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DEDICATION

	 

	 

	To all my lovers, the real ones as well as the ones that exist only in my imagination.
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INTRODUCTION

	 

	Some other erotic stories belong to future collections, but this is the last volume of erotica that I intend to write. I will eventually collect everything into one volume, but again, that is a future project. I was also going to say some witty and intellectual-sounding things, but in reading those over I find that they are unnecessary. Thus I will let the stories (and poems) speak for themselves. Enjoy!

	***

	
Lavinia – After 13 Years

	Marvin Ender

	 

	My sex life got started at a very early age. Without going into a lot of detail, let me just say that it was long before the age that some may consider appropriate. I cannot claim to have been molested because the girl that had first introduced me to her pussy was way under age even though she was a bit older than me. So, no I do not have any kind of pedophiliac desires, but I do not have any problems writing about younger people having sex. The official age line is a ridiculous construction anyway. There is no way that an artificial age line can be imposed on young people’s desires. Everyone matures at their own rate.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	[image: 13c]

	 

	This morning, out of the blue, Lavinia called and asked if I would like to have dinner with her. I accepted the invitation without any hesitation. Thirteen years earlier, I did something to her that I was not too proud of. I often wondered how she felt about that. She had moved into town during the summer vacation and was assigned to the same class I was in. I was fifteen going on sixteen at the time so we were in eighth grade. I found out later that Lavinia had skipped two grades so she was only about fourteen at the time. I lusted after her from day one. She was somewhat on the large size, with seriously dreamy tits and a beautiful apple-shaped bottom. Her hair was the color of ripe corn and her skin was a light pink pastel. There was no doubt that I was cutting an imposing figure for an eighth-grader. I was the largest boy in school and the captain of the football team. Actually, I was even larger than any of the teachers and coaches. I approached her on that very first day at her locker and introduced myself. I looked down into her big brown eyes and I remember thinking that they reminded me of a doe I once saw at the petting zoo. They looked warm, friendly, innocent, and docile. It was a very warm day, so I could almost see the rise of her breasts at the top of her blouse. Later on that day, I decided that with those huge udders she was more like a cow than a deer. I still get a large erection just thinking about her. I did have sex before that, but there was something about Lavinia that made her more desirable than any other girl. 

	 

	-%-

	 

	The next day was Friday and I took her to a movie. She let me do anything I wished, to her, without complaint or resistance. She was quite passive and when I kissed her later on, she kept looking at me with that innocent look. She did not object even when I unbuttoned her blouse and released those giant tits from their cage. I could fondle and kiss them as much as I wanted. 

	 

	It was not long before an opportunity arose when my parents went away for the weekend. I brought her home and in a very short while, I took her virginity. There were many other opportunities, and on one of them, I made her get on the bed in an all-fours position and pretended to milk her tits. From then on, I kept thinking of her as Bovinia.

	 

	 

	The sex went on for the rest of the year. The last Friday of the school year coincided with the birthday of my best friends; Frankie and Johnny were identical twins and the wide receivers on our team. I had found out a few days previously, that they were both still virgins and I had decided to help them with that problem. Since it was their sixteenth birthday, their parents threw a big party for them, but it all ended at about nine o'clock, at which time the three of us went to my surprise for them. Lavinia had told her parents that she was going to a year-end sleepover, but of course, she came to my house. My parents were away for the weekend again, so we had the place to ourselves. For my sixteenth birthday, just a month previously, my parents had gifted me with a state-of-the-art Cannon digital camera. It allowed me to keep pretty detailed documentation of that entire night. 

	 

	-%-

	 

	So here I was, thirteen years later, examining the evidence of my most shameful, but also most glorious memory. The first couple of pages have photos of Lavinia in various positions. Body length, full face, left profile, right profile, and so on. On the next couple of pages, she is unbuttoning her blouse, taking it off, and removing her bra. There are a few pages of Frankie and Johnny kissing her nipples and her mouth. Also, some with their hands squeezing and fondling those beautiful orbs. They are followed by some of Lavinia taking off her panties and sitting on the sofa with her legs in varying degrees of openness. I was the director of the shenanigans. The pictures were slowly zooming in on her vagina and there were some where she was touching herself down there. After those, there were a few with Frankie and Johnny taking turns touching and kissing her between the legs. It was still funny to see how red the twins’ faces were getting. They were of course very turned on, but they still thought that these were taboo actions. It had taken me a while to convince them to do what they were doing. Some other pictures had Lavinia and the twins posed in various positions. Of course, there were some obvious ones. Like where she was holding their erect penises, one in each hand; or having each of them in her mouth, and eventually, in her pussy. I insisted that there would be no bareback riding. I was not stupid enough to chance to get her pregnant. Some of my favorite poses were of Lavinia on all fours and Frankie and Johnny pretending to milk her tits, one on each side. In another one, they were lying on their backs and she was on all fours again suckling them like they were Romulus and Remus. My all-time favorite was at the end of the series. I had on those chaps that I had worn as John Wayne on the previous Halloween and I was riding Lavinia, doggy style, with my cock deep inside her cunt, while waving my ten-gallon hat in the air.

	 

	-%-

	 

	I closed the album and placed it back in the drawer. It was strange how Lavinia had seemed so complacent in all the pictures. Over the years I had wondered if she had enjoyed herself at all, even though I remembered how wet she would get every time we had sex. We never talked about it but I think she had some quiet orgasms. In light of all the sex scandals that hit the papers now and then, I also kept asking myself where I would fit if it came to that. Was I a molester, a date rapist, or something equally vile? Hopefully, none of the above, after all, I was also still underage as well. Anyway, it was only a few days later that she moved out of town with her family. I had thought about her a thousand times since and had wanted to look her up and try to get in touch, but never had the nerve. And here it was, I was going to meet her in a very short time and I had no idea what I could say to her, but there was no way that I could stay away. The location that she wanted to meet at was a very exclusive ‘Members Only’ cigar club. Made me wonder how that was happening, so for the first time I googled her name. Turns out she had just become the youngest CEO of a Fortune 500 company. How did I ever miss that bit of news?

	 

	-%-

	 

	The Grand Havana Club is located in the penthouse of the 666 Fifth Avenue building. I was there a long time ago with my parents when it used to be a restaurant called "The Top of the Sixes." I was probably about ten or eleven at the time and what I remember most about it was their men's room. It was facing south and while standing in front of the urinal, you had a beautiful view of Fifth Avenue, The Empire State Building, and the rest of South Manhattan. It was amazing and I felt like I was pissing on the entire city. Anyway as I said, the place was now a private club. I got out of the elevator, gave my name to the maître d' and he walked me over to a table by a huge window facing South again. Lavinia was already there sipping a cosmopolitan. I leaned over and we kissed on the cheeks. The maître d' pulled the chair out for me and I sat down. There was already a drink in front of me.

	 

	"I got you a drink. Hope you like it."

	 

	I took a sip, it was indescribable.

	 

	"Wow, what is this?"

	 

	"Louis XIII cognac."

	 

	I took another sip and felt a surge of courage run through my veins.

	 

	"It is amazing! I had no idea how this is going to play out, but based on this first impression, it looks like history in the making."

	 

	"Don't get too excited yet" she answered. 

	 

	Thirteen years have passed. I often thought about how she may have turned out. She was even more beautiful than I remembered. I gazed into her eyes and though there was a familiar person in there, there was also someone very different.

	 

	"Many times, when I think of you, I think of how much damage I may have inflicted upon you with my childish sexual domination. I have wanted to reach out and beg forgiveness, so many times."

	 

	"Well, here we are. Do go on."

	 

	"Please forgive me. In retrospect, I need to say that I have done to myself at least as much as I have done to you." 

	 

	"Keep talking."

	 

	"I've had many lovers over the years. None of them has managed to erase your memory. When I am inside anyone else, I think of you, especially at the culmination. I have even said your name a few times, which didn't work very well."

	 

	"Interesting."

	 

	"I hope you will give me a chance to repair whatever damage I may have done to you. I am not sure how, but I am open to suggestions."

	 

	"It's not as bad as you might think. Being your slut at such a young age has made me think about the world in more unconventional ways. So it may also be partly thanks to you that I have become this leading businesswoman. As brilliant as everyone thinks I am, I couldn't have done it without the help of my well-trained pussy."

	 

	"That is good to hear. I look at your pussy at least once a day. The pictures that we took on that day, you know, are in an album that I keep in my night table."

	 

	"I heard about Frankie and Johnny. Why did they even join the Marines?"

	 

	"It's a family thing with them. Besides Frankie in Afghanistan and Johnny in Iraq, they have lost other members in previous wars. Three other brothers are also in the Marines. It makes it more difficult when I look through that album. Mainly because I get too excited looking at your pictures. Many times I look at that last picture where I am riding you like I am John Wayne and I cannot help but masturbate."

	 

	"You'll have to show me that later. You owe me at least that much."

	 

	I guess she had slipped off her shoes because while talking I could feel one of her feet slowly massaging my crotch under the table.

	 

	"I have had many lovers myself," she continued "none of them as impressive as you were. I thought it was just because you were my first, which is why I wanted to see you again. You do look great and if you want to atone for some things, you'll have to be my John Wayne again. I want to say some things that I couldn't when I was younger." 

	 

	"Like what?"

	 

	"First thing that comes to mind is: Ride me, cowboy! I'm getting a bit wet at the thought of it."

	 

	"Could you, please take your foot out of my crotch. As you probably noticed it's getting me quite excited and I do not wish to stain my pants."

	 

	She stood up at that.

	 

	"Follow me," she said.

	 

	It was a good thing that I was wearing a blazer. I buttoned it up and it hid the monster erection. I followed her to the restrooms and she pulled me into the first one. It was huge and apparently, used for all kinds of functions because there was a comfy sofa onto which she pushed me. She released my cock from its uncomfortable confines and hopped right on top of it. She was not wearing any panties. Later, it occurred to me that it was quite opportune. She must have had it all planned out. It was sweet and very short. We both came quite copiously. I realized that she had obviously changed when her orgasm was accompanied but loud noises. We washed up and I inquired about the other members.

	 

	"Not to worry, the restrooms are quite soundproof."

	 

	A waiter showed up to take our order as soon as we sat back at our table.

	 

	"I didn't get a chance to read the menu," I said.

	 

	"That's O.K., I'll order for you," said Lavinia.

	 

	-%-

	 

	I think we had some soup, maybe a salad, and a very tasty entree that I didn't bother to ask about. We had coffee and a very airy kind of pastry. I had another Louis XIII and Lavinia had a glass of port. The waiter brought us some medium-sized cigars. I was somewhat surprised when Lavinia started puffing on hers.

	 

	"You look shocked. What do you think others see when they see me sucking on a big fat cigar?"

	 

	"I guess the same things that are going through my mind right now."

	 

	We cabbed it back to my place in Williamsburg and we started ripping our clothes off even before the door was fully closed. What followed was a night that I will never forget. We didn't sleep at all, just took short toilet and hydration breaks in between a night full of sexual gaming. As dawn was breaking, Lavinia mumbled:

	 

	"Yeah, I guess I was right thinking that you broke me for anyone else. The only way that we can fix this, is by marrying me."

	 

	"Yes," was the only thing that I could think of saying before I fell into a day-long comatose sleep.

	***
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	Mazda/Pizda

	Portia Johnson

	 

	I did not intend for this to be an anthology, but Portia (I like her new pen name) kind of forced my hand. The story is not bad at all and it is obvious that she has been reading some of my other stuff. She wrote the kind of story that I could have written. It is written from a masculine point of view and should have been obvious that she had ulterior motives. 

	



	

Against my better judgment, I had finally accepted Julia's invite for a cup of tea. She had been pestering me for quite a while now and I thought that we should just get this over and be done with it. Julia was a thirty-something air-headed blonde and one of a circle of friends that I used to hang out with once in a while. She had always struck me as superficial and shallow, pretty much a book-perfect example of a dumb blonde. So here I was, sitting on her veranda waiting for the tea. She finally walked in with a steaming teapot and poured two cups of it. There was brown sugar, honey, and milk, but I opted to drink it neat. It had an interesting flavor that I could not quite place, unfamiliar but not unpleasant.

	 

	"I cannot quite place the flavor," I said, "but then I'm not much of a tea drinker."

	 

	"It's herbal" she replied while adding a bit of milk to hers "verbena, dandelion, nasturtium, and some other stuff. Do you like it?"

	 

	"Surprisingly, yes."

	 

	We sipped in silence eyeing each other. I had to admit that she was quite good-looking. A little bit bubbly as some might say but then again. I approve very much of that kind of figure.

	 

	"I heard that you are putting together an anthology of erotic stories and I would very much like you to publish one of mine."

	 

	It was not a secret that I was the editor-in-chief of an up-and-coming publishing house. At least that is how I wanted to think about it, but the truth was that Llime Works Press was pretty much all me. I had coerced a few friends to write reviews of my books and I even had a promise from Nikolai that when he finishes his book, he will let me publish it. That promise was, however, more than a year old and by now I had little hope that it will ever be kept. Besides, he had let me read the first chapter and though I thought it was very good, I was not sure that I should branch out into the young adult book market.

	 

	"You should know that as of now, the only stories I have are my own. No one else has come forward yet."

	 

	"Well then, I will be the first one," she said pulling a bunch of handwritten pages from underneath her chair "this one is called Mazda/Pizda."

	 

	I reached out and she pulled the papers back saying:

	 

	"I think it will work much better if I read it to you." She pulled out a pair of thin mother-of-pearl encrusted reading glasses from one of her pockets and started to read.

	 

	-%-

	 

	Fondling the sheaf of papers sitting in her lap, Ethel looked questioningly at Lucy. 

	 

	“Just read it” was the answer.

	 

	The first page had just a title on it:

	 

	Mazda/Pizda

	by 

	Julia Andersen

	 

	Ethel knew that the Mazda was a car, but the second word was unknown to her. She figured that it might be explained in the story, so she placed the title page at the bottom of the pile and started reading.

	 

	-%-

	 

	Back in the days when the Japanese auto industry was just getting started, there were many far-reaching marketing ideas. One of the more bizarre ones belonged to a young trailblazer named Yoshido Yishimoto. Yoshido had an engineering degree and he was overseeing the construction of one of Subaru's first assembly lines. As a part of his post-graduate studies, he had spent six months in the Soviet Union and he couldn't help but notice the state of their car industry. The Chaika was their most popular car and it tended to fall apart if you looked at it crossways, so to speak. He thought that cracking that market would be a piece of cake and much easier than tackling the western car manufacturers. While in the Soviet Union he had picked up a smattering of Russian and he noticed that the Russians were very fond of cursing. One of the most popular and over-used words in the Russian language, it seemed to him, was Pizda.

	 

	-%-

	 

	Julia took a sip of her tea while re-crossing her legs. I couldn't tell if it was a deliberate attempt to inflame me, but it was a slow process, during which she exposed a lot of her lily-white thighs. 

	 

	-%-

	 

	Now, Pizda in Russian means cunt and it was used in very precise terms like: 'Fuck your mother's cunt!’ 'Shove this up your cunt!' 'Show me your cunt you little bitch!’ and so on.

	 

	-%-

	 

	Julia re-crossed her legs one more time and this time it was certain that she was playing me. I thought I could see all the way up and between her legs except that this time it was somewhat faster and I couldn't be sure if what I glimpsed were some pink panties, or perhaps a shot of cunt to go with the story.

	 

	"What do you think?" she asked smiling and looking at me over the tops of her glasses. She took another sip of her tea and so did I."

	 

	"I have to admit that I'd love to see where this is leading."

	 

	Without another unnecessary word, she lowered her eyes to the manuscript and continued reading.

	 

	-%-

	 

	Ethel stopped reading and took a sip of tea:

	 

	"This is a strange but also kind of funny story," she said, "where did you get it?"

	 

	"I found it in one of my husband's desk drawers. He had been acting kind of weird lately and I was trying to figure out why," said Lucy.

	 

	"Did you?"

	 

	"Just keep reading."

	 

	-%-

	 

	Using his own money, Yoshida hired the services of a designer and after a few tries they came up with a design that looked like a stylized pair of spread legs. The knees were far apart and slightly raised and the feet were resting on the same plane as the middle of the design. The middle was of course representing that pizda and though an actual one was not visible, the entire emblem was colored pink which seemed quite significant.  Excited and pleased with his achievement, Yoshida secured an appointment with the Subaru board of directors and presented the idea to them, unveiling the emblem as his ‘piece de resistance’ as they say. The directors were somewhat intrigued by the concept, even though he had not mentioned the meaning of the word pizda to them. It did of course come to light eventually and the whole idea was nixed. To the Japanese the cunt appears to be quite taboo and up to this day, if you watch Japanese porn the cunt is fuzzed out somehow so that even though you can tell that things are being stuck into it, there is no view of the action. I guess a view of a real Japanese cunt must be quite priceless, even though they are quite frankly depicted in Shunga paintings. But anyway, the Pizda car was shelved indefinitely and Yoshida eventually got recruited by an Italian car company where his inventiveness was properly rewarded. Some years later Mazda opened its first facility and pretty soon those cars with the spread legs emblem started roaming the highways. Nobody admitted to stealing Yoshida's daring idea and emblem, but there it is.

	 

	-%-
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	"There's no author," noticed Ethel "who do you think wrote this?"

	 

	" I believe it was my husband" replied Lucy.

	 

	"So, what about your husband? How does this connect with his weird behavior?"

	 

	"Yeah, well at first he started calling the Mazda, Pizda, whenever we'd see one on the road. He then started going on longer and longer drives which is what got me worried. I thought he was seeing someone else, so I started following him. He was so busy looking for Mazdas that he never noticed me. He kept following them randomly until he happened upon a sporty little red number driven by a good-looking blonde. I mean she was a bit on the chubby side, but she had that kind of Marylyn Monroe appeal that a lot of men fall for. He started following her consistently and I thought that he will eventually approach her and attempt to sleep with her, but he only really cared about her car. One day he was parked right behind the little red Mazda and I was observing him through my binoculars from the other side of the street and perhaps fifty feet further up. He was sitting behind the wheel and making some kind of rhythmic movements. His face was getting quite flushed like it does when we are having sex, so I was sure that he was masturbating. At some point, the street was deserted, so he got out of the car, walked over to the Mazda, and started fondling that rear emblem. His pants were bulging in the front quite seriously and it didn't take long before a large stain started seeping through. He got back into his car and drove away at once. 

	 

	I was still thinking that he will approach her for sure now so I followed him one last time. The blonde came out wearing a ‘fuck-me-now’ itsy-bitsy-teeny-weeny yellow polka dot bikini looking like an extra from 'Beach Blanket Bingo.' Oh, I never thought about that movie in these terms. Anyway, she got in and drove, to the beach obviously, and he drove right after her. I followed him and it was obvious that he was masturbating again."

	 

	"So, what did you do?" asked Ethel "did you confront him with the evidence?"

	 

	"At first I thought that I should, but the whole scenario appeared to make him a more ardent and attentive lover. You know how so many guys seem to be in love with their cars, so I figured, what the heck, it's only a car"

	-%-

	 

	Julia laid the manuscript on the table and took a last sip from her teacup. I had to admit to myself that the story had some merit in that it had gotten me quite aroused. My thoughts were getting fuzzy and Julia's skirt had been climbing upwards during all of this time. This time when she re-crossed her legs it appeared to be in slo-mo and I finally got a good clear look between her legs. She was definitely not wearing any panties.

	 

	I tried to take a sip of tea but my cup was empty. I swallowed anyway as my mouth was salivating.

	 

	"Is this all there is?" I asked.

	 

	"It's all I have so far, but I have an idea that I was going to run by you."

	 

	"O.K. let's hear it.

	 

	"Well, for that to work, I have to show you something, follow me."

	 

	She got up and I followed thinking that I couldn't understand why I had never made a pass at her. I was also hoping that she was making a pass at me and not just trying to get me interested in her story. We went downstairs and through a door that led us into the back of her garage. 

	 

	"One day, the wife gets him into the garage and has him sit behind the wheel. It is kind of dark and he does not notice that her Subaru has been replaced by a smaller car. 'I followed you a few times' she says 'I know all about your Mazda/Pizda. Turn on your headlights.' He does that, displaying the beautiful red Mazda convertible that she had rented for the occasion."

	 

	While saying this, Julia guided me gently into the driver's seat of her car. 

	 

	"Turn on your headlights Ernie." I did and there in real 3D was an honest-to-life red convertible Mazda. "Humor me, Ernie, be my husband for the rest of the story and I will be Lucy."

	 

	"I don't know what to say," I said.

	 

	"Yeah, that's what he would say," she says "do not say anything, just open your fly, take out your cock and let me see how excited that pizda emblem gets you."

	 

	My cock is quite shy sometimes, but this was not one of those occasions. It was pressing its head painfully against my fly, so I let it out.

	 

	"That's it!" said Julia reaching in through the window. She took my hand and made it close around my cock. Placing her hand over mine, she started moving it up and down. "I can see that the Mazda/Pizda is a success, even if for just one encounter. Now watch this!"

	 

	She took her hand off my cock and went to sit down on the trunk of the Mazda where she proceeded to spread her legs with the knees up in a really good imitation of the Mazda emblem. Except that her emblem was complete with a moist-looking cunt that was peering out from between some strategically placed pubic hairs. She looked amazing! I hadn’t even noticed when she had managed to take off her clothes.

	[image: mazda-pizda-5b]

	 

	"How do you like it now honey? Does this work? Cause if it does, you need to come out of that car, drop your pants and give your Mazda/Pizda a much-deserved fuck."

	 

	I didn't hesitate. I mean the stage was set, the cunt was wet and my cock was ready for the job. It slid in with a minimal shove and started moving in and out without any conscious thought on my part. I came a bit too quickly perhaps, but she was not put off by it.

	 

	"Don't worry, you'll make it up to me later."

	 

	I was not sure how I felt about it but thought that I would deal with that later on as well. She grabbed me by the hand and started walking, making me stumble and nearly fall. She must have forgotten that my pants were down by my ankles, but now she just made me step out of them. She shifted her grip from my hand to my cock saying:

	 

	"Once I get a hold of a cock, it takes a while until I let go of it."

	 

	She stripped the rest of my clothes off after which we stepped into her shower. She washed me off gently and made sure that I did the same to her and  I ended up in her bed with her mouth wrapped around my cock. We fucked and played sex games for the rest of that afternoon and evening before we fell asleep spooning. 

	 

	I woke up in the morning when her hand started massaging my cock.

	 

	"Morning lover, how do you feel?"

	 

	"Amazingly, quite rested, what the Hell was in that tea?"

	 

	"Oh, I may have forgotten to mention the mushrooms" she answered while her hand moved up and down my shaft "what about my story?"

	 

	"I will publish it, though it needs some polishing. One other thing, I do not think you should use your real name."

	 

	"I know, I was thinking something Johnson, you know like a cock. Maybe like Mazda Johnson."

	 

	"No, that will tie you to one story too much. But a car might be just right. How about Porsche Johnson? But maybe we should spell it, Portia Johnson. What do you think?" I asked as I mounted her and stuck my cock into her cunt.

	 

	"Yes, do me right now! But in the future, I will demand more foreplay."

	***

	 

	
The Parrot, The Virginal Teacher, and That Witchy-Bitchy Joanne

	Louella Fleur de Paradis Greene 

	 

	Here's what Louella had to say about this story:

	 

	My sister's husband had a stroke a few years ago. He recovered to a certain extent but not totally. One of his hands has lost most of its functionality and his speech center got seriously scrambled. He seems to understand when you speak to him, but sometimes when he tries to say something it does not come out. He would make a little noise and we would wait for him to continue, but most of the time it just wouldn't come out right. I could almost see the wheels turning inside his head and eventually, he would come out with a word like:

	 

	"Eleven."

	 

	He would then keep straining his brain to try and come out with the rest of it, but then,y he would just give up. I have always been curious about the rest of his body and I wanted to ask my sister about it, but I just didn't dare. My sister is about ten years older than me and I guess they had a normal sex life before his stroke. After all, there are four children. Once in a while, I notice her looking at him with a look that is tender and unmistakably full of love. At fifty, she is still very good-looking with her long black hair and beautiful facial features. I picture her waking up some mornings and reaching between her husband's legs to find that his morning erection is still happening. She plays with herself a bit before straddling it and riding it up and down. Her tits are quite large and somewhat saggy, but they move up and down mesmerizing his innocent gaze. I feel a bit embarrassed at my thoughts and I am not sure I should have put this down here, but it is pretty much what inspired me to write this story. That and Larry, my friend Lora's parrot.

	



	

It is my first morning in Josie's teeny-tiny apartment.  The previous evening, that bitchy-witch Joanne had presented me to Josie.

	 

	"I see how sad you are nowadays" she had said “and when I saw this beautiful thing in the pet shop, I just had to buy him for you. I thought that you could use some company to get you out of your blues. I mean, his name is Stanley just like the one that has been missing all this time. Everyone knew that you had a crush on him and we all saw how devastated you were when he did not show up at the beginning of this school year."

	 

	Josie seemed pleasantly surprised as she examined me. Joanne had left me my piercing blue eyes and it was very likely the first thing that Josie noticed. 

	 

	"It is a very beautiful bird," she said, "must have been expensive."

	 

	"Don't worry about that" replied Joanne "I do not have that much that I care to spend money on, so my savings are quite considerable."

	 

	"Why thank you so much, Joanne, I appreciate the gesture."

	 

	"You're most welcome. I'm happy to bring some small consolation to your life. By the way, he is very well trained and I was told that he can be allowed to fly around the apartment. He is also supposed to be able to speak, but somehow he never did learn that, which is why he was not too expensive to start with."

	 

	If she only knew the real Joanne. 

	 

	-%-

	 

	My reminiscing was cut short by reality. I had been watching Josie sleep since the first rays of the sun had snuck in through her window. And now she was stirring. She stretched in her bed and opened her eyes, noticing me perched on the foot of her bed.

	 

	"Good morning Stanley" she greeted me.

	 

	I tried to respond but the only thing that came out was a croak.

	 

	She threw off her sheet and stood up. Standing up with the window behind her like that I could see her silhouette through the sheer white teddy. The pink ribbon tying up the front made her look like a birthday present. I didn't have a lot of time to imagine the shape of her virginal tits and actually, no need to do so. Before I knew it, she untied the front and pulled down the top of it revealing a pair of titties much more beautiful than I could have ever imagined. 
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	Josie was in her second year at a nearby college and she had started interning at our school as a part of her curriculum. She looked a lot like the kind of blonde whose picture you might find in locker rooms and on garage calendars and not at all like a school teacher. I could feel my cock get harder at the sight of those tits and I was wondering why I hadn't made a pass at her before it had become too late. My erection was quite disturbing and painful and it took me a while to realize that I didn't have any hands that could help relieve that pressure. The second thought came when I tried to look down between my legs and all I could see was feathers. I didn't even have a cock anymore, so what was that ridiculous sensation? In the meantime, Josie was examining her tits for lumps and it was a very rousing sight indeed. As she kept pressing and massaging her tits, the pink nipples were getting excited and aroused teasing my imaginary cock.

	 

	"What do you say, Stanley, do like my titties?" she asked

	 

	My throat was kind of dry and for a second time, all that I could issue forth was another croak.

	 

	"Oh, well. I wish your namesake was a bit more forceful. I liked Stanley and I hope he will return one day."

	 

	She dropped her teddy to the floor and stepped out of it, an amazing sight to see for sure. I think I croaked again. She walked into the bathroom and sat down on the toilet. I guess she didn't think that a bird was something to hide from because she left the door wide open and I flew right in and perched on the towel bar. The place between her legs that is the dreamiest goal of many opened up and a stream of pee came out of it. I hadn't previously thought much about girls peeing, but for some reason this time I became even more aroused at the sight of the yellow stream shooting out from the middle of that yellow pubic thatch. She got up, flushed, and turned on the shower. I didn't feel like getting wet so I flew back out into the living room. After a while, the water stopped and I flew back into the bathroom. She took a long time brushing her teeth vigorously and the action caused her tits to shake to and fro invitingly. If I still had any tear ducts, I would have cried tears of pain and frustration. That bitch Joanne had fucked me up royally.

	 

	-%-

	 

	Four months earlier, on the last day of school, Joanne had cornered me in the lunchroom and asked if I could help her with some new furniture that she had just gotten from IKEA. I didn't think much of it at the time and I agreed to come to her house that evening. I got there a bit after five o'clock and she asked me to sit and have a cup of tea with her before we tackled the furniture. Joanne was probably nearing fifty but she had not quite yet acquired that spinsterly old maid look, though she did dress somewhat severely during teaching hours. 

	 

	"You know Stanley," she said "I have a feeling that when you look at me all you see is a dried-up old spinster. Is that true?"

	 

	"Oh, no Joanne, not true at all," I said blushingly because that was exactly what I thought of her.

	 

	"That's O.K." she replied "I don't mind. But today you will have a chance to change your mind."

	 

	She had apparently planned this. I was probably about twenty years younger than her and I have been told that I cut a pretty impressive figure. It was obvious where she was going with this conversation and I was not feeling very comfortable with the idea.

	 

	"I think I am going to leave now," I said, "there is no furniture is there?"

	 

	"Don't worry about the furniture. Look at me, am I that horrible?"

	 

	"No, you're quite fine Joanne, I am just very uncomfortable."

	 

	"Tell me, Stanley, do you believe in witches?"

	 

	"Most certainly not," I replied.

	 

	"Well, you might have to change your mind about that, last chance."

	 

	I got up and tried to leave, but my legs would not obey me.

	 

	"Oh Stanley, everybody noticed how you look at Josie. You should have fucked her while you had the chance."

	 

	I tried to say something but my voice box just moved up and down without any sound coming out of it.

	 

	"There is one thing about getting older. You acquire a lot of patience. So here's what is going to happen. I am going to turn you into a parrot. Your body will be that of a parrot, but your mind will remain the same. You will eventually be able to speak like a parrot does, but only after you hear your human voice again. And here's the kicker: I could easily make you fuck me and eat my pussy and my asshole or anything else I choose. But I choose not to! My pussy can do incredible things and as a parting gift, I will show you some of them. 
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	If I ever choose to release you from the spell, you need to remember that and be forever grateful to me."

	 

	-%-

	 

	I wish I could describe what her pussy was capable of, but I was somewhat mentally incapacitated at the time. The only thing I remember was that when she showed it to me, those pussy lips were undulating like the cilia on some kind of a sea animal. I was quite sad that I had been so rash and crude in my rejection. There is no way any normal pussy could do that and the thought of it caused my cock to rise in a natural salute. That was when I realized that my clothes had disappeared. Joanne kissed the tip of my upwardly straining cock saying:

	 

	"Don't forget! When I come for you next, wherever you are, you will have to fuck me like I am the greatest pussy in the world. If you fail to please me, you will stay in your parrot shape for the rest of your life. And parrots can live for a very, very long time."

	 

	-%-

	 

	Josie got dressed and went to school leaving me to roam around her little apartment for another endless day. She did however come back again that evening, though very, very late. 

	 

	"Hey Stanley," she greeted me "I had dinner with this good-looking guy, but he was a jerk. I intended to bring him back and fuck his brains out, but he was too insensitive." 

	 

	She kept talking to me while pouring herself a glass of wine and sitting down on the sofa. She turned the TV on and something with Jeffrey Dean Morgan popped up.

	 

	"Oh, I like this guy. He makes me hot." 

	 

	She lifted her skirt and started rubbing softly between her legs. It wasn't long before her hand was inside her panties moving a lot faster. 

	 

	"Oh, Stanley, why can't you have a cock? I could use one just about now." 

	 

	Saying that she pulled down her panties all the way, displaying her moist, excited cunt. I croaked in anguish, arousal, and despair while she stood up and walked over to the other chair. She had earlier plumped her pocketbook on it. Unzipping it she pulled out a box that revealed a large purple dildo upon opening. She walked back to the sofa and sat down with her legs wide open for a spell. I was admiring that beautiful young cunt waiting for the dildo to do its job, but it took a while. It took me a while to realize that the TV was now showing commercials. When that ended, Josie started rubbing her cunt lips with the dildo and after what seemed like an eternity she shoved it between those wet, sweaty-looking puffy lips. In and out and in and out, while she kept rubbing her clitoris with her other hand, after a little while she started moaning.

	 

	"Ooh, fuck me, Morgan, suck my clit Morgan, suck my nipples, Stanley, fuck me deeper and deeper Stanley!" 

	 

	Her moans became just animalistic sounds and I couldn’t help myself. I let out the loudest and most despairing cries and cackles that a bird could utter. Her ministrations brought about a most satisfying culmination and she collapsed on the sofa spent. I couldn't stop myself from making some desperate mourning croaks, so she found the strength to reach out and ruffle my feathers.

	 

	"Oh Stanley, I didn't mean to upset you. Sorry about that, but sometimes people need to do these things."

	 

	That's not it, I wanted to say, just croaking miserably.

	 

	-%-

	 

	She walked over to her purse again and took out her phone to check for missed calls and messages. While at it she played back some old voice mails deleting them as needed. Eventually, she got to the one that I had left her on the fateful day when Joanne had decided to fuck me up.

	 

	"Hi Josie, this is Stanley. I wonder if you'd care to have dinner with me on Wednesday. Please call me back."

	 

	"Yes, I would have gladly had dinner with you, Stanley, if you had not disappeared," said Josie while touching the phone. 

	 

	"This is Stanley," I said in my old voice.

	 

	"Stanley, what's going on?" said Josie looking my way.

	 

	"This is Stanley," I said again while fluttering my wings.

	 

	"Well, you've said that already," said Josie "got anything else?"

	 

	"This is Stanley," I said again. No matter how hard I tried, that was the only sentence I could utter.

	 

	"That's O.K. Stanley, give it a few days, maybe you'll learn a few more words," said Josie.

	 

	"This is Stanley," I replied in a more subdued way.

	 

	A couple of weeks went by. I was quite depressed despite the frequent masturbation shows that Josie was putting on for me. It was like I constantly had a serious erection that I could do nothing about. And then one evening, there was a knock on the door. Josie opened it up to reveal that Bitchy-Witch Joanne.

	 

	-%-

	 

	"Oh, hello Joanne," she said, "come on in."

	 

	"Why hello to you as well Josie, I got this bottle of Montepulciano and I thought we could have a drink or two."

	 

	"That's sweet," said Josie "but I am only twenty you know. I never had any alcohol before."

	 

	"Well then, perhaps it is time you had some now."

	 

	Josie got a couple of glasses and when it turned out she had no cork puller, Joanne pulled one out of her bag.

	 

	"Hmm, this is pretty tasty," said Josie after her first sip.

	 

	It took less than two glasses to get her pretty tipsy. In the middle of some nonsensical story, she leaned her head on Joanne's shoulder.

	 

	"Am I drunk?" asked Josie.

	 

	"Maybe" answered Joanne "does it feel bad?"

	 

	"No, it just feels a little weird."

	 

	"Don't worry about it, it is going to be very nice" said Joanne holding her tighter.

	 

	Joanne’s hold turned slowly into a caress leading to more caresses that eventually included Josie's tits. Josie started making some sounds that may have been objections, but not too strenuous at that. Joanne's hand found its way under Josie's top unclasping her bra. Pretty soon it was grabbing and kneading those frontal orbs.

	 

	"What are you doing?" asked Josie.

	 

	"Feels good, doesn't it?" replied Joanne while pulling Josie's top over her head. 

	 

	"Yes, it does," replied Josie.

	 

	"Your titties are very beautiful and so kissable," said Joanne and she bent over placing her lips on Josie’s left nipple.

	 

	"Oh, that's so nice," said Josie.

	 

	Stanley couldn't figure out what he should do. He just gripped the headboard where he perched a little tighter. 

	 

	"Hey Stanley, do you like this?" asked Joanne.

	 

	"This is Stanley," he replied.

	 

	"Just watch, this is going to be a lot of fun," said Joanne

	 

	She lowered her head back to Josie's nipple and started sucking on it, causing the girl to moan a bit. Joanne's hand crept slowly under Josie's skirt and inside her panties without encountering much resistance. Josie's moans got louder and Joanne got her to stand up while keeping her hand inside the girl’s panties. She walked her over to the sofa, pulled off those panties, and made her sit down with her legs spread wide. Stanley could now see Joanne had two of her fingers inside Josie's pussy and she was working them in and out faster and faster. Her other hand was rubbing Josie's clit expertly and Josie's moans were getting louder and louder. 

	 

	"This is how it's done Stanley, pay attention. After you fuck me, you'll have to work my cunt like this to get me my release. It's never over ‘til the woman squirts all over the floor." Her motions were getting faster and faster while Josie's moans were getting louder and louder and suddenly, Josie's pussy started gushing some hot fluids. Josie's moans turned into a muffled scream and she seemed to collapse inside herself slightly. 

	 

	"Did you enjoy this child?" asked Joanne.

	 

	Josie blushed and nodded hiding her face in Joanne's chest.

	 

	"It's gonna get better," said Joanne again "or perhaps weirder for you."

	 

	Josie lifted her face looking into Joanne's for an answer.

	 

	"Four months ago, I gave Stanley a shot at my pussy and he turned me down. I had to punish him."

	 

	Josie's face was starting to show the first signs of panic and she tried, unsuccessfully, to stand up.

	 

	"You see, I am a witch and a wicked one at that. So I turned him into a parrot."

	 

	She made a threatening gesture in Stanley's direction and he fluttered away saying:

	 

	"I am Stanley."

	 

	"I guess he's seen you in all your glory over the last four months. His punishment was that he could get excited, but could do absolutely nothing about it. I am a wicked witch, but not an evil one. People tend to confuse the epithets. So, I was in a good mood today and I have decided to lift the curse, but only if you co-operate with me. So, are you willing to do what I tell you?"

	 

	"Yes Joanne, I will do what you say," answered Josie looking very confused.

	 

	"Good, then the first thing is for you to use your mouth, your tongue, your lips, and your hands to get my pussy as hot as possible." While saying that Joanne stood up and removed all of her clothes. 

	 

	Stanley had to admit once again that she was a pretty sexy woman. Joanne sat down on the sofa and spreading her legs, she beckoned to Josie, who complied. In no time at all, Josie had her head deep inside the wild bush adorning Joanne's cunt. Joanne helped Josie move her head in the right direction and apparently, the exercise was successful. 

	 

	"That was not bad," said Joanne pulling Josie's head away "but, I need Stanley's cock to be as hard as a rod of steel, so we need to do one more thing," she said as she pulled out a dildo on a harness from her bag. She strapped it on and made Josie kneel on the bed with her ass high up in the air. She pulled out a tube of ointment and proceeded to squeeze some onto Josie's right ass cheek.

	 

	"You know, men like to watch. Most of them do not want to admit it but they are fascinated by assholes. Ain't that so, Stanley?"

	 

	"I am Stanley," was all I could say to that. I knew what was coming and Joanne the Bitch was right about that, my dick was getting so hard, it was almost painful. And once again, I didn't know what the fuck was going on. I still had no dick.

	 

	"It is a kind of forbidden hole, so it gets them so excited," continued Joanne. "Now, I can tell a virgin asshole and yours is one of them." While talking, she inserted one of her fingers into Josie's asshole rubbing some ointment in there. "I will fuck your ass with this strap-on while Stanley is watching. If he gets hard enough and fucks me real good, I will let you have him. Are you paying attention Stanley?" she asked while moving her index finger in and out of Josie's asshole.

	 

	"I am Stanley," I said again "I am Stanley!"

	 

	"Good boy Stanley, watch this."

	 

	She started to insert the strap-on-dildo into Josie's asshole but it was a very tight fit. Pulling Josie's ass cheeks as far apart as they would go, she kept pushing steadily while Josie was making pitiful sounds. Josie’s tears indicated that it must have hurt a lot, but Joanne had no intention of giving up, so after a while, the dildo disappeared inside that asshole. I felt sorry for Josie, but at the same time, I had to admit that it was a very arousing picture. As Joanne started to slowly move that plastic cock in and out Joanne kept complaining.

	 

	"This hurts. Are you going to be done soon? Oww, please, stop already." 

	 

	Joanne gave a wicked witch kind of cackle and sped up the movement causing Josie to release some more tears of pain.

	 

	I was certainly hard, ready, and willing. I understood the stakes and what I had to do and I was definitely going to go through with this.

	 

	"This is Stanley," I said loudly fluttering my wings in Joanne's face.

	 

	"All right, let me see if you meant it," said Joanne. She muttered some kind of incantation while making strange gestures with her fingers. Nothing happened other than that she unstrapped the dildo leaving it still stuck inside Josie's asshole. 

	 

	Josie reached behind her trying to pull the dildo out of her ass, but Joanne slapped her hand away.

	 

	"Stanley is enjoying the view, just leave it in there and don't move.”

	 

	While she walked around the room stretching she kept talking to Josie.

	 

	"So, are you from a Christian family?" she asked.

	 

	"What?"

	 

	"You heard me, answer the question."

	 

	"Yes, my parents still go to church every Sunday and when I go to visit they make me go with them."

	 

	"And you believe in witches then, and should we get burned at the stake?"

	 

	"I don't know, but nobody gets burned at the stake anymore."

	 

	"Yeah, but they probably would if they caught me. Anyway, my cunt is getting cold, you need to give it a little attention again."

	 

	She pulled on Josie's hair gently making her straighten up a bit. So she could now slide and place that head between her legs. I flew to the dresser facing the sofa for a better view and couldn't help but admire the disturbing tableau. I felt quite sorry for Josie's situation, but Joanne was making her head bob up and down and that ass looked amazing with the dildo sticking out of it and the straps dangling between her legs. To add to the excitement, Joanne grabbed Josie's ass cheeks pulling them apart and squeezing them together alternately. She then grabbed the dildo and moved it in and out a few times before laying a few healthy slaps on both of Josie's ass cheeks. Josie cried out in pain before starting a pitiful sobbing that was being muffled by Joanne's crotch. I didn't think that I could stand this anymore and with a Herculean effort, I burst out of my bird skin, and sliding off the dresser, I became a man once again.

	 

	"That's enough Joanne," I said "I am here and I will fuck you into tomorrow if that's what it takes."

	 

	I pulled the dildo out of Josie's ass and lifting her out of Joanne's crotch I gave her a long kiss and a hug.

	 

	"Stanley, wherever did you come from?" she asked, "and why are you naked?"

	 

	"Shhh, you are probably confused, but we need to finish this."

	 

	Joanne was still lying back on the sofa with a mystic smile.

	 

	"Come on, Stanley, do your job," she said using her right hand to pry her pussy lips apart. 

	 

	I didn't want to chance any other spells, so I stuck my dick in there at once. 

	 

	"Josie," she said "Climb up here and place your cunt on my face with your ass facing Stanley. I like to eat pussy while I get fucked and I want Stanley to admire your battered asshole while he's fucking me."

	 

	Josie was pretty shell-shocked by now because she obeyed without complaining. Her asshole did indeed look quite red and dilated, but the sight of it just sent some electric shocks into my cock. Joanne placed something into my right hand and I looked at it realizing that it was that ointment she had used previously. I squeezed a dollop onto my index finger and started applying it gently to the battered anus. Around that time, apparently Joanne was getting satisfied with my fucking because her cunt started sending some incredible sensations into my cock. I don't know how she was doing it, but it felt as if her cunt was practically milking my cock and within seconds I spilled a ridiculously large amount of seed into her. She knew it was coming and she wanted it inside her because she grabbed my ass real tight with her thighs when she sensed that I was thinking of pulling out. We rested like that for a minute or so, Joanne not letting go of the two of us.

