I consider myself a heterosexual and have never had any same-sex experiences, but in my mind, I sometimes feel limited by the thought that I am incapable of having sex with a man. After all, at least for me, sex is also a bonding experience, a growing closer to someone and showing a side of you that they would otherwise never witness.

	 

	A couple of last thoughts: what if you were gay and the whole scenario was reversed? Meaning the blow job came from the sister? What if you are a woman, straight or gay?

	 

	I contend that we are all born bisexual and we could if we tried, get back to that state because after all, it seems that sexual preferences are all in our minds. And if you think that I am fucking with your mind you are probably right. The good news is that (no, not Geico,) I seem to be capable of a bi-sexual mind-fuck so there’s some hope; how about a mental-a-trois? 

	 

	A/N - re-reading it, I should add that I did not mean to imply (in the first paragraph) that women have orgasms in porn flicks (or real life) while indulging in heterosexual/vaginal sex. I haven't got the foggiest idea! All I can say is that I believe them if they say so.

	***

	
No Wife, No Horse, No Mustache
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	I have always been (and still am) a huge RAW (Robert Anton Wilson) fan. I did not think of him at all when this dirty little ditty popped into my head, rudely and totally uninvited. OK so it's not a song, but it does make me want to sing every time I read it. 

	 


I


	 was lying in bed in that mystical state where reality can still be anything you want it to be. It was quite warm so the sheet was mostly off of me. Luciana walked into the bedroom to change her clothes. We were sharing the huge walk-in closet (about 70-30) so I guess she was looking for a change of clothes. Before opening the sliding closet, she just stood there admiring herself in the mirrored doors. The mirrors could clearly show her the front of my half uncovered form, lying sideways in such a way that my morning erection was quite visible. I had opened my eyes to the narrowest of slits so that I could pretend that I was still sleeping. She looked stunning in her riding outfit, definitely quite a sight to see. Running my eyes down from her black riding helmet, I lingered on the lacy and amply filled front of her blouse before moving them down to her black riding boots. I had deliberately skipped over her midriff so that I can look back at it later and feast my eyes on those pussy lips that were wondrously stretching the thin cloth of her yoga pants. She kept looking at my erection in the mirror while lapping her boots with the riding crop. Something was certainly working on her because she slowly snuck her left hand down through the elastic that was holding up her pants and into her panties. She started a slow rubbing motion that I could observe through the thin cloth and I knew the desired effect was being achieved when she started moaning softly while closing her eyes. My erection was getting more inflamed by the show and I started imagining that beautiful pussy rubbing against the back of her horse, while she was applying the riding crop to its ample rear. The crop was still hanging from its lanyard, but she ignored it and proceeded to pull off her boots, one leg at a time continuing with the removal of her pants. She pulled off her thong very slowly, all the time admiring her excited vulva in the mirror. She had not pulled off her riding gloves and the leather-clad fingers entering through the glistening vaginal lips were driving me insane. I still pretended to be sleeping hoping that she would get me involved somehow. Luciana is almost 20 years younger than me and my friends always tease me with that 'trophy wife' term. I used to pretend to be upset, but I guess she truly is a trophy wife even though I do not have any real money and cannot figure out what might have me made any kind of desirable catch.

	 

	I must have crossed the line into fantasy land because I did not notice her walking my way. The next thing I knew, she was standing right in back of me holding her skimpy little panties in her hand. She was caressing my butt with her right hand saying: 

	 

	“I know you are not sleeping, do you know where these gloved fingers have been don't you?” at the same time waving her hand slowly in front of my nose. “How do you like the smell?” I said nothing, but I captured her hand and stuck it into my mouth. 

	“Good answer,” she said, “but I can do even better.” 

	 

	She pulled her hand out of my mouth and replaced it with her bunched-up panties. 

	 

	“If you'll be a good horsey and let me have my way with you, later on, I will ride you into the sunset like they do in the movies. Only unlike in the movies, this ride will have the hero’s cock inside the rescued damsel's cunt.”

	 

	I didn't reply, I just lay there. She put her gloved left hand over my panty stuffed mouth and started feeling my ass with her right. One thing that our bedroom has an abundance of is mirrors. I could see everything she was doing to my back and it was going in a direction that I was not sure I approved of. She kept opening my ass cheeks to look at my asshole and at some point she pushed the handle of her riding crop against my anus. I have to admit that I was scared but I didn't dare make a move. I guess she must have greased up that glove because she quickly moved the crop away and stuck the middle finger of her right hand into my asshole. I was too surprised to react at once so much to my surprise, I found out that it was not an altogether unpleasant sensation. Luciana however had even more shocks in stock. She took her finger out of my ass and started whipping it with her riding crop, it hurt! She did however take her hand away from my mouth and used it to encircle my cock and she started a slow up and down massage. 

	 

	“It will all be worth it baby!” she said smacking one of my butt cheeks while continuing the cock massage.

	 

	“I'll make you come like you never did before!” she said punctuating each syllable with a vigorous crop smack on my ass. 

	 

	The pain, mixed with that intense pleasure, was very confusing so my emotions took a hold of me and the tears started pouring down my face while I started making a quiet sobbing noise. In one of the mirrors, I could see that my ass was turning a very bright shade of pink with some red spots mixed in between. She landed one last smarting blow that made me cry out loud, after which she proceeded to rub some ointment on my ass cheeks from a tube that she had produced out of some mystical place. I could see her sitting on the side of the bed behind me and she looked stunning. She had unbuttoned her lacey blouse letting those magnificent tits hang free and the way she was sitting, I could see into the beautiful pink flower that was blooming between her legs. 

	 

	“Don't turn around,” she said taking my right hand and placing it on her cunt. 

	 

	“My pussy needs some of your magic massaging, would you please?”

	 

	I stuck a finger between the dewy petals and started a deep massage. Somehow, Luciana's hand was still massaging my cock slowly, and apparently, none of that commotion had phased it at all. It was probably even more erect than before. I pulled my wet finger out of Luciana and moved it up to her clitoris. The mechanics of getting a woman to have a satisfying orgasm are not complicated, it's basically sticking something like a finger into the vagina, moving it in and out of it gently for a bit to get the moisture started, moving that finger/s up to the clitoris, rub it gently and keep repeating until the moaning starts and she grabs your hand to stop it from moving because the sensation is becoming much too overwhelming. I enjoy that process tremendously especially when combined with other activities as in this case, Luciana's gloved hand moving up and down my shaft.

	 

	The pussy doesn’t need much work because the clitoris is a very fine instrument but you do have to concentrate on not getting too rough – it might hurt your partner and potentially spoil the entire session. I was concentrating on that with apparent success because that low moaning was starting to escape between Luciana's lips and so I was taken by surprise when she stuck one of her gloved fingers back into my anus. I did previously know that this finger-in-the-butt technique excites the prostate gland which is reachable through the anal canal. I also knew that it could cause the male to ejaculate after a very short stimulation, but had not previously experienced it. I guess her timing was excellent because we came together in a satisfying and very loud climax. My eyes tend to close during orgasm, but I make an effort to open them if I can so that I can look at my partner. The sight of Luciana riding my hand while her erect nipples were straining and trying to levitate her entire body into the air made me have a second and most mystical orgasm that I would be hard-pressed to explain in words. My mustache in the mirror, made it seem like I was wearing the Cheshire cat's grin.

	 

	The semi-awake states that I sometimes find myself in are difficult to explain and perhaps they should not be. All I can say about that is that I have no wife, no horse, and no mustache. I did, however, need to put a clean set of sheets on the bed.

	***

	
Pictures of Lily
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	‘Pictures of Lily’ is a song written by Pete Townshend and performed by The Who. When I first heard it, I was sure that the expression dated back to the 1920s. 
 

	 


R


	esearching it now, I find that Pete had very likely come up with that phrase after seeing an old picture of a 1920's pin-up named Lily. Regardless of its origins, the song was basically about a father giving his son some old pictures of naked women that he could masturbate to. I love pictures of naked women so in this day and age I found 1000’s of them on the Internet. Besides the various porn sites, which do not necessarily attract me too much, there is Twitter and there is Tumbler and many of their members like to post pictures of women in various stages of undress, and/or sexual congress. I find a lot of them very exciting and of course, I follow Pete's original storyline. I am not a spring chicken or should I say spring cock, but my equipment is still in perfect working order. 

	 

	At some point, I started a website named QueenforToday.com which is bringing together two very compatible areas of human interest: Erotica and Music. I did not need an excuse, but it did drive me to find those kinds of pictures and post them to my site. The intention was to get pictures submitted by amateurs that I could then crown as Queen for Today, but I find that it is more exciting and much easier, to just write about it. Right now I feel like writing about some of those pictures that I have collected over the past 15 years or so. Some people might ask, why I wouldn’t just show the pictures instead. Isn’t a picture worth a thousand words? Well, maybe, but a picture does not tell you what goes on in my mind when I look at it. Sometimes I do wish to know what goes on in other people's minds when they look at a picture, but not all of them have been cursed/blessed with a gift of gab like mine. You may of course skip to the next story or else, read on, drop your pants, and play with yourself. So, let us begin. 

	 

	First Tableau:

	A chubby girl and I do not mean that she is underage. I just like to use variety in my words. She has long red hair and she is leaning over with her hands resting on a sofa. She is wearing a corset of some kind and her thigh-high stockings are attached to it. Her head is turned sideways so I can see that her eyes are closed and I can also see the nipple of one of her large dangling tits. The high-heeled shoes seem to elevate the gorgeous super-size butt and her skin is the color of whipped cream. 

	 

	In the next picture, she is outside in my garden wearing rainbow-colored underwear and pressing her tits together. 

	 

	The next one is just a close-up of her nude bust with one of her arms lifting them in a titillating display. I made her wear her glasses for this one. I love naked women with glasses.

	 

	Oh just in case you have not caught on, I am, of course, the photographer.

	 

	Second Tableau:

	My next model is dark, she has curly black hair (might be a wig,) hoop earrings, and a beautiful smile baring ivory teeth. She is standing on my roof, bare-naked with her hands behind her back. It makes her titties seem to point in two different directions. The nipples are at rest protruding only a tiny little bit above the dark brown aureoles. Her legs are slightly parted but that desired opening remains hidden in the shadows. She has such a cute little inny belly button, I feel like licking it. I got another light for the next picture, to chase away the shadows and reveal that which was hidden. So in this one, though her legs are close together, I can see the miraculous triangle of her pussy with a little bit of that slit in the middle. The whole area is completely bald so I can also see the little butterfly tattoo just below her bikini line. I have no idea why I made her hold a basketball.

	 

	Third Tableau:

	My next model was a little bit shy. I took this one in the backyard by the swimming pool. It is not a very large pool, so I have it covered up with a tent during the summer so that my busy body neighbors won't get their panties twisted in a knot. Anyway, she is wearing a pink bikini and standing with her back to the camera, pretending to be walking down into the water. It took me a while to convince her, but she finally consented to pull her bikini bottom down to her knees, so that we can gaze upon her very lovely bum. The crack is leading down to that space between her thighs and in this case, being that it is slightly open and my camera is practically on the ground, we are allowed a lovely view of her bisected Venus mound.

	 

	Fourth Tableau:

	I remember this one. She was not a professional model, just a friend who came out for a drink. She had quite a few of them so eventually, I managed to pull down her underwear. I made her sit in my wicker chair with her legs up. Not sure she remembered that she had no panties on and I could see the lovely design of her pubic hair. The pubes were only located in a two-inch strip above the hood of her clitoris, leaving everything else bare and glistening. I guess it was a bit warm in the house at the time. I never really got to have sex with her though I tried a few times and I never showed her this pic, but it is one of my favorites. I bring it up on my TV on some winter nights and I masturbate to it religiously.

	 

	Fifth Tableau:

	Having an Android phone is so convenient. Sometimes there are opportunities like this one. I think it was in a resort by the Red Sea in Israel. Have no idea what it was about. I was just sitting on my terrace enjoying the view when this happened. 6 women sitting by the side of the swimming pool pulled down their tops, exposing their nipples to the breeze. Some slick guy obv must have had a very convincing spiel because there he was snapping away. Well, so was I and I think some of the women noticed me because their smiles turned a bit shy. Anyway, there were 2 blondes, 2 brunettes, a red-head, and one with a baseball cap on. They were all wearing shades and the ones on the sides had the biggest tits. The two in the middle were obviously proud of their somewhat smaller (but not too small) tits because they had lifted their tops as opposed to all the others who had lowered them. I could have easily made an Olympian feast out of those lovely, lovely tits. I think I would have favored the second pair from the right. They were slightly smaller and a bit saggy which may be why their blonde owner was compensating with the best smile. She was the only one with her hands tucked between her knees. I would have kissed that lovely smile, sucked on those pink nipples, and slowly pried her knees apart finding that the reason for her differing attitude was that she was wearing no panties. I would then fuck her brains out while her 5 friends would cheer me on.

	 

	Sixth Tableau:

	There was a period when I tried to make my photos more artistic, like this one. The angelic blonde in the picture is wearing a coronet, she has swan wings and a lavender, floor-length skirt. She is creamy white as required of a Western World angel and her tits are of the correct size, color, and nipple decoration. She is looking down while lifting her dress to show the world (or at least me) her pussy. This one is of the kind that does not cover the clitoris and its hood so the little triangle is bisected by two parallel lines about a quarter of an inch apart. There is a comfortable gap between her thighs where one might park one’s testicles, very delightfully fuckable. I submitted it to a professional magazine. They never got back to me. Perhaps the little triangle of dark hair above her hood clashed with the long blond hair.

	 

	Seventh Tableau:

	I don't go for skinny too much, but the next one just happened somehow and I think the pictures are very artistic, though perhaps not artistic enough because they can still get my dick hard. Anyway, she had nice wide hips, but her tits were somewhat on the slim side. So I have one picture of her where I made her roll her panties down to her knees and lean on the wall next to my closet door mirror. She is still wearing her high-heeled shoes, her bra, and a slim bolo tie-style necklace. Her hands are behind her back and her closed pussy lips form just one virginal slit between her legs. Of course, her twin is visible in the mirror. Don't we all wish we could do identical twins?  Couldn't leave well enough alone, so I got another one of her. In this one she is naked, leaning against a door while crouching with her legs wide apart, her feet on tippy-toes, and her ass just 2 inches above the floor. Those pussy lips opened up now showing a second set of lips, and as a bonus, I can see that usually hidden rosette of her asshole. No, I didn't fuck that, though I still want to.

	 

	Eighth Tableau:

	I got this skinny, very dark, black model. Guess I had set up the lights correctly because her pussy came out nice and shiny. Must have been another of those hot days in the studio, though the rest of her looks just chocolaty smooth. Her head is tilted to one side and she is sporting a beautiful smile that seems to say: Would you like to suck on my dark chocolate nipples?

	 

	Ninth Tableau:

	Here's one I found that might qualify as an original picture of Lily. The sepia/brown tones make it out to be a very early 20th-century piece. It shows two women wearing fancy hats, calf-high shoes, knee-high socks, and nothing else. One of them is down on her fours and she has the handle of a palm-tree kind of fan stuck inside her asshole. The other one is riding on top of her, hanging on to the reins attached to the neck of the first one. Both of them have very fine-sized bottoms. Sometimes I wish that fashion returned. A lot of the girls that my peers go gaga over do not seem to have much of an ass.

	 

	Tenth Tableau:

	Here's another oldie, showing a young woman sitting in the lap of a suited man wearing a snazzy hat. Her dress is lifted to her waist exposing some kind of split undergarment that frames a hairless vagina and she is reading a book. The index finger of the guy's right hand is tickling her clitoris.

	 

	Eleventh Tableau:

	Another found gem shows two naked young women at the beach, a blonde and a brunette. Both of them have very desirable bodies, full-breasted and wide-hipped. From their hair-dos and the untrimmed pubes, I would estimate they were photographed sometime in the 1960s. Makes me think that they are now somewhere in their 60s. So when I see an older woman (actually that would make them my age) I do not always necessarily see her wrinkles, or imagine how saggy her tits and ass might be. Most of the time, I think of how fabulous she was in the 1960s or '70s. Maybe they went to Woodstock. She could have been a free-loving hippie girl, frolicking through the forests in the nude and having sex with all the boys. 

	 

	Twelfth Tableau:

	Some pictures come in series,like these. Six girls, three are naked and they are straddling 3 other girls, removing their panties. The three under girls are facing away, so the three straddling ones are spreading their butt cheeks and cunt lips, showing them to the camera. In the next photo, the ones on the bottom have turned around and their back-leaning heads are buried between the open legs of the other three who are still standing over them. Next frame, they have reversed again and the camera gets good shots of the top girls, sticking dildos into the pussies of the kneeling bottom girls. One more picture shows the bottom girls with their legs over their heads and the other girls, kneeling, are still playing with the pussy lodged dildoes. They seem very serious about their tasks but I assure you that I had tons of fun masturbating to that fantasy quite a few times.

	 

	Thirteenth Tableau:

	I don't usually get off too much on heterosexual intercourse. I'd much rather watch 2 or more women going at it. In those cases, there is usually at least one opening for me. True, there are always other openings, but still, another cock means competition.  I do make exceptions. Like this one that has an Asian-looking woman astride someone's cock. He is lying on his back, so all we get to see of him are his legs and testicles. She is sitting on him facing the camera, and his cock is completely engulfed by her cunt. She is smiling happily holding her hair back from her face. Walking into Thai restaurants after seeing this has become a lot more exciting.

	 

	Fourteenth Tableau:

	There are so many more pictures out there. Here's another 1920's oldie of a couple. The woman is sitting on a chair wearing lacy undergarments and she has her mouth around the erect cock of a standing man. His visage is made wiser by his bushy mustache and his left-hand reaches over her shoulder digging into her pussy. Again, there's a guy in it, but something about this picture seems timeless.

	 

	Fifteenth Tableau:

	I forgot about this one. I do sometimes pay for sex and this is a reminder. I had picked up this black hooker and took her to a motel. She must have been quite tired because she took off her dress, but kept her bra on while I fucked her. She then proceeded to fall asleep with her panties still off. She must have been a beginner because she was still tight and high in all the right places. I still find the image of her large black ass and tight-looking young cunt a pleasure to look at. 

	 

	Sixteenth Tableau:

	I hooked up with some people in the porn business. One of them, a young tasty looking Latina asked me to do a demo photo session for her portfolio. I couldn't possibly say no, so she came to the house a few days later. Not shy at all, she took off her clothes, and spread her pussy lips with one hand, two hands, my hands, dildos, and so on. She grabbed her tits in various holds and of course, she displayed her anus a few times. I was quite thrilled when we were done and she agreed to let me stick my cock inside her. I do not get a lot of anal action for the usual reasons, so this was one of the highlights. I look at pics of her widespread ass cheeks and the rosy asshole between them and get hard. The only downside was that afterward, I filled up the Jacuzzi and took some more pictures. At some point, she thought that it would be cute if she started peeing while spreading her pussy lips. Good picture, but I was looking forward to soaking and making out with her a bit longer. She didn't have time for me to refill the tub.

	 

	I like to see women pee, so I have quite a few pictures of women peeing. I took them on the sly with a long-distance lens. I love to see their expressions when that stream starts coming out of their hidden fountain. Plus, it seems to be a forbidden kind of view, which makes it that much more exciting.

	 

	I could probably go on about the glory and beauty of pussy, but I think I may have made my point. A woman's body is the most beautiful object in the entire creation and it is mirrored in some of the most famous and revered works of art. 

	 

	Seventeenth Tableau:

	I pause my writing occasionally, to sneak peeks into my bedroom. I view a photo that I am proud to say is one of my own and get re-inspired. For this one, it took me a long time to find the right pussy, but this is the one that is just perfect. My model was quite average-looking, which is always misleading because once they take off their clothes, they turn into an incarnation of the Goddess. This time it was even better because when I asked her to sit down on an armchair, lift her knees and spread her cunt, she did not hesitate. Her face looked quite mundane and did not change expression while she held that pose. Her hair was framing her tits very nicely and her belly button ring was just a little speck. I lowered my eyes and gazed upon those beautiful spread pussy lips and saw another inner set of lips, framing another smaller set that was set above yet another tiny looking curtain that was framing the tight little pink hole. If this was not a Georgia O'Keefe kind of moment nothing could ever be. So, I may not be rich enough to afford a Georgia O’Keefe, but I can surely afford the original. This is the one vagina hanging on my bedroom wall. Thank you, girl!

	***

	
Geishas, Guitars & Guns
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	Well, there’s XXX and now there’s GGG which is not much cleaner at all. Let us just keep in mind that this was all just a staged performance.


 

	T


	his show was written, staged, and performed in front of a lucky audience of 15 males who could afford it. They are all seated on cushions in front of individual low tables.

	 

	Stage left: 

	A male flamenco guitar player and a female shamisen player,  two female flamenco dancers, one in a red traditional dress, one in white, and two males: a dancer and a cantaor. They are forming a loose semi-circle with the players seated to one side. The guitar starts a tune and they are all clapping to the beat. As the shamisen joins in, 15 geishas wearing traditional kimonos and white-face make-up are walking in from backstage and off into the audience. Each one is carrying an ice bucket with a bottle of champagne and two glasses. They make their way to the males in the audience, place the glasses on the table, and sit down on another pillow next to their chosen man. The buckets go on the floor next to tables and they take out the bottles and fill the glasses. 

	 

	Stage right: 

	Two gun-wielding men are walking an unwilling girl onto the stage. All three are wearing NOH masks and they are acting in that old Japanese manner. A spotlight reveals a tatami mattress onto which the men are forcing the girl. They are threatening her with the guns while they are unbuttoning the top of her schoolgirl uniform with their other hands. 

	 

	Audience:

	The geishas are lifting their glasses urging their male companions to do the same. After taking a sip, they place the glasses back on the table and loosen the top of their kimonos revealing their left breasts. With a gentle motion, they guide the men's hands to their bare breasts.

	 

	Stage left: 

	The red female dancer is dancing to the flamenco beat. She keeps swishing her dress around while keeping the beat with her cleated shoes. The dress keeps moving up and once in a while it affords a look at the woman's crotch. It is a dark and fleeting glimpse that leaves the audience wondering if they are seeing panties or pubes. The cantaor opens his mouth, but his song is most untraditional especially as it is sung in the English language. In a sense, it does follow those age-old traditions by telling a lengthy and somewhat convoluted story about an old man and the sea and the sex and it goes like this:

	 

	Cantaor:

	I am not a sailor

	But I do love the sea

	So when the opportunity arose

	I didn't turn my nose

	 

	I'm no Hemingway either though I am called Ernie

	A boat, two young girls, an old man, and the sea.

	Yeah, I just might rewrite the whole damn dreary story,

	This time about some other fish captured in all their glory.

	 

	Add a rhyme

	When it's time

	About women oh so fine

	They will make you go out of your mind.

	 

	Between the poetizing and blatant fantasizing

	I always throw a modicum of truth

	Though I am never saying just how much

	Nor which parts of the following may be interpreted as such.

	 

	Suffice to say the waitresses I'd met the night before

	Convinced me there are many mysteries to be experienced when you're away from shore.

	 

	So here we are the boat the sea and just the three of us.

	The chartered boat is a most lovely vehicle that handles like a minibus.

	It has a steering wheel just like a modern car

	And if the fuel will suffice could take you pretty far.

	 

	But I had explorations in my mind much closer than Cuba

	And so I dropped the dredging anchor 

	as soon as we lost sight of lovely Florida.

	 

	The girls were sitting pretty as you please chatting behind me

	So at this time, I figured we could use a drink or two or three

	Our icebox had been waiting patiently with Vodka, Russian beer, and wine just chillin'

	Waiting for us to get a little drunk and who knows?

