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 BOOK1: 
 
    Tine Fauzi was once a great detective until she had been sent to prison over a crime she didn't commit. In the course of her career, she assisted or led the arrests of over five hundred criminals. She broke barriers for women on the police force. At her peak, there had been initial discussions with Hollywood over a movie deal for her life story. 
 
      
 
    It all ended when a shady federal prosecutor brought a series of felony charges against her and a few colleagues. What was supposed to be an off-duty job to provide security turned into an allegation that she engaged in extortion and racketeering against various promoters. 
 
      
 
    She learned that justice isn't always fair. The judge was as shady as the prosecutor, and after trial, she was convicted and sent to general population, despite knowing she'd be a target. 
 
      
 
    Naturally, her biggest fear was that she'd be assaulted or r@ped behind bars. Neither of those things happened. 'We've got your back,' an inmate had told her. Most of the inmates respected her because they viewed her as someone who was against a crooked system, not part of it. 
 
      
 
    That was three years ago. Coming out of prison, Tine had very little friends, a criminal record, she lost her home and had a destroyed reputation. 
 
      
 
    A few blessings came her way. Her family was there for her. Her son was doing well, career-wise, and she was living with him. Their bond was stronger than ever. And she was able to get a decent job at the law firm which represented her at trial. 
 
      
 
    It was late night at the small firm. The woman she worked for, Barbel, was also a former cop before becoming a criminal defense lawyer. They had developed a tight bond over the years and they could relate to each other in a lot of ways. 
 
      
 
    Tine only had this job for a week, performing menial office tasks such as organizing documents and making sure paperwork was correct. It was a far cry from her old life, but this was an honest living despite the low pay. 
 
      
 
    As they worked late into the night, Tine could sense that something was off. She didn't say anything at first. She figured if her boss wanted to say something, it would just be said. Finally, it came. 
 
      
 
    "I feel horrible about what's happened to you," Barbel said at random. 
 
      
 
    "Water under the bridge," Tine replied. "These days I try to forget it. I thought we were passed this already?" 
 
      
 
    Although she said it, she didn't mean it. Each day was a struggle but she knew things would eventually get better. 
 
      
 
    "I know, I know. But there's something else. Something I swore I'd never tell you. God, this is so fu#ked up. I want to cry." 
 
      
 
    Tine lifted an eyebrow and held her friend's hand. "Do I need to hear this? If so, tell me." 
 
      
 
    Her attention was piqued. Her boss was a tough woman and this was the first time she had ever seen Barbel this emotional. Even when Tine was found guilty and sent to prison, Barbel was able to hold it together. 
 
      
 
    "I know why they locked you up," Barbel let out, as if these words had been slowly simmering for years. 
 
      
 
    Tine let go of her boss's hand. She knew what the implication was. She had long suspected that she was a victim of retaliation but she never had any proof. This was heartbreaking and now she was on the verge of tears as well. 
 
      
 
    "What?" 
 
      
 
    "You heard me." 
 
      
 
    "I want to know everything," Tine demanded. 
 
      
 
    For the next half hour, she listened to the lawyer she had trusted for years, explaining how the prosecutor, the judge, and a certain segment of law enforcement were in cahoots with each other. All because Tine had refused to play the game and had given dozens of statements to Internal Affairs over the years, instead of keeping quiet. 
 
      
 
    She had gotten the cold shoulder from several of her colleagues after. Never could she have imagined that they'd conspire to send her to prison over that. 
 
      
 
    "There was nothing I could do," Barbel said, fighting the tears. "I swear I did everything I could to help you." 
 
      
 
    "My head is spinning. I think I'm going to be sick." 
 
      
 
    "There's more. Maybe I should wait on that." 
 
      
 
    "What else is there?" Tine asked, determined to get to the bottom of this, no matter how bad the truth hurt. 
 
      
 
    Barbel took a deep breath. "A friend of mine is a cop. According to him, there are rumors they'll try something with your son. It's not confirmed. Your son is well-liked. But still, these people hold grudges." 
 
      
 
    "What?!" 
 
      
 
    "Like I said, it's just rumors so far. I needed to give you a head's up on that. You can't tell anyone that I told you this." 
 
      
 
    "I won't mention your name," Tine sighed. 
 
      
 
    She felt her stomach churning at the thought of these people trying anything with her son. Her son was a police officer who had long wanted to follow in her footsteps. When she was convicted, her son almost quit the job, being a rookie officer. But she had begged her son to remain on the force. 
 
      
 
    Tine was proud of that decision. When she was in prison, she'd get messages from her son, telling her stories of all the good things he had done, of all the people he had helped with small acts on the street. 
 
      
 
    It was in the family blood to wear a uniform. Now the thought of that being used against him was a crippling blow. 
 
      
 
    "Tell me what to do," Tine said calmly, with a hint of premeditation in her voice. "You're telling me this for a reason. You always have a plan. So what is it?" 
 
      
 
    Barbel managed to crack a smile. "The fighter inside of you has returned." 
 
      
 
    "It never left." 
 
      
 
    "This is a new challenge for you, but these people have a weakness. They have sick, twisted fetishes." 
 
      
 
    "I'm listening," Tine replied. 
 
      
 
    ### 
 
      
 
    She took off her shoes and removed her stockings when she arrived at her son's home at 10:00 pm that night. Barefoot, still in her office clothes, she went to her son's room. Agus was watching tv, relaxing after a long shift on patrol duties. 
 
      
 
    They made the usual small talk as she sat on the bed next to her son. She started a pointless conversation and Agus indulged her. She knew he still felt pity for her after everything that's happened. In her eyes, Agus was still a college boy. She still struggled to see him as a grown man. As an officer of the law. 
 
      
 
    "I know what they're planning," she said, stroking her son's hair. 
 
      
 
    "What are you talking about?" Agus asked. 
 
      
 
    "You've been invited onto a yacht party with high-ranking police officials. It's the boys club that everyone warns about. They want to know if they can trust you before giving you a promotion. To do that, they'll watch you have sex with two escorts." 
 
      
 
    She watched her son's stoic expression. At any other time, he would have turned beet red, having been caught. But he was a man now. He didn't try to deny any of this. 
 
      
 
    "That's how things work," he admitted. "I'm sure you already knew." 
 
      
 
    "I've heard about that when I was a cop. I assumed they stopped." 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, well, I guess not." 
 
      
 
    "So you're going to do it," Tine said. 
 
      
 
    "Yes. I want the promotion. Otherwise I'll be a patrol cop forever. I want bigger things in life." 
 
      
 
    "Ambitious. Just like me." 
 
      
 
    Agus paused for a moment. "If you want me to stop... if you want me to refuse... I'll ask if there's another way." 
 
      
 
    "You're a man now. You make your own decisions." 
 
      
 
    "Now you're putting me on a guilt trip," he replied. 
 
      
 
    Tine took a moment to reflect. Her son was right. She hated that her troubles were now shifting onto her son. She hated putting her son in this difficult position. But she also knew that this situation had to be dealt with eventually. She focused on the plan. 
 
      
 
    "Those people framed me," she said firmly. "They cooked up a story and worked with the supposed 'victims' for their testimony. It was all a conspiracy. Then I was stripped of my job and sent to prison." 
 
      
 
    Agus was incredulous. "Are you serious?" 
 
      
 
    "You heard me. My lawyer told me everything. She also said that they're on the fence about you. Maybe they'll fu#k you over because you're my son. Maybe not. You're at their whim." 
 
      
 
    As expected, her son was utterly shocked. So she gave him a moment to digest the information. There had always been a tight bond between them and Agus always trusted whatever she had to say. 
 
      
 
    "What do we do?" he asked in a tone which suggested that he'd follow her lead. 
 
      
 
    "I have something in mind. It's extreme. But if we play things right, then we should be safe from future retaliation. Are you interested?" 
 
      
 
    The offer lingered, and as expected, her son was on her side. She saw the conflict on Agus's face. This would be the most difficult thing Agus had ever done so she gave him time to think about it. If he refused, she could understand. 
 
      
 
    "Are you sure we'll be safe?" he asked. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, if we're smart about this." 
 
      
 
    "What are you thinking?" 
 
      
 
    Tine was blunt. "First, we go along with whatever they want. Let them get comfortable. Eventually I'll record them with bugging equipment. I want audio proof of their future crimes." 
 
      
 
    "Mum, that sounds dangerous," he replied with genuine concern. 
 
      
 
    "I know, but don't forget that I used to specialize in undercover work and burglary. They'll never know it's me. If I do get caught, I'll take all the blame. If it works, then I'll have a huge dossier of surveillance recordings." 
 
      
 
    "What are you going to do with those recordings?" 
 
      
 
    "My lawyer says there's a federal prosecutor who's been looking into these people for years. My anonymously-sent evidence could potentially be the foundation for any sort of prosecution against them" 
 
      
 
    "I'm in," Agus said without any further hesitation. 
 
      
 
    It was so pleasing and gratifying that her son was behind her all the way. This is what she needed to get her life back on track. A love of a son. Frankly, she also missed this sort of rush. Being in the midst of action, however big or small, is what she lived for. It was why she had wanted to join law enforcement in the first place. 
 
      
 
    However she felt about fixing the wrongs in her life, she still had to focus on her son. Agus did nothing wrong and it was risky dragging him into this. He was a young man with a bright future, and if she ever jeopardized that, she knew she could never forgive herself. 
 
      
 
    "Look, I know I'm putting you in a tough spot, but..." 
 
      
 
    "Forget it," he replied, brushing off any concern. "I'm with you 100%. Just like always." 
 
      
 
    "Don't you want to know what the rest of the plan is?" 
 
      
 
    "You're a better cop than I'll ever be. I want to learn from the best." 
 
      
 
    Tine gave a tender smile. "I love you, Robby. Always have, always will." 
 
      
 
    "I love you, too." 
 
      
 
    She scooted closer to her son, giving him a full hug with both arms, making sure to press her boobs onto him. 
 
      
 
    ### 
 
      
 
    When she was in prison, she had befriended a fellow inmate who claimed to have a sexual relationship with an adult son. Tine listened attentively whenever the other inmate spoke about it. At the time, it seemed like the most fascinating thing in the world. 
 
      
 
    'Yeah, I fu#k my son,' the fellow inmate had said. 'I'm not proud of it. But whatever. People have needs. This is mine.' 
 
      
 
    It was Tine's first lesbian relationship and somewhat of an open secret, much like other lesbian relationships behind bars. They never did anything when people were around. It was mostly during their shifts in the laundry room when they'd finally get to satisfy each other's carnal needs. 
 
      
 
    Going down on a woman was easy. It was a necessity. Being isolated and vulnerable, Tine needed that human connection, even if it meant exchanging sexual favors. She found that she liked it and that it gave her comfort. 
 
      
 
    When she had her cunt eaten, it was glorious. It was like a drug that took her mind away from being a convict. It was something that gave her an escape and a sweet release. 
 
      
 
    Eventually she needed more mental stimulation to help her get off. In the laundry room, she kissed her inmate companion as they undid each other's clothes. 
 
      
 
    "Tell me more," Tine once said while on her knees, kissing the woman's mound. 
 
      
 
    'What can I say? I'm a total whore for my son. You like that, don't you? Does it make your cunt wet because I suck my son's cock? That I enjoy fu#king him regularly?' 
 
      
 
    Tine purred with her tongue in the woman's cunt. 
 
      
 
    'So, so bad,' the inmate replied with a wry grin. 'Bad cop. You know you'd have arrested me. Wouldn't you? Admit it, you'd have arrested me.' 
 
      
 
    Tine pulled her tongue out. "You're right. I would have arrested you for committing inc*st if I was still a cop." 
 
      
 
    'Now you're in here. Eating my cunt. Listening to me tell stories about how my son cums in my mouth. But you know what? I love getting facials from him. I love seeing how I look in the mirror after. It's the ultimate rush.' 
 
      
 
    "Mmmmm Hmmmmm...." 
 
      
 
    'How about you, Detective Fauzi? Ever indulge with your son? He's old enough." 
 
      
 
    It felt like a low-blow to be called 'Detective Fauzi' while her prison jumpsuit was down around her ankles and she was naked. But that was the whole point. 
 
      
 
    "Never," she replied, kissing the vagina. "I'm not that kind of woman." 
 
      
 
    The inmate shrugged. 'It's not for everyone.' 
 
      
 
    "Is it difficult?" 
 
      
 
    'At first it was. Oh yeah. The truth is, it gets easier over time. Maybe you'll give it a try someday. You're already damaged goods. Fu#k... make me cum already.' 
 
      
 
    Tine used her mouth techniques, moves which she had honed over months, and made her friend cum. 
 