	 

	"O.K. we're done for now," she said eventually "Josie, just suck the come residue off Stanley's cock."

	 

	Once more Josie complied without complaining and I thought that perhaps Joanne had put some kind of spell on her.

	 

	"I saved you a glass of wine Stanley. You did all right so, cheers," she said while pouring it for me. "Keep it in mind, I am wicked, not evil, so don't deny me next time I open my legs for you."

	 

	She got dressed real quick, bussed my lips, and out the door she went.

	 

	"What the fuck just happened?" asked Josie dazedly.

	 

	I didn't know how to explain it, so I just sat next to her and held her – me and Josie, two beautiful, naked, PTSD victims.

	***

	 

	 

	
Sunday in the Park with Tuesday and Wednesday

	Ernest Samuel Llime

	A long, long time ago, in a land not too far away, I met a girl. Just so that I will not, later on, shatter your expectations, this little story might end with 'happily ever after,' but it would probably, not be of the kind you might expect. So, I used to shoot pool on a pub team. The South Queens Pool League was originally put together by a group of pub owners in an attempt to boost attendance on slow nights. There was a Monday division and a Thursday division. I was on the Monday team, which I was told had the less proficient players. I did all right anyway and once in a while, I would even make some money at impromptu tournaments. Well, the pub was about a 25-minute walk from my home and I remember it quite fondly. People were quite goofy, especially on the pool and dart teams. BTW, pool is an American word for billiard games, especially the kind played by lesser quality players, known as 8-ball. 

	 


On the day of my first pool match, we were going to play away from home. We all met at the pub and I hitched a ride with one of the other guys. Our pub was hosting the dart team. It was quite clever. On days that the pool team was away, the dart team would compete and vice-versa. On that day I won all my games and I hitched a ride back to our home pub. I got myself a drink and watched one of the dart team girls demolish one of the other throwers. She was way ahead of him and all she needed was a double cork. The 'old goat', which is what everyone used to call the guy who was losing the game, threw out a silly comment:

	"If you make this one, I will kiss your ass."

	I wasn't sure why he said that but the girl was very good looking and I would have had no problem kissing and fondling her ass without the need of any kind of challenge. Anyway, she came back with:

	"Oh, yeah, then watch this!" 

	The dart left her hand and was drawn to the center of the target as if by a magnet. Bang, it stuck in the exact center. At which (I guess her jeans had an elastic waistband), she pulled down her pants together with her panties (I was distracted, perhaps she was not wearing any), and bending over she yelled over her shoulder:
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	"Well, come and get it you old goat!"

	As I was saying, it was many, many years ago, but I still remember that beautiful, round, white, and delicious-looking Irish ass as if it were yesterday. Funny, I do not remember her name and I have no idea what became of her. Just to clarify, it should be obvious that, though I am using the word girl, they were all of drinking age and certainly adults according to New York law. 

	Not much happened for a few months until one night I got to meet Wednesday. She was very good-looking and had this sexy, British accent. We did a few shots of Tequila and laughed out perhaps a bit too loudly while talking about all kinds of nonsense. On one of my toilet sojourns, the bartender happened to need relief as well. He looked at me and said: 

	 

	"Did you meet Wednesday before?"

	 

	When I replied in the negative, he added:

	 

	"Just watch out, she is not totally, up there."

	 

	I didn't see anything strange about her, so we kept chatting. After a few more shots, she started sobbing. I put my arm around her shoulders trying to console her while listening to her sad life story. There were all kinds of mishaps that had culminated some six months previously with a near-fatal car crash in which her body had been mauled very seriously. She had needed reconstructive surgery and was still unsure if they had done a good job. 

	 

	"I could use your opinion about it," she then added.

	 

	She shrugged my hand off her shoulders and lifted her top, to show me her bare tits. She turned to face me so I can get a better look.

	"What do you think?" She asked.

	I couldn't see anything wrong with her tits. They were just perfect for a woman of her complexion. Wednesday is a green-eyed blonde, and the tits looked even better than I would have imagined. I actually had not even gotten around to that. I am quite shy and that extends to my imagination as well. Not that I wouldn't eventually have gotten around to it, but this was even better. They were creamy, dreamy, and slightly larger than I would have imagined. The nipples were surrounded by darker pink areoles about the size of a Liberty Silver Dollar. The tits were, of course, of a beautiful blush pink color and sported some very faint blue veins running through them. I did not know what to make of it, but she lowered her top after probably 30 seconds, though it had seemed much longer, as well as much shorter than that if such a thing is even possible. 
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	As I said, I am somewhat timid about things and the only action I took was to signal the bartender and ask for a refill. He brought the bottle and refilled our shot glasses while sending me a look that seemed to say:

	"I told you!"

	Not sure exactly what could be wrong with gazing at a pair of gorgeous tits. I did eventually find out that Wednesday was bad news, but she was always nice to me, even when she would beat up one of her boyfriends in public.

	"So?" she asked.

	"What?" I replied.

	"What did you think of my tits?"

	"Oh, I can't stop thinking about them yet. They are fantastic and without any kind of blemish."

	"Thank you, I need the reassurance sometimes," and she kissed me full on the mouth, taking exploratory saliva samples with her tongue.

	I enjoyed that, but then a cabby came looking for her. Turns out she'd already made some other plans. To be honest, even though I had imbibed a bit more than usual, I was flying at half-mast as they say. I settled my tab and walked home quickly, while my erection kept growing. I dropped my pants as soon as I walked in the door and started rubbing my cock vigorously. Wednesday's tits were clear in my mind and I constructed all kinds of scenarios that would involve more than just a simple look. 

	-%-

	 

	I didn't run into Wednesday for a few weeks. I did however get acquainted with Tuesday and Sunday. According to my friend the bartender, Tuesday, Wednesday and Sunday were good friends. He also warned me that they all liked to play around a lot and that I should know a few things. 

	1. Tuesday had two brothers, a cop, and a fireman.

	2. Wednesday's brother was a certifiable psychopath.

	3. Sunday loved dating bikers and of all three, she was the one that I most certainly needed to stay away from. 

	That was not necessarily as bad as it sounds. I had no intention of starting anything with any of the three. I did however find a real-life situation that I could dream about and certainly masturbate to, which I did quite vigorously and you might say even religiously many many times. Up to this day, that trio is still in my mind. Happily, things were eventually going to escalate between us, leading to some of my fondest sexual memories. 

	-%-

	 

	Sunday left town shortly thereafter and I did not see her again for a few years. Turns out she had gotten her Master's degree in Chemistry from Columbia University. She specialized in rocket fuels and had accepted a position with the JPL in Pasadena. Anyway, Tuesday and I hit it off quite well. After a while, the conversation drifted to Wednesday’s exhibitionism. I guess I must have steered it that way because I was still thinking about those tits. Tuesday, was not too partial to Tequila, so we were doing shots of Bushmills', specifically, Black Bush. I like the sound of that of course and it tastes really good. I mentioned Wednesday’s tits at some point. Tuesday's response was spectacular. 

	"Take it easy, just because a girl shows you her tits, it does mean that she's in love with you. You were not the only one who got to see them. Besides, what's the big deal? Though we live in Queens, this is still New York City and in New York City it is legal to bare your tits. Here, check these out."

	With that, she lifted her top, as well as her bra. Her tits were somewhat larger than Wednesday's and a bit saggier, but just as beautiful, or maybe even more so, because at that point they were in my face, so to speak. Again I did not have a word to say, so turning her torso towards me she kept her garment up with her left hand, but put her right behind my neck and pulled my head to rest in between them.

	"Well, what do you think, now?" she asked while wiggling them in my face.

	"Wow," I tried to say, but now they were totally in my face.
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	That little story snippet by Rev. Billy C. Wirtz was going through my mind. It was the one where Mr. Wrigley had put his head in between the little hooters and made some inappropriate noises. I’ve always wanted to do that and I did get up the nerve later on. It seems that since those times, others have thought about it and nowadays they even have a name for it: motorboating, good one! 

	She let go of my neck and straightening her top she got up and made her way to the ladies' room.

	The bartender was quite good with the significant looks, but to make sure I understood, he also rotated his pointer finger around his temple in the universal sign for nuts. I motioned for a refill and when he came over I asked him if that was a regular occurrence and how come no one else seemed too phased about it. 

	"Well, shit happens and it didn't happen to them."

	Tuesday returned from the ladies, sat back down, and continued drinking as if nothing happened. I think a couple of guys did send strange looks her way and one of the older women was probably talking about her, but Tuesday pretended not to notice. 

	-%-

	 

	Life is weird, or anyway, mine sure is. A couple of weeks later, I walked into my local saloon and both Tuesday and Wednesday were at the bar. We had a few drinks, nobody showed any tits, but we agreed that what with all this drinking and lack of exercise we were starting to get flabby and slowly adding inches to our waists. We decided to start a walking program. Our first hike, so to speak would be around the Central Park Reservoir. Tuesday picked us up at the pub around noon on Sunday. She had a nice German car, I think an Audi and we got to Fifth Avenue and 93rd without hitting any traffic. Tuesday parked by a hydrant and when I pointed that out, she said not to worry and proceeded to hang a handicapped sign to her mirror. We got out and took a very nice and leisurely walk around the little lake. We were all wearing shorts, t-shirts and no bras. The girls’ tits looked quite amazing and I would send admiring sideways glances at the way they were bouncing. They didn't say anything but I think I detected a smile once in a while. We completed one circuit and found a bench in the shade. 

	"We see your looks," said Wednesday.

	"Well, your tits are quite difficult to ignore, nor would I want to. I just wonder about it all. I was told that Wednesday talks about her accident and shows her tits a lot of times, but that you Tuesday, have never previously done that."

	"The truth is that Wednesday told me about you and how naive and easy-to-tease you were and I've wanted to do this for a while anyway but never found a good opportunity."

	"Is it true that going topless in New York City is legal?"

	"Actually, that walk did get me a bit heated up, so let's put it to the test." 

	Wednesday pulled off her t-shirt just as a cop was approaching. Tuesday looked at the cop and must have thought "what the Hell" because she proceeded to do the same thing. The cop pretended not to notice and walked on by. 

	"See that?" asked Tuesday. "Come on, take yours off too. It would be more fun."

	I did, but I'm a man, I do not have the same potential inhibitions. The girls, however, seemed to enjoy the slight breeze that was caressing their nipples and making them perk up a bit. They put their arms around the back of the bench making the beautiful tits look sharper. On Sunday, there are a lot of walkers and joggers around the reservoir. They started to slow down as they were passing our bench. I put my arms around the back of the bench as well and the girls scooted a bit closer, causing the sides of their tits, to touch the sides of my chest. It was quite rousing and I was happy that I chose to wear jeans shorts and not some jogging variety of pants. The material contained most of my erection, perhaps not perfectly because I noticed the girls looking at my crotch with a significant expression. The commotion around our bench got noticed by a camera crew. They were doing a special for HBO and they asked if they could interview us. Wednesday said: "sure, why not," and Tuesday added that she did not mind either.

	A woman holding a microphone started talking into it while a guy with a camera was recording her.

	"So, what's up ladies?" she asked.

	"It's just a Sunday in the park," answered Wednesday.

	"That it is," countered the reporter, "but there are only the two of you, with bare torsos."

	"And our friend, you did notice, right?"

	"Well, he's a guy."

	"Still, he has very nice nipples," said Tuesday.

	"Yep," added Wednesday.

	"O.K., I will admit that, but you know what I'm asking. Is there some kind of reasoning behind this display?"

	"Now that you asked, I guess we are protesting the closure of the Robert Moses Lighthouse nude beach."

	"What happened to that?" asked the reporter.

	"The Parks Department used Hurricane Sandy as an excuse to shut down that clothing-optional beach. As a result, New York State has no more public nude beaches of any kind left. New York used to have some other public nude beaches, but they are all gone. The closest beach where we can let it all hang out is Gunnison Beach on Sandy Hook, New Jersey. That is however a part of the Gateway National Park, the same as the Jacob Riis park where nudity is illegal. The Robert Moses Park is also part of the National Parks, so it might be only a matter of time before the prudes shut off the one on Sandy Hook as well. So, before Trump decides to control my tits, we are taking this opportunity to bare them in public, while it is still legal."
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	They took some more footage, which I am told was shown on HBO at some point, though I have never personally seen it. After they left, I asked Wednesday about the nude beach story and how come she did not warn me about that. She laughed and said:

	"See, that's why we like you. You're just as easy to fool as the reporter lady. I have just made most of it up."

	-%-

	 

	She may have been a little bit insane, but Wednesday was a real sharp cookie. Turned out she was a high school teacher and when the HBO video came out, there was a bit of a scandal and she was laid off. She was out of work for almost a year. Things got tight for a little while and she had to move in with Tuesday. Tuesday, was another rebel. She used to be married to this rich Jewish Real Estate mogul and the divorce settlement was generous enough so that she would never have to work again. Much later, I also found out that her license had been suspended for drunk driving and whenever we drove with her, we were breaking the law. It did not stop her from drinking and driving, but in her defense, I have to say that she was an excellent driver whether drunk or sober and she never got into any accidents. After getting busted, she was careful to obey the speed limits and the one time that she was stopped at a roadblock, she got away with showing her PBA card and dropping her brother's name. Oh, yes Wednesday got re-instated after about a year and she received all the back-pay, benefits, and interest that she was entitled to.

	-%-

	 

	I have maintained my friendship with the Middle of the Week, as I like to introduce them sometimes, even after I got married. Over the years, my wife came to appreciate their wit and realize that they posed no threat to our marriage. The two of them bring a breath of fresh air to our parties, but I think my wife would disapprove of what they might be doing in the privacy of their own homes. Before getting married I hung out at Tuesday's many times witnessing some serious drug binges and sexual debaucheries. I know this might sound weird, but though there were some other females involved, there were never other males when I was around. You might think that I am some kind of stud and that will not be quite true. Still, I was involved in many sexual encounters with the Middle of the Week and some of their friends, but believe it or not, I have never had any real sex (I mean cock inside their cunt) kind of sex with either of them. Some major-league perversions did occur and I can truthfully say that none of us was ever left sexually unsatisfied. As Bill Clinton may have once said: ‘orale, some things do not count’. I should probably also add that though I never had intercourse with any of them I penetrated many of their friends’ cunts and assholes in their presence. 

	At first, I tried a couple of times to get another guy into our parties. Wednesday asked me why did that seem important to me and I told her that I wanted their cunts to be as happy as my cock was when we horsed around. She laughed and explained to me that cunts are only truly happy when the clits are and penetration was not always necessary. I had to admit that I already knew that and actually, I just wanted to see someone fuck their cunts, it would be quite arousing. By the time this conversation was taking place we were all quite high, so it came as no surprise when Tuesday pulled a large dildo out of somewhere, lifted her legs over the arms of the chair she was sitting in, and stuck it inside her cunt.

	 

	“That’s what dildos are for. And they are even better for viewing purposes because there is no body to get in the way of the action.  If you get a little bit closer and grab a hold of it you’ll have a front seat as well as full control.”

	 

	So, I will probably write another story about what we did in other parks, as well as other places, but I wanted this one to be just an (almost) innocent story about some young people in the park (and in the pub I guess).

	***


The Campbells Join the Club

	Timmy the Timid

	 

	Timmy is actually of Scottish descent and he does play the bagpipes. The rest of his story is not very likely, though I did enjoy reading it well enough to include it here. He told me that his story was partially inspired by a place called Yer Man's Pub that used to be located in Kew Gardens, New York. I've been there myself a few times and it used to be a regular hangout for commercial flight crews. A few hundred bras were hanging from the ceiling and it was said that they had been donated by female flight attendants.

	



	

Before the events that I am about to describe, people used to call me Timmy the Timid. It was a funny nickname for someone who stands 6'6” tall and weighs 300 lbs. I am also ranked somewhere in the top ten heavyweight athletes competing in Highland Games. I still have quite a way to go but I had placed third at caber toss in the Glasgow Highland Games which is where I was returning from. I live in Middle Village, in Queens New York and I was flying back home on a Mushroom Air Boing 747. I was sitting in the back and the two rows of seats in front of me were empty, but I chose to remain in my assigned seat, even though it was quite close to the toilets. Everything was proceeding smoothly so about an hour into the flight, I nodded off.

	 

	-%- 

	 

	A hand reaching into my boxer shorts woke me up sometime later. I opened my eyes to see one of the flight attendants with her hand under my kilt, just as she was pulling out my cock. It was definitely an unexpected event and I could feel myself blushing. Yes, that is why they used to call me Timmy the Timid, I was very shy around the female sex. This one looked very young and looking at her face I was reminded of Sandra Dee playing Gidget in some movie, though this one had red hair and she was wearing black horn-rimmed glasses. She put a finger on her lips indicating that I was to be silent. I didn't mind the ministration that her hand was applying to my cock, but I was worried that someone might see what she was doing. An announcement over the PA urged the passengers to stay in their seats and fasten their seatbelts, as we were about to hit some heavy turbulence. Gloria, as I later found her to be named, lowered her head and placed her lips around the tip of my cock causing it to stand up straighter and take notice. I could see that the cart with light drinks that she was supposed to push around was moored just in front of my row of seats and I concluded that no one could have passed even if they were not belted in their seats. Even if someone stood up, they could not possibly see what was going on. There was however one other who noticed. She was a somewhat older lady who I later found out, was the flight attendants' supervisor. She saw me looking at her and gave me a big smile. Gloria was leaning over the seats to reach her target, so her ass was sticking out into the aisle. The other woman reached over and pulled down Gloria's panties. I couldn't see everything that was happening behind Gloria, but it seemed that the other woman had stuck one or more fingers into Gloria's pussy and was massaging and rubbing it vigorously. That lasted only for a minute or two, after which Gloria climbed into my lap and onto my cock. Her cunt slid effortlessly onto it, a perfect fit. She placed her lips on mine and opening my mouth with her tongue she gave me a long wet kiss. I must have closed my eyes because I did not notice that the scenery around me had changed. Strangely, I couldn't feel the pressure of the seat on my ass so I opened my eyes to investigate. This was not the first time that I had had sex, but something seemed different this time. Sure enough, the airplane seemed to have vanished. Gloria was still riding my cock and I was still valiantly and rigidly available, but somehow we were both stark naked. Well, she was naked, I still had on my argyle socks with the Campbell tartan pattern on them and somehow I was wearing my tam-o’-shanter though I didn't remember putting it on. Gloria was still wearing her glasses which I have to say I have always found to be quite sexy on a naked woman. She was riding me backward and my hands were holding her by her inner thighs. She was leaning sideways with her head turned towards me. It took me a while to process what I was experiencing and I almost lost it.

	 

	"Just stay calm and keep fucking me. Everything is going to be alright" said Gloria.
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	"B-b-b-but, where is the plane" I stammered.

	 

	"My name is Gloria, what's yours?"

	 

	"I am Timmy the Timid," I stammered again. Now, why the Hell did I have to say that?

	 

	"Please don't worry Timmy, it's the first time for me too. We have to bring this to a proper conclusion and everything will return to normal."

	 

	"What do you mean?" I asked again.

	 

	"We fuck until we both have a beautiful sky-shattering orgasm. I mean, you get me into a tremulous trance and I make you spill your seed all over the sky."

	 

	Saying that she kissed me again and we started doing some slow tongue explorations. My mind was trying to assimilate what was happening. I mean, we had been traveling at some five or maybe six hundred miles an hour and now I couldn't feel any wind so I assumed that we were suspended in mid-air and standing totally still. Speaking of air, there should not have been enough for us to breathe. There were many other anomalies, but I couldn't concentrate on them just then. I tried to listen to Gloria’s advice and started moving her up and down slowly, alternating that move with clitoral rubs. She seemed to like it. The airplane had reappeared and we seemed to be flying alongside of it, only slightly faster. The sun was shining brightly and the clouds were a long way below us, so everyone had a clear view of our cosmic copulation. We were drifting towards the front of the plane and we reached that in a short while. For some reason, we were slammed gently against the cockpit windows and my hairy ass was pressed against the co-pilot’s side for a few minutes, after which we rolled over to the pilot’s side where it was Gloria's turn to have her ass pressed against the glass. Must have been quite a sight, our hands were above our heads and our fingers were interlocked, my 300 pounds were crushing her tits and her ass must have been crushed against the glass. She didn’t seem to mind and we continued the rolling to the other side of the plane making sure the passengers on that side did not miss the show. The sensations in my cock were intensifying and I guess Gloria's nerves were sending very exciting messages because she was beginning a fine trembling motion. It didn't take too long before we both exploded into a beautiful orgasm.

	 

	I found myself back in my seat with my clothes back on and Gloria appeared dressed up, bright-eyed and bushy-tailed (I now, knew all about that bushy tail, had just been in and out of that.) A bell sound over the PA indicated that the seat belt sign was now off.

	 

	"Is everything alright sir?" she asked.

	 

	I couldn't say out loud that I seemed to have lost my underwear, nor could I intimate that I had just experienced an extremely vivid hallucination that involved her, so I just nodded.

	 

	"Would you like a light drink, sir?" she asked "coffee, tea, water?"

	 

	"I would appreciate a screw-driver," I answered.

	 

	"I will check on that in a few minutes," she said with a big grin on her face.

	 

	She came back a few minutes later with my screwdriver and a towel. She opened my tray and set the drink on it after which she reached under my kilt and used the towel to wipe my cock. It was moist and warm and she did it for a bit longer than necessary. During the entire process, she kept looking at me with that big grin.

	 

	"Was it good for you babe?" she asked in a whisper.

	 

	"I have not even started figuring out what exactly had just happened. But the hallucination is still going on."

	 

	"Oh, it was quite real, I assure you."

	 

	That is what I would have expected a construct of my mind to reply, so I said:

	 

	"Well, it was certainly amazing, that's for sure."

	 

	She got up and went on to do whatever a flight attendant usually does. A cute-looking teenager passed me on the way to the toilets and gave me a long look. 

	 

	-%- 

	 

	Two minutes later, that same teenager plopped herself on the seat next to mine.

	 

	"I saw you out the window," she said, "how the fuck did you do that?"

	 

	"Do what?" I replied.

	 

	"This," she said pulling out her cell phone.

	 

	She showed me a video. It was of me and Gloria fucking in midair just above the right wing and slightly above the porthole. Gloria's back was clearly visible and as my hands were pulling her ass cheeks apart rhythmically, her asshole would play hide and seek. There was also a very clear view of my cock in her vagina sliding in and out. We rotated slightly and I could see the ribbons on my tam flying high behind me in the breeze. A further rotation showed that Gloria had obviously noticed the girl. Her hands behind my back were making the universal sign of fucking, her left pointer finger moving in and out of the 'O' formed by her right pointer and thumb fingers. The motion was synchronized with the rhythm of my cock sliding in and out of her cunt. Strangely, I remembered that we had not started fucking that way, but couldn’t recall when she had turned around and how.

	 

	"Look, the only way this makes any sense is as a hallucination. I didn't think about it before, but we are on a Mushroom Airplane. They must have slipped something into my drink."

	 

	"Then they must have done the same to all of us because many others have seen you fucking the stewardess. I just happened to be faster with my phone camera. Can we try to repeat the miraculous fuck?" She slipped her hand under my kilt and grabbed my cock.

	 

	"Please don't," I said blushingly, pushing her hand away "how old are you anyway?"

	 

	"I'm 17 years old, but I know how to treat a man's cock. I've done this before," she said.

	 

	Outside it had gotten dark, so the cabin lights had been switched off, but some of the passengers had kept their reading lights on. It plunged the cabin into a sort of penumbra. Angela, the flight crew supervisor, had witnessed some of the exchange, despite the dim light conditions, so she sat down in the aisle chair.

	 

	"Are you going to confiscate my camera?" asked the girl.

	 

	"Not at all," replied Angela "what is your name?"

	 

	"My name is Lorraine, but everyone calls me Lori. Is there an explanation? You know I am going to splash this all over the net, right?"

	 

	"Let me assure you that it will not do anyone any harm. First of all, we are at a cruising altitude of 42,000 feet which is about 8 miles high. Our speed is roughly 800 mph and the outside temperature is minus 40 degrees."

	 

	"Is that centigrade or Fahrenheit?" asked Lori.

	 

	"Good question, actually 40 below, is where both scales read the same. As for the other numbers in the metric system, the altitude is a bit over 12 kilometers and the speed is roughly 1250 kph. In case you have not worked this out, here's the absurdity of your video: At 40 below the human body would turn into a Popsicle and shut down in less than five minutes. The atmospheric pressure is 0.15 Kg / sq. cm. compared to about 1,033 at sea level. A lot of mountain climbers died when they had no external source of oxygen at the top of mountains like K2 and Everest which are a lot lower than where we are flying now, so there is not enough air for a human to survive even as long as it would take them to freeze to death. And one more thing, if what you saw really happened, Timmy and Gloria would have been flying at 1250 kph to keep up with the plane. Considering these facts, who do you think will believe you besides perhaps the UFO nuts and nobody takes them seriously."

	 

	"O.K. but did Timmy and Gloria fuck or not?" 

	 

	"You will need to decide that yourself."

	 

	"I would still like to try it."

	 

	"Where are you flying to and what is your home country?"

	 

	"I am in the exchange student program, flying to New Orleans where I will attend one semester at UNO and I am originally from Guildford in Surrey."

	 

	"Since that is in the UK where the age of consent is sixteen, and I have heard you say that you are seventeen I would cover for you if Timmy is willing and able."

	 

	"I don't think I can do that" I chimed in sotto voce.

	 

	"Nonsense Timmy, we will help you," said Angela. "Lori, have you ever had a man's cock in your mouth before?"

	 

	It was Lori's turn to blush and say that she had not done that before.

	 

	"Just one second," said Angela leaning out into the aisle. She signaled Gloria in the galley, who probably pushed a button or something because the seat belt announcement came on the PA:

	 

	"Ladies and gentlemen," it said in Angela's voice "the captain has switched on the seat belt sign. We are going to experience some turbulence, so please return to your seats and fasten your seat belts. Thank you for your co-operation."

	 

	"Watch me," said Angela, and leaning over Lori's lap, she lifted my kilt and engulfed my cock with her lips. It was still quite soft and she worked her head up and down the shaft getting her lips all the way to my testicles. The cock responded as prescribed and started to rise, whereupon Angela sat up and indicated that Lori should take a turn. Lori was a novice at cock-sucking and she scratched me with her teeth making me moan in pain.

	 

	"Sorry," she said, lifting her head.

	 

	"Just watch those teeth" I replied.

	 

	She changed position to have better access. She was now kneeling on the two seats next to me which afforded Angela access to Lori's rear. She lifted Lori's skirt and pulled down her panties. I could see the rise of Lori's buttocks and once again, Angela started working that cunt. After a couple of minutes, Lori started making muffled sounds and Angela noticed that my cock was now at full mast, so she maneuvered Lori into my lap and guided my cock into the wet blonde cunt. Lori had a fringe of blonde pubic hair decorating her mound of Venus, but the rest of her cunt was shaved clean. It slid over my cock easily and she started riding me slowly. Angela sat down in the seat next to us and started fondling Lori's butt cheeks. Lori was getting excited and her riding was becoming faster when Angela slipped a finger into her anus. I could feel that finger through the thin wall between the two orifices. Lori stopped, stiffened up in surprise, but then she continued the fuck session almost at once. The tight young cunt, coupled with Angela's anal ministrations, made me come inside Lori's cunt. I had not intended to do that but the semen just streamed out. There was not as much as the first time, but I couldn't help but think about getting her pregnant. Lori noticed that I had come and she whispered in my ear:

	 

	"Do not worry. Only 2.5% of first-time copulations result in pregnancy. Also, I am not currently ovulating so the chances are pretty much zero."

	 

	Smart girl, I guess it explained the student exchange. She continued sitting in my lap with my slowly deflating cock still lodged inside her cunt. 

	 

	"Nothing happened," she said disappointed.

	 

	"Of course, something happened" replied Angela "the two of you had a truly good-looking sexual encounter. Welcome to the club. I assume you are traveling alone Lori."

	 

	"Yes, that is correct."

	 

	"Well then, you should wait until all the other passengers get off the plane before you leave. I have a surprise for you."

	 

	The seat belt sign went off and Lori went back to her seat and retrieved her carry-on and laptop. She lay down on the empty seats across the aisle from me and fell asleep almost at once. I tried to do the same but couldn't quite manage.  I tossed and turned for a bit and I guess Gloria noticed because she brought me another screwdriver. Didn't help much, but Angela brought me a double Scotch on the rocks.

	 

	"Why do you keep bothering with the screwdrivers? Here's what a man like you needs. It is a 21-year-old Balvenie, enjoy."

	 

	"Oh, I didn't know you had this," I said

	 

	"Well not officially, but you deserve it," she replied. 

	 

	A little bit after that I finally managed to catch a nap. It was cut short by the cabin lights coming on about an hour later. Over the PA Angela was saying that the lights had come on in preparation for landing and that everyone should fold their trays, bring their chairs back to an upright position, move the armrests back down, and fasten their seat-belts. Lori decided to move over the aisle and she stood in front of her seat and lifted her skirt slightly, showing me her pussy. It looked very beautiful.

	 

	"Good morning," she said. 

	 

	I gave her my best smile and she sat down.

	 

	"Where do you live?" she asked.

	 

	"Queens, New York," I replied.

	 

	"I am staying in New York for a week before I fly to New Orleans. I have made reservations at some midtown hotel, but I could cancel."

	 

	"That could be interesting. Sure, why not."

	 

	Angela and Gloria were both sitting behind us on crew chairs.

	 

	"How big is your place?" asked Angela.

	 

	"Big enough, I have a two-bedroom condo about 15 minutes drive from the airport."

	 

	"Well, then it is set. We are staying in New York for the weekend, so I’m coming along. You can tell your neighbors that your aunt and her daughter have come to visit."

	 

	"Make that two daughters," added Gloria "We have a lot in common now."

	 

	While we were conversing, the plane touched down and taxied over to the terminal. After the customary delay, the passengers started de-plane-ing with Angela and the pilot wishing them a good day and thanking them for flying Mushroom Air. Gloria had stayed behind and she motioned for us to be patient. After everyone except the crew, Lori, and I were left, she took down my bagpipes case and after unzipping it, she handed me the instrument. It was a beautiful set of pipes that had been in my family for over a hundred years. 

	 

	"There is going to be a short ceremony, play something." 

	 

	I was still kind of shell-shocked from the events that had taken place, but the bag was a welcome and familiar friend, so I placed it underneath my left armpit making sure that the drones were draped over my shoulder. I let the chanter hang down and I started blowing into the blowpipe. I blew for a minute or so before placing my fingers on the chanter's holes and applying pressure to the bag with my left armpit. The first tune that came to my mind was Scotland the Brave, so I started blowing that. Gloria pushed me gently towards the front of the plane and I kept playing while I walked over. The cockpit door was open and I stopped in front of it, but Angela pushed me forward, so I entered. The pilot and the co-pilot were sitting in their seats surrounded by a multitude of dials, switches, levers, screens, and pedals. Surprisingly, there was plenty of room left for Lori, and Gloria to join on either side of me. I had come to the end of the tune so I just stopped playing. 

	 

	"This will not take too long," said the captain. "On behalf of myself, my co-pilot, and the rest of the crew, I would like to welcome the two of you to the Mile High Club. Though technically it was much higher than one mile, that name has stuck. The ritual that Gloria and Timmy went through is a very well-known but also very well-kept secret. It is not known why, and certainly not how this thing is possible. It defies all known laws of science and logic, but what Lori has on that video really happened. Some past crew members have tried to present this evidence to well-known scientific institutions, but they were laughed at when the experiment could not be duplicated. So, Lori, you may post your video on any site that does not censor its contents, but no one will take it seriously. If you search, you may find similar videos on Tumbler, Twitter, and some other places, but as I said everyone thinks they are pranks. In addition, we have allowed Lori to fuck Timmy to see if anything had changed. As far as we know, the free flight fuck or Triple F, as some call it, only happens one time on any given flight. We usually try to time it to the middle of the night when most of the passengers are asleep and the shutters are closed. Somehow, Gloria's timing was off, but again, there is no exact science to it. By the way Gloria, you have a truly magnificent ass and I would love to take that flight with you someday."

	 

	"Yeah, how come you always get the girl's ass against your window and I get the guy?" asked the co-pilot "That hairy ass is probably going to haunt my nightmares for a while, thanks a lot Timmy."

	 

	"Oh stop with that bitching. Come on Gloria, show him your ass and make him happy. Without hesitating, Gloria lifted the hem of her skirt and turned around slowly, so that everyone could admire her pubic red hair and that candy apple-shaped ass."

	 

	The rest of the crew could see the action through the wide-open door and came out with some appreciative remarks as well as a wolfish whistle from the one male in the audience. 
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	"Lori, you can make Mike here even happier. Would you please do the same?"

	 

	Turned out that Lori had a naughty streak as well, so she lifted her skirt showing that she had no panties on either, and pirouetted around one time. 

	 

	“Come on that was much too quick," said the captain "we barely noticed any details, one more time, but make it slower this time."

	 

	Lori obliged and lifting the hem of her skirt, stood there for a minute to allow the two men a long view of her pink slit and the nicely trimmed blonde bush. She then turned around slowly and stopped when she was facing the door. The crew outside could now see the same view while Mike and the Captain were treated to a perfect mooning by a pristinely white British ass. Mike got out of his chair for a closer look and as he got closer, he landed a surprise slap onto Lori's ass. It was masterfully aimed at the rise where the thighs turn into ass cheeks and it managed to hit both of them at once. Lori let out a surprised and pained expression and dropped her skirt. The crew applauded the move. 

	 

	“And lastly, Timmy would you please show your cock to the envious females who were not privileged enough to see it yet?"

	 

	I thought what the Hell, this is all a hallucination anyway, albeit a very long one, so I picked up the hem of my kilt and lifted it showing everyone my half-erect cock.

	 

	"Not this way Timmy, turn around please."

	 

	I did that and got a nice round of applause as well as a friendly pat on the tip of my cock.

	 

	"So here's the deal. Timmy, you may drop your kilt now. Being inducted into the Mile High Club has some very nice privileges.

	 

	1 VIP lounge in all airports.

	2 Free first or business class flights, anytime, anywhere.

	3 Top shelf drinks on any flight.

	and

	4 Random sex."

	 

	The Captain handed Timmy a laminated card with a strange design and his name on it.
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	"Gloria and Lori will of course get the same cards," he said, as he handed them cards as well.

	 

	"The privileges are of course based on seat availability, but unavailability is a very rare occurrence. That is because there are quite a few airlines that participate in this program. Turn your card around to see the list. So whatever airport in the world you find yourself in, chances are that 99 times out of a hundred, one of the airlines will be able to accommodate you," continued the Captain "it is a lifetime membership, congratulations! And Lori, mention that you would like the ‘Triple F’ next time you fly and we will do our best to accommodate you. And with that, we are done. Thank you for flying and fucking on Mushroom Air and have a nice day!"

	 

	-%- 

	 

	We cabbed it back to my place and what followed is enough material for another fairy tale. All of this happened about five weeks ago and as I sit here writing about it, I still wonder how much of it was hallucination and how much reality. I did get a copy of the video from Lori and watched it a lot of times. I also have my Mile High member card in front of me, but all of it seems extremely surreal. I have read some testimonies of UFO abductees and in some ways, I feel like one of them. Anyway, I have finally got my nerve together and tomorrow I am going to the airport for my first flight as a club member. Emirates perhaps? I have never flown that airline and I can hardly imagine that some Muslim pussy might be involved in this lunacy. Then again, I never thought we are all that different. Wish me luck!

	***

	 

	 

	
The Ministry

	Fanny DiGrassi

	 

	Fanny is quite active in the sci-fi arena and she has published quite a few volumes in that genre (under a different pen name of course.) Her response when I asked if she would write something that I could anthologize was:

	 

	"What the heck, we all owe a lot to the dean (Robert Heinlein) and he didn't pull his punches, so I will try my hand at a variation of my usual fiction. Let me sleep on it."

	 

	She came up with this quite hilarious and original gem.

	 


The scope of this article does not extend to a scientific dissertation and it is only meant as a popular digest elaborating on recent developments at the ministry. It is however felt that some of our potential readers may need a short recap of the events that have brought us this far. 

	 

	In the year 2323, the first Ark reached Alpha Centauri and located a planet suitable for Terrestrial life. The atmosphere had a slightly different gaseous composition than Earth's but it was breathable without any mechanical augmentation. In the next ten years, the other eight Arks reached their assigned solar systems and the great Diaspora was officially a major success. For the first time since the cold war, Earthlings could finally relax and stop worrying about a local Apocalypse. Although the days of the cold war were long gone, some of the ecological narrow-mindedness of the 20th and 21st centuries could still potentially lead to a worldwide catastrophe. The chances of that happening were getting slimmer as the Worldwide Ecological Consortium was redressing many of the past crimes against nature, but still, colonizing other planets was a great achievement and the culmination of a human dream.

	 

	By 2525, the human sphere had a radius of roughly 10 light-years, with the Earth located more or less at the center of it. Most people including me, do not understand how a journey to a star located 10 light-years away could only take one hundred years in a vehicle that travels below light speed. The vagaries of time relativity are quite mysterious. Suffice to say, that once they reached their destination, we renewed contract with them and we are now capable of communicating at supraliminal speed through the use of ansibles. The astronomers and other scientists assure us that we are actually in contact in real-time and that for all purposes our present time is the same as the one on other planets. The supporting calculations involve a modified sidereal time that is quite confusing to a layman. 

	 

	-%- 

	 

	All that said, I will now skip to the internal affairs of the Ministry. I will start with a pleasant day in May of 2525. Omega Silberstein arrived at the office a bit earlier than usual. She had been involved in a secret project of the HEaD (Human Engineering and Design) section for a few months and on this day, it was agreed that she could share the results with the rest of the Bilateral Commission. By the time she got herself a cup of coffee, the receptionist had come in, so she left a message for Alpha DeMarzio. Alpha showed up not long after with his cup of coffee. 

	 

	"Good morning Omega," he said while stepping into her office.

	 

	"Good morning Alpha, I have something very interesting that I would like to share with you."

	 

	Pushing a button on her desk caused the outside glass of her room to become opaque. She stood up and pressed a spot on her wrist. The back of her kimono opened up strategically. That kimono was a new fashion development that had sprung from a marriage of Shunga art with sartorial tech. She turned around displaying her bare ass. 
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	"Still as nice as ever, but what's up?"

	 

	"Well, check this out," said Omega bending over her desk. 

	 

	"Looking good baby!"

	 

	"Look a little bit closer," said Omega pulling her butt cheeks open with her hands.

	 

	At first, he was not sure what he was seeing, but all at once, it dawned on him.

	 

	"Holy shit, do you have a cunt in your ass?"

	 

	"Bingo! Now we just need to test it. The HEaD boys assured me that the new nano-surgical developments were capable of duplicating all the nerves in my clitoris and vagina, to create a parallel network in my new cunt. I played with it a bit and it seems to be functional, but the position is uncomfortable and besides, I want to test it with a real cock."

	 

	"It is a little strange looking at you bent over like that. It's almost as if I am seeing double. I'll have to complement HEaD on this one. Your two cunts look like mirror images of each other. It may be strange but it certainly got me hard. Here I come," and with that, he pushed a spot on his wrist releasing a fully erect cock. Without further ado, he stuck it into the new cunt while at the same time, he started a manual exploration of her old cunt and clit.

	 

	"The cunt feels great and your butt cheeks give it a whole new dimension. It is also so much easier to excite your old clit while I am fucking your new cunt. I think you have started something very interesting. We need to explore this more thoroughly." The new situation got both of them quite excited and they shared a very satisfying orgasm. 

	 

	"Well, now that I have two cunts, I think it would be only fair to invite two cocks, so what do you say, shall we ask someone else?"

	 

	"Let me just get another cup of coffee and I will bring Rod with me. Would you like some more coffee as well?"

	 

	"Not just now, thanks. Hurry back."

	 

	Rod 24 was just settling in at his desk when Alpha asked him to join.

	 

	"What gives?" He asked.

	 

	"You'll see. I think you may like this."

	 

	They knocked on Omega's door and entered when bid.

	 

	"Hi Rod," she said, "I hope you don't mind that we have approached you this early, but we need a second cock for a little experiment."

	 

	"Oh, well, I hear some urgency in your voice and I am always ready to oblige a beautiful lady."

	 

	"Good, take a look at this then," said Omega while assuming the spread cheek position once again.

	 

	Rod examined the exposed organs and noticed the variation almost immediately.
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	"As I live and breathe, two cunts! No wonder you need an extra cock. How shall we do this?"

	 

	"I think, Alpha can lie back on my sofa. I will then place my frontal cunt on his cock and you will enter my dorsal one while standing."

	 

	And that is how they did it. Again, the novelty caused everyone to come abundantly. Omega handed out some towelettes and they all cleaned up a bit. They sat down to exchange impressions and agreed that this was a major breakthrough. Rod couldn't resist and he had to ask for a re-match, except this time he wanted to stick it in the frontal cunt to compare. Alpha agreed quite readily. They did it again and agreed that both front door and back door were excellent entrances for a willing cock. Omega pulled a bottle and three glasses from her desk.

	 

	"I know it is still morning, but I need something stronger than coffee," and she poured three generous portions of Barack**. They clinked glasses and drank.

	 

	"O.K. so now, to the more technical aspects," said Rod "where does the shit come out of?"

	 

	"I knew you'd want to know that and so did the HEaD boys. They provided a very elegant solution. There is an internal modification that causes waste to accumulate inside a container. Nanorobots toil inside it breaking down waste and turning it into a variation of methane gas. My second urethra functions as an exhaust pipe so once in a while, it will let out some extended pussy farts. The process is totally under voluntary control and I do that whenever I choose.

	 

	"Can we see it?" asked Alpha.

	 

	"You're a disgusting pig," replied Omega "but I can't blame you. Here it goes."

	 

	She opened her kimono back and leaning over her desk, made sure that the guys could see her dorsal cunt and urethra by pulling her ass cheeks apart.

	 

	"Ready?" she asked.

	 

	"Yep," they both replied.

	 

	Some kind of urethral enlargement took place accompanied by a loud and prolonged fart. It was over in just a few seconds.

	 

	"Wow," said Rod "that was different, for sure." 

	 

	"Yea," added Alpha "and it doesn't even smell.”

	 

	-%- 

	 

	The Ministry of Sexual Congress was a strange outgrowth of the porn industry. Sometime in the 2400s, the porn industry had hit a serious slump. The world was going through a period of enlightenment and sexual inhibitions had gone out the window. Most people are not aware of the historically significant role pornography had played in society, through the ages. There are Indian temples dating back thousands of years that are decorated with statues depicting various coital stages. Some of the Kama Sutra may have been written as long ago as 400 BCE. Chinese erotic art dates back thousands of years and there are plenty of ancient Greek and Roman examples of fucking. Even the Muslim world had its pioneers and The Perfumed Garden is an erotic classic written in the 15th century. 20th-century pornographers were the cutting edge innovators of the World Wide Web. Fucking did not go out of style and it is doubtful that it ever will, but pornography became quite unnecessary when you could go out into any park and witness, or participate in, any kind of sexually perverted act you could imagine. Many communities built adult playgrounds that included any BDSM and bondage apparatus you could wish for. Everyone brought their dildoes, eggs, cock rings, ropes, etc., but it was open to the public and you could enter any of them by proving that you were over 18, in the Americas, 16 in Europe and Australia, and 14 in many parts of Asia, Africa, and Oceania. Your sexual orientation and preferences were recorded together with a binding verbal release and you were free to frolic. 