	P’rhaps a little willin'.

	 

	The girls got Cosmopolitans, I opted for a dry Martini

	I had that great all-natural Stirrings mix that could even mix Bellini.

	We sipped in silence for a bit

	Eyeing each other wondering, how could we really fit?

	 

	Audience:

	The geishas are refilling their companion's glasses.

	 

	Stage left:

	The male dancer joins the red dancer. They are creating a complex paradiddling beat with their feet. 

	 

	Stage right:

	The men are removing the school girl's bra revealing surprisingly large breasts. 

	 

	Cantaor:

	I offered them some poetry

	But warned it might be raunchy.

	Not sure if it aroused or bored them

	Cause the Russian. Ludmilla

	Got up and peeled off that two stripe bikini.

	 

	Come ‘on! She said to Anna.

	The Ukrainian hesitated and took another sip

	Please, said the first again, all by myself I'd feel alone and naked

	We could just lie and tan on the front deck

	Ernie seems like a quite rightful chelovek

	 

	With Anna in the altogether, I could understand 

	What she would not display in skimpy string bikini.

	Ludmilla had a rich head of blonde hair,

	But otherwise was hairless end to end

	But Anna'd kept her hairy bush that seemed to almost reach her belly button inny 

	 

	Stage right:

	The men are playing with the girl’s nipples, poking and squeezing them in between caressing and grabbing her breasts. The girl is protesting and shying away while trying to cover up and they threaten her with their guns again. They slap her breasts and push the gun muzzles against her nipples.

	 

	Stage left:

	The white dancer joins the dance. The two women are tantalizing the male dancer, poking him with their breasts while dancing. 

	 

	Cantaor:

	The two of them proceeded to rub lotion on themselves

	Ludmilla making sure that I could see

	While sending spying glances covertly aimed at me 

	that I pretended not to see.

	 

	When they lay on the deck I stayed beneath my canopy sipping a fresh Martini.

	While Anna lay with her head facing me demurely

	Ludmilla showed the bottom of her feet sometimes scandalously.

	Once in a while, she would rotate, her legs falling quite open to display that inner sanctuary.

	 

	Stage left:

	The white dancer is slowly peeling her clothes off. The red keeps lifting and swishing her dress with more abandon and it is now clear that she is not wearing any underwear.

	 

	Audience:

	The geishas are opening their kimonos further displaying their hairless cunts. They guide their male partners' hands to their pretty pink founts.

	 

	Stage right:

	The guys are pulling the school girl's panties off and playing with her pussy. She is again trying to cover herself so one of them sticks the gun's muzzle inside her. She is giving up and she starts sobbing, it seems to turn the guys on.

	 

	Cantaor:

	I picked up my binoculars to study that at ease

	Imagining I was a pirate with two young female captives.

	 

	I would order them

	To the mast

	I would then shackle them

	With velvet shackles.

	To the mast

	I would then tie them with silk ropes.

	To the mast.

	 

	Examining Ludmilla's charms through my binoculars

	I charted the exact itinerary through which my ropes would travel

	I'd touch her every erogenous zone expertly making her unravel 

	With desire

	 

	I'd never learned the sailor's knotting skill

	So I'd invent my own

	And call them 

	Double pimp,

	Mowing the lawn

	And silky balls of fire

	 

	Stage left:

	The white dancer has taken off the last of her clothing. She has kept her shoes on and she is still dancing. Her naked breasts are moving in mystifying directions causing her nipples to create mesmerizing circles. She dances her way to the guitar player and starts massaging his neck with her tits. He keeps playing.

	 

	Stage right:

	One of the gunmen has produced a little battery-powered egg-shaped vibrator that he is holding against the girl’s clitoris.

	 

	Cantaor:

	Ludmilla obviously was waiting for my move

	She lifted up her knees and opened wide.

	Lifting her head as well she gazed into my eyes.

	Through the binoculars,

	I gave her a wide smile.

	 

	I tried to visualize dark Anna at the mast

	I couldn't so I asked if they would like another drink

	When they said yes I mixed it and I walked up to the deck

	Espying lovely Anna a-laying on her back.

	 

	I made my mind up that, that bush should be revered

	And when I tied her

	To the mast

	The knot that nested 'tween those legs

	At last

	Would be a Blackbeard

	 

	Stage right:

	The egg-wielding gunman has moved his egg a little lower and stuck it into the schoolgirl's pussy. His buddy has taken his cock out of his pants and is pumping it with his fist. As usual, the Orient is obscure and hard to fathom. It is unclear why he is not fucking the girl.

	 

	Stage left: 

	The dancing has taken on a new direction. The white dancer has managed to tilt the guitar player back in his chair. She has unzipped his pants and taking out his cock she has enveloped it with her pussy lips. Humping it up and down she is enjoying herself a lot, even though he seems to still be able somehow to keep playing that fiery flamenco. The shamisen player has in the meantime managed to get the male dancer to lie down and she is playing his instrument with her cunt while still employing her hands for the shamisen. The red dancer is doing a similar job on the cantaor's dick, but that doesn't stop him from finishing his song.

	 

	Audience:

	Everybody is fucking!

	 

	Cantaor:  

	Alas, I thought there’s neither mast nor ropes

	Ludmilla though did not agree

	She quickly shucked my shorts and pushed me to the floor

	Apparently she'd noticed that some part of me'd become a mast once more.

	 

	I doubt that I would ever see these lovely girls again

	But I would love to thank them any way I can.

	So I have placed them in what some might call a mediocre paean.

	I thank you girls, you made me understand

	The meaning of 'Sail like a Floridian.'

	 

	Aftermath:

	Everybody came within minutes of each other, including the fake schoolgirl. Madam Sibylla keeps telling everyone that her girls love to fuck and that they enjoy every single encounter. This particular one would be good proof of that statement. It seemed like that's what was happening, though the only visual proof would have been that of the two NOH gunmen who came all over the schoolgirl's tits. Si liked to put on shows once in a while and this one was an obvious success. It was also an interesting multi-media kind of event and it would have been too bad not to have some kind of record of it. Not to worry, it was all on record. The farm's discretion is well known and it is one of its greatly valued assets. What most of the customers do not realize is that though nothing is made public, it is made available to certain private parties when deemed necessary.

	 

	A/N – This show was performed at The Farm, a cathouse in Nevada. To find out more about The Farm, look for Fa, Sol, La, Si Forever, a novel by Ernest Samuel Llime. The poem that the cantaor was singing was also written by the same writer and published in a collection entitled Pleasure, Pain & Eternity. 

	***

	
100
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	I am hopefully going to be 68 this August. When I was younger and very much obsessed with the female sex, I was pretty sure that a time would come when that would not be of much importance. So far, it’s not even close.

	 


I


	 stand in front of the closet mirror looking at my reflection. I have a full head of white hair recently styled into something the stylist called 'The Alexandra.' It's not bad and the asymmetrical shape of it hides the side of my face with the scar on it. Not that it matters much, the other side is quite wrinkled and probably not that much to look at either. My lips are thinner than they used to be, lightly lipstick-ed, but still there and I still have all of my teeth. My neck has those two vertical strings on the sides with a slightly receded area between them. My shoulders are quite bony and the wrinkled skin of my arms flops a little bit underneath my humeri. My breasts, never too large, nor too small, are still quite saggy anyway, but they might still be worthy of the name. I pinch my nipples with my hands,  yep, they are still there too. Never had an hourglass shape but my hips are still flaring out a little. The skin of my thighs and legs is somewhat wrinkled as well, but luckily for me, my veins stayed hidden as they were meant to be. I turn sideways trying to see my butt, but I cannot turn my neck that much. I assume that it too is somewhat saggy but hopefully not too much so. It was never really that big, but it used to be good enough to inflame some young men's libidos. I dim the light and look again, my silhouette actually looks quite good.

	 

	It's my birthday and though I do not have any direct descendants, my sister and my brother's fecundity have assured the continuity of our line. There is no way I can escape the major celebration that my grand, great, and twice as great-nephews and nieces have organized for me. Not sure that I would want to, though I never made a big fuss of my birthdays and I always asked everyone else to do the same. This one however is special. Today I have become 100. It is why I got myself a little dolled up. I pull a chair in front of the mirror and sit down. The hair around my cunt is quite scraggly, but strangely enough, it is still mostly black. Doesn't look that great, perhaps I will have it removed. I pull the lips open and gaze into the interior. It is still a pretty pink color and when I stick a finger into it, I can still feel a never-forgotten excitement. When I was younger, I imagined that sexual desire would fade away over time. I didn't research it, so I never had an actual number for the years that might pass before that stage was reached.  Seems like I was wrong. I read somewhere that Benjamin Franklin supposedly said that the pussy is the last thing to go. He was right. I look into mine again, it doesn't look a day over 50. 

	 

	I remember the first time I ever truly looked at my pussy. I was 12 and it was on a Saturday, about two weeks after my first period. I had pulled up a chair in front of my closet mirror and I had lifted my feet onto the chair's cushion. An incident I had witnessed the day before had piqued my curiosity. One of the black stable boys had somehow waylaid one of the pretty mulatto kitchen maids. It was evening and I followed them surreptitiously to the stables. He got her into an empty stall that had a mound of fresh hay laid out. They were too busy to notice me, but I could see them kissing. He had lifted her skirt and he had a hand between her legs. In between the kissing, she was giggling and making all kinds of interesting noises. His hand had slid inside her knickers and he was rubbing her there. She seemed to be getting more excited and soon stepped out of those knickers. I could not exactly see between her legs, but she pulled down the boy's pants and released a very large penis. I could clearly see the silhouette of it and it seemed huge. I am a farm girl and I had previously seen the penises of stallions and oxen and they were huge but in proportion to the size of the animal. His seemed too large to belong to him, but he somehow managed to stick it between the maid's legs. I was surprised and worried about her, but she was not complaining at all, she seemed to like it a lot.

	 

	Last month, I told that story and more to my boyfriend, Ernie. Ernie was an accidental but fortunate find about 10 years ago. It was on one of those TV shows that likes to have famous people interview each other. I had read all of his books up to that time. I felt that the interview went just fine with Ernie asking me about the difficulty of playing the piano at my age, when did I first start playing, and so on. I asked him some innocent questions like when he first started writing, where did he find his influences, etc. Being the mischievous girl that I am, I mentioned at some point that his more erotic scenes had got me playing with myself quite a few times and asked if they had a similar influence on him. He is very good at describing things with his words but he admitted that it helped when he looked at an image that was similar to what was in his mind. Some of the research he was doing on the internet involved looking at women in various stages of undress as well as in various sexual situations. That would get him quite aroused sometimes and he would stop writing and take care of this other business. As the last installment of one of his trilogies had come out just a month previously, I assumed that his equipment was quite functional, but couldn't help but ask anyway. He told me that everything was working just fine, '... thank you very much for asking.' He then said that it was funny how he used to think when he was younger that a time will come when sex would become irrelevant. I told him that I had that same exact thought just a week previously. I also added that I'd certainly be open to his advances in more ways than one. We went on a little longer and wrapped it up. The show's producers told me later that they had decided not to air the interview. They felt that it wouldn't be interesting enough. Their loss! I did get together with Ernie and so far we've had ten glorious years together. We did not move in together, but I cannot remember the last time that we had not slept in each other's arms. We rarely have actual intercourse, but the sex play is a lot of fun and most satisfying. The best thing is that neither of us is plagued by any of those leaks, bone issues, or memory losses that afflict people our age. I attribute that to our mutually held belief that modern medicine had taken a wrong turn somewhere. Neither of us has seen a doctor professionally for a long time, and that can be measured in decades. At a younger age, I used to be upset that my vagina seemed to need constant medical attention and supervision. When I turned 30 I decided that it was enough! Nobody was ever again going to get paid for sticking their hands and/or instruments inside me. 

	 

	Anyway, it was Ernie's 85th birthday so I treated him to a once-in-a-lifetime experience. Well, once so far, when he hits 100 himself, I might treat him to another singular experience, though come to think of it, not at all the same one. I haven't told you much about myself and I feel that I should give the main facts at least. My name is Lara Louise Johnson and I was born in Montgomery, Alabama. At 17 I was accepted to Julliard so I moved to NYC and lived with my sister and her husband on the upper west side, not too far from the school. After graduation, I started my career as a concert pianist, a career that had lasted until my 90th birthday. I made some very good investments with my money and some might say that I am filthy rich, which is probably true because Ernie's birthday gift is something that very few could afford. I am not trying to brag or anything, just wanted to state the facts. So, back to Ernie. We flew out to Reno, Nevada, and stayed the night at the Ritz-Carlton. Had a great dinner and sat down in the bar area. They had a very nice single malt Scotch list so Ernie had a couple of glasses of 18-year-old Oban. I had a very nice, aged Port. The next day we had a late brunch. Appropriately enough Ernie had a dozen oysters and we shared a bottle of Prosecco. 

	 

	After brunch, the limo came to pick us up and drove us to 'The Farm.' I am not going to describe that establishment, it has been done before. Let's just say that it is very likely the number one bordello in the world. We sat down, in our room, in two comfortable armchairs facing the swimming pool and watched the girls having fun. Most of them were not wearing any bathing suits, and we had a very nice view. A waitress wearing a tiny apron and nothing else wheeled in a little cart with canapés. Mostly, little slices of semolina bread with bruschetta, cucumber triangles, and a couple of boards with a cheese and cold cuts assortment. Next to them, a bottle of Remy Martin Louis XIII cognac. Ernie's eyes had lit up when he first saw the waitress’s pretty tits and he appreciated the view of her gorgeous butt when she made it a point to bend over for any kind of reason at all. He watched her retreating form with appreciation, so it took him a minute or so before he noticed the bottle. His eyes lit up even brighter and I could see the beginning of a tear in his left one. 

	 

	“It has not even begun, Ernie, relax,” I told him “pour the Cognac.”

	 

	“'Why are there three glasses?” he asked.

	 

	“Just pour,” I said and he did. 

	 

	Lara Michelle walked in. 

	 

	“Pull up a chair,” I told her and she did. I gave her a snifter, lifted mine, and signaled Ernie to do the same.

	 

	“To Ernie on his 85th birthday, may you live to have at least a hundred more,” and we took a sip. 

	 

	Hard to describe a Louis XIII. If you've never had one, put that on your bucket list, very expensive, but worth every single penny. 

	 

	“When I was 12 I spied on a stable boy having sex with a pretty mulatto kitchen maid. He had an enormous cock that seemed to fit her just right. They got very excited and I became very curious.” 

	 

	Lara Michelle had gotten up and she pulled the curtains. They did not diminish the setting sun very much, but presumably, they made it difficult to see into the room from the outside. She then turned, relocated the tray, and turned the armchairs around. They must have had some kind of furniture skid plates because it slid quite easily.  

	 

	“Later that evening in my room, I pulled a chair in front of my closet mirror, pulled down my panties, and sat down on it.”

	 

	As I was narrating my story, Lara Michelle moved a chair in front of the mirror. I walked over to her, lifted her long dress, pulled down her panties, and made her sit. 

	 

	“I lifted my legs and placed them on the chair. I could look into the mirror and see my pink young pussy.”

	 

	I proceeded to lift Lara Michelle's legs and place them on the chair. Her dress moved down conveniently, and Ernie could see her pussy in the mirror even though her knees were kind of close together. 

	 

	“I spread my knees apart”, I spread Lara Michelle's knees “and placed my hands on my pussy lips,” I placed her hands on her pussy lips “and I pulled them apart,” 

	 

	I put my hands over Lara Michelle's hands and pulled her pussy lips apart. Her chair had very well-oiled casters so it took almost no effort at all to turn it around, and wheel it to face Ernie from a distance of two feet away. I could see that Ernie was getting excited. 85 years old and his dick was still not willing to throw in the towel. 

	 

	“I liked the way my pussy looked. It was pretty and pink and had petals like a flower. I stuck a finger into the opening at the bottom of that flower. “ 

	 

	I stuck my finger into Lara Michelle's vagina as I was talking “it was tight but the sensation, though indescribable, was quite pleasant. I took it out and moved it upwards. There was a place where my pleasure was most intense, so I stayed there and continued rubbing and squeezing my little clitoris,” I did the same to Lara Michelle's while talking about it. I kept at it until she cried out and started shivering with passion. 

	 

	I hugged her from behind and waited for the spasms to subside. 

	 

	“How do you like our pussy Ernie? When I was twelve I looked very much like this. Would you like to kiss it?”

	 

	“Thank you, Lara, it was beautiful, but I am very conflicted. I cannot quite tell a young girl's age anymore but she seems to be much too young.”

	 

	“She is 13 Ernie, one year older than I was when this scene took place and unlike me at that age, she is not an innocent virgin. I thought you might find this a bit awkward, but I assure you, she is a very appropriate birthday present. You should ask for her opinions directly.”

	 

	“I will then,” said Ernie “what is your name, my child?”

	 

	“'My name is Lara. I assumed it three years ago when I first saw Lara play the piano.”

	 

	“You're too young to have seen her play.”

	 

	“I have watched every single available video of Lara playing. My name used to be Michelle, though I am not sure if that was my first name because I do not have a birth certificate. Now that Lara is here, if she does not mind I wish to be Lara Michelle.”

	 

	“Tell me your story Lara Michelle, why and how did you come to be here showing your pretty little pussy to strangers, for money I assume.”

	 

	“The money is not important. I have wanted to be Lara for the past three years, more than anything in the world. This is a dream come true. Lara's hands have touched me and it is something that I will not forget if I live to be a thousand. I can tell you liked my pussy, and you are Lara's boyfriend, she told me that you had sex with her. If you kiss my pussy just one time, it will be like my pussy was Lara's pussy. For just that short moment I will truly be Lara Louise Johnson, the greatest concert pianist that the world has ever known.”

	 

	She got him on that one. If nothing else Ernie is quite a sentimental old fool. He bent over and laid a long wet kiss right on top of Lara Michelle's vagina. 

	 

	“I will never ever forget that one either,” said Lara Michelle. 

	 

	She stood up and walked over to the piano. She sat down on the stool and did absolutely nothing for what seemed like a very long time. Lara had turned the armchairs around, sat down, and reached for Ernie's hand. Nobody said anything, they just sat there enjoying the silence and thinking about the wonder of life. Finally, Lara Michelle hit the first note of the Hammerklavier. Beethoven's Sonata Op.106 in B flat major. ‘Hammerklavier’ might be the greatest piece ever written for solo piano. They sat there mesmerized for 50 minutes making no sound at all. Ernie realized that he had witnessed a miraculous performance. It was one of Lara's most celebrated performances ever and he had never seen her do it in concert. By the time he had hooked up with Lara, she had stopped performing in public. She still played at home every day, but mostly when Ernie was not around. Lara Michelle was without a doubt a prodigy. 

	 

	“I do not think applause would come even close to expressing my appreciation,” said Ernie. 

	 

	“Ernie,” she said, “Lara told me that after a good performance, the best relief that she could experience was having sex with a good-looking young stud. You’re still 15 years younger than her, so if you want to show your appreciation, a good long fuck would be very appropriate.” 

	 

	Ernie could not, and did not want to either, resist the two Lara's. In no time at all, the three of them were naked and lying in bed. Ernie's dick had since subsided, but the women/girls would have none of it. They ministered to it until it was proudly standing at attention again. They made Ernie lay on his back while Lara Michelle put one of her legs over him and I directed his dick to the right opening. Lara Michelle rode him gently while I kissed him tenderly and whispered in his ear “Happy Birthday, lover!”

	 

	“Thank you, Lara,” he said, “this is even better than one of my stories.” 

	 

	“It's only the beginning Ernie. Just shut up and enjoy the ride.”

	 

	They got up, showered, and sat down in the Jacuzzi. Lara called room service and ordered a bottle of Krug. The same waitress wearing the same outfit walked in with another tray which she placed within Ernie's reach. Ernie's eyes like most men's were always hungrier than his dick. The two Lara's noticed the appreciative looks he was sending the waitress. Lara Michelle turned to the waitress saying:

	 

	“Hey, Hiroko, why don't you jump in with us?”

	 

	Hiroko, a young dark Japanese beauty didn't need a second invitation. Off came the apron and she walked right in. 

	 

	“What the Hell is this place?” asked Ernie “it's like I walked into one of my own stories.”

	 

	“Not far from the truth,” said Hiroko “you should talk to Sibylla one day.”

	 

	“Tell me more,” said Ernie. 

	 

	“Not a chance,” she answered “your birthday present is all about Lara. You may get more info afterward.”

	 

	They sipped champagne quietly for a bit then Ernie asked Lara Michelle:

	 “So tell me more about yourself. You also mentioned something about money not being a reason, what was that about?”

	 

	“I will tell you some of that, but I cannot disclose some things. They might spoil the surprise. Don't worry you will know everything eventually. Anyway, I never met my parents. I do not know where or when I was born. I was told it was June 4th, 1993, in a New York City hospital, but I found out since then that they had lied to me. I decided that my temperament was more in accordance with a Virgo chart so I moved my birthday to September 4th. I was shuffled around in the foster care system for a while. Some of the kids I met said it's not so bad if you're lucky. I guess I wasn't. By the time I turned 12, I had run away 7 times and I had a very bad reputation. Nobody asked about the 7 times that I was raped and I couldn’t at the time talk about it, hence the bad reputation. The last time I ran away, I stole enough money from the bastard who'd raped me, to buy a bus ticket to Las Vegas. Unlucky again, I hooked up with a guy who promised to help me, but turned out to be a pimp who didn't care how old I was. One of my customers turned out to be a very nice guy. At least very nice for me, because he was a retired cop turned PI who still had a lot of vice connections. He was investigating mostly runaway teens that ended up in my kind of situation. The bastard loved to fuck us too when possible, though he was always nice about it and never violent. In some kind of incident that he did not want to talk about too much, he had shot and killed my pimp. We talked about what could happen to me and he suggested that I come to 'The Farm' and talk to Sibylla. I cannot quite explain her, but she told me that if I stay here she will help me get into Julliard.”

	 

	There were three more Lara's. I had done the best I could to find blonde women that looked the way I remembered myself. They were all blonde as I used to be, and I tried to have them follow my body pattern as much as possible. For instance, the 12-13 and 17-year-old ones had pubic hair. The 35-year-old one had put on quite a bit of weight. The 60-year-old me had lost the extra weight and had grey streaks amongst her golden tresses. I always liked the red ribbon collar, so I made them all wear it. I left their wardrobe to their own choice, as mine was much too eclectic to represent. I made Ernie have sex with all of them and I guess the present was good because he had no problem getting it up for any of them, or should I say any of me. My 17-year-old avatar got to penetrate her young pussy with cucumbers, bananas, and salamis. I really did that when I was first living with my sister. My favorite anecdote is still the one that I rarely tell about the reverend who came to visit around tea time and was served a cold cut and cucumber sandwich platter made with ingredients that had previously visited my pussy. I did tell Ernie that story while I was buggering my 17-year-old stand-in with said ingredients. Though incredulous, they both cracked up. Ernie got a good hard-on and later, after fucking my avatar (this was the only time that he wanted to do my avatar doggy style) he insisted on having cucumber sandwiches and cold cuts made with the previously used ingredients. 

	 

	“I would have eaten any cheap salami, but I'm happy that whoever picked this one has good taste. BTW, I would have skipped the cucumbers if they were larger than Kirby size. Those ones have huge seeds that I do not like,” he said.

	 

	On the last night, I had all four of my avatars, as well as myself, offering their pussies to my Ernie's taste buds. 

	 

	“What do you think? I asked him. 

	 

	“Guess we could call this a time traveler’s intimate smorgasbord. Every pussy has the exquisite flavor of its epoch. I also think that though you are older and should be wiser, as they say, you are also totally insane. It may be one of the reasons that I love you so much.”