      
 
    In return, the inmate got on her knees and returned the oral favor, while Tine closed her eyes and imagined dirty thoughts. 
 
      
 
    ### 
 
      
 
    The day was hot and it was the first time Tine had worn a bikini in years. She wore a loose fitting dress over it along with heels on her feet. 
 
      
 
    With Agus by her side, they parked their car and headed to the yacht. She burned with shame at the prospect of seeing the prosecutor that sent her life into a downward spiral. There were rumors the judge would be there, too. So would the other officials and cops who conspired against her. 
 
      
 
    Nonetheless, she held her chin high. She viewed this as an undercover operation where strong nerves are a necessity. It would all be worth it in the end, she kept telling herself. 
 
      
 
    Inside the yacht was extravagant. It was owned by a wealthy State Senator and there were plenty of agents and government officials around. There were beautiful women in bikinis, leisurely laying across the dock or serving drinks to the guests. 
 
      
 
    When she and her son separated, Tine was left alone. From afar, she watched her son mingle with the top brass of the police force. Those men took glances back at her, wondering if they could believe their eyes. 
 
      
 
    Tine was dressed provocatively, with the hot sun shining down on her scantily clad body. Her hair and makeup were done, too. No one in the police department had ever seen her this way. 
 
      
 
    This degradation was a lot to handle so she looked away. She focused on the ocean view as the yacht headed out towards the sea. Soon, she'd be committing the biggest sin of her life. 
 
      
 
    "Is that really you?" a man's voice said from behind. 
 
      
 
    She turned to look at him. "Salvatore." 
 
      
 
    It was the man who had maliciously prosecuted her. In her years behind bars, she had wondered what she'd do if she ever saw him again. She had a variety of thoughts, as anyone would. But this was a discipline of a veteran detective. She kept her emotions in check. 
 
      
 
    "God, you look so different," he said. "I can hardly recognize you." 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, well, it's the new version of me," she replied. 
 
      
 
    Salvatore's eyes went up and down. "I can see that. Listen, there's no hard feelings, right? I did what the facts and evidence suggested. Just like you did when you were a detective, and you were a damn good detective." 
 
      
 
    "Lady Justice is blind," Tine replied in legal speak. 
 
      
 
    The man grinned, "I'm glad you see it that way. I've heard you've gotten a job at a law firm." 
 
      
 
    "That's correct. It's a good start." 
 
      
 
    "Excellent. An honest living is the way to go." 
 
      
 
    She desperately wished she could reply, "I did have an honest living," but refrained. It pained her that this man was taking a good look at her body. Women can always tell when a man wants to fu#k. In the courtroom, when she was being prosecuted, she never got that vibe from Salvatore. Now she was certain that this man wanted a turn with her in the bedroom. 
 
      
 
    "Do you know why I'm here?" she asked. 
 
      
 
    Salvatore thought for a moment. "I can take a guess. Your son is a guest of honor." 
 
      
 
    "And?" 
 
      
 
    He thought a moment longer, wondering how much to reveal. "You've been informed of what Agus will be doing later tonight." 
 
      
 
    "You're a smart man." 
 
      
 
    "This doesn't explain why you're here." 
 
      
 
    "Nobody is putting their hands on my son," she said. "Except me." 
 
      
 
    The mood changed in a flash as Salvatore's eyes narrowed. The man instantly knew what she meant by that. And he liked it. 
 
      
 
    "I'm amazed." 
 
      
 
    "Why?" she asked. 
 
      
 
    "You're an unstoppable force. Cops who get prosecuted never show their faces again. But you... you're a tough one to crack. Especially looking like this." 
 
      
 
    The man's eyes once again roamed her body. She stood there and accepted it. 
 
      
 
    "I want my son to have a bright future," she said. 
 
      
 
    "If you do what you say, then Agus will have a bright future ahead of him." 
 
      
 
    The comment all but confirmed what Tine had known all along. That her son was a potential target of these people. Her actions tonight would cure that. And hopefully a lot more. 
 
      
 
    ### 
 
      
 
    It was a warm night and the yacht was already far into the ocean. Women had removed most of their clothes and walked around in their bikinis, flirting and giving lap dances to much older men. Some of the women were already topless. Others went in the lower decks, performing sexual favors. 
 
      
 
    When she saw Agus getting pats on the back and words of encouragement, Tine knew it was time. Her world was about to change forever and she had already accepted that. The plan was in motion. 
 
      
 
    Thrusting herself into the spotlight, she removed her outer layer clothing and paraded herself in a reasonably sized bikini. Unlike the other women, she was middle-aged and it showed. She was able to keep in great shape, running daily miles in the yard, doing push-ups in her cell, and pull-ups outside. 
 
      
 
    A few men eyed her body, wondering why she was doing this. Most of these men knew who she was. As a detective, she had a stellar reputation. But these days, everyone felt bad for her. Her release from prison was the talk of the police community. 
 
      
 
    Agus approached her. "It's time." 
 
      
 
    She could sense nerves in her son's voice. Obviously he had sex before, but this was different. 
 
      
 
    "Alright, let's go," she replied. 
 
      
 
    Together they went into the lower level of the ship and into a private room. There were powerful men all around. Salvatore was there. The judge that allowed dubious evidence, and excluded evidence that helped her, was also there. Other cops and senior detectives were there. From the looks on their faces, she knew these men felt no remorse. 
 
      
 
    "Welcome," Judge Andi said, as if presiding over a trial. "This is a most unusual circumstance. Detective Fauzi, it's good to see you again." 
 
      
 
    "I'm no longer a detective," she reminded. 
 
      
 
    "You'll always be a detective in my eyes." 
 
      
 
    "Thank you, Your Honor." 
 
      
 
    Judge Andi chuckled. "Was that a joke? Gentlemen, sit down. Let's get this started." 
 
      
 
    The men in the room sat where they could. The judge sat at the end of the room on a large chair. Tine and her son remained standing in the center. She could feel the eyes peering at her body. 
 
      
 
    Judge Andi continued, "Well, Ms. Fauzi, what brings you here." 
 
      
 
    "Should I be blunt?" 
 
      
 
    "Please do. Anything that happens here will stay amongst us." 
 
      
 
    "Like a code of honor," she said. 
 
      
 
    "Exactly." 
 
      
 
    Tine cleared her throat. "I'm here because I know about your tradition to have hookers fu#k new members. I won't allow that to happen with my son. Not with Agus." "Why not?"

"Because I'm a much better fit," she said boldly.

The mood in the room changed and it felt like the power had shifted in her direction. There was a devilish grin on the judge's face. Tine understood men and had always used that to her advantage.

"Why are you doing this?" the judge asked. "Does it disgust you to have whores touching your son? Or is there something else?"

"I'm here to make my atonement for the sins of my past. I know I made a mistake cooperating with Internal Affairs. That mistake led to my conviction."

Judge Andi waged his finger. "Correction. You were sent to prison for extortion and racketeering, if I correctly recall."

It felt like a gut punch, but she played along.

"You're right," she reluctantly stated. "And I want to make sure that my son has a clean slate."

"How will you do that? Say it."

Tine breathed deeply. "I'll do the initiation. I'll get on my knees and fellate him. If you want, I can even go further than that."

"How the mighty have fallen," Judge Andi said with a stone face. "I still remember seeing you in court. How defiant you were. You were ferocious when you took the stand, blaming a corrupt system. Tears rolled down your face when I sentenced you. Do you remember?"

"I think about it everyday."

He nodded, "Now it's time to move on from that dark period in your life. Take the bikini off. Show us what you have under there."

Tine didn't think. She just reached back and undid her bikini top. Then she reached down and removed her bottom. Finally, she removed her heels.

She was naked while facing the judge. The fact was, being in a prison shower everyday for 3 years had desensitized her to nudity in front of groups of people. She was used to this degrading feeling. It was nothing to her.

These men had already stripped her of dignity, what was a little bit more? Her brown areolas had turned erect.

Nothing, however, could have prepared her for Agus looking at her figure. She saw him looking from the corner of her eye. She wasn't upset that her son wanted a peek. Soon, they'd be doing a lot more.

"How about you, Agus?" the judge asked. "Will you fu#k your mommy for our entertainment?"

The blunt phrasing sent a chill down Tine's spine. This wasn't sex, there'd be 'fu#king.' This wasn't an initiation, but 'entertainment.' The entertainment of watching a mommy engaging in hardcore sexual activity with her son. It would be the final debasement of Tine Fauzi at their hands.

Agus nodded. "I'm willing to do whatever it takes. For my mommy and my career."

It was when the judge's lips slowly formed a sly grin that they knew it was going to be a long night. Mentally, she was prepared for this. She just hoped her son had the same resolve.

"Detective Fauzi, get on your fu#king knees," the judge said.

"With pleasure."

Tine went to her knees. She couldn't bring herself to look Agus in the eyes, but her son faced her direction. Her hands quickly went to work freeing her son's cock.

When the dick was dangling in front of her face, she took a deep breath. They had sort of prepared for this. Just yesterday, they rehearsed for this and she had Agus expose himself to see if they could manage. Even then, Agus had an erection and she knew the plan would work.

Now, her son was becoming erect. She wondered if Agus had ever desired her. She knew it was somewhat normal, but she never asked.

Leaning forward, Tine took her son's cock into her mouth and sucked around the head, eliciting an instant groan. She heard small chatter around the room from the men who were watching. It made her sick to her stomach that she was their sexual entertainment, but it's what needed to be done.

She formed a rhythm sucking her son's cock. With each bob, her head went deeper, giving these people what they wanted to see. Her lawyer had told her these men loved watching inc*st shows. Tine was certain that this was the best show they'd ever gotten, given the history they all shared.

"You do know how to suck a good dick," the judge complimented.

Tine spit the cock out and stroked it. "I'm making this extra special because I heard you like watching mommy/son shows."

"Oh yeah? Who told you that?"

Her eyes were locked with the judge as she kept stroking her son's cock.

"I have my sources," she winked, rubbing her fingers around the wet shaft.

"Always the detective. I love it. Now keep on sucking. Give yourself a facial tonight."

With a false smile on her face, Tine returned her attention to her son's erection. She sucked it deeply and wrapped her lips tightly around it. This was the first dick she had touched in years and it was unforgettable. She never would have imagined that the first cock she'd feel in her mouth was her son's, but she had fantasized about it thanks to her fellow inmate.

"Let me know when you're going to cum," she said to her son in between slurping, looking up from her knees.

"I will, mum."

She maintained eye contact with her son as she sucked him off. She knew eye contact always made a guy cum quicker. Deep down, Tine hoped that only a blowjob would be enough to make these powerful men happy. But she doubted that would be the case.

Powerful men always want more. And now that she was in their sexual possession, she was almost certain that they'd be pushing the limits for what they could get away with making her do.

Her tongue swirled around the head and even poked at the small entrance of her son's big dick. She tasted the pre-cum inside. Her tongue darted in. Her mouth sucked hard and her hand gave firm strokes.

"I'm going to cum," he said, almost regretfully for the mess that would be made on mum.

She spit the cock out and stroked. "Let it out, honey. All over my face."

Feeling the erect cock twitch and swell in her hand, Tine knew she was in for a big load, and she got it. She stroked and made sure that it got all over her face. It was what these sexually deviant men wanted to see. Most of it had shot to her forehead and down her nose, then dripped across her lips and chin.

She hadn't been asked, but she took the initiative to suck and swirl her tongue around Agus's tip to get the rest of the cum. Every man loves seeing that. And if she were honest with herself, the taste was delicious.

When the job was done, Tine stood up and faced the judge with a full cum facial. She only wiped the cum that threatened to go into her eyes. The rest of it remained on her face.

"Bravo," Judge Andi said, giving an applause.

The other men grinned and applauded at the mum/son inc*st they had just witnessed between a formerly respected detective and her cop son.

"Can I clean myself now?" Tine asked, trying her best to project confidence and maintain whatever dignity she had left.

The judge shook his head. "Not yet. Is your cunt wet from doing that?"

"I just gave my son a blowjob. It was the first dick I've touched in years. Of course I'm wet."

"Good girl," Judge Andi smiled. "Agus, do us a favor and demonstrate your evidence-gathering abilities. Show us that you're a good cop that's worthy of a promotion."

"How do I do that?" Agus gulped.

"Well, you can start by getting on your knees and looking at your mommy's cunt."

Tine looked at her son and nodded, giving him the permission he needed to take an intimate look at her cunt. When Agus got on his knees, right in front of her, she spread her legs. She even used her hand to spread her cunt lips apart.

"It's wet," Agus said.

"Is that all? Tell us what it looks like. Give us a good description, like you're filling out a police report."