	-%- 

	Budapest, once the porn capital of the world was hit the hardest. However, the slump period only lasted a couple of years, because some of the porn stars were determined not to let go of their rich history. Two of the most well-known but somewhat aging stars, Clara Consuela Celeste Divina & Gheorghe Ghiorghiu Gregorovich Pinto came up with a loose manifesto for a new kind of sexual organization. They called it The Ministry of Sexual Congress and they gathered around them some of the more willing sex stars. Their philosophy if you like, called for major changes in their industry and postulated a brand new mission. As so many people were now emancipated sexually, there was a need for a sexual elite to pave the way to new pleasures. Over the next 20 years, they gathered together many luminaries from the couture, coiffure, and entertainment worlds. Some might say that they were not major luminaries at first, but their association proved fruitful and they are nowadays celebrated as such historically. The Ministry eventually turned into the foremost authority when it came to the body and its senses. The first building erected in a suburb of Budapest was constructed in the shape of two interconnected tits. It did not take long before a huge phallic tower took its place next to it. The third building went up sometime after that and it was composed of two giant spheres with alternating outer skin designs. Of course, everyone referred to them as the testicles. The three buildings were to be housing the three Commissions that the Ministry eventually split into. The Unilateral Commission was of course speaking to the Unisexual individuals of the world. As such, it obviously needed to split into two and a deal was made with the Bilateral Commission. Department V was given a wing inside the left tit, while Department P took residence in one of the testicles. The Trilateral Commission was very lax in their residential requirements and they had offices throughout the three buildings. There were many factions within the Trilateral Commission, but they co-existed peacefully with each other. The Transvestites, Transsexuals, and Tri-everything's were very liberal in their views. The two perversions not tolerated anywhere, were Pedophilia and Necrophilia, though some advancements were eventually made in the Necrophilia area. There would, however, never be an area of fucking that did not need consensual and adult agreement. The legality of things was kind of complicated by the fact that the world could not agree on an age of consent. Thus, what was legal in Oceania, was not so in Europe. Americans would look askance at one of their citizens who came back from East Asia let's say. Some would dare to ask if the tourist had fucked any little girls or little boys. The answer might be ‘They are not so little over there’. Anyway, the Americas, led by the old United States had always been somewhat behind the curve. They had eventually lowered the drinking age requirement, but it was still higher than in Europe. An argument could be made for the onset of the age of puberty, but mostly it would fall on deaf ears. Let us remember that these are the same people who in the 20th century thought that it was just fine for Jerry Lee Lewis, 23 years old, to marry his thirteen-year-old cousin. After all, her parents said it was O.K. for him to fuck her, I meant to marry her. Priscilla started hanging out with Elvis Presley at fourteen and Melanie Griffith had started doing Don Johnson at the same age. 

	 

	-%- 

	 

	Anyway, after Omega's conversion was made public, some other, but no less interesting corporeal revisions took place. Herbert Gerber from Department P of The Unilateral Commission had his penis removed and replaced by a second anal sphincter. It was quite popular for a while, especially after Carlos Dinicu Libido Bossman pioneered the two penis model. Not to be left behind, Hole-in-One Gina from Department V of the Unilateral Commission had a modification applied to her clitoris, which made it larger and capable of becoming erect enough to satisfy a hungry vagina. The two vagina modification and clitoris/cock were made quite popular by Fleur de la Fleur Poochie and Arabella Coochie. The two performed as a musical duo and they had a stage show that duplicated some 20th-century rock'n'roll. The only thing was, this was the 26th century and things were different. At some point in the show, the audience would yell: Coochie, Coochie, Coochie, and Arabella would put her foot on one of the amps displaying her coochie for all to see on the huge screens. At that point, the crowd would start chanting: Come ‘on Poochie, lick that Coochie, Come ‘on Poochie lick that Coochie. Fleur would kneel and start lapping at Arabella's cunt. The first time they displayed their augmentations the crowd went wild. At the proper moment, Arabella displayed her cunt, and then she bent over the amp showing the world her second cunt. 
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	Poochie started lapping the two alternately until she decided to show the crowd her own cunt. That was new to the crowd and a sort of murmur started rising when they saw her playing with her clitoris on the giant screens. It became a roaring ovation when the clitoris started rising and would not stop. She proceeded to fuck Arabella's pussies to the rhythm until they both had a wet showery orgasm right on those screens. 

	 

	-%- 

	 

	Other enhancements became popular, like the one that augmented a male erection. That one was a request from one of the pioneers on Eartha, the inhabited planet orbiting Alpha Centauri. He had accidentally, fallen off a ridge and had become separated from his group as well as his gear. He was near starvation when finally found and brought back to civilization. The sad part was that he was actually in a coconut grove. Well not quite like Earth coconuts but very close and edible. Anyway, he had no way to break the tough nuts, so he was wondering if HEaD could add an erection stage to his cock that will make it hard enough to crack coconuts. Turned out to be quite a success, Earth males readily paid for that enhancement to impress their mates. In another interesting development, John Jiminy Django the Temperate and Supreme Lover 1001 sported yet another new HEaD improvement. Their cocks were moved sideways about an inch and a new asshole was added next to them. This resolved the age-old homosexual quandary about who's pitching and who's catching. It did add a small bone of contention when a couple needed to decide which one of them would get cock-right. That was a no-brainer and it was resolved very shortly when the HEaD engineers came out with a rotating cock and asshole design. 

	 

	The great pop-o-philosopher Lisa Loo Poo wondered in one of her monograms about the power of the new sexual enhancements. She postulated that the time was near when everyone will become a Tri-Sexual. When anyone could have a vagina in their ass, an ass in their crotch or a cock in their clitoris how would anybody be able to distinguish between the sexes and why would they even want to.
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	As a last note on the new sexual revolution, I'd like to mention that Lisa Loo Poo was also a minority member of the Trilateral Commission. She was one of a dying breed of coprophiliacs. As a special favor to her, the HEaD produced a human modification that would cause shit to taste like cake filling. Chocolate, vanilla, cannoli cream, whatever, you got it. While they were at it they could also change a person’s urine into any kind of wine, including bubblies.

	 

	** Barack is a real Hungarian Apricot Brandy usually 100 proof, great stuff!

	***

	 

	
 

	 

	Waiting for Antonia

	Ernest Samuel Llime

	 

	I did live on that street and the upstairs neighbor did indeed invite me and my wife to an evening of porn viewing. In real life, my wife had declined, but I decided to follow the storyline and see where it might lead. It took a very interesting turn.

	



	

It was 1985 and my marriage was finally over. We had decided to get a divorce about two years previously, and it was a fairly friendly agreement that we ironed out between the two of us. I never cared too much about money or possessions, so she got the house and everything in it except my record collection and my guitars. I moved into a small studio apartment about a half-hour walk from there, and I used to come and visit the kids quite often. We had five of varying ages: a 16-year-old girl, a 12-year-old girl, 10-year-old boy twins, and a three-year-old girl. I thought it only natural that children should live with their mothers. At the time, I was working very long hours and I could only come and visit late in the evening. Even though the divorce was just a legal formality, it was taking a heavy toll on me. I started drinking a lot more than usual and got busted once. As a result, I lost my driver's license. Yes, I could have taken the remedial classes and gotten myself reinstated, but I did not trust that I could stay sober all the time, so I just let it expire. I was frequenting a local bar near our old house and sometimes, I would be there beyond the 4 am closing time, going for breakfast with the bartender. My ex knew about it because I did not make it a secret. We used to yell and scream at each other a lot when we were married, but strangely enough, we did care for each other. One time, when I was complaining to a family friend about it, she pointed out that we had much more in common than I imagined. She contended that though we did disagree and carry on about it, our fights were about things that no one else would even think about. Anyway, I had retained a key to our door and my ex would let me crash on a cot in the basement whenever I felt too drunk to go home. The shortest route was through a park or a cemetery, both quite unsafe in the middle of the night and she certainly did not hate me enough to potentially see me dead. The walk would have been no longer than half an hour, but certainly quite dangerous.  Taking cabs every day would have been much too dear, and the three bus rides that I would need would have potentially lasted a few hours. Sadly, I would once in a while end up in our old bed and we would make love and then fight again, just like in the bad old days. As I said, we cared about each other and the attraction was most certainly still there. In the morning when I would leave, our youngest would climb up on the radiator in the porch and stand in the window reaching out for me and breaking my heart with her cries of "daddy, daddy" in between her loud sobs. 

	 

	-%- 

	 

	So, in 1985, my marriage was finally over. The divorce had been finalized a long time ago, but the marriage truly ended when she started seeing someone else and I had to return my key. In 1984, I had quit my day job and started playing guitar and singing in a bar band. Music has always been my passion, but I had given up on it a bit after getting married. She would not compromise, it was music or her.  So, free again, I had let my hair grow long and I started writing and playing music once more. There were a few years of tears, beers, and shifting gears. Our drummer got busted on some drug charge and went in for one to three, so the band was on hiatus so to speak. The kids seemed to be taken with their potential new ‘daddy’ so I decided that it was a good time to reconnect with my roots. I flew to Israel to see how I would feel about moving back. My parents were happy to see me and I could sleep on their pull-out sofa anytime. My mother wouldn't quite say it, but I could see in her eyes the ‘I told you so!’ admonishment. I'd spend my days at the beach, it was only a short walk from my parents’ house. In the evening, I would take my guitar out to open mic sessions. It was on one of those at a club named ‘Academica’ that I hooked up with Lisette. 

	 

	-%- 

	 

	The club, as its name implied, was frequented mostly by students and some of their professors and their friends. Lisette was in her final year of architectural studies at the ‘Technion’.  She also tended bar at the ‘Academica’ three nights a week. In the two weeks that had passed since I had come to Israel, I had no problem finding a few one-night stands. I guess a lot of girls thought I was a rock star and an American to boot, but, back to Lisette. She was an Australian of French descent, very blond, green-eyed, fair-skinned, and extremely beautiful. She could have been a plus-size model and that's just the kind of size I love my women to be. Not truly obese, just somewhat larger than your average model. I didn't know what she found in me and frankly speaking, I thought that analyzing it too much might turn into a centipede paradox. For some reason, it appears that younger women have always been attracted to me. I ended up at her place and in her bed on that very first evening. On a funny note, she was renting a little studio in a condo located only a block away from where, in another life, I used to live with my wife. The house that she lived in was very similar to the one that we used to live in. The one different thing was that the first floor had been split into a studio and a one-bedroom apartment. The second and third floors consisted of very large three-bedroom apartments, one on each. My romance with Lisette was going very well and hanging out at the club, I hooked up with three guys and a girl who were looking to start a band. They were very interested in the psychedelic '60s and I fit in right from the start. It was amazing to find young people in the mid-eighties who wanted to cover It's A Beautiful Day. We would rip into White Bird as if it was written especially for us. I was never very wealthy and I had a major talent for spending money but luckily, some of my bandmates came from very affluent families. They already had a dynamite P.A. and really good mics and amps. I got a little pickup for my trusty Seagull and one of the other guys would let me play his Hagstrom through a Marshall combo, so I was set for sound. We hooked up with an audio engineering student who loved to ride our mixing board and we started gigging only about two weeks later. This entire time Lisette was by my side when she wasn't in class or I was at the club when she was working. It didn't take long before I moved in with her. 

	 

	-%- 

	 

	Life with Lisette was quite different. Where my wife used to be upset by the friendliness of the Israelis, Lisette liked people. On some weekends, we would sit on the grass outside our studio and have a little impromptu picnic with whichever neighbors happened to feel up to it. The grassy area was surrounded by 5 more buildings similar to ours, so there was never a shortage of picnic-ers. On one such weekend, I had decided to make a big pot of chili con carne. This is not a very well-known dish in Australia or Israel. I love a good burning hot chili now and then and I had decided to share that with Lisette. Sometime in the early afternoon while my pot was bubbling happily, the doorbell rang. Malka, our third-floor neighbor was the one who had rung it. We asked her in and Lisette poured her a glass of wine. Malka took a sip and said:

	 

	"I'm not staying long. I just wanted to invite you to a movie. Yoel and Shula have just returned from the Netherlands and they brought back a few movies that hadn't made it to our country yet. As our TV is much larger than theirs, we decided to screen them in our flat. This evening is the first one and it is called Waiting for Antonia”.

	 

	[image: Antonia-2]

	 

	"I saw that one," I chimed in "it is one of my all-time favorite movies!"

	 

	"Well, then it is settled. Shall we say 7 o'clock, Lisette?"

	 

	"Fine by me," replied Lisette.

	 

	"Just one thing," I added, "do any of you keep Kosher?"

	 

	"Not a chance," replied Malka.

	 

	-%- 

	 

	A pot of chili tends to become quite large after I add all of my favorite ingredients. So, by 7 o'clock when we rang Malka and Yossi's doorbell, I was carrying a pot containing about half of my three-alarm chili. Lisette was carrying a bottle of tequila and a bag of tortilla chips. Malka welcomed us in and showed me where to rest my pot. Her husband Yossi was a Yemenite Jew and Malka was Ethiopian. They were a funny couple, both of them quite dark, but where Yossi was thin as a rail, Malka was quite hefty with a very nice looking rack and that amazing African booty. Yoel was an Israeli sabra and his wife Shula had been born in Romania, but she had immigrated at a very early age. They were both quite fair-skinned though somewhat tan. All of them were somewhere in their early to late thirties I believe. None of them was familiar with chili con carne so I gave them a brief description. They assured me that they all loved fiery spiced dishes, but they had all eaten dinner already. I helped Malka serve the chili in little bowls and placed a bunch of tortilla chips in a large serving dish. Yoel had brought a dozen bottles of Israeli Goldstar beer so pretty soon, we were all sitting around a low table packed with drinks, and snacks. I had a beer and Lisette had a glass of red Galil wine in front of her. It seemed that the girls were drinking wine and the guys had opted for beer. I insisted that everyone needed to have some tequila with my chili. I then instructed them:

	 

	"Here's how it's done: you take a tortilla chip, dip it into the chili, place in it your mouth and chew. And then depending on your familiarity with good pepper, you keep on chewing or, you down the tequila. Lisette, the heat of the pepper, is an oil, and nothing allays that burn better than a shot of good alcohol." I picked up my shot glass and said: "So, a toast before we begin. Here's to new friends and good neighbors." 

	 

	Everyone else had picked up theirs, but they waited to see what I would do. I dipped a chip into my bowl of chili, placed it in my mouth, and chewed happily. They all followed suit. The expressions were quite varied. I don't think they expected it to be quite as fiery, but our neighbors seemed to like it. Lisette's face, on the other hand, was turning quite red and she started fanning her mouth. I motioned with my tequila and we all downed our first shot. 

	 

	"What the fuck," yelled Lisette while we were laughing "I didn't expect this." 

	 

	I leaned over and kissed her, "Don't go crazy now, in time, you will get to love it."

	 

	We chatted about this and that for a bit had a couple more drinks and Malka complimented my culinary skills. All of the others agreed, except Lisette who gave me a dirty look. It was time, so Yossi dimmed the lights and started the movie. I couldn't quite remember how the movie was supposed to start, but after the first 3 minutes, I realized that I had not seen this one before.

	 

	To start with, the dialog was in Italian, though it did have English subtitles. For the first 10 minutes, it seemed to be about two young Italian film students, making a documentary. One was holding the camera, while the other one, holding a microphone, was accosting young women on the streets of Napoli. In between, the two youngsters were describing their love for Pasolini, Fellini, Antonioni, and especially Tinto Bras. It didn't take long before we gathered that they were trying to find out if any women would be willing to star in a movie that would include erotic scenes similar to the ones in Tinto's masterpieces. 

	 

	I think this was when that hash pipe started circulating. (You can say all kinds of nasty things about Israel, but no one disputes the quality of the hash found there). One of my favorite scenes from the Dutch Antonia started running through my head. One of Antonia's granddaughters, a lesbian by preference, wanted very much to have a baby. Antonia hooked her up with a guy and they had sex in some hotel in Amsterdam. As soon as she managed to receive the donor's sperm, the granddaughter, whose name I do not remember, did a handstand against a wall and started shaking herself up and down. I guess she was trying to help those little swimmers along, but visually

	it was very novel and arousing. Anyway, one of the young moviemakers inserted a little commentary at this point. It seems that based on the material, they had decided to release this part of the documentary as a separate work. 

	 

	-%- 

	 

	A young woman, dark-haired, dark-eyed but fair-skinned agrees to go with the boys to their impromptu 'studio' which is in a motel located nearby. She is somewhat on the Rubenesque side and she has a very melodic voice that is enhanced by the beauty of the Italian language. She sits down on the sofa and at first, the boys are interviewing her. The camera moves back and forth between the questioner and the girl.

	 

	"Thank you for agreeing to pose for us," says one boy.

	 

	"You're welcome."

	 

	"What is your name?"

	 

	"Antonia."

	 

	"And how old are you?"

	 

	"I am 24."

	 

	"Good. You understand that we are going to ask you to pose in various stages of undress?"

	 

	"Yes."

	 

	"We are also going to ask you to do things to yourself."

	 

	"Yes, I understand."

	 

	"And you give us permission to make an audio-visual recording of this session?"

	 

	"Yes."

	 

	"Do you also give us the permission to use this material in a movie context?"

	 

	"Yes."

	 

	"O.K. then, please sign this release form that says pretty much what I have just asked you."

	 

	He hands her the form and a pen and she complies. The cameraman is starting to give her directions:

	 

	"Can you please unbutton your blouse?"

	 

	She does that, revealing a pretty, white silk brassiere with a red rose pattern.

	 

	"Why have you agreed to do this?" asks the first boy again.

	 

	"I have wanted to be in a Tinto movie since I was a teenager. Didn't have the courage and now that he's had a stroke, I will probably never get to do it. So when you guys mentioned his name, I thought why not? I'd love to show myself to you and get you hard and inflamed with lust."

	 

	"Lift up your skirt please," interjects the camera boy.

	 

	She does that revealing a pair of silk panties that match the brassiere's design.

	 

	"Now touch yourself between the legs," says the camera boy and she complies.

	 

	-%- 

	 

	We kept quiet for a span and I was wondering to myself: ‘This is going to go further. I wonder what our neighbors are going to do. I also wonder what Lisette and I should do. Should we stay or should we go now?’

	 

	I might have missed some dialog, because, on the screen, Antonia was pulling aside the crotch of her panties revealing her vagina. The lips were closed quite demurely and there was only a little line that showed where the main show was going to take place. Her pubic hair was trimmed so that only a little triangle of it was left above that crack. I could give a blow by blow of the action on that screen, but I was much more involved in what was taking place off the screen though, in reality, not much of it was observable. We passed the hash pipe back and forth a few times, and I kept refilling the shot glasses. I did not know how to react to the situation and as Antonia was warming up to her task, I was getting a bigger and bigger erection. Luckily, the only illumination came from the screen and no one could notice. I presumed that everyone else was getting aroused as well, and I was almost sure that Yoel and Shula, who were sitting by themselves on the loveseat, had their hands inside each other’s pants. I couldn't be sure about Yossi and Malka, but I know Lisette was quite distracted by the action because she kept dipping into that chili and shoving chips into her mouth without any visible side effects. Just a few more notes about the action on the screen. Antonia, of course, had gotten naked at some point. 

	[image: 15c] She kept fingering herself with one hand, and once in a while, she would tweak her nipples with the other. She had very beautiful tits with large rosy nipples and everyone was surprised the first time she landed a loudly resounding slap on one of them. Ridiculous, but at the same time also extremely arousing. She kept slapping them alternately, and she asked the boys:

	 

	"How about it guys? Is this getting you hard? Would you like to fuck me?"

	 

	The camera boy was quite playful because he aimed it at the other boy's crotch that was displaying a serious pole pushing against his pants. He then moved it up to the boy's flushed face and he was saying:

	 

	"We will not do that on camera. This is not what the film is going to be about!"

	 

	-%- 

	 

	I keep calling them boys because they both looked so very young, but from the credits, I could guess that since they were both second-year students at a film institute, they would have been about 20 years old or so. Anyway, in our room, everyone was quiet, the one exception being when Antonia was handed a huge dildo, it was transparent and it seemed to have some kind of coil inside it. Antonia slid most of it inside herself though I would have estimated it at about 40 centimeters in length and perhaps five in diameter. Shula let out a:

	 

	"Holy shit, check out the size of that monster."

	 

	I was dying to take out my cock and stick it deep inside Lisette's pussy, but I guess, I didn't have the balls, as they say. I wanted it to be over so that I could run downstairs and do that very thing in the privacy of our place. I guess the others were in a similar situation and the boys on screen were probably in the same kind of predicament. And even though it was so patently ridiculous, none of us dared interrupt Antonia. She was truly a star at that point and there we were, each and every one of us:

	Waiting for Antonia... 

	To come.   

	***

	 

	
Family Affair, I

	Music for a Taboo Orgy

	-------------------------------

	Portia Johnson.

	 

	She surprised me with this one. I told her about a story with the same name that I was writing and gave her some sketchy details about the inspiration for that story. Drawing on my love of music (I assume) she took that idea and came up with this long before I had finished mine. I like it so here it is. I am not however changing my title; it will just have to be Family Affair, II.

	



	

A handsome fifty-ish-looking gentleman is standing front stage in front of a curtain. He speaks into a mic he is holding in his hand

	 

	“Good evening ladies, gentlemen, and everyone else. Thank you all for coming to our affair. I hope you enjoy this evening and each other’s company and so on.”  

	 

	The curtain rises behind him to reveal a small combo. The musicians are all younger than him, with the oldest looking no more than 40 and the youngest, a girl aged 18 or perhaps 19, holding a guitar. The next youngest, somewhere in his early twenties is holding a second guitar. Three twenty-something-looking women form a horn section composed of a trumpet, saxophone, and trombone. A man in his late thirties is standing behind a battery of drums and the next one of a similar age is holding an upright bass. Another male of similar age is positioned slightly to the side and surrounded by an array of keyboards. A good-looking woman, who looks a bit like Donna Summer, is in the middle of it all behind a mic stand. All the males and most females are wearing black tuxedos with red bow ties and matching pocket kerchiefs. The exception is the youngest, she is wearing a short and slightly tight floral dress, which accentuates the fact that she is somewhat on the chubby side. Her café-con-leche complexion indicates that she is part Latina, but her butt looks purely African. Her front is also quite invitingly packed. The announcer waves at the musicians and they take a bow. He makes his way to stand behind a semi-circle composed of various percussion instruments, places the mic in a stand, and nods his head in the drummer’s direction. The latter clicks his sticks four times and the band breaks into a rendition of Santana’s Jingo. Everything is moving smoothly for about two and a half minutes with everybody dancing in tandem behind their mics and instruments and singing the repetitious and hypnotizing motif Jingo, Jingo-bah, go bah, bah, go bah, bah go bah, or something like that. Jamal takes the first guitar solo expertly and they keep playing until they get to the second guitar lead. The girl kicks at one of her floor pedals and comes in with a very loud and pronounced guitar attack. Unfortunately, it is also in the wrong key. The percussionist turns around and makes a cease and desist kind of motion with his hands. Everybody stops playing.

	 

	“Sandy,” he addresses the young guitar player “I warned you about this. You are going to pay the price for your goofing off instead of spending more time practicing the way you were supposed to.”

	 

	“Oh Big Daddy, please, not in front of all of these people.”

	 

	The audience is composed of something like fifty or sixty individuals, fairly matched in their genders.  Everyone is dressed up as if for a black-tie affair. They are seated at tables for four and currently working on their appetizer. The tables as well as the walls and ceiling are decorated with balloons, streamers, and some banners proclaiming Happy New Year! 

	 

	“These people, as you call them, are our benefactors and angels. They paid a very, very nice dollar to be entertained by us this evening and we will do just that. They have come expecting a lot more than just music. As I try to run a family that observes our rich traditions, I will demonstrate one of them right now. This is what is meant by spare the rod, spoil the child so get your ass over here right now!”

	 

	He walks over to Sandy, makes her unstrap her guitar, and place it in its stand. He grabs her by the hand and walking her over to the percussion section he forces her to bend over his biggest djembe drum.  Her short skirt rides up nicely, displaying a magnificent-looking ass that is only briefly covered by a pair of translucent silk panties. The spectators have put down their utensils to follow the drama that is unfolding on stage. There were rumors and innuendos about what might be expected at this year’s Taboo Orgy, but the organizer did not elaborate and they were all eager to see what kind of show this was going to be. The Taboo Orgy was a legendary underground party to which only the richest of the rich were invited. The ticket was astronomical but well worth it. Though Sandy was facing the audience, the two huge monitor screens to the two sides of the stage were showing the action from two angles. On the screens, Sandy’s ass looked perfect. 

	 

	“O.K. everybody, let’s take it from the keyboard after the chorus one more time.”

	 

	The keyboard starts playing softly as Big Daddy continues

	 

	“A properly administered spanking is a thing of beauty. A true connoisseur will find it difficult to keep his or her hands off their private parts and there is no need to. Your table cloth covers that part of you, so please feel free to touch yourself, or the person sitting next to you if you are daring. Anyway, let us proceed. An important thing is an audience. The spankee needs to feel humiliated and that is of course the best way. From the way my section is positioned, the band members have a grand view of Sandy’s ass. The monitors will let everyone in the audience have an even better and larger-than-life image of the action. That is almost, but not yet enough.” Speaking to the side he says “monitor, please.” A stagehand brings a 28” screen and places it about three feet in front of Sandy. It shows the same image of her ass and it is angled so that she can see everything.  

	 

	“Before slapping the ass, we need to admire and appreciate its beautiful curves.” He starts caressing Sandy’s ass and playfully bunching up her panties so that some details of her anatomy become more visible. “I will not at this time expose any of her glorious holes, that part will come later.” Part of the panties has disappeared inside that big ass, but the cheeks are tightly pressed together and not much is visible. Big Daddy bends down and forcing her legs apart he manacles her ankles to the drum stand. Obviously, this is a specially modified stand. He looks between those legs one more time and the monitor is showing what he sees. The panties are still covering the middle of her pussy, but most of the smoothly shaved lips are clearly visible. Sandy is seeing the same thing because she is protesting loudly and trying to cover herself with her hands. 

	 

	“That is not going to happen, baby,” says Big Daddy. He manacles her hands one by one to the front of the drum stand. “Much better,” he says “Sandy’s pussy is deliciously sweet and very beautiful, what do you say guys,” and he lands a loud slap between Sandy’s legs. It elicits a surprised, loud, and hurt-sounding exclamation.

	The band comes out with “Hit it Big Daddy! Slap that silly bitch! I could eat that! Eat it, fuck it, the whole works! Yummy!”

	 

	Big Daddy fondles Sandy’s ass cheeks briefly before landing a resounding slap on each of them. Sandy makes some more noise at which Big Daddy resumes his monologue

	 

	“This is when the fun begins. This ass needs some serious slapping and I could use some music with it.” 

	 

	The band comes in one at a time. Big Daddy is beating his drums and incorporating Sandy’s ass into his percussive moves. At some point, they move from Jingo into Soul Sacrifice, an interesting choice that leads into a percussion and drum duet. All other instruments are quiet and the ass slaps are picked up nicely by a microphone angled just right. Another mic picks up Sandy’s vocals which are quite pitiful and begging for mercy. The entire percussive interlude lasts for about one and a half minutes during which Sandy’s ass changes colors from café con leche to blush, pink, and eventually bright red. The instruments come back in and play softly for about a minute or so. Big Daddy squeezes Sandy’s ass while describing the next stage. She is not very happy with the squeezing and keeps begging, to no avail.
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	“The squeezing is also part of the process. I would like to thank those audience members who are secretly participating in our show. But, let me tell you, you ain’t seen nothing yet. For the next part, I will pull down Sandy’s panties.” 

	 

	He does just that but leaves them just above her knees. “There are some girls who pretend to be in pain when you spank them. They make the appropriate noises, but they are liars.”

	 

	“Please daddy, do not do this in front of everybody.” Sandy appears genuinely upset and tears are running down her face. “I promise I will be a good girl and practice much more, for next time.”

	 

	“Oh, Sandy, you know that this is how things go. Everything has a reason and a proper progression. I need to check if you had an orgasm during the spanking. It is not a proper punishment if you enjoy it. Orgasming is not allowed.”

	 

	Saying that, he spreads Sandy’s pussy lips, and bending over slightly he takes a look at the innards of that cunt. 

	 

	“Hmmm, I’m not sure. I need to do a manual inspection.” He sticks his right pointer finger into Sandy’s cunt and wiggles it around a little. He then takes it out, looks at it, and proceeds to smell it.

	 

	“I just love the smell of fresh young pussy, don’t you? It does look a little bit wet, but I do not think she had an orgasm.” He sticks it in his mouth and sucks on it for a few seconds. “It tastes as good as it looks. I would however be remiss if I didn’t expose this young pussy to a stronger temptation.” Saying that, he turns his palm up, and extending his two middle fingers he sticks them into Sandy’s cunt. “Here’s what will happen, Sandy. I will wiggle and move my fingers inside your cunt. The audience does not know this, but I am sure they have guessed by now that you are not a virgin.  So the only new thing for you is that we have never done this in front of a crowd. Still, your job is to concentrate hard on not having an orgasm, or else things will get much worse.” He keeps moving his fingers in and out of Sandy’s cunt. Every time he pushes his fingers in, his pointer and pinky are stimulating the clitoris that seems to grow a bit larger with each touch. His motions get faster and faster following the speedy guitar lead and it is obvious that Sandy will not be able to hold her orgasm when she starts bucking and making very satisfied sounding noises. In a short while, with a sound halfway between triumph and defeat Sandy squirts all over the floor. Some of the splashes hit the djembe and Big Daddy does not seem very pleased.

	 

	“I warned you didn’t I? Can somebody please get me Sandy’s guitar strap” The guitar player walks over, removes the strap, and hands it to Big Daddy. At the same time, a stagehand walks in with a mop and quickly cleans up the puddle.   

	 

	“So, I do not wish to actually break the skin on this fabulous ass and therefore I will not use the side that ends in a buckle. I believe that breaking the skin and drawing blood is a very bad form. It also turns me off and I need my cock to be hard and shiny for the rest of the show so that other end will be just fine.” The strap is made of beautifully tanned black leather and is about three inches wide. Big Daddy slaps it against his palm while Sandy keeps begging him to have mercy.

	 

	“I guess, my young daughter here, has not learned the lesson. Crying and begging and all these other ruses, will not help at all. I will do what needs to be done,” and he slaps the strap against his palm making a loud amplified sound. The music moves on towards the end of Soul Sacrifice. There are three false endings in that song. The music crescendos and stops abruptly. In that interval, Big Daddy lays the strap heavily onto Sandy’s buttocks drawing a high-pitched scream of agony from the poor wretch. This thing happens three times, with screams that appear to get louder and louder. She brings forth a sigh of relief when she hears Big Daddy talking to the other guitar player.

	 

	“Hey, Mr. Guitar man, go rub some ointment on your sister’s butt.” In the monitor screens, everyone can see the welts that have arisen as a response to the strap hits. They also see the young guitar player rubbing a lotion tenderly over the agitated and rosy red ass. He finishes his job and goes back to his guitar. Big Daddy unstraps Sandy from his djembe and has her straighten up. 

	 

	“I hope you have learned your lesson, my dear,” he says, and lifting her short dress he fondles her ass eliciting some pitiful cries. 

	 

	“Yes Big Daddy, thank you Big Daddy, can I please suck your cock and be done with it already” She is trying to pull up her panties while saying that, but Big Daddy stops her.

	 

	“Not yet, you sassy little thing,” he says slapping her ass and making her cry out once more. “We need to parade you first. Hold up your dress.”

	 

	She lifts the hem of her dress without protesting. Her panties are still riding a little bit above her knees so she has to take small steps.  He takes her by the arm and they both walk off the stage and around the hall.  Big daddy makes her stop at every table and bend over to show her ass to the revelers. A lot of them have apparently been touching each other and some had stained pants and dresses but they all look at Sandy’s ass with interest and a few of them asked if they can touch that ass. Sandy allows it, even though it seems kind of painful.

	 

	“Not only is your ass hot looking, but it is also quite hot to the touch,” says one of the examiners.

	 

	A/N, If you have not heard the pieces I described, you should look them up. Anyway, I needed to do some research for this, as well as take a personal interest in myself. I started a player with the first Santana album and Googled for appropriate videos. Of course, I Binged as well, Bing gets somewhat different results. You know I’d rather have banged, but I was all alone at the time. I couldn’t find any videos that would show anything close to what I was describing. I guess I’m a bigger pervert than any of those other guys. I did however find a few that made me want to take a more vigorous interest in myself. I settled on one that was showing an older gentleman, like myself, punishing a young and somewhat chubby nineteen-year-old girl that could have been a model for Sandy. I got into the Big Daddy role easily and I found myself rooting for the spanker with the same expressions that I have just defined. It occurred to me, that as much as spanking excites me, it is more of a visual kind of sport. Spanking a well-rounded bottom while attempting to spank your monkey as they say at the same time, would be ridiculous. Both jobs would only be performed in a kind of half-assed manner (lousy, but appropriate pun.) 

	 

	-%-

	 

	A female at one of the tables grabs Big Daddy’s crotch while her companion is feeling Sandy’s ass.  

	 

	“Thank you for that,” he says “I guess I still got some of that “come and get it to appeal”, I do however need to complete this charade. Give me 20 minutes and I will be all yours if you so desire”, got him a nice lewd smile.

	 

	The circuit completed they got back on stage where Sandy tried to pick up her panties and put them back on. That earned another painful slap on her big, red, agitated bottom, “No way” said Big Daddy pulling them off “your pussy will feel the winds of change for the rest of this show. Just pick up your guitar and play. Do not mess up again; it will be worse next time.”

	 

	Somehow, a fan had materialized behind Sandy. It was rotating, so once in every cycle, it would blow her dress up exposing those previously explored charms. The big screens would of course show alternate images of her ass and her vagina, shot from a few very low-placed cameras. 

	 

	“So, just in case you have not yet figured this out, we are the Family Affair, and we have taken that name because we are all related to each other” explained Big Daddy. “They call me Big Daddy because I am a stepfather to some of these tasty little morsels as well as being more closely related to some of the others. What I mean, is that some of them are my cousins, nieces, and nephews. That might make some of them brothers and sisters, which is why we are the perfect combo for a Taboo Orgy. Anyway, I hope you enjoyed the show so far, let’s give it all a chance and take it to a Higher Ground.” 

	 

	The band breaks into the Stevie Wonder tune of the same name. The band members take turns on the vocals and turn in a very good and pretty accurate rendition. Halfway through the tune, Big Daddy introduces some dancers.

	 

	“There is an old African tradition for young nubile virgins to dance for their king. The dance is sometimes known as The Reed Dance and other times as a ritual for young virgins.  I am not sure how to relate to this thing. It seems to be very male chauvinistic but I do not think the males in those societies even understand that concept, nor would they want to. I am however an American and I think I have a good understanding of it. It doesn’t matter that much. From the first time I have seen videos of the ritual, I just couldn’t help but masturbate to it.” 

	 

	The tune that the band was playing ends. Twelve young African girls clad in grass skirts take their place on the stage. 
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	Six of them kneel in front of the other six who are standing behind them. If there could be a thing called an African rainbow, they would be a good example of it. The skin of their young nubile bodies is every color between light coffee and midnight black. There are all very beautiful in their own individual ways and they are all possessed of amazingly gorgeous tits. 

	 

	“I think this is what the African kings had in mind when they initiated this particular dance though they were too chicken to implement it correctly.” He signals to the drummer who starts a strange but mesmerizing African beat. Big Daddy joins in with the percussion and turns it into the Burundi War Dance which was never intended for this kind of performance. The girls do not care much about that, they just wait for their signal. The one kneeling front and middle blows a whistle which gets all of them to start shaking their torsos vigorously to that beat, making their tits shake up and down and left to right in a beautiful erotic display of young feminine frontal action. 

	 

	“Wow, I still love this,” says Big Daddy. “I did notice that everyone is quite done with their entrees, so please feel free to join me. I meant every word when I spoke about masturbating.” With that, he unzips the front of his tux pans. It is not just your usual zipper, this one unzips a large square flop that falls to reveal a large semi-erect cock. He starts stroking it to the beat. 

	 

	The audience seems to love the act. They are starting to fondle each other and some little groups are getting together on the tables and others on the floor. 

	 

	“As I said, we are A Family Affair,” says Big Daddy. “I’d love to think that some of you out there are also related. Without trying to analyze anyone, I said analyze get it? perhaps we’ll do that later, I am just hoping that some of you guys came with your moms and that right now you are masturbating the shit out of those cunts that you came out of. I see some older men with their fingers in some younger cunts. I hope they belong to your daughters. If that is not true. I hope that you imagine that those are your daughters’ or your mothers’ cunts. Guess what, I imagine that and it makes me so, so, so much hornier.”

	 

	The band breaks into Rattlesnake Shake. Big Daddy is facing the young African dancers while stroking his cock to the beat, doesn’t take long before he spills a load of semen onto the stage.

	 

	“I do not mean to brag, but I’ve been told that my cock is quite amazing. I do however need to clean it up and get it ready for the next part of our show, so we will take a short intermission. Please feel free to approach me and my band-mates at our table with any concerns and/or requests, we will not turn you away. Thank you!”

	 

	The curtain comes down hiding the stage and after a short pause the performers step out and sit down at their reserved tables. One guy approaches Big Daddy with a question:

	 

	“Those young African girls, are they truly virgins” 

	 

	“Sorry, I guess I did not introduce their act properly, they are not! However I think they might be hungry, so I would appreciate it if you let them have a snack. It would be O.K. if you just walked around and felt their amazing titties while they ate.”

	 

	The guy thought that was good advice, so he walked around the dancers’ table feeling their tits while they ate. None of them objected though they reacted in different ways. Some put a hand on top of his hand moving it around while using their other hand to eat with. Others ignored him totally, but there was one who took his hand and stuck it between her legs while whispering in his ear.

	***

	 

	
 

	Robot in Distress

	Fanny DiGrassi

	 

	Looks like Fanny is starting to like smutty stuff. This one is quite futuristic, yet pretty arousing as well and that is certainly good enough for me. It is also so graphic that someday I might hire someone to create a video of it. 
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	"Name and Serial Number" she demanded.

	 

	"Sam-I-M-3233347" he replied in a dim voice.

	 

	"I am Lucy-Juicer 3696969 and I will do what needs to be done."

	 

	She puts her hand on his brow to read his stats.

	 

	"Your charge is at 0.23%. You will not make it to the next charge station. I will have to perform an emergency field re-charge. Let me help you lie down."

	 

	She rubs her thumb between his ambulatory units releasing his extension. Putting a hand behind his back she lowers him gently until he is lying supine on his back.  His extension is lying against the metal thigh looking old, used, and deflated, so she wraps her hand around it sending a gentle electric spark through her palm. His response is sluggish but she is glad to see that there is one. Were he to deplete his battery completely, all of his short-term memories would be erased and he would need some kind of therapy to re-establish personality continuance. She sends another gentle charge into his extension and this time she gets the response that she was looking for. Two prongs pop out of the tip of his extension and she wastes no time. Straddling him, she fits the two prongs into her pelvic socket. She had never performed a field re-charge before, so she opens a channel to central.

	 

	"Central, this is Lucy-Juicer 3696969. I need guidance."

	 

	A few passers-by stop to witness the operation. 

	 

	"Status report," replies central.

	"Sam-I-M-3233347 is at 0.23 charge, I am performing a field re-charge. I have deployed the extension prongs, plugged them into my pelvic socket and I am proceeding."

	 

	Lucy reaches down to a button located one inch above her pelvic socket. 

	 

	
	- “Applying rotational friction to pelvic receptacle knob. 

	- Receptacle bi-valve widening to allow extension insert. 

	- Commencing lubrication to facilitate ease of insertion.

	- The extension is inflating at a slow rate. Applying a second static discharge."



	 

	She wraps her fingers around the extension and allows a trickle of static electricity to trickle through her fingers. Sparks start flying generating a buzzing noise but once again, she gets the desired reaction. The extension inflates to a more rigid state allowing her to pull it in, with her retracting socket.

	 

	"Wow, it's just like fucking," says one of the bystanders.

	 

	A pre-teen, out shopping with her mom, joins the circle of watchers. The mother grabs her arm and pulls her away.

	 

	"Mom, it's just a charging unit doing her job. We learned about it in school" complains the young girl.

	 

	"Well, it looks indecent," says the mother "I don't want you to see this."

	 

	"Extension fully inserted. Commencing re-charge," says Lucy. 

	 

	She starts an up and down pelvic motion applying friction to Sam's extension. At first, it is very slow, but gradually the motion starts to pick up creating a clanging sound. Kind of like a large metal gate slamming shut. She keeps her hand on his brow reading his numbers. It does not seem to be working.

	 

	"Central, this is not working. The charge is being applied, but the energy loss is slightly bigger than the intake."

	 

	"Are your chest units active?"

	 

	"That was not in my protocol."

	 

	"It is part of the latest software boost. Apparently, you have received the hardware upgrade but not the software boost. You need to come in right after completion to receive that. Perform manual activation by pressing on your chest knobs simultaneously. That will close the circuitry and stop the leak."

	 

	Lucy does as instructed and the two conical chest units start spinning with a rapid motion and a sound that is alternating between that of a drill and a buzzing saw. Sparks start flying from one knob to the other. The watching pedestrians, who have multiplied in the meantime applaud and raise a moderate roar.

	 

	"Thank you central. The additional circuit is doing its job."

	 

	It didn't take long before Sam starts responding to the charge stimulus. His pelvis starts arching up, slowly at first, but picking up momentum as the charge is getting higher. Lucy's pelvis is keeping track and responding with the same frequency. Within the span of 10 minutes, the pistoning action increases incrementally, turning into a trembling blur. The noise level increases accordingly, reaching the loud decibels of a large pneumatic jackhammer. It serves as a warning to the pedestrians who start moving further back from the action. A flashing circle appears on the pavement and central opens a loud audio channel.

	 

	"Warning, warning," announces a very loud voice "all entities are to move to a distance of at least 10 meters from the epicenter. Anyone within the flashing circle is inside the danger zone."

	 

	The warning is not necessary. Everyone had already retreated beyond the perimeter of the flashing circle.

	 

	"Apply final super-charge!" says central.

	 

	The jack-hammer rackets, as well as the motion, continue while Sam's body rises from the pavement to a standing position. Lucy does not let go and she ruses with him. Her ambulatory units are now wrapped around Sam's waist and her manual units are clenched behind his back. It causes her rapidly spinning chest units to be pushed against his chest adding a sharp screeching noise to the cacophony. Sam lifts his hands and face to the sky, while Lucy shifts her gaze upwards as well.

	 

	"Five, four, three," said Central.
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	With an almost imperceptible velocity, Sam's feet lift from the ground. 

	 

	"Two, one," continues Central.