	 

	On that night, I insisted that Ernie dip his cock into every one of the offered pussies. 

	 

	“There will never be another opportunity like this Ernie. Happy birthday again.” 

	 

	I left mine for last. It is quite old and dry most of the time, but Ernie's cock was quite well lubricated with the pussy juices of my younger avatars and it slid in easily. I didn't have one of those earth-shattering orgasms that I used to have when I was younger, but I did have some kind of satisfactory neuro-biological reaction.

	 

	I had all the girls sleep with us, the bed was certainly large enough. I woke up first in the morning and slipped out of bed quietly. Ernie turned around and Lara Michelle opened her eyes. I shushed her and she closed her eyes trying to sleep some more. It was warm so we had kicked off our covers. I just pulled a chair to the foot of the bed and sat there watching everybody sleep for an hour or so. Ernie liked to toss and turn as usual and at some point, he ended on his back which made him snore loudly as usual. It woke everybody up, including himself. They all looked around and seeing me at the foot of the bed, attempted to get up. 

	 

	“Don't” I said, ”unless you need to pee. I really enjoy looking at you all.” 

	 

	Nobody got up. Lara Michelle who was closest to Ernie took one of his hands and placed it on her pussy. 

	 

	“'Happy Birthday Ernie!” she said. 

	 

	Not to be outdone Lara Jordan, my 35-year-old avatar took his other hand and placed it on her pussy. 

	 

	“Yeah, and many more!”

	 

	Ernie looked at me and I nodded. Lara Angelica, my 17-year-old avatar got up and sat on Ernie's chest.

	 

	“A little breakfast nookie for the birthday boy?” she asked. 

	 

	Ernie did not hesitate, he buried his face into that young beautiful muff. Not to be undone, Lara Jessica, my 60-year-old avatar didn't say anything, she just moved into a comfortable position and placed her lips around Ernie's cock. In a relatively short time, for older people anyway, Ernie apparently had a very serious orgasm. I say apparently because Lara Jessica did not take her lips off his cock and I guess she swallowed everything that came out of him. They say 'you can't teach an old whore new tricks' and they are probably right. What they don't say is that if you want to learn new tricks you should ask an old whore. No, that is not an old trick, but having the perfect timing is not something that is easily learned. After a bit, we took turns in the shower. I opened the French doors and led everyone out to the pool. It was still relatively early, so no one else was there yet. We had a large round table all to ourselves and in a very short time, Hiroko showed up with a tray with pitchers of Bellini’s, coffee, croissants, fruits, eggs, and other breakfast-y kind of fare. She was of course wearing her usual outfit, tits sticking out so getting close to Ernie she lifted her right tit slightly with her right hand saying:

	 

	“My tits would appreciate a kiss good morning.” 

	 

	I guess by now Ernie was totally in the picture because he did not hesitate before placing his lips around Hiroko's right nipple, giving it a good juicy French kiss. When he removed his lips, Hiroko pushed her other tit into his face. Ernie complied gladly. We all had coffee and stuff for a while before Sibylla showed up. She was wearing a multi-colored sarong, that accentuated her shape and she came and sat down at our table. 

	 

	“I'm Sibylla, the proprietress of this place. I am of course a madam in the usual sense of the word. I would like to think that I am also much more than that. Anyway, Happy Birthday Ernie,  I sure hope you've enjoyed your party so far. And yes, I heard that you were a bit confounded about this place. It is certainly run along the lines of some of your stories. We can get into that later, but for now, I just wanted to say hello and meet the man who has managed to win the heart of the great Lara Louise Johnson. Oh yes, I totally approve.”

	 

	Other people started showing up, mostly naked but not always. A lot of the men were quite old, some even as old as Ernie. Every one of them came to pay their respects to Lara. If anyone noticed her wrinkled old body, they did not comment on that. They would kiss her cheek or her hand and mumble something or other. One of the youngsters, 50 or so said:

	 

	“I heard it’s your birthday Ernie, so Happy Birthday. Would you get upset if I kissed Lara's tits? It's not like I haven't before.”

	 

	Ernie appeared amused by that question and answered:

	 

	“Sure, it's not like I thought she was a virgin when I first kissed her tits. Go ahead.”

	 

	“Some of them were saying something like looking forward to this evening. What is that about?' asked Ernie. 

	 

	“Part of your surprise,” I told him. 

	 

	I hadn't played in front of an audience since my 90th birthday. I had also made it clear that my concert days were over, so I didn't think he suspected anything. We hung out by the pool admiring the young bodies for a while (yes, I do appreciate a young beautiful naked woman as much as anyone else,) after which we went in for a short nap. By the time we got to the nicely appointed parlor, everyone was seated around the tables. 

	 

	Ernie and my front seats were of course reserved. I had him sit down and walked over to the piano. I picked up the microphone. 

	 

	“Thank you very much, for coming,” I said “I am doing this for a great cause. There is a young woman in this place, named Lara, (go figure) who will in a short time become the greatest pianist the world has ever known. I mean even including myself. I am doing this for her. Ladies and gentlemen, Lara Michelle Johnson!” 

	 

	Lara Michelle walked out wearing a white toga and sat down on the piano bench. 

	 

	“The piece that Lara Michelle is going to play is not only complicated. The bastard who wrote this, never let me play it. He was, however, very likely, the greatest 20th century piano composer. And now that he's been dead for about 27 years the chances are that he would not object. Lara Michelle had managed to memorize ‘Sorabji's Fantaisie Espagnole’ in a mere two weeks. Not sure I could play this one even with notes. All yours Lara.”

	 

	Lara walked back to her seat while Lara Michelle sat on the piano bench without moving. After a couple of minutes, people started mumbling and looking over at Lara. She quieted everyone with a strong look and a finger over her mouth. At last Lara Michelle hit the first note. The 'Fantaisie Espagnole' is not easy to play but it is even more difficult to comprehend. The audience was baffled at turns, but all of them realized the technical difficulty of the piece. They knew that Lara Michelle was only 13. They also knew Lara Louise and most of them had indeed known her in the biblical sense. Their reasons for contributing to the fundraiser for Lara Michelle may have been quite mixed, but there was not a one of them who did not wish to fuck the world's next greatest piano prodigy. They were actually in luck, the new Lara loved to fuck just as much as the old one and she would eventually do everyone. The applause was very satisfying. Of course, the major course for the evening was me. I sat down on the piano bench and started on the 3 Gymnopédies continuing with the 6 Gnossiennes of Erik Satie. Not as demanding technically as Sorabji or any of Beethoven's sonatas, Satie's pieces need an empathy that is not usually achieved by younger performers. Guess I did all right because the standing ovation was quite satisfactory.

	***

	 

	A/N: I have considered aging Lara Michelle a little. I know some people who will be upset by the behavior of someone that young, even though she is only a fiction. The thing is, I have had quite a rich sex life before my thirteenth birthday and I do not regret a moment of it. I also love this story and do not wish to change anything about it. So, Lara Michelle was thirteen at the time these events have occurred, and damn the torpedoes!

	 

	 

	
Mommie Dearest

	 

	 

	[image: mommie1]

	 

	I have mentioned elsewhere that once upon a time, I have made attempts to unearth the dark demons that might lurk in my subconscious and examine them in full daylight. Most mind experts claim that the oedipal complex resides in every child’s mind and I have certainly thought about it in the past. Heinlein, a writer I admire greatly, tackled this issue as well as other ‘morally’ unacceptable sexual intercourse scenarios, in one of his Lazarus Long stories.

	 


A


	n elegant woman in her 40's is riding in the back of a long white stretch limo. She's having a glass of champagne. Her face should be familiar to anyone who watches any of the music channels or the news once in a while, she is Betsy Sparks. After Whitney died, she became a mega-popular diva. Like Rihanna and Beyoncé, she is carrying on the tradition of great black singers. Like Rihanna, Beyoncé, and some others, she is also very light-skinned. Unlike the other two, her style is more informed of the blues and 60’s R&B. In her singing you might hear Ann Peebles, Carla Thomas, Bessie Smith, Billie Holiday, and yes even Janis Joplin. How is that at all possible? Well, that is what makes her great. She's got dynamite long legs and her bosom is still high. Lately, however, she noticed love handles and a little pot belly that is actually not that little and she's usually hiding it inside a very tight corset. She has decided to take a month off and try to get back in shape. There is a spa in Costa Rica that is said to work wonders so here she was, on the way to the airport. The limo stopped after about 30 minutes. She could hear some kind of gate opening after which they drove on for a few more minutes and stopped. She pushed the intercom button. 

	 

	“What's up?” 

	 

	The driver, hidden behind the dark glass partition answered.

	 

	“Sorry Ma'am we had to stop for a minute.” 

	 

	After a few seconds her door opened up. She got out and the driver shut the door behind her. She looked around a bit disoriented realizing that they were back at her West Hamptons estate. Turning around she noticed that the driver was wearing a mask. She tried to run, but he grabbed her right arm and twisted it into a submission hold. He forced her to walk into the house and then to the living room where he pushed her onto one of the sofas. He was wearing a black t-shirt, chinos, deck shoes and he had a black backpack on his back. He must have been a bodybuilder because his pecs and his six-pack were very nicely delineated. 

	 

	“What the fuck, do you think you're doing?” she asked.

	 

	“You'll find out soon enough, just relax for now or I'll have to knock you out.”

	 

	“Do you know who I am?”

	 

	“Better than anyone else,” he replied.

	 

	“You are not going to get away with this,” she said, “people are waiting for me.”

	 

	“I have canceled your flight, as well as your Costa Rica fancy spa reservation. Your manager thinks you left the country and your fucked-up wanna-be rapper ex-husband who once in a while comes begging is serving 1 to 2 on some stupid drug charge. You'd think he would have learned better by now.”

	 

	“So, what do you want, money? I have some.”

	 

	“All in good time, here's what you need to know for now:

	
		I promise not to kill you.

		As you may have noticed, I am in excellent physical shape. I am also about 15 years younger than you. You are overweight and totally out of shape. If you run I will catch you. If you fight I will beat you. 

		All phones and internet connections in the house have been suspended until you get back from your trip. I will also keep your cell.

		By the time I have finished with you, you will be in the best physical shape of your life.

		After we're done you will have answers to all of your questions.”



	 

	He took off his backpack and took out some kind of leather contraption. Turned out it was a collar that he proceeded to attach to her neck. He then took out a chain which he hooked to the collar. He grabbed the other end and motioned for her to follow him. She wouldn't, so he came real close to her face saying:

	 

	“For the next month, you will be a slave and I will be your master. You will obey all of my commands, or else!”

	 

	“Yeah, or else what?”

	 

	He bent down pulling on her chain until her face was just an inch off the floor and then he stepped on the chain so that she could not lift her head. She had to kneel in the process so he lifted her dress and pulled down her panties. He took off his wide black leather belt and laid it on her ass hard and fast counting every hit till he got to twenty. At first, she started screaming, but then the screams turned into loud sobs and pleas:

	 

	“Please stop, I'll be good. This hurts.”

	 

	He didn't relent until he finished the full count of twenty.

	 

	“Does this answer your question?” he then asked, allowing her to raise her head.

	 

	“Yes, please, I'll do anything.”

	 

	“You'll do as I say,” he answered.

	 

	“Yes, master, anything you say.”

	 

	“That's better. I need a drink, where do you keep your booze?”

	 

	“The liquor cabinet is in the kitchen. There is also a wine cooler if that's what you like.”

	 

	“Let's go,” he said pulling her up to her feet.

	 

	The kitchen was beautiful. It was huge and you could cook just about anything your heart desired. Additionally, in the middle of it, there was a large island surrounded by eight chairs that could easily serve as a bar. The wine cooler was floor to ceiling and packed with what seemed to be very expensive wine. The liquor cabinet was amazing. The bottom of it had the more run-of-the-mill kind of booze like Grey Goose Vodka, Martell VSOP, Remi and Courvoisier Cognacs, small batch Bourbons, Myers, Zacapa and Brugal Rums, and so on. But the top, with the glass doors, was showcasing a selection of XO Cognacs, 20-year-old bottles of Armagnac, and seriously aged single malt Scotches. The piece de resistance as they say was a bottle of Martell Creation. The bottle itself looked like a work of art.

	 

	“Must have cost quite a pretty penny,” he said while pulling it out.

	 

	“It was a present that I never got around to opening.”

	 

	“Well, here we go then, this is a very special occasion. Go get some glasses.”

	 

	There was a brass bar running around the kitchen Isle so he tethered the end of her chain to it. She went and got two snifters. He opened the bottle and poured them a couple of fingers each. Apparently he was somewhat of a connoisseur because he kept turning the snifter around looking at the color of the liquid against the rays of the setting sun coming in through the window. He stuck his nose inside the large snifter and took a long appreciative nasal breath. Then the time must have been right because he took a tiny little sip. She was just watching him, but then she did the same. She thought it was pretty good, but apparently, he thought a lot more about it.

	 

	“Nectar of the Gods,” he said, “I wish I could thank whoever gave this to you, but you could do that for me if you like.”

	 

	“How come you didn't fuck me when my ass was high in the air?”

	 

	He got up and shortened her chain so that she couldn't go too far.

	 

	“I'll be right back,” he said. 

	 

	He came back with his backpack and took out some stuff that he laid on the table.

	 

	“I was hoping that we would have a pleasant first day to get acquainted.” 

	 

	While saying that he took out some leather cuffs that he proceeded to buckle around her wrists. Two short chains went around the same brass bar her neck chain was attached to. These made her stand with her back to the table. He took a knife from one of the drawers and proceeded to cut off her blouse and bra. Her tits were excellent for a 45-year-old, with large dark areoles, interesting-looking nipples, and not as much sag as you'd expect. 

	 

	“What are you doing?” she asked.

	 

	“I need you to remember who the master is.”

	 

	The other thing that he had placed on the table was a riding crop. He picked that up in his left hand.  He cupped her right tit with his right hand and laid a forceful smack on her nipple with that crop.

	 

	“Oww, what the fuck are you doing?”

	 

	He didn't say a thing, he just cupped her left tit and laid another resounding blow on her left nipple.

	 

	"Oww, why are you doing this to me?”

	 

	He put down the crop and started slapping her tits left, right, left, right, with the palms of his hands. He wasn't pulling punches, as they say. It took a little while, but eventually, he got her sobbing in despair.

	 

	“There you go,” he said, “I think you got it. I am the one who asks the questions. Stay there.”

	 

	He went out to the limo and brought in 6 cases. He went to her fridge and made enough space for two of the cases. Since she was not planning to be home for the month, the fridge was practically empty, so he had no problem. She had a freezer in the pantry which she rarely used, he found it and placed three other cases in it. He found some space under the island/counter and he placed the last one there. He then released the chains from her wrists and motioned for her to sit.

	 

	“Now, let us please finish our drinks in peace.”

	 

	The evening went on without any further incidents. When he asked her, she said she was not hungry, so he took a bottle of Remi XO and they adjourned to the media room. He flipped through the available channels finding nothing of interest. He then decided to check Netflix and found a cute little show named Sense8. It was produced and partly written by the Wachowski brothers, the same guys who did the Matrix movies. Turned out to be quite interesting, so they watched 2 episodes before he decided it was time to turn in for the night. 

	 

	“I need the bathroom,” she said.

	 

	He walked her to it and came in with her.

	 

	“Can I have some privacy?” she asked.

	 

	“I will let you slide just one last time, no questions.”

	 

	She decided not to chance another beating so she sat down on the toilet and peed while he was watching.

	Her bedroom had a large heavy looking king-sized four-post bed, so he tethered her chain to one of the legs. He moved the night table with the large night lamp from her side and made sure nothing sharp or heavy was within her reach. He lay down and motioned for her to do the same. She took off the rest of her clothes and lay down naked.

	 

	“I need my medication,” she said.

	 

	“I know about your medication, you do not need it.”

	 

	“I cannot sleep without it.”

	 

	“You will have to try, besides you do not have any pressing appointments for the morning, so it's O.K. if you don't sleep.”

	 

	She was quiet for a while, after which she started rubbing his cock through his pants.

	 

	“Please,” she said.

	 

	“I couldn’t quite decide about this aspect of our encounter, but if you insist ...” he got up and removed his clothes while still keeping his mask on.

	 

	She applied herself to the task at hand and started sucking his big and quite erect instrument. She knew her way around a man's cock, made him come in quite a short time.

	 

	“Did you like that baby?”

	 

	He got on top of her at once and started slapping her tits vigorously.

	 

	“You forgot again! I ask the questions. You can suck my cock, but you may not ask questions.” 

	 

	He kept slapping her tits while she screamed, sobbed, and made promises.

	 

	“Once a crack whore, always a crack whore,” he said.

	 

	Between her sobs, she tried to make amends saying:

	 

	“Please, I am so sorry, I just really need my medication.”

	 

	“I will be nice, just one time. ‘I really need my medication,’ is not a question which is why I did not beat you up when you said that. However, you do not need your medication and in the coming days, I will prove that to you. Now, go to sleep.”

	 

	-%-

	 

	He woke up at 6 am, got up, brushed his teeth, and went to the kitchen. He found a little empty fruit basket which he took back into the bathroom and filled with all the pill bottles from her medicine cabinet and brought them out to the kitchen isle/counter. Her kitchen was very well appointed and he found a Champion as well as a Braun juicer, a Vitamix blender, and any number of other food processing, mixing, and citrus juicing appliances. He took 10 carrots out of the fridge and juiced them in the Champion. He then juiced 2 cloves of garlic, a nice piece of ginger, and a peeled lemon in the Braun juicer. He mixed that with the carrot juice and poured it all into two cups. He then went and woke her up. She was a bit sluggish. He asked if she needed to use the toilet and she nodded, so he took her into the bathroom where he watched her pee again. He then got her to brush her teeth and took her out to the kitchen. He made her sit down.

	 

	“It is too early and I like a bit of peace before I start my day so, before you open your mouth, let me remind you, there are rules. Break them and suffer the consequences.”

	 

	She stayed quiet and he placed one of the juices in front of her.

	 

	“This will be your breakfast every morning for the next week. It is a carrot and lemon juice with a little garlic and ginger thrown in. Its purpose is to boost your immune system as well as start the detox process. Drink up!”

	 

	She took one sip, made an ugly face, and a yucky kind of sound. He didn't say anything, just jumped up and slapped her face. She drank it up though it was obvious that she did not like it. He enjoyed his, though she had no way of knowing if he was drinking the same thing. He started looking through her medicine bottles.

	 

	“Flexeril, DPH, Xanax, Valium,” he stopped looking at bottles, took out his phone, and Googled the first three.

	 

	“Funny, that's what the autopsy found inside Whitney in addition to Cocaine and Cannabis. I'd bet they would find those inside you as well if they were to look right now. I am going to leave them right here on the counter. During the time that I will be here, you are not allowed to touch any of them. There will be a severe punishment if you do.”

	 

	“My Doctor says I need those.”

	 

	“While I am here, I will be your doctor. Luckily for you, those things are somewhat addictive, but not so that they will kill you. I did however find your Heroin kit. How long have you been shooting?”

	 

	“About 3 months.”

	 

	“How often do you shoot?”

	 

	“Once a day.”

	 

	“Why did I not see needle tracks?”

	 

	“I shoot between my toes.”

	 

	“This is going to be more difficult than I thought, but not impossible. You will kick it or die, there is no alternative. Anyway, like most people, you probably think that Doctor prescribed drugs are safer than illegal ones and that is not true. Your Xanax is actually more dangerous, withdrawal from that might kill you but we will take that chance.”

	 

	She was too afraid to say anything, so she stayed quiet. He chained her hands to the bar again and went out to the limo. She could hear him building something in the back of the house but she couldn't see anything. He went back to the limo a few times but in about an hour he was done and he came back in.

	 

	“Everything is ready, so we can start your morning exercise.”

	 

	He walked her out the front, to a strange-looking vehicle. There were two large spoked wheels on the sides of a chair and two long poles, one on each side. It reminded her of a harness racer and it turned out to be something like that. There was a modified harness that he fastened around her, before sitting down in the chair. 

	 

	“One of the best drugs that can cure your addictions is endorphin. It is something that your body can manufacture naturally. Exercise causes this to be created faster. For the first day, you will do 10 laps around the circle.” 

	 

	There was a very large circle in front of the main house and she started walking around it slowly. The wheels had great bearings and were well greased because after the initial effort it was easy to keep the contraption moving. She was, however, too slow and she realized that when he laid his crop with a loud smacking sound, on her naked ass.

	 

	“Come on, you can do better,” he said laying four more rapid blows, two on each cheek.

	 

	She cried out in pain, but she quickened her pace. He kept egging her on with slightly less forceful smacks. It made her try to outrun the crop, so she picked up the pace nicely. Just to remind her once in a while, he would shake the reins causing them to smack the sides of her tits. For the first day, he kept it to just about 15 minutes. They stopped by the front door and he got off and went over to her. She had worked out a fine sweat and was trembling slightly from the effort, like a fine mare. He looked into her eyes while patting her left tit gently.

	 

	“Good girl,” he said while removing the harness and clipping the chain to her neck.

	 

	Back in the house he took her to the bathroom and washed her off. She needed to pee again so he let her do it in the shower. He dried her off and took her back to the kitchen and had her sit down. He went and prepared another juice. This time it was three kinds of kale, cucumbers, apple, carrots, and lime. She didn't seem to like it, but she drank it all up. 

	 

	“I like juice very much. They say it is also very healthy. I guess it might be true because I have not been sick since I started juicing. I eat other things once in a while but juice is what I do every morning.”

	 

	She was looking at him, maybe trying to penetrate his mask. He didn't seem to care what she might be thinking. He let her rest for 10 minutes.

	 

	“Let's go, it's time for part two of the exercise, you need more endorphin.”

	 

	He led her outback by her chain and strapped her wrists to the top of another contraption that he had put together. There was some kind of pulley mechanism that she couldn't quite see, but it lifted her by the wrists until her toes were barely touching the ground.

	 

	“You may think of this as penance, of the Christian kind.”

	 

	Somehow, he had acquired a whip and while saying this, he laid it on her back making her cry out in agony and swing back and forth.

	 

	“Or else, it might be cleansing, whipping the devils out of you,” he said laying another devastating blow.

	 

	She let out another scream. One of the disadvantages of having a 10-acre estate is that none of the neighbors was close enough to see or hear anything through the trees and foliage.

	 

	“Pain also creates endorphins, as well as exercising your muscles. You tend to tense them a lot when they get hit.” 

	 

	He flicked her buttocks less strongly, but visibly causing them to flex. He also landed a couple of gentler blows that caused the whip to slap her tits. She didn't think they were gentle enough because she started sobbing loudly. He must have been very familiar with his whip because though he did raise a few welts, he did not break her skin anywhere. He let her hang there a bit longer before he unhooked her and took her back in.

	 

	“I have been reading about heroin addiction. It seems that the withdrawal symptoms start 48 to 72 hours after the last hit, guess we're good for today. It includes diarrhea, vomiting, muscle spasms, and other ugly occurrences. I have some ideas that I have been kicking around. All my reading seems to vindicate them. So the first step is in the bathroom. Step one, you need to eliminate some poisons from your system. As you have not excreted anything since I came here, I am going to have to help you with that.”

	 

	He made her kneel in the tub and chained her to the faucet.

	 

	“I'll be right back.” 

	 

	Obviously he had planned for this to be a part of the process because he came back with an enema kit. The flask was filled with two quarts of coffee that he had brewed earlier. He hung the flask from the showerhead, greased up her asshole, stuck the nozzle into it, and opened the spigot.

	 

	“This is the coffee that you did not get this morning. It will stimulate your liver and kidneys to work harder.” 