Agus gulped, looking at mum's spread hole. "The outer part, the crotch and mound, are cleanly shaven. The vagina is dark brown. Tine Fauzi's clitoris appears to be erect. From her stance, I can see into Ms. Fauzi's canal, which is pinkish/red, the standard color. There is plenty of fluid secretion from deep inside. There is a thick, clear substance, which indicates a heavy sense of female arousal."

Having her son describe her that way was breathtaking. Tine had never felt so aroused in her life. She thought she had become immune to nudity from daily prison showers. But this was surreal. Looking down, she saw her son giving her cunt a deep visual inspection.

"Excellent police work," Judge Andi said. "I think we've seen enough for now. Agus, you'll need to recover. As for you, Detective Fauzi, I like you better with your new makeup. It gives you a wonderful glow."

Tine pursed her lips, seeing the twisted grins on the faces of these men. Her son tucked his wet cock away, blushing. And she bent down to pick up her bikini. When she bent over, a glob of cum hit the floor and she left it there.

She put her bikini on, and with great reluctance, she headed back to the party sporting a cum-facial.

As soon as they reached the outdoor deck, they were greeted by the sight of a small orgy. Men had their cockes exposed while women were on their knees sucking.

"Thank you," she said, wrapping herself around her son's arm. "You've got nerves of steel. I'm so impressed with you."

"It was worth it to give you closure from what they did to you. And to be honest, it's easy to have an erection with a mouth like yours. I didn't think I could get hard."

She playfully slapped her son's arm as they walked on the deck. Attention veered their way and everyone knew that she had finished sucking off her son. That her son had just cum all over her face. It seemed like a perfect downfall for her once illustrious career.

###

It turned into an all-night affair. Guests slept wherever they wanted. When they awoke at dawn, everyone was given toothbrushes and wet towels to refresh themselves.

Tine had slept on a blanket on the dock. Her plan was a success thus far as Agus spent the night around his new pals, powerful men who were genuinely impressed that a son had the fortitude to actually tame his own mommy.

After she freshened up, she remained in her bikini. It was in her best interest to appear as subservient as possible. And as she expected, these powerful men wanted more out of her. While on the yacht, she was under their thumb and they were going to take full advantage of that.

All the guests were on the deck and women were naked. Sexual favors were going around once again, a continuation of the previous night's activities. Only this time, there'd be more for people to see.

Tine was told to get on all fours on top of a blanket. The prosecutor that argued in court for her to go to prison had pulled her bikini strings to get her naked. A morning breeze brushed across her bare body as the sun was now shining on her face.

Her son was told to get behind her and fu#k. Tine was mentally prepared for this before the trip began. Her body was the ultimate sacrifice to get revenge on these crooked men.

"Will you ever forgive me?" she groaned in a low whisper, allowing herself to enjoy the feeling.

None of the other watching guests could hear it, but her son could.

"There's nothing to forgive," Agus whispered in her ear. "I'm doing this for you."

She was penetrated and being fu#ked while the attendees of the party ate breakfast and watched. The cops and government officials all knew they were mommy and son.

While being ravished from behind, Tine could hear the men gossiping, explaining to women the highly intimate details of what they were witnessing. Explaining that this fu#k session was inc*stuous.

'Ya know, that older broad is a mommy. The younger guy is her son... trust me... it's true.'

'She used to be a famous detective years ago. Look at her now. Sexy, isn't it?'

'I want you to ride my dick like that mommy over there is handling her son.'

Her boobs swayed back and forth in the prone position. This was her first intercourse with a man in years and it was spectacular, as if Agus's dick was made for her cunt. The cunt he was born from all those years ago.

She could hear the laughter of the men and the sounds of groaning as some were getting their dicks sucked while watching. She was trusted once again, not as a detective, but as a sexual plaything. Someone for them to watch whenever needed.

It would only be a matter of time before she'd set up her surveillance equipment and record them.

When her son moaned and filled her cunt with hot cum, Tine knew their relationship would never be the same again. It was something she'd learn to live with.

The End 
 
   
  
 

 BOOK2: 
 
    Chapter 1

Meira took her vacation early so she could go to a Ted Talk. As you know, Ted talks focus on overcoming obstacles in life and featured people who stuttered badly and are members of Congress, athletes with one leg who were running marathons, and guys with tiny cocks who were not transsexuals, but male sex workers. How could this be? Believe it or not, in a Ted Talk you learned about your hidden power, and that you too -- normally a worthless sack of shit -- could be a paradigm for success. Yes, Dirty Harry was her idol, and she hoped someday she'd meet someone carrying a .57 magnum who would shoot anyone in the balls who would dare minimize women!

Meira was a highly intelligent woman, a graduate of Stanford University, and made her living as a therapist. That was her full time job. She worked part time as a sex worker, earning more in one night than she made in a month as a therapist. She talked rarely during a typical session, choosing to listen. The reason was obvious: when you talk you learn nothing, but in listening you get informed, titillated, and aroused!

She never considered herself as anyone special. She didn't have a boyfriend and barely had enough confidence to go to a bar, and let a salesman buy her a drink. She knew the men were married, and usually they told their wives they did not understand them. As one of her black friends told her , "I know my husband only too well. I wouldn't give him enough powder to blow himself to hell and back." And then Brianna didn't know whether to cry or put her fist through the wall.

It was during the Ted talk, on becoming a better speaker, that Meira met Karolina. Dressed conservatively in a business suit, Karolina was your typical housewife. She was forty-three, wore a size twelve, and had a big ass. Karolina never had a big ass, but being married and snacking all day long, mostly in frustration, her backside expanded and attracted attention. Because it was big. Maybe prominent would be a better word. It was fleshy, curvy, and delicious. It made you want to sink your teeth into it. Moreover, her ass was what captured Meira's attention. Meira loved woman with a nice ass. Karolina was a redhead, at least this month, and wore lipstick to match her hair.

Karolina was staying at the Knickerbocker Hotel, located in Times Square. She was in the lobby, leafing through brochures on New York City, like what to see, what's playing on Broadway, where to get tickets, and harbor cruises. That sort of thing. From the way Karolina flipped through the brochures, it was obvious she had no idea how she wanted to spend her afternoon. When Meira appeared, by her side, choosing a brochure on the MTA, for subway schedules and how to get to the Bronx zoo, Karolina looked at Meira and gave her a big smile.

"I like the Metropolitan Museum of Art," Meira ventured. "I go there every time I come to New York!"

"Really? I've never been there. This is my first time in New York ..."

"Oh? Then you'll love New York! We used to come to the city and see a show every weekend, before prices went through the roof. That's when I lived in Boston. Then we'd go to Coney Island and get up on that Roller Coaster ..." and then Meira realized she was rambling.

"Go on," Karolina said. "I love listening to you talk! You have a lovely voice ..."

"Thank you, but I tend to get all wound up --"

"Where are you from? You don't have a Boston accent!"

"I am originally from the Bay Area, San Francisco. My boyfriend was from East Boston. He's doing prison time at the moment ..."

"I'm sorry," Karolina said. "For drugs? So many people are doing time for drugs ..."

"Not drug related. He's a smart ass. He thought he could rob banks. He was lousy at robbing banks. He'd do time, then rob another bank, then do time, then rob another bank. Really dumb."

"Did he have a job?"

"Yes, he was an investor, as he called himself. He lost a lot of money in the market ..."

The ladies weren't smiling anymore. Meira didn't want pity and she hated talking about Frank. He was a stupid fu#k. She wanted to know more about Karolina. She needed to ask Karolina about her birthday.

Meira saved a lot of time by doing a mental horoscope on the gals, because if she wasn't compatible with a woman, why waste your time? Meira was a Libra, the balance, and she wanted everything in her life to be nice and even. She never got drunk because she knew what her limit was. Only assholes got drunk, she thought, because they didn't know when to stop drinking, or the guy had no strength of character, an earth worm, or weakling, a blob. They were all the same.

"What's your sign, Karolina?"

She chuckled. "I'm a Leo. My ruling planet is the sun. I like to be the center of attention!"

"Well, that's fine. You can shine all you want! I'm more laid back ..."

"Then you're a fish? Pisces?"

"No, my dear, I'm a Libra. We're compatible. Air and fire are good. I had a Leo girlfriend and all she wanted to do was lick my cunt. I must have orgasmed fifty times every time she came over!"

Karolina chuckled so hard there were tears running down her cheeks.

After Karolina stopped chuckling, Meira leaned in, and asked her, "So where are you from?"

"Somewhere down south, a small town, you've never heard of it."

"How small?"

"It doesn't even have a post office. Real small ..."

"That's small! I thought every town had a post office!"

"Well, it used to. The government recently cut funding, and now it's a saloon."

"A saloon?"

"Yes, lots of people drink in my town. Not many can read. Typical redneck town ..."

Meira really liked Karolina because Karolina made her laugh, and Meira wanted to find out more about her. Karolina had curves and Meira liked plus-sized women.

"Are you married?" Meira asked.

"Yes, the last time I checked. My husband has a tendency to disappear for days at a time. He drinks, you see ..."

Karolina was an English major at school and wanted to become a writer. She wanted to write the great American novel, her and a thousand others. She grew up in Miami and learned to speak Spanish. She loved the beaches in Miami, and the Everglades, but she needed to go somewhere where she could hang out with real people. Like the common man. All she met in Miami were drug dealers and retirees from the north.

She did the research, checking out towns in the deep south, like towns that Erskine Caldwell wrote about. She was fascinated by West Virginia. Rents were dirt cheap and she could write trashy novels and earn enough to keep going. She married Hendry , an industrial engineer, a guy who did time and motion studies for a small manufacturing plant. When he published his findings to management, that people were goofing off, he received death threats and was forced to leave town. He got a job at the saloon tending bar.

His libido was almost gone and he sought comfort in hookers. Even they couldn't do much for him, plus they were expensive. He thought about working as a butler, but he didn't have a British accent, and there were no openings for butlers in the boondocks. As a last resort he applied to Walmart, about 5 miles from home. Even Walmart rejected him. He went into a deep depression and refused to talk to anyone.

Karolina was almost in tears as she elaborated on her unhappy marriage with Hendry.

"Yes, I know the type," Meira said. "I know lots of women in your shoes. They get romanced by a big cock, get married, and then find out the guy's a loser."

She was interested in Karolina's story, about her marriage, and hoped to get to know her better. "Ch*ldren?" Meira asked.

"Yes, Hendry has a daughter from a previous marriage. His daughter left home after Hendry tried to fu#k her. And I have a son."

"And your son?"

"He's still home. He tries to fu#k me every chance he gets, but so far he hasn't succeeded."

"Because you won't let him?"

"Not exactly. I would let him, but he's clueless. He's a virgin. He's dumb about women. You know, a woman likes a guy who knows what he's doing ..."

Meira had to agree, nodding as if she had a lot of experience. Meira had dated a good looking guy for a few months and dumped him when she found out he was gay.

"So your love life isn't --"

"I prefer women," Karolina interrupted. "Not just any woman. I like intelligent women, a woman who's sweet. I don't care for butch types!" Karolina gave Meira a special smile, fluttering her lashes.

"In my line of work, I meet lots of women who prefer women," Meira related, trying to appear professional. "Actually most of them are married. That's why they prefer women. They made bad choices."

"Are you with anyone now?" Karolina asked.

"Yeah. You!"

Karolina chuckled. "Cute!"

"Yeah, thanks." Meira removed a cigarette from a silver cigarette case.

"Oh, do you smoke?"

"No, I don't ..."

"But --"

"It's a prop. Like in B movies, people smoke a lot. Actually, they are forced to smoke, because it gives them something to do ... crappy dialogue."

"Very interesting."

"Like in a love scene. A guy has sex with a woman, and he lights up a cigarette. After he finishes, that is ..."

Karolina was listening.

"He never smokes when he's fu#king the girl."

"Right."

"Did you notice nobody smokes in p@rn?" Meira was thinking aloud. "Not cool ... p@rn actors are smart. Besides, they're too preoccupied to smoke ..."

"I never thought of that ..."

"Hardly any dialogue. Just action."

"Yeah."

"When the guy cums, he pulls his cock out and she has to swallow it ..."

"Yuck!"

"The scene is over. Nobody smokes ..." She neglected to mention drugs.

"That's a good point!"

Meira put her cigarette case back into her purse.

"What's your son's name?"

"Denny. He's twenty two. He's still in high school ..."

"Really? How come? Was he held back?"

"It's a long story. He wanted to go to college but the closest community college is 200 miles away."

"OK ..."

"He's a good looking guy, not quite six feet tall, and slim. He graduated from high school. He took the college course -- you know, like he took Latin, chemistry, history. Lots of useless stuff. Nobody speaks Latin anymore."

"Yes, that's true."

"He tried to find work in construction and they were looking for electricians, plumbers, carpenters ..."

"I can see where you're going with this."