	 

	Sam's feet are now almost five inches above ground level. The combined noise level seems to have increased yet again and it all sounds a lot like a large supersonic jet getting ready for lift-off.

	 

	"Zero," says Central, and a large bolt of electricity strikes the two robots. The majestic bolt seems to come out of nowhere.

	 

	The two robots pick up speed and rocket skywards just as the first thunderous sonic boom resounds. Within 3 seconds it is followed by a second one as Sam and Lucy reached Mach two and just like that they are out of sight and a blessed silence descends on the now-empty street. Only a few drops of lubricant oil and hydraulic fluid marking the charred and cracked pavement testify to the momentous event, but they are not going to be there much longer. The cleaning crew shows up within minutes.

	***

	 

	 

	 

	
Smoked in Texas

	Ernest Samuel Llime

	 

	I write smutty poetry once in a while and sometimes I even add music to the stuff. Here's an example.

	



	

One day, drivin' round in this little old town, in Texas

	My good buddy Geordie and I, in my brand new convertible Lexus.

	I gotta warn you girls and gents t'ain't no regular yarn

	'T’is about how we parked and entered Big Mary's barn.
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	There was a chocolate girl behind a big oak bar

	And by damn she did look just like some movie star.

	She said howdy boys, people ‘round here call me Mimi,

	She was wrapped like a present in a sheer string bikini.

	 

	And she said what's it gonna be boys? 

	And the sign behind her said:

	 

	LIKKER IN THE FRONT! POKER IN THE BACK!

	LIKKER IN THE FRONT! POKER IN THE BACK!

	LIKKER IN THE FRONT! POKER IN THE BACK!

	 

	Say what? Say what? Say What?

	 

	Geordie and I nodded at each other and we said:

	 

	LIKKER first, POKER next.

	LIKKER first, POKER next.

	LIKKER first, POKER next.

	 

	And we rang out three shots:

	A-one, BANG!

	And A-two, BANG! BANG!

	And A-three, BANG! BANG! BANG!, Tequila

	 

	Then, we headed out back to meet Lil, Flo & Mary.

	Not a one of them was in the least bit contrary!

	They all dressed to the nines in the same way as Mimi,

	Though the colors were varied on each sheer string bikini.

	I can't say out of where Mary conjured some cards,

	She said lay down your guitars, my dusty old bards.

	She said me and my girls one on one and in tandem,

	We'll teach you this game that we call Texas hold'em.

	 

	Yes, gents, we got smoked, smoked, smoked, smoked in Texas

	Boy, oh boy did we get smoked, smoked, smoked, smoked in Texas. 

	 

	There was LIKKER and ‘er and 'er and 'er

	And then poker and 'er and 'er and 'er

	And LIKKER and LIKKER each little pink joker

	Poker and poker for quite a long while 

	Right in the middle of each vertical smile
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	LIKKER and poker,

	And LIKKER and poker,

	And LIKKER and poker

	Three more shots to the smoker"

	A-one, BANG!

	And A-two, BANG! BANG!

	And A-three, BANG! BANG! BANG!, Tequila

	 

	We drove off in one of the girls' 10-year-old Chevy

	I felt every bit like some old broken levee

	But Geordie said cheer up it was all voluntary

	We'll write a few songs 'bout pussies of Lil, Flo, and Mary

	They pretty much trumped any other chick

	And I'll never forget Mimi's asshole sliding 'round my dick.

	 

	LIKKER IN THE FRONT! We did

	POKER IN THE BACK! We did

	LIKKER IN THE FRONT! We did

	POKER IN THE BACK! We did

	LIKKER IN THE FRONT! We did

	POKER IN THE BACK! We did

	 

	But truthfully four times.

	There will be many, many lines

	That I will write for our new songs

	Just keep on driving thankful to the stars

	That they did only take the car but left our guitars

	 

	Yes, sir, we got smoked, smoked, smoked, smoked in Texas

	Boy, oh boy did we get smoked, smoked, smoked, and smoked in Texas.

	 

	But it was tons of fun.

	***

	
Sunday in the Middle of the Week

	Ernest Samuel Llime

	 

	I like to go on long walks. For no reason at all, I hadn’t done it in a while, so I was happy that I finally got my ass off my computer chair and went on a little walk. I had intended to start earlier but a story I was working on, took a little longer than I had anticipated. The story had come out quite all right, and I intended to write some kind of sequel in the future. As soon as I started walking, that sequel started unfurling in my mind. It was pretty elaborate and quite perverted, which is of course fine by me. I had set myself a general itinerary, and it was going to take me about three hours before I got home again. After about two and a half hours, I was nearing my home, but the story would not be denied. Not only did it play itself out, but it also sent me into areas that had me write a dedication for my second collection of erotic shorts as well as a preface and a tentative title: In the Eye of the Beholder (subtitled: more erotic shorts and undies.) I just couldn’t help myself; I found a bench in a somewhat secluded area of Forest Park and pulled my notebook out of the backpack. It was a brand new one, so I picked out my trusted Zebra ballpoint pen and scribbled on the first page:

	 

	Mr. Llime’s Notebooks – Vol. III

	 

	The Price of Admission is Your Mind.

	Steppenwolf

	Herman Hesse

	 

	(I’ve been planning that for a while.)

	 

	ENTER AT YOUR OWN RISK!

	 

	I turned the page and wrote on the obverse:

	Well, not always, I will make exceptions for the right kind of bodies.

	 

	On the next page I wrote the title of my new story:

	 

	SUNDAY IN THE MIDDLE OF THE WEEK

	Ernest Samuel Llime – September 2016 – Woodhaven, Glendale, Middle Village, Rego Park, Forest Hills, Forest Park.

	 

	And I wrote the whole STORY, patience, we’ll get to it at some point.

	 

	-%-

	 

	After closing my notebook and placing it on the bench, I sat up and stretched my aching shoulders, realizing that other parts of my body, were in pain as well. My heels, calves, and thighs had gotten out of the walking habit. Oh, well, they’ll get used to it again I thought. I guess it was a nice trance or something because I did not notice the woman sitting at the other end of my bench until she spoke.

	 

	“Must have been some story, made you quite oblivious to the world.”

	 

	“I was kind of paying attention,” I said.

	 

	“I doubt that you’d have noticed a plane that crash-landed right next to you. I’ve been watching you for at least 30 minutes.”

	 

	“Why?”

	 

	“I don’t know. There was a peaceful and happy kind of aura that seemed to encompass your body. It made me feel at peace. Anyway, what were you writing?”

	 

	“Oh, it’s a sequel to a story that I wrote this morning.”

	 

	“So, you are a writer. Have you published anything?”

	 

	“Yes, I have a few things that I have self-published on Amazon, though I don’t have many readers.”

	 

	“Well, you can have one more. Or even better, you can have a listener. You read and I will listen.”

	 

	“I don’t think that will be a good idea. It might end up badly.”

	 

	“Oh. Come on, just how bad could it be?”

	 

	“Well, it is a kind of perverted story.”

	 

	“So, how about the title, is that perverted too?”

	 

	“Not unless you know what it means and it can only be understood in the context of the story.”

	 

	“So, what is it then?”

	 

	“Sunday in the Middle of the Week.”

	 

	“Good, strong, and confusing. I love it already. You must read me the story. I will not wait until it sees print.”

	 

	“It can only lead to no good. Either you will be grossed out by the details, or else you might be turned on. I’m not sure which outcome will be worse.”

	 

	“Now, that is silly. Care to explain?”

	 

	“I’m married.”

	 

	“You’re kind of jumping to conclusions, but all the same. I promise not to say a word to your wife, come on.”

	 

	It’s not easy to refuse a potential reader. She seemed to be in her early forties, well dressed and groomed, and honestly, quite attractive. Seeing that I didn’t refuse right away, she pushed her advantage:

	 

	“Come on, you know you want to, don’t you.”

	 

	She got me there and I thought: “what the heck, I’ve been in plenty of other compromising positions and have managed to come out pretty unscathed. It might even make for some kind of new story.” So I picked up my book and opened it on page 3. 

	 

	“Hey, what’s on the other pages?” she asked.

	 

	“Just some silliness” I replied.

	 

	“Oh, don’t be a spoil-sport. It’s my one opportunity to see into the mind of a writer.”

	 

	I read her the Hesse quote and she said that she will have to look up that book. Anyway, I finally got to the title:

	 

	SUNDAY IN THE MIDDLE OF THE WEEK

	Ernest Samuel Llime – September 2016 – Woodhaven, Glendale, Middle Village, Rego Park, Forest Hills, Forest Park.

	 

	 I had to explain that I liked to note the time and place that the story was written in and a month seemed more appropriate than a range of dates. Then I also had to tell her that the story was writing itself in my mind as I was walking through all of these little towns. She was impressed but agreed to keep quiet, while I got into the actual story, so I went right into it:

	 

	For some unknown reason, I felt quite comfortable with Tuesday and Wednesday. That Sunday in the Park had been a lot of fun, and though all I got was a look at their very fine tits, I was fine with that. The general consensus was that Wednesday was nuts and Tuesday was a serious slut. I did notice that she liked to screw around and mostly with married guys. Still, I always told people that I am a xenophile; I guess it worked for me. We agreed to continue our weekend walks and the next Saturday, Tuesday drove us to the Jamaica Wild Life Preserve. It is not too far from our little town and I think it is free, I can’t quite remember right now. We probably had to pay for parking, but I believe it was very reasonable. We grabbed a map of the trails and started following along one of them. This was happening towards the end of August and it was a really hot day. We walked for perhaps half an hour when Wednesday started complaining. She needed to find a little place in the shade where she could rest her weary bones. We scouted around and somehow, I discovered a little hidden bench that was made of some nicely smoothed out natural tree trunks. Some very luxurious bushes were in between our bench and the main trail. Wednesday, sat down on the bench, but as soon as she felt the wood, she got up, peeled off her clothes, and lay down on her stomach. 
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	“This wood is amazing,” she said, “you should both do what I did, we can take turns.”

	 

	Tuesday looked at me with a twinkle in her eye:

	 

	“Wednesday is a slut. What if someone were to see us like this?”

	 

	“Hold on to your horses girl; we ain’t seen anyone yet,” said Wednesday.

	 

	“All the same, you need to be punished, you little slut.”

	 

	Saying that she straddled the bench in front of Wednesday and grabbed her arms. 

	 

	“You’re the man, you know what to do,” she threw my way. 

	 

	“Not really,” I replied. I was quite taken with the look of Wednesday’s ass. Frankly, it was fabulous.

	 

	“Well, straddle the bench over Wednesday’s calves, so she will not be able to escape.”

	 

	I did as she asked. The short skirt that Tuesday was wearing, could not hide the fact that she was not wearing any undies. I got a nice look at the lower half of her pussy lips. 

	 

	“You’ve got to administer the punishment. It is to be twenty slaps on her bare ass, ten on each cheek.”

	 

	I have to admit that I have seen similar scenes in video clips, but this was live. Those ass cheeks were so inviting. I lay my right hand softly on one of them and then the other hand on the other cheek.

	 

	“Not like that,” said Tuesday.

	 

	She leaned forward a bit and landed a resounding slap on Wednesday’s right cheek, eliciting a surprised sound from Wednesday’s mouth.

	 

	“That’s it, now you!” she urged me.

	 

	I threw a fast slap to Wednesday’s left ass cheek, getting a loud yell.

	 

	“That’s it,” said Tuesday “now you’re getting it.”

	 

	“What if someone should hear?” I asked.

	 

	“Well, it could be quite interesting. Perhaps they’d join in the fun. In any case, this was number two. Keep going.”

	 

	I started slapping that ass in earnest. Though she got kind of loud, she didn’t make any serious effort to escape. In the meantime, Tuesday’s skirt kept moving up to the point where I had a very good look at the moist and slightly open lips of her cunt. The clitoris was peeking out at the top and over that, there was a strawberry blonde triangle of pubic hair that made her cunt look very appetizing. I was closer to Wednesday’s cunt, so I did what I used to see in those video clips. I pulled one of her cheeks aside and started massaging Wednesday’s pussy. Wednesday had somehow managed to get her mouth right into Tuesday’s crotch and she was lapping at that pussy engendering some nice and very encouraging sounds. My cock was starting to feel uncomfortably neglected and I didn’t know how to continue, so the smartest thing that I could come up with was:

	 

	“Girls, I need some kind of release.” I got up and pulled down my shorts and underwear. I do not have the biggest cock around, but I was told that it is cute and more than adequate. It was a good exemplar of what they usually called a woody. “Would it be O.K. if I stuck this in Wednesday’s ass?”

	 

	“No,” they both yelled out. 

	 

	“Come here,” said Tuesday, before I could express my disappointment.

	 

	I did and she wrapped her lips around my cock. I guess she’d done that before because she could reach all the way to the base of it. Somehow we got quite comfortable with Tuesday sucking my cock, Wednesday sucking on Tuesday’s twat, and me licking and poking around inside Wednesday’s pussy after she asked me so nicely:

	 

	“I’d be much obliged if you could see it in your heart to minister to my cunt in this hour of dire need.”

	 

	I guess she had turned onto her back without me noticing, but there it was, waiting for my mouth and hands. I was quite happy to oblige. While the taste of pussy is not always pleasant, the idea of sucking and licking it more than makes up for the occasional unpleasantness. I found out since then that it is largely a matter of diet and it is a bit of information that comes in handy at times. It ended up quite well, I think. I spilled my sperm all over Wednesday’s face and a bit over Tuesday’s cunt and the girls eventually seemed to be satisfied with all the licking, sucking, and poking. We used one of our water bottles to wash off a bit and after a short rest, we walked back to Tuesday’s car. It was only about 5 pm so we drove to Rockaway Beach. We could all use a snack so we ended up at the Bungalow Bar. I was thrilled that they had a raw bar and I had a dozen oysters on the half shell. I don’t know if their rumored aphrodisiac attributes are true. I just love the way they taste. It was a kind of fun place. After a while they had a band doing Jimmy Buffett covers. We danced a little, and then we drove to the Beach 97 street boardwalk. The lifeguards were gone for the day so we found some parking and a quiet little area. By then it was already getting dark, so Wednesday said:

	 

	“Hey, I kind of meant what I said last week in Central Park. So I’m going for a dip in the ocean.”

	 

	It took me a minute to realize that she was going skinny dipping. Tuesday got it at once, so before you know it they were butt naked and running into the surf. I guess I hesitated for a moment, but on the next, I was running right after them with my ding-a-ling keeping the beat happily. We gamboled in the waves, kissing and grabbing each other’s tits, ass, and other esoteric parts quite childishly. Coming out we realized that the ocean breeze was a somewhat cooling event and we held on to each other trying to keep our bodies warm. Well, we did sort of dry off and rubbed as much sand as we could off of our bodies, before putting our clothes back on. Tuesday was quite familiar with the area because she walked us to a pub that was just across the street from where we had parked. We had a few more drinks and danced some more to a reggae cover band. I don’t know what’s up with all these cover bands, doesn’t anyone write music anymore? 

	 

	As I may have said before, Tuesday was an excellent driver, so regardless of the number of drinks we’d all had, we reached her place without any problems. I lived within walking distance and so did Wednesday, so I offered to walk her home.

	 

	“Nonsense, said Tuesday. It’s still early. You’re both coming up for a nightcap.”

	 

	Definitely, a no-brainer! We drank some more and it turned out that the girls loved to do a line or two once in a while. I am not a big fan, but I didn’t want to refuse under the circumstances. Things got a bit foggy, but I assume that everything ended up just fine, because my next memory is of the sun’s rays sneaking through the blinds. 

	 

	I was lying between Tuesday and Wednesday. We were all naked, and I know this may sound like a fantasy, but that’s how I remember it. Tuesday had her hand around my cock, while Wednesday was cupping my balls. It was decadent, beautiful and I had that lazy morning erection. From the way, I was laying I could admire the two gorgeous pairs of tits.  

	 

	“Here I am,” I thought to myself. “These are the tits, and there is some beautiful ass on the other side and somewhere in between, two marvelous and very attentive pussies. I’ve got to fuck at least one of them today. Another thought snuck around. It was Sunday morning and here I was sandwiched between Tuesday and Wednesday a.k.a. the Middle of the Week. I thought that would be a nice title for a story: Sunday in the Middle of the Week. I liked that better than: In the Middle of the Week on Sunday. As I was having these thoughts, I could easily reach the two cunts on each side of me and I thought I could rub the girls awake, and perhaps we could get to the bottom of this (ha, ha.) Sure enough, they were waking up slowly and pushing their pelvises against my hands languidly. I kept it up while they snuggled into me and started a nice uniform rubbing on my cock. Can’t say that any of us had an orgasm, but it was a fun way to wake up. It didn’t seem like anyone had any qualms or issues with the fact that we were all naked and in the same bed. The girls took turns kissing me and I responded happily.

	 

	“Good morning lover,” said Tuesday.

	 

	“And good morning to you as well,” I replied.

	 

	“Me. Lover too, morning,” added Wednesday.

	 

	“And to you as well, but I can’t quite think of myself as a lover. I mean we played with each other a few times, but we never fucked. Any chance that we could get to that today?”

	 

	“If it seems that important to you, we might,” replied Wednesday “but you should know that things will never be the same among the three of us.”

	 

	“Explanation please?”

	 

	“I was getting to that. You see, when you kiss my lips, I can kiss you back. When you kiss my nipples, I can kiss yours back. When you suck my clitoris, I can suck your cock. And if you lick my asshole, I can lick yours. We can all be equal among equals. But, once you penetrate my cunt with your cock, that equality is shattered. I do not have a cock that I can penetrate you with. Granted, I could get a strap-on dildo and stick it in your ass, but it is not even close to being the same thing. So, we chose you to be our sexually equal partner. Stick with it and you will experience things that none of the guys we fucked, ever will.”

	 

	Tuesday whispered in my ear:

	 

	“Pussy for breakfast?”

	 

	How could I possibly refuse? I was still pondering that asshole licking bit, not sure how I felt about it, I’d never done that previously. Figured I’d deal with that when it came up and I dived into their pussies with a passion. If there is a breakfast of champions, this must be it. I ate those pussies real good that morning and they reciprocated tenfold. I am still researching the female orgasm and have not yet reached a conclusion, but I certainly painted the picture of a totally satisfied lover, all over the bodies of the Middle of the Week as well as Tuesday’s sheets.
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	We got out of bed and took a quick shower. It was a bit crowded with the three of us in there but we managed. We soaped each other and touched and kissed and hugged. I thought that the bit about being equal sex partners could be quite a blessing, but I didn’t realize how much greater things could be, until the following weekend. Tuesday put up a pot of coffee and we all sat in the kitchen naked, sipping our brews. The wake-up horseplay had kept my mind quite busy, but now that it had rested a bit, a dream I had during the night popped to the surface. Since the girls were in it too, I had to tell them all about it.

	 

	“I had this really funny and sexy dream last night, you were both in it.”

	 

	They looked at me askance as some might say, so I continued.

	 

	“In my dream, we woke up and we sucked each other off, pretty much the same as we just did. After that, we took a shower together; Tuesday made coffee and we sat in the kitchen naked sipping our brews just the way we are doing now. But then Tuesday said that she was a bit hungry and that she will make crepes. She got a skillet and in less than ten minutes she had a little stack of crepes layered on a plate. She took a jar of orange marmalade, smeared a thin layer of it on the top one, and rolled it up into a thin cylinder. She took a bite and pronounced it edible.

	 

	“It is however still missing something. Wednesday my dear, pull open your cunt lips, I think serving it with pussy juice might be just the thing.”

	 

	“That is quite funny and pretty clairvoyant I’d say. You must have noticed the crepe batter in my fridge, last night,” said Tuesday.

	 

	With that, she got up and prepared the crepes, just as I had dreamed. Everything was pretty much the way I dreamed it, except the taste. Ever since I met The Middle of the Week, my dreams had been in full-blown Technicolor, but I had yet to have one in which I could smell and/or taste things. I guess if that happened, it would be very strange and I would perhaps start confusing dreams and reality, but on the other hand, it might be fun. Suffice to say that I ate marmalade-filled crepes out of both cunts and if asked I couldn’t say which cunt tasted better, though there seemed to be a difference. Tuesday was prepared for some kind of scene that involved cock and crepes because she had taken a tub of cannoli cream out of the fridge and I guess it had warmed up enough by the time she covered my cock up in it because I did not lose my erection. They used the crepes to wipe the cream off my cock and eat it, after which they took turns just sucking it off while my cock was getting a decent fellating. After I came all over both of their faces it was hard to tell what was cannoli and what was sperm, but the girls did not discriminate. They licked each other’s faces clean and swallowed every single drop.  

	 

	I may not have mentioned that these things were happening during that period in my life when I still had to work for a living. So I spent the next week working, shooting some pool now and then, and resting occasionally. On Friday, Tuesday called to ask if I was up to dancing. I thought that was a lovely idea, so we ended up in some club in Manhattan with a DJ was spinning all kinds of dance music. Not my cup of tea when it came to listening, but I had to admit that it got the crowd on their feet. That included me, especially when Wednesday joined us. It was an evening filled with cognac and coke, but eventually, when we ended up back at Tuesday’s place, there was another girl with us. 

	 

	There was more coke at Tuesday’s place and also on this occasion lots of pot. I am not into those things very much so they explained to me the difference between Sativa and Indica, but I cannot quite remember what it is. Anyway, we smoked some and we had a bunch of drinks. I had become quite infatuated with cognac, so there was a ¾ full bottle of Martell Cordon Bleu that I had left there previously. I guess there was a lot of coke there as well because I ended up snorting some of it off the belly of the new girl. The Middle of the Week girls kept encouraging me. I think I was getting somewhat silly, but I also seem to remember Tuesday introducing the new girl to me at some point:

	 

	“This is Layla. She is Lebanese and she loves cock. We invited her tonight, especially for you.”

	 

	The evening went on and one incident stuck in my mind. I think I was phasing out a little, because when I did focus, Layla was snorting a line of coke off my cock. 

	 

	“Hi,” she said “as if she’d just met me. “You have a pretty cock.”

	 

	I did not know what to make of that. I realized that she was more intoxicated than the rest of us when she took off most of her clothes leaving only a pair of waist-high fishnet pantyhose. She was, very attractive, in a sultry kind of way. I guess like Mia Khalifa, who was at the time my favorite porn star. The weird part came when she announced that she was going to pee. She sat back on Tuesday’s white leather sofa and lifted her legs to expose her crotch. The fishnet had a split crotch, which was not necessary for pissing, but it was handy in other situations. I hadn’t seen anything like that before, but then again, I also hadn’t seen a woman pissing before, not in real life. It didn’t happen right away, she started rubbing herself and sticking her fingers inside her vagina. 
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	I was not sure what that was about, but she kept on rubbing in the area of the urethra, and eventually, a stream of piss emanated from somewhere between her legs. The piss came out with some pressure forming an arc that ended about three feet in front of her. It was weird, but at the same time fascinating and arousing. She stayed there with her legs up on the sofa and I didn’t quite know what to think. Later on, I realized that Tuesday was aware that this will happen because she had previously removed the throw rug and she produced a mop as soon as Layla’s cunt stopped dripping.

	 

	“She needs a cock,” prompted Wednesday “and yours is the only one around. Come on, do your duty,” she grabbed me by the cock and led me to the awaiting, dew decorated orifice.

	 

	It was of course weird, as I was saying, but my cock was quite erect, so I did as I was bid. I let her pull me over to Layla and she guided my cock straight into that cunt. Though Layla seemed a bit out of it, her cunt started thrusting against my cock frantically. Wednesday walked around and faced me. She gave me a wet French kiss and looking into my eyes, she said:

	 

	“Think about my cunt. Imagine that your cock is in it right now. Layla needs cock and you are as much a present for her as she is for you. So come on, fuck me.”

	 

	I was almost there when I felt Tuesday leaning against my ear saying:

	 

	“Fuck that pussy boy. That’s the way things go in this incarnation.” 

	 

	With that, she slapped my ass hard. I didn’t expect that, but my cock and ball mechanism thought it was perfect, I almost missed pulling out of Layla.

	 

	 

	Layla was truly gorgeous and I had enjoyed fucking her tremendously. I couldn’t quite figure out my Middle of the Week girls’ agenda, but I thought that my instincts were correct, so I decided not to analyze, just enjoy the ride. I met Tuesday at the pub during the week and she told me that she was getting Layla to put on a special show for me the next Saturday, but that this time, it was going to cost me an eight ball. An eight-ball at the time was going for about $250. Not usually in my budget, but it was not going to bankrupt me, so I procured one. I showed up at Tuesday’s around 9 pm. She greeted me at the door with a long kiss.

	 

	“Come in lover,” she then said “the other girls should be here shortly. “I told Layla that today is your birthday and that she had to do her special act for you. Have a seat.” 

	 

	She sat me down on her sofa and brought out the Martell bottle. The bottle was maybe a quarter full, so I made a mental note to bring another. Tuesday had poured herself a Jack rocks and we sipped our drinks in silence. The throw rug was missing from the floor and I realized that the fact that the floor was covered in ceramic tiles, made sense, also the leather sofa. They could both be wiped clean easily. I guess I also understood that there might be some fluids involved once again.

	 

	“So, what is that special act?”

	 

	“No-no, you’ll have to wait and see.”

	 

	Wednesday and Layla walked in and we kissed warmly. Layla’s breath smelled of alcohol, but she did not look too drunk. Wednesday had probably had a couple of drinks as well, but then so had I. I think it was part of the prep because Layla was quite shy when sober and she needed help to overcome her inhibitions. Tuesday produced a bottle of Cointreau and poured the other two a couple of jiggers on ice. Turning to me she said:

	 

	“O.K. give me the stuff.”

	 

	I handed over the eight ball and she poured all of it into a bowl that was sitting on her coffee table. She then proceeded to spell out Happy Birthday! We took turns sniffing the letters. Being the supposed birthday boy, I went first and I got ‘H-a.’ Layla, the guest of honor got to go next and she blushed and laughed nervously when I mentioned that ‘p-p’ seemed very appropriate for her. We kept drinking for a while and passed a joint around waiting for Layla to announce that she was ready. It was gradual, but eventually, we got to a point where the three girls were naked. Layla was wearing her fishnets again, but I did not consider that to be clothing. She also kept her glasses on at my request. I find naked women wearing glasses to be very sexy. After a whispered but short interchange between Layla and Wednesday, Tuesday announced that the main event was about to start but not before the birthday boy did another line. By the time she was done, there were three lines and they were drawn onto three sets of pussy lips. The three girls were sitting back on the sofa next to each other with their feet resting next to their butts and their knees wide open, allowing for a majestic panorama. I started on my left with Wednesday’s pussy. It was beautiful and the line was drawn just below that triangle of reddish pubic hair. I knelt in front of her and using my short straw I inhaled the white powder. Some crystals were still left in the crevices, so I licked them off. I then stood up and kissed her passionately on the lips. I moved on to Layla’s cunt in the middle. Hers was totally hairless, very smooth and at this point, all I could see was the very fine slit. I wondered for a moment how she did that, before snorting my second line. I then repeated the licking process, causing that slit to widen a little and show me a little more of her lips. I kissed them and then I kissed her on the mouth as well. She was so cute with her eyes closed behind those glasses. I moved on and knelt in front of Wednesday. Her cunt lips were visible through the luxuriant blonde bush, but the line was kind of lost.

	 

	“I did the best I could,” she said “I guess you’ll have to lick it.”

	 

	And so I did. I finished the ritual with a last long kiss.  The girls had placed their feet back on the floor and Tuesday walked to the bathroom returning with a large towel, a washcloth, and a bowl filled with soapy water. Wednesday and Layla had turned around and assumed a kneeling position on the sofa. It exposed their anuses and I was surprised to notice that Layla’s was quite light-colored. I expected it to be darker. Anyway, Tuesday took the washcloth and washed the two orifices quite thoroughly. She then assumed the same position, called me over, and asked me to do the same to her. I did that after which she got up and told me to go back to my seat. We had moved the coffee table aside and I had the matching armchair situated just in front of the sofa for the best view.  Tuesday went back into the kitchen and returned with another large bowl. She made me stand up and pushed the armchair aside. 

	 

	“For our main attraction, we need a more thorough cleaning, so you get to do the honors birthday boy.”

	 

	She placed the bowl on the coffee table and handed me a rubber ball of some kind that had a thin nozzle projecting on one side. 

	 

	“You fill the bulb with milk, stick the nozzle in my ass and push on the rubber so that the milk exits into my ass.”

	 

	She assumed the position on the sofa next to the other two. I filled the bulb and walked over, but I felt a bit confused. The three asses spread out in front of me were certainly spectacular, but enemas? Was it going to get messy? I was not sure if I was up for that. I was also quite high and I had a suspicion that I was perhaps having some kind of hallucination.

	[image: 35b]

	 

	“What’s the delay?” asked Tuesday.

	 

	“Just admiring the view” I replied while pushing the nozzle gently into her ass. I squeezed the bulb ejecting the milk into her.

	 

	“I’ve never had this done before. Feels weird but also kind of arousing” she said.

	 

	“Yeah, same here.”

	 

	I repeated the process on the two other assholes. 

	 

	“Once more,” said Tuesday. 

	 

	So I did it again. By the time I finished the other two, Tuesday had rolled over and she told me to empty the bowl and bring it back. She scooted down a little and raised her legs so that her asshole was visible and just over the edge of the sofa.

	 

	“Now, hold the bowl under my ass. Place your hand on my stomach and push down gently.”

	 

	Curiouser and curiouser, I thought to myself, but I did as I was told. The liquid came streaming out and I caught most of it in the bowl. I emptied the bowl in the toilet, came back, and repeated the process on the two other girls. I guess the girls had prepared for this because the only thing that came out was milk. I felt relieved. I have no idea how I would have felt if some shit made it out of there. There was a scary moment when Layla ended her turn with a loud fart, but it just broke the ice a bit and we all laughed. I hadn’t even noticed that we were all a little bit tense. It made me less nervous and I noticed that regardless of how my head felt, my cock approved because it was standing straight up and it was hard as a rock.

	 

	“And now, this!” said Tuesday. She had produced a little tub of soft butter and she proceeded to rub some all-around Layla’s anus. She took another generous fistful and pushed some inside her through that mysterious-looking sphincter. 

	 

	“And this!” said Wednesday. She too had produced a bowl. It was filled with round little balls that turned out to be peanut M&M’s. She started pushing them up Layla’s ass one at a time. She stopped after six I think, put down the bowl, and stepped about three feet back from the sofa. Layla’s stomach contracted briefly, her anus opened up a bit and an M&M flew out through the air and into Wednesday’s open mouth. Wednesday caught another one and Tuesday did the same after her. 

	 

	“Birthday boy, it’s your turn,” said Tuesday and Wednesday in tandem. 

	 

	They are crazy I thought to myself, while they were dragging me into position. I eyed that sphincter with trepidation and when the first shot came, I missed it. I realized that I needed to move and position myself properly, but still, the second one hit me in the eye. They wouldn’t give up and I had to try until I finally managed to catch one. I guess it was obvious that I kept it in my mouth because the Middle of the Week yelled at me with one voice:

	 

	“Eat it!”

	 

	Guess I did that in the end. 

	 

	“Did you ever fuck someone in the ass?” asked Tuesday.

	 

	“No, I have not,” I answered.

	 

	“Well, would you like to? Layla’s ass is greased up and ready for you.”

	 

	“Yes,” I replied with a dry throat, “but can I also have a glass of water?”

	 

	Tuesday went and got me a glass of water while Wednesday grabbed me by the cock and led me to Layla’s asshole. Wednesday stayed behind me and grabbed my ass cheeks assisting with my thrusts. Tuesday held the glass to my lips and tilted it slowly so that I could drink. I finished that and I bent over Layla grabbing her tits and squeezing them. Tuesday bent over, placed the glass on the floor, and stuck a couple of fingers into Layla’s cunt. I don’t know how, but it felt like she was massaging my cock through that thin wall. I had an amazing orgasm that left me shaking for a few minutes. Layla turned around, gave me a sweet smile, and fell asleep. Tuesday and Wednesday walked me into the bedroom and cuddled sweetly on each side of me. I looked at the time and it was way past midnight. And so, it was Sunday in The Middle of the Week once more.

	 

	-%-

	 

	As I finished reading my story, I felt fingers in my crotch trying to work my zipper. 

	 

	“I guess you liked it. That was however a long time ago and it did not happen exactly the way I wrote it.”

	 

	“Are you kidding? You, my friend, are a fucking genius. Or a master fucking storyteller, or something like that. I want to kneel at your feet and worship you in the only appropriate way.”

	 

	“I’m not that young anymore,” I said.

	 

	“Well, your cock seems to disagree,” she replied.

	 

	“I am also married: I retorted weakly, without actually trying to stop her.”

	 

	“As I said before, I’m not going to tell her,” by then she had my cock in her mouth so she stopped talking.”

	 

	“She might find out anyway,” I said.

	 

	It was getting dark and there was no one else around, so she made a questioning sound without stopping her toils.
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	“I might tell her.”

	 

	At that, she took her mouth off my cock.

	 

	“But why?” she asked.

	 

	“I get bragging rights don’t I?”

	 

	She thought about it for a second then she nodded and took me right back into her awaiting mouth.

	***

	Vampire’s Suck

	Timmy the Timid 

	 

	Timmy surprised me with this one. Perhaps it is his sex life (whether real or imaginary) that is picking up and stimulating his writing abilities. Whichever way that works, I am happy with this new story of his. It is also very satisfying to realize that I am inducing some people to try their hand at writing. There was not even that much that I needed to correct. 

	 

	When I asked how he came by such a strange twist of a story he replied that Bram Stoker himself was Irish and that Ireland and Scotland have a long and surprisingly congruent history.

	



	

The sequence of events that I am about to relate was initiated by a fateful encounter that took place the day after my 16th birthday. One hundred years have passed since then, but my remembrance of them is as clear and sharp as if it was yesterday.

	 

	My name is Ilie Petrescu. I was born in a little village in Transylvania one hundred and sixteen years ago. From my name you might be tempted to guess that I am ethnically a Romanian, but you would be wrong. Biertan, as the Romanians call it, is a little village in the Carpathian Mountains. It is one of those places that were originally settled by Germanic Saxons, sometime in 1223 or 1224. The Sas (as they are known in those parts) call it Beirthalm and the Hungarians, who are the largest minority, call it Berethalom. Romanians comprise the largest population of Transylvania, followed by Hungarians and a smaller Germanic group, but there are also many Gypsies, Serbs, and even some Turks and Armenians. Despite my Romanian name, my family was following the Lutheran religion and I remember going to the large fortified church with my parents. I found out later that one of my grandparents was actually of Saxon descent. We also had some Hungarians in our family tree and though we tried to ignore it, there was also a Gypsy somewhere in there. Growing up I was exposed to the three major languages: German, Hungarian and Romanian. By the time I was thirteen, I could also speak Romani and Serbian. Thus it should come as no surprise that I eventually became a student of linguistics and later on semantics. By now I am fluent in more than 30 languages and I can pick up on their various dialects quite easily.

	 

	As I had started saying previously, it all commenced on the day after my sixteenth birthday. At sixteen, I was quite a large lad and easily 2-3 inches taller than the next tallest man in our village. In addition, I had also been working at my father’s mill for the previous two years, and lilting one hundred pound sacks of flour day in, day out had made me quite muscular. I guess that’s what made my father decide that I was mature enough for the task that followed. He woke me up bright and early on that morning announcing that there will be no work on that day. I was to join him and a posse composed of some other villagers, we were going on a vampire hunt. There was a new preacher in town and his latest sermon had inflamed the minds of the congregation to the extent that they agreed to join him in a “Crusade,” as he termed it, against the local (and up to that day, fictive) vampires. Father Ludwig must have heard a lot of tales about the mythical Transylvanian vampires before being assigned to our commune. We met with him and about thirty other hot-headed guys and he proceeded to explain to us that he had received a communique from his secret sources that the itinerant theater that had camped just outside Biertan had been infiltrated by vampires. I did previously hear my parents talk about the troupe’s production of Shakespeare’s Tempest. I had not been allowed to experience it, because it was supposed to be quite saucy. It was as scandalous as reputed and chances were that our preacher was influenced by that fact when preparing his sermon. 

	 

	Father Ludwig spent another 30 minutes making sure that everyone knew how to identify and safely neutralize and destroy a vampire. The first thing was their pronounced and very sharp incisors, after which we were told to look for coffins, in which they were presumably sleeping, as well as check out the rafters where they might also be sleeping in their bat form. At the end of the pep talk, we were issued vials of holy water and sharp wooden stakes that we were to use for piercing vampire hearts. It was a short fifteen-minute walk to the theater campsite, and we arrived to find that the entire place was completely deserted. There were of course a few horses, some donkeys, and a few dogs, which indicated that they had not left, but we could not find any person at all.  We searched every wagon and every tent and came up empty. One of the guys suggested that we put everything to the torch, but my father, surprisingly, raised the voice of reason, saying that we had no way of knowing that they were all vampires and that we should give it another day when we could come back for a second check. Father Ludwig had to agree, reluctantly, that his information was that only some of the actors were vampires and that they should wait a little longer to see if anyone showed up. I asked my father if I could be excused and when he acceded, I started walking back towards the village. 

	 

	The path led behind the big show tent which put me out of everyone’s sight. I thought that it was my chance to at least see the stage even if not the play, so I walked right in. The stage was decorated with all kinds of props and furniture and I climbed the three little steps to stand on it. On one side of the stage, I could see a narrow passage, and curious as I am, I squeezed through it. It led to a few little rooms that had mirrors with little tables and chairs in front of them. On the tables, there were all kinds of tubes, powders, and wigs. It looked quite exciting and I wished that I could have seen the actors after they had put on their make-up and costumes. I walked from room to room, though you could hardly call them that. They were more like cubicles separated by curtains. The last one was even smaller than the others, but somehow it appeared smaller on the inside than it had looked from outside in the little corridor. It didn’t take me long to realize that the curtain on the left side was not the room divider. I guess whoever checked the cubicles had been fooled, but I was not. I pulled it aside to find a little velvet-covered settee. Draped on the one armrest that the settee sported, was a human form. 
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	It only took me a second or maybe two to realize what I was looking at. It was the rear end of a girl wearing very sheer undies. Her dress had somehow ended up over her head and the transparent material of her undergarment did not hide anything. I could see the crevice between her legs underneath the rosy little ring of her asshole. It was the most beautiful thing I had ever seen in my entire life. I stood transfixed for maybe a few minutes, thinking that perhaps I should alert the posse about my find. I decided that if they trusted me to be responsible enough to join them, they could also trust me to do the right thing. I walked a little closer, found the girl’s wrist, and checked for a pulse. She felt warm to the touch, but I could feel no pulse and when I let go of her hand, it just dropped down without any life in it to stop the fall. I tried to come up with an idea about it all, but the sight of that cunt had me ga-ga mesmerized. That picture had been so etched in my mind, that even after all these years I can visualize the legs metamorphosing into thighs, which in turn emerged as two gorgeously bright globes of gluteal miracle. As I said, I had never seen anything like that before. The closest I got to a girl’s body was when Domnica, who was my potential girlfriend, had let me stick my hand inside her blouse to feel her left nipple. She had made me take it out at once promising to allow more groping in the future. Anyway, the cunt on hand, so to speak, seemed to have what I could only call lips and they were pink and juicy looking. I couldn’t help myself, so I grabbed the top of those panties and pulled them down to her knees. I noticed that there was blond fuzz all around her asshole and I thought it was just so cute. I used my hands to separate those lips and tried to take a peek between them. Things looked a bit tangled up in there, but somehow they reminded me of a flower. Feeling daring I formed my hand into a thumb and index pistol and pointed it at her asshole. “Pow,” I said while shoving my index finger into her ass. It seemed naughty so I kept moving my finger in and out of that dead girl’s ass. Something was happening in my pants and it seemed that my cock was throbbing and trying to reach for higher altitudes. I dropped my pants just in time to avoid soiling them with my sperm. The sperm collection ended up splashing mostly on her ass and vagina. This was a new thing for me. I had previously soiled my sheets with nocturnal occurrences, but this was the first time it had happened while I was awake. 

	 

	I sat down on the floor trying to figure out what had just happened. I decided that somehow I got lucky; after all, some people do get lucky, so I was now one of them. I sat there gazing into the fantastic holes of the strangely fascinating body, trying to resolve my feelings. There was supposed to be some kind of respect for the dead, or at least that’s what I had been told. I had fucked that up but I thought that being that Domnica had not showed me her tits, I’d like to see what tits did look like. I turned the body over and opened her blouse, releasing a pair of delightfully gorgeous tits. 
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	My first peek at tits ever, and my first thought was that tits were an amazing sight to see. They certainly were with their pink nipples and large dollar-sized aureoles.  I blurted out:

	 

	“Why, do you have to be dead? You are one of the seven wonders of my world and I am not sure that the other six could ever live up to this.”

	 

	Saying that I buried my face between the magnificent pair of amazing pillows, shedding bitter tears while enjoying their bliss. 

	 

	A cold finger of fear gripped my heart when I felt a hand gripping my testicles. I lifted my head to see that my ‘dead girl’ had opened her sky blue eyes and was staring at me. 

	 

	“No, not dead yet, just felt a bit faint,” she said.

	 

	I was frozen thinking to myself that if she was a vampire I was dead meat. She spoke once more and I noticed that her incisors were indeed sharper than what mine looked like, dead for sure.

	 

	“Don’t be afraid boy, I won’t bite you,” she said while her hand kept playing with my testicles “not unless you ask me to. From the location of your face, I gather that you like my tits. I should be thankful for them because I assume that if they were less appealing you would have stuck your stake through one of them. I am sure that’s what that idiot Ludwig has advised you to do. Isn’t that so?”

	 

	Placing one of her hands behind my neck she pulled my head even close to her naked chest, so all I could do was nod.

	 

	“Well, he is very wrong about things concerning vampires. Of course, I am one, as you have already guessed. We are, however, quite human in some of our characteristics.  One of the differences is that we suffer from a major lack of vitamin D. Contrary to popular belief, the sun would not kill any of us, but it would cause us a serious sunburn in a very short time. That, and some inherited traits make us suffer from an acute immune deficiency.”

	 

	That was a long time before the HIV/AIDS epidemic, but in retrospect, it is now obvious that the two afflictions are closely related.

	 

	“It is however true that we need the succor of human fluids once in a while, though it does not necessarily have to be blood. You seem like a young solidly built boy, so in return for the feels you have copped, I would be very grateful if you’d let me place my lips around your cock. Once again, I promise not to bite. As I was saying, I am quite weakened by fate so I would appreciate it if you brought it closer.”

	 

	I thought that since she had not killed me at once by sucking my blood, perhaps Father Ludwig had been lying or misinformed so I stood up and took a step to where my cock was closer to her mouth. I moved her head a little closer and once again she spoke:

	 

	“I am quite weak and I might not be able to generate enough friction all by myself, so perhaps you could place your cock in my mouth and your hand behind my neck.”

	 

	It sounded really dirty and my cock was getting hard again, and though it also sounded like nothing I had ever heard of, I could not possibly pass that by, so I did as requested.

	 

	“Now, just move your cock in and out and fuck my mouth, the same way you would fuck a country girl’s cunt.”