	 

	While saying that he started massaging her belly to alleviate the trauma of the liquid entering from an unexpected direction. She didn't know how to react. It was not painful, but still uncomfortable. The potential outcome made her feel somewhat embarrassed as well. The only thing she could think of was mostly ‘what the fuck?’ but she didn't dare say anything. The two quarts finished entering her, so he closed the spigot, but left the nozzle in her ass while pulling the tube off. He made her stand up and walk over to the toilet where he pulled the nozzle with the spigot out and made her sit down with not a moment to spare. The outcome was loud, rude, and smelly, but he knew that was going to happen. She felt extremely embarrassed but did not dare say a word. He made her sit on the toilet for a full 20 minutes just in case before he made her take a shower. Afterward, he walked her to the bedroom, made her lie down, and waited while she fell asleep. He hooked the chain around the bed leg and went out to the pool. He took off his clothes and his mask and swam a hundred laps. He then went to the frame that he had hung Betsy from earlier and did 50 pull-ups. He finished everything with 50 push-ups, 50 sit-ups, and an abbreviated mixed kata that he had developed. He poured himself another cognac and sat down by the pool relaxing with it. By the time he was done, three hours had gone by so he went and woke her up. It was after 7 pm so he let her use the toilet and took her into the kitchen. In the kitchen, he got out the Vitamix and made a large green smoothie comprised of spinach, dandelion, avocado, mango, arugula, almond milk, and hemp seed. They both shared it. They sat there in silence for a bit and thinking back on the day she felt that it was not that bad and that perhaps she could ask him a question.

	 

	“Can I ask you something?” she said.

	 

	He got up and pulled her chain down to the floor. He put his foot on it while taking off his belt.

	 

	“I'm sorry, I won't ask again,” she whined.

	 

	“Too late, I was enjoying the relaxed atmosphere before you ruined it.” 

	 

	He started laying into her ass with his belt. Her cries, whining, and sobbing did nothing to stop his savage twenty count.

	 

	“You need to conserve your energy,” he said. 

	 

	“Tomorrow, your first withdrawal symptoms will start.”

	 

	He dragged her to the bedroom and they lay down watching 2 more episodes of Sense8.  

	 

	-%-

	 

	The next day was almost a carbon copy of the previous one. The only difference was that she didn't ask any more questions.

	 

	They went to sleep but sometime in the middle of the night, she woke up. She was shaking and he could tell that she had a high fever. He took her into the bathroom where he ran a cool bath and made her lie down in it. She had to get up a few times to throw up and clear her bowels. The diarrhea had caught up with her. There was no exercising the next day. She was having bad muscle spasms, crying out in agony and begging him to bring her the heroin kit. The sweat was running off her body and she had to sit on the toilet because though she had had nothing to eat, things were coming out of her constantly. He kept a very large pitcher of water and a glass at hand, forcing her to drink constantly so that she would not become terminally dehydrated. It was ugly, she didn't care anymore about anything so she kept cursing him and daring him to kill her and put her out of her misery. Going through withdrawal is a dreadful and miserable occurrence, so we will skip most of it. It just went on and off for the next 36 hours or so, after which she was so exhausted that she fell into a deep sleep. He washed her off and she didn't become fully aware. He dried her and carried her to the bedroom. He took the opportunity to do the same thing and they both slept for 12 hours. 

	 

	-%-

	 

	On the sixth day, he got up at 6 am and restarted the routine. Juice in the morning, followed by exercise, more juice, and an enema around noon. This one was different, it was only about 2 ounces and it did not make her want to go to the toilet. He took her out back and tied her to an x cross that he had somehow put together. 

	 

	“What is happening to me?” she asked “I am leaving my body. Am I dying? Can you please beat me up so that I can tell?”

	 

	“The enema that I just gave you was of a different kind. It consisted of a drug cocktail the ingredients of which I have learned from a part Aztec part African shaman. It is comprised of equal parts of mescaline and ibogaine. It is the culmination of the cleansing and detox experience. After this, all of your addictions will be gone. You will have to start from scratch if you want to be addicted again.”

	 

	She experienced the next 24 hours as if in a dream. Things were growing out of her nipples that shot up into the sky and dragged her up, suspending her from the horns of the moon. Two dwarves picked her up and impaled her on a long smooth shaft. The shaft went into her cunt and came out of her mouth. For an unmeasurable period of time, the dwarves kept moving her up and down the shaft causing indescribably pleasurable sensations starting at her cunt and spreading through her entire being. A nasty-looking animal with too many sharp teeth started gnawing on her clitoris. The blood kept flowing, but she did not feel any pain, only immeasurable pleasure. The sun sent one of its rays to gaze at her cunt. While admiring it, the ray became more and more inflamed and started to resemble a very large cock. As soon as she noticed that, it reared up and stuck itself deep inside her vagina. The entire heavens started moving around in a coitus-like fashion while the sun's ray was fucking her. She could feel all of those sensations like never before, even though she could see that she was not in her body anymore. She wondered if he was doing things to her body that caused her to feel this way. She thought that if she was capable of this kind of thinking, the drug effects were probably wearing off. She saw him doing his laps in the swimming pool, doing his push-ups, pull-ups, and having his juice, smoothies, and cognac. She finally came back to Earth and seeing him sitting on a chair observing her, she said:

	 

	“That was beautiful, can you please take me down now my son?” 

	 

	He came over and unhooked her from the cross.

	 

	“What did you just say?” he asked slapping her face hard. She could not answer because she was passed out and unconscious.

	 

	-%-

	 

	He carried her to bed and tried unsuccessfully to wake her. Her breathing was quite normal and her skin was cool to the touch so he decided that she was probably just exhausted, as expected.

	 

	On the eighth day, he decided that a day of rest might be in order. They had juice in the morning as usual, but he took off her collar and her wrist and ankle bands and let her splash in the swimming pool for most of the day. Going to use the toilet at some point she caught her image in the mirror and almost did not recognize herself. She looked foxier than ever, though she still had that little potbelly. After dinner, he even poured her a cognac. While they were sitting sipping their drinks, she walked over and grabbed his cock through his trunks. He pushed her away, saying:

	 

	“I decided to give you a day off, enjoy it.”

	 

	She sat back in her chair, but she was quite aroused. Considering everything that had gone by in the past week, she thought, ‘the Hell with it!’ and started rubbing her cunt. She couldn't see his facial expressions through his mask, but his body was certainly getting quite excited. When she climaxed loudly with two fingers inside her vagina and her other hand rubbing her clitoris, he just jumped into the pool. That evening, lying in bed, they caught up on two more episodes of Sense8. One of them had a super-steamy sex scene and she thought that he would make some advances but he just went to the bathroom, probably beating it off. She was not sure what to make of it. It seemed that something had changed after her major/cleansing episode.

	 

	-%-

	 

	The next day started, as usual, juice and exercise. She was getting better and faster at pulling that little harness. In the afternoon, he tied her to his x-cross again and tried to have some S&M fun. He had a bunch of clamps that he used on her nipples, and pussy lips. He slapped her tits around for a while, after which he took his riding crop and beat her pussy with it. Somehow, she was not feeling as much pain as she used to. Something had changed, but strangely, whatever it was, seemed to have affected him as much as it had affected her. The day ended with Sense8 again.

	 

	-%-

	 

	The next morning, while she was pulling him in his little harness ride, he started really talking to her.

	 

	“I grew up in the foster child system. Very difficult, especially when you are a difficult child. I remember being seven and thinking that my mom would come and get me. In the meantime, I had all kinds of issues, so my foster families kept changing. By the time I was 10, I realized that my mom probably didn't give a shit. I thought it would have been nicer to know that she was dead and couldn't come for me. Eventually, I turned 18 and I decided that if I became a Fed, I could probably find her. Except that at that point I didn't want her to mother me so much. What I wanted to do to her was mostly the things that I have done to you. I persevered and somehow, I managed to join the Bureau. I was with them for a few years, but eventually, my obsession with finding my birth mother got me in trouble, so they let me go. My obsession did not subside, so I started a strange kind of business. This business, where I would help famous drug addicts like you kick it. Strangely enough, you're my first client. I won't tell you who is footing the bill, I just want to tell you that I am not sure I can go through with it.”

	 

	“Well, even if I am not your birth mother, I am your mother. If you take that drug combination that you've shoved into my ass, you'd understand. There are no taboos.”

	 

	He flicked his crop at her butt, saying:

	 

	“Go on!”

	 

	“I would like you to stay for the rest of the month. I haven't felt this good in 20 years or more.”

	 

	He slashed her buttocks with his crop four times.

	 

	“Faster, you mother bitch. Let me think about this.”

	 

	She picked up the pace while he shook the reins twice smacking them against her tits. 

	 

	Afterward, they went in and he made them another pitcher of juice.

	 

	“I haven't craved any drugs for the past two days,” she said “I think we can talk this over. You have to stay. I need some reinforcement and you can work on your methods.”

	 

	He jumped up grabbed her and laid her across his knee.

	 

	“Even if this will continue?” he asked while slapping her ass rapidly causing it to start blushing.

	 

	“Oww, I thought we could just talk,” she said.

	 

	“Go on, talk,” he replied while continuing the padding.

	 

	“Yes,” she replied.

	 

	“You're nuts.”

	 

	“Maybe, but if someone like you had gotten to Whitney, she'd still be alive. Also Amy Winehouse, Janis, and so many others.”

	 

	He just kept spanking her because her ass felt really good against the palm of his hand, but he knew that though he had lost that hand, it felt good, because he realized that he had already won the game. 

	***

	 

	
Lights, Camera, Action!

	 

	[image: pencil-camera]

	 

	This could be fun, perhaps I should try it someday.


 

	I


	've been staying at the ranch for the past three months finishing my movie. This place is like something from one of my stories. Everything I ever dreamt of and so much more. Sibylla and her girls have been so good to me that I don't know how I am ever going to be able to leave. While working on the movie, I also had the opportunity to do some readings of my stuff and even play some of my songs once in a while in front of an attentive, appreciative audience. In aggregate I must have sold over a thousand copies of my works. I am also getting more sex than I ever did, amazing! I think I have a crush on Sibylla, she is an astounding woman. Anyway, on with the show.  I have finally decreed that the movie is living up to my expectations. The screening is starting in 1 minute.      

	 

	-%-

	 

	The screen lights up with a nice shot of Josie's naked ass. She's on the bed on all fours wearing only her glasses.

	Title and credits run over that.

	 

	Lights, Camera, Action!

	Written and Directed by ME

	Music: ME

	Cinematography: Hiroko & ME

	Editing: Prakash

	Tits, Ass and Cunt: The Girls

	Cock: Prakash & ME.

	 

	A jumble of cunts, tits, and ass fades into ME sitting on the sofa smoking a fat cigar.

	 

	Narrative: (also ME) The shooting has finished about two months ago, but the editing took a while. It is however finally over.

	 

	A pair of shaking tits fills the screen. The tits are shaking side to side to the ticking sound of a metronome: tick-tock, tick-tock, tick-tock. 

	Fade in to a pretty young woman standing. 

	 

	ME: “Hi, thank you for coming. What's your name?”

	 

	“Josie.”

	 

	ME: “Can you please take off your clothes?”

	 

	Narrative: Not even a question, objection, or interjection, off they came.

	 

	ME: “Please get on the bed, in an all-fours position. That's nice, now stick out your ass.”

	 

	Narrative: No objections again. Josie's on the bed, on all fours with her ass sticking out quite a bit. She's still wearing her glasses probably because I never asked her to take them off. Her head is turned to the right and she has a big friendly smile on her face.

	 

	ME: “This is beautiful. I love your smile. If I stuck my cock in your beautiful ass, would it go away?”

	 

	“Give it a shot and you'll find out.”

	 

	A parade of assholes seems to be marching across the screen to a tune played by a marching band. The trombones and the tubas are issuing farting sounds.

	 

	Narrative: (over shots of the described actions, some fucking sound effects are mixed in together with my directing instructions.)

	I got a lot of good videos and some great pics of Josie's body.

	 

	ME: “Hold up your tits cupping them with your hands.”

	 

	Narrative: tits.

	 

	The ticking tits are fading in and out over Josie's tits.

	 

	ME: “On the floor please, lower your tits to touch the carpet and stick your ass up for a candid anus shot.”

	 

	Narrative: ass.

	 

	The marching anuses are minimized to the top of the screen and played over Josie's ass.

	 

	ME: “Lie on your back and grab your ankles pulling your legs towards your ass. Good, now spread them a little more.”

	 

	Narrative: cunt. 

	 

	A variety of cunt shots is moving across the screen, mixed in with Josie's cunt. The scene fades into a laboratory-type setting with scientist-looking individuals in white lab coats wearing yellow hard hats and having various measuring instruments sticking out of their breast pockets. A collage of their taking cunt and ass measurements is showing. The scientists are calling out numbers to their assistants who are writing them down. We zoom in on one such event.

	 

	“Pussy lips: 3 inches.”

	 

	“That was not 3 inches.”

	 

	'Yes, it was!”

	 

	The scientist and his assistant are getting into a loud argument. 

	 

	The assistant is throwing down her clipboard saying: 

	“That's it, fuck it!”

	 

	The measurer says: “OK,” drops his pants, and proceeds to fuck the assistant.

	 

	The camera moves in on another scientist.

	 

	“Distance from vagina to anus: one inch.”

	 

	“How come there is no name for that area?”

	 

	“I am usually calling it the garage because that's where I park my balls when I visit the vagina.”

	 

	“That sounds silly and besides that word is already taken.”

	 

	“OK, I'll google it. Found something. The Urban Dictionary calls it: taint.”

	 

	“Why is that?”

	 

	“They say: taint your cunt and taint your asshole.”

	 

	“Very stupid and also very taken twice at least. We need a new one.”

	 

	“They also have the scientific word: perineum.”

	 

	“That's better but too scientific. How about perna? It's shorter and has a nice ring to it.”

	 

	“I like it, that's it. Let me just google it cause I'm curious. Cute, it says that in Romanian that word means pillow, perfect rest for my weary balls.” 

	 

	Narrative: and here she is in various sexually arousing positions.

	 

	Josie is posing, lying down with her legs over her head, with her ass sticking up in the air, with her fingers inside her vagina, cupping her tits, etc.  

	 

	Narrative: her smile stayed on for most of the time, even while I was sticking my fingers into her asshole and pussy simultaneously.

	 

	ME: “You know how they say that the asshole and the pussy are so close together so that you can pick a woman up like she was a case of beer. Come to think of it that might be how they came up with the idea of finger holes.”

	 

	Narrative: a bit of ointment into Josie's anus helped my thumb slide right in. Two fingers went into her pussy and this is where Prakash's expertise came in very handy. He did all the special effects, this one making it seem that Josie was turning into a beer case and I was lifting it and carrying it away. We used a colorful case from a New England brewery and the case kept turning into a miniature Josie folded into a case shape and back into a beer case.

	 

	ME: “Actually, it could also be how they figured out where the holes in a bowling ball should be.”

	 

	Narrative: Prakash again with his CGI expertise turned a scene of ME bowling into one in which ME was picking up Sylvie (her ebony skin worked better as a bowling ball) again with a thumb in her asshole and two fingers in her cunt. The pins were white erect cocks and the black pussy struck them down.

	 

	Lab scene again, this time the scientists are sticking dildoes into cunts.

	 

	“Subject # 1: 1 inch, 2 inches, 3 inches, 4 inches, 5 inches, 6 inches, 7 inches, 8 inches. I need a longer dildo.”

	 

	“Back to subject # 1: 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, 9, 10 whole inches. That’s it I give up.”

	 

	Narrative: Josie's smile changed to what I can only call an angelic expression when I helped her reach an orgasm.

	 

	ME: “I would like very much to make you come. Can you show me how we can do that?”

	 

	Narrative: but it came back when I started fucking her doggy style.

	ME: “Guess I'm about ready, bend over the bed. I want to stick my cock into your cunt from the back. That way I can grab your tits while I fuck you.”

	 

	“Come right in baby, I'm ready and wet for you,” she said.

	 

	ME: “Oh yes, you are, I just love this job!”

	 

	A variety of fucking couples fills the screen. The soundtrack is filled with orgasmic sounds. Fade to ME and Josie on the sofa.

	 

	Narrative: I was about 20 minutes short of the 2 hours I had guaranteed her. So, I lit up a Hampton Court and asked her to just sit and talk.

	 

	ME: “First of all, thank you again for coming, this has been awesome. As I told you earlier, it is the first porn video that I have ever shot.”

	 

	“You're welcome and it was quite thoughtful of you to make me come. I usually have to fake it, because other producers are not this considerate.”

	 

	ME: “How long have you been doing this?”

	 

	“'About 3 months.”

	 

	ME: “Have you been doing it only in New York State?”

	 

	“No, I have done some in a few other states.”

	 

	ME: “Isn't it illegal to have sex for money in New York State.”

	 

	“That is true, but I am not charging any money for sex. I get paid for my time. Sometimes there might be sex, but again I do not charge anything for that. There are similar cases that went to court in New York and were found not guilty.”

	 

	ME: “How do you know all this?”

	 

	“I study law at Columbia University.”

	 

	ME: “Wow! I would think that defending a client who might be able to rent a video of you getting fucked in all orifices might cause some difficulty.”

	 

	“Maybe, but people, in general, have a very low opinion of criminal lawyers anyway. It is possible that this might be an asset.”

	 

	ME: “Don't you think that some of your clients might expect you to have sex with them?”

	 

	“Well, here's that answer again: I get paid for my time. Sometimes sex might just happen and that might apply even after I pass my bar exam. One of the perks of this trade is that I do love sex and I get quite a lot of it.”

	 

	Narrative: The time was almost up, so I got up and laid two kisses onto her tits, one on each nipple.

	 

	ME: “Thank you again,” I said “next Wednesday, same place, same time.”

	 

	“OK bye.”

	 

	Narrative: She got dressed and left.

	 

	-%-

	 

	Pastoral sequence fades into ME in front of a typewriter. The narrative is playing while he is striking the keys. In the ashtray, a big fat cigar.

	 

	Narrative: I have been living alone since my divorce 30 years ago. I am not very good at saving money, but somehow I have managed to accumulate some savings. My pension covers all my expenses and I always have some extra leftover. I gamble some, eat in good restaurants and I always have a couple of bottles of good cognac, Armagnac, and nicely aged single malt scotch around the house. Most of the time there is still a bit of cash left which I put away ‘for a rainy day.’ Lately, I have been thinking that I have no idea what kind of rain I am preparing for. I also receive a Social Security check, that goes into my travel fund, and though I love to travel and I take at least two cruises and 2-3 trips a year, there is still some money left in there as well. When I’m home I enjoy viewing movies by some of the more erotic Italian directors like Pasolini and Tinto Brass (picks up cigar and puffs, puts it back in ashtray.) I especially love Tinto and his sense of humor that permeates all of his later erotic work. Tinto worked well into his late 70's when he had some kind of brain event that caused him to stop. I have not even hit 70 yet, so I thought what the heck? I can try my hand at it. I have worked with computers for most of my adult life and I still own and operate a few music websites. Doing some research led me to believe that the current state of video would allow me to shoot some decent stuff with a relatively small investment. The proliferation of young women willing to take their clothes off for the camera and indulge in just about any previously unspeakable sexual congress made their fees very low as well. I already owned a Video Zoom, a laptop, a Blue USB microphone as well as an M-Audio external sound processor, and a few good studio-quality microphones. I just invested in an additional Zoom (they take excellent video) two camcorders, a couple of tripods, and a photo studio quality light kit. The whole thing came in at under $700. That brings us up to date. I had found Josie through a website that specialized in getting jobs for newbie porn actors/actresses and she showed up at the appointed time. I had intended to sell the house after my last tenant had moved out, but I was dragging my feet. Came in handy because I set up a little photo studio in my basement. Oh yes, Josie only charged $250 an hour. I guess I could have probably found a cheaper prostitute, but it wouldn't be the same at all. For $500 I had a sex toy with a sunny disposition, open to any of my experiments, and 2 hours’ worth of good quality video that I could masturbate to whenever I wanted. Very well worth it!

	 

	-%-

	 

	The next narrative is playing over a sequence shot at NOT Bed, Bath, and Beyond.

	 

	Narrative: For the next session, I had purchased some kitchen items and a few other goodies from Bed, Bath, and Beyond as well as one ear of corn. I had them laid out on a little table next to the bed. Josie noticed them right away.

	 

	ME: “I would like to use these toys on you today. Some of them are intended for spanking. Is that OK with you?”

	 

	“Do you promise to stop, when I ask?”

	 

	ME: “Absolutely! Also, there will be no bondage and I am not violent. I'd like to think that I'm a lover, not a fighter.”

	 

	“Let us begin then.”

	 

	ME: “So, we can start with you taking off your blouse and your bra.”

	 

	Narrative: The polka-dotted bra was so pretty I almost changed my mind. I love polka dots.

	 

	ME: “You have very lovely tits and beautiful nipples.”

	 

	“Thank you!”

	 

	Narrative: I squeeze, fondle, and kiss them as I speak.

	 

	ME: “For some reason that is not quite clear to me, I love tit spanking scenes. So, please place your hands on top of your head.”

	 

	Narrative: I started slapping them lightly, alternating between left and right. I would slap from the outside in and cause the tit to undulate left and right for a few seconds. It looked great. She didn't complain, but she was not smiling either. I picked up a green spatula and showed it to her.

	 

	ME: “'I looked for some kind of spanking tools at a sex boutique, but I didn't like any of them. On the other hand, the new silicon spatulas from Bed, Bath, and Beyond seem perfect. I've been looking forward to applying one of them.”

	 

	Narrative: The spatula made a nice slapping sound hitting the side of her right tit. I did that for about a minute at a steady rate after which I started hitting her nipple gently. Did that for a minute steadily increasing the force and finished with a hard smack. She moved her hands from the top of her head to cover her nipples.

	 

	“That one hurt.”

	 

	ME: “That's it, let me see what it looks like. It's just a little bit red. Nothing broke. I need the symmetry, so I will do the same to the left one.”

	 

	“No, I don't want you to.”

	 

	ME: “You are of course free to leave anytime, no hard feelings. Or we could just take a break. I will pour you a very tasty Remy XO and we could chat. All of it on my time.”

	 

	“OK let's do that.”

	 

	Narrative: We sat down in my little kitchenette area. I poured us drinks and lit up a cigar. I made sure that one of the video cams was recording us. She had a different hairdo this time and I guess she had decided to use her contacts instead of glasses. Sitting at the table with her tits hanging out she looked just great.

	 

	ME: “I could use some other girls. Do you know anyone else in your school who might be interested?”

	 

	“I'll ask around.”

	 

	ME: “Thank you.”

	 

	Narrative: We drank in silence for a few more minutes.

	 

	“Let's get it over with,” she said.

	 

	Narrative: So I got her standing with her hands over her head again and repeated the whole series of blows on her left tit. She knew what to expect by now, just not when, so I struck my last blow much sooner. Surprised her of course and she lowered her hands cradling her hurting nipple.

	 

	“Hurts like a mother fucker.”

	 

	ME: “I have a balm that will alleviate the pain a bit. Would you like me to rub some of it on you?”

	 

	“Please do.” 

	 

	Narrative: Rubbing the ointment on her tits and her nipples was quite a pleasant and esthetically pleasing activity, so I did that for a few minutes. She seemed to like it because that pretty smile came back to her face.

	 

	ME: “So, for the next segment you need to take off the rest of your clothes. I have a few other BBB accessories that I want to stick inside you. First, bend over the bed. I have some thinner ones that will go in your ass. We will need to grease it of course.”

	 

	Narrative: She bent over obediently.  I took a tube of jelly and after squeezing some into my hand I proceeded to rub some on and around her sphincter. I also stuck my finger into her anus and spread some around there. I took an apple corer and stuck the handle of it gently into her ass. I proceeded to move it in and out slowly until it the entire four-inch handle disappeared inside her.