"So I told him to stay in school until he learned something useful. Otherwise he'd be home all day, trying to get into my pants."

"Speaking of which, let me buy you a drink!"

They both headed for the lounge, right off the lobby. There were a few salesmen, nursing beers, pretending to be reading the Wall Street Journal.

They found a booth in a corner. They sat across from each other, and when a cute waitress came over, Meira ordered scotch on the rocks for both of them.

"She's got a nice ass," Meira said.

"So how's your love life?" Meira looked at Karolina, making good eye contact.

"It could be better," Karolina said, smiling at Meira in a nice way.

"That's usually the case. Women never get enough."

"I'm so fu#king horny, I could groan."

"Really? How horny are you?" Meira wanted to know.

"I can't start the day without masturbating."

"Not unusual. Everybody does it. I do it. Most of my clients do it."

"One day Denny caught me. I was really horny that day! I don't know why. But I was really working it hard. Whimpering, like a puppy."

Meira pictured Karolina and a puppy.

"I was wearing next to nothing -- a thong. My pubes were soaked ..."

Meira pictured Karolina in a thong. Soaked.

"I was orgasming over and over, humping my ass off the bed ... I must have scared Denny!"

Meira pictured Denny, google-eyed, staring at Karolina.

"Then I squirted! I hardly ever squirt," she confessed. "I almost hit Denny!"

"Ohmygod!"

Karolina was re-living the incident in her mind. "He bolted down the hallway and almost ran out the front door. He ran into the UPS guy!"

Karolina was shaking her head. "Denny is clueless!"

Meira nodded my head. "So you have strong orgasmes ..."

"Very strong. My cunt vibrates and my juices --"

"Yes, I know -- "

"What about you? Do you get horny?????"

"You mean, like right now? I am always horny!"

"Well, aren't we all!"

"I am totally turned-on now! Listening to you telling me about Denny ... did he ever come back?"

"Yes, he apologized. He said I freaked him out. Clueless ..."

"Then what?"

"His fly was open. It was obvious he was playing with himself ..."

"You must have really turned him on."

"It pained me to see him like that. I consoled him."

"How?"

"I fished out his cock. It was hard! Like a fleshy flag pole!"

Meira grinned, her eyes gleamed at the visual.

"And I jerked him off. I just couldn't leave him like that ..."

Meira listened. She was a good listener.

"Just like that? How??"

"I did it slow. I know he likes it slow. It lasts longer and when he shoots -- watch out below!"

They both chuckled.

Meira looked into Karolina's eyes, and that told her what she was feeling. She wanted to hear more from Karolina.

"I'm listening." Meira said. "Tell me more ..."

# # #

Chapter 2

Karolina's Narrative

I have to admit, I was a little tough on Denny. In spite of myself, I had to glance at the crotch of Denny's underwear. He had a huge lump down there and the tip of his cock was visible. Of course, it was leaking and I was sorely tempted to lick it with my tongue.

Denny had an incredible hard-on. It was more unusual when he didn't have an erection, since he spent his free time watching p@rn and eyeballing my ass. His dick seemed to have a sensor built into it; every time I walked into a room, he was staring at me, fisting his dick. And I had to pretend I didn't see it otherwise he'd start whimpering about how much his balls hurt and I had to give him a blow job ...

What is it with men, they have nothing on their minds except getting their rocks off? I wasn't blind, because a woman can smell precum twenty feet away. I was used to having a conversation with his cock because I got more information from his dick, not his eyes. His cock was over ten inches long and it was a thick cock. When fully erect, it looked like a club.

My bosoms were always the first thing Hendry checked out. Mostly because I was sitting down and it's not easy checking out a woman's ass if she's sitting down. When I was at home, I wore tank tops and shorts, and he could tell when I was horny because my areolas were stiff. When I was writing, worked on a sexy novel, I toyed with my areola, especially when the lady in the novel was getting fu#ked. Or eaten. Or having an climax, which is mutually exclusive. When a guy fu#ks you, he usually leaves you hanging and frustrated, so you finish yourself off with your fingers. Of course, the guy doesn't know you faked your climax, because you don't want to crush his fragile ego. Which was most of the time. I wasn't getting any action from my husband because he'd disappeared a week ago. He'd be back, because he always came back.

"Please, Mum," Denny pleaded. He was always pleading, whining because his cock bothered him. I told him to go watch TV or go jogging, but all he wanted to do was gawk at my bosoms, then he'd get hard, and then he'd want to get down on his knees and look at my legs and see if there were any cunt hairs. Of course there were cunt hairs! Does he think I have nothing to do but shave my cunt? Fu#k that!

He stepped closer to me as I sat on the edge of the mattress and he started to slip off his briefs. "I'm so turned on. I promise not to tell Father." He always waited until we got in the bedroom because he knew I'd kick his ass if he bothered me while I was writing.

I tugged his briefs off, letting them fall down his legs to the floor, leaving him naked except for the t-shirt he usually wore. It was his favorite tee, with some fu#king rock group on it. There should be t-shirts with a gigantic cock on it.

I found myself staring at his throbbing affair. His knob was fat and shiny and oozing precum, and his blue-veined shaft bounced and twitched before my eyes. How's that for a visual? Naturally, I'm getting turned on. I felt a wave of lust filtering through my body. Even my ass itched! The urge to put my mouth over his cock was overwhelming. I was thirsty and it wasn't lemonade I wanted.

"Pay attention, Denny," I told him. I licked my lips as I looked at his affair. My mouth always goes dry when I see a big dick.

I wanted to paint a picture for him. You know, about what a woman expects when you start diddling her cunt. Once I start giving you blowjobs, I told him, you'll want a blowjob every time your nuts tingle.

At your age, I'll be giving you a blowjob every ten minutes. I wasn't put on earth to give you blowjobs! Then I had to add, 'not that I'm complaining, because I like sucking dick.' I grinned at him, like after you punish a kid you're supposed to tell him you love him. Something I learned in anger management ...

Being a Casanova brings responsibility, I wanted him to understand. None of this 'find them, fu#k them, and forget them'. That's macho bullshit, a tweet from a birdbrain, a mind fart that only stinks and has no merit. Should I go on?

I wanted to see if he was paying attention. Obviously he was wanking as I talked. It wasn't that he was being disrespectful. He was in a rut! He nodded. 'Yeah, I think so.'

I continued to fondle his balls. Like a pacifier, you know. His balls are hairless but big, like turkey eggs. Do turkeys have eggs?

"But it hurts, Mum," Denny said with this goofy expression on his face. "I hear what you're saying, but my nuts are killing me!" He stepped even closer, his swollen limb almost an inch from my mouth. "You make my dick harder than it's ever been. I'll get blue balls if I don't come soon!" I could not visualize blue balls. What the fu#k is that?

Suddenly I couldn't stand it any longer. My husband's dick never got this stiff, even when he was really turned on. Which was rarely. My cunt was buzzing, and I needed it bad.

Denny moaned as I held his prick tightly in both hands, squeezing and milking it.

Oh yes, his dick was like an ivory baton, very stiff, I have to admit, like a club. I gave him some tongue action and licked all over the dripping knob of his pecker.

Opening my mouth as wide as I could, I almost choked as I inhaled the first few inches of his prick down my throat.

"OOOOhhhhhhh!" Denny looked down at me, and I could feel his dick grow larger as I gave him a lingual lube job. What does a guy think about when you're blowing him? My head was bobbing up and down as I sucked lightly and then harder, then tickled his balls and then rolled his foreskin up and stretched it to cover his nut. I love foreskin!

Someday he'll remember what I did to him -- his first blowjob. He'll be 85 years old when he'll be using his cock to swat flies and it won't be much good for anything else. When he cums it'll feel like a hiccup and it'll be over. No spurting cum across the room!

I was engrossed with his pulsing tube of flesh, and I could almost feel his heart beat through his glans. He wanted to touch my body, maybe my boobs but he knew I was leaking so heavily it would be like grool, the consistency of paste; he wanted to stick his fingers into my hairy grotto, to use a poetic analogy. So funny ...

When I get really aroused there's an odor, and you can smell it ten feet away. I use Bert's Bees, an apricot cream. It's supposed to mitigate the fishy smell, and every woman I know loves it. It makes your cunt smell sweet. With a woman, I can make her orgasm over and over again, and when her cunt smells like apricot, I become insatiable and lick her until she becomes hysterical ...

Anyway, back to Denny. He was yapping about how good it felt and not to stop, but I knew how to suck dick, and didn't have to be told, because I was enjoying the feeling of power I got from nursing on his affair. I could make him shoot when I was ready for him, usually when my jaws started to ache. I paused with only the knob of his dick between my puckered lips, gurgling shamelessly as I savored the first dick I'd sucked in weeks. I knew the sucking noise was something he liked, so I sucked up a storm and made him writhe, with my thumb up his ass. I hadn't sucked that many dicks, but it wasn't rocket science, as they say. I wasn't a whore so I wasn't sucking cocks for a living. I considered myself a writer, with dicksucking my hobby. I didn't need to suck dick morning, noon, and night. Christ, I have a life!

I pulled on his affair, slapped it, and jerked on it. I used his precum to smear his knob, and he sucked in air when I did it. I milked and squeezed his thick limb, coaxing up the flood of jizz that would soon erupt from his bloated nut sac.

Tenderly, voraciously, I sucked his prick and then alternated by rolling it between my fingers like dough. I was creative because every woman does it different and I wanted him to remember his first time.

"AAAAAhhhhhh, fu#k!" Denny's face contorted with lust as his dick grew gradually stiffer in my hot mouth.

My left hand dropped between Denny's thighs, toying with his wrinkled testicles. At the same time, my right gripped the very base of his prick, squeezing and holding it in position as my mouth slobbered over his velvet affair.

I pursed my lips, drawing in my cheeks as I applied as much suction as possible to his rampant dick. I began to roll my tongue all over the purple knob of his dick, lapping up every drop of precum oozing from his narrow cum slit.

"I think I'm gonna come now!" he gasped. He pulled my hair like I was a Raggedy Ann doll, and began to rock his hips as he stood before the bed, eagerly fu#king my face with the thick fleshy tool.

When he finally came, I was ready. Inhaling deeply, I pushed my head down hard, stuffing as much of Denny's dick as possible down my throat. I felt my cunt respond as his dick throbbed violently, spurting over and over until he had emptied himself. My mouth was filled with the creamy goo, and I was trying to swallow it without gagging.

I did what a woman does when she needs to come -- dropped one hand between my legs, frantically fingering my clit, feeling it swollen and delighting in the tugging action I was giving my love bud.

Now you have to understand, Denny was a pig. He was still hard and wanted more action. I know he wanted to fu#k me, to take his cherry. But I was burning up. First, I needed to piss. I wasn't about to make a trip to the bathroom so I told him to get down there and lick my cunt. He did, and as soon as I felt his tongue I pissed all over him. Naturally he was surprised, taken aback, shocked, that I would do such a thing. But, he had a lot to learn about women!

I told him it was called golden showers, and a lot of politicians like it, when you piss on their faces. It defiles them, but they deserve it, because it's part of the job description. Get elected to Congress, do nothing except get on a committee and let people piss on your face.

Denny took it like a man, as they say. He was lucky because my bowels were rumbling and I didn't want to shit at that point in time. That would have been a little over the top!

Men think it's a woman's job to suck their dirty pecker and then smile happily as the stud turns over and goes to sleep. Maybe the guy might stick his wiener up your ass for a prelude, but you usually have to swallow his spunk when he's through. I prefer to have a woman's soft tongue any day, and three or four fingers up my cunt. Not to forget ass play. I love having my ass licked.

He wanted to fu#k me. I told him to save it for next time, because it was too much too soon. Of course he went back to his room and I heard him wanking away, but fu#k him! I didn't plan on baby sitting him forever so I told him to find himself a girl friend and check back with me when he does.

About a month passed and he asked me if he could bring Vini home for dinner. I was at a sticking point in my novel, and I was delighted. I assumed he'd show up with some teenager, maybe a bit younger than himself. Well, when Vini walked in, you could have knocked me over when a feather! She was a bit older than myself, early 40's, but I wasn't about to ask her how old she was. She looked like someone's wife and I hoped we weren't going to have trouble.

It turned out she was married to a Chevron truck driver who was on the road most of the time. She said she was desperate for something to do so she decided to take classes in plumbing. She knew that's where the men were. And that's where she met Denny, when they were learning how to install garbage disposals.

Denny told her about me, and I didn't expect him to get into intimate details but when he related how I told him stuff about a woman's needs, she was fascinated. Obviously the men she knew, mostly truck drivers, didn't know squat about a woman's needs. They were all married I said, and probably got their rocks off from hookers at truck stops.