	 

	I thought about Domnica for a moment, but her figure paled when I remembered the vampire’s cunt and ass. They were a lot more exciting and I imagined that my cock was in her cunt. I started fucking that mouth in earnest and though I had a cock that was proportionate to my large body, she didn’t seem to mind when I stuck all of it deep inside her mouth. I later learned about the gag reflex and so on. Well, she did not have one. It did not take long for me to spill another large load of sperm into her throat and she swallowed every drop of it. 

	 

	I tried to pull my cock out, but she placed her hands on my ass cheeks and kept it in there for a couple more minutes.

	 

	“Thank you so much,” were the first words out of that mouth after my cock came out of it. I feel a lot better now. So what is your name and how old are you anyway?” 

	 

	“My name is Ilie Petrescu and yesterday was my 16th birthday.”

	 

	“Well, happy belated Birthday I guess. My name is Veronica and I am a lot older than that. I hope that we can eventually become good friends.”

	 

	“Are you going to bite my neck and suck my blood at any time?”

	 

	“Actually, not going to happen. I guess most humans think that vampires suck, but as you now know firsthand, not all vampires suck blood and some of us also swallow that suck quite gladly. Unfortunately, a lot of the male vampires are heterosexual and they cannot bring themselves to suck cock, though some would drink a cup of sperm if offered to them. That is why others have resolved that quandary by biting female necks and sucking some of their blood.”

	 

	The theater left town a couple of weeks later. I was extremely tempted to leave with them, but my father really was a very decent man and I loved him as well as my mother very dearly. Both of my parents had been forty-nine years old when I was born and though my father was still putting up a strong front, it was getting more and more difficult for him to pick up those heavy sacs. I bid adieu to Veronica and stayed on at the mill. 

	 

	-%-

	 

	Domnica eventually showed me her tits and though they were nice, they were nowhere as beautiful as Veronica’s. She was obviously expecting me to marry her, so it did not take long before I slept with her. It was O.K. but she would not let me stick it in her ass. I was obsessed with that idea always thinking about the day that I slipped my index finger into Veronica’s asshole. After a while, Domnica decided that I was too weird and she started seeing the grocer’s son and married him quite shortly thereafter. She had a baby only six months after that, which explained the quick wedding. I suspected that it could be mine, but Domnica seemed happy with her grocer boy, so I just let it be.

	 

	 My mom passed away in her sleep about eight years later. My father survived her by six more months and one day he just dropped dead almost as if the life force had left him. I kept running the mill, for lack of any other ideas, until another gypsy theater troupe came to visit our little village. 

	 

	Strangely enough, they were also putting on The Tempest which I had missed when the first troupe had visited. I got to it this time and it was really good. Veronica in the role of Miranda was a pleasant surprise. I also understood why Father Ludwig had thought that the play was lewd. Miranda tended to wear very sheer see-through garments that left little to the imagination, inflaming young men’s loins, including mine of course. Father Ludwig had since passed on, and the new preacher did not care for theater, so there was no new vampire hunt.

	I went ‘back stage’ to Veronica’s cubicle after the show.

	 

	“Good show,” I said “I missed you”.

	 

	“Good to see you too Ilie, I did miss you a lot as well and I wonder if you’d let me suck your cock? I could use a dose just about now.”

	 

	“Sure enough,” I said pulling out my cock.

	 

	She didn’t waste any time before kneeling in front of me and placing her lips around it. She lifted her face and I gazed into her blue/green eyes. There was a happy smile on her face and I thought that perhaps she did miss me as well. Strange, she was a couple of hundred years old by that time, and yet, she had become infatuated with me. Go figure! I came in her mouth and she swallowed every single drop. She got off her knees and poured us a couple of glasses of blood-red Tokaji wine.

	 

	“So, how have you been faring? Any more vampire hunts?”

	 

	“Nah, just working at the mill.”

	 

	“How are your parents doing?” she asked.

	 

	“Oh, they both passed away this past year” I replied.

	 

	“Sorry to hear that,” she said.

	 

	We sipped our wine in silence for a bit and then she added:

	 

	“So, is there a girlfriend, wife?”

	 

	“No.”

	 

	“Don’t tell me you’ve been celibate since our last encounter.”

	 

	“No, it’s not that bad. There just wasn’t anyone who could erase your memory.”

	 

	“That’s flattering. I thought about you a lot in these past nine years. Why don’t you just sell the mill and come with me? I’d be thrilled to share some time with a stud like you.”

	 

	“I don’t know. I thought about it myself and then I thought it wouldn’t be fair to either of us. I would eventually get old and die and you would stay the same.”

	 

	“That may be one scenario, but it is not the only one. You could change.”

	 

	“You mean I would become like one of your kind?”

	 

	“It is doable,” she replied.

	 

	“What would I have to do?” I asked her.

	 

	“Just come with me. I will explain the mechanics of it at a later time.”

	 

	“Under one condition.”

	 

	“Name it and it will be yours,” she replied.

	 

	”Ever since the first time when I thought you dead and I stuck my finger into your anus, I have been fascinated by female assholes. I haven’t yet found anyone who would agree to that kind of sex. Would you let me fuck you in that ass sometimes?”

	 

	I got a big smile “If that is all, I can work with it. You know what?  Let’s get to it right now.” Turning around she bent over her chair and lifted her skirt showing me that she had not been wearing any undergarments. Her hands grabbed her ass cheeks pulling them apart.

	 

	“Come and fuck my ass boy,” she said.

	 

	Two hundred years old and she still liked to play. That was a good omen. I got closer and making a pistol of my thumb and index finger I said ‘pow’ and stuck it into her asshole again.

	 

	“Just give me a moment. I really like this” I continued while moving my finger in and out of her asshole. 

	 

	She just moved her ass from side to side while I kept up that motion. I counted to myself until I reached ten. My cock was extremely erect once again, so I pulled out my finger tried to stick that in there instead. It was easier said than done, my cock was a lot fatter than my finger and it wouldn’t slide in that easily.

	 

	“Hold on a second,” said Veronica. She got a gob of grease from a container on her make-up table and greased up her asshole copiously.

	 

	“Try it once more,” she said and I did. This time it slid in with only a little bit of pressure. That asshole gripped my cock tightly and while I moved in and out quite violently, Veronica kept pretty quiet through it all.

	 

	“You know, some guys like this, and some girls put up with it for their sake, but the only nerves inside my asshole convey pain and no pleasure. Once you’ve satisfied your anal compulsion, perhaps you would kindly remove that cock from my ass and place it in my cunt. I promise that it will be great for both of us.”

	 

	I thought about it for a bit and did as asked. She had a good point there. Perhaps there were no pleasure nerves inside her asshole, but it seemed that the entire situation was quite to her liking as her cunt was so wet, it was practically dripping. The natural lubrication felt much better than the grease she had shoved up her ass and I pumped my cock in and out in a sexual frenzy.

	 

	“Spill your seed inside me,” she begged when she felt my testicles tightening up “it is just as nutritious and delicious as if you’d spill it into my mouth.”

	 

	-%-

	 

	Veronica was very well educated and she tutored me on all kinds of subjects to the point that I eventually enrolled in the language department at Heidelberg University. My propensity for languages helped me graduate earlier than the rest of my peers. She also introduced me to some of her French friends who helped me enter the graduate program at the Sorbonne.  I would have probably made it in by myself, but it would have been more difficult because of my German degree. The French and the Germans had a long hate-love relationship and this was in that difficult period between the two world wars. She loved the theater and would still travel with some troupe or another changing every ten years or so to allay suspicions. In those days it was much easier to blend in. Communications were quite primitive and the prevalence of computers was not even a science-fiction topic. During my study period, we were separated for months at a time, except during my vacations. I did not stay celibate during those periods and I assumed that neither did she. I tried not to think about it too much, but after receiving my master’s degree from the Sorbonne we went on a long vacation around the Mediterranean basin. A lot of it was spent in the Balkan Peninsula a place where we both felt very comfortable.

	 

	Late summer of 1826 found us at the Bran Castle in Transylvania, as guests of Princess Ileana. Her mother, Queen Marie had made that castle her home, unconcerned with the gloomy history associated with the place. The young princess had become enamored of the theater and especially the Shakespearean dramas that Veronica liked so well. An unlikely friendship had developed between the two and Veronica with her troupe had performed in the castle’s main hall quite a few times, on this occasion, I tagged along. The troupe put on five different plays in the span of two weeks. At the Queen’s request, who did not seem very happy with her arranged marriage, they included King Lear. The other plays were Hamlet, Othello, The Taming of the Shrew, Romeo and Juliet, and of course, The Tempest. Veronica had all the lead feminine roles of course and she got to wear all of her favorite sexy costumes. A few of the lesser nobles attempted to get her to their chambers, but that stopped quite soon when they realized that she already had another lover. At the end of the second week, the troupe left but Veronica decided to stay awhile and just enjoy the castle and the countryside. I was bedridden for the first week, but after that, I enjoyed riding through the countryside. It reminded me of Biertan a lot, but though that was only about 120 kilometers away I didn’t feel the need to see anyone over there. 

	 

	So, back to my ailment, I have a very robust constitution and the only sick periods I had were when I was a child and got through all the usual children’s ailments. This one was different. I was twenty-six at the time and in pretty much the best shape of my life. Veronica decided that the time had come and we went through a procedure that she had requested that I do not disclose. In the aftermath, I was quite sick for the rest of that week, but when I got out of bed, I was a vampire just like her. Knowing her for the past ten years made me realize that being a vampire could be a blessing, so I had no qualms about it. The immediate effect of the transformation was the sunburn I got on my first countryside ride. That is when I started wearing wide-brimmed hats during daytime hours. I also do not wear shorts, short-sleeved shirts, or sandals anymore. Not a big deal as my normal body temperature went down a few degrees. For the rest of our stay at the Bran Castle, Veronica borrowed a little covered carriage drawn by two sturdy country horses. The roads around the castle were quite decent so we had no problem getting around. We would find a nice shady spot and have a little picnic. On other days we would drive into town and have a nice repast at the local inn. The people were always friendly and the food, though quite simple, was always very tasty. The local wines were excellent, so overall it was a very nice vacation. We did leave at some point to continue our vagabond ways. A couple of months later we reached the city of Thessaloniki on the Aegean coast. All in all, it took about a year and a half to circumnavigate the Mediterranean Sea and all of its arms. We went east into Turkey and across the Dardanelles, South to Egypt, and then west all the way to Morocco.  Crossing the Straits of Gibraltar put us on the coats of Spain, then France and Italy. In Italy, we decided to go all the way around the boot and hit all of the famous cities. Genoa, Rome, Napoli and we incorporated Sicily into our grand tour spending a few days in Palermo and a few more in Catania, before continuing to the east side of Italy, Brindisi, Bari, San Marino, Venice, and so on. When we got to Croatia we hit a town named Pula, a very funny name for me, it means cock (as in penis, not rooster) in Romanian.

	 

	Pula is a very beautiful town with fabulous beaches that we would frequent mostly at night for obvious reasons. We stayed there for a whole week and the interlude also allowed me to get to the main problem of vampirism, but first a bit of an explanation. I have met other vampires besides Veronica, and they all seem to share the same traits. None of them are much like the fictional ones. There is no super-speed, no super-natural strength, no hypnotic gaze, and no bat form. The change makes the aging process seem to go away, but there is not enough information to support the claim that we are immortal. Veronica is almost three hundred years old but does not look a day older than twenty. That was the age when she was turned. The oldest vampire I have met was about seven hundred years old and she still looked to be about thirty years old. I have already mentioned the problem with the sun, so let me talk about the blood. All vampires possess a blood type similar to AB+. This blood type can receive blood from any of the other blood types. Vampire blood shares this trait but there is a factor in vampire red blood cells that causes the immune system to regard them as alien and try to destroy them. A vampire’s blood system contains between 30 and 40 trillion red blood cells. They are destroyed at an average rate of one trillion a week. Once the number goes below 15 trillion, the organism starts to experience chronic fatigue. Getting to ten trillion and below makes it susceptible to all kinds of infectious diseases and cripples its ability to fight back. Let me just stop with the science. Suffice to say that this is the twenty-first century and medical advances are being made daily. We have managed to keep vampirism secret for the time being, but there are scientists out there who are in the know. The bottom line, a vampire needs about half a liter of regular blood once a month to keep up his health. For reasons that are still being researched, a nice dose of normal human sperm every other week will also serve.

	 

	So, how did I survive all this time you might ask? Besides, where did the money come from? I mean we still needed food and everything else that normals need. Well, as I previously stated, we were not monogamous. It also became a necessity for both of us that Veronica fuck some strangers now and then for another reason. I couldn’t bring myself to suck somebody’s blood or cock. I now needed regular boosts just like Veronica. Well, she’d been doing this for a very long time so she was quite good at it. When she was with the theater, she could always spot the ones who could afford to pay her a pretty penny and she would just rent herself out. I guess she was good at it because we lived a life of luxury even when the economy started to take a dip in the times just before, during, and after WWII. I would drink my shot of sperm and think of it as medication, which it was. 

	 

	1928 found us in Cambridge where I was working on my Ph.D. in linguistics. Veronica stayed with me the entire time and we developed a new kind of routine. We found a little flat in London and we started spending our weekends there. In London, there were plenty of opportunities to fulfill our need for sperm while at the same time, replenishing our funds as well. We did not get rich, but that was not our goal anyway. We made friends in very high places and the connections came in handy in later years. For my dissertation, I tackled a subject that had me traveling to the Middle East once again, Scandinavia and eventually to New York State, parts of New England, and Ontario. I wanted to establish a connection between Semitic, Celtic, Old Norse, and Algonquin languages. In New York, I met a guy named Reider Thurston Sherwin who seemed to have some ideas similar to my own. Through him, I also met some members of the Fortean Society, a very interesting bunch of writers with some great ideas. I guess a few books might be written about our exploits, but I was trying to talk more about my vampirism. So let me skip to New Orleans where some early Bretons had settled. To make this more complicated, there was a rumor that some Welsh-Romani speakers have also moved to Louisiana. 

	 

	Louisiana cooking worked for both of us as soon we had our first taste. Jambalaya, Gumbo, crawfish etouffee and all the other local dishes were an amalgam of so many other cuisines that we were familiar with. For starters, I started mixing my dose of sperm into a Jambalaya or Gumbo where the flavor of it was covered by so many layers that it became indistinguishable. I eventually started to experiment with boudin noir with very promising results. For starters, I would of course add my shot of sperm into the recipe, but slowly, I came to realize that the pig’s blood itself had a tonic effect on my metabolism. In later years, I expanded my experiments and among other things, I found that of all existing creatures, a pig’s anatomy is the closest to a human being’s. 

	-%-

	In the 2010s my black sausage (boudin noir has all kinds of other names, like blutwurst and so on) also includes extra garlic, echinacea, colloidal silver, astragalus root, ginger, myrrh, ginseng, and some Siberian roots. I also take large doses of vitamin D and drink probiotic drinks two-three times a day. I got my dependency to the very low dosage of one shot of sperm a year. Veronica is still with me most of the time and she loves blood sausage, but she doesn’t see any reason to stop her sperm diet, she confessed that she has developed a taste for sperm a long time ago and she still enjoys the texture and flavor varieties. You might think it funny that I have myrrh in my sausage recipe. After all, it is a sanctified herb that is burnt in church a lot. Well, there are a lot of things about vampires that everyone has misunderstood. The cross, the Holy Water, and all the religious hoopla don’t faze any of us at all. I even met a vampire couple who was going to church regularly. There are also Jewish, Hindu, Muslim, and other kinds of vampires out there. Most of us think that organized religion is a rip-off and besides, how come they never explained us. Also, I love garlic!

	 

	E/N: I expected a kind of vampires’ fuck and suck story so, after the first read, I wanted to chop off a lot of Timmy’s lines. They are however very interesting lines about a breed of vampires, different from all the ones I read about. Also, his hints about adventures in various parts of the world are quite tantalizing. I will do my best to lure him into writing about those adventures in the future. I also looked up the Fortean society, as well some of the things he says about Louisiana cooking, Algonquin languages, Welsh-Romani, and some other things. Hot damn, the kid did his research. Come on Timmy, keep on writing!

	***

	 

	
The Old Man and the Maid

	Louella Fleur de Paradis Greene 

	 

	Louella presented me with this for my birthday. She tells me that she enjoyed writing the first story so much that she decided to come up with another fantasy. She also confessed that the old man in her story is a kind of combination of Ernest Hemingway and Ernest Samuel Llime. Flattery will get you everywhere is what I say. I couldn't quite tell if she was also making a pass at me with that comment, as well as not being positive about the attraction factor. She is a little over my usually acceptable female weight, but it was my birthday, so one thing led to another, etc.

	 


She had heard that a new couple had bought the house on the little island and they were looking for a maid. They were holding interviews at the hotel conference room, so she went for it. In retrospect, it was not much of a surprise that she got the job. The old man, Amihai, turned out to be a great admirer of her ass.

	 

	On her first day, Aluna put on her most colorful wrap, a comfortable blouse that left her midriff bare, and, on her feet, a pair of thongs. Amihai sent a boat to pick her up and when she got to their pier, his wife Katherine was already waiting there. Aluna bid her good morning, receiving a short nod in return while the wife was getting into the same boat for a ride to the big island. The boat took off at once and Aluna was left standing on the pier all by herself. She could see the house from where she was standing and she decided to just walk right up to it. The house was a beautiful thing balancing on top of four very large pillars, with a flight of stairs disappearing into the bottom of it. She didn't see any bells or knockers of any kind, so she just climbed up the stairs. The stairs led her into a very large living room with a nicely appointed kitchen spanning a corner of it. Then, they continued upwards so she just kept on climbing. The next level had a balcony that ran all around overlooking the living room and was ringed by several closed doors. She opened each of them one at a time finding that they were all deserted. Altogether there were eight rooms each one bigger than her entire little hut. All of them had large bathrooms and the king-size beds made their function quite obvious. Not finding anyone on that level, she returned to the living room, and walking down she could now observe an open French door leading to a nice sized balcony. As she walked out she noticed the old man, Amihai, sitting at a table drinking coffee. His open bathrobe was framing a muscular body with a chest covered by graying hair and he was wearing knee-long Speedo swimming trunks. 

	 

	"Have a seat Aluna. Let's get to know each other a little."

	 

	She sat down and he poured her a cup of coffee from a French press.

	 

	"Please help yourself to cream, sugar, and a croissant if you like."

	 

	"Thank you," she said "but isn't it a little too late for an interview? I thought I already got the job."

	 

	"This is not an interview. I will pay you in advance for the next month, regardless of whether you stay or not. I would just like for us to get to know each other before you make that decision. I will go first. My name is Amichai Levi. I was born in Israel, where I started my first business at the age of twenty-two. Turned out quite well and over the next thirty-five years, I started quite a few others. Apparently, I have a very good business sense because I made a lot of money over the years. I assume you have heard that I am very rich. Well, I am a lot richer than that. My businesses took me to many places so I have quite a few houses in ten different countries. This is my latest purchase and I like it a lot. My twins have pretty much taken over managing the businesses, so I have decided to relax and spend some time here while I write my memoirs, your turn."

	 

	"To start with" replied Aluna "there is the matter of salary. We have not yet discussed that."

	 

	"As I said, one month in advance, I have your first check right here." He picked up his napkin to reveal the check and handed it to her. The amount made her raise one eyebrow.

	 

	"This is a very generous amount. Are there any other duties besides cleaning and cooking?"

	 

	"My move to Polynesia was largely influenced by Gauguin's paintings. So yes, I chose you because I was told that you wanted to be a dancer. I would like it very much if you danced for me once in a while."

	 

	"You mean right now?"

	 

	"No, no after coffee will be just fine."

	 

	She pondered the matter while they drank their coffee in silence. He was looking her up and down quite frankly, so she did the same to him. He was actually in very good physical shape and he looked a lot younger than sixty-two.

	 

	"O.K.," she said, "I'm ready now, do you have some music."

	 

	"Yes, but there is one more thing, have you ever seen any of Gauguin's paintings?"

	 

	"Yes, of course, every Polynesian knows about him."

	 

	"Well then I have a flower garland that you may put in your hair, but obviously, that blouse has got to come off." 
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	She knew there had to be some kind of catch, but that check was quite generous and she needed the money. After all, it was not like she was a virgin or something and if things got a bit too heavy she could just quit. Noticing her hesitation he added:

	 

	"The check is yours even if you walk out the door at this very moment and do not come back."

	 

	Without saying another word, she just pulled her blouse over her head. She had very nicely sized breasts that were held up by an uplifting bra. The bra was clasped in front, so she undid that and dropped it behind her on the chair. Her breasts sagged a minimal amount and she thought that she could notice the admiration in his eyes. He made sure that she read him right by saying:

	 

	"They are very beautiful, thank you!"

	 

	She placed the garland onto her thick black hair and stood up when he produced a remote and initiated an island kind of music by pushing a button. It was languorous, slow, and drenched in Hawaiian slack guitars. The balcony was providing a great view of the ocean and the breeze blowing in made her nipples stand to attention. She covered them up with her hands and proceeded to undulate to the beat. As the rhythm was picking up very gradually, she couldn’t help weaving her hands for some of the dance moves, baring her nipples once again. The tune seemed to last about five minutes and by the time it ended it had picked up so much speed that she had to incorporate some dance club moves to keep up. Her bare tits were shaking to and fro and she worked that big butt seductively. She thought that she noticed him getting hard before he covered himself up with his robe. When the music ended she picked up her bra but he stopped her with a gesture.

	 

	"I would prefer that you do not do that. Please sit down."

	 

	Whichever way things went, she was not going to have sex with him, she was not going to prostitute herself. She did sit down waiting for his cue.

	 

	"Tell me a little about yourself Aluna." 

	 

	"Well," she replied "I am twenty-five, and single. I have a five-year-old daughter and I try to make ends meet by doing odd jobs, like tending bar and waiting on tables. I went to college for a year or so, but I dropped out when I became pregnant and so, my education does not qualify me for any better-paying jobs. I also took some dancing classes and I applied to a few dance groups but they all turned me down. Apparently, my butt is too big and some claimed that it would disrupt the symmetry of their troupe."

	 

	"Too bad for them, but very good for me, I find that your butt to be of a perfect size." he retorted.

	 

	-%-

	 

	All this was passing through her mind while she was leaning over a padded barstool. She had been working for the Levi's for a week now. Amihai, as he insisted that she call him, had lent her one of his motorboats, for an easier commute and basically, all that he wanted was for her to do some light cooking and cleaning. The day would start with the two of them having coffee on the balcony after which he would go for his daily swim. She would do some dusting and mopping after which she would prepare his lunch. Of course, he insisted that she do everything topless, but he did not try to take any liberties with her, so she was becoming comfortable with the situation. The wife was never home while Aluna was working and she had decided that was none of her business. On this particular morning, he had given her an additional check of $1000. 

	 

	"What is this for?" she asked him.

	 

	"When the time comes you will find out."

	 

	She was worried about it, but she thought that she could handle it. Amihai did not exhibit any violent trends and he was quite a pleasant conversationalist. She was usually done with cooking by eleven at which time she did the rounds, dusting and mopping as necessary. It would take her about two hours, so by one pm, she would be back in the kitchen getting their meal together. On this particular day, he was waiting for her holding the shards of a broken cup.

	 

	"It was a gift from my mother," he said, "you should have been more careful."

	 

	"I did not break that," she replied.

	 

	"There is no one else, here, just the two of us. Just humor me," he said, "remember that check?"

	 

	She thought about it and nodded.

	 

	"You may take it and go home. I will call you a water taxi."

	 

	"Or else?" she asked.

	 

	"Or, you will let me punish you properly and we will continue as if nothing happened."

	 

	She pondered the situation, it seemed that he was luring her into some kind of trap very slowly. On the other hand, it was a velvety kind of trap and she was not sure that she was not willing to fall into it. She had to admit that there was some kind of seductive element that she sort of wanted to explore, so she just nodded her head. He took her by the hand and walked her out to the balcony. Turning her around so that her back was facing the ocean, he made her lean over a short barstool and grab the two front legs with her hands. Her ass looked magnificent in this position. He fondled it gently saying:

	 

	"I do not have a dungeon, so this is not going to be too severe. Anyway, I do not like dungeons, I prefer the open air," and with that, he unclasped her sarong making it fall open to reveal her ass which was just barely covered by a pair of thin, white cotton panties with a design of little red flowers. He fondled the mostly bare ass, kneading the cheeks lustily. 

	 

	"Your ass is truly magnificent and even better than I have hoped. I will have so much fun punishing it," and he landed a sharp slap on her left cheek. It hurt, but not as much as she had feared. He slapped her right cheek real hard and fondled both of them once again. That was followed by three fast and even harder slaps to each butt cheek making her cry out and attempt to cover her ass with her right hand. He grabbed her hand and twisted it up and out of the way.

	 

	"You have agreed to take your proper punishment, so just bear it" with a sudden and unexpected move, he pulled her panties down to her knees.

	 

	"What are you doing? Is this necessary? What if someone should see us?"
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	"There is no one as far as the eye can see" he replied "and of course it is necessary. It would not be a proper punishment without a bare ass." He started a methodical slapping alternating between her cheeks. Left, right, left, right ... That went on for some time, but she was kind of getting used to the pain. She thought that she could feel her butt cheeks blushing, but she knew that she could bear it. The cool breeze blowing in from the ocean was very pleasant on her bare butt. He started fondling her cheeks again and this time she cried out. It was more painful than she expected, but it didn't last very long. She could feel his hands prying her butt cheeks apart and she tried to imagine what he was seeing. She knew from her reading that men were very visually oriented and from her position she could see that his swimming trunks were bulging very seriously. She had taken to giving her pubic hair a Brazilian kind of trim, so she knew that her pussy lips were bare and there was only a thin line of pubic hair rising from the top of her clitoris. It was probably a very rousing view and she didn't know what she would do if he tried to penetrate her. It was however too late because she could feel one of his fingers inside her.

	 

	"I'm not sure I’m comfortable with this. Are you going to try and have sex with me?"

	 

	"Well, I am having sex with you right now, but if you mean am I going to insert my penis into your vagina, the answer is no. However a proper punishment mixes pain with pleasure, so I am going to massage your vagina and your clitoris a little. I hope you like it."

	 

	She had to admit that he was a very good manipulator and whatever he was doing to her was very rousing.

	 

	"You may stand up and turn around now."

	 

	She did that and was quite upset when she saw a sailboat out in the bay. They had probably had a view of the entire episode and she hoped that they had not videotaped it.

	 

	"You said that there was no one as far as the eye could see," she snapped.

	 

	"Sorry, but they must have snuck up while I was busy admiring you. They probably haven't seen anything anyway, take a look!"

	 

	He pointed to a mid-sized telescope that was mounted to one side of the balcony. She pointed it at the deck of the sailboat noticing that the two couples, one in the bow and the other in the back of the boat were engaged in some very vigorous copulations. She looked back at Amihai just as he was stepping out of his trunks. His erection was reaching for the sky greedily.

	 

	"I am not going to try and penetrate you with my cock, but I need some kind of relief. I would be much obliged if you let me masturbate while admiring you. I have a feeling that you may want to do the same thing."

	 

	Sadly, she felt as if she may have lost a battle, he was right. She was very close to asking him to penetrate her with his cock. Still, she held on to her last defense and without saying anything else, she sat down in one of the armchairs and lifted her legs over the armrests. She did that deliberately trying to show him as much as he could see of the inner workings of her vagina, without a gynecological speculum. Damn him, he had gotten her so excited that she just couldn't help but play with herself. It was a no-brainer. He started stroking himself faster and faster and before long he spilled his seed all over the floor. She had an orgasm at about the same time. They sat in silence for a few minutes and then she asked:

	 

	"So, now what?"

	 

	"You're still the cleaning woman, so go on get a mop and clean up this mess."

	 

	She thought that it was kind of crass for him to say that but he was right, so she did just that. She went to rinse the mop and came back for her clothes. It was way past the time that she would usually leave. She put on her undergarments and wrapped the sarong around herself. He was sitting in one of the chairs, still naked with his deflated cock hanging sideways. She had no idea what she should say to him, so she just tried to walk on by silently. He grabbed her hand stopping her.

	 

	"All of this, and we have not kissed even once, shall we?"

	 

	Not sure how to react, she still bent over and gave him a peck on the cheek. He would have none of that and pulling her closer, he kissed her passionately on the lips.

	 

	"I hope I have not messed with you too much. Please come back, I am a true admirer of your most magnificent ass."

	 

	"I'll be back in the morning," she heard herself saying not sure that she meant it

	 

	Three months later, she was still coming to the house on the little island five days a week. Things were proceeding in a leisurely manner and Amihai did not turn into a terrifying monster. They had dispensed with the disguise of broken cups and other pretexts that would develop into spanking sessions. It was obvious that he just loved that whole scenario and she got used to the fact that he needed to spank her at least once a week. She did not try to arouse him in any other ways and she had gotten quite used to, and perhaps a bit addicted to the routine. Life being the way it usually is, it tends to throw you a curve or two now and then. The first one came after about two months. The Levi's had decided to throw a party. They invited just about all the who's who in the islands and Amichai insisted that Aluna had to take charge of organizing everything. She'd never done anything like that so she tried to turn down the assignment saying that she would have no one to watch her little Kailani. Amichai offered a bonus of $1000 and told her that she should bring her daughter as well. This guy was throwing around $1000 checks like they were chump change, which is what they probably were for him. Aluna had been somewhat apprehensive about it all and she had a talk with Amichai about it. 

	 

	"Look Amichai, whatever else I may be, I am first and foremost a mother to my little daughter. I do not know how this might play out, but please understand that I would die and I would kill for her. I do not think that you are the kind of man who would hurt my little girl, but you are quite a pervert. How can I be sure that none of your guests is not much more perverted than you are?"

	 

	"That is a good point Aluna. The only way that I can answer that is that personally, as you should well know, I am not interested in anyone with a tiny little butt of the likes that a very little girl would have. I know this sounds crude, but I am trying to make a point here. I cannot know what everyone thinks, but I promise you this: if anyone looks at your little girl in any way other than a little girl should be looked at, I will personally make sure that they will be extremely sorry.  I am a very powerful man and it is not very likely that anyone would want to mess with me."

	 

	It was a strange but powerful promise and after thinking about it for a few days, she gave in and agreed to manage his party. It was a whole weekend party and Kailani was the darling of the affair. Five years old and she was already skilled in the island dancing moves. Aluna's fears turned out to be baseless, but Amichai had no intention of letting her get away with just handling the party. Saturday after 1 o'clock, she retired to the servants’ room just behind the kitchen. She was cuddling Kailani and nodding off when Amichai opened the door letting in a few moon rays. 

	 

	"Why are you here?" she asked in a whisper.

	 

	"I need you. Please come with me."

	 

	Kailani was fast asleep by now, so she lowered her gently to their bed, and followed him. It seemed like the other revelers had decided to go to the beach for a late-night swim. He dragged her up the stairs and into his bedroom.

	 

	"I didn't want to go with them so I told them I was a little tired and I would turn in. I lay down and tried to sleep, but I couldn't do it. Every time I would close my eyes and nod off a bit, the image of your juicy, gorgeous, uniquely amazing cunt would flash before my eyes keeping me awake. Please show it to me so that I can get it off my mind and get some sleep."

	 

	'This guy has certainly got my number' she thought to herself. 'There is no way I can refuse him.' She was only wearing a flimsy nightgown, so she sat down on the edge of the bed. She lifted the hem of her nightie and placed her feet on the bed. The rays of the full moon sparkled off her glistening cunt making it look mysterious and hauntingly desirable.

	 

	"Can I please kiss it?" asked Amichai "It looks so amazing in the moonlight”.

	 

	"O.K." she replied.

	 

	He came closer and buried his face between her legs. He knew what he was doing because her muscles started convulsing involuntarily shortly after that and she had a most satisfying orgasm. After a minute or so she made him stand up and reaching between his legs she found that he was still fully erect.

	 

	"I'm not yet ready for the final act, but I do not want to leave you like this. Let me work it a little."

	 

	She encircled his cock and started moving her hand up and down that shaft. 

	 

	"Here, suck on this," she said while placing her right nipple between his lips.

	 

	That seemed to do the trick because, in another minute or so, the sticky fluid started coming out of the tip of his cock.

	 

	The next morning, she went and found him on the balcony as usual. She didn't have time to sit and have coffee with him; she had to prepare breakfast for everyone. Amichai's wife, Lucinda had organized the menu for the weekend. Breakfast was to consist of coffee, tea, hot cocoa, fresh-squeezed juice, prosecco mimosas, and buttered croissants. It was laid out buffet style on the large kitchen counter and everyone was free to pick their choice of beverage. Everything was ready by the time the first guests started to walk into the living room. By their attire, it was obvious that they all wanted to go to the beach again. Lucinda had taken a liking to Kailani, so she asked Aluna if she could take her with them to the beach. Kailani, a true island girl could swim like a fish, so Aluna agreed to let her go. She needed to clean up and get ready for lunch, but Amichai wouldn't leave her alone. As soon as the last person left for the beach, he dragged her onto his balcony and wouldn't take no for an answer. He had her bent over that barstool and spanking that big ass in no time at all. This time he was sitting behind her, but once in a while he would stand up and glance over the parapet at the group down on the beach. He seemed to get a big kick out of it. On one of these occasions, he caught a reflection in the glass of the French press. Someone was in the living room, watching them and she appeared to have her hand inside the front of her white shorts. He was sure that it was his niece Julia. She had been the only one not wearing a bathing suit. Placing his hand between Aluna's legs, he started kneading her cunt and spoke out loud:

	 

	"Julia, come here!"

	 

	Aluna was startled by that and she tried to stand up but he placed a firm hand on her back and told her to stay right as she was. Julia walked out to the balcony very slowly. She was blushing and trying not to look at Aluna's bare ass.

	 

	"I saw what you were doing Julia. It is also very rude to spy on people. You are going to be punished for that."

	 

	"I am sorry uncle, I promise I will never do that again," she said still looking at the floor.

	 

	"It is too late for that, why are you here at all?"

	 

	"I forgot my phone."

	 

	"You should have kept on walking to your room and out to the beach again. I think you know what the punishment is going to be."

	 

	"Oh no, uncle, please don't," she pleaded.

	 

	"Don't try to be coy now. I saw what you were doing with your hand down inside your pants. Take them off!"

	 

	"No uncle, please don't make me do that."

	 

	"Take them off, or I will have to speak to your father about this."

	 

	Julia was a blonde with creamy white skin that sported pink highlights. There was no way that he was going to pass that golden opportunity. She was just standing there seemingly frozen.

	 

	"I could ask Aluna to do it, or I could do it myself," he said.

	 

	Slowly and quite reluctantly, Julia shed her white shorts. She was not wearing any kind of panties and it became obvious why she was not wearing a skimpy bikini like the others. A luxuries blonde bush that seemed to have never experienced a razor was hiding her vagina. Only a little slit could be observed through the rich foliage.

	 

	Amichai grabbed her hand and walked her a bit closer to another barstool.

	 

	"Lift your right foot and put it on the stool" he commanded.

	 

	She did it in slow motion, so he bent down and grabbed her ankle, assisting that foot up onto the barstool. Aluna had in the meantime stood up and she was watching, not knowing exactly how to react. Amichai looked at Julia's vagina for a minute or so before grabbing that crotch with his left hand. He moved his hand up and down gently and before long, she noticed that his index finger had disappeared into the midst of the blonde pubes. He moved it in and out before taking it out and sticking it in his mouth.

	 

	"Tasty Julia," he said, "also quite moist, so I know that you were enjoying the show we'd put on for you, and now it is your turn.[image: C:\Users\Pojk\AppData\Local\Microsoft\Windows\INetCache\Content.Word\Julia-1b.jpg]

	 

	Aluna, please help Julia take off her top."

	 

	It was a very cute bikini top with a butterfly motif.

	 

	"She looks so young," objected Aluna.

	 

	"Tell Aluna your age Julia," bid her Amichai.

	 

	"I am going to be eighteen this spring."

	 

	"As seventeen is the age of emancipation according to the laws of this land, I'd say that we are in the clear. One more question Julia, are you a virgin?"

	 

	Julia hesitated with the answer, so Amichai put his hand on her crotch and prompted her again.

	 

	"Come on, I am holding your little birdie in my hand. It is so cute and yummy that in my mind I keep calling it a vagina, even though I know it really is a cunt, or perhaps a horny little juicy pussy. You do not need to keep any more secrets from us."

	 

	"I am not a virgin, uncle. I had sex with two boys from high school."

	 

	Amichai let his bathrobe fall open revealing that he was not wearing anything under it. His cock was standing at attention demanding to be acknowledged. Julia's eyes seemed to widen so as to take it all in.

	 

	Aluna proceeded to undo and remove Julia's top revealing a pair of slightly larger than average tits with puffy and excited nipples. 

	 

	"Nice titties," said Amichai while taking Julia's right hand and placing it on his cock. 

	 

	"Did the boys have a cock like this?" he asked.

	 

	"No uncle, theirs were much smaller."

	 

	"So, I hope you didn't think that I forgot about your punishment. Put your hands behind your back. Aluna, grab her wrists and do not let go."

	 

	Aluna did just that and Amichai landed a left-hand side slap to Julia's right tit.

	 

	"Oww," she cried out "that hurts."

	 

	"It is supposed to hurt," he said while landing a right-hand slap on her left tit. 

	 

	"Please don't, I will do anything you want," said Julia.

	 

	Using both of his hands, Amichai slapped both tits up and down working up an African kind of beat. Julia screamed a little before she started crying. 

	 

	"Please uncle, can I just suck your cock instead?" she asked between the tears.

	 

	"Not to worry, you will!" he replied while keeping up the slapping.

	 

	Julia's tits were starting to blush and in a short while the blush turned redder. Amichai stopped the slapping and squeezed them quite roughly a few times. Aluna was behind Julia holding her wrists all the time, so he reached out and encircled her waist. Julia's tits were now pressed against his chest and Aluna's were pressed against Julia's back. It made a beautiful tableau. Leaning forward, Amichai placed a passionate kiss on Aluna’s lips. She was somewhat taken by surprise, but she responded hungrily. Julia was moaning during that kiss, so he stopped kissing Aluna and placed his lips on Julia's. She was surprised as well, but she tried to respond as well as she could. Amichai moved his lips down to Julia's puffy nipples and started a gentle sucking and nibbling action. Julia appeared to enjoy that because she stopped moaning and started issuing forth some satisfied sounding noises.

	 

	"Good girl," said Amichai "we are almost but not quite over "for the next stage, you need to lean over the barstool just the way you have seen Aluna do."

	 

	"Are you going to spank me?" asked Julia.

	 

	"No," he answered.

	 

	"Then what are you going to do?" she asked.

	 

	"You will see, come on bend over."

	 

	She obeyed the command grabbing the front legs of the barstool. Amichai motioned Aluna to a better viewing position before using his foot to spread Julia's legs further. The cunt lips could be seen a little better, but not nearly enough so he used his hands to spread Julia's ass cheeks and pull them up a bit while using his thumbs to move the pussy lips apart as well. The pussy was thus quite visible now and he could also see a little into its inner workings. As a bonus, Julia's pink and wrinkled asshole was also now displayed. 

	 

	"What do you think Aluna? Do you like this view?"

	 

	Aluna's throat was kind of dry, so she just nodded. She was experiencing some very conflicting emotions and she was not sure how to deal with them.

	 

	"Aluna, I have spanked and played you for three months now. You should know the whole routine, so I want you to do the same to Julia."

	 

	Aluna couldn't decide what to do, but there seemed to be some kind of automatic response that took over, and moving behind Julia, she started spanking that ass. Julia still had that baby fat that some teenagers do not get rid of before their early twenties, so her ass cheeks were very acceptable spanking cushions. She started laying into them just the way Amichai would slap her big ass. It was interesting. Julia started complaining again, but she paid no attention, she just kept spanking.

	 

	"I remember your offer, Julia. Here is your chance," said Amichai while shoving his cock in her mouth. It was hard to interpret the noises that she was making, but Amichai and Aluna kept at their tasks for a while. Aluna's slapping made Julia move forward exciting Amichai's cock and he was having a great time. 'It is so good to have an older man's cock to play with' thought Aluna. She had learned that they stay hard so much longer before ejaculating, anyway, this one did.

	 

	"I feel like I have been under siege for the last three months," said Aluna. "It is now over, I capitulate."

	 

	"Are you sure?" asked Amichai.

	 

	"Yes, yes, yes, yes" answered Aluna punctuating each yes with a hard slap to Julia's ass.

	 

	"O.K. then, what would you like me to do?" he asked.

	 

	"I want to see your cock go into this little blonde bitch's cunt for a bit before you stick it inside me."

	 

	"I think I can do that" answered Amichai. He took a condom out of one of the robe's pockets and rolled it onto his cock.

	 

	"Julia, I hope you are ready for this because here I come."

	 

	As he was walking towards her, Aluna grabbed him by the cock and using one hand to pry Julia's pussy lips open, she guided his cock to the opening and placing it in the right spot she gave his right ass cheek a slap that caused that cock to bury itself to the hilt into Julia's moist cunt. 
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	They both grunted at the same time. Aluna lifted her right leg placing her foot on the barstool to give Amichai a good view of her cunt as she was masturbating. 

	 

	"Oh yes Aluna, that's the ticket," he exclaimed as he pumped Julia's cunt vigorously.

	 

	After some minutes, he pulled out of Julia, and taking her hand he moved her towards the little love seat on the side of the balcony.

	 

	"On your back, girl," he told her and she lay down as instructed. She was now lying with her head at the edge of the love seat and her legs reaching the floor on the other side.

	 

	He motioned to Aluna to move over and lift her right leg over Julia's head. The angle was just about perfect and he moved the two women just so that Aluna's cunt was right above Julia's face.

	 

	"Do you like Aluna's cunt, Julia?"

	 

	Julia, overwhelmed by the events, could just nod.

	 

	"Good!" he said, "now stick out your tongue and start licking it."

	 

	Aluna cooperated by lowering her crotch a little. She pried her pussy lips apart allowing Julia's tongue access to the inner workings. 

	 

	Amichai walked back to the other side, grabbed a pillow from the love seat, placed it on the floor, and knelt on it. Prying Julia's knees apart he stuck his head into her golden muff. He started in on that little cunt surprising Julia. It did however look like she was enjoying her first ever cunnilingus. Amichai had certainly done that before because he knew exactly where to lick, where to kiss and where to stick his tongue and when to alternate that with his fingers.

	 

	Lifting his head briefly, he asked Julia "Do you like this?"

	 

	"Yes, uncle," she answered, "please don't stop."

	 

	"Good then, try to do the same to Aluna."

	 

	Julia obliged and prying Aluna's cunt lips apart she did her best to emulate Amichai's motions. Amichai was really good at this. Julia's cunt was soaking wet and he could feel her thighs starting to tremble passionately. At the same time, he had a front seat view of the tongue action in Aluna's moist cunt. Julia's pelvis started an up and down motion, in an attempt to get Amichai's tongue deeper into her hungry cunt. Her entire body was reacting to the impending orgasm and her head was moving from side to side erratically, exciting Aluna's pussy even more. Aluna had closed her eyes and she was grunting softly. As Julia was getting more and more excited, Aluna's grunts became louder and she started saying:

	 

	"Oh, yes, yes Julia. You're such a good girl. Fuck my pussy with that tongue. Oh yes, yes, yes, yes!"