	 

	ME: “Are you OK?”

	 

	“Yeah, just keep on going.”

	 

	ME: “I read somewhere that men think that having control over a woman's asshole completes their mastery over them. There is also the element of the forbidden that probably turns most of them on.”

	 

	Narrative: As I was talking, I slowly pulled out the apple corer and inserted the handle of an egg-beater. It was slightly thicker and about an inch longer but it went in quite smoothly.

	 

	ME: “The handles on these implements are made of very fine rubber and the raised patterns make for a better grip, but might also cause you a bit of arousal. Again, I shopped around for dildoes, but I find the sight of an egg beater stuck halfway up your ass much more exciting. The apple corer looked great as well. I'm going to try some new ones with two handles, one in your ass the other in your cunt.”

	 

	Narrative: In went the nut/lobster cracker, the garlic press, and the lime squeezer, one at a time. They looked great!

	 

	ME: “Personally, this just reminds me of my childhood. I used to love playing doctor with the girls. Guess I was quite persuasive because a lot of them would play with me rather than with the other boys who mostly wanted to play ball. Improving on nostalgia, this time I will also get to fuck you in a little while. OK, done with implements for a while. Let me show you what else I love watching.”

	 

	Narrative: I sat down on a chair, and made her lie across my lap.

	 

	ME: “Spanking. I love spanking videos. The thing is, a lot of them are school or office or gym or some such spank setting. Most of the time, they spank the girl/s and you do not get to see any pussy or anus. That's not fun. Sometimes they cane them or whip them until the blood comes to the surface. I don't like those, they turn me off, and so I just turn them off. I just like to see a man’s hand spanking someone with an ass as gorgeous as yours.”

	 

	Narrative: As I spoke I started slapping that pretty ass, generating a perfectly satisfying sound effect.

	 

	“Oww, this stings.”

	 

	ME: “Well, I'm enjoying it. Also, I like to take breaks and fondle your cunt. Once in a while, I like to open your ass cheeks so that your anus and cunt are visible to the camera. That is one of the nicest spanking perks.”

	 

	Narrative: I kept laying into her ass turning it pink.

	 

	“Oww, it stings.”

	 

	ME: “Should I stop? I just want your butt to turn nice and red.”

	 

	“Not yet, I can take a little more.”

	 

	Narrative: Her butt did turn a nice blushing pink, but I continued for a bit. I loved the feel of my palm across her buttocks, so I alternated slaps with caresses. It was great.

	 

	ME: “Good, it is just the right color now. Please lie on the bed on your back. I'm going to work on a cure for your pussy.”

	 

	Narrative: The only things that had appealed to me were a meat tenderizer hammer with a nice fat grip and an ear of sweet corn. I stuck the five-inch handle of the meat tenderizer into Josie's cunt and I started an in and out fucking rhythm. At the same time, I also started playing with her clitoris, applying an up and down rubbing motion.

	 

	ME: “I think this will look great in the finished movie. I once saw a silly movie, I think an adult version of Cinderella where she was masturbating with an ear of corn, so I wanted to get a shot like that.”

	 

	Narrative: As I was speaking, I replaced the hammer with the corn. Josie was getting quite turned on because she started playing with her clitoris herself.

	 

	ME: “I am getting pretty hard, so I think we could finish the session with a fucking scene. This time I want you to ride my cock while I lie on my back.”

	 

	Narrative: I had put a lot of prep time into this project, not the least being my 2 hours a day at the gym for the previous 6 months. I took off my clothes and lay down on the bed. Not bad for a 68-year-old. Josie climbed on top of me and started riding me like I was some kind of bronco. I reached out and continued rubbing her clitoris, making her get more and more excited. She reached behind and stuck one of her fingers into her ass. I could feel it with my cock and it was certainly different but also really good. I guess her ass was still kind of greasy because when she stuck the same finger into my ass it slid right in, surprised the Hell out of me. Nobody had done that to me before. Apparently, she knew exactly which button inside my ass she needed to press because I came copiously within just a few seconds. Josie did too.

	 

	ME: “Wow, I didn't know about this. Thank you, that was enlightening and you made me come like I used to in my 20's.”

	 

	“You're welcome, it's your prostate that can be so stimulated.”

	 

	Narrative: That was about that, she got dressed, I thanked her again kissed her cheek, paid her, and walked her out.

	 

	A collage of Josie with implements in her ass and cunt fades into the next scene.

	 

	-%-

	 

	Narrative: Josie had given my number to a girl named Sylvie. All I knew was that she could use a little extra cash and that she knew about my project and was willing to work under the same conditions as Josie. Imagine my surprise when she showed up the next week. She was as black as black can be. I mean like midnight-black, soot-black, she was so black her skin was practically shiny. Additionally, there was a Japanese girl with her.

	 

	ME: “Hello ladies, are you sure you've come to the right address?”

	 

	Sylvie: “We're Josie's friends. I'm Sylvie and this is Hiroko.”

	 

	ME: “Sorry, I do not have the budget for two of you.”

	 

	Hiroko: “Not to worry, I am what you might call a volunteer. I read everything you've ever published, including things that are only available on your blog. When I heard about this project I immediately knew that I needed to be a part of it. So please fuck me and fuck with me, I am available, free, and willing.”

	 

	ME: “This is unexpected. I'll have to improvise a bit.”

	 

	Hiroko: “Having read your stuff, I have to say that I'm sure you'll come up with something.”

	 

	ME: “Please, you're making me blush. Do you know how many copies of my books I have sold so far? 53 in total. That comes out to about right for each of my published books.”

	 

	Hiroko: “And I know who bought all of them, but we will get to that later on. First, there is some fucking that needs to be done. Let's go!”

	 

	Narrative: With that Hiroko started getting undressed.

	 

	ME: “Hold on, I gotta turn on the equipment. I love undressing sequences.”

	 

	Narrative: I turned on the video cams and the lights. The computer was already on, I just had to press record on the Audacity screen.

	 

	ME: “OK so, Lights, Camera, Action!”

	 

	Narrative: Hiroko having stopped at her bra, proceeded to take that off, as well as the rest of her garments. Sylvie was unsure how to proceed, so Hiroko went over to her and started removing her skirt, blouse and bra. Sylvie was wearing white lacey undergarments that looked marvelous against the darkness of her skin. As she was removing the garments, Hiroko was fondling Sylvie's buttocks, breasts, and cunt. She removed everything except the withe panties. She stuck her hand inside those white panties and started massaging Sylvie's cunt. Taking out her fingers, she stuck them in her mouth making a cute little sucking play out of that. She then pulled up the front of Sylvie's panties making them bunch up between the pussy lips. It seemed that she had had quite a lot of experience with all kinds of sex. She started alternately playing with herself and switching between her pussy and Sylvie's.

	 

	ME: “Not much to improvise. I think you're doing just fine.”

	 

	Narrative: Hiroko made Sylvie lie down on the bed and pulled her panties off all the way. The skin around Sylvie's vagina was, if possible, even darker than the rest of her, but when Hiroko opened those pussy lips, the inside was as pink as anyone else's. Hiroko bent down and started kissing and licking the dark cunt. It was a pretty tableau. She motioned me over, undid my belt, and unbuttoned my jeans causing them to fall to the ground. I was kind of semi-erect, but she took my cock in her mouth and started a nice little sucking session. She got Sylvie to suck on it too and between the ministrations of the two, my cock raised his head announcing that he was ready for anything. Hiroko guided it into Sylvie's pussy and started me going by pushing my ass to make it slide in. I caught on and continued a piston-like motion.

	 

	ME: “Wow, I never had any black pussy before. If they are all like this it's no wonder that black people have such a reputation.”

	 

	Sylvie: “What do you mean?”

	 

	ME: “I mean your pussy is hotter than any other pussy I      have ever fucked. I do not mean just figuratively, but temperature-wise as well.”

	 

	Narrative: For some reason, I did not ejaculate this time, though I went through the normal stages of orgasm. It was quite intense too. There was a half-hour left of our 2-hour session, so I lit up a cigar and we sat down in the kitchenette with some more of that Remi XO. It felt good to sit around naked with two gorgeous women.

	 

	ME: “Thank you so much, Sylvie, for lending me your pussy, your, tits your ass, and your lips.”

	 

	Sylvie: “Well, you are paying for it.”

	 

	ME: “True and I might be a hopeless romantic when I imagine that you had a little fun as well. By the way, are you also a student?”

	 

	Sylvie: “I am majoring in International Studies at Columbia, and yes it was kind of fun. A bit scary because this is the first time I have done anything like this, but it was not as bad as I thought. Hiroko though is a major slut, I think she broke me. I will not consider myself a heterosexual from now on, totally bi.”

	 

	Hiroko: “Thanks a lot, I enjoyed you as well. Anyway, your time is up. I will get in touch with you and with Josie in the future, but for now, you may get dressed and leave. I need to discuss some things with ME.”

	 

	Narrative: Bossy girl this Jap, but I let her have her way. Sylvie put her clothes on. I paid her, kissed her goodbye, and let her out.

	 

	Collage of Hiroko and Sylvie sucking ME's cock and ME fucking Sylvie.

	 

	ME: “So, what now?”

	 

	“We need a butt-fucking scene,” said Hiroko.

	 

	ME: “Not sure I can get it that stiff.”

	 

	“Do you have any heart problems?”

	 

	ME: “None that I know of, but the last time I had a check-up was about 40 years ago.”

	 

	Narrative: Hiroko took a little blue pill from her purse and handed it to me.

	 

	“Viagra,” she said needlessly.

	 

	Narrative: Heard a lot about this so I just put it in my mouth and washed it down with a bit of Remi. We sipped the rest of our drinks in silence before she continued.

	 

	“Having read just about all of your stuff, I know that you are somewhat obsessed with ass fucking, so I am offering you mine as a sign of respect,” she said.

	 

	ME: “I have to admit that I never imagined that my writing will have this kind of impact. I am very much in your debt.”

	 

	“Nonsense, you don't know the half of it yet. I think your cock is stiff enough. I'm just going to come and slide on top of it. I know you have a camera facing this way. Just turn your chair around a bit.”

	 

	Narrative: Apparently, she had put some kind of grease up her ass because my cock slid right in without any effort on my part. She lifted her feet and put them on top of my knees so that the camera would have a good shot of everything. She kept pumping that ass up and down my cock, guiding my hands to her tits and then to her pussy causing two of my right fingers to stick into her vagina while my left hand moved to her clitoris. I did not need any coaching, I knew exactly how to arouse her, so I kept rubbing, rotating, and pumping that vagina while her anus was sliding up and down my cock. This time I did come and quite a lot at that because some of it started dripping out. If it was not previously obvious, it surely was now, this woman loved to fuck any which way. We stayed like that for a minute or so, while my cock was shrinking slowly inside her ass.

	ME: “In Babylon, Anu was the God of the sky. I prefer the Akkadian version in which he was the God of Heaven. I could easily say that that is where my cock is right now. Añu is also a type of nasturtium, but I am not sure how that relates, perhaps something to do with fucking flowers, I'll have to think about that, anyway, what now?”

	 

	“I am not in any hurry, so I wonder, can we take a quick shower?”

	 

	ME: “Sure why not. I'd love for you to stay the night, chat, cuddle, and so on.”

	 

	Narrative: She climbed off of my cock, making me feel like I have lost something. This girl could be dangerous and possibly addictive. We took a quick shower washing each other off tenderly and went back to the kitchenette. I wiped off the chair we had fucked on and we sat down with another snifter of Remi. I lit another cigar. The night was warm so the windows were wide open, creating a pleasant draft that blew out the smoke.”

	 

	ME: “Are you hungry?”

	 

	“Not really, but I could eat something.”

	 

	Narrative: I put together a cheese and cold cuts platter and another with sliced tomatoes, cucumbers, and onion. I drizzled a bit of olive oil and sprinkled some oregano and salt on the latter. I added a little bowl of olives and a small basket of bread.

	 

	“Looks good, thanks.”

	 

	ME: “You could be quite addictive, as I am sure you know. I hope you do not intend to cause me to fall madly in love with you and help you with some crazy plot.”

	 

	Narrative: She had a nice laugh.

	 

	“Not at all, though like you said somewhere, I do not believe love is quantifiable, so feel free to fall in love with me. Just do not expect me to be monogamous.”

	 

	ME: “Touché, Ms. Hiroko.”

	 

	“I would like to invite you to a place I know in Nevada. But before we get to that, tell me how you'd like your movie to proceed.”

	 

	ME: “I like what you did with my last big fucking scene so those are finished. What I need now are some random shots of tits, cunts, assholes, and mouths of women of varying sizes, colors, ethnic backgrounds, etc. I want some scenes of measuring the length of an instrument that can fit into a vagina or an asshole. I don't want them to be too thick because I find distended holes to be unaesthetic and gross. I also want measurements of nipple sizes and aureole diameters, as well as the length of pussy lips. Additionally, I'd like pictures of various pussy hairstyles, from the very hairy to the totally bald. Some fellatio shots would be nice too, as well as two or three of women peeing. A few more spanking scenes would also work. I think this might cover everything. As a last thing, I think that an image of you naked standing next to a large camera would be perfect for the end credits.”

	 

	“How is all this going to work together?”

	 

	ME: “The whole idea is to make a sort of homage to Tinto Brass. Me walking around with a cigar in my mouth kissing, fucking, fondling, and spanking tits, ass, and pussy in no particular order. But the thing is that I do not want it to be just another porn flick. I would like to interspace a lot of these scenes in between the actual action, together with all kinds of data that most people do not think to ask about.”

	 

	“Sounds good and I know exactly how to finish this. You definitely need to come with me to Nevada. I also have a kid who is a genius at video editing. We could fly out tomorrow.”

	 

	ME: ”As nebulous as this might sound, I am going to take your word for it. Let's do it.”

	 

	On the left half of the screen, the sequence with ME sticking his cock into Hiroko's asshole keeps repeating over and over while the credits are running over it. Hiroko materializes on the right side of the screen next to a professional-looking camera. Her voice is fading in slowly:

	 

	“C'mon baby, stick it to me, c'mon ME stick it in me, right there, my ass your cock.”

	 

	The sequence is getting faster with her voice slowly becoming a Chipmunk kind of squeak. It all fades to black for a second then back in with the last scene. Hiroko fully clothed introducing ME to Sibylla who is sitting in an armchair.

	Before she says anything, Sibylla gets up and walks over to ME.

	 

	“Hiroko, you don't need to introduce him. In this house, THE Marvin Ender is very well known.” 

	 

	She takes his hands into hers and looking into his eyes she says: 

	 

	“I am Sibylla, welcome to my house.”

	*** 

	 

	
Pu-shi Bar

	 

	[image: pencil-pu-shi]

	 

	I love pussy and I love sushi. Oysters are obvious. Here’s a little ditty that attempts to combine these passions.

	 


A


	t the age of 32, Gladys Jane Presley became the CEO of NansiCo, the world's 3rd largest soft drink company. Rumors were rampant among the company employees, about the new chief, her qualifications, sexual orientation, and the methods she had employed to climb to the top of that corporate ladder. The obvious and more prevalent ones were, not surprisingly, variations on sexual themes. Having been dubbed with such an illustrious moniker, Gladys had encountered adversity from a very early age, so none of that bothered her. Her father was related to Elvis, though not closely enough to have ever met him. He had opposed his wife's insistence that their daughter be named after Elvis's mom, but to Gladys's everlasting annoyance, her mom had prevailed. Anyway, she did not need to hear what they were all saying behind her back, she could easily imagine the water cooler conversations. Most people do not have a very developed imagination and it would be mostly about how many cocks she had sucked to get to where she did. There certainly were some cocks involved, but classifying her as merely unconventional would be an understatement. Therefore, her first major action as the head of the corporation would not have surprised any of the financial analysts who were following her meteoric rise, were they to ever find out about it. 

	 

	Being bi-sexual, she had found her way to the farm relatively early in her career. She had enjoyed that place so much that she would visit every time business brought her to the west coast. It didn't take long before she became close friends with Sibylla. Their friendship influenced some of Si's actions, actions that would change the course of NansiCo's future, eventually raising them to the number one spot of the soft drink pyramid. But, that was in the future. In the present, Gladys had decided on a course of action that should easily curtail any insubordination from her underlings. If things went as planned, she would also gain some major leverage on all of them.

	 

	Altogether, there were 30 influential VP's, most of whom would try to undermine her position in the hope that they might replace her. Organizing a strategy planning conference was an obvious and logical move. No one was surprised when they were summoned to the Vegas MGM Grand hotel for that very purpose. The surprise came when the limos that picked them up at the airport, drove them a lot further than they expected. Getting out of their cars at the Farm, all the executives were ushered into a spacious conference area facing a raised platform, with a microphone crowned dais. As soon as everyone was seated, Gladys walked in and stood behind the mic. 

	 

	“Some of you have had a much longer flight than others, so I will be very brief. I know that others of you might be familiar with this location and wondering why we are here. Everything will be explained this evening. To be fair to the tired travelers from Asia and Australia, we will reconvene in the bar area in about three hours. That will be at exactly 5:30 pm. In the meantime, you may take a power nap, or come down to the bar and have a drink or two. I took care of all expenses including the tipping. That means anything that you'd like is available. Please gather your flight bags and laptops, you will be shown to your assigned rooms. Thank you!”

	 

	By 5:30, everyone was lounging in the bar area or sitting on a barstool. Most of them were sipping on some kind of drink. Gladys walked in sat down on a barstool and ordered a Remi XO. 

	 

	“I hope you can all hear me,” she said. 

	 

	Some replied affirmatively while others nodded. 

	 

	“Good! As you all know, my name is Gladys Jane Presley. Some of you may not know that I was named after Elvis Presley's mom. Anyway, you may call me Gladys or if you prefer, you may call me mom. Presumably, some of you will call me bitch behind my back, but that's all right. I am not a nice person, but I try to be fair. So, to the matter at hand. I know how people think and it is quite obvious that everybody is wondering who I have slept with and/or how many cocks I have sucked to get to the top at such a young age. The truth is that I lost count. If we add some pussy to that mental arithmetic the number would be: many. For the time being, just remember who your boss is. So, the location that I have picked for our first get-together meeting is one of the world's most exclusive whorehouses. Prostitution is legal in this part of Nevada, so none of you need to worry about that aspect. I am very active sexually and I promise to let some of you eat my pussy in the future. Chances are that the opportunity might pass some of you by, so I have come up with an alternative. This was inspired by the popular misconception that pussy is like an oyster and it smells fishy. In some cases, the texture might remind one of oysters, but just like in fish, when it is fresh and properly cleaned it is not supposed to smell fishy, but rather appetizingly aromatic. Now, the conference room in which we met earlier, has been set up as a special kind of bar. Marvin Ender, the author, and friend of the house suggested that we call it a Pu-Shi bar and that sounds good to me. I guess that is quite a self-explanatory title. Now, this is not a compulsory activity and anyone who chooses may remain at the bar. In order to avoid intimidating anyone, I will not take part in the event. Anyone who objects to the idea, for any reason, may stay at the bar with me. No one is to leave until Monday, as planned. I am also aware that some of you are same-sex practitioners, which should not be a problem for the women amongst you who choose to participate. The Farm does cater to all tastes, so later on you may choose any partner you like. I want you all to understand that I will stop at very little to move our company to the top, though I will attempt to do it all while staying within the local laws, and now, enjoy!”

	 

	A somewhat stunned silence followed that speech with everyone trying to pretend they were occupied with their drink or something. After a five-minute interlude that allowed them to consider the situation, Hiroko showed up. She was dressed in an exquisite kimono wearing white Japanese makeup, ruby red lipstick, and those chopsticks in her beautiful black hair. 

	 

	“To follow me, please,” she said in an affected Japanese accent. 

	 

	3 women and 2 men remained seated, but 25 of the VP's, including 3 other women, followed her. 

	 

	The conference room had been rearranged drastically. 30 tables had been placed in an outward-facing circle. On closer observation, one could notice that the tables consisted of two units each: a larger and slightly lower one flanked by a smaller and slightly higher table. The larger tables had several cushions scattered on them. The smaller tables were set up with an array of sushi and sashimi, a little mixing bowl, a soy sauce decanter, a small bowl of pickled ginger, another bowl containing green wasabi, a pair each of ivory, and ebony chopsticks, and two glasses. There was also a platter with six freshly shucked oysters on a bed of crushed ice, surrounding a few small containers with horseradish and a variety of sauces and dips. A couple of cheesecloth-wrapped lemon halves completed the setup and hung to one side of the smaller table, an ice bucket holder. A comfortable chair was set in front of each table. 24 robed women of various shapes colors and sizes walked in holding ice buckets with various bottles and stood by the dais that was still in the same place. Hiroko walked over, picked a bottle of wine in an ice bucket from one of the spare tables, and joined them. Marvin stepped up to the microphone: 

	 

	“Ladies and gentlemen, my name is Marvin Ender and I am the house poet/writer/musician and all-around pervert, please have a seat at one of our tables.”

	 

	He waited until they were all seated. 

	 

	“I had the idea for the Pu-Shi bar quite a while ago and when Gladys approached Sibylla it seemed like the perfect thing to do. This is however our first such event, so I hope that it will all work to your satisfaction. One last thing, I know that some of you may not like doggy bags, but in this case, please feel free to take your leftovers up to your room if you so desire. You will not have to carry anything, your leftovers will walk right behind you. The logistics of the entire enterprise are still to be perfected, but it is to be assumed that some you will want to taste more things and to that effect, we will take a 15-minute break to set up the next round for the ones who are interested. On every table, there is a card that explains the qualities as well as the affinities of your dish. We have bound them all into a little booklet complete with photos of your meal. Everyone will get a copy on their way out. I will take my leave and check back in one hour at which time we will reset the scene for the ones who are interested.”

	 

	Having sized up the audience, the women made their way to the tables. Their choices were not random, though not necessarily perfect. For example, Polonia walked to the table of a very large and somewhat obese male, while Germania picked a Chinese male. Lavinia picked a very pale, blonde man while Makara ended up at the table of a good-looking black woman. Getting to their tables, they poured a drink into the glasses and set the bottles in the bucket. They handed one glass to their chosen taster and toasted them. They all had something to say and it went from: 

	 

	“I have been told that I am very tasty and I hope that you will enjoy the taste of my pussy.” 

	 

	To

	 

	“I love having my cunt licked. Please do not get put off by my squeals of delight.”

	 

	And all the way to:

	 

	“I hope you'll have as much fun as I will!”

	 

	The women disrobed, some totally, while others, like Hiroko, only partially, climbed and lay back on top of the larger tables. In all cases the pussies were exposed and within easy reach of the seated exec. They had all had at least one or two drinks previously, but they were still assimilating the situation. 

	 

	“Chopsticks for sushi, not me,” said Hiroko to the young Australian sitting in front of her open legs. He looked around at the rest of the crowd and probably thought to himself something like:

	 

	“The Hell with all of them, this pussy looks scrumptious and the black-haired crown makes it even more interesting.”

	 

	He grabbed Hiroko's ankles and lifted her legs a bit making her crotch area more exposed and easier to get to. He bent his head and took a long slow lick from the bottom of her pussy and all the way to her still hooded clitoris. Hiroko, shivering with delight, handed him a printed card. The card said:

	 

	
		Hiroko, Japanese pussy #1.

		Attention: Please wipe off any wasabi or hot sauce residue from your lips before approaching the pussy.

		The taste of pussy is unique and varies from one specimen to another but it cannot be truly likened to any kind of seafood.

		The texture, however, is a different thing and in this case, we are reminded of the robust texture of a young pink tuna. 