Vini, a bubbling brunette, had long legs and you could tell she must have taken a lot of ballet. She had well developed calf muscles and a gorgeous ass. We were chatting like old friends until Denny figured he'd make his move. She was sitting between us on the sofa, and we were watching some dumb game show. It was after dinner. Her skirt had slipped well up over her thighs, and her legs were slightly apart. She was wearing thigh-highs and Denny was running his hand up and down her leg, and if she wasn't getting turned on, I knew I was. Watching a woman get felt up is very arousing.

He keep up his massage and she opened her legs wider and I swear, I could smell her pussy. She must have been leaking pretty heavily and he was trying to jam his fist up her cunt. He was in her snatch and even with the TV on, I could hear the sloshing in her cunt. He was working her over pretty good. In fact, she was leaning on my shoulder, with her legs spread open, and breathing pretty heavy. She grabbed my hand with her left hand, and her fingers were squeezing me very tight. She must have orgasmed because she groaned and then she shuddered.

Now, I don't know about you, Meira, but when I go to dinner somewhere and meet someone for the first time, I would never sit there and let someone frig me until I come. That's not done in polite society!

Denny must have been watching a lot of p@rn, because I never taught him to eat cunt. We'd gone as far as blowjobs and I'd jerked him off a few times. But it wasn't before long, he had Vini's skirt up over her hips and had his face buried between her legs. I could see the white flesh over the top of her stockings. I am an old fashioned girl. None of this shaved cunt crap! She was very hairy and so we were a lot alike. She looked over at me while Denny was having her for dessert, munching away, and her eyes flickered in a spiritual way, you know, looking up as if she expected an angel to lift her up into a paradise of eternal climaxic bliss. By then I figured she wouldn't last much longer. She was orgasming in one long, drawn out climax, and she was about to empty her bladder at Denny.

He was using his fingers in her slit, and he was lapping at her clit with his tongue, and she was howling like a banshee. Fu#k! The game show stunk, and I was thinking about getting myself off too, but didn't want to break up the fun they were having. Vini was getting so turned I could tell she was ready to squirt. You know, she was breathing funny, and her hips were vibrating, and I figured it was time to get a towel ...

Given Denny knew a thing or two about licking cunt, he didn't have the finesse that I would have used on her. She knew that! That's why she was holding my hand the way she was, sending me signals, not Morse code and shit like that, but her soft, wet palm told me she wanted me. I elbowed Denny away from her open thighs and dived in, savoring the pungent odor of her love niche.

Her outer lips were flaps, and her inner lips were open so I saw pink. Lots of pink. A very moist pink, the kind you get when your juices trickle down your thighs. I loved her dark cunt hair, wet, a nice contrast to the pink. Her clit was exposed, stiff, and over an inch long. I could see it clearly and fastened my lips to it. I sucked it, and it spoke to my lips, as it grew fatter. I wanted to grab her areolas but she was very close, her vaginal lips being wide open like that.

# # #

Are you alright, Meira? Your eyes have glazed over! I'm almost where Vini let go with a tremendous blast of ejaculate. Shit! Good thing I had the towel! Ready to enter the fray, I had whipped off my soaked undies and continued the action that Vini was receiving. I was hoping she would return the favor before I had to call 911.

#####

At this point, Meira had to stop Karolina. Meira herself was very wet, and she wondered if she should made an exit for the ladies' room. She had already fingered himself through two climaxs and she was close to coming again. Karolina look weird, her eyes were wide open, excited, as she was emptying all the garbage from her memory into Meira's head, except at this point, Meira was dull, not listening any more. She was saturated, numb, and was frantically looking for that cute waitress. Karolina had her hand between her own legs, and you didn't need a therapist to figure out what she was doing. The table where they were sitting emitted a heavy odor of pussy. The waitress had re-appeared with a can of Fabreze, and sprayed the booth with air fresher; two salesmen at the bar applauded ... 
 
   
  
 

 BOOK3: 
 
    
Reunion

Giannis parked the car down the side of the house before climbing out and retrieving his suitcase from the boot of the vehicle. Looking around him, he felt as though nothing had changed, he had driven through the town and into the village, all of it looking exactly as it did the day he left and he wondered if anyone had actually missed him whilst he had been away. He had graduated from university at 21 with a degree in engineering but had decided to take a year's break and travel. That year had turned into two as he travelled and worked his way around most of Europe, not being bothered what jobs he did, content to earn enough to fund his travel and subsistence.

He had met up with a young woman called Gail on his travels and eventually a relationship had developed between them which had lasted for most of the time he had been away. It had only ended when he had returned to their rented flat one afternoon, to find her in bed with someone else. Moving out the same day, Giannis had continued on his own until a month later when he had received a phone call from his mommy. She had been distraught, his stepdaddy James worked in the construction industry and there had been an accident at work, and he had been killed. Giannis had immediately booked a return flight, arriving in the early hours of the morning he had rented a car and had then driven for the last six hours to reach home.

Glancing at his watch, he noted it was just before ten o'clock, he'd made good time on his journey and the day was turning out to be half decent, the sun already high in the sky. It was warm outside, not as warm as when he climbed on the plane earlier, but still a comfortable temperature. Lifting the handle of his suitcase, he trundled it behind him as he made for the rear entrance and let himself in. Leaving his case in the utility area, he went through the kitchen and dining room, heading for the lounge when his mommy intercepted him, rushing forward and throwing her arms around him and kissing his cheek.

'Welcome home,' she said. 'Look at you, I'm sure you have grown.'

Giannis had filled out while he had been away, most of the jobs he got had been manual work and his body was now toned and bronzed from being outside all the time. Rosaura his mommy looked just the same to him, albeit he now stood taller than she was. She made them both a drink before going through to the lounge where she told him about the accident. James had been helping erect some steelwork in high winds, it should never have happened, but somehow a large girder had come detached and had crashed into him, killing him instantly. She was crying now, Giannis wrapping his arms around her as he cuddled her close to him until the tears finally stopped.

He felt sad for her, realizing that it did not have the same impact on himself, he had liked James, but he was only his stepdaddy, his mommy had got pregnant at 15 and his real daddy had just disappeared. He was five when his mommy married James, but Giannis could never bring himself to call him 'Father'. Giannis had nothing against him, he had been good to both he and his mommy, making sure they had everything they needed, it was just a personal thing he thought. Making sure she was OK, he took his case up to his room, again it was the same as the day he had left it, his mommy throwing nothing away in the event, that he would one day require it again. He unpacked his meagre possessions, putting stuff into cupboards and drawers before going back downstairs to be with her. He would need to find himself a job he decided, asking her if they could manage until he found something to help pay the bills.

'It's all right for the moment,' she told him. 'There is enough money in the accounts for the foreseeable future, but there is going to have to be an inquest and an investigation into what happened and I've also been advised to see a solicitor. 'I've been told it will be a while yet before the body is released, so I'm not sure yet when to organize the funeral.' The words had all come out in a rush.

The tears came again as she felt the weight of it all bearing down on her, and for the second time that day, he held her close and comforted her. Early evening, they had a meal, but she only picked at her food, hardly eating anything while he was ravenous, feeling slightly embarrassed eating his food while she only picked at hers, pushing it around her plate. Giannis retired early, he had been awake nearly twenty-four hours and exhaustion was finally catching up with him as he undressed and got into bed naked. He heard his mommy come up about thirty minutes later and then must have drifted off because when he next woke, he could hear her sobbing in her room. Rooting through his drawers, he found an old pair of pyjama bottoms and pulled them on before going to her room and tapping on her door. She seemed glad he was there as he slid into bed next to her and pulled her close, holding her tight until she finally drifted off to sleep.

It was fairly late in the morning when he next opened his eyes, his mommy still curled against him fast asleep, her leg draped over his groin and laying atop his morning erection whilst her arm lay across his chest. Carefully, he tried to extricate himself without disturbing her, but with the way she was laying across him, it was nearly impossible. He didn't want her to wake and feel his erection, so gently tried to move her leg, she murmured in her sleep, her hand lazily stroking his chest before she suddenly planted a kiss on it, still fast asleep. He lay motionless, she must be dreaming that it was her husband led next to her he thought, not wanting to cause any embarrassment if she felt what was under her leg.

Giannis tried to move her again, eliciting another long drawn out murmur, her hand this time rubbing at his areola. He shook her shoulder gently, trying to rouse her and watching as she slowly came awake. It took her several minutes until she must have suddenly realized that the person next to her in the bed was her son, her leg, swiftly withdrawn from his groin.

'I need to get up mum, would you like a cup of tea?' He asked her.

Rosaura nodded her head, keeping her eyes closed until he had risen and left the room. Once he had disappeared, she opened her eyes, feeling ashamed of herself, knowing she couldn't tell him the truth yet. Things at home had not been rosy over the last couple of months, ever since she had found out James was having an affair and he had moved into the spare room for the time being. Her tears had been because she was feeling sorry for herself and not necessarily for her cheating husband.

In her semi-conscious state, she had forgotten that it was Giannis in her bed, she was just happy to have someone next to her again until her leg registered the solid lump of flesh beneath it and sent signals to her fanny. It was only then that she remembered about her son, quickly withdrawing her leg but the sensation still lingered on her flesh. He returned several minutes later after having relieved himself and placed a cup of tea on her bedside table.

'I'm just going to grab a shower mum while you have your brew,' he said and with that, he disappeared again. Giannis never gave the incident a second thought, she was his mommy, and if she did realise, she was probably too embarrassed to say anything.

That first week passed slowly, it was still early in the year and the short sunny spell had not lasted long before normal temperatures resumed. Giannis was not one for sitting around doing nothing, but at the same time, he did not want to leave her alone. At least she had stopped breaking into tears he thought to himself and he had not heard her during the night since that first occasion.

It was nearly a month before the investigation was completed and the inquest was to be held the following week. Giannis had promised to be there and hold her hand during the proceedings. It took several days to get through, with the coroner finally coming to a verdict of negligence by the company James worked for. Rosaura had an appointment with her solicitor the next day and the body was finally released so that she could make arrangements for the funeral. Another week passed, the service and cremation were planned for later the following week and Giannis helped his mommy finalise the details.

He had been out and bought himself a black suit, white shirt and black tie, the clothes he had returned with had been mostly jeans, shorts and t-shirts. The morning of the funeral, he had showered and shaved before going downstairs and having his breakfast. As he returned upstairs to get ready, he passed his mommy's bedroom door which was slightly ajar, stopping as his eyes caught sight of her, stood in front of her full-length mirror in only her black bra and undies, it was probably only seconds but felt like minutes as he gazed at her, taking in her still pert bottom and her slim figure. She turned slightly as she checked herself, giving him a side view of her full boobs and slightly rounded stomach before he came to his senses with a jolt and carried on to his room.

Rosaura breathed in, finding that she had been holding her breath, the reflection in the mirror had caught him stood just outside her door as he looked at her and she could tell that he was appraising her body. Secretly, it had sent a thrill through her and she scolded herself for being a wanton woman, what was she thinking of, letting her son see her half-naked.

With the funeral over, life started to return to normal, but Giannis was beginning to go stir crazy feeling that he was trapped in the house. As May arrived, the weather perked up and sunshine was predicted for the following week.

'I'll tell you what mum,' he had started, 'If its nice next week, let's take a picnic and go to the beach.'

Rosaura had readily agreed, the rental car had been collected shortly after Giannis had arrived home and James's car was sat in the garage, having not moved since his death.

'That's a good idea, the car could probably do with a run and it's about time I started to get out and about again,' Rosaura replied.

You could tell by Tuesday of the following week that the day was going to be a scorcher. Rosaura was in the kitchen making sandwiches and salad as Giannis backed the car out of the garage and checked the oil and water. The engine sounded fine and the tank was nearly full as he revved it a few times before switching everything off. He got several windbreaks from the garage before going indoors and collecting towels and blankets, his mommy called to say the hamper was ready and could go in the boot while she went and changed.

By nine-thirty they were out on the road, it was only about a thirty-minute drive to the coast and the early morning traffic had now dissipated. They kept the car windows down all the way to the beach and he was glad to see that his mommy had perked up and was once more chuckling. Parking the car up, he went and bought a ticket before lugging the hamper and windbreaks down onto the soft warm sand, his mommy following behind with the blankets and towels. He set the windbreaks up, creating a small space where she could get changed, while he was content to just wrap a towel around his waist and strip off, he had been on beaches abroad where he would have just stood there naked.

When Rosaura emerged, Giannis was surprised, he had expected a one-piece swimsuit, but instead, she wore a bright yellow bikini. Her skin was probably still a bit pale for such a bright colour, but he had to admit she looked stunning. As they applied lotion he glanced up and down the beach, it was busy enough without being overcrowded, everyone having enough room for privacy. They spent the first hour and a half basking in the sun, turning frequently so as not to burn. Giannis was fine, his body already sporting a dark tan, but he kept an eye on his mommy, starting to see her colouring already.