	 

	Julia's body thrashed around a bit longer while Aluna’s seemed to become more rigid and arching back to present the erect nipples topping the tasty-looking tits, to anyone who would be in a position to suck on them. The two of them reached the culmination of their orgasm at about the same time. Aluna walked over to a barstool and collapsed on it. Her face was wearing the most angelic smile you could imagine.

	 

	"Oh uncle, I never knew that this could be so amazing. Thank you, I loved it so much!" said Julia.

	 

	"You're welcome. However, the two of you were having so much fun that you have failed to notice that my cock is as hard as a bamboo rod. In my many years of yoga and meditation, I have learned perfect control of that part of my body. Which is why we are not finished yet, Aluna, can you stand up yet?"

	 

	"I think so," she replied while rising.

	 

	"Please get a bottle of Prosecco and some glasses from the kitchen.

	 

	She returned quickly and they all had a little drink. 

	 

	"O.K. girls, here comes the grand finale. I saved this last thing for Aluna, trying to extend our foreplay a little bit longer, but that time is finally here. Please bring that stool a little closer to the love seat and bend over it. While I am going to fuck you like an animal, I am also going to give Julia one last thrill for today."

	 

	Saying that he pulled Aluna's butt cheeks apart and buried his cock into her glisteningly moist cunt to the hilt. 

	 

	"Oh my God, I forgot how good that feels. It has been six years since I last had a cock inside me. Thank you, Amichai."

	 

	"Shhh let us just enjoy the moment and give Julia a good demonstration of the action."

	 

	He pulled his cock out of Aluna and taking it in his hand he rubbed its tip against her clitoris causing her to start moaning again.

	 

	"Mmm, this is so great," she exclaimed.

	 

	At that, he shoved it into her cunt again and he kept alternating like that for a bit.

	 

	"So, do you like what you see Julia?"

	 

	"It looks, so dirty, but it makes me feel tingly," she said while placing her hand between her legs and starting to rub herself. 

	 

	"None of that child," he said grabbing her hand. He raised her hand to his mouth and licked her wet fingers. "I am the pussy master and you will see how it will obey me."

	 

	Saying that, he placed his left hand behind her head and pulling it over gently he started kissing her pretty lips. He pried her lips open and pushed his tongue between them searching for hers. At that same time, he pried her pussy lips open as well inserting the ring and index fingers of his right hand between them. She stiffened slightly at the unexpected penetration, but relaxed immediately and started riding those fingers willingly. Amichai was on the verge of orgasming but his plan had not yet been completed so he stopped moving his cock for a few beats. At the same time, he shoved Julia back gently and made her lie on her back. Keeping up the motion of his fingers, he bent over and sucked on her nipples gently, alternating between them. If anything, they appeared even puffier than before and she arched her back trying to push them deeper into his mouth. He had positioned everything so perfectly that he could reach with his left hand and excite her clitoris while continuing all of the other actions. He started rotating his finger on her clitoris eliciting a satisfied moan. That was not however his entire plan. Moving just a bit lower he found her urethra and applied the same kind of circular motion. He was certainly the pussy master because he continued the in and out motion of his fingers inside Julia's cunt while keeping the index rotation, alternately massaging her urethra and clitoris. At the same time, he kept sucking on her right nipple. He could tell that Aluna had reached between her legs and started massaging her clitoris, so he moved his cock outward about two inches and plunging it back in, he let it rest for another short spell. He could feel Julia's body tensing up, so he intensified his manipulations moving his fingers in and out of her cunt faster and faster while rotating his index at a higher speed as well. Keeping up the frenzied fingering he also started moving his cock in and out of Aluna's cunt. His timing was just about perfect and he could feel his sperm gushing into the scum bag just as Aluna was reaching a second, or perhaps third, and stronger orgasm. His intentions for Julia also came to fruition and she started squirting like a broken faucet.

	 

	"Oh my goodness, what did you do to me uncle? Was this supposed to happen?"

	 

	"Oh yes, squirting like that is quite exciting isn’t it?"

	 

	"Oh yes, but it also makes me feel so dirty," she replied. 

	 

	"Well, that is why we have showers, Let us go take one.

	 

	Amichai was quite a wise old man. He knew that post-coital attention was an important part of the process. They took a nice long shower, soaping one another gently. Julia decided not to return to the beach and she stayed on the balcony. Luckily for Aluna, she did not need to cook because Lucinda had hired a caterer to provide lunch for the entire weekend.

	***

	 

	 

	
72 Virgins

	Ernest Samuel Llime 

	 

	Another of my inscrutable poems (I wish.) 
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	I heard about the 72 virgins true believers get in heaven

	And I thought wow,

	They won't compare me to their previous lovers like some others did

	And then I thought

	Let us assume that they are all nubile, sexy, and young, but not too young

	Let us then further postulate they are all female

	And let us further dispose of the logistics

	I mean the others get them too, will there be enough?

	Oh-oh

	Nah, God is just and wouldn't play that trick on us

	I will believe that every guy gets their own virgins

	Oh yeah 

	And they will be of various pleasing shapes, sizes, and colors

	And a few with tattoos, Brazilian bikini wax, full body wax

	Some with strategic piercings.

	They will all adore me and will not talk too much

	I think that about does it

	 

	And then I thought, if I will still be me

	I could do one or two a day, hopefully

	Another three or four with some prestidigitation

	But what about the rest of my little nation?

	They all adore me and they yearn to whore me

	Celestial Viagra could be a good remedy

	 

	So that is that, but what about that virginity promise?

	Is it a one-time offer or a perpetually renewing one?

	And if so how 

	Will they once more be virgins on my second poke?

	 

	Or is their hymen much too strong for my poor Jewish shlong?

	Perhaps it is elastic wouldn't that be fantastic?

	Or is it that in heaven you get so many riches

	Every day they recycle for you a brand new batch of bitches

	 

	Or perhaps they rotate

	Every 2-3 million years you might get 

	A virgin that you rode before

	Or maybe she rode you

	Would you even remember?

	And if you do 

	You could always try a different position

	 

	Yeah!

	But wait a minute,

	I hadn't quite thought this through

	Will I be walking around with a perpetual woody?

	And for convenience always in the nudie?

	Will I be just screwing all day, every day, every day?

	Every day, every day, every day, every day, every day, every day, oy vey

	When?

	Will there be time for Koran, will I still read Torah

	Or is it gonna be all Adam and Havah (that's Eve’s real name)

	And Havah, and Havah, and Havah, and Havah, and Havah, etcetera.

	And not a moment left for na’gila?

	 

	I went to a wise Mullah with my concern

	Don't sweat all the details he told me in his turn

	I said you forget I'm a Jew

	Details, that's what we do

	Every time you don't see us dancing the hora

	We are just sitting around nitpicking the Torah

	 

	At that point, I thought a second opinion might be in order

	 

	So I went to my mohel that is, Zalman Pick

	He's the wisest man I know and he once sucked my dick

	I told him about it, 'bout my wet dreams as well

	I said this fun Heaven, could it maybe be Hell?

	 

	And he said

	Same thing my boy

	I was perplexed so I asked 

	But then what is the meaning of life?

	He nodded sagely, patted me on the crotch

	And then he said:

	"Well my son, life is like a beanstalk, isn't it?"
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	Stole the last line from Procol Harum’s In Held ‘Twas I, couldn’t help it, I love that introductory story.

	***

	 

	 

	
The Old Man and the Maid and the Niece and the Wife and the Sea

	Ernest Samuel Llime

	 

	Louella's comparing me to Hemingway was quite flattering. I decided to take her story and bend it towards the sea somehow. What came out was 'The Old Man and the Maid and the Niece and the Wife and the Sea' which is a kind of long title, but I kind of like it. I surprised myself when I did a word count, it was much longer than I expected. It did not seem like that at all while I was writing it. Still, I re-read it and it turned me on quite a few times, so here it stays.



	




	The weekend passed without any other incidents but Amichai did not get to play with his two lovers again. Monday, during the morning hours all the guests went on their way, except for Julia. Lucinda had invited her to stay for the rest of the summer and she had accepted quite readily. It was very likely that she was looking forward to additional sexual encounters. Lucinda left with the boat carrying the last of the guests. Aluna got Kailani and dropped her off at her parents’ house where she was usually staying when Aluna was at work. Amichai did not waste any time and when she returned, she found him fucking Julia on the love seat, he then proceeded to fuck Aluna as well. She had resigned herself to the fact that she was now Amichai's lover as well as his sex puppet. She did his bidding without objection and on that first day, she even got to taste Julia's pussy and bring her to an orgasm while Julia was doing the same to her. Amichai kept unveiling new sex games, like the time that Julia and Aluna were involved in their mutual cunnilingus. He would stick his cock into one of their cunts and alternate between the cunt of one and the mouth of the other. On this occasion, he had skipped the condom and he kept alternating between the sides making sure that both cunts and mouths had their turn. When the time came, he came all over Julia's face and Aluna's ass. The fucking, sucking, and diddling continued for the next three days. On Friday Lucinda insisted that she wanted to go sailing and that everyone was invited. Julia tried to turn down the invite, but Lucinda would have none of that. And so, the four of them went out to sea. 

	 

	Amichai owned a beautiful 80' Hatteras yacht that he had named 'Lucy Liu'. Despite her apprehension, Aluna had to admit to herself that the boat was magnificent. She had seen it moored by the pier, but this was the first time she got on it. There were two nicely designed seating areas on the top deck, and down below there was a very luxurious apartment complete with a kitchen and a living room. The control area looked very futuristic with various gauges and video screens. Lucinda pointed Aluna towards the kitchen area and instructed her to prepare a pitcher of mimosas. When Aluna showed up with the pitcher and two glasses, Lucinda sent her back for an extra glass and invited her to take a seat. They drank in silence for a while, enjoying the breeze and the calmness of the sea. The boat was cutting through the waves creating a bubbly spume to both sides of its bow. 

	 

	As Aluna was pouring the last of the mimosas into their glasses, they felt the boat slow down and stop eventually.

	 

	"Why are we stopping here?" asked Julia.

	 

	"We are in a secret place known only to a few people. It is called The Magic Pool and they say that if you bathe in it you become ten years younger."

	 

	"But I cannot swim," said Julia.

	 

	"There's no need to swim, just stay within 100' of the boat. The depth here is about three to four feet," replied Lucinda.

	 

	Amichai had dropped anchor in the meantime and he came up to join them. The whole situation seemed a little strange to Aluna and she hoped that her face did not betray her thoughts. Julia's face blushed a bit when she looked at Amichai, but Lucinda appeared not to notice. Aluna noticed a sail in the distance and she pointed that out to the others. 

	 

	"There are a few others who know about this place and they show up once in a while, but let us take advantage of the magic of the pool and take a dip. Before we do that I think we could all use a little sunscreen," said Lucinda producing a few tubes out of a little bin. She handed them out and everyone proceeded to rub some ointment all over.  

	 

	"Aluna, please rub some lotion on my back. Julia, you can do the same to your uncle and then we can switch."

	 

	Aluna did as asked baffled by the intricacies of the situation. She wondered if Lucinda had some kind of ulterior motives, but banished that thought. It was probably just guilty paranoia.

	 

	Amichai extended a little ladder into the water and they all climbed down. He seemed a little bit tense, thought Aluna, but then having his two lovers and his wife in the same place socializing would do that to a man. They all walked around a little on the sandy bottom, occasionally picking up a coral for a closer look. The sailboat was getting much closer and they could see that there were two couples on deck. The guys wore swimming trunks and the girls had on bikini thongs but they were topless. All of them were quite evenly tanned and when they got within 50 feet of the 'Lucy Liu' they dropped anchor as well. The two couples jumped into the water and got closer to Aluna's group. Aluna was pretty sure they were the two couples that she had spied fucking on their boat some weeks earlier.
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	"Nice boat,” said one of the guys "it's an 80 footer, isn't it?"

	 

	"Yes," replied Amichai "and these are my wife Lucinda, my niece Julia and our maid Aluna."

	 

	"And these are Carmen, Dolores, and my twin brother Litmus. I am Lavoisier," said one of the guys "Good to meet you."

	 

	It was obvious that they were twins. If they were not wearing different color trunks you could probably not tell them apart. Carmen and Dolores were very good-looking and totally at ease with their topless attire. The names would place their origin somewhere in South America and after hearing them speak, Aluna was almost sure that they were Brazilian. They hung around in the water for another fifteen minutes or so and Lucinda invited the others on board.

	 

	"Lavoisier would you and your brother like to come aboard and check out the 'Lucy Liu’? Carmen and Dolores are of course invited as well."

	 

	"Sure, why not?" he replied. "By the way, my friends call me Lavo."

	 

	"O.K. Lavo let us go then. I don't want to abuse The Magic Pool. If I stay here longer, I may get much too young." 

	 

	Everyone laughed politely at the lame joke, but they all climbed aboard one by one. Lucinda showed them the living quarters at which they were quite impressed. Lavo asked Amichai if he could see the control room and his brother tagged along. Lucinda took everyone else into the living room and asked Aluna to prepare a couple more pitchers of mimosas. Aluna returned with them shortly asking.

	 

	"Is there anything else Ms. Lucinda?"

	 

	"No, thank you Aluna, why don't you pour everyone a glass and sit with us for a while. Don't forget the boys,"

	 

	Aluna did just that, while the men were coming in. She handed everyone a glass and sat down as well. If anyone was wondering why the maid was sitting with them, they did not show it.

	 

	"A toast," said Lucinda "to love!"

	 

	They drank and she spoke again.

	 

	"I would like to show everyone a little home movie that I made. I hope you will all find it amusing."

	 

	With that, she picked up the remote control from the table and turned on the large TV that was hanging on the wall. They all turned around to see Amichai sitting on his balcony drinking a cup of coffee. The view switched showing Lucinda together with a group of people walking towards the beach. One of them turned around and started walking back. It was too far to make out facial features, but it was a female wearing some kind of bikini top and a pair of white shorts. The view switched back to the balcony where Aluna, walked into the frame topless and wearing an orchid in her hair. The frame froze as Lucinda pressed the pause button.

	 

	"Some of you know exactly what is going to occur," she said. "Our guests only know that we are going to have a lot of fun today and they have agreed to participate. Some of us will have a lot of fun, while others are going to be punished for their transgressions. To start with, let me point out a few things:

	First, Aluna, I know that your little daughter stays with your parents when you are at work. You will co-operate or else they will get a copy of this video. Second, Julia. How could you let your uncle do those things to you?"

	 

	"It's not like he's my blood uncle. He's just married to you."

	 

	Lucinda turned around and laid a resounding slap on Julia's left cheek.

	 

	"Silence! No talking. Third, Amichai, guess how this will look in a court of law if I decide to divorce you. Chances are I'd walk away with half of your billions. I'd probably go for the boat as well. So you'd better play along. If you can be a sexual pervert, so can I. Who knows, perhaps our marriage will get more exciting after this. On with the show! It is going to be an interactive adventure inspired by the events we shall witness on screen. So Aluna, take off your top. And remember, I am the director of this show. Everyone needs to follow my commands, or else."

	 

	Aluna was not very happy with the situation, but she didn't see any way out of it, so she pulled off her top and unhooked her bra releasing her tits for all to see. She tried to cover them up, but Lucinda would have none of that. She pulled Aluna's hand down and slapped her right tit.

	 

	"I said to listen to what I say. I did not say that you should cover your tits. By the way, they are very nice. What do you think guys?" she asked Lavo and Litmus while fondling Aluna's tits and tweaking her nipples.

	 

	"Very nice, indeed" chimed in Lavo, echoed by Litmus.

	 

	"One more thing, I almost forgot the orchid. The orchid is a very interesting flower. It contains both male and female sexual organs, so one might say that it can fuck itself whenever it pleases. We do not have that luxury, which is why I asked for a little help from my friends."

	 

	The picture on the screen unfroze just as Amichai was standing up and his robe opened to show his erect cock.

	 

	"Amichai, drop your pants!" commanded Lucinda.

	 

	Seeing his hesitation she added "what now? Are you shy all of a sudden? Let's go, show us your cock."

	 

	He stood up and dropped his shorts showing that his cock was dangling down between his legs.

	 

	On the screen, Aluna was bending over and Amichai was slapping her big ass. 

	 

	"That's not quite right. Let me see if I can fix that. First, Aluna, peel off your bikini bottom." It was an interesting bikini bottom with a skirt around it that tried to cover some of that extreme ass. Anyway, off it came. Lucinda went into the bedroom and came out with the same barstool that they were seeing on the screen.

	 

	"Now, bend over and grab the stool legs, just like in the picture." Aluna obeyed. "Here is where we will change things. Julia, I want you to paddle Aluna's ass and make her cry out in pain. The spanking that she is getting in that picture is a little bit too lame. I have procured a very nice leather paddle like the kind fraternity boys use." She produced the implement and handed it to Julia. "Let's go."

	 

	Julia smacked the paddle against Aluna's bare ass, but Lucinda found it lacking.

	 

	"Give me that," she said and she laid a resounding blow onto the huge ass, making Aluna cry out in pain. "Do it like that if you do not want the roles reversed." Julia put a lot more power into the blows making Aluna cry out at every smack, her ass was getting quite pink.

	 

	"Much better," said Lucinda. "Give her twenty more. Aluna, you count them out loud.”

	 

	Julia laid another resounding blow and Aluna counted out: "One," in a miserable tone.

	 

	On the screen, the image switched to another camera showing Julia standing in the living room and watching the action on the balcony. She unzipped her white shorts and placed a hand down the front. As she was rubbing herself between the legs her face was getting quite red and she was obviously getting quite excited. On the balcony, Amichai was fingering Aluna's pussy.

	 

	"Nineteen ... twenty," counted Aluna with great relief. Her ass was by now very red and she stood up rubbing her cheeks to try and allay some of the smarting pain.

	 

	"Aluna, we are not done, bend over that stool again. Use your hands to spread your ass cheeks so that everyone can have a good look at your pussy and your asshole. Lavoisier, please come and finger Aluna's pussy and Litmus, if you don't mind unbutton Julia's shorts and stick your hand down the front of her shorts. Rub her pussy nicely and try to turn her on. I will pause the video so we can all enjoy the fun for a couple of minutes."

	 

	"Why it would be my pleasure" replied Litmus.

	 

	The twins applied themselves to their tasks while Carmen and Dolores moved over to the other side for a better view of the action. The boys knew their way around a cunt because both Aluna and Julia were getting quite excited. 

	 

	Lucinda unpaused the video and let it play again.

	 

	"Julia, come here!" said the video Amichai.

	 

	Surprised, Julia buttoned up her shorts quickly and walked out on the balcony.  Lucinda switched the video to slow-mo, brought out the second bar stool, and started instructing her troupe.

	 

	"Lavoisier, Litmus please switch cunts. Watch the screen action and duplicate it. Litmus, I want you to do to Aluna the same things that Amichai is doing to Aluna on the screen. Julia, take off your shorts."

	 

	Julia was reluctant again, so Lucinda switched the video to normal speed just as Amichai was threatening to tell her father about her masturbation.

	 

	"And I can do even better than that, I can show him!" said Lucinda off-screen.

	 

	Julia proceeded to pull her shorts down speedily. Imitating the screen action, Lavoisier took off his shorts, helped Julia raise her foot onto the stool, and stuck a finger inside her cunt. Litmus did the same thing with Aluna. Their erections testified to the fact that they were quite excited.

	 

	"Good, one other matter. In the picture, Amichai has a very nice erection. We need to work on that." She walked over to him and kneeling in front of him she took his cock in her mouth and started sucking on it. Whether he was willing or not did not matter, she managed to get his cock up and rising.

	 

	The brothers took out their fingers and stuck them in their mouths imitating video Amichai. Lucinda asked Carmen to help Julia with her top. The twins started slapping the bare tits. Aluna's were somewhat larger than Julia's and a bit looser so they kept flying around in response. The two women were issuing some very hurt exclamations, but everyone else thought this was a lot of fun.

	 

	"This is when I want to deviate from the video some more. Boys, please sit down on the sofa. Julia, assume the position on the stool. Aluna, grab the paddle and return the favor to Julia. Give her twenty and make sure that they are forceful enough or else you are getting twenty more as well. Julia, count them out."

	 

	Aluna struck Julia's butt with enough force to almost knock her over. 

	 

	"Oww" cried Julia.

	 

	"Not oww, you're supposed to say one, let us start over."

	 

	Aluna toned down the second hit while Julia said:

	 

	"One, ouch"

	 

	Lucinda seemed satisfied with the blow. Aluna continued, turning Julia's lily-white ass bright red. When the twenty count ended, Lucinda made the two victims stand up.

	 

	"Carmen, Dolores, it's your turn. Take off your bikini bottoms."

	 

	The two complied and Lucinda moved the stools so that Aluna and Julia were positioned just in front of them. 

	 

	"Girls, I want you to lick those cunts and get them good and wet. We are all going to fuck in a little while and it works a lot better if the cunts are wet." 

	 

	As the girls started on Carmen and Dolores's cunts, Lucinda produced a nicely ornamented box. 

	 

	"I noticed that Amichai left one of the girls’ holes untouched. I would assume that these assholes are virgins and I will rectify that. Get it girls? I will rectify your rectums."

	 

	Julia raised her head at that, but Lucinda pushed it right back into Dolores's crotch.

	 

	"Keep munching pussy, little bitch. Dolores, hold her hands, and Carmen, you hold Aluna's."

	 

	With their hands held and their heads between some legs, they could not see what was happening, but they must have guessed when Lucinda told Amichai:

	 

	"There is a bowl of butter on the kitchen counter. By now it should be nice and soft. Please bring it here. O.K. enough warm-up." Lucinda pulled Aluna and Julia's hair making them sit up.

	 

	"Carmen, Dolores please stand up. Lavoisier, Litmus, lie back on the couch so that you are directly in front of Aluna and Julia. Carmen, Dolores, please insert their cocks into your cunts and lean over so that the boys can kiss your tits. Litmus, grab Carmen's butt cheeks and pull them apart so that Aluna can have a nice view of Carmen's asshole. Lavoisier, you do the same to Dolores."

	 

	They did just that and all the others could see the two cocks getting a good rogering as Carmen and Dolores pumped their cunts up and down those shafts. The assholes were also quite visible and Lucinda walked in between the two barstools and putting her hands on the back of Aluna and Julia's heads, she forced them to bend forward.

	 

	"Now, I want the two of you to stick your tongues into these assholes and try to get them in as far as they will go.  Come on, show me your tongues."

	 

	Aluna and Julia stuck out their tongues and Lucinda made sure that the tongues went in the right direction. Julia started gagging a bit and Lucinda prompted her.

	 

	"We'll have none of that. These assholes have bathed in the sea for almost forty-five minutes so they are quite clean. Get on with it Julia. I want our guests to enjoy a good deep rim job. So lick that asshole a little and stick your tongue back in."

	 

	The two were bending forward and their butt cheeks were slightly ajar but not enough so. Lucinda put a hand on Aluna's left butt cheek and pushed it sideways a little. She did the same to Julia's right cheek. She could now see the assholes and she instructed Amichai:

	 

	"Amichai, take a gob of butter and smear it around those assholes. Make sure that they are nice and slippery and poke your index finger into the assholes. That's it, very good! Now let's get to the next treat."

	 

	She opened the ornate box revealing four silver-colored metal butt plugs. The plugs were shaped somewhat like a spinning top with a skinny tip, a fat middle, and a skinny extension that ended in a wider disc.

	 

	"Amichai, I want you to pull open Aluna's cheeks and watch how I stick a plug into that asshole."

	 

	She proceeded to push the instrument into Aluna's asshole. It was very tight and it took her a while, but eventually, all that could be seen was the little disc. Amichai let go of the butt cheeks and this time they did not close all the way. The little silver disc was still visible.

	 

	"Good! Not let us do our little niece's asshole."

	 

	Julia's asshole was even tighter so the procedure took a little bit longer.

	 

	"Excellent!" exclaimed Lucinda. "Carmen, Dolores please let Aluna and Julia take your places. Aluna, Julia, you heard. I want you in the same position."

	 

	Aluna and Julia complied and Dolores stayed behind them getting a hold of the butt plugs she started wiggling them. Lavoisier and Litmus enjoyed that very much because they were thrusting into those pussies valiantly. 

	 

	"O.K. girls. That's enough for now. I enjoyed forcing Amichai to watch somebody else fuck you, but now it is my turn. I want him to see someone fuck me too. Sit back on your stools and watch." 

	 

	She walked over to Amichai and gave his cock a little slap.

	 

	"I see that all the action has kept you up. Good! I want you to fuck Carmen and Dolores until they both have spectacular orgasms while you watch the twins double-teaming me."

	 

	Saying that she grabbed him by the cock and pulling him over to the sofa she opened Carmen's pussy lips and inserted the tip of his cock into her cunt.

	 

	"Go to work my brave stallion," she told him slapping his butt. "I want your bitches to see your cock in someone else's cunt."

	 

	She then walked over and straddled Lavoisier's cock. Litmus got some of the butter and smeared it around and inside her asshole. Standing behind her, he worked his cock into her ass slowly. The two pumped Lucinda's holes passionately and it didn't take them long before they ejaculated. Litmus tried to pull out before coming but reaching behind her, she held him in with a hand on his ass.
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	"I want both of you to fill me up with your come," she said.

	 

	It was quite prolonged and she came shudderingly herself. She got up and walked over to Julia. She lifted her leg and placed it on her shoulder. White come was oozing out of her cunt and asshole.

	 

	"Lick it off little bitch. And you Aluna come kneel behind me and lick my asshole clean."

	 

	Amichai was still fucking Carmen and Dolores one at a time, but the whole scene must have turned them on because Carmen seemed to enjoy a really strong orgasm at which he took out his cock and stuck it inside Dolores who had an orgasm as well right after. Amichai was still hard so Carmen put her mouth around his cock while Dolores commenced sucking on his scrotum. He came all over both of their faces quite shortly thereafter. 

	 

	"O.K. girls," said Lucinda to the two who were licking her clean. "Now go and lick the come off Carmen and Dolores's faces."

	 

	Lavoisier and Litmus were getting semi-hard watching all that action, so Lucinda directed the girls towards them.

	 

	"Let's go. Suck on these cocks."  

	 

	The boys were getting hard again so Lucinda reached behind Aluna and Julia and worked the butt plugs out of their extended sphincters.

	 

	"As a last treat, I want you to stand over the boys, lower your assholes onto their cocks and guide them all the way in," she said. 

	[image: 6b]

	 

	The girls proceeded to do that while making painful-sounding noises. Lavoisier and Litmus grabbed their thighs and started lifting them up and down with a rhythmic motion. It was a first for both girls so they were making loud complaints.

	 

	"Come on, it's not so bad. You saw me doing it didn't you? Here's what will be more painful." 

	 

	She walked over and started slapping the exposed pussies. It was certainly not fun for the girls, but the guys loved it. They accelerated the up and down motions. Lucinda must have had some kind of agenda because she started finger fucking Julia and Aluna as they were riding up and down those cocks. It was very exciting to watch as she stuck two fingers of each hand into each of the cunts while tickling the exposed clitorises with her thumbs.

	 

	"Ride those horsies cowgirls," she prompted them. It went on for a bit with Lucinda speeding up her poking and rubbing motions. The boys eventually, seemed to have some kind of dry orgasm, while Aluna and Julia could not resist and despite the cocks inside their buttholes, they succumbed to the urgent fingering and had gushing orgasms as well.

	 

	They got off their mounts looking quite spent, but Lucinda would have none of that. Strangely enough, none of that come had made it to the floor, so Lucinda instructed Aluna to open a magnum bottle of Veuve-Clicquot Brut and pour everyone a glass. 

	 

	"Here's to a fun-filled summer," she toasted, and like it or not everyone drank.

	 

	"I want to go home," said Julia.

	 

	"Nonsense, most of the summer is still in front of us. And you Aluna, don't even think about quitting. Both of you are going to be such nice toys. But for now, let us all jump into the water one more time before we sail back."

	***

	 

	
Desire

	Writer: Shy Davis

	Editor: Raya Leemans

	 

	Shy is a podcaster poet and author working on her first novel. Cool! I like this poem even though I might be slighted by comparison, but hey this is literature not a cock fight. Thank you Shy!

	 


 

	Yeah, it’s just as you remembered. 

	A pretty, shiny head that reaches past his navel. 

	Thick, oh so thick, about to slide that dick in. 
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	It’s about to be a night to be remembered. 

	Licked it like a candy cane,

	Trying to get it all in your mouth. 

	Doesn’t work, can’t even shout. 

	Discouraged? Nah, cause you got a place for that stout. 

	 

	Holding it in your hand, 

	Caressing it, 

	Stroking it, 

	Licking it, 

	Sucking it, 

	Massaging it, 

	Hearing his moans, 

	Just makes you wetter. 

	 

	Grip those sheets, stifle those moans, and whisper my name, 

	But let’s be respectful and not wake the others. 

	 

	Raises self on top, you don’t worry about thoughts of if you can take him all in. 

	While he may be the 2nd largest you’ve had, 

	You remember with shock from last year how easily your yoni accepted him. 

	Welcoming him in. 

	 

	Meanwhile, guys who are smaller 

	Have you squirming when they trying to get theirs all in. 

	Yet his big ‘ole luscious dick fits and slides right in. 

	Making you wonder, what the fuck does that mean? 

	 

	No time for all that. 

	It’s time to lay down some smack. 

	With each grinding, 

	Your yoni muscles grip him;

	Salivating, 

	Moaning, 

	Yearning,

	Head back in ecstasy. 

	 

	You’ve been waiting one whole year… 

	 

	He moans your name and you look down at him.

	Your eyes look and you’re transported to the realm of your heart.

	You see your desires;

	Wanting him for more than just sex. 

	Wanting to build a nation together. 

	Helping him raise his young prince into a King. 

	Wanting to be in his arms…every single, motherfucking night. 

	Wanting to shower with him.

	Watching him as he gets ready in the morning. 

	Talking to him daily, sharing your hopes and dreams. 

	You see all that, in that one fucking moment. 

	 

	You blink, grip his hands, 

	Arch your back and moan, 

	Not wanting to look anymore. 

	 

	Was that a mirror? 

	Was it just you? 

	Does he want that too? 

	 

	Yeah, you’re getting too fucking old to just be doing this FUCK shit.

	***

	
Family Affair, II

	Ernest Samuel Llime, December, 2016, Nieuw Nickerie

	 

	It was nice to be compared to Hemingway, but only up to a point. I do not like to mix my alcohol with anything else and while I write I am sipping (slowly) from a glass containing some Martell Cordon Bleu cognac. Do I have a problem with alcohol, I do not think so, though I do find that when I overdo it my thinking becomes a little bit sluggish. Right now, it is 7:45 in the morning and I have been drinking and writing for about four hours. Not, shiet shumm what the pluck! Just kidding! 



	




	 

	My wife comes from one of those Caribbean Islands where the women are beautifully dark and uninhibited and the men screw everything that is female and walks on two legs. I heard of cases of bestiality as well, but this is not what this story is about. We live in New York City and everyone is a lot more civilized around there. Anyway in NYC, they usually restrain themselves to one affair at a time. Not so in these parts. We are visiting the island and some of the family has gathered to exchange gossip over a couple of drinks. Ethnically, they come from the same kind of Indian stock, but somehow, they do not seem to make any distinction between religions. The mix is something like 40% Christian, 40% Hindu, and 20% Muslim. I am the only oddball Israeli/Jew and chances are I might be the only such creature on the entire island. We are all sitting underneath a large roof that extends between the main house and a large storage shack. The roof is so ample, it covers six vehicles in addition to shading us. A couple of hammocks are strung between some of the supporting posts with my wife and her younger sister swinging to and fro. The rest of us are just lounging on rockers, chairs, and stools. My brother-in-law is sitting on a huge old tractor tire that is laid out on one side. Somehow, my chair is angled in such a way, that I am the only one who can see my sister-in-law's legs. She is a bit restless and she keeps tossing and turning in her hammock. Her dress is split on the side and I get momentary views of her thighs and panties. She is somewhere in her late thirties and she has an eighteen-year-old daughter, but those thighs look very good to me. The conversation steers to one of the cousins who had come by to say hello and had just left. He has fathered 25 children with 15 or maybe 20 women. The number grows bigger as everyone contributes another name. The cousin had his first child at fifteen when he jumped the fence into the salt woman's yard and diddled her daughter. He is about sixty-two now, so he had plenty of time to diddle many more women. The number reaches thirty and somehow the conversation moves on to other topics. My wife's father had fathered children with three or possibly four women. His first two children were born within a week of each other and there were others whose birthdays’ were very close. It is however possible that one of his seventeen children was not his. Everyone agrees that the child looked nothing like any of them. My wife's sister, Rehab gets off her hammock to go and use the toilet. Her given name was Fulki but she had changed it when she had married and converted to Islam. The family is now kicking around the cousin's finances and how he had cheated one of his daughters of her inheritance. Rehab returns to the hammock and lays back in it again. She waits to see that I am looking in her direction and contrives to make her dress fall apart, showing me that she had removed her panties. I can see her hairy vagina and she is using one of her hands to spread her pussy lips to show me how they glisten.
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	That night I had some disturbing dreams about that scene. In the most vivid Rehab was standing in the stylized opening to the living room wearing fishnet stockings and nothing else. A little ceiling light gave her a halo, but boy was she far from being a saint. Waking up in the morning I thought I was still dreaming and I couldn’t follow the logical progression of the events. In retrospect, I imagine that I threw off the sheet in the tropical heat and presented my usual morning woody to anyone who could observe it. Rehab walked in, totally uninvited, to see how I was doing. Her husband had gone to work and my wife was making herself a cup of coffee downstairs in the kitchen. The feel of a cunt impaling itself onto that morning woody seemed quite real. I woke up completely when I felt it start to slide up and down the pole. 

	 

	"What the fuck are you doing Rehab?" 

	 

	"Shhh, you're already inside me, so it's too late to complain. Just let me pleasure you as I pleasure myself and we'll be done with it."

	 

	There was some twisted logic to it, but I was not sure if my wife would have seen it the same way. Still, that sister-in-law cunt felt good on my cock, so I just let her ride me until we were both satisfied. She unmounted me, got some tissues from the table, and wiped between her legs. With a cat that ate the canary kind of grin, she just walked out. We stayed for two more weeks before flying back home. Rehab would take every opportunity to flash me her cunt or her ass and sometimes she was cutting it real close. And of course, we had a few more sexual encounters in the most unlikely places. 

	 

	I like to go on long walks whenever possible and her house was ideally located close to some nature trails. I would go out on one of them in the afternoon and a couple of times she followed me and assaulted me as soon as she caught up with me. She would drop my pants and take me in her mouth, working the tip of my cock with her tongue expertly. She would then bend over leaning against a tree and hike up her skirt. I guess there was something wrong with her because she never seemed to need any foreplay. Her cunt was always wet and ready for smooth insertion. I may be a bit harsh, perhaps there was nothing wrong with her, and she just fucked to a different drum, to coin a new expression. It was only a matter of time before we got busted.

	 

	The first time we got busted, I was lying on a patch of grass and she was riding me like she was going for The Triple Crown. Out of nowhere, so to speak, a group of boy scouts showed up. The Scout Master instructed all of them to turn around and his assistant guided them all away. Rehab couldn't care less and she just kept on riding me until she was satisfied, while the Scout Master stood there transfixed. When she was done she stood up and gave the guy that satisfied grin.

	 

	"You should be ashamed of yourselves," he said.

	 

	"Oh, we are very ashamed," she replied while lifting the hem of her skirt "just take a look at my cunt and see how it is blushing."

	 

	It was the Scout Master who blushed as he was beating a retreat. I found out later that some of the more affluent parents would finance overseas trips and this batch was scheduled to fly back home on the next day so no permanent harm was done. 

	 

	The second time we got busted was because we both acted like idiots. I had started thinking of our sexual encounters as grab'n'fuck mementos. She always grabbed my cock, sucked it for a bit, and fucked it to satisfaction. I thought mementos would be an appropriate label for things that you bring back from your trip and those memories would never really go away. Her grab'n'fuck initiatives were getting more and more daring but one time she went way too far.

	 

	My wife liked her afternoon naps and she would lie down in the hammock on the balcony that was overlooking the sea and have a peaceful sleep that usually lasted one to one and a half hours. On days that I did not go for a hike, I would sit in a rocking chair with a book and enjoy the sea breeze. I'd usually set a little table next to me,  bring out the Martell Cordon Bleu and a snifter, and enjoy the ambiance. On this particular occasion, Rehab decided to pull one of her specials. She came out on the balcony and went straight for my crotch. I tried to fend her off, but she would have none of it. I most certainly did not want to wake my wife up, so I caved in. She took my cock into her mouth and I could see her grin around it as she was looking at me while bobbing her head. I resolved at once that I was going to confess to my wife and move to a hotel or perhaps cut our vacation short. In the meantime, Rehab got me hard as usual and she climbed on top of my erection. She rode me quietly for a few minutes but apparently, the situation was getting her more excited than usual because this time, her orgasm was a lot stronger than usual. She was biting her lip trying to keep quiet, but the tremors were too much and she kicked over my little table. My first reaction was to reach out and grab the Martell. The Cordon Blue s not cheap and it was still about half full. I was proud of my reflexes, but they were only half as good as I thought. I had saved the bottle but the snifter fell to the wooden balcony floor, shattering with a melodic sound. Rehab jumped off me and tried to run away. She had to pass by my wife who grabbed one of her hands asking:

	 

	"Where do you think you're going Fulki? Sit right here on the floor, while I think this through." She sat up and swung her feet to the floor.

	 

	"I'm sorry sis," started Rehab. 

	 

	"Be silent you little cunt," said my wife slapping Rehab's cheek.

	 

	Rehab sat down on the floor as instructed and tears started flowing down her cheeks. We were all quiet for about five minutes before my wife finally broke the silence.

	 

	"You," she said pointing at me "explain!"

	 

	"Well, your sister attacked me in a moment of weakness and I didn't know how to stop her. It was also exciting, flattering, and scary at the same time. I thought about stopping her but I guess I am just too weak."

	 

	"Zip up your pants and bring another snifter," she said.

	 

	I came back with two more snifters.

	 

	"None for you just now, but I will have a snort."

	 

	I poured two fingers into one of the snifters and handed it to her. She took a long sip and continued:

	 

	"Now you Fulki, Explanation!"

	 

	My wife never got over Fulki's conversion to Islam and she did not acknowledge the name change. Her husband was observing his religion dutifully and Rehab took to her new religion devotedly. Besides changing her name she had taken to wearing that headcover that was hiding her hair and she would pray with him five times a day as prescribed in the Koran. She even went on a pilgrimage to Mecca with him, and their only daughter was going to a Muslim school. At least that’s how it had been on our previous visit two years ago. I should have suspected that some drastic change had taken place when Rehab had taken us to a club where she had drunk a glass of wine. She had also given up covering her head which should have been a dead giveaway. Everyone thought that she was a little bit nuts anyway, so we attributed the changes to her fluctuating moods.

	 

	"You are right to call me Fulki, sis. I do not want to be Rehab anymore. I am a divorced woman."

	 

	"But Ali still lives with you."

	 

	"Yes, but he’s not in my bed anymore. It is temporary until he gets another place."

	 

	"Still, this is not an explanation," said my wife "why him? You could find so many younger guys."

	 

	"I have always been very horny. You may not know this, but in high school, I had sex with most of the boys. Ali married me because I told him that he had gotten me pregnant, but I couldn't be sure she was his. It's just that none of the others offered to marry me. I guess he was not a bad husband, but I've had enough of his forbidding religion. I have not told anyone that we are divorced because I didn't want to have someone else break the news to my parents. Your husband was ideal. There was no way he would tell anybody about this, you see. Besides, younger guys are overrated. I prefer to do all the work by myself."

	 

	I reached for the bottle and my wife made an indifferent gesture with her hand so I poured myself a stiff one.

	 

	"Can I have some?" asked Fulki.

	 

	"Get another snifter," I said when my wife didn't react.

	 

	So here we are, sitting in silence and sipping Martell Cordon Bleu while trying to avoid direct eye contact. I am thinking about my deceased father-in-law and his children born out of wedlock and the cousin with a multitude of children from various females. The fact that my wife is still sitting quietly sipping her drink and not going into hysterics gives me hope. As much as I try to avoid future possibilities, various scenarios involving both sisters are rolling through my mind. They always called me Lucky and who knows, perhaps I've hit the big one now.

	***

	 

	
Variations on a Fuck

	Portia Johnson

	 

	Some of you may have guessed by now that me and Mrs. Johnson, we got a thing going on, as Billy Paul used to say. Portia is however a widow so not quite the same thing. We were lying in her bed one day and she was wondering how I saw our relationship. Was it a fling, an affair, temporary insanity, or what? I told her that I didn't think we needed to put a label on it, but that if she wanted one perhaps we could call it a thing. Portia has a very inquisitive mind as well as an Ivy League education. Writing fiction was quite easy for her and she told me that she had some notes for a novel. I told her about NaNoWriMo (National Novel Writers Month) and we both agreed to make a serious effort this year when it comes around (November.) She is a very good conversationalist, drinking buddy, and inventive lover, definitely a keeper. Anyway, the conversation led to our current literary endeavor and she voiced the opinion that there could be only so many variations on a fuck. I responded that she is quite right and that I didn't intend to publish a second collection of erotica, but some of the ideas that popped into my head seemed quite original and I couldn't just ignore them. We dropped the subject, but a few weeks later she presented me with this little piece.

	



	

First Variation – Help Me Doc!
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	Nurse Bertha ushers Luigi into a room at the offices of Dr. Rodica Popa, a world-renowned sexologist. Bertha is a buxom and quite hefty blonde in her late twenties. She bids him sit and pulls a chair in front of him. Her white shift is quite short and it rides very high as she sits down showing him most of her exquisite, white, smooth thighs. Though they are quite sizeable, they afford an interesting view. The top three buttons of her shift have been left undone and a large expanse of her equally white and smooth tits is naked to the world. She places her clipboard in her lap and it slips off to the floor. As she bends over to pick it up, the fourth button on her shift pops open releasing the gigantic twins. Picking up the clipboard she clamps her knees around it and slowly covers her tits and buttons them up.

	 

	"It may have seemed conventional, but it was not intentional," says she.

	 

	"Nevertheless it was enjoyable, your tits are quite deployable," says he.

	 

	"It's nice that you enjoyed the tease, but I've got a job to get to," she says while rearranging her tits with her hands "your name and occupation please."

	 

	"Luigi Papadopoulos my name and corporate accounting is my game."

	 

	Nervous, strangely it causes me to start rhyming. Bertha seems to enjoy it and she continues the game. 

	 

	She scribbles on her form "have you got any allergies or loss of vital energies?"

	 

	"None that I know of, but what's a vital energy?"

	 

	"Would you perchance turn soft just short of when you could be fucking me?

	 

	"Oh no, that's not the problem. You see I'm hard already and I can keep it up a long and steady while."

	 

	"Good, and I have to measure it some time, so drop your pants, sit on that exam table over there and I will get to it, just let me move my chair."

	 

	"I ..."

	 

	"Come on you show me yours and perhaps after some time, I'll show you mine. You shy?"

	 

	"No, I just never been to this kind of Doctor. I had an image of a couch and some verbal sessions, still trying to figure: what exactly you are after?"