		In general, we recommend alternating sushi and sashimi tastings with pussy licks followed by sips of the recommended wine or spirit.

		Please make sure to compare with the three varieties of oysters provided, though the similarity is quite elusive.

		Japanese pussy is a delicacy characterized by the unusually white skin color of the hostess that is accentuated by her raven black hair.

		One is reminded of white chrysanthemums.

		The inner parts of the pussy, with their beautifully blushing pink color, are reminiscent of the cherry tree blossoms that are so valued by Japanese poets.

		Saki would be a good complmentary wine to accompany the taste of this pussy, however, we found that when excited, the pussy juices become somewhat acidic and thus we opted for semi-sweet Gekeikan plum wine. 



	 

	Polonia had taken a calculated risk when picking a woman as large as herself. They were however unlike in a lot of respects. Polonia was in much better shape than the other woman, and though quite large her skin was quite smooth and cellulite-free. Her large Indian taster was somewhat surprised at how aroused she was by the large blonde. She was usually interested in petite redheads. Polonia's card classified her pussy as 'Large Slavic Bald Blonde' and recommended chilled 100 proof Jelinek Slivovitz as an accompanying spirit. The taster, not much of a drinker usually, asked Polonia to get off the table, and taking her by the hand made her way to her room.

	 

	The black woman in front of whom Makara had bared her pussy seemed to enjoy sucking her pussy and clit quite a lot in between the sushi, sashimi, and oysters. She also loved the Krug champagne a lot and she finished it in a short time. She too made Makara get off her table and asked her to her room. She also asked if they could get another bottle of Krug the reply to which was that they will get room service.

	 

	Germania's card said 'Jumbo German Cunt' and she had picked a slim young Chinese man as her taster. He seemed a bit hesitant and kept eating and drinking the provided Liebfraumilch wine. Germania's large charms could be quite intimidating, though the inner workings of her cunt were neatly folded in with only a slim slit providing a clue to their whereabouts. On inquiry, the Chinese man admitted reluctantly that he had never before tasted anything like that. 

	 

	“That's OK,” she replied “take your time. Also, maybe if your mom always told you never to play with your food, in this case, it would be appreciated.” 

	 

	Sitting up further, she took his right hand and placed it on her cunt. 

	“Take a closer look,” she said spreading her lips widely “what do you think?”

	 

	“'It's beautiful,” he replied. 

	 

	She put her left hand behind his neck and pulled his head gently into her crotch. 

	 

	“It smells like roses,” he said and kissed the offered lips. 

	 

	“It is quite sweet tasting, like a pork bun,” he added.

	 

	“That's funny, but I wouldn't know, I haven't tasted myself before. Why don't you kiss me on the lips?” 

	 

	He did.

	 

	“Hmm. it is quite sweet, go ahead and taste me some more, I like it.”

	 

	As the hour came to a close, Marvin walked back in. Of the starting 25, only 4 men and a woman were left. Two of the men were quite drunk and did not seem interested anymore. They bid everyone a drunken good night and went to their rooms. Marvin mentioned to them that they could call room service and ask for anything, including another woman. Marvin asked the remaining three how they would like to proceed. The woman, said that she would love to taste Lavinia, one of the men opted for Brigid's fiery red pubes, and the last one, apparently a gourmet wanna-be asked if it would be OK for him to taste the remaining three women. The women went out to refresh themselves and a couple of girls walked in and set up the remaining 5 tables. A similar scenario occurred, with one exception. The dark, well-built Saudi VP kept walking between his three tables. Apparently, he had built up a good resistance to alcohol because he kept drinking and tasting those pussies. Within a half-hour, everyone had gone to their rooms with their partners, the Saudi taking all three with him.

	 

	Meanwhile, at the bar, Gladys and the remaining VP's were drinking and chatting with Sibylla who was tending bar, and Marvin who relaxed with a drink or two in between the two tastings. A few of the other girls and a couple of guys got involved in the scene, eventually seducing 4 of the VP's and going to their rooms. They were all, predictably same-gender couplings. The last VP, a Frenchman in charge of the EU branch, took the cherry as they say. He charmed Gladys to the point that she took him to her room. His convincing argument when asked: 

	 

	“Look Gladys, I am French. I have tasted more pussy than all of the others combined and I would like to think that I am somewhat of an expert in that area. I'd love to demonstrate that to you.”

	 

	A good night was had by one and all, though only about half of them showed up for breakfast. After a copious rich lunch, they all met in the conference room again. Gladys stepped up to the mic one more time.

	 

	“I hope you all had a jolly great time. I know I did. Anyway, just remember this occasion and keep in mind that these events are binding. We are now connected by a potentially damaging secret and thus, we have a stronghold on each other. I expect each and every one of you to do your share in the years that we are going to spend working together. The benefits will be many. Thank you once again for your company and participation. Please keep in mind that the Farm will cater to your deepest hidden desires and everything is still paid for until tomorrow morning when we will say goodbye. Don't hesitate to call room service and ask for anything, no matter how kinky. They will satisfy anything.”

	***   

	
Amy

	 

	[image: chalk-Amy]

	 

	Don’t know how this popped into my mind. Having imaginary sex while having real sex? Confused? Just read the story.



	




	T


	he sunlight coming in through the window woke me up. Judging by its height I would say it was probably around 10 am. Amy was still snoring very gently next to me. Looking at her face I thought that she had changed very little since I'd last seen her 20 or so years ago. Without make-up, she looked a lot younger and I could see all of her freckles. There weren't that many of them and they seemed to fade out a little below her shoulders. I knew that a few showed up again by her pussy creating a fascinating rhomboid kind of frame for that flaming orifice. I say flaming not only because of the fiery red hair but also because it was a hot, juicy, and passionate instrument of desire. When I first met her we were the youngest students at NYU. We were both studying comp. sci. and we were virgins. It was a slow process, but we gradually became good friends and by stages much more than that. She was the one who first admitted to being a virgin, as well as having sexual urges that made her masturbate once in a while. I then confessed to the same practice as well as similar urges. We decided that having a joint masturbation session could be a lot of fun. In the beginning, we kept our underwear on and it took a few weeks before she agreed to take off her bra. I had previously seen teats in pictures and movies, but hers were live! They were also magnificent! Amy was a full-figured girl but with a beautiful figure and everything on her body was in perfect proportion. I adored looking at her and I loved everything about her, including her little potbelly. Eventually, I asked for her permission to take off my underwear because they were always getting in my way. She granted it allowing me to release my serious erection out of its cage. She then proceeded to lose her panties and we both had serious orgasms soon after. For the next stage, we decided to masturbate each other and that was accomplished with a lot of kissing and fondling. The first time I touched her tits I was ecstatic. They felt every little bit as I imagined and kneading her pink nipples a little bit made them stand up at attention. We proceeded slowly, but we were both learning and having a lot of fun doing it. These classes served me very well in later years. I learned exactly where and when to touch a woman and make her have a satisfying orgasm whether my cock was inside her or not. But I digress, when I got around to kissing and sucking on Amy's nipples while rubbing her clitoris with a vertical motion she had a major orgasm that seemed greater than ever before. The status quo was OK by me, even though I wondered what it would be like to stick my cock inside that cunt. Before we got to that, Amy confessed she thought that my penis looked beautiful. I never thought about it like that. Anyway, she wanted to know if it would be OK for her to take it in her mouth and suck on it a little bit. I told her that it sounded excellent, but that I prefer that she call it a cock or a dick. I thought that penis and vagina are too medical-sounding and would rather use those other words as well as cunt or pussy. She nodded and immediately knelt in front of me and put her lips around the tip of my cock. Whatever she was doing with her tongue had an almost immediate effect and I had to pull it out so that I would not ejaculate inside her mouth and make her gag. It was a close thing because I came all over her face and hair quite copiously. She didn't seem to mind and went to the bathroom to wash up. When she came back, I made her lie on the bed and told her that I felt I should reciprocate. This was the first time that I got a good close look at her cunt and that curious freckled frame. I played with the pussy lips a little, licking them and trying to get my tongue between them. It tasted a bit salty, and acidic, kind of like balsamic vinegar. It even had that slight sweetness and a similar smell. Later on, I wrote in my scrapbook that I wished I could bottle that and have it on my salad once in a while. I eventually told her and we had a good laugh about it. I eventually found her diary and enjoyed reading it while she was using the bathroom. There were very nice things mostly about me but one entry remained etched in my memory: 'It is time to dissolve the star-struck masturbators' mutual society and get a cock inside me. Friday night, my roommate is going to visit her parents for the weekend.' 

	 

	-%-

	 

	 

	Looking at her I couldn't help but wonder: 'How in Heaven and Earth could I ever let her go?' We were so perfect together for a few years. I guess distance didn't help. After getting my M.S. I got recruited by a Silicon Valley startup. The pay was great and in retrospect, I guess I had made an excellent career decision. Twenty years later, I did not need to work anymore and I was set for life financially. Anyway, we corresponded for a while and then I met Lori and eventually we got married. It was not a bad marriage and for a few years, I thought that it might last. When Lori introduced the idea of a ménage-a-trois, I was all for it and that spiced up our sex life quite a bit. We had a few one-nighters until we met Angela. I should have suspected something when Angela was much more interested in Lori's cunt than in my cock. In the six months that we were an 'item', I only managed to get my cock inside her pussy three times and it never seemed to please her much. One day, Lori announced that being married to me had been an OK decision but she was giving up on men and moving in with Angela. I am still baffled by the way these things work. Lori seemed to enjoy having sex with me and I have always considered myself a feminist and a liberal. I mean how can someone truly love women the way that I do and not be a feminist? Anyway, the marriage was over, all that was left was tying up the loose ends. Lori had a decent income and she did not ask for any alimony so we worked out the divorce arrangements amongst ourselves. We hired a lawyer to put it all into legalese and filed it with the authorities. After a prescribed period, the marriage was officially over. I had a good time in Seattle and loved the music scene. I had even hooked up with a few locals and I went to jam with them every weekend at a local saloon. That was however not enough to keep me there, so when I was offered a guest lecturer spot at NYU I didn't think twice.

	 

	-%-

	 

	I got out of bed to pee, and when I came back I stopped at the foot of the bed admiring Amy's naked form. It had been a warm night so we'd kicked off the sheet. She looked as desirable as ever. Lying on her back with her legs slightly apart, I could see the red, neatly trimmed bush and the pussy lips peeking through. The freckles were still in the same places. I leaned over and kissed them. I guess Amy was not truly sleeping because I could feel her hands grab the back of my head, urging me on. It was like the years had just disappeared and I knew exactly what to do. After all this time, she still tasted balsamic with perhaps a tinge of aging flavor added. She was obviously happy to be woken up in this manner because she had a very nice orgasm. I looked up from between her legs and said: 

	 

	“Amy Fisher, marry me!” 

	She didn't reply at once, she just gave me a mischievous smile, and reaching into the night table she took out a little squeeze tube. 

	 

	“Let me see your cock,” she said.

	 

	I walked over to her side of the bed. My cock was quite erect by now so she gave a peck to the tip of it and handing me the tube, she said: 

	 

	“Remember how you were always pestering me to let you fuck me in the ass? There have been a few others who have tried, but I have been saving it for a special occasion. Go on, grease it up well, and please be gentle because back there I am still a virgin.”

	 

	She turned around and assumed a doggie-style position, but with her head and torso down and her ass sticking up in the air. Her asshole was thus quite accessible. It looked tight, clean, rosy, and extremely fuckable. I squeezed some ointment from the tube onto my finger and rubbed it gently around the slightly wrinkled orifice working that sphincter open slowly so that I could lubricate the inside as well. Needless to say, my cock had been very erect, but this activity made it so much more so, that I was afraid it might just shoot away from my body and go flying. I didn't waste any more time and I started easing it into her asshole gently. Strangely enough, though I have sometimes wanted to do this with other women, the opportunity never arose. It was tight, arousing, and not at all like a pussy. I could also reach to the front and stick a couple of fingers into that, which felt interesting, almost like fucking and masturbating at the same time. Amy let out a groan, so I asked: 

	 

	“Does it hurt?”

	 

	“'Just a bit,” she answered. 

	 

	“Do you want me to take it out?”

	 

	“'No, I want you to know that I never stopped loving you and that I love you so much that I would even let you put your cock inside my asshole.”

	 

	Strangely, her asshole started feeling like a mouth and I slowly opened my eyes realizing that all this time I had been dreaming. I was lying on my back and I could feel somebody's mouth around my cock. The shades were down but in the semi-darkness, I could see a shiny black bold head moving up and down in my crotch. 'Shit,' I thought to myself, 'what the fuck is this?' I hoped that I did not somehow get so drunk that I ended up with a guy. My cock did not seem to mind at all and was so happy, I could almost hear it sing. The blackhead rose from my crotch and moved towards the ceiling when its owner stood up. My eyes had adjusted quite well by now and I could see that it was a very tall and kind of skinny black woman without any visible hair. She climbed on the bed and impaling herself on my cock she started moving her body up and down. 

	 

	“How do you like my pussy, lover boy?” she asked.

	 

	 “It's hot!” 

	 

	“Yeah, you got hot pussy in the morning for breakfast.” 

	 

	Grace, that was her name. She was a graduate student who had decided to sit in on my class. She looked so much like Grace Jones it was uncanny. Especially when I found out that her name was also Grace. Gratefully, it wasn't Jones, or else what with my vivid dream, I would suspect that I had somehow entered an alternate dimension or just plain gone bonkers. Grace VanLoon, obviously the Dutch had had slaves as well. I was having a drink in one of the pubs on Third Street and she came and sat next to me at the bar. One thing led to another and it appeared that she was interested in me, so I took her back to my hotel. I mean I am a guest lecturer, she is a graduate student so obviously not underage, what the heck. I did have high hopes that I would hook up with Amy again, but she was out of town for the week, so there. I had never previously had sex with a skinny woman and I must admit that I probably should have. I usually consider them anorexic or something and have always avoided them. I must admit that being able to pick someone up, having her wiggle her pussy until it engulfs your cock, and walk around the room with her, while she is flexing her thigh muscles and moving up and down or your shaft is quite an experience. Grace felt like she had a tight spring inside her that could unwind at any time. She was so dynamic that it did feel like she was unwinding her energy and sharing some with me. Whatever gymnastics she was performing were by this time getting her to where she intended to go all the time. My fingering her clitoris during the ride was helping because she seemed to experience a wild orgasm that dragged me into it as well. Having her ride my naked cock was a very major turn-on and it had been a while since I had last experienced that. The previous evening while we were ripping off each other's clothing she had asked if I needed a condom. I was extremely flattered that she assumed I was disease-free and would take my word for it. I know, it is dangerous living, and I do not recommend it, but that's the way we played it. So, I had come inside her quite a few times over the last night and I did it again that morning. She dismounted and lay down next to me placing her bald head on my chest. 

	 

	“Thank you teach, satisfying class.” 

	 

	I kissed her bald head and told her: 

	 

	“I know you do not need a man to validate you, you are a force of nature woman. I also know that you do not need any grading privileges, but I will still give you a 10 anytime.”

	 

	“'That is so cute, and you are right. I only wanted to ride your cock for the thing in itself. No strings, no commitments, and no favors. I was not at all disappointed. Thanks a lot!”

	 

	-%-

	 

	While coming out of that dream had been a bit slow, Grace had placed the seal of reality on it. Every time I got to see her in class for the rest of that semester I remembered our one night together. Probably, so did she, because she always had a big warm smile for me that made me think of her hot pussy. Sometimes I just needed to remain seated while the students walked out. But that dream, I mean it had all seemed so real. In the dream, there were previous years’ memories, but how could that morning sex have been so incredible? There were vivid colors, tantalizing smells, and delicious tactile sensations. I could not remember having any dreams like that one before. At the time I could only think that it was either a premonition or else my mind was leaving me. 

	 

	Being an agnostic, I do not quite believe in the supernatural but I accept that there are things out there, that science cannot explain because a week later when it did happen, it happened exactly like it did in my dream! Science be damned, a perfect virgin asshole that I can stick my cock in, overrides the need for any scientific explanation. And so in retrospect, I took Amy Fisher's virginity a multitude of times. Mine was the first cock in her mouth, the first cock in her cunt, and the first cock inside her asshole twice. In retrospect, I guess I owe Angela many thanks. Amy and I are now married and will be fucking happily forever after. 

	***

	
Hey Little Sister

	 

	[image: pencil-sis]

	 

	They do look as if they were of the same age, but actually, they represent three generations of the same family. The one in the middle with the dangling udders and sluttiest pose is of course the grandma.

	 

	One more thing, Toronto has a street named Spadina that rhymes with vagina. I kept thinking ‘Hey Toronto, show us your Spadina! ’Not sure how but this is what my dirty mind made of it.


S


	poke to my little sister a couple of weeks ago. She did not sound very cheerful and who could blame her. She'd just turned fifty and her divorce had become final just a couple of days earlier. To try and forget about things, she had tended in her resignation, but her company would not let her go. Not surprising. She was a great data analyst so they gave her a raise and offered her a pick of new locations. Her choice, Toronto! Being the kind of nice big brother that I am, I immediately invited her to come and hang out with me at my Niagara-On-The-Lake cottage. Technically, it is not my cottage, but I get to house-sit for a friend of mine every summer. I enjoy staying there a lot. There is something about the atmosphere in that little town that inspires me. Surprisingly, I seem to write a lot more when I am staying there, despite the many distractions. Anyway, she was quite excited and she told me that she'd never been to Niagara Falls. 

	I told her that the falls were not too far away and that I could take her there anytime. It was an open-ended invitation but, I did not expect her to take advantage of my offer so soon. She had only flown in the night before, so I was quite surprised when she rang my doorbell the next Saturday morning. It was morning only in a technical sense, the time being 10 minutes before noon. I tried to ignore the doorbell, but it wouldn't go away, so I got out of bed, slipped on a pair of shorts, and went to the door. Of course, I had to let her in. Hugs, kisses, etc., and then I told her that I needed a quick shower and to make herself comfortable. Back in the bedroom, the two Aussie chicks were wide awake so I could not in good conscience keep them out of my nice large shower. They were so young. I was flattered that they did not run away in a panic when they saw me in the sober morning light, but they started to wash my weary bones and even tried to get me up for another round. Thinking about little sis in the living room, I couldn't quite get it up and we just washed each other nicely. The little shit couldn't just leave well enough alone, so before you know it, she knocked on the door saying:

	 

	“Are you all right in there? I hear all kinds of funny noises.” 

	 

	“I'm just fine,” I said, but she opened the bathroom door anyway.

	 

	“Oops,” she said when she saw us.

	 

	“Come and join us,” said one of the girls, I think Samantha.

	 

	“Sounds like fun, but it might not be appropriate,” answered my sister and closed the door.

	 

	“What did that mean?” asked the other girl.

	 

	“That's my sister.”

	 

	“Well, we're your sisters too, but not necessarily by blood, so let's have a nice morning shower fuck,” said Samantha.

	 

	“I wish, I could,” I said “but I'm not that young anymore and my sister next door does not make it easier. I did not expect her today.”

	 

	We continued washing each other for a few more minutes. Regardless of the previous statement, I just loved that shower and did not wish to end it prematurely. I put on a pair of shorts while the girls were getting dressed and went out to the living room.

	 

	“I'm glad to see that at least one of us is having a good time,” said my sister.

	 

	The Aussies walked out of the bedroom and I offered them some coffee, but they said they had to run, kissed my cheeks, and walked out. I asked Fatty if she'd like to eat something but she said she had already had breakfast and could we just do the falls. (Her name is Fatimah but everyone calls her Fatty.) I didn't have anything else planned for the day, so off we drove. She had rented a car and all her stuff was still in it, so we took my Mini Cooper. 

	 

	“You were pretty much on the way to Toronto, so I decided to take you up on your offer,” she said.

	 

	“Well, it is good to see you.”

	 

	The city of Niagara Falls was only about twenty minutes away so we got there shortly and I parked in the Fallsview Casino parking lot. I gamble there once in a while so I get free parking. We walked down to the Niagara Parkway and across to the promenade. Walking down from the Casino you get the best first view and it never fails to impress. The American falls are super impressive but the Horseshoe Falls are 10 times more so. Truly one of the Seven Wonders of the World. We walked over to the Hornblower Niagara Cruises ticket windows and in a short time, we were on one of their boats wearing flimsy red ponchos to protect us from the spray. I never wear the hood because I don't mind getting my hair a little wet and the hood is just annoying. Sis did the same and we passed by the American falls with everyone ooh-ing and aah-ing. Getting to the Horseshoe Falls we sailed straight into the mist and right into the midst of them. Everybody became kind of hushed and awed by the majesty and roar of the falls. 

	 

	Getting back onto dry land, I bought her one of the pictures that they had earlier taken of us. We had posed in a green room, so of course, they had added the falls in back of us. I bought us a couple of Great Lakes amber beers and we sat at one of the tables listening to the music. A guy was playing an acoustic guitar and a blonde young woman was singing:

	 

	'Come together, over me' she was saying. She was hot and just the right size, not too skinny but not really fat, just a little bit chunky and I thought to myself: 

	 

	‘On some other day, I gladly would, but on this day, if she took off her clothes and lay down naked in front of me playing with herself I still wouldn't be able to get it up. The two Aussie whores had done a really good job sucking every last drop of come out of me.” I immediately corrected myself, they were only amateurs though they had told me that they would make some extra cash posing for Abby Winters once in a while. “Amateur is a much more fitting word derived from the Latin 'amare - to love' and lovers is a much more fitting description.”

	 

	“I noticed that you are favoring your crotch today, protecting it from the crowds, what's up with that? Did you get afflicted with some kind of STD?” asked Fatty.

	 

	“Nothing that drastic. I guess I could say that while today we did the ‘Hornblower Niagara Cruises’ ride, last night it was ‘Hornblower Viagra Bruises.'”

	 

	“You sure have a way with words bro,” she said smiling.

	 

	We finished our beers and drove back to my place. I poured us a couple of snifters of Martell Cordon Blue and we sat down on the sofa just enjoying the silence and the great cognac. I guess she was quite tired because she snuggled into my shoulder and fell asleep. Not surprisingly, I fell asleep as well and woke up a couple of hours later when I heard her puttering in the kitchen.

	 

	“What's going on?” I asked after sticking my head through the kitchen door.

	 

	“I'm making us some tea,” she answered.

	 

	I went to use the toilet and wash my face and when I got back, she had already set up the teapot, cups, sugar, whiskey, and lemon wedges on my coffee table. She poured the tea, added 2 sugars, a lemon wedge, and a shot of whiskey into each cup. We clinked cups and took a couple of sips. The whiskey had made the temperature just right for drinking.

	 

	We sat there sipping our tea and admiring the sunset through the French doors. It was quite spectacular, but after a little while, it started taking on strange hues and looking more and more like Apollo in his chariot. It was lovely, but I got distracted when Fatty started pulling my shorts off. 

	 

	“What are you doing?” I asked.

	 

	When she lifted her face, it was my mother.

	 

	“Let mommy kiss the bubu,” she said.

	 

	“This is insane! I know you're not my mother, what is happening?”

	 

	“Well, I added some mushrooms to the tea,” and this time she looked up and it was my grandma.

	 

	“Why would you do such a thing?”

	 

	“Remember that day, when I busted you drunk and masturbating?”

	 

	“Long time ago and I sobered up quite quickly when you threatened to tell mom about it. I could never figure out if forcing me to continue was mean or nice. It messed up my mind for a while and I kept having wet dreams that involved you. It was wrong and I never told anyone about it until now.”

	 

	“I kept dreaming about your cock as well, and I would have blackmailed you into having sex with me if you hadn't moved out so soon after that. So, wrong or not, this is the time when we will go through with it. So, don't struggle, resistance is futile.”