The day was getting hotter when he decided he needed a dip in the sea to cool off. 'I'm just going for a swim mum' he told her as he got to his feet.

Rosaura shaded her eyes as she watched him move towards the water's edge, his shoulders wide and tapering down to his slim hips and waist. She could see the muscles in his back and arms move as he walked away from her, he had turned into a handsome young man she thought, his dark skin making him stand out from the others on the beach. Raising herself onto her elbows she looked left and right, noting that he had already attracted the gaze of several women on the beach, both old and young.

Giannis waded out before diving beneath the surface, coming back up almost immediately, he had forgotten that the sea temperature in this country was different than abroad and it was freezing. Giving himself a couple of minutes to acclimatise, he struck out, swimming about twenty yards offshore before turning parallel with the beach and swimming a couple of hundred yards along its length. Rosaura watched as he disappeared beneath the surface, coming back the way he had gone when he next appeared. He was a strong swimmer, his arms and legs powering him through the water until he drew level with her once more.

She watched as he made his way back up the beach, his wet swim shorts clinging to his body, her eyes continually drawn to the bulge evident in his groin. Glancing around again, she grinned to herself as she noted even more women's eye's watch Giannis's return. She could not help but smirk as he grabbed a towel and dried himself, looking at her expression he asked, 'What's so funny?'

Rosaura chuckled like a schoolgirl, 'Just glance around casually, you seem to have developed a fan club I think.' If it hadn't been for his tan, she suspected he would have been blushing.

He applied more lotion and lay back down, allowing the heat to dry him completely as he soaked up the sun's rays. He was starting to get peckish and sat up, reaching for the picnic basket.

'Are you ready for some food?' he asked his mommy.

She sat up and put her sunglasses on, 'I'm just going to have a quick dip, will you set it out?' She said to him as she set off across the warm sand. Giannis watching her bottom wiggle as she went to the water's edge. He set everything out on a blanket as he awaited her return, noting that as she came back towards him, the sea had made her bikini slightly transparent and the cold water had certainly affected her areolas, which now resembled a couple of church coat pegs. Also noticeable was the darker pubic area between her legs as he jumped up and offered her a couple of towels smirking all the while.

Now it was Rosaura's turn to ask, 'What?'.

'Your bikini is see-through,' he told her smugly, watching her turn bright red as she threw the towels around herself.

Giannis couldn't help but smile, she looked as pretty as a picture and at her age, her figure was still eye-catching. She kept the towels around her while she ate, conscious that for a second time, she had displayed her body to her son. She had originally picked out a black one-piece swimming costume, but on a whim had delved into her drawers to find the bikini she had bought years before, not wanting to appear too mumsy in his eyes.

With the sandwiches eaten, they settled back again as the morning became afternoon, Rosaura at one point, laying on her front, asked him to rub some lotion into her back. She immediately regretted her request as his hands slid across her skin, generating a sensation in the pit of her stomach that threatened to move lower. Finally, it began to cool down as they packed up their belongings and carried them back to the car. Neither of them could be bothered getting changed and so drove home, dressed as they were, Rosaura enjoying the attention of passing motorists.

They had emptied the boot and put everything away when Giannis asked, 'Fancy going down to the pub for a drink?'

Rosaura agreed, 'Just give me time to have a shower and get changed,' she said dashing upstairs. She called him once she had finished so that he too could refresh himself and get changed, emerging from her bedroom a short while later in a white shoulder-less dress.

Giannis came out of his room in a polo shirt and chino's stopping to give his mommy the once over, 'You look gorgeous, but I would add a cardigan if I were you, the white strap marks spoil the look.'

Returning to her room she checked in the mirror once more, she hadn't noticed them, but now that he had pointed them out, she understood what he meant. Giannis meant it as a joke as she was grabbing her cardigan.

'You need to go topless tomorrow if you want them to disappear,' he quipped with a smile.

Rejuvenation

They'd had a very pleasant evening down in the village, up to a point, even though Giannis had been back nearly two months, folk did not realise he was home. Rosaura was not enamoured by the number of young women who decided to stop and chat with him, even her female friends when they arrived, seemed more focused on Giannis than they were with her. If Rosaura hadn't have known better, she would have considered that she was feeling jealous with all the attention he was receiving. As the evening progressed, she drank more each time another female approached, until by closing time her head was beginning to spin.

The walk home helped a little and even though Giannis chatted away, she wasn't in the mood for conversation, saying very little until they reached home. Once indoors, she sorted through her CD collection putting a disc in the player.

'Come and dance with me,' she slurred slightly, holding her arms out.

Giannis humoured her, imagining that she was still missing his stepdaddy. The music was slow, and she found herself clinging to him, her groin grinding against his as they moved sensually around the room. She lifted her head, looking into his face, and then on impulse, kissed him.

It wasn't the first time he had been kissed by his mommy, she would often give him a peck on the cheek, occasionally, maybe a brushing of lips, but this was not a mommy's kiss, this was a woman's kiss. Rosaura suddenly recoiled in horror, appalled at what she was doing and embarrassed as she was sure she had felt a stirring in his groin. Giannis was dumbfounded as she fled the room, hearing her running up the stairs and then the slam of her bedroom door as she flung it shut behind her. He turned off the music and switched off the lights before going up and knocking on his mommy's door, but got no answer, and when he tried the handle, he found the door locked. He had wanted to apologise, having forgotten for a moment that it was his 'mum', who he had his arms around. He had picked up the scent of her perfume, the smell of shampoo on her hair and the warmth of her body pressed against him. Having now gone without for the last few month's, the most natural thing in the world happened, as he felt himself start to harden. No wonder she had looked shocked and fled the room, she must think her son a pervert.

Giannis woke, sensing that someone was sat on the edge of his bed.

Rosaura spoke softly, almost a whisper, 'I'm so sorry. I don't know what came over me, you must be disgusted that I tried to kiss you'.

Giannis wasn't in the least disgusted, 'It's OK mum, you've had a bad time, and then tonight you have drunk a bit too much, you probably just imagined you were dancing with James.

'Anyway, I can confirm that you are nice to kiss.' He finished with a laugh, trying to inject some humour into the conversation. It was only then that she told him what had previously taken place, he could sympathise with her, hadn't he also suffered the same fate.

He could hear her crying softly as he reached out, placing his hand on hers and trying to offer her some comfort.

'I would invite you into my bed, but I'm currently naked,' he told her, astonished when she told him to move over and slid in beside him.

Even though he could not see her in the darkened room, he sensed that her face was close to his and that she was looking at him. Giannis purposely kept a space between their bodies aware that he was naked, and that if he got too close, something unexpected may happen. They lay there in silence, as though she was waiting for something to happen, and then much to his surprise, he kissed her, at first, tentatively, but then as she responded, the kiss became more sensual as she closed the distance between them, pushing her body, still covered by a dressing gown and nightdress, against his.

Rosaura felt warm and soft as she pushed her hips and pelvis against his own, even with the clothing she wore, she must be able to feel his dick as it started to expand, he thought to himself, suddenly becoming self-conscious with what was happening in his groin. But either she did not notice or did not care, her hand which had been resting on his chest, started tracing patterns over his bare flesh, her fingers rubbing and arousing his areolas. He breathed in deeply, holding his breath as her hand wandered from his chest and down across his tummy, until suddenly he gasped, the air rushing from his lungs as her fingers encountered the head of his dick and she ran her fingertips around it.

Giannis moaned audibly as her hand took hold of him, 'Holy shit,' he thought, aware that the hand grasping his dick belonged to his mommy, just as the sound left his lips.

No longer was she just holding it, she was slowly masturbating him, his shaft throbbing and twitching as she pulled the skin up and down. She released him momentarily as he felt her sit up, and then a rustle of clothing as he presumed, she got rid of her dressing gown and nightdress. His assumption was confirmed when she slid back under the covers, pressing herself against him, and he felt her bare boobs, pushing against his chest. Her hand returned to his groin and her purchase on his dick, as she masturbated him once more. Giannis reciprocated as his hand went to her boobs, cupping each soft full orb in turn and running her areolas between his finger and thumb, thus bringing both erect.

Now it was Rosaura's turn to groan softly as began to arouse her, she too was holding her breath as his hand moved down over her stomach, stroking her soft curves and then pausing as his fingers reached her pubic hair. Giannis could feel that she kept it very short and manicured, not much more than a soft downy stubble, his hand continued with his mommy finally letting out a gasp, as he touched her cunt, the lips already open and moist with her juice. He teased her incessantly until finally, he slid his finger into her pussy as she swore loudly.

At first, it felt strange to him as he was still thinking in terms of her being his mommy, he had touched his mommy's boobs and areolas had run his hand over her pubes and he was now fingering his mommy while she was tossing him off, could anything be more bizarre. But the more he touched her and the greater his arousal, the more he thought of her as a woman, doing things to her that he knew she would enjoy. Rosaura groaned pleasurably as his fingers continued to sink into her flesh and she felt herself drawing closer, and then dragging him on top of her as she demanded that he fu#k her.

Giannis knelt between her thighs as she pleaded with him, 'I want you to fu#k me, please fu#k me, Giannis.'

It sounded strange to hear his mommy utter those words to him, but he was happy to do as she asked as he pushed the tip of his dick against her fanny and then plunged it deep inside her. Rosaura groaned as he filled her, her passageway expanding to accommodate him as their groins pressed together. He carried on kneeling, slowly rocking back and forwards as his shaft slid in and out of her fanny, Giannis wanted more, at the moment, she was a shadowy form on his bed, the room too dark to make out any features and he desperately wanted to see her.

Leaning over her, he whispered in her ear, Rosaura murmuring her consent as she felt him reach out sideways and fumble for his bedside lamp, And then the room was lit by a subdued light and he was able to gaze down at her perfect form. 'Oh god, she is gorgeous,' he said to himself, viewing her long hair fanning out across the pillow, perfectly framing her beautiful face. Her boobs still kept their shape and firmness, twin peaks that rose from her chest, both topped with a dark erect areola.

As his gaze ran down her body, he was surprised to see that she carried not one ounce of fat. 'She had certainly taken care of her self,' he thought as his eyes reached her perfectly manicured bush and the sight of his dick buried deep inside her quim.

'Do I pass muster?' She chuckled, both pleased and amused with the changing expressions across his face, if she had been unsure before, she knew for certain now, that he found her attractive. Giannis's reply was to increase his impetus, his dick sliding into her fanny with greater momentum and causing her to groan louder. Rosaura was so close now, it had been a while since she had last had sex, and it had not taken her son long to bring her to a fever pitch. She wanted to wait until he was ready, so urged him on, begging him to fu#k her fast and hard.

Giannis needed no second bidding, it had also been a while for him, and like his mommy, he was reaching the point of no return. Leaning forward on his arms, his hips became a blur as he shagged her, and was quickly rewarded as she thrashed beneath him, her body going taut and her fingers digging into the sheet as she orgasmed, followed seconds later as she cried out again and called his name, his dick twitching rapidly inside her and then jerking as his cum spurted deep inside her pussy.

It was the only time that night that they made love, it was late, and they were both sated and exhausted, falling asleep in each other's arms. Rosaura was the first to awake the next morning, turning on her side and looking at her son, still sleeping soundly on the opposite side of the bed. She had an urge to touch his skin and run her hands over his muscular chest, but instead, she lifted the covers gently and peered down at his morning erection, an instant thrill springing forth between her legs.

Giannis was slowly coming awake as he turned his head and squinted at his mommy, a smile suddenly appearing on his face, 'You look pleased with yourself' he murmured, raising his arms above his head and stretching.

'Do you regret last night?' she asked, wondering what was making him smile.

He shook his head, 'Not at all, but there is one thing.'

Rosaura looked worried and nervous for a second until he continued, 'Next time we fu#k, do you mind if I call you by your name, it doesn't feel right saying 'mum' under those circumstances?' Rosaura looked relieved and then her face broke into a broad grin, he wanted to fu#k her again, and he was teasing her, Giannis getting a playful slap in retaliation as she pounced on him.

They were up, dressed and breakfast was finished when Rosaura announced that she was going into town, Giannis asking if she wanted company.

'Not today thanks, I have some women things to do,' and with that, she donned a jacket and collected some bags before going out and setting off in the car. Giannis was at a bit of a loss, it was a nice day and he had thought they may visit the beach again, but without a vehicle, there was not much he could do. He went out and had a walk around the village, chatting to a few of the folk that he knew, but because it was still mid-week, most people were at work.