	 

	"My dear Luigi we here do sexology, not that lame version with the couch: psychology. Show me your cock then. I need to see it, gauge it, measure it and suck it. I need to have that firsthand knowledge, how it does feel inside me when I fuck it."

	 

	"O.K.," he says and drops his pants. 

	 

	She's smitten with the hard boy, this could be romance at first sight. 

	 

	"Nice, I like this little fellow," she measures his cock length "and seven inches is not at all that mellow" she proceeds to measure its girth.

	"Five and a half around would cause most women to make a very joyful sound when you are playing at Sir Lance-a-lot, it's sure they'll travel to the mystic Come-a-lot."

	 

	“Oh that is not at all my problem, nurse; I always get the woman to come first."

	 

	"Your balls are also slightly above average width and height, though they do feel a little bit too tight."

	 

	"That there might be the problem nurse."

	 

	"I'll be the judge of that, let's see who then comes first. I'd place a bet that you are out of luck," that said she wrapped her lips around his cock.

	 

	He looks into her blue-green eyes, while she is peeling off her coat. She looks right back into his and gobbles up his cock into the depths of her deep throat.

	 

	"Nurse, this is quite fantastic. You're beautiful, you're masterful and your throat is so amazingly elastic."
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	She realizes after a while, that the cock is not aiming to shoot after the prescribed sucking interval, so standing up she lets him get a total view of her nude body, freed of most vestments, Valkyrian and liberal. Turning around she bends and spreads her cheeks:

	 

	"Luigi here's my asshole, very few get special treatment, but you can get two peeks."

	 

	She turns around and he admires her blonde pubic fuzz. She places her feet one in each special stirrup and straddles him just like she would a well-hung young street Arab. The orifice that had been patiently awaiting turns below that mound of Venus, impales itself, engulfing hungrily that magnificent, delicious, rampant penis.

	 

	Despite her biggie size Bertha is quite athletic. She rides that cock with passion wild, not sweet or copacetic. He grabs her ass cheeks slaps squeezes and kneads, but somehow, she cannot give him that release he badly needs.

	 

	At that exact point, Doctor Rodica walks in, ready to anoint and bless the big sin. 

	 

	"Please Bertha, keep fucking Luigi. I will watch for a bit and see what I can see. I followed your progress on closed-circuit TV. It went for quite a while and my nurse spent a good chunk of energy, trying to get you to shoot into her, or the air, or just spill your seeds everywhere. I know what ails you, and I know exactly what to do. Just so you know, I did not just become a sexologist through sheer luck, it’s lucrative, it’s friendly but mostly, I just really love to fuck."

	 

	She throws off her white shift and without delay, she climbs over the table placing herself over Luigi’s mouth. She is lithe, she is comely and certainly quite able. Though not skinny she is much smaller than Bertha but fortuitously fuckable as I sometimes like to say.

	 

	"Lick it Luigi! Suck clit Luigi! Tongue it Luigi! Prepare it Luigi! It is girding itself to be fucked by Luigi! Come, Bertha, get closer and give us a nibble. First suck on my left, and then mouth my right nipple."

	 

	They go on like that for at least twenty minutes before the Doctor removes her wet pussy. 

	 

	"Keep thrusting into Bertha Luigi, I can tell that her cunt is juicy. Of all the bennies I offer this is the best one: when she fucks a good cock, I come in and I cause her to orgasm, make her feel like she's lost in a chasm from which she erupts."

	 

	While Bertha climbs up in the saddle again (so to speak,) with her legs in the stirrups, he can feel Doctor’s hands grab his dick and guide it to the proper spot, only this time it felt a little tighter than before. He can’t see the action as she is riding him backward this time, but soon he realizes that she had guided his cock into Bertha’s asshole. The Doctor then starts caressing his balls while inserting a finger deep into Bertha’s cunt. Another finger joins the first one, and then a third and a fourth one. With a sudden but practiced motion, Rodica’s entire hand slips into Bertha’s cunt. Bertha is getting more and more agitated and it looked like she is getting real close to an orgasm. The Doctor’s hand is massaging Luigi’s cock through the thin membrane between cunt and anal canal and it feels very, very good, but still not good enough for him to ejaculate. As Bertha is riding him frenziedly, Doctor Rodica pushes a finger into his anus. He is quite surprised at the move, but he just lets the women have their way with him. The Doctor knows her craft because she starts massaging his prostate and he just cannot help himself. His pelvic muscles and his thighs contract releasing the huge load of semen that had been trapped inside his balls. The seminal fluid enters forcefully into Bertha’s anal canal and that was what she had been waiting for. He can feel her body tensing as she lets out a loud high-pitched scream while erupting into a tremulous orgasm. He feels the walls of her asshole squeezing his cock and as her scream fades out he can hear her prolonged squirting as the liquid splashes onto the tiled floor.

	 

	A/N: Somehow a lot of this stuff ended up in rhyme. At first, I wanted to change that, but then I thought it is kind of cute, so there.

	-%-


Second Variation – So, You Want to Be a Chef?

	 

	Yvette Ishikawa had made it to the finals in the Astounding Dishes competition.  All the prepping was done and the ingredients were within easy reach at her cooking station, she started with the dough. The flour was already in a glass bowl so she stirred in the required amount of yeast. She poured some hot water into a measuring cup and checked its temperature. It was a couple of degrees too hot so she trickled in some cold water. When it reached the desired temperature, there was a bit too much so she spilled some into the sink and poured the rest of it into the bowl. She threw in a pinch of salt and took the melted butter out of the microwave. That went in as well. She picked up the handheld mixer and mixed the ingredients for a couple of minutes. She could almost hear Argi guiding her:

	 

	-%-

	 

	“Don’t spend too much time with the mixer. The main secret to excellent dough lies in the kneading.”

	 

	It had taken an entire week for her to master the proper kneading technique. On the seventh day of dough preparation instruction, she told him that she had entered the Astounding Dishes competition.

	 

	“How important is winning for you?” he asked her.

	 

	“I really want to be a chef. This is a competition for cooks with imagination as well as cooking ability. Winning this would put me in the front line of influential chefs. It would change my life forever.”

	 

	“Would you do anything it takes?”

	 

	“Yes chef, anything.”

	 

	“O.K. then, before you put on your apron, take off your blouse.”

	 

	Seeing her hesitation, Argi went on:

	 

	“Didn’t you just say yes chef, anything?”

	 

	Argi Arista was one of the leading chefs in the Caribbean. Though of Basque origin, he had been living in that area for almost 40 years. He had skipped from island to island before opening his world-famous restaurant in the Bahamas. His Nassau place was patronized by all the billionaires who had their summer residences on the island. Though pushing sixty he was actually in very good shape and quite attractive. 

	 

	‘What the Hell, if I have to fuck him to win, it would be worth it’s thought Yvette while unbuttoning her blouse.

	 

	“The bra as well Yvette.”

	 

	She took that off revealing her beautiful tits. Yvette was one of those amazing beauties created by the natural selection process. Her maternal ancestors were of mixed Arawak, Spanish, French, Indonesian, African, and probably some other races.
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	Her father was fully Japanese and he had given her the slight epicanthic eye fold of his people as well as the amazing Japanese hair texture. Add to that the green color of her eyes and yeah, she was an astounding dish herself.

	 

	-%-

	 

	She threw a fistful of flour on the counter and spread it around with the palm of her hand. Taking the mixture out of the glass bowl she started using her hands to put it together. Pretty soon she had it to the point where she could knead it together, just the way Argi had taught her. 

	 

	-%-

	 

	As she started kneading, she could feel him coming up real close behind her. He embraced her and his hands grabbed the tits awaiting behind the little apron. 

	 

	“I want you to feel the way I am kneading your tits and apply the same passion to the dough.” 

	 

	-%-

	 

	The memory of his hands on her tits was quite arousing. She kneaded that dough remembering how her nipples had responded to his touch, stiffening up. She thought that she could feel a similar response in the dough. ‘Quite ridiculous’ she thought, but the sensations would not go away. She dug her fist into the dough, remembering the pain of his fist when he had done the same to her right tit. She had cried out in pain and tried to pull his hands off her tits, but he would not be moved.

	 

	“Remember, yes chef, anything!”

	 

	She had endured the pain and it did not take too long before they both went back to kneading. She felt the arousal between her legs, just the way she did back then and she could feel her face flushing at that thought. ‘I wonder if the judges can see my condition and will it influence their decision’ she thought. She gave her dough a few resounding slaps, the way he had done to her tits. It had come as a total surprise when he’d cut off the top of her apron making it drop forward to expose her tits more thoroughly. He had then proceeded to slap them one at a time and again she tried to hold his hands and make him stop.

	 

	“Yvette, just do the same to the dough,” he admonished.

	 

	She slapped the dough on the table a few times, again wondering about the judges’ thoughts. This step was finished. She needed to let the dough rest and rise just the way Argi’s cock had risen. She remembered the feel of it pushing against her ass. 

	 

	 

	“You did well,” he told her “we will get to the next stage tomorrow. I do however have another problem, as you have certainly noticed. Sadly, I cannot have intercourse with you. If you are to win the competition, I will have to save that for later. I do however need some kind of release” he said while turning her around. 

	 

	“Your tits are a wonder of nature,” he added and he kissed them and sucked on her nipples briefly. 

	 

	She didn’t say a word as he kissed her lips passionately. He took her right hand and guided it to his cock, it had miraculously unzipped his pants and come out for fresh air.

	 

	“And here it is! The root of my current conundrum. Could you possibly find the mercy in your heart that will allow you to place your lips around it?”

	 

	She would have so fucked him that time, but he was the chef, she needed to listen to his teachings. Well, if she couldn’t have his cock in her cunt, she would certainly put it in her mouth. She sucked his cock with a passion and it didn’t take long before he painted her face with that gooey stuff. She excused herself and went to the bathroom to wash off. But of course, she did a lot more than that so when she came back he said:

	 

	“I was thinking about helping you with that, but considering the amount of time you’ve spent in the bathroom, I guess there is no need.”

	 

	-%-

	 

	She snapped back to the present, set the dough aside, and covered it with a dish towel before proceeding to the next step. 

	 

	The goal of the competition being to astound the judges, the contestants were of course given free hand. Yvette had opted for a variation on a seven-course meal. Her version of the classic meal was as follows:

	 

	1 Appetizer:

	Gyoza / Pierogi Pot Stickers

	Grilled Octopus

	Green Mango Chow

	 

	2 Soup:

	Saoto Soup 

	 

	3 Palate cleanser :

	Mango-Pineapple Sorbet

	 

	4 Entrée :

	Braised Lamb Shank

	 

	5 After Dinner:

	Chocolate-Peppermint Truffle with Lavender / Habanera Jam

	 

	The recipes were quite simple, but with her personal touches. In the potstickers, for example, she had replaced the pork with lamb and added some minced arugula. Finely minced arugula was also used as a garnish for the saoto soup as well as the lamb shank.  Most people are not aware of the aphrodisiacal qualities of this delicious herb, but Argi had made sure to teach her that trick. The kitchen she was cooking in was fully equipped with anything a chef might imagine and the pantry was equally impressive. There was however no galangal so she was glad that she had brought her own. Without galangal, the saoto soup would be just another chicken soup. There was one other secret ingredient that she always carried with her and was going to use at the appropriate moment.

	 

	One other thing that she had brought with her was a 10” windows tablet. Remembering the ingredients was not difficult, but she needed to choreograph everything precisely. Her entire menu needed to be ready in two hours. Unlike other competitions, her meal was to be served sequentially and uninterrupted as it would be in an actual dining situation. 

	 

	She diced her potatoes, carrots, and bell peppers, after which she chopped the onions, celery, parsley, and habanera peppers. Crushing the garlic was next. She had all the components for a marinade ready, so she mixed them in a bowl and placed the octopus in it.

	 

	Cooking everything on the stovetop is always the recommended method, but she did not have enough time for that, so she needed to cheat a little. She put the necessary saoto soup ingredients in a glass bowl and placed that in the microwave for ten minutes. Just enough time to prepare the lavender jam. She finished the jam and placed it in the refrigerator. The next step was browning the lamb shanks and placing them in another bowl with the appropriate ingredients. That bowl replaced the soup bowl in the microwave. The soup went into a pot and on the stove where it would simmer for the next hour. She needed some minced herbs for her next step so she took her precious knife out of its holster and got to work. She had learned that dicing and slicing were mundane tasks, but mincing was an entirely different kind of task. Argi had impressed that on her and they had spent almost two weeks helping her develop the correct technique and speed. 

	 

	-%-
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	She’d been doing nothing but mincing herbs for more than a week and she was starting to despair a little. She wanted to start cooking already but he would not let her. She was also hoping that they would have sex once in a while, but he never brought that up and she was too proud to beg. 

	 

	“I don’t think that I will ever be able to please you. Can we just skip it and go to the next step? I can always use a chopper to do this.”

	 

	“Anyone can cook. You google the recipe, slap the ingredients together, and cook or bake them as necessary. This is where the line between a cook and a chef is drawn, in the preparation. Preparation technique is the secret ingredient that pedestrian cooks do not possess. That and extreme attention to the ingredients is what sets us apart. You will learn how to mince herbs properly and I will use the most extreme measures to teach you. Take off your panties!”

	 

	She did as she was told and he continued:

	 

	“Now, roll up that cilantro the way I thought you and start mincing.”

	 

	She did as she was told and he came and stood behind her.

	 

	“Keep mincing,” he ordered. 

	 

	She could feel two of his fingers entering her cunt. 

	 

	“This is what we are going to do. I will move my fingers in and out of your cunt. Slowly at first and then, faster and faster and faster as we go along. Imagine that your knife hand is connected to your cunt and the movement of my fingers in and out, is controlling the movement of your knife holding hand, up and down, mincing the cilantro.”

	 

	His fingers inside her cunt felt real good, so she stopped chopping for a moment just enjoying that sensation. He took them out and landed a smarting slap to her right ass cheek. 

	 

	“Oww!” she complained.

	 

	“This is unacceptable, drop the knife,” he said grabbing her hand. He pulled her over to a kitchen chair and after sitting down, forced her to bend over his knee.

	 

	“You need to listen. I will make a chef out of you, no matter what” he said, punctuating every word with a solid-sounding slap on her ass. 

	 

	“Ouch, ouch, ouch,” she cried “why are you doing this to me? I thought you liked me.”

	 

	“I like you a lot and your ass is of first quality, which is why I am doing this. I enjoy doing this, but I also want you to learn the lesson,” he said once again punctuating his words with heavy slaps “now keep quiet and think about mincing.”

	 

	His slaps were coming down without pause alternating between her cheeks. He went on like that for five minutes at which point he started kneading her tender cheeks causing her to moan in pain. Without any warning, he stuck two of his fingers into her cunt again and started moving them in and out picking up the rhythm gradually.

	 

	“This is how the rhythm of your mincing should proceed.”

	 

	His fingers sped up going in and out faster and faster. His pointer and his pinky kept rubbing against her clitoris and urethra ruthlessly and the sensations going through her kept intensifying until she could not help it and she had a gushingly wet orgasm. 

	 

	“Get a mop from the bathroom and clean this up,” he commanded.

	 

	She did as told and he directed her back to the chopping board.

	 

	“Mince!” he said “and remember this: anyone can use a chopper, but the art of wielding a chef’s knife is one of the main components of being a chef. If you use a chopper, you will very likely lose that competition.”

	 

	She did as told one more time while he came and inserted his fingers into her once again. He kept at it until the cilantro was minced, speeding up gradually and causing her to have a second orgasm, though this one was not as squirty.

	 

	-%-

	 

	That mincing lesson had been learned properly. It took her practically no time at all to fill a couple of bowls with minced dill and arugula. Next, she took the lamb shank out of the microwave and placed it in the oven. And now, the time was right to take out the dough and submit it to the spreading process. She drizzled some flour on the countertop once again and applied the rolling pin until the dough was thin enough. With a cookie cutter, she cut circles into the dough ending up with a bunch of pieces just perfect for her potstickers. Neither the gyoza nor the pierogi call for leavened dough, but she wanted her dish to be somewhere between those two and the Russian piroshki. She mixed her chopped lamb with the shredded cabbage and the other ingredients, pinched them shut, brushed them with egg wash, and placed them in the oven. 

	 

	The next few steps were quite mundane and they included preparing the chocolate-peppermint balls and placing them in the fridge, pureeing the mango-pineapple (form a can) with the syrup, putting that in an ice-cream maker, and slicing the green mango. There was also a bit of work that involved removing cucumber seeds and preparing the tzatziki. Everything was coming together so she placed the octopus on the grill and got to work on the chow. It was the last lesson that Argi had given her. 

	 

	-%-

	 

	“Please take off all your clothes,” he said when she came for that last lesson.

	 

	“This is going to be a kind of special going away gift. You should also use it in the competition. Try to time it so that it will take place as close to the tasting as possible. I would suggest that you prepare a chow as part of your presentation, but anything that would use a mortar and pestle would work just as well. For a chow, you put minced shado beni, crushed garlic, diced habanero pepper, lime juice, and salt into the mortar and grind it to a fine texture with the pestle.”

	 

	She stripped without hesitation and tied the apron around her waist.  

	 

	“Good,” he said “I’m glad you remembered that no matter what happens you’re first and foremost a chef. I will however prefer that you take it off, just this one time.”

	 

	She took off the apron and stepped up to the cooking platform. The mortar and pestle were waiting for her patiently on the counter together with the correct amounts of ingredients. She placed them into the mortar and picking up the pestle she started smashing them gently.

	 

	“Not bad,” said Argi “this is not strictly necessary, for you to learn how to use a mortar and pestle. It will however make a difference in your presentation. To achieve that goal, I need to be deep inside you. I think that you are ready for that, but still, I would like to ask your permission. May I penetrate you, Yvette?”

	 

	“Absolutely! I thought you’ll never ask.”

	 

	He came up behind her and placed his right hand between her legs.

	 

	“Good, you are ready for me,” he said while proceeding to penetrate her.

	 

	She imagined that she was the mortar and he was the pestle communicating his thrusting motions to the pestle in her hand. His up and down thrusts were making her tits move with that rhythm and he grabbed them without stopping their rhythm. 

	 

	“Use the mortar and pestle to mesmerize the judges. I want you to remember me inside you and move just like that when you prepare that part of your spread. Up and down, and up and down and up and down and don’t forget to move your ass to that beat.”

	 

	It took a little longer, but they both came almost simultaneously. 

	 

	-%-

	 

	That was just about it. Checking on her various dishes and spot tasting them, she decided that everything was cooked to her satisfaction. There were ten minutes left and she used the time for presentation preparation. She needed to prepare three servings of each plate, one for each of the judges. First, she dished out the chow. There was no special way to arrange the sliced mango, so she just let it fall whichever way. For the next dish, she sliced a gyoza about three-quarters through and propped the larger part over the smaller one. The sliced section looked vaguely vaginal which was exactly what she was aiming for. Next came the chargrilled octopus. She sliced a three-inch tentacle piece for each plate and placed the tzatziki very suggestively, insinuating that it was coming out of the tentacle. It looked a lot like semen coming out of a black cock. The saoto soup went into three little bowls and onto the hot plate. The string French fries and fried noodles went into bowls as well and would be folded into the soup just before serving. The pineapple sorbet went into three ice-cream goblets and those went into a cold bath filled with ice cubes. A slice of ripe yellow mango decorated each serving. She placed lamb shanks on three flat plates and poured one ladle of the vegetables on top. The saoto soups and the lamb shanks got a sprinkling of minced dill and arugula. She looked the ingredients over once more and couldn’t help feeling that something was wrong. She went to her tablet and started double-checking everything. When she got to the saoto soup she looked over her bowls:

	 

	   Broth – check. 

	   Fried noodles – check

	   Fried string potatoes – check.

	   Bean sprouts – check

	   Hard-boiled eggs -?

	 

	She didn’t know if the judges were familiar with saoto soup, but she didn’t want to take any chances. There were fifteen minutes left until the presentation anyway, so she put some water with three eggs in a little pot and set it on the stove on a high flame. Hard-boiled eggs usually need 10-12 minutes in hot water (after boiling) but after the water boiled, she left the pot simmering on the stove hoping that the additional heat will cut down on the cooking time. 

	 

	The truffles came out of the refrigerator and took their place on three little dessert plates next to an arching streak of lavender-habanera jam. She looked everything over once more and rearranged the lamb shanks a bit, to make them look symmetrical on all three plates. It was almost time, so she took the pot with the eggs off the stove and ran some cold water over it. She peeled the eggs and dropped them into the three soup bowls, one in each.

	 

	There was one more thing that she wanted to do. It was not something that Argi had thought her, but all of the sexual connections that Argi kept including in his lessons, had made her decide that it was the right thing to do. The timing device reached the end of their allotted cooking and struck a loud and long gong-like sound.

	 

	 

	“Time’s up,” said Juliette, the leading judge “get ready to present your dishes.”

	 

	It was of course a TV show, so they had a commercial break.

	 

	“I am a little bit nervous,” said Yvette “can I please use the toilet quickly?

	 

	“O.K. just don’t take too long,” answered Juliette.
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	Yvette hurried to the toilet. She intended to cheat. Technically, it was not cheating; she just wanted to keep the secret of her most important ingredient to herself and besides, it couldn’t be made public anyway. In her apron pocket, she had previously placed four of her chocolate-peppermint truffles. She stepped into a stall, pulled down her panties, and proceeded to shove the truffle balls into her cunt. They only needed a very brief stay inside her so as soon as the last one went in, she pushed them out again and placed them back in her apron pocket. Those Kegels were certainly paying off. She ran back to her station just in time to catch the end of the last commercial.

	 

	“Lionel, please come forth with your presentation,” said Juliette

	 

	“Thank you, chef” answered Lionel “I have prepared for you a spring salad, a traditional Romanian sour soup called Ciorbă de Perișoare, a Polish Hunter’s Stew (Bigos), and a Gascon Ganache.”

	 

	Lionel proceeded to serve each of the judges and as they were going through his dishes, they appeared quite impressed. Yvette was worried for a few minutes but she told herself that there was nothing like her truffles anywhere else in the world. The rest of her dishes were very good, but the truffles were like nothing else. Besides Juliette, there were two other judges: Jorge and Sasha, both male. Not that the truffles were male-oriented, it’s just the way things were. In any case, she trusted her instincts.

	 

	They broke for a commercial once again before Juliette called on her.

	 

	“Yvette, please come forth and present your dishes.”

	 

	“Chefs, I have prepared for you a modified seven-course meal,” she said.

	 

	“There are three appetizers. 

	A Japanese / Polish Pot Sticker.

	A Greek-Style Grilled Octopus.

	And

	A Trini Mango Chow.”

	 

	The judges sampled the dishes and she could tell that they were quite impressed.  

	 

	“My next dish is a Surinamese / Javanese saoto soup. Some ingredients need to be folded in just before serving to preserve their crispiness. So please add some fried noodles, fried string fries, and bean sprouts, before tasting.”  

	 

	The judges complied, and they seemed to like that as well, but she thought that maybe the Romanian sour soup was a bit more astounding.

	 

	“A mango-pineapple sorbet, to cleanse your palates”.

	 

	The judges were concentrating on their sorbets, so she used that distraction to quickly replace the truffle balls on the serving plates with the ones in her apron pocket.

	 

	“My next dish is a braised lamb shank with non-traditional herbs.”

	 

	Once again it looked like the judges liked her dish, but did they like it enough?

	 

	“My last dish is a peppermint-chocolate truffle with a lavender-habanera jam.”

	 

	She had definitely made the right decision with this one. It was just one little bite, but the judges got a glazed kind of look in their eyes and stayed still for a minute. Yvette looked over at Lionel and he looked back at her shrugging his shoulders.

	 

	“Wow,” said Juliette “what the heck was that?”

	 

	“It’s got a secret ingredient,” replied Yvette “that I do not intend to disclose”

	 

	There was no doubt that she had won. The show ended and they all went back to their dressing rooms. Lionel knocked politely on Yvette’s door and she told him he can come in.

	 

	“I am not going to tell you what the secret ingredient is if that’s why you are here.”

	 

	“I was just going to congratulate you,” he replied.

	 

	“Thank you! I have saved the last truffle for you” she said and handed him one.

	 

	He chewed briefly and swallowed it. She could see the flaming desire build up in his eyes.

	 

	“I have to go,” he said.

	 

	“No, you do not. I know what your intentions might be and I would love to participate in their fulfillment.”

	 

	It took him a minute to struggle with some normally accepted tenets, but my pussy dipped chocolate truffle eventually won the fight.

	 

	“I am going to make a total fool of myself,” he said while dropping his pants. “If I am wrong you may call the police and get me arrested.”

	 

	“You are not wrong,” she said, “you also have a cock, which is something that I could really use just about now.”

	***

	 

	 

	 


Corporal

	A super-hero

	Ernest Samuel Llime
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	I was nineteen when I first realized that there was something different about me. At the time, I was still training to be a tank commander in the IDF (Israeli Defense Force). The IDF provides a 4 day leave every three months, and I was on one of those. For the first day, I socialized with my parents and some of our nearby relatives. The second day happened to be the day everyone was celebrating Purim. To make a short story, a bit shorter, let’s just say that it is a kind of Jewish Carnival time. There was a parade during the day, which my buddies and I participated in. My friends were, like myself, some flavor of Eastern European Jewry, so obviously, lots of drinking was practiced by one and all. Sometime after the fall of evening, we ended up at a masked party. We knew each other quite well, so the masks didn’t fool anyone. We all danced a bit, shaking our butts to the twist and so on (give me a break people, after all, it was the 60s.) At some point, someone threw The Platters Golden Hits on the turntable, and just like we always did, we turned off the lights. It was a tradition that everybody followed in those days. It had started when we were barely becoming teenagers and it was still going on. It gave the boys a chance to cop a feel or two. Anyway, I had been carrying a torch, as they might say, for this redhead for the past three years. Somehow, I never quite got the nerve to make a pass at her and I was hoping to see her there, but she was missing. I sat and nursed my drink throughout the dancing. There was one male too many, so I didn’t make any efforts to cut in on my buddies. 

	The Platters side one had to end sometime, which it did, so we had to turn on the lights to flip the LP. Everyone except me was flushed, hushed, and giddy. Still, no one complained, and the lights went off for round two. I don’t quite recall if the first song on side two was The Great Pretender or Twilight Time. I do recall that 5 seconds into it, the door opened and someone walked in. My eyes were still adjusting to the darkness, so I could only see a feminine silhouette. She walked along the wall stopping behind an armchair. I realized that it could only be my redheaded obsession. She was wearing a domino mask, but despite the dark surroundings, I could look straight into her eyes. My passion for her, enhanced by the music and the proximity of the grappling couples was creating havoc in my lower regions. I reached into my pants and started massaging myself quite vigorously. Not sure how much of what came after was real and how much was an illusion or a product of my imagination. I thought I could see her smile and pull down her panties. She placed them on the back of the armchair in front of her and lifting the front of her dress, she started touching herself between those gorgeous legs. I stood up and while I was making my way over I released the monster from its cage. I reached her in seconds flat, picked her up, and impaled her on the orphaned appendage. I thought that most of this was not visible to the dancing couples, but it’s possible that some of them may have seen some of the action. Nobody made any comments or noise of any kind. They all pretended that they saw nothing. I couldn’t care less, my flaming desires were being satiated to the wonderful notes of My Prayer and that was all that counted. We ended up at my parents’ house for a night that has been etched in my memory for all these years. I know what it sounds like, but Erica, for that was her name, remained the love of my life.
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	I mentioned this incident, because I believe that was the first time I used my powers to control a certain kind of situation. 

	 

	It was however on the next day that I started to realize what I was capable of. Erica had gone home and I was just taking a bus into the city. 

	 

	I got on the bus and strangely enough, the only passenger already on was a gorgeous blonde woman. I sat down in a seat on the other side of the aisle and slightly in front of her. My seat was facing backward, so I could spy on her surreptitiously. She was wearing a short purple colored dress with a white square pattern. Her exquisite shoulders were bare and while I was staring at her she looked straight into my eyes and proceeded to remove her panties. 

	She then placed her feet on the little stand under the seat in front of her. She spread those wonderful thighs making sure that I could see the jewel in-between them. When she was convinced that she had my attention, she started stroking her inner thighs while turning her head and looking out the window. There was no way I could misunderstand the signals. I got up and sat down beside her. I could not quite see how I could have sex on a public bus, and besides, I was quite satiated from the previous night’s exercises. Nevertheless, I did not want to disappoint my anonymous exhibitionist, so I decided to tame that wild pussy, even if only for a short bus ride. I guess my manipulations managed to satisfy, inducing a graceful orgasm that could have been quite loud if I didn’t muffle it somewhat by placing my lips over hers. 

	I was still attributing the events to coincidence, possibly in combination with the dashing figure that I was cutting in my uniform.

	Getting into midtown, I walked around a bit, just waxing nostalgic. Passing through this little park, I gazed into the eyes of a young secretary on her lunch break.  

	“Hey young soldier, let me show you my tits,” she said, proceeding to pull down the top of her blouse.

	“What do you think? Wanna touch’em a bit?’ 

	I wasn’t sure how I should react to that invitation, so I did just that. [image: 4c-Valerie]

	Sat down next to her and fondled her tits for a little while. 

	“Listen, I have to go back to work,” she said, “but I would like it very much if you came by and fucked me silly after I get off.” And she wrote her phone number on a piece of paper which she gave to me,

	I kissed her lips and her tits and told her that I had to get back to base on the next day, but that I would keep her number and try to contact her on my next leave.  

	She went back to her job and I kept walking through the park. 

	I caught the eye of a young demure-looking blonde. As soon as she gazed into my eyes, she turned around on her bench and lifting her right leg, showed me that she was not wearing any panties.

	“Hey soldier, I hope you like pussy, because I have one just for you.”

	At this point, I had to realize that something strange was happening. It did not, however, stop me from kissing and licking that beautiful young blonde pussy. 

	[image: 3c-bench2]

	I found it difficult to believe the facts, so I tested it some more. I walked to the Arab section of town. A pretty girl was sitting in front of a coffee shop, so I walked up to her, looked into her eyes and said:[image: 5c-sidewalk]

	“Can I see your pussy”?

	She gave me a big smile and without hesitation, she placed her left foot on the table showing me her juicy-looking hairy slit. In retrospect, I am wondering why there were two women without panties on my trek that day. At that time, however, I gave that girl’s pussy a heartfelt cunnilingual parade.

	I needed one more test, so I decided on a more complex one. I took the bus back to my neighborhood and rang my friend Joel’s doorbell. His mom opened the door.

	[image: 6c-hairy]

	“Joel is not home,” she said, I knew that.

	I looked into her eyes and said:

	“Mrs. T. I think you are amazingly sexy, please show me your tits and your cunt,”

	She didn’t hesitate, not even for one moment. Off came those panties, and pulling down her tube top, she displayed her surprisingly well-maintained tits. 

	“Come and get it, boy!”

	I had to admit to her, that I was very nervous, but she, being older and wiser countered with:

	“You’ve come this far, there’s no turning back. Besides, how do you think I’d feel after this? Don’t you find me in the least fuckable?”

	There was no way I could add insult to injury after that. Not to mention that I found her very fuckable. We fucked like rabbits, or animals, or whatever expression I cannot quite think of right now, because my mind is still back there, somewhere inside Mrs. T.’s amazing cunt.

	***

	 

	
Growler Sam, Star

	ESL, April 2017 – Woodhaven

	 

	"All rise!" the bailiff says,

	The judge walks in bangs gavel once and says in turn

	"Be Seated!"

	Straightens his wig and glares around judging

	how this case should be treated.

	"Growler Sam' he says "stand up."

	"Your honor" replies Sam "while standing."

	"You stand accused of robbery and rape and petty sodomy."

	 

	From Growler's eye, tears freely flow, and bailiff 

	promptly offers him a kerchief

	"It's nothing, thanks," says Sam "it's just my silly allergy.

	And if the lady with the flowered hat would move 

	I wouldn't sneeze like that," and he does.

	The bailiff bids the biddy move 

	"They're artificial," she protests

	"This surely breaks my groove."

	 

	"How plead you Growler Sam?" the judge continues

	While Sam faints sprawling akimbo in the middle of the aisle.

	Topples twin harlequins trot up to see the hoopla.

	"I'm CPA," says one. 

	"Please stand aside," the prosecutor utters

	"It's CPR not CPA, you silly-filly.”

	He kneels and ascertains Sam had stopped breathing, 

	starts hammering his chest, Sam bounces willy-nilly.

	 

	Sam takes a breath real loud sits up and says:

	"My, my, oh, my and ooh-la-la I feel so light I could just float

	Right over to those glorious orbs, and do the motorboat."

	"Stand up," the judge repeats "Should we adjourn?"

	"Oh, no your honor, I'll be fine

	If only I could have a glass of wine"

	"Please spare the jokes, all that we need 

	Is you to tell us just exactly how you plead!"

	 

	The crowd gasps as they crane up to admire

	A young girl on a bicycle, riding a high wire.

	A flower skirt she wears with nothing underneath

	No panties, thongs, and not even a fig leaf.

	"If I could be that saddle," a voice says

	"I'd lift her so much higher."

	"Order in the court," gavels the judge

	"Or I will clear you all before you can say chocolate-covered fudge."

	 

	"So, what say you, culprit Sam?"

	The crowd is laughing loud and no one hears

	A clown has split his pants right down the middle

	And he stands by the bench a-dangle and a-sawing on a fiddle.

	The bailiff rushes over and by an elbow walks him to the door

	They pass the flowered hat lady and he doffs his hat bobbing his head

	(yeah, that one) "He's cute the lady says in an aside,"

	"Innocent as the Pope and pristine as a virgin bride," says Sam.

	 

	"Ha, if you mean the III, he was even less innocent than his antipope, you see?

	And as for virgin brides, there hasn't been a one in many, many years, 

	So let's get on and spare us further flows of tears. Explain!"

	"Fanny the whore, I offered 20 quid and she said '20 quid? My ass'

	So I complied without the littlest complaint.

	I was upset, for that was not my strong desire

	But soldiered on with discomfort and pain, 

	So why now is she treating me with such disdain?"

	 

	"Well, now then, Fanny to the witness stand and bailiff swear her in,"

	"Yeah, yeah, I do and then I do some more, 

	but I confessed to Father Stone and he examined me and said

	'Go forth, no longer whore' so I am now a housewife.

	But, anyway, on that sad day, Growler Sam robbered me,

	Depriving me of the virginity of my one sole remaining ass-et.

	He could have fucked me like the others, for just a few more bob."

	"Tilt, language inadmissible, bailiff, you know your job."

	 

	The harlequins, meantime turning centaurs, went trotting ‘round the ring.

	Tails high, plumes on their heads, a yokel marveled

	"Check out that thing under their tails, it has such lovely wrinkles"

	The judge took off his belt,  the bailiff he instructed:

	"Twenty on her bare ass, make double sure it tingles."

	Fanny bent over the court writer's table, bailiff pulled off her pants

	Instructing prosecutor to come and hold her hands.

	Standing one side he laid that belt right in the middle

	That clown was back with mended pants and a much nicer re-tuned fiddle

	 

	"One," counted bailiff, leading straight to "two."

	"So, Fanny girl, now what say you? 

	Was twenty quid complaint worth all this mad to-do?

	"Oww, she replied," while bailiff counted "three!"

	Three elephants walked in with trunk to tail as Fanny opened wide her legs.

	"Shut those legs, slut," ordered at once the judge 

	"Elephant tails are more than I can bear.

	It would have been more decent had you worn some underwear."

	 

	[image: circus-1a]

	Clowns, aerialists, magicians, saltimbancs, illusionists

	All seemed to suffer wardrobe malfunctions

	The prosecutor craned his neck trying to catch a glimpse of Fanny's ass

	'Not fair' he thought 'how come that I'm the one

	who always misses at least half of the fun?'

	"I heard that," said the judge raising his mug of mead

	"It is not you, but Growler Sam, who is the star indeed.

	So cheers you lunatics, and learn to curb your greed."

	 

	He turned into an octopus, the wig worn to one side 

	But still, that mug in tentacle managed to find his beak.

	Fanny's poor ass was turning nice and pink 

	as bailiff smacked it yet again saying "fourteen" I think.

	And there I was, pleasantly drowning in a sea of tits and ass

	While slowly realizing I was just lying on the grass 

	Somewhere.

	The octopus winked his eight eyes at me

	[image: carousel - 1a]

	Awakening, a carousel, I finally got to see

	A plaque in front of judge turned octopus

	Proclaimed his name be: CIRCUS MAXIMUS.

	***


The Masturbatorium

	Marvin Ender

	For ten quiet minutes, he sat at his desk not making a sound, just appreciating the tranquility of the mid-summer's night. A warm breeze was blowing through the open window and the street sounds were just about inaudible. A car would pass by once in a while, but it sounded far away and sluggish as if driving through molasses. Even the subway when it made its appearance, made a sound so delicate, he had to strain his hearing to the max to hear anything. He got up and gazed out the window expecting to get a glimpse of a full moon, but all he could see was the pale street light. 

	"You're getting old," he thought "must be how things will progress from now on. You will hear less and less and see so very little. But if you dig into your mind, you will be able to bring forth sensations and memories of sensations that will help you stay alive a little bit longer."

	Pussy, now that is a good memory. Remember all of those pussies that you have held in the palm of your hand; and the others that captured your gaze in all the strip joints you've frequented in your younger years; the girls who watched you out of their pussies from the pages of smutty magazines and the ones who could gaze into your soul from TV's, monitors and movie screens.

	A frenzied trance came over him and his imagination guided his fingers to the keys.

	-%-

	THE MASTURBATORIUM 

	He typed in caps on the first page and then he stopped. For another ten minutes, he just sat quietly, gazing at that title. He knew what he wanted to write, but his conscience was questioning the validity of his intentions, should he? He wrestled with it for a bit and lost. Or perhaps he won, who knows? He pulled the old photo album out of his desk drawer and opened it to the first page. A young boy and a girl holding hands stared back at him. He started turning the pages slowly until he reached a certain one at which he stopped. He looked at the yellowing picture of a young girl in a rocking chair, running his eyes from her head and down to between the legs draped over the armchairs. She was not wearing any panties and she was spreading her nether lips with the fingers of her left hand. He started hitting the keys and he kept typing, typing, typing through most of that night.

	-%-

	“Is this how you want it boy?” he could almost hear her say.

	“Oh, yes, it is the most beautiful thing that I have ever seen” he remembered replying.

	“Thank you, so much for this” he added while putting down the camera and pulling his cock out of his pants. “Just stay there while I pay homage to your beauty.”

	She did not reply to that, but her fingers started wandering in and around her young, pristine, and most gorgeous cunt. He did not question his luck, and only realized much later in his life, how rare it could be to find a young virgin girl with a healthy sexual appetite. Over the years, the two of them had gotten together and fallen apart quite a few times, before finally tying that knot. It’s not that they did not like sexual intercourse, but that initial hot encounter had left its mark on both of them. He turned the page to reveal another shot of the same young girl’s cunt. This time her lips and the entire mound were bare. Her fingers revealed some of the inner works as well as some of that little clit that some like to call the man in the boat. He had done some research and found that the clitoris has about 8,000 nerve endings, about twice the amount located in a male penis glans. Masturbation had thus become a major sexual obsession for the two of them. Not that he wouldn’t stick it in as they say, once in a while, just that he could achieve a greater result for that cute little cunt, using his fingers and his tongue. She would reciprocate, of course. Many times they would just face each other and masturbate without even touching. Other times, they would share an erotic movie while touching themselves. He loved spanking scenes and she had gotten into soft S&M.

	He remembered shaving her pubic hair just before that photoshoot. At first, she was reluctant, but he insisted and she just couldn’t deny him the pleasure. Gazing at that beautifully faded young cunt, he could feel himself getting hard all over again. At 75 he was still in very good health and his cock still needed ministering now and then. He unzipped his fly and pulling it out, gave it a couple of vigorous strokes. It felt good, but instead of getting harder, it was apparently, going the other way. He knew that the amount of testosterone in his system was decreasing, but he did not think that was the issue. A lonely tear dripped from his eye and onto the photograph, hitting the vaginal opening of the vulva. He wiped it off absently, while his vision was becoming blurred. The image of a woman in a hospital bed replaced the one in the photograph. She was hooked up to a respirator and intubated, obviously not doing very well.

	“Oh, Lana” he heard himself say “I don’t know how to find the power to do what must be done. The children will hate me for it, but I know that I have to tell the doctor to disconnect you. Just, maybe we could wait another day, miracles do happen!”

	He wiped the tear off the page and decided to prop the photo album against some books in front of him. The next page revealed another great pic. Lana was on all fours with her back to the camera and he was using his left hand to spread her butt cheeks apart while clicking the shutter with his other hand. Her pink asshole was winking at him and he remembered sticking his cock into that. It had taken a while but eventually, she had relented and allowed him to satisfy his fantasy. 

	“Go ahead, stick it in my ass, if that’s gonna make you happy. Just remember, you’re doing dishes for the rest of the month.”

	He still loved the look of that pink asshole and he was getting hard again at the memory of it. His left hand, seemingly without any instructions, started stroking the cock that was raising his head again. It felt good, but not wanting to lose his trend of thought, he kept pecking at the letters with his right hand. He kept pumping his cock, but he wanted to turn to the next page all the same so he stopped typing for a second and did just that. The next picture was of the two of them engaged in sexual congress. It was from his thirty-fifth birthday. Lana had read somewhere about the male prostate and she wanted to surprise him. Boy did she ever! She asked him to lie on top and penetrate her in what seemed like the normal missionary position. After a little pumping in and out interlude, she stunned him by sticking a finger into his anus. He was quite surprised but she shushed him and started massaging his prostate causing him to orgasm like never before. He was so amazed, that he did not notice that she had rigged up the camera with a remote shutter control. It was weird, but wonderful at the same time. He remembered hoping that he was not going to become gay. Never got the nerve to ask for it again, but once in a while, she would surprise him anyway.

	“Oh, Lana” he couldn’t help saying her name out loud while the fluid started spilling from the tip of his cock. He pulled a couple of tissues from the box underneath his desk and wiped himself. He then stopped typing and sat there quietly for a few minutes before going to the bathroom to wash his cock in the washbasin.

	“I do not want to remember the woman in the hospital bed. I want to remember the one who showed me her cunt at seventeen, let me shave her cunt at eighteen, and let me stick my cock into her ass at thirty. I want to remember the woman who stuck her finger in my asshole and made me come like a super-stud. Tomorrow morning, I will give the order to unplug you and you will be gone soon after. I do not believe in the hereafter, but I’ll be glad to find out that I am wrong so that we can be together again.”

	He pushed back the laptop and cushioning his head on the table with his right arm, he fell asleep almost instantly. Not long after that, he began to dream. 

	At first, all he could see were two silhouettes. Everything else was shrouded in shadows. Slowly, his eye became accustomed to the dimness and another shape seemed to materialize out of the darkness. The amount of light was also increasing because he could see now that the two first shapes he had first observed, were those of a young couple wearing white togas. The third shape got more substance and he could now tell that it was his wife, Lana. She was also wearing a white toga and she was looking at a picture of him that was hanging in mid-air. It was just as he had fallen asleep with his head on his arm. He realized that it was not a picture when she reached out her hand to caress his face with her fingertips.

	“Wakie, walkie lover boy” she whispered in his ear. 