	 

	I was not sure if I wanted to struggle so I let her strip off my clothes and walk me into the hot tub. She made me sit on the ledge while she stripped her clothes off in slow motion. The tub is quite large and could comfortably seat four people, which was good because while little sis was stripping, grandma and mom walked in butt naked and sat down in it. Sis finished taking her panties off and sat down in the tub on the other side of grandma. This was very weird, of course. Mom is somewhere around 75 and grandma is probably pushing 100. Fatimah is no spring chicken having just turned fifty. Somehow, they seemed to be almost of the same age and the three of them looked really hot. I guess that is where my love for chubby women comes from. None of them was really fat, but neither were they skinny. All of them had very nice large tits with grandma's being the largest of all and dangling a little bit. The jets were not on so the water was very clear and I could observe every little detail of their naked bodies. It occurred to me that Fatty must have prepared the scene while I was snoozing because it takes quite a while to fill that huge tub. I was also wondering how come grandma was the only one who was displaying a nude pussy while the other two still had hair all around it. Grandma had laid her legs over the other two women's thighs and she was leaning back in a pose of total abandon. Mom had one of her legs resting on top of the tub, which made her pussy open up quite invitingly. She was squeezing her tits pointing them at me in an arousing pose. I shook my head but they wouldn't go away. This is so wrong I thought to myself, while mom was getting up saying:

	 

	“Let me kiss that bruised little peepee of yours.”

	 

	Grandma pulled her down by the hand using the motion to stand up.

	 

	“Nonsense, I have some seniority here and I get to do that kissing first.”

	 

	She walked over to me saying: “Just relax Marvin, it's going to be all right,” while bending her head and kissing the tip of my cock. It was not a little peepee any more. 

	 

	“OK girls, I'm not going to monopolize it, so we will all have to take turns, by seniority of course.”

	 

	My mom walked over saying: 

	 

	“Poor baby has a bruised peepee, mommy kiss it and make it better,” proceeding to kiss the tip and shaft of my cock. 

	 

	“How are the little balls doing, are they all right?” she asked while caressing and kissing my scrotum.

	 

	“Mom, I don't know what is happening, but I think something is very wrong.”

	 

	I guess it was my sister's turn because she replaced mom saying: 

	 

	“Don't worry, it is all gonna be all right.”

	 

	She did not stop at just kissing my cock but proceeded to envelop it with her lips getting most of it into her mouth and started an up and down head bobbing that felt really good. She stopped after only a little while and turned to the other two saying: “He's perfectly ready grandma, would you like the first ride?” 

	 

	Grandma came over and without a further introduction, she sat on my cock, burying it inside her cunt to the hilt. Sitting still for a few moments, she said: 

	 

	“Kid, I'm gonna ride you like you haven't been ridden in a long time. It's been 20 years since your grandpa died and I haven't had any kind of cock inside of me ever since.”

	 

	She meant what she said because she started riding me like I was a mechanical bull in some kind of country and western joint. I closed my eyes and let my body concentrate on the sensations not even opening them when she shoved a large nipple into my mouth saying: 

	 

	“Suck on this for a bit Marvin, I always loved it when you did it.”

	 

	That confused me so I opened them realizing the obvious answer, it was my mom taking her turn. This went on for a while with the two of them taking turns until they realized that I was ready to come again at which point Fatty grabbed a hold of my cock and lowered her asshole slowly onto it. 

	 

	“I want you to come inside me Marvin,” she said, “come on and fuck my ass real good.”

	 

	She grabbed my hands and placed them on her tits, after which she started an alternate motion that had her fingers inside her cunt and then coming out and up to her clitoris where she applied some nice rubbing motions. I had lost track of time and I don't know how long the whole thing took, but at some point, she got agitated and started moaning and bucking like crazy. I came inside her ass and she felt it because she amplified her clitoral rubs and had a loud and very visually observable orgasm. It was weird because I could see mom and grandma also playing with their cunts and it seemed like they had loud screaming orgasms at about the same time.

	 

	“That was great,” said my mom.

	 

	“Yeah,” added grandma “but I don't think I can take it up the ass anymore.”

	 

	The two of them got the two of us out of the tub, wrapped us in two large bath towels, and walked us into the bedroom. We lay down and fell asleep almost at once.

	 

	-%-

	 

	I woke up late the next day thinking that the dreams of my youth have invaded my older age. It was obvious that was not the case when I saw Fatimah’s naked body lying next to me. I was quite confused about what exactly I was feeling and thinking. She looked amazing for her age and I could not come up with any further plans of action. While I was admiring her she opened her eyes and noticed that I was checking her out. She got out of bed and stretched. Her tits looked interesting when she stretched like this. 

	 

	“You like?” she asked.

	 

	“You're a very good-looking little shit,” I said, “I have no idea how I feel about last night.”

	 

	“Come on, you always said that incest is only a matter of what historical period you find yourself in.”

	 

	“True, but between theory and reality there is a whole other dimension.”

	 

	“Well, I for one, enjoyed every minute of it and I think we should do it again,” she said “to start with, here's your little sister's pussy, give a nice juicy good morning kiss,” she got closer to the bed and lifted her left leg over my head placing it next to my face in such a way that her pussy was totally in my face in Technicolor panoramic 3D. 

	 

	“What would you have done?”

	***

	
Panorama Mama

	 

	[image: pencil-gypsy-2]

	 

	OK, so I chickened out a bit on this one. It is partially autobiographical. The Bucuresti Mall stands today on the site where I was born. There are many other true elements woven among the imaginary ones. 


I


	 was born in Bucharest at #105 Calea (Avenue) Vitan. Sometime before the events available to my conscious memory, we had moved to #2 Intrarea (Entry) Argilei. This used to be a tiny little dead-end about 500 meters in total length. I lived at that address for about 14 years. I have very fond memories of that period, even though by school age I had become some kind of nerdy brainiac with my head in the clouds and my nose in a book even when I was walking down the street. That made me an obvious target for the bullies and they would rough me up once in a while. The same bullies ended up coming to me for some free tutoring, so eventually, we reached some sort of cease-fire.

	 

	My little alley was located in an excellent strategic location, within walking distance of a neighborhood park with a playground and some game booths (my favorite was the target shooting booth), a huge farmers’ market, and some 5 bars. One time when I was seven my friend Flaviu, who was eight, took me to the bar and bought me a liter of beer. We could barely see over the bar but the bartender took his money without any kind of hesitation. I did not like the beer and did not try another one until I turned 25, but Flaviu forced me to drink it anyway. After that, we walked back to our alley where he produced a knife and tried to get me into a knife fight because that is what the drunks did a lot of times. Like all the other kids, I too had a little pocket-knife but I was a bit intimidated as well as being by nature an extremely laid-back and unaggressive person. Luckily, I was rescued by an older neighbor.

	 

	My school was also within walking distance. I can't remember at what age I started going there by myself, but it must have been quite early. All of these places were on Calea Vitan except the school which was a couple of blocks off of it.

	 

	Anyway, when walking to and from school, I used to pass by this place that the gypsies lived in. The Communist government did not approve of the gypsies' nomadic ways and they were attempting to ground them by making it difficult to travel to other locations without permits, as well as creating a police surveillance branch that monitored all dwellings. In this case, a whole gypsy tribe was assigned an address with several very small connected railroad-style apartments. These were similar to the ones that my parents and I lived in. I was told that the whole area between (and including) the park and the farmers market, used to belong to some rich boier (landowner) and that the railroad-style low buildings were originally used as stables and servant dwellings.

	 

	 The gypsies used to ply all kinds of itinerant trades like knife-sharpening, pot re-covering, rag-trading, busking, and fortune-telling. One fortune-teller used to pass through our little alley once a week or so and try to hustle a couple of lei (Romanian currency.) She used to dress in colorful layers and hide her hair in a kerchief in the manner of older gypsy women, but I think she was only somewhere on the downslope of twenty. She looked quite beautiful but had a disconcerting smile due to the fact that two of her teeth were covered in some kind of silvery metal. She called herself Madam Zorica and she was pretty good at her trade. One time she predicted that my mom was going to go on a long trip over the sea, which for many reasons, seemed like science-fiction at the time but turned out to be quite true. I also heard that she used to ask married women to put a bit of salt on her cards before she read them. One time she asked this younger girl to sprinkle the salt at which the girl protested that she was a virgin and didn't have to do it. Madam Zorica said:

	 

	“That's OK just do it anyway if you'd like a true reading,” at which the girl blushed and ran away.

	 

	On my way back from school, I used to pass right in front of the gypsy place and I noticed that some of my schoolmates used to walk into the yard once in a while so one day my curiosity compelled me to walk in as well. The first thing I saw a bit to the left of the gate, was a tent and the door-flap lifted at once revealing Madam Zorica. It was as if she had felt my presence.

	 

	"Come on in," she said, "for one Leu I will tell your fortune." One Leu was not a lot of money but it was all I had in my pocket. It turned out later on that she always seemed to know how much money you had on you. Gypsies have quite a bad reputation in general, but I never did, and still do not subscribe to the general ideas. A lot of times they are just unfounded prejudice fueled by superstition, so in I went.

	 

	The little tent was lit by two kerosene lamps that were creating mesmerizing shadows. In the middle of the floor was a very low table with a crystal ball and two piles of pillows. She took the kerchief off her head and sat down cross-legged on one side of the table gesturing for me to sit on the pillows opposite her. With her long raven-black hair, gold coin earrings, and matching necklace she looked like a cross between Gina Lollobrigida and Rita Hayworth. She placed her hands on the sides of her crystal ball and bent over for a closer examination, affording me a generous look down her low-cut blouse. Her breasts were somewhat larger than average though not too large and they seemed quite firm and it did not appear that she was wearing a bra. The flickering shadows made it seem as if she was wavering, or perhaps she was, I could not be sure. I could also not be sure if I was glimpsing one of her aureoles now and then or if her skirt was crawling up her thighs to the point where I thought I was spying some pubic hair. 

	 

	Without changing her position, she lifted her eyes, penetrated mine with her gaze, and proceeded to tell my future. I vaguely remember her telling me that I will never go hungry, that I will always have enough money but mostly not more than just enough, that I will love and be loved by many women, though not always in a physical way, that I will live a long and mostly happy and productive life, that I will have many offspring and other things that I do not quite recall. I do recall that towards the end of her predictions a little boy, maybe one-year-old, crawled out from somewhere in the back of the tent, climbed into my fortune teller's lap, pulled down her blouse fully exposing one beautiful breast with a large aureole surrounding an erect nipple, latched his mouth onto it and proceeded to suck noisily.

	 

	As he was squirming, the skirt was climbing higher to the point where I could clearly and undoubtedly ascertain that she was not wearing any undergarments. Even in the twilight kind of ambiance created by the kerosene lamps her vagina was predominantly mesmerizing from its spot between those lusty thighs. The lips protruding from the luxuriant bush seemed to be getting larger, moister and at some point, they started to undulate in a serpentine motion. I did not know how I was supposed to feel about this nor whether I was expected to do something, like avert my eyes or just run out of there, though that did not quite seem possible. All of me was petrified, hypnotized, a deer in the headlights, all that is, except for my cock, stretching the fabric of my shorts. 

	 

	She waited patiently for me to raise my eyes again. It seemed like an eternity to me, but gazing into my eyes again she gave me that smile with the two metallic teeth. Scary, lewd, knowing, but also fascinating and enlarging... my dick ... by a few more millimeters.

	 

	"I don't need my crystal ball to see that you like my pizda, (pussy, I like how the Romanian word sounds) come back some time and I will teach you the secrets."

	 

	I ran out looking for some relief, I knew exactly what she meant by secrets. I was only 12 at the time but I was enjoying an interesting sex life. Some people might say that I and some of the girls in the alley got molested, but I am not sure the term applies. I was the oldest boy in our little alley (five or so at the time) when an older ‘woman’ (she was 9) gathered a bunch of us (all girls + me) and presided over our sexual initiation. I mean stuff like:

	 

	"Show me yours, I'll show you mine," and "doctor, nurse, patient." 

	 

	I was always the doctor and I got to stick things in just about every girl who lived in our alley. I am not sure at what age things advanced to the point of actual intercourse, but by the age of 12, I had not been a virgin for quite some time. The body of a young 12-year-old girl does, obviously, not compare to that of a young 20+ woman. Especially one who'd already given birth and was breastfeeding at the time, so that gypsy woman caused me quite a few embarrassing wet dreams that I mostly managed to hide from my parents. Oh yeah, I had to go back. 

	 

	I needed a little bit of money but did not expect to get any in our house. There was a very very limited amount that usually did not suffice for too much. It so happened that shortly after that, Zoia approached me with an interesting proposition, not sexual you dirty-minded people. Just kidding she was a regular slut and we had sex quite a lot, come to think of it, perhaps I was the slut! Be that as it may, her father had become afflicted with some kind of deteriorating/shaking disease (probably Parkinson's) and he had difficulty getting dressed in the morning. He did not allow his daughter to help him, so I got a job. 2 Lei a day.

	    

	In one of my trying to fit in moments, I exchanged impressions with some of my classmates. A lot of them got treated to a similar fortune-telling audio/visual experience. Somehow, kicking it all around we (and by that I mean me) came up with a new name for Madam Zorica: Panorama Mama.

	 

	After some time had passed, I went back to Madam Zorica with a tiny little bundle of snowdrops, a traditional lovers’ gift in the Romanian spring, and she did show me some amazing secrets that I have never forgotten. I did ask her about her love of young boys and she gave me that smile again, though this time, it seemed sad and sweet as well.

	 

	She then told me that a man had knocked her up, and then knocked out two of her teeth when she told him and left. Besides, she said:

	 

	"Your little dicks are so much sweeter!"

	 

	I finally went back to Bucharest after 53 years and tried to look for the old places. Driving from a flea market on Calea Vitan, I was getting excited as the numbers went down: 245, 205, 195, 165, anyway the one after 107 was the ‘Bucuresti Mall.’ The place that I was born in, the taverns, the park, the farmer's market, my little Argyle Alley as well as the place where I used to go and admire my Panorama Mama in all her exquisite, ecstatic, and unmatchable sweet debauchery have all been replaced by a different kind of panorama.

	 

	I know that a lot of people like it this way, but still, I wish...

	***

	
Born Again

	 

	[image: pencil-2 women]

	 

	Not sure which corner of my perverted imagination this came from. I do like it however so here it is.


S


	omehow, everything seems illuminated. A feeling of well-being and peace is enveloping all of me in its metaphorical arms. All the little pains that have been troubling me for such a long time are gone. Not only the constant throbbing of my right big toe and the stiffness in my back but a lot of other discomforts that I have not even been aware of most of the time. So, this is what it feels like to have no physical body, or perhaps I should call it as it seems: to be born again. I examine my surroundings but the only sense that I can call as such is a kind of awareness. I do not see, hear, or feel in the same way that I remember, but if I focus my awareness, I get just about the same responses. 

	 

	So, I focus my awareness on my surroundings and I realize that I am floating a little bit above the cable and telephone lines in my neighborhood. I am aware of everything and everyone. It does however appear that I can cause some events to move to the forefront of my perceptions. I concentrate on one such focal point and I observe an Arab guy from one of the neighborhood Delis. I didn't previously think about it but it is obvious that he lives not too far from where I used to. He is standing and his wife is kneeling before him. They are both naked and he is talking to her.  Not sure how but I understand Arabic.

	 

	“Come on woman, I don't have too much time. I just took a little break but I have to get back to the store. Put your mouth around it and suck. It'll go faster that way.”

	 

	She looks up at him fleetingly with startlingly blue eyes and then she obeys. I never realized that she was so stunning and how could I? In the street, she was always covered head to toe and wearing sunglasses. She is younger than I previously thought, has long black raven hair, and her skin, never having been kissed by the sun, is of a beautiful alabaster white color. I read somewhere that the Aryan tribes originated somewhere in the mountains of Afghanistan, and this is certainly proving that point. After a couple of minutes of fellating, he makes her kneel on the bed, takes a gob of butter from the table, and sticks some into her asshole. I feel a bit embarrassed to be so violating their privacy, but I cannot pull myself away. I am not only violating their private moments but am also trespassing on their religious taboos. While I am and have always been an agnostic, I have always respected other people’s religious convictions. Still, the sight of that cock sliding into that gorgeously beautiful, perfectly proportioned, and immaculately white ass is very rousing. I am not sure what is happening to my ethereal body, but something is most certainly taking place. He pounds that cock in and out for a little while after which he ejaculates right in there gruntingly. He pulls out and some white stuff is oozing down that crack. They both walk into the bathroom and she washes his cock with a washcloth. He then puts on his clothes and leaves. She starts washing herself and that turns into a long slow masturbation session. As she reaches a beautiful culmination I can't help myself, I reach down and lay a kiss on her brow. I don't know exactly what mechanism is at work, obviously, no one had seen me, but she reaches out her hand and touches the same spot on her brow. 

	 

	I will never think the same way about all those covered-up Arab women and my esteem for their husbands has gone up quite a few notches. I still do not fully approve of their treatment of women, but re-educating someone out of their lifelong beliefs does not seem like the right thing anymore. 

	 

	-%-

	 

	I focus my awareness elsewhere and I observe a gynecological clinic. I am inside the check-up room and I see the nurse pulling down her panties and getting on the table. She puts her feet in the stir-ups and starts playing with herself. In a short while, the young doctor walks in. The nurse's anus and vagina are exposed, and he just slathers some ointment in and around that anal canal, pulls out his penis, and sticks it right in. The nurse is still playing with herself while he starts making the usual in and out coital motions. After 30 or o seconds, he moves her hand up towards her clitoris and sticks a couple of his fingers in her vagina. Obviously he knows what he is doing because he ejaculates very shortly thereafter. The nurse is not quite satisfied so her stimulation continues for another minute when she seems to have a satisfying orgasm. They clean up, she puts her panties back on and the daily routine continues.

	 

	-%-

	 

	In another house, a couple of teenagers are making out. They should have been in school, but here they are. He had managed to convince her to take off her top and is busy kissing and fondling the puffy nipples. She seems to enjoy his ministrations and makes only a very small token objection when he slips his hand inside her Betty Boop panties. With his other hand, he is unzipping his pants letting the nice size erection loose. He takes one of her hands and places it on his cock.

	 

	“I'm going to have a serious case of blue balls if you don't help me with this,” he says.

	 

	“I do not want to get pregnant,” she replies.

	 

	“I can stick it in your ass,” he says.

	 

	“I heard that it hurts.”

	 

	“You can take a little pain if you love me,” he replies.

	 

	I don't stick around to find out if she lets him, because I am becoming aware that someone is trying to enter the house I used to live in when I was still alive. I am going through some other neighbors’ homes on my way, observing quite a few more sexual scenarios. I did not previously dwell on the sexual differences between the various ethnic groups, but I make a note to investigate that more thoroughly in the future. I mean, there is an Indian couple following the Kama Sutra, a Chinese couple that seems to employ a sex-oriented Tai-Chi variant, an Italian tit-fucking his well-endowed wife, a huge Mexican chick, and two women going at it very delicately, because one of them has a leg in a cast. Anyway, I notice my next-door neighbor and another young woman unlocking my door.

	 

	Libby is our next-door neighbor. She is around 50 plus years old, short and dumpy looking and I've never seen her dress up for anything. Her blonde hair is always cut short and she rarely wears makeup. I should rephrase this; I did see her dressed up on a few occasions before her husband passed away. She used to look quite good but I guess she just let it all go. We left a set of keys with her, just in case, and I guess she thought something was suspicious because after ringing the doorbell a few times, she unlocked the door and walked right in. The other woman that I did not at first recognize was her ex-daughter-in-law, Betty. She had colored her hair red and was wearing a large straw hat, but otherwise, she still looked as good as she always did. They walked right in and I realized that I had left the TV surround sound on and one of the videos I was watching was still playing. They entered the living room and I noticed myself for the first time since I had recently passed away. I felt somewhat embarrassed and not so sure that I had done the right thing. I should probably explain before I describe the scene that greeted their eyes.

	 

	I was almost 68 years old and since my retirement 8 years previously, I had been passing my time writing music, poetry, and stories. I had also put together a website that was going to revolutionize the music industry and make me very rich as well. Somehow, none of it worked out. The site went nowhere, the book I wrote and published on Amazon.com sold exactly one copy, no one came to the last open mic session that I was MC-ing and I wasn't getting much sex anymore. Also, when I finally got up the nerve and went to the Doctor for a Viagra prescription, I was told that I seemed to have some kind of heart condition and the Viagra was denied till further notice. Before my wife went to visit some friends in Florida, we also got into a stupid fight over pretty much nothing at all, which caused me to fall into a big depression. I covered that up well because she noticed nothing on the times we spoke on the phone. We both apologized and promised to make good when she got back, but it did not lessen my state of mind at all. So in my addled state of mind, hating everyone and everything, I decided to kill myself. If none of my creative endeavors made any kind of splash, I devised an inventive suicide method that I hoped will make some waves. My method could be called, suicide by masturbation. The only one that may have attempted that previously was an actor named David Carradine, but his death was eventually ruled 'accidental asphyxiation' and was attributed to his attempt to achieve maximal pleasure. I had previously hooked a PC to my living room TV and piped the sound through my surround sound system. Here is then what the women found:

	 

	I was sitting on the sofa wearing a T-shirt that had the inscription ‘Fuck the World’ in large white letters on a black background, and nothing else. I had managed to get some Viagra from one of my connections at the pub and having taken 3 of them I had a very, very large, and very rigid erection. My right hand was holding the base of my cock and though my eyes were wide open, my body could not see anything as I was dead. The Video compilation that I had put together consisted of various porn clips involving public humiliation, spanking, and torture of women and I guess what brought my neighbors to my living room, were the screams issuing from the speakers. A new clip showing three older guys spanking and fingering a middle-aged woman started playing. One of the guys had his cock inside her cunt, another guy had it in her mouth and the third one was alternately spanking her ass and sticking his index finger into it. The noises had subsided to a lower level, but as I was trying to figure out how embarrassed I was and should be, Libby went and touched the tip of my cock. I mean the tip of my dead body's cock.

	 

	“It's still warm,” she said and started taking her clothes off.

	 

	“What are you doing?” asked Betty.

	 

	“I always wanted to fuck him and it would be a pity to let this beautiful thing go into the ground without a proper farewell.”

	 

	“You're insane!” said Betty.

	 

	“Maybe, but you are going to be just as insane,” was the reply.

	 

	Libby had finished taking off her clothes and she stood there in my old living room naked and pretty as a flower. Those clothes that she always wore were hiding a somewhat chubby body with large, slightly saggy tits that were topped by pretty pink nipples. While Betty stood there not sure what to do, Libby started unbuttoning her jeans.

	“Stop, what the Hell are you doing?” asked Betty while trying to wriggle away unsuccessfully as her pants were down to her knees already. She tried to pull them back up, but Libby proved too strong and she dragged her to an edge of the sofa where she draped her expertly over her knee. 

	 

	“You are going to do what I tell you little bitch,” she said punctuating every word with a resounding slap on Betty's bottom.

	 

	“Stop that you crazy woman!”

	 

	It didn't deter Libby at all and she proceeded to pull up Betty's sheer panties. They rode up into the crack of her ass and between her pussy lips. It was all quite visible because Libby kept fondling those ass cheeks in between spankings and opening the legs to take a look at the view. Despite the weird setting, Betty was starting to enjoy the action. I finally understood why she kept coming around after the divorce, it was obvious that she was familiar with Libby's hand.

	 

	“OK, I will do as you say, just stop it,” she said.