Bored, he made his way home, it was too nice to be inside, so took a large blanket and went down to the far end of the garden, spreading it out on the lawn. Returning indoors, he stripped off, donning just a pair of shorts and flip-flops as he went back outside and lay down on the blanket. He opened the bottle of lotion, rubbing it into his skin, even with a suntan, it was still possible to burn, he thought, as he idly opened a chilled bottle of beer he had brought with him, drinking half the contents before placing it to one side and laying down under the hot sun.

Even on such a glorious day, Giannis was finding it difficult to settle, fidgeting all the while, he was used to working, and if not, he would be on the move and travelling, sitting around like this was starting to get him down, and especially being alone. It was mid-afternoon before he heard a car pull up at the side of the house, expecting his mommy to come around the rear.

The sun was in his eyes as he raised his hand to shield them, gazing at the strange woman who had appeared, it certainly wasn't his mommy he decided, perhaps one of her friends. She waved to him as she kicked off her high heels and headed in his direction, surely it couldn't be one of her friends, she looked far too young, maybe only a couple of years older than he was.

Her face lit up in a broad grin as she neared him and his mouth dropped open in shock, 'Fu#king hell, Mum, pardon my French, is it you?' He asked.

Gone was her long flowing locks, in its place was a boys style cut, highlighting the shape of her face and high cheekbones, it looked stylish and extremely sexy with its silvery tint's. Rosaura's off the shoulder top showed an expanse of tanned flesh, surely the result of a spray booth, she hadn't been that colour when she left. Her midriff was bare, his eyes drawn to her belly button which seemed to wink at him as she moved while her legs and hips were encased in a pair of jeans that must have been sprayed on.

Her head swivelled as he walked around her, admiring her curves from every angle, he was stunned, anyone that didn't know her would be convinced that she and Giannis were the same age and maybe bro and sis.

'I don't need to ask if you like it,' she said, chuckling all the while. 'You're making it pretty obvious,' she continued, pointing at the growing bulge in the front of his shorts.

He was gobsmacked, 'Mum, you look fantastic and ten years younger, in fact, good enough to eat,' he said with a lascivious look on his face as he advanced on her.

She held her hand out to stop him, 'No way buster, I'm not having you ruin my new clothes. Go and get us some drinks while I get changed'. With that, he watched he sashay back across the grass, heading for the house, her bottom and hips moving from side to side as she walked.

Giannis went and got them both drinks before settling down once more, surprised and thrilled at his mommy's new look, suddenly realizing that it felt exactly like being in a new relationship. He watched as she returned, again wearing her yellow bikini, only this time it looked more spectacular against her tanned skin. Lying next to him on the blanket, she sipped at her glass of wine while he took a swig from his second bottle of beer.

'Will you rub some lotion into me?' she asked, looking around the large garden.

The house was detached, their neighbours at least fifty yards in each direction, with the tree's and large hedge's, the garden, especially at this far end was quite secluded. Giannis put a small amount of lotion on his hands, telling her to lay down.

Rosaura glanced around once more, 'Hold on a minute,' she said with a mischievous smile, reaching behind her back and unfastening her bikini top and casting it to one side.

Giannis immediately wanted to do more than rub lotion into her skin, a prominent bulge having suddenly appeared in the front of his shorts. Rosaura lay back, purposefully propped up on her elbows as she watched her son first oil her shoulders and then quickly work his way to her boobs. She was proud of them, they had kept their shape and even now, she was still able to go braless, it was just that until recently, she'd had no reason to. Giannis took far longer massaging the lotion into her boobs than he had with her shoulders, by the time he moved down to her stomach, her areolas were erect and she was breathing heavily.

She stopped him as he reached her bikini bottoms, a broad grin spreading across her face, slowly she eased them down her legs and casting them next to her top before laying back. Giannis was astounded to see that the spray tan she'd had, covered her completely.

With a wicked grin he poured a little more lotion into his cupped palm, 'Open wide please madam' he quipped as he leant over her.

Realisation

Giannis rubbed the lotion into her hips and legs, leaving between her thighs till last, by the time he reached her fanny, he needed very little oil, Rosaura was wet and moaning loudly as her arousal mounted. Her language and urgings increased as he slid between her open thighs and she felt his breath on her quim, shrieking as his tongue ran firstly over her vagina and then as it pierced her fanny.

Her hips bucked wildly as he lapped at her pussy and she thrust her mound into his face, grinding her privates against his mouth. She momentarily wondered how many young women he had done this too, but quickly succumbed to the pleasure signals coming from her fanny. Giannis's erection, pressing into the ground, was becoming uncomfortable but he did not want to move until he had made Rosaura orgasm. He could tell she was close, her profanities becoming courser and her vocals louder, as he tried another trick to tip her over the edge. Gripping her buttocks firmly, he pulled the cheeks of her arse apart and sank his thumb into her asshole, wriggling it around inside her.

Rosa groaned so loudly that Giannis worried about the neighbours coming to investigate, her body visibly shaking with her climax, her juices splashing across his mouth and face as she came. Raising himself, he took the opportunity to divest himself of his shorts, his dick now free and jutting proudly from his groin before sinking on top of his mommy and ramming his shaft home, thrusting forcefully into her pussy as she was still trying to recover from her initial orgasm.

Rosaura was still in the depths of her climax when she felt her internals expand as Giannis shoved his dick deep inside her pussy, pumping into her at a steady rate as she felt herself on the verge once more.

'Oh, my fu#king giddy aunt,' she was thinking to herself, aware that she going to orgasm again, so soon after the last one. It had been so long since anyone had made love to her in this fashion, strange that it should be her son who was making her feel like a woman again.

And then she was crying out once more as her climax sent pleasure signals to her brain and her body responded to the sensations flooding through her nerves, Giannis slowing, but shagging her enough to make her orgasm last. Rosaura was trying to speak but her mouth refused to work, her brain not processing the words as he bent over her, cupping and squeezing her boobs.

He had her areolas erect as he lowered his mouth to one and then the other, sucking and nipping at the sensitive buds, squashing her boobs at their base and forcing them upwards. Rosaura was passed the stage where she even knew what day it was, her body was in overload as Giannis suddenly began fu#king her frantically, his dick pounding her fanny and making squelching noises with each insertion. She felt herself orgasming again and then stars lit up behind her closed eyelids as she felt his dick jerk inside her pussy and that sudden rush as his spunk coated her insides.

They both lay spread-eagled on the blanket, exhausted after fu#king, their sweat covered bodies slowly drying under the hot sun. Giannis was the first to recover, turning on his side as he gazed up and down his mommy's body, admiring her curves and feeling more for her than just a son's love. She was fit he decided, her haircut had taken years off her and her boobs were magnificent, while she had the very slightest sign of a tummy, most of the young girls nowadays were no different. Her legs were shapely, and he found himself wondering what they would look like in thigh boots, one of his sexual fantasies.

Rosaura was slowly returning to reality, she had never felt so alive as she did at that moment, even though she was well and truly fu#ked. She felt young again, though it was accompanied by an underlying fear, she was falling for her son, it was not just the sex, it was everything about him and the way he treated her, and it scared her. Putting the thoughts to one side, she turned to face him, smiling as she saw the lascivious look on his face, ecstatic that she could still excite someone so much younger than herself.

'Will you take me out this evening?' she asked him, 'Not the village, but into town. 'I fancy going clubbing.' Giannis could not help but smile, wondering how many years it had been since his mommy had last seen the inside of a club, but if that was what she wanted, then he was happy to oblige.

'Rosa, it would be my privilege to take you anywhere to want to go.' More and more he was calling her by her name, whilst in his head, she was still his mum, it was becoming easier just to call her 'Rosa'.

They showered early and had a bite to eat before getting changed, Giannis downstairs dressed and just ordering a cab when he heard her descend. He turned to look at her as he finished on the phone, blown away with her appearance, she was wearing a white dress which was partially transparent, her intimate area's covered by embroidery, it was obvious that she was braless, her areolas making two mounds in the flimsy material. She did a twirl for him as he noticed that she must be wearing a thong because there was definitely no panty line. The dress was short, barely enough to cover her arse and upper thighs.

'I hope the cab comes soon,' Giannis remarked, 'Otherwise you are not going to be wearing that for long or make it out of this house tonight'.

Rosaura couldn't help but laugh, the dress had been bought purposefully to elicit that type of comment and if it hadn't been for the fact that the cab was due, she would have r@ped her son there and then. The sound of a horn outside brought both of them back to reality as they went out and jumped into the back of the vehicle. It deposited them in town as together they went in search of their first bar.

By the third hostelry, Rosaura was enjoying herself, while in the village, everyone would have recognised them, in this part of town they were anonymous, just another couple out enjoying themselves. Between venues, they linked arms and inside the bars, they continually touched each other, occasionally kissing. There was one thing that Rosaura had started to notice and that was the number of envious looks she was getting as they entered each bar. Young women, even when accompanied would look at them when they entered and she could tell by their eyes, that they were sizing Giannis up and wondering what their chances were. Rosaura was not the only one who was noticing the looks they got, Giannis watching as young men appraised the young-looking woman he was with, none of them aware that she was old enough to be any of their mommy's. By the fifth bar, Rosaura's head was beginning to spin, it had been a long time since she had been on a 'pub-crawl' and she needed to pace herself, ordering just a soft drink this time. Eventually, they made their way to a night-club, even though it was a weekday night, it was reasonably busy inside.

Looking around her, she could see that most of the young women were dressed like herself, large amounts of flesh on display as they looked to ensnare a partner, whether for a promised relationship or even a one-night stand. Rosaura studied several of them on the dancefloor for a while until she was confident, she could copy their moves. It wasn't particularly her type of music, but she recognised some of the songs being played and finally dragged Giannis up to dance with her, surprised to find that he wasn't at all bad.

Rosaura was again conscious of the looks that came her son's way when as they made their way back to a booth, they were intercepted by two young women.

'Hi Giannis, what brings you out this way, I haven't seen you for ages.'

He looked surprised for a second, 'Hi Melanie, long time no see, how have you been?'

As they made small talk, it was obvious to Rosaura that if she had not been there, this young woman would by now, have her tongue buried half-way down her son's throat and that made Rosaura jealous.

She slid her arm through her son's and said in her nicest voice, but which contained a hint of menace,

'Hi, I'm Rosaura, I met Giannis while we were both travelling and thought I'd come and see him. You've got to fight to keep hold of a good one when they come along.'

The last bit, and the tone it was delivered in, left Melanie, in no doubt, that if she tangled with this young woman, she would come off second best. There was something about her she realised, some worldly wisdom far beyond her age, which she guessed was maybe a couple of years older than Giannis.

The 2 girls said their goodbyes, disappearing into the crowd as he gave his mommy a look, was he angry at her she wondered. They had another couple of drinks and dances before deciding to call it a night, they had both had a good time, but towards the end, something had changed. The journey home was in silence, both of them lost in their thoughts and perhaps fearing for the worst. Once there, it seemed a forgone conclusion that they would end up in the same bed, but still, the silence persisted.

Giannis was the first to break the silence, 'What happens when you find another man?' he asked, having omitted the final part of the sentence, sensing that the words would come out wrong.

'You mean someone my age,' Rosaura said, 'Probably the same thing that will happen when someone younger and prettier comes along, perhaps someone like Melanie.'

They were both gazing at the far bedroom wall, not wanting to look at each other and it was only when she glanced his way for a second that she noticed the moisture on his cheek.

Turning to him she had to ask, 'Somethings wrong and I need you to tell me, it doesn't matter what it is, I need to know, are you becoming bored with me?'

Giannis shook his head as another tear ran down his cheek, 'It's worse than that,' he said. How could anything be worse than that Rosaura wondered as her stomach lurched, Giannis couldn't say the words? Fearing they would make her angry, 'I've developed feelings for you,' was how he phrased it.

Rosaura was stunned, her fears that evening had been confirmed and she had been ready to take on the two young women who had accosted them. During the journey home, a battle had raged in her head and it was only now that she could admit defeat and face the truth. She wiped the tear away, holding his face softly between her hands,

'I hope you are trying to tell me that you are feeling the same as I am because I can say that I am falling in love with you.' The feeling in the pit of her stomach had gone, replaced instead with a feeling of euphoria as her heart pounded rapidly, especially when her son spoke the words,

'I love you, Rosaura.'

They talked into the early hours about the implications of what they had just admitted to each other, alone and in bed together, the world felt perfect, but unfortunately, they could not stay like this forever. There was a world out there, and it would only take one tiny slip for it all to come crashing down around them. In the village, they could never be more than mommy and son, yes, indoors, they could fu#k each other's brains out, but the moment they stepped outside, they put themselves in danger.