	He could see her hand touching his face but at the same time, he could also feel her fingers on his cheek. He lifted his head and looked at her. She untied the cord from around her waist and pulled the toga over her head dropping it to the floor. The light was now a lot stronger so he could see her body in all the majesty that it had possessed when she had been seventeen. 

	Somehow, he was observing all of this as if he was an outsider, yet at the same time, he felt that things were happening to him. Looking back at his image, or avatar or whatever, he could see that his clothes were now gone.

	“Let us walk,” said the young man, starting to walk forward. 

	Lana’s hand reached out to him and grabbed his cock.

	“I know this is a dream,” he heard himself say “and yet it feels so real.”

	“Reality is quite fluid, especially, around here,” replied the young woman.

	“What does ‘around here’ mean? Does it have a name?”

	 “Some people call it ‘Heaven’ and others ‘Hell’ but it is also known by many other names. ‘Akasha, Paradise, Gan Eden, Hades, Valhalla, Aeterna, After Life’ and many others.”

	“So then it is real?”

	“It is, only as real as you want it to be.”

	Lana’s gentle pulling on his cock was starting to take effect and he could feel it hardening once more.  He realized that they were not actually walking, yet they seemed to be moving at a walking pace. They passed through a series of rooms and he started to notice a lot of young and very good-looking people. They were all naked and they all seemed to be engaged in masturbation. Some were just playing with themselves while observing some of the others who were doing the same thing. Some were masturbating each other. It should have been more obscene than it seemed, but somehow, it just looked beautiful. The light kept increasing some more as they reached what seemed to be a throne room. In the middle of it on a raised dais, was parked an ornate double throne. The young couple, who were now as naked as everyone else, sat on the throne and reached for their own genitals. The girl lifted her left leg over the arm of the chair, exposing her cunt to everyone. Lana lifted her left leg over the other arm showing him her young and most beautiful cunt once again. She had let go of his cock and was now pleasuring herself. 

	“Go on lover boy, I want to see you stroke that cock once more.”

	“Go ahead, said the other young girl. Acquiring a new name is not an everyday occurrence. ‘The Masturbatorium’ sounded like fun so we are adding that one.”

	“O.K., so if this is not a dream, what am I doing here and why am I seeing myself?”

	“You are always here, silly,” answered Lana. “Some people think that when you die you go somewhere else, somewhere that sounds like this place. The truth is that your physical body just turns back into the physical elements it was created from. Your spirit, or soul or élan vitae or essence does not go anywhere, it just is!”

	“So, then there are two of me?”

	“No there is just you.”

	“Why show it to me now?”

	“It is only you, who is doing the showing, and it is you who feels the bond that exists beyond existence. It is also you, who knows there is a thing that ties me to a body that has run its course. And it is you who has the power to release me.”

	The sensations coming from his cock were becoming stronger and looking at the others he could see sparks shooting out of their genitals. He looked at his own body and it was that of his eighteen-year-old self. The cock that rose between his legs seemed majestic and as hard as a walnut branch. As the sparks were getting bigger, and without stopping their clitoris rubbing, Lana and the unnamed queen, both reached out a hand and touched the tip of his cock at the same time. It shot a bolt of energy through his cock, traveling through his testicles and rising through all of his nine chakras. He had previously read about raising the serpent as some mystics might call it, but this was the real thing. He had always considered himself a fair writer, but there was no way this sensation could be put into words. Everyone he could see around him was orgasming in a shower of sparks that were growing in intensity eventually turning into fireworks and magnifying until the entire scene was replaced by a glorious and most intense white light. He became awake gradually, thinking:

	“This must be what ‘The Rupture’ would feel like.”

	He was probably not fully awake because even though he could not see her anymore, he felt Lana’s lips touching his briefly and he heard her say:

	“Don’t forget, we are always together.”

	It was getting light outside and he had only been asleep for a couple of hours, but he felt rested and clear-headed. All his doubts, fears, and sadness were gone. He knew now that he could get through with it all.

	[image: zany]

	***

	 


Semper Femina

	Louella Fleur de Paradis Greene 

	 

	I will let Louella explain herself once more.

	 

	Since I saw G.I. Jane I have been fascinated by tough females in the military. A few days ago I was listening to WFUV and I heard a song from an album named Semper Femina by Laura Marling, I think it was Wild Fire. Made me think of the Marines’ Semper Fi and somehow I ended up with this twisted story.



	




	I came to my senses slowly to find myself bound to a chair. I was blindfolded, but I could smell the odors brought in by the light breeze, unwashed bodies, and Middle Eastern cooking. One of the unwashed bodies was mine. I had been on a recon mission for three days before I got captured. I didn’t think I was unconscious for more than a couple of hours. There was a pain in the back of my head so it was safe to assume that I had been knocked out by a sharp blow to the skull. I could also feel that I was naked but that didn’t bother me, I had been through worse. Besides, the way I smelled, I didn’t think anyone would have amorous intentions toward me. I calmed myself and slowly managed to enter a meditative, healing trance. 

	[image: tied (1)]

	 

	I am not sure how long that lasted, but I came back to the present when I heard a door slam. I could smell a new presence in the room and it only took a minute before I felt a sharp pain on my left tit. 

	 

	“My name is Fahad Qureshi,” said a masculine voice while alternating sharp blows to my tits.

	 

	 “I am going to play with you for a while before I hand you over to my men.” 

	 

	A rough hand spread my cunt lips and shoved a finger between them forcefully. I was quite dry so that hurt. I tried to disconnect my mind from the present reality without much success. Shamefully, I could feel myself getting wet between the legs. I am a sexual animal, but this was the enemy, I should have been able to control myself.

	 

	“Wow, you seem to like this, interesting.”

	 

	He pulled his finger out and removed my blindfold. Under different circumstances, I would have considered him attractive. He was wearing one of those long robes called dishdasha and on his head, a keffiyeh tied all around with a black cord. He pulled something out of a pocket and looking at it he said:

	 

	“Rebecca Johnson, 239-444-2121, blood type: A+. The dog tag is American right? So, no religion, how come?”

	 

	I didn’t say anything. 

	 

	“I asked you a question Rebecca,” he said. 

	 

	I noticed the implement that he had previously tucked under his arm when he grabbed it and pulled it out. It was a riding crop. Must have been what he had hit my tits with previously. He used it now to hurt my nipples by fanning it up and down quickly. It hurt, but I bit my lip and kept quiet.

	 

	“That didn’t work. How about this?” he asked and he smashed the crop between my legs hitting my cunt lips and clitoris real hard.

	 

	“Oww, oww” I couldn’t help releasing some painful sounds.

	 

	“Are you Jewish Rebecca?”

	 

	“No. I do not subscribe to any religion.” 

	 

	I have had extensive torture training, but the bottom line is: there is only so far you can train, for the rest you’ll have to improvise.

	 

	“Is your family Jewish then?” he asked punctuating each word with a crop hit between my legs.

	 

	“Oww, oww, oww, oww, oww,” was my reaction after which I said “I honestly do not know. But why are you hitting me all the time? I would have answered that.”

	 

	“I use this riding crop on my camel. We won quite a few races. I am going to ride you in a little while, so I need my favorite riding crop. Besides, I enjoy torturing women, especially their pussies”, saying that he landed a few more blows on my poor aching cunt “it makes my dick hard.”

	 

	He pulled aside the front of his robe to show me his dick. It was quite excited and beautifully erect. For just a fleeting moment, I wished he was not the enemy. The next instant he pulled a shabariya dagger out of his belt and sliced off a few strands of hair from my head. It was certainly super sharp because I didn’t feel a thing.

	 

	“I hope you feel that you may just survive this if you behave. Who knows? Perhaps you will. But right now, my cock needs to fuck something. I showed you how sharp my shabariya is, and I will hold it against your throat while I fuck your mouth, one bite and I will fuck your neck instead.”

	 

	He grabbed me by the hair and pulled my head closer to his cock. Apparently, he wasn’t happy with the angle. I almost started laughing when I realized that I was tied to an office chair and he pulled a lever to adjust the height. The new position seemed to please him and he stuck his cock in my mouth while pulling on my hair so that I will look up.

	 

	“I want to look into your eyes and read your emotions when you get to swallow my seed,” he said.

	 

	He had a decent-sized cock and he pushed it all the way in, making me gag and retch a few times. It was extremely unpleasant but he kept at it until he was satisfied and he shot a big load into my throat. It was not a good situation so I puked it all out and continued some dry retching for a minute or so.

	 

	“Good! Now you know what I mean.”

	 

	Without another word, he just up and left.

	 

	It was bad, but I had been trained for these kinds of situations. 

	 

	-%-

	 

	The Marines – my three sisters and I have found a haven in the Corps. It was tough, it was rough, but we had come from an even tougher life. Our sisterhood sustained us through every obstacle and hardship. We were in better physical and mental shape than a lot of the guys that we trained with. They all made discriminatory jokes and comments at our expense, but we just ignored them and concentrated on our little group. The previous year a woman had made it into the Special Forces, opening the door, so we followed. Compared to what we were put through, our previous basic training was just a joke. It was extremely difficult, but we made it through the three months of grueling physical preparations. Our muscles were in constant pain and our feet got battered so hard they were sometimes bleeding. We soldiered on and after three months, my sisters and I were all still in. At the end of that period, out of eighty-six women who had started, only sixteen were left. It was the start of an entirely different kind of training.

	 

	We all got a weekend pass. Most went to visit their families or fiancés, or something. My sisters and I didn’t want anything to do with our past, so we just stuck around the base, watched some TV, and lazed around, resting our weary bones. Bright and early Monday morning, we went on a mock mission. I was chosen as mission leader and I was provided coordinates for a forest location where we would be needed for a clandestine operation. In today’s world of small devices sporting GPS, compasses, and auto-location software, finding a destination is a child’s play. I was however given only a map and a compass and told to find the place. Not a big issue, you don’t need anything else if you know how to read a map and use a compass. I found the place with time to spare and we all just relaxed awhile waiting for the other unit. 

	 

	When they showed up it was a bit disappointing, there were just four guys, a sergeant, and three corporals. On the other hand, they all outranked us. The sergeant made us grab our gear and follow him. We got to a clearing and the sergeant indicated a spot where we could all drop our gear. We then assembled in the middle of the clearing and I examined the scenery. It didn’t look good. There were poles all around it and to one side, all kinds of wooden constructions with unclear purposes. There were rings and leather straps attached to the poles and I had a funny feeling about the whole situation. The sergeant pulled his pistol out of its holster and released two shots into the air.   

	 

	“You have just been taken prisoner, by hostiles. We are here to show you what might happen in this kind of situation. Consider yourselves under enemy coercion and walk to one of the poles around the clearing. Stop in front of it and turn around to face me. My henchmen, Corporals Tunnel, Bridge, and Authority are going to manacle every one of you to your assigned pole.”

	 

	I couldn’t guess where this was going so I walked over to a pole and allowed one of the corporals to strap my hands to the top of the pole, above my head. After a few minutes, all the other girls were manacled to their poles. 

	 

	[image: tied (3)]“Corporals, show me tits,” said the sergeant.

	 

	The corporals walked around the poles and unbuttoned every girl’s shirt. A few of the girls had front bra clasps, those were undone. Other bras were just pulled up releasing the tits. The variety was from very generous to practically non-existant. The Sergeant walked around the clearing examining them all. 

	 

	“This is what tits need to look like,” he said when he got to mine. “Round, full, and crowned by perky nipples.” He fondled them briefly moving on to the next girl’s tits. She had only a trace of tits, but with very large stiff nipples.

	 

	“Small tits, no tits, or whatever, the enemy is going to mess with one and all. They will suck your nipples,” which he demonstrated “or they will slap them silly,” which he also demonstrated, on me.

	 

	He walked back to the middle of the clearing.

	 

	“As you may have guessed, Tunnel, Bridge and Authority are not the real corporals’ names. My name is Sergeant Stone, which is also a goof. We volunteered for this task. Now, you may think that we are just a bunch of perverts, which may or may not be true. Think about how this detail might be the end of our careers. It is a chance that we are willing to take. After we are done here and you get back to barracks, you will have a chance to quit the military. You will get an honorable discharge, with no questions asked. If you are diligent enough, you will easily find our real names and sue, file, complain against us. As I have said, it is a chance we are willing to take. I have personally spearheaded this program and will face the consequences. But for now, we still have a few hours of training left. Corporals, let’s see pussies!”
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	The corporals got to it at once unbuttoning and pulling down the girls’ pants and underwear.

	 

	“Corporals, check pussy orientation.”

	 

	The corporals proceeded to rub, finger fuck, and excite the sixteen pussies attentively. That took a little while.

	 

	They were eventually done and turned around facing Sergeant Authority.

	 

	“Corporals, report!” he ordered.

	 

	“Private Jones is a dyke sir!” said Corporal Tunnel.

	 

	 “Private Van Doolen the same sir!” said Corporal Stone.

	 

	“Private Abramowitz and possibly Private Parsons sir!” reported Corporal Bridge.

	 

	 Sergeant Stone walked over to Private Van Doolen. He used his right hand to cup her cunt.

	 

	“Are you a dyke?” he asked while pushing a finger into her cunt.

	 

	“I don’t know sir!” she answered.

	 

	“Do you like it when I rub my finger over your clitoris?” he asked while proceeding to do that.

	 

	“I don’t know sir. No one has done that before.”

	 

	He kept stimulating her clitoris and alternately sticking a finger into her cunt. It took a while but eventually, she started moaning and he kept at it until she had a loud exciting climax.

	 

	“Thank you sir!” she yelled out blushing.

	 

	He walked over to Maxima Parsons, the next possible candidate for lesbianism.

	 

	“Sir! I never told anyone before, but I am not interested in men.”

	 

	“Good. So, this will be an interesting training session for you.” Saying that he cupped her cunt and started massaging it, bending his head, he also started sucking on her left nipple. She didn’t seem too pleased but suffered it in silence.

	 

	Sergeant Stone continued for a while, trying hard to get that cunt excited. At some point, he stuck two fingers in it and started a super-fast action and it did work getting Maxima to squirt all over his fingers.

	 

	“Sir, thank you, sir! But I would still prefer a woman to do that to me.”

	 

	“Fair enough, what I want to teach you is that you do not need to break if a man messes with your pussy. Now, get back barracks and do whatever you please.”

	 

	-%-

	 

	My sisters came to sit by me and we talked about it for a while. None of us wanted to leave the Marines. We did not have anywhere else to go anyway. The rough sex play did not surprise any of us. I voiced our consensus about men’s natures:

	 

	“All they want is to fuck us. None of them think that we are good for anything else, but we will show them all!”

	 

	“I think some of them might be nice,” said Lucille.

	 

	“Oh, come on little sis, tell us all about it,” said Rona.

	 

	Rona was the oldest of us, having been born two months before me. Janet and Lucille were twins, born just three days after me. Janet preceded Lucille by three whole minutes.

	 

	“I’ve been sneaking around with Ilan a few times after lights out.” Ilan was our Krav Maga instructor “he’s a nice guy and he gave me his high school ring.” She pulled out her dog tag and sure enough, there was a ring on the chain.

	 

	-%-

	 

	This training was an interesting concept but not too extreme for us. My sisters and I had all been raised on a strange kind of farm by a bunch of ‘mothers’ and one ‘Big Daddy’. Big Daddy was an absolute ruler of his ‘roost’ as he would call the farm. It took me a while to learn that there was a different world out there. For the first thirteen or so years, we just obeyed his authority. ‘Big Daddy’ was a paranoid sex fiend with a Messianic complex. After my thirteenth birthday, I started being groomed as the roost’s computer expert. Their best efforts of censoring the information I was getting failed, turns out I was a natural and I learned a Hell of a lot more than they expected. 

	[image: check-2]

	By the time Rona turned sixteen, Big Daddy was about fifty years old, still in good physical shape and feared by one and all. There were something like fifty mothers aged from 17 to around 45 or so. Five of the younger ones were in various stages of pregnancy and were excused from the rigorous training exercises as well as the more demanding chores around the farm. There were also 25 daughters aged two through sixteen. Everyone started that training at five years old and I think it is safe to say that most of us turned into star athletes. The two hours of physical training had gradually increased to eight hours a day when the farming chores allowed it. We also got four hours of theoretical education, but that was mostly confined to reading, writing, math, and some specialized areas like computer science, accounting, and nursing. On Friday evenings Big Daddy would examine his chicks as he used to call us. The examination was started on a daughter’s thirteenth birthday and it went on every week until she turned sixteen. It consisted of a make-believe gynecological type examination, where Big Daddy would prod and poke the girls’ vaginas to make sure that they were still virgins, preparing them for the wedding night. Some of the mothers were always there making sure that the daughters complied with Big Daddy’s wishes. On my thirteenth birthday, there were ten daughters older than me. Rona was one of them. They all turned sixteen eventually and a big marriage ceremony took place. The new bride and her two maids of honor would then retire to Big Daddy’s chambers. When Rona’s turn came she did not please Big Daddy. 
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	On the next morning, her two ‘maids of honor’ escorted her butt naked out of Big Daddy’s chambers, and placed her head in the pillory. Some of the other mothers got everyone else into the village squarer to witness Big Daddy’s judgment. This was not a first, we’ve all seen and most of us experienced Big Daddy’s wrath. The two ‘maids of honor’ pulled out short-handled whips,

	 

	“A count of forty,” said one of them, and everyone started counting.  

	 

	The two started laying them alternately, onto poor Rona’s naked butt. 

	 

	“One, two, three,” we all counted, trying to drown out Rona’s screams.

	 

	When we reached thirty, Big Daddy showed up.

	 

	“This is what happens when you displease Big Daddy,” he said.

	 

	He went over to Rona and started kneading her red striped butt cheeks. From Rona’s loud cries we all understood that it was quite painful.

	 

	“Go on,” said Big Daddy.

	 

	The ten last lashes were applied and Big Daddy spoke once again:

	 

	“Rona did not please me on my wedding night, so I will take my pleasure right here. Witness the prowess and virility of your Big Daddy!”

	 

	With that, he dropped his breeches. It was the first time that I had seen cock. It was very large and hanging down between his legs. One of the maids of honor ran up to him and kneeling she placed her lips around it. The other maid was right behind her and kneeling as well she started sucking on his ball sack. 

	 

	“Some of you have not seen this side of me before. Pay attention and pray you’re not next!”

	 

	The two maids work paid off, Big Daddy patted the one who had his cock in her mouth and she removed herself. He snapped his fingers and she ran over to Rona while pulling a tube of ointment from her apron pocket. Squeezing a dollop onto her finger, she stuck that between poor Rona’s flaming cheeks oiling her profusely. Big Daddy walked over to Rona and attempted to stick his cock into her asshole. It was a very tight fit, so he signaled the maids of honor who came and spread those cheeks as far as they could. Eventually, the cock was in and started pumping it in and out. 

	 

	“Do not make the same mistake girls,” he said while fucking Rona’s ass “it will never get easier than this.”

	 

	Rona told us later on that she just refused to take his cock into her mouth which is what had infuriated him so much. Her two maids of honor didn’t seem to have that problem and they took turns fellating him while he bent her over the bed and spanked her ass. After a good spanking, the two maids bent over right next to her lifting their dresses to reveal their bums. Big Daddy proceeded to fuck all three of them for a while, eventually coming all over their naked behinds.

	 

	Over the next couple of months, Rona, myself, and our closer-in-age sisters conspired to run away. Our plan was a good one. On the night we ran away, we disabled all vehicles except the one we drove. Rona had found out where the emergency cash was held and we had almost $2,000. None of us had a license but we all knew how to drive. We just took it easy and we took turns driving until we felt that we were far enough away from that Hell hole. Checking Google maps, I found that we were located somewhere around Hancock Landing in Georgia. We talked it over and we decided that the North might be a bit complicated, so we set Lafayette, Louisiana as our destination. Fifteen hours later, we got a room in a cheap motel on the outskirts of Lafayette. It was early evening so we ordered some gumbo from a menu we found in the room and tried to come up with a plan while we ate. 

	 

	-%-

	 

	Guess I eventually managed to get some sleep. Fahad’s riding crop against the side of my left tit woke me up. His cock was right in my face:

	 

	“Breakfast bitch!” he said.

	 

	Funny, his shabariya was not against my throat this time. Was he softening up? I put my lips around his cock and started sucking in earnest. How stupid can some men be? Did he think that he was taming me, or what? Anyway, this was the best I could do in the situation – suck cock and bide my time.

	 

	I think he had something in common with Big Daddy. Lording it over women was their main priority. They also, apparently, thought that we were inferior and easy to control. Boy was he in for a rude awakening. I did not doubt that my sisters were out there casing his compound just as I was sucking his cock. This time he pulled out just before he came, maybe he wanted to see how his sperm looked all over my face. Somehow, a lot of guys seem to like that; at least on the porn sites, they do. 

	 

	“Good one, American bitch! Tomorrow I will ask you some questions, but I don’t really care. You are worth more as bait; in your country, most men do not realize that you are just a cunt. Your main role in life is to please men.”

	 

	That was so realistic; I was almost close to being thankful to Sergeant Stone.

	 

	-%-

	 

	On the second day of our invasive sexual orientation, we met in the same clearing.

	 

	“Good morning cunts,” greeted us Sergeant Stone after we were all tied to our poles “I need a volunteer who can suck my cock to attention.”

	 

	I guess we’d all been in the service for a while, you never volunteer.

	 

	“Very well, Tunnel, Authority, bring me Private … Abramowitz.”

	 

	The two Corporals unshackled the designated cock-sucker, walked her over to Sergeant Stone, and made her kneel in front of him.

	 

	“Well, what are you waiting for?” he asked. “Unzip my fly.” 

	 

	She proceeded to do just that.

	 

	“For God’s sake, pull out my cock and stick it in your mouth!”

	 

	Funny, that even after the previous day’s sexual introduction, Private Abramowitz could still blush.”

	 

	“Hot damn, I can’t believe you’re blushing,” said the Sergeant while getting his cock in the right position. “This is so sweet; I might come a little earlier than I expected. Corporal Bridge, how many dropouts do we have?”

	 

	“None sir, everyone is accounted for”.

	 

	“That is a nice surprise. It makes me think that perhaps I was right in my planning. If so, I am going to turn out a group of the craziest, horniest enemy fuckers that anyone could ever imagine. Don’t stop Private Abramowitz!” He grabbed the back of her head pulling it closer to his crotch. The Private started making retching noises, but he didn’t let go even when she started puking.

	 

	“Do not forget, I am your enemy at this point.”

	 

	“O.K. Private,” he said while pulling his cock out her mouth, “not bad, but it needs practice. Get back to your pole!” 

	 

	“Who among you is still a virgin?” he asked while Corporal Bridge was escorting Private Abramowitz back to her pole. “I need a show of hands and just keep in mind; no one gets out of here a virgin. One of my Corporals or me will fuck every single one of you in all of your available cavities.”

	 

	I raised my hand and so did my sister Janet. Private Van Doolen and Private Parsons did the same thing.

	 

	“I hope no one is trying to hide, but anyway, let’s get the four of you bent over the fucking boxes.”. 

	 

	The boxes looked like the kind you find in a high school gym, but they had been outfitted with leather restraints. The four of us were led to one of them each and after bending over, had our hands and feet tied. The feet were spread, to allow easy access.

	 

	“Boys,” said the Sergeant “I thank you for your service and I understand that your cocks were quite unhappy so far. This is your chance to show what you are willing to do for your country. Go ahead and fuck these cunts to the best of your ability. I will fuck the dyke, and you guys just pick any cunt.”

	 

	The Corporals moved behind us and pulling out their cocks, started to fuck us. It was the first time that I felt a cock inside me and it was exciting in a way, but not as exciting as I thought it should have been. 

	 

	“Van Doolen,” I heard Sergeant Stone say “I understand that it is a difficult situation for you and I am frankly quite surprised that you did not quit. I am sure that you can easily imagine that my cock is an enemy’s cock and that you can easily slit my throat after I come. Your cunt however is responding to the mechanics of the situation releasing copious lubrication. This is why I am going to take my cock out of your cunt and stick it into your asshole”.

	 

	The training exercises lasted for two weeks during which time, every one of us trainees, had the instructors’ cocks in every hole just as Sergeant Stone had promised. They fucked our cunts, assholes, and mouths numerous times and we swallowed more sperm than we could imagine. I am now aware of something called the Stockholm syndrome, but I think none of the girls developed a crush on any of those fuckers. 

	 

	-%-

	 

	Fahad showed up again. This time he brought some equipment with him. Some ropes pulleys, hooks, pincers, and the like. He tied me to the wall and proceeded to apply clothespins to my nipples and labia. It was unpleasant, but Sargent Stone and his Corporals had already done that. At some point, he made me bend over, stuck a hook into my asshole, and pulled it up with a rope that was tied to it, very uncomfortable. I really couldn’t figure out what his problem was. He was not attempting to get any information out of me, and  I couldn’t quite figure out what I knew that could be so important. After all, I was just the head of a spear. He pulled his cock out and stuck it in my mouth again. 

	 

	“This is it, tomorrow I am going to let all my guys fuck with you. Be nice and suck my cock real good otherwise it will happen today”.

	 

	I couldn’t think of anything I should say so I just kept quiet while he moved his cock in my mouth. It was an uncomfortable situation, so I was almost embarrassed when my sisters burst in. Lucille kept her Uzi pointed at Fahad while Rona walked over and cut off his dishdasha. I tried to pull my mouth away from his dick, but she grabbed the back of my head and stopped me. 

	 

	“Come on, this could be fun. We need to fuck with him like he fucked with you.”

	 

	I didn’t quite see the logic at the time, but she was my big sister, so I figured I’d give her a few minutes. 

	 

	“If you lift your ass a bit more, I think that I can get the hook out of it” added Janet “let’s see how much your new boyfriend likes it.”

	 

	They kept messing with me for a minute or two more before letting me take control of my situation. 

	 

	“What’s your wish?” asked Lucille.

	 

	I was still naked and probably smellier than ever, so I stuck my cunt in Fahad’s face.

	 

	“Eat this, you son of a bitch” I said, “it’s too bad you’re on the other side. You have a very good-looking cock and you’re quite presentable. Sadly, we only learned how to fuck with the enemy, not how to turn them into lovers.” I found the shabariya hidden under his robe took it out and placed it against his throat. 

	 

	“Any of you girls feel like fucking with the enemy some more?”

	 

	Nobody seemed interested, so I sliced that throat just like I would slice a loaf of bread, it was as easy as that. 

	***

	 

	 

	 

	
This Is the End

	Ernest Samuel Llime

	 

	A very dumb Facebook member posted an attack on Meryl Streep. The gist of it was that she was friends with Roman Polanski a wanted 'rapist' and she should not be allowed to attack anybody. It made me think of Jerry Lee Lewis, the famous rock star, who had once married his thirteen-year-old cousin. That was legal because her parents gave their consent. Makes me wonder how the mother explained that to her daughter and whether she needed to do that. Anyway, I'm digressing. In the early 70's Don Johnson was cohabitating with Pamela Des Barres when Melanie Griffith (thirteen at the time) seduced him. He moved in with her sometime later when she was fourteen. 

	 

	Other things that come to my mind about this subject are the Jewish custom of Bar-Mitzvah which symbolized the passage of a male child from boyhood to manhood and happens at thirteen and one day. Bat-Mitzvah is a similar ritual for a girl but it is performed when she is twelve years and one day old. And then there is Muhammad who married Aisha when she was six and he was fifty-three. He did not have full intercourse with her until she was nine years old but he did practice thighing on her before that time. Thighing is the practice of placing your penis between a female's thighs and rubbing it to ejaculation. Anal intercourse may also occur during thighing. Many Islamic authorities, like Ayatollah Khomeini for example, have approved that practice. Read more about it here:

	 

	https://answers.yahoo.com/question/index?qid=20071221232108AAppsxu

	 

	There are links to other sites, but I do not read Arabic.

	 

	So, to be clear once again, I do not support child molesting, and I disagree with the idea that a female is ripe enough at nine years old. I would not consider having sex with anyone that young. The problem arises when someone is let us say. fourteen or fifteen but looks much older. Sometimes there is no way that you can tell. In real life, the youngest woman that I had sex with after I became an adult, was over eighteen years old. My story, however, took me into dangerous areas, but it is only a story, so I just let it run.
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	It was a very peaceful death. I just went to sleep and never woke up. Well, not on the usual plane that is. I was a bit disappointed, ninety-five and I still felt like a kid (probably because my memory wasn't that good anymore). I was telling everyone that I intended to live for eight hundred years before I decided if I should continue. Of course, I didn't believe that, but medical science was making giant steps forward and I thought: why not?

	 

	Well, that was not to be. 

	 

	I stood on a grassy plain that stretched as far as the eye could see. The sun was shining pleasantly and in the distance, I could see a giant tree that seemed quite beautiful. I decided to walk over to it. Taking the first step I could hear the chime of my spurs, so I took a look at myself. I was wearing a plaid shirt, jeans complete with chaps, and boots with spurs, as I was just saying. I also had a ten-gallon hat on and there was a bandana tied around my neck. I thought I probably looked like an extra in an Italian Western Movie. I checked my shirt pocket and sure enough, there was a bunch of loose cigarillos in one of them and a bunch of matches in the other. What the heck, maybe I was not an extra but the star. I struck a match on my right boot as they do in the movies and it fired up on the first strike. I lit up my little cigarillo and took a puff. It was a bit rough but not at all unpleasant, so I continued my walk. Speaking of rough, while placing the cigarillo in my mouth I noticed a three-four day stubble on my face. Judging from the look of my hands and the ease of my stride, I concluded that physically I seemed to be somewhere in my thirties. 

	 

	I got to the tree a lot sooner than I expected. I mean my smoke was not even half-done. I ground it against the heel of my boot and placed it back in my pocket. Didn't know why what or where I was so I didn't want to start my stint here by littering. I sat down next to the tree trunk to consider my situation. The trunk pushed my hat forward covering my eyes and I let it. Nothing occurred to me immediately, so I fell into some kind of reverie. I had no way of telling how much time had passed, but I became aware of my surroundings once again when someone unzipped my jeans and pulled out my cock. It kind of made me wonder ‘bout the time period that I found myself in. Time travel? Yeah, that might explain it, but the zipper would mean that I was not further back than perhaps the nineteenth century. What the fuck was wrong with my mind, I wondered while pushing my hat back. A girl wearing a plain nightie was massaging my cock gently. 

	 

	"What do you think you are doing?" I asked.

	 

	"Please uncle, you have to let me suck your cock, I beg of you," she said with tears in her eyes.

	 

	"Why, you can't be any older than thirteen. I cannot let you do this to me. Why are you not in school?"

	 

	"Please, believe me, I am a lot older than thirteen and there are no schools around here. Please let me get on with sucking your cock."

	 

	She untied the top of her nightie and taking my left hand she placed it on one of her titties. It was quite large for a thirteen-year-old and her puffy nipple rose at the touch. I had no idea how to proceed. I pulled my hand away and she started crying even harder.

	 

	"You must let me do this. It is my punishment and if I do not complete it I will be stuck here forever."

	 

	"First you have to tell me about the punishment and anything else you know about this place."

	 

	"I cannot," she said, "not until after I have sucked your cock" she grabbed my left hand again but this time she stuck it underneath her nightie and placed it against her young cunt.

	 

	"Your cock is responding very nicely, so I know that we can do this," she said.

	 

	"O.K. go ahead, but only if you promise to tell me everything afterward."

	 

	She didn't wait for the end of the sentence, but I took her vigorous head bobbing as an affirmative and let her get on with the job. It was really pleasant and she knew how to suck cock, obviously not her first fellatio. She didn't seem in a hurry and she alternated the fellating with hand massaging and sucking on my ball-sack. Still, it had to end sometime and there came a point when I came all over her face. She used the hem of her nightie to wipe her face and proceed to lick and swallow whatever was still left on my cock. I also noticed for the first time that my foreskin was back. Wow, that may have accounted for the enhanced sensations. Why do people choose to do that to their kids anyway?

	 

	"Did I do it well uncle? Can you stay awhile so that I can do it to you again later?" she asked.

	 

	"I'll think about it, but first we talk. Let's start with, why do you keep calling me uncle?"

	 

	"When I was alive and thirty-five years old, I was a cowboy and I looked a lot like you do now. I had me a little place in Kansas and things were going quite well for a while until my wife was struck with a fever from which she never recovered. My sister was having a lot of problems with her drunken husband back East, so one day she just showed up at my door with her twelve-year-old daughter. My sister was a very good-looking and well-educated woman, so it was easy for her to get a job tending bar at Gypsy Sally's. She was very good at it and made a pretty penny while she worked there. 
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	There were also times when customers would get too rowdy with her so she took to carrying a little Derringer in her purse. Anyway, I was a horny bastard and I took every opportunity to touch and fondle my niece. One day, when she was about thirteen and looking very much the way I look now, I made her suck my cock and threatened to beat her senseless if she so much as said anything to anybody. I forced her to do that a few more times, until the day that my sister came home early on account of not feeling too well and she caught us in the act. She ordered her daughter to her room and without waiting for an excuse or an explanation, she took out her little gun and shot me in the left eye. 

	I found myself here in this body with a compulsion to suck the cock of every man who passed this way. Strangely, they all look like me just before I died. I tried to walk away from here a few times, but somehow, I seem to be stuck in this place with a strong compulsion to suck dicks. I do not know how long I have been doing this, but some of the sermons that our Preacher was preaching may have been the truth. I must be here to atone for my sins and I will do it for as long as needed. Thank you for letting me suck your cock. Will you let me do it again now?"

	 

	I had just had my cock sucked by a thirteen-year-old girl who used to be a middle-aged cowboy. Couldn't quite get a handle on that thought, but I am a very resilient kind of person, so I reasoned that he/she was actually a very good cock sucker and it has already been done once so, what the hell.

	 

	"Yeah sure, suck away," I said.

	 

	After it was done, I didn't know how I felt about this person, but I wished her good luck and decided to walk on. I lit up the half-smoked cigarillo and while puffing on it I came up with my first hypothetical conclusion. The cock-sucker was obviously, some kind of Christian and I was an anti-deist agnostic born into a Jewish family, so this place/plane/dimension was very likely non-denominational.

	 

	It didn't take long before I noticed the bell tower of a church in the distance. Again, it took a lot less time to get there so I put out the smoke and placed it in the pocket of my cassock. Funny, I hadn't noticed that my garb had changed. I shrugged my shoulders and walked into the church. 

	 

	A sixteen-year-old girl stood up from a front pew when she saw me approaching and grabbing my right hand she kissed my ring and uttered breathlessly:

	 

	"Please father, I have to confess immediately."

	 

	I made some guesses but decided to let her lead me into the confessional booth. She walked right in with me and sat down in my lap after lifting the hem of my cassock. I was not wearing any underwear and my cock was in her hand before I knew it. She was somewhat older than the cock-sucker. I guessed her to be about sixteen and she was a bit chubbier, with bigger tits and a nice-looking round ass. Her checkered skirt was riding well above her waist and her thighs were creamy and delicious looking. She took my right hand and stuck it inside her panties.

	[image: C:\Users\Pojk\AppData\Local\Microsoft\Windows\INetCache\Content.Word\priest.jpg]

	"Father, please finger-fuck me for I have sinned," she said.

	 

	"I don't think that's part of the ritual," I said, "but then again I am sort of Jewish."

	 

	"Let us not worry about etiquette. Just try to finger-fuck me so well that I get to come. I need that so bad. Also if you are Jewish why are you not circumcised?" she asked while playing with my foreskin.

	 

	"I am but recently arrived and trying to figure out what is going on. My foreskin appears to have been restored, but there are also other 'miracles' around, isn't that true?"

	 

	"Well, things appear to be illogical, but possibly conforming to some of the more secret Christian doctrines. Can we stop talking and concentrate? There is a spot inside my vaginal canal that gets me very excited. Please try to find it."

	 

	I took my index finger out of her cunt and replaced that with my middle and ring fingers. My index and pinky were now pointed down between her thighs. I started a strong stroking movement that seemed to get her quite excited.

	 

	"That's it, you're hitting it now. Yes, yes, yes. Can you take them out and rub my clitoris with them please?"

	 

	I did as requested and the hand around my cock started moving faster and faster. I kept rubbing her clitoris to the same beat and that did the trick. We both came at about the same time. It was very, very good.

	 

	"You seemed to enjoy that finger fucking very much. What's your story? I mean obviously, you were a Catholic priest molesting a sixteen-year-old girl. Did she enjoy it as much as you just did?"

	 

	"Actually, she was only fifteen, but she enjoyed my finger fucking a lot."

	 

	"Did you ever put your cock inside her?" I asked.

	 

	"A stupid technicality I guess. I was hoping that by not fucking her, I could get away with it."

	 

	"I am always curious, so I wonder, would you like to fuck now and find out how that could have worked?"

	 

	"Thanks for offering, but no. I tried it once and it was very painful, probably part of my punishment."

	 

	"O.K. so what happened?"

	 

	"She started having all kinds of issues and eventually she confessed to her parents that I was molesting her. The parents accused her of being a slut who was wearing skirts that were much shorter than when they bought them, in addition to wearing lipstick and make-up. Nobody seemed to care about my part in it and I continued ministering to that community for another ten years before I got a stroke and ended up here as you see me."

	 

	"You are the second sinner, I guess that's the word, that has approached me for sexual favors. The first one has been stuck in her/his scenario for an estimated one hundred and fifty years perhaps. What about you?"

	 

	"I had my stroke in 1999."

	 

	"So, you are relatively new here, as well."

	 

	"Seems like a very long time to me."

	 

	"Anyway, I have been able to move from one scenario to another. Makes me wonder, what am I?"

	 

	"There have been others, of course. What and who were you back there, if I may ask."

	 

	"I was a writer. A lot of my work was extremely erotic and at times it spilled into the realms of Fantasy and Sci-Fi."

	 

	"Some of the others were also very educated people. Many were writers like you, but some were Doctors of Philosophy, Theology, and even some were sexologists. I do not know why that happens, but I would guess that your sins were much lesser than mine. Did you enjoy my hand job?"

	 

	"It was very good thank you," I replied.

	 

	"Well, then the chances are that this is not a punishment for you. Think of it more like a community service. Shall we try it again?"

	 

	I found that my dick was getting hard at the thought, so I stuck my finger in her pussy and we had a repeat performance. After the deed was done, I bid her/him farewell and moved on.

	 

	It didn't take long before I found myself riding a camel amid some beautiful, golden sand dunes. I came to a tent where my camel knelt so that I could dismount easily. I pulled back the flap and entered. The place was quite dark so it took my eyes a few moments to adjust. There was a very young girl reclining on a bunch of colorful pillows. 

	 

	"Welcome home, my husband," she said.

	 

	I pulled the kufiyah away from my face and said:

	 

	"Come on, if you tell me that you are the avatar of Aisha, I will just get out of here and find my way to my next assignment."

	 

	"Please, do not be a dog and do not blaspheme. Of course, I am not Muhammad. He went to heaven. So please stay and let us play out our roles. If I do it right, someday I might go to the same place that the Prophet is in. I beseech you, help me get there."

	 

	"Let us start with your age. How old are you?"

	 

	"I am always one day before my ninth birthday. There is a hadith that says that a man can copulate with me after tomorrow, but today he is only allowed the thighing."

	 

	"What is that?" I asked.

	 

	"You take out your member and place it between my thighs. I will squeeze them together so that when you run it back and forth you get a good sensation that pleases you."
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	"Come on, you are ridiculously young and by the way, where did you learn to speak English?"

	 

	"I am speaking Arabic, but in this place, we all understand each other's tongues." 

	 

	Saying that, she pulled down her pantaloons to show me her lily-white ass, she turned around and there wasn't any hair between those spread legs. Turning around again, she bent over and presented her ass one more time.

	 

	"Do you not find me even the least bit attractive?" she asked. "It's O.K. if you do not. Just think about helping a poor soul get to a higher plane."

	 

	I couldn't figure out the morality of this. There didn't seem to be any moral questions around here. It was just self-searching. Was I the kind of man who could be turned on by a nine-year-old? Sadly, my cock was rising to the view of her ass. It wasn't as small as I expected a nine-year-old's to be. Bending over like that it appeared a lot larger. I struggled with the unfamiliar garment for a moment before pulling out my fully erect cock. Remember, I said to myself, this is a punishment that I am administering to an old Arab son of a bitch. He might look like an innocent nine-year-old girl, but he deserves it. I put my cock between her thighs and she squeezed tightly. I started moving it in and out and pulled her ass cheeks apart to get a view of her anus. It looked pink and tight and I was wondering how a little Bedouin girl could be so light-skinned. I kept thinking about how this bastard had sodomized a young nine-year-old girl and probably treated her like a slave for the rest of his life. I decided that she/he needed a more serious punishment, so I worked up a big gob of spit and expectorated it smack dab in the middle of that asshole. I pulled my cock out from between her thighs and shoved it into her anus. It was not an easy job.

	 

	"Stop, what are you doing?" she asked in a wailing voice.

	 

	"I'm giving you what you deserve. Don't tell me that you did not do the same thing."

	 

	She tried to get up so I put my right foot on her neck, pulled those ass cheeks further apart, and applied more pressure to my cock. The tip of it was getting through that sphincter.

	 

	"Ow, this hurts a lot, please stop," she begged.

	 

	"Did you?" I asked

	 

	I did not get an answer so I kept pushing. My cock went in eventually. It was a very tight fit, so I kept pulling it out a bit and spitting on it to lubricate the process before pushing it back in. I fucked that ass so seriously, I could not believe it myself, I, a champion of human rights tearing up the asshole of a nine-year-old. But then, she was also the avatar of a fifty-year-old uneducated Arab asshole who couldn't have cared less when he did it, so I slammed my cock even harder when she started crying and begging me to stop. It made me push harder and harder and of course. I came right in her ass copiously. I pulled out my cock and wiped it with her pantaloons. Got up and walked out as she was sobbing pitifully. 

	 

	If I am God's instrument, I guess I do not have a choice, but even though I get to have all this sex and I come royally, I have to question this weird reality. It seems like I may be punished as well in a strange kind of way by getting all kinds of perverted sex. I think back to some of the stories I wrote and I am terrified. Will He walk me through some of my more bizarre scenarios? And will I always be the pitcher? Please God, do not make me the catcher. I swear that if you give me another opportunity, I will be so much nicer to my characters. But then again, some of them do not deserve that.

	***
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	Marvin Khachaturian was born in Varna Veche, a tiny village in Romania, to an Armenian father and a Turkish mother. Armenians have never forgotten the Armenian genocide perpetrated by Turks in 1915 when 1.5 million Armenians were murdered systematically. So, besides being the child of two small minorities groups, Marvin was quite an ana anomaly.

	He holds a degree in Applied Sciences from the Polytechnic University of Bucharest, but he prefers to make his living playing music. After wandering around Romania and later Europe for a while, he moved to the U.S. where he continued his wanderings.

	When writing music or stories, Marvin signed his works as Ender, to symbolize his hope that interracial hatred will end someday. Ender is also a Turkish boy’s name that means very rare. It certainly matched Marvin’s constant feelings of not belonging anywhere.

	A/N: I promised to say something about the authors and this seems as good a place as any. Well, I had some promises that did not materialize and so, I have invented every single one of the authors, except for one: Shy Davis. Raya Leefmans is also a real person. So thank you Shy and thank you Raya.
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