	 

	Libby made Betty climb behind my body onto the back of the sofa and sit there with her legs wide open while she slowly removed my hand from my cock and straddled it. She was quite wet by this time so she started sliding up and down my cock with ease. I kept getting confused as to my proper identity, but in any case, this was something that I do not think I could have invented no matter how hard I tried. As it was, in my state of non-corporeality, I was feeling some weird things that I cannot explain at all. In any case, Libby kept at it and somehow she managed to move my head aside a bit and started licking Betty's cunt, sticking her tongue in now and then and moving it up to the clitoris where she would do a little swirl.

	 

	This went on for about five minutes when somehow, Betty decided that she would like some of that action and the Hell with the consequences, so they switched places. Now Betty was somewhere in her mid to late twenties but she looked a lot younger. Her titties were smaller but with almost no sag at all and her nipples were by now fully erect and looking like a pair of hard pencil erasers. She was quite turned on and definitely in a much better physical shape because her up and down dance was twice as fast. At some point, Libby got off the sofa and dragged Betty off and onto the floor. She got on top of her and started kissing her mouth while rubbing her tits over the other girl's. The pussies were making an interesting slapping noise while she moved up and down. I do not know at what point it had happened, but I realized that I was back in my mortal body again. The video was showing a chubby young woman dildoing herself and my erection was still there. So I got up and snuck up slowly to the two women on the floor. Betty had her eyes closed so she did not see me until I lay down on top of Libby and stuck my cock deep inside her cunt. She opened her eyes and they both started screaming.

	 

	“Be quiet you little fucking angels. You didn't mind fucking me when I was dead. I guess that CPR, or rather CCR must have worked, ‘cause I'm back.”

	 

	They stopped screaming and proceed to make those noises that women make when they get fucked properly. I alternated my cock between the cunts while feeling up the female flesh beneath me. I grabbed tits and ass and stuck my fingers into as many holes as were left free by my cock. Everybody was having a great time.

	 

	“CCR?” asked Libby “what does Credence have to do with this?”

	 

	“I meant Cunt Cock Resuscitation.”

	 

	They laughed at that. I remember that move very well because at the time, my cock was stuck inside Libby's asshole and her muscles kept contracting in rhythm with her laughter. It made me come almost as soon as that started and kept causing little ripples while I was ejaculating inside her.

	 

	We jumped into the shower and it was quite crowded in there but I didn't mind all the water that splashed on the floor. Betty said she had to pee and wanted to get out, but Libby said that after what we've just done, she should feel free to just pee in the shower which she did. I did not feel like getting dressed and I asked the girls to please indulge a newly born again and pretend that we were still in the Garden of Eden somehow. We sat around in the nude and I poured us some red wine.

	 

	“I don't know what to say, girls,” I started “I was quite unhappy earlier today and I certainly did something foolish, but I feel much better now and I hope we can keep this to ourselves at least until, and if ever, I mention it to my wife.”

	 

	They agreed that it would be best and also agreed to come and say hello again a few more times before my wife would return the week after. It was still quite early and my videos were still going on, so after a couple of glasses of wine, we found ourselves trying to imitate some of the scenes that were happening on the screen. Betty got to clip the clothespins to Libby's vagina and spread them open and Libby got to spank Betty’s pussy with a narrow spatula, while I also had the honor of spanking the girls’ tits. That last one got me pretty hard again so we had another little threesome fuck. They did have to leave eventually since it was getting dark and Libby's son was due back from work

	 

	-%-

	 

	My heart did not bother me anymore since then, but just to be safe I take a baby aspirin every day and I eat a lot of garlic. The one thing that I was left with from that incident (besides wonderful memories) was an ability to experience OOBE's (Out Of Body Experiences) at will. I have not yet told anyone about those, but after my wife returned, I would sometimes start fondling her in the middle of the day and we are having a lot more sex than ever before. In the beginning, she was taken by surprise, but eventually, she accepted that some kind of change had come over me and rejoiced in the consequences. It does not hurt that she is almost 30 years younger than me and perhaps she was sex-starved all along. I don't know, she's not saying but also not complaining. Someday, perhaps I will tell her that when I am inside her my mind is rambling and I that I might be witnessing the Arab fucking his wife's ass, the Indians practicing the Kama Sutra, the Chinese indulging in Fuck-Chi, the teenagers ass fucking (she did eventually let him) and of course Libby and Betty spanking, sucking and fingering each other's pussies. 

	 

	I have not worn the ‘Fuck the World’ T-shirt again since that day, but that motto is ingrained in my brain and though I have not had sex with anyone else since my wife has returned, I will soon try to introduce her to the joys of perversion and multiple partners (and by that, I have of course meant, multiple, familiar, female partners.) To sum up my amazing experiences I can only say that it only took one vagina to bring me into this world, but it took two of them to help me be born again. 

	***

	
Welcome to the Machine
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	This little twisted thing might eventually become a chapter from ‘Fa, Sol, La, Si Forever’ the second installment of my ‘Music, Sex & Industry trilogy. 

	D


	olores Earhardt Lefebvre is a very good-looking woman in her early 50's. She is also a very important cog in the Monsango corporate machinery. Being the VP in charge of the accounting department is what makes her so. 10 people are working under her, but she is the only one who knows the convoluted inner workings of that multi-national giant. Some deals are made in some third-world countries that are not even close to being legitimate, but they are very lucrative.  Some of the other deals made with Russia and/or China could most likely be considered treason by the US government. but they are quite secret. Even when not directly involved, the cash flow tells her everything.

	 

	At this moment she is entering a room that is devoid of furniture. In the middle of the room, there is a piece of equipment that looks like a cross between a barber/dentist chair and a gynecologist/chiropractor table. The convex wall opposite the door is made entirely of glass or some such transparent material and is overlooking an empty circular room. Dolores' eyes are blindfolded and there is a gag in her mouth. Her hands are cuffed behind her back and a muscular bare-chested black man wearing a mask is guiding her in by applying minuscule pressures to one of her elbows. 

	 

	Dolores and her new assistant/lover dabble in BDSM once in a while. They kept hearing about The Farm and on a whim, they decided to check it out. Dolores is dominant and her lover submissive but in the interview, they had verbally consented to submit to the house rules and ministrations. A safeword (melancholy) was agreed on. The two got trussed up and led to two different rooms. Before the session gets started, Sibylla walks into the room that Dolores is in and introduces herself.

	 

	“My name is Sibylla and this fine establishment is my business. It is very lucrative and it complements my belief in the power of pussy. I will spare you that lecture and will just summarize it by saying that traditionally, there seems to be a struggle between the light and the darkness. I don't see it in those exact terms but it might make it easier for you to understand what is going to happen. So I would say that perhaps unknowingly (though I doubt it) you are following the path of darkness. You happen to be in a position that if used correctly may help change the path that your evil bosses are following. So, the events that are going to take place have been designed with one goal in mind: to set you on the path of light and willy-nilly help us redirect or, if necessary, destroy the evil serpent that you are working for. After your session, I expect you to be pissed as Hell and plan all kinds of revenge against me. We will have another chat during which I will explain why you are not going to do anything like that. But for now, I will leave you in the capable and muscular hands of our chief torturer. Try to relax and enjoy it.”

	 

	Sibylla makes her way out and the man is removing Dolores’ blindfold just in time for her to observe a trap door in the floor of the room behind the glass sliding open. A contraption that looks like a clone of the one in her room is rising from the floor. A young Indian-looking man and her similarly handcuffed, gagged assistant are also rising on the same platform. The first chords of a Pink Floyd song are fading in slowly. David Gilmour sings ‘Welcome my son, welcome to the machine.’ The Indian picks up a remote control and pushes a button that causes the table part of the machine to rise to a perpendicular position. Through a simple maneuver that involves just a few steps, he un-cuffs the secretary's hands and deftly removes her blouse and brassiere while causing her hands to be captured by manacles that spring from the table's sides. The black man follows every move and the two women are similarly restrained on a vertical surface with their tits clearly visible. 

	 

	“You may have noticed,” says the black man “that the room your secretary is in is surrounded by mirrors. They are of course, transparent from the other side. 12 rooms are surrounding that one room. The other 11 have some spectators who have come to enjoy the show. In this one, you and I are putting on a private show for your sole benefit. All rooms are sound-proof but everyone gets to hear what transpires in the center room through our hi-fi PA. Also, whatever happens to your lovely assistant, will shortly thereafter happen to you, but the only one to hear you scream is going to be me.”

	 

	In the center room, the Indian is fondling the secretary's tits and squeezing her nipples. She is squirming and making muffled sounds. The scene gets repeated in the other room. 

	 

	“My name is Prakash and I am addicted to sex,” says the young Indian. 

	 

	“In addition to being somewhat scientifically minded, I guess it can be said that I am also seriously perverted.” 

	 

	He is slowly removing the secretary's pants, revealing a skimpy little pair of nylon bikini panties. The mound of Venus is clearly delineated and he starts fondling it slowly. The girl keeps moving her legs around trying to avoid his touches so he expertly manages to catch her ankles in another pair of restraints that pop out of the table.

	 

	“I have been blessed with some benevolent patrons who financed this unique machine the actions of which you are about to witness. Twelve video-cams are positioned in strategic places to ensure that no one misses any part of the action.”

	 

	In the other room and presumably the other 11 as well, 12 screens situated at the four corners of the glass wall light up and show various angles of the secretary's body. 

	 

	“As you have noticed the table surface can be tilted and angled in any convenient direction. For example, a 15-degree angle from the horizontal with the head lower than the feet would bring the crotch area to a very convenient elevation. The legs can then be bent while being pushed towards the body creating something of a gynecologist's tableau only better because of the angling. He manipulates the remote to create that exact position. The secretary's legs are bent at the knee and elevated as if in stirrups, showing a part of her nice voluptuous ass cheeks. Prakash removes a pair of scissors from the side of the machine and cuts through the sides of the thin panties. 

	 

	“Today's volunteer has not quite volunteered which makes everything a lot more exciting. In any case, I will try to keep her anonymity and when I do refer to her, I will just call her the secretary. So, without any further ado, ladies and gentlemen, I give you secretary pussy.”

	 

	Saying that he pulls the cut panties away to reveal a pink, freshly shaved pussy. He pulls the pussy lips apart with the fingers of his left hand and sticks four fingers of his right hand into the pussy, moving them in and out slowly. The response is quite involuntary but some lubricating fluid inevitably starts coating those fingers. Prakash lets go and addresses his invisible audience once again: 

	 

	“As I said before, I am addicted so I have developed a serious boner just demoing this stuff. I would love to fuck the secretary, but I have planned this for too long to consummate it this soon, so I will leave that for later. I would however enjoy a good cock-sucking. The thing is that being that she may not be exactly willing, I will have to explain to her that it is in her best interest to collaborate. The table will of course bring her orifices to whatever position I prefer, so let's go for a vertical with the mouth just about the height of my cock, and the pussy about the height of my mouth. On another occasion, I could quite easily bury my head between those legs, but right now I just need to make a point.”

	 

	A riding crop had appeared in his hand as if by magic and he laid a resounding smack upon the secretary's pussy lips. She made a loud muffled sound, whereupon he laid an even harder blow. 

	 

	“Will you suck my cock nicely and without biting?” he asked. 

	 

	The reply was of course quite muffled, so he addressed the secretary once more: 

	 

	“Sorry I guess I forgot the gag, by the way, there is only one word I want to hear and I hope you know the right one, so will you suck my cock properly and without biting?” saying that, he bent over and untied her gag.

	 

	“Yes,” she said, at which he stuck his cock in her mouth and started moving it in and out slowly.

	 

	In the other room, things had proceeded in about the same kind of sequence, except that when the black man removed Dolores's gag her answer was:

	 

	“No!”

	 

	“I was hoping you'd say that,” said the black man. 

	 

	Dolores's pussy had a nicely barbered fringe of blonde hair and perhaps that had muffled the two crop blows, or perhaps they were not hard enough. Whatever the case, the crop started coming down fast and strong until she began to cry out loudly and beg to suck the black cock.

	 

	The cock-sucking and face-fucking, augmented by pussy fingering and moderate clit slapping went on for a few minutes. Prakash then proceeded to put his cock back in his pants with the black man doing the same. 

	 

	“The other thing about the machine is that the table surface can recede and be absorbed into the frame leaving a lot more body area to be worked on. Turning the table just so gives us perfect access to those butt cheeks that so many of us love to spank to a nice pink blush.”

	 

	He maneuvered the frame in just such a way and started laying into those butt cheeks. A few minutes into it and the secretary started begging for him to stop but he continued a little longer. 

	 

	“These are quite conventional things that most of you could have improvised in your own homes. They were mostly for my enjoyment and let us just call them an appetizer, but there is a lot more.” 

	 

	He set the frame to vertical and pushing a button on the remote, caused a bar to extend about three feet and to the front descending to a height that placed it parallel to the secretary's tits. Two paddles were attached to the bar and at the push of another button, they started a slow spinning motion. At first, they were spinning in front of the secretary's tits but slowly they moved closer until they started slapping her nipples and then a bit of her tits. Prakash moved the controller causing them to slap harder, faster, or slower. The secretary was starting to feel the pain because her screams were becoming louder. Prakash stopped and caused the bar to move back to its place. He then rotated the machine showing that a similar bar with slightly larger paddles could do the same job on her ass. This went on for about 5 minutes, by which time her ass was nicely pinked and blushing. Prakash was having lots of fun and he bent over and started squeezing those cheeks eliciting more painful cries. The screens were showing a beautiful view of the secretary's pink pussy and wrinkled asshole. 

	 

	“As the more experienced S&M practitioners among us know, a satisfying situation is achieved when our subject starts confusing pain and pleasure to such a degree that either of the two will eventually cause them a majestic orgasm. A mutual one is of course desired and I will certainly get to my own in time. Let's get to some of the technologically more advanced features.”

	 

	The push of a button on the remote materialized two very thin flesh-colored snake-like appendages between the secretary's legs. 

	“An awareness of what is going to happen will add to the subject's anxiety, so let's turn on the overhead displays.”

	 

	The table turned to horizontal with the secretary facing upwards and watching her cunt and asshole displayed on the ceiling. The snakes’ menacing motions made her start whimpering.

	 

	“Oh, there is more,” said Prakash and sent some suction cups that attached themselves to her butt cheeks and pussy lips respectively. The displays showed the cups pulling her cheeks and lips respectively to fully reveal the expecting orifices.

	 

	 “Please don't do that” she cried. 

	 

	‘'You don't even know what I am going to do, so relax, you will enjoy this part. I was always fascinated by women peeing so I figured out where that comes from and how to make that fountain play.”

	 

	With that, one of the snakes started spraying a thin stream of water onto the secretary's urethral orifice. It only took a few seconds before the orifice enlarged and started pouring out a stream of light yellow fluid. A previously unnoticed pan caught the pee before it hit the floor. 

	 

	“In case anyone is wondering, motion is achieved utilizing the latest servo-technology. The snakes are equipped with fiber optic cameras and are controlled by an orifice recognition algorithm that I wrote. That enables them to perform tasks like this one as well as many others. For example, I can switch from water to oil and grease up those awaiting orifices, preparing them for any kind of insertion.”

	 

	With a fast sinuous motion, the snakes inserted their heads into the vagina and anus of the secretary. They emerged shortly thereafter, pouring a thin stream of oil around said orifices. 

	 

	“The machine sports a variety of dildoes, beads, eggs, and similar cunt stimulators.”

	 

	As he spoke, the variety of devices started entering and buggering the secretary's orifices. The sounds she started making went from surprised to aroused and from upset to excited. The servos coupled with the well-written algorithms were doing an excellent job. It was especially noticeable in the bead insertion task. There were ten beads on a string in total and they all found their way into the exposed anus. The oiling had worked quite well because the beads encountered no opposition. Being pulled out one by one slowly, while a vibrating egg was lodged inside the vagina, actually caused the secretary, her first orgasm. It was a beautiful thing to see, but Prakash was not happy. 

	 

	“I expected the first orgasm to come a little bit later, so punishment is now on board.”

	 

	 Two small paddles appeared facing the wide-open anus and vagina. At the same time, two clamps attached themselves to the secretary's nipples.

	 

	“What are you going to do?” she asked. 

	 

	“Just watch.”

	 

	The push of a button caused a paddle to lay a hard smack directly onto her anus. 

	 

	“Oooooowwww!” she cried “please stop.”

	 

	He did not listen causing the second paddle to lay another hard blow onto her clitoris. 

	 

	“Ayyyy-yayy-ayyy” she cried. 

	 

	“Good start,” said Prakash “but let me show you the electrical properties of my machine.” 

	 

	He moved the remote closer to a video cam displaying a rotating knob below a digital display. He twisted that knob showing a number 2 on the display. The secretary started writhing on the table making a keening sound. He twisted the knob some more. The display went to four and the keening turned into screaming. He pushed another button and the paddles started moving, alternating hits on the clitoris with hits on the anus. The whole scenario was producing a strange kind of music with the alternating slaps serving as percussion and the secretary's screaming, keening sounds as the melody. This went on for something like 30-45 seconds, after which everything stopped. Prakash went over to the woman's head and started stroking her face and forehead gently. 

	 

	“I, enjoyed this, thank you. You have a beautiful pussy and a fabulous-looking asshole. I just want to demonstrate a few more features before I fuck you and come all over your tits and belly.”

	 

	In the other room, things were proceeding more or less the same way. The black guy did stroke Dolores’s face but he did not say anything to her. Hearing what Prakash said, Dolores asked her torturer. 

	 

	“You're not going to do that to me, are you?”

	 

	“'Actually, that is what I get paid for. I will have to do it.”

	 

	“But I am a lesbian,” she said. 

	 

	“Which is why I will enjoy this even more”

	 

	“I have a lot of money, name a price,” she said. 

	 

	“The price of admission is your holes,” he replied. 

	 

	“So,” said Prakash, while producing the two snakes again “these are my favorite parts of the machine. As I was saying, they are equipped with orifice recognition video cams. They are also hydraulically controlled. What that means is that I can make them strike the available orifices,” which the snakes do “and insert themselves. I can then cause them to inflate or deflate at my command, creating a new kind of internal motion that expands and contracts the walls of the target orifice, generating new sensations. To wrap it all up, I will demonstrate a different kind of intercourse.” 

	 

	Adjusting the machine's inclination and orientation brings our subjects to a position that raises and positions their knees and legs to afford easy access to their posteriors. The anal snake retreats and Prakash raises the table to a vertical position. He takes off his pants and sits down on a chair that had risen from the floor. 
 

	Maneuvering the table part of the machine carefully he causes it to bring the secretary's asshole to his erect cock. A careful movement of the joystick located on the remote, causes the table to move the anus downwards and impale itself on the presented cock.

	 

	“With the joystick, I can move my fuck bunny up and down. The vaginal snake can move in and out, inflate or deflate, whichever actions make my cock happier. To add a bit of interactive spice, I will turn the electric delivery knob up and down. The intermittent electric shocks cause an involuntary contraction of the anal sphincter. That and the coordinated motions, as well as the snaking action, can have only one result!”

	 

	 Prakash stops his narration and it is obvious that he is experiencing a major sexual revelation. The secretary appears to be experiencing multiple orgasms. 

	 

	In the other room, involuntarily and quite confused by the outcome, Dolores has a major screaming orgasm as well, causing her black and still masked torturer, to release a landmark ejaculating torrent that pushes its way forcefully up her anal canal. 

	 

	“Thanks,” he says “perhaps we shall meet again,” and he gets up, wipes himself off, and leaves the room.

	 

	In the main showroom, the lights are dimming very slowly. Prakash, sitting on his chair with his cock still inside the secretary’s asshole and the machine with its occupant, are sinking slowly into the floor. Judging from the return business of the lucky occupants of the other 11 rooms, the show has been a major success.

	 

	-%-

	 

	Sibylla enters Dolores's room. 

	 

	“I want you to consider your actions before you make any rash decisions,” she says to Dolores. 

	 

	“In about two minutes, I am going to unlock your restraints and direct you to a luxurious bathroom where you may wash all of this away. I will provide you with suitable attire as well as the company of your secretary/lover. After that, you are free to get into your car and leave, but that will be a mistake. I think we should talk before you do that. By the way, I enjoyed the show.” 

	 

	Saying that she approaches Dolores and caresses her left nipple fondly. She picks up the remote and after raising the table to a vertical position, she pushes a button that unlocks the restraints. Dolores is a bit wobbly, so Si grabs one of her elbows and guides her out. 

	 

	Dolores and her secretary enjoy a very long bath as well as a very tender consoling session without actually bringing up the previous couple of hours’ events. All cleaned up and dressed, the two of them are sitting in the bar lounge having a drink. At first, Cindy is quite upset and trying hard to convince Dolores that they need to escape. Dolores reminds her of who the boss is as well as who has a car that could take them away. After a couple of Cosmopolitans, Cindy calms down resigning herself to whatever might come. Dolores, sipping a fabulous, rare, 20-year-old, Glenkinchie single malt is trying to mentally unravel what is going on. The Farm has a solid reputation that had not prepared her for the events that had just occurred. 

	 

	Sibylla walks in, sits down, and signals the bartender to bring her the same drink Dolores has. 

	 

	“What exactly do you want?” asks Dolores “if it's money, you should know most of mine is tied and not instantly available.”

	 

	“No my dear, I made a lot of money from the spectators who were lucky enough to witness your secretary's ordeal. Which by the way was very enjoyable. I guess you have not told her that the same things have happened to you. Your show was private and for my eyes only. Besides your black, beautiful torturer, you and I are the only ones privy to that spectacle. Well, yes we had different perspectives but I enjoyed watching just as much as you and my black torturer have enjoyed participating. I also received 10 orders for the machine and I have accepted a total of one million dollars in advance. So, no, money is not the object. To dispense with the more trivial aspect of our transaction, Cindy, I would like to pay $100,000 for your silence.”

	 

	“Do you mean, that you will give me that money if I keep quiet about today?” asked Cindy.

	 

	“That is exactly what I mean.”

	 

	“Done,” replies the secretary. 

	 

	“So, back to you Dolores. Here's how this will play out. I have a video of your consent to the session, as well as a complete recording of your pussy shattering participation. As I said when I first talked to you, what I want is your complete co-operation. I intend to re-direct the efforts of Monsango and eventually have them working for the light faction. Together we can change the direction that the world is moving in. I urge you to go home and think about my proposition. I would much prefer to have you as an ally rather than as a flunky with a sword hanging over their neck. BTW I will also mail you a decent copy of your session as well as Cindy's. I think you may enjoy masturbating to that once in a while, so long.”

	 

	Saying that Sibylla finished her drink, signaled the bartender to refresh the two other women’s drinks got up, and left. The bartender brought over a fresh round as well as an envelope for Cindy. Cindy got up and tried to leave, but Dolores grabbed her elbow, made her sit down, and finish her drink, after which, they both got up, went out to their car, and drove off.

	***

	 


Afterword

	 

	Sex has a place of honor in my imaginary world. I had a few stories that were quite sex-oriented. Additionally, after reading a few of my raunchier poems at some open mic events, I got a certain reputation in my local circles. I have slowly expanded the collection of sexually powered shorts to the point that it seemed like I could put together a little collection. So I decided to write a few more and fill in the gaps with new and exciting situations. My only concern is about the flak that I will eventually encounter. I can ignore most of that. I think the one person that will be most difficult to ignore is my youngest daughter.  To her I just have to say:

	 

	“Remember the time, when you were 13, and you walked into my bedroom without knocking? The Mrs. and I were practicing some moves and you ran out pronto. Later you said that you thought people should stop having sex at 25 or so. I guess you didn’t unless your youngest was some kind of miraculous conception. So, guess what – I ain’t even close to being done yet!”

	 

	Some of these stories are chapters from Fa, Sol, La, Si Forever by Ernest Samuel Llime. Some other stories also occur in the same locale. 

	***
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