In town, they had been partially invisible, or so they thought, but that night had proved how easy it was for things to change, they had been lucky, the two young women had never met her and knew nothing of Giannis other than they had gone to the same university. But it was not as though folk from the village never went into town, and how long would it be before one day, somebody recognised them in a compromising situation.

Sex was not on the menu that night as they finally fell into an exhausted fitful sleep, Rosaura awaking first the next morning. Slipping on her dressing gown, she quietly tip-toed from the room, going downstairs to make them both a cup of tea as her mind once more puzzled over the conundrum that was their relationship. Yes, Giannis was her son, but presently, he was also her lover and in the future perhaps, even more, she was happy and scared at the same time, he thrilled her and made her feel as she had done twenty years ago but she recognised that it would only take one simple slip for it all to come tumbling down.

She heard the toilet flush upstairs as she prepared the two cups, taking them back upstairs to her bedroom where Giannis was propped up in bed awaiting her return. Placing one on either side of the bed, she climbed onto the mattress, the sight of his dick arousing her as she straddled his hips and teased him by running her fingernails along his shaft. It never failed to amuse her that such a simple touch would have such a rapid result as his dick because erect and jerked continually. Giannis retaliated as his hand slid inside her dressing gown and between her legs, she tried to alter her position to keep him at bay, but eventually, he found his target, parting her vagina and stroking her clitoris.

Rosaura was groaning softly as he touched her, she was trying to concentrate on sliding her hand up and down his shaft, but each time he hit her sensitive spot, she would pause momentarily as waves of pleasure rolled over her. Determined to wrest back control, she slid backwards, away from his hand, and until she had reached his ankles, there she spread his legs and lay between them as she took hold of his dick once more. To Giannis, it felt like someone had attached the pipe from a vacuum cleaner to the end of his shaft as Rosaura's lips formed a perfect seal and she sucked, her tongue tracing patterns over and under the rim of his plump knob.

As her mouth worked its charm, her hand slid up and down his shaft, she could feel the solidness of his cock in its erect state, the veins pulsing over it hot smooth surface as she pulled the skin up and down, exposing the sensitive areas for her tongue to tease. He could not help himself as his hips lifted, in effect, fu#king his mommy's mouth until she considered that he was suitably aroused. Climbing back to her knee's, she once more straddled his hips, only this time, she fumbled for his dick, holding it upright as she impaled herself on it, crying out as it filled her pussy, his balls pushing against her arse.

Towering above him, she was more able to control their fu#king as she eased herself up and down his dick, watching his face and in particular, his eyes as they wandered up and down her body, especially when she discarded her dressing gown, cupped and raised both her boobs and proceeded to lick her areolas, driving Giannis wild as he tried to reach for them.

Rosaura was leaning forward on her arms, her boobs hanging over his face and swinging backwards and forwards as she bounced up and down on his shaft, moaning and panting at the same time. At the last moment, Giannis grabbed her buttocks holding her aloft as he raised his knees, his hips leaving the bed as he pounded her fanny. Rosaura could hear herself crying out loudly as she orgasmed but could do nothing to stop it, especially as she felt his dick give one almighty jerk inside her quim and them his cum hit the back of her tunnel.

Laying together, they dozed again for a short while before either of them found enough energy to get up, shower and dress.

'I may not be able to have him outside yet, but for the moment, when we are indoors, he's mine,' Rosaura thought to herself as she showered, at one point, having to tell her son to 'bugger off' as his head poked around the bathroom door and he leered at her naked body.




Relaxation

During the summer, they had kept themselves occupied, when the weather was nice, they took trips to the beach or even a simple picnic, taken into the open fields and countryside which surrounded the back end of the village. They would occasionally go out into the village, but they were always wary of attracting attention and so behaved as people would expect a mommy and son to behave. They had surreptitiously made love on the beach one afternoon when it had been quieter and had openly got naked and fu#ked out in the open fields away from prying eyes. Once a month, they would go into town and let their hair down, acting the same as every other young couple they encountered, with a fair amount of barmen and doormen starting to recognise them and presuming they were a couple.

But the best time for both of them was when they arrived back home, indoors and in private, they consummated their relationship, neither of them thinking of the other in true terms anymore. Rosa thought of Giannis, not as her son, but as her lover, her soulmate, her other half. For Giannis, occasionally he would forget and call her 'mum', but more or less, he called her 'Rosa' or Rosaura and thought of her more as his girlfriend rather than his parent.

One thing he had discovered about Rosa, was her willingness to participate in anything sexual, no matter the location, so long as there was no fear of being caught.

As she explained to him one day, 'It's not the fear of being caught that bothers me, that is part of the thrill, it's the possibility of being caught by someone who knows who we are and that all we have, would come to an end'.

Giannis knew exactly what she meant, he was in a relationship, it mattered little to him that she was his mommy, he just knew that he loved her more as each day passed.

It was just before Christmas when the phone rang and Rosaura reappeared looking slightly nervous, 'That was my solicitor, they have received an offer of compensation and they want me to go in and see them.'

It was a couple of days later that she took herself off, seemingly to Giannis, that she was gone for hours as he did some of the housework he had promised to do. When she did finally return, she seemed to be in shock, sitting on the couch and staring into space.

At first. Giannis felt worried as she re-told what had been explained to her by the solicitor, it was only when she told him the amount, that his jaw dropped. 'Bloody hell Rosa, that's a serious amount of money, you should never want for anything in the future.'

She asked him if he wanted anything, but Giannis was loath to take any money, it was hers to use wisely. 'I had an idea on the way home,' she told him, 'How would you feel about moving?'

Giannis was puzzled at first, surely, they didn't need a bigger house, 'Move where Rosa?'.

Slowly she explained her thoughts, 'How about we sell this big house, the insurance when James died, paid off what remained of the mortgage. 'I thought perhaps we could buy something smaller, maybe along the coast, about 50 or 60 miles from here. 'It feels good when we go into town and nobody recognises us, I wondered if we moved far enough away, where no one knows us, it would be like starting over, a new life, a new proper relationship. 'Don't say yes or no now, think about it, not just about now, but maybe ten years or even twenty years, I'm going to be an old woman then while you will still be young and I don't want you to be tied to a potential pensioner'.

Giannis did as she asked, waiting until Christmas Eve before sitting her down and giving her his answer,

'I think it's a great idea, I get fed up of having to hide our feelings for each other, so long as we put enough distance between us and the village, I can't see any reason why it would not work. 'There is a condition though, you have to let me find a job, just like normal people. 'As for our age difference, currently, you don't look all that much older than I do, I'm betting that in ten years, you will hardly have changed while I'll look nearer your age and anyway, so long as we are together, what does it matter'.

Rosaura was excited by his decision, declaring that they would start looking after Christmas and New Year was over with. Christmas morning was fun, opening the presents they had bought each other, leaving three still under the tree, Rosaura knew what was in two of them, they had been out together to buy them and while ostensibly they were for her, she knew that in part they were for her son. She had no idea what was in the third package and Giannis refused to let her open it until later.

The day went exactly expected, they had eaten and drunk more than normal and had enjoyed themselves, as it drew to an end Rosaura asked if they should take the final presents upstairs to bed with them. Sitting cross-legged on her bed, she opened the first one, withdrawing the lingerie set it contained, swiftly she disrobed, pulling on the undies with the split where her fanny sat, next came the bra, it's cup's supporting the bottom half of her boobs, leaving her areolas and upper boobs clear. The suspender belt she put to one side, knowing she would not need it tonight. The next present was a large oblong box, she opened it and withdrew the first black leather boot, sliding her foot and leg into it and zipping it up.

They were not exactly the ones Giannis fantasised about, these only coming up above her knee, it seemed that thigh boots were not something that your average shoe shop stocked. Even so, as she pulled the second boot on and stood, he was delighted with her appearance, reminding him of the 'Milfs' in the p@rn clips he had seen. Rosaura strutted around the room, finishing by squatting in front of him, the slit in her undies opening and displaying her moist open twat.

Rosaura wanted to laugh out loud as she watched Giannis scrabble to divest himself of his clothes, struggling to get out of his pants due to the obvious bulge that had developed. Naked and with his dick bouncing up and down he chased her around the room, finally flinging her onto the bed as he threw himself down next to her and kissed her lips, his tongue forcing its way into her mouth where it intertwined with her own. The kiss went on and on as his hands stroked her face and neck, all the time moving downwards until he reached her boobs, his fingers flicking at her erect areolas.

Not to be outdone, her hand slid down to his groin, firmly grasping his engorged dick and tossing him off, feeling him shiver each time she pulled his skin-tight and ran her fingers beneath the rim of its plump knob. As he sucked at her areolas, his hand moved across her stomach and between her legs, opening the undies and her slit before slipping inside her fanny.

Giannis fingered her slowly, stopping and starting as her teased her and built her arousal, she was hot and wet, the outfit she wore made her feel like a wanton woman and she decided that she liked the feeling,

'For him, she was his tart, his bitch, his brazen hussy, anything that he wanted so long as it encouraged him to bury his dick deep inside her passage,' she thought.

And eventually, that is what he did do as he spread her legs wide and jammed his dick balls deep into her pussy.

Giannis fu#ked her hard and fast, at the same time, suppressing his own arousal, determined to make her cum. His balls banged against her arse with each thrust, Rosaura's fanny muscle's trying to grip him and stop him withdrawing each time his dick entered her. She could tell her new undies were already sodden from the juices leaking from her fanny, a squelch and slap sounding, each time their groins slammed together. She loved the way he fu#ked her, always allowing her that first orgasm before then bringing both of them off together.

It was no different tonight as he reached down, fondling her boobs and teasing her areolas, enough to push her over the edge as she began to climax. On this occasion, he allowed her time to recover, laying by her side until her breathing returned to normal.

'Would you like to open your other present?' he asked.

Rosaura had forgotten all about it. She tore the wrapping paper off, immediately starting to chuckle, 'Oh my god, Giannis!' It was purple with two prongs, one long and curved, the other shorter and when she pressed the button on the bottom of it, it merrily buzzed away.

She had never tried a vibrator, to be honest, she wouldn't even know where to start looking for one and would definitely be too embarrassed to walk into a shop and purchase it. She noticed his expectant look, knowing what he wanted her to do with it, but determined not to let him get away with it so easily.

'Turn turtle,' she instructed, waiting until his head was down near her fanny and his dick was facing her mouth. Handing the toy to him, she made her request, 'Will you fu#k me with it?' Waiting until he started to slide it into her pussy and then grabbing his dick, wrapping her mouth and lips around the throbbing flesh.

Rosaura was doing well, sucking and wanking his shaft until he pushed the button on her new toy and the vibration shot through her. The length up her fanny was fine, but the incessant buzzing of the shorter prong, held tightly against her clit, had her legs shaking uncontrollably. So intense was the feeling that she became animalistic, her tongue and mouth sliding over his glans as her hand flashed up and down his dick. Giannis tried to warn her, her blowjob was having the required effect and he knew he was about to cum, but she paid him no heed as she continued and he watched her cheeks suddenly puff outwards as his dick shot several loads of cum into her mouth and throat, he muffled cries resounding around the room as her hips and legs shook and juice sprayed from her pussy.

It took a while longer this time to recover as they both lay panting, their bodies covered in sweat despite the cool temperatures. Rosaura was determined to make her son feel like she often did after he made love to her, a feeling of totally fu#ked, and so turning around to face him, she slowly ran the vibrator along his presently flaccid shaft. Bit by bit, she brought him back to life, her own excitement increasing at the thought of what she wanted him to do.

Erect again, Rosaura knelt on all fours, twisting her head over her shoulder as she asked him, 'I want you to fu#k my arse, shove your hard cock up your mother's shitter.'

She knew he loved her coarseness, and especially when she reminded him that she was his mommy. Kneeling behind her, he opened her buttocks, her tiny puckered entrance wet with her juices as was his dick. Placing his plump knob against it, he applied pressure, watching as inch by inch his shaft disappeared up her rectum until finally, his groin pushed against her buttocks. Rosaura was moaning loudly as he sodomised her, her hand rubbing at her clit and pussy as he reached around and cupped her boobs, squeezing and pulling at her teats. She reached out and found the vibrator, and placed it between her legs, feeding it into her fanny and pushing the button. The vibration shot through her tunnel and up Giannis's dick, neither of them able to last as he orgasmed once more, and she felt his hot spunk shoot into her arse.

He helped her undress before she curled into a ball next to him, his arms protectively going around her as they both drifted into a deep satisfying sleep.

As the new year got off to a cold start, they scoured the local papers and estate agents, travelling further and further afield, looking for their perfect property. At this time of year, the market was quiet and there was nothing that excited their interest. January, February and March came and went, and they had still not found what they were looking for.

The beginning of April suddenly developed into a mini heatwave, they had set out to go to the beach but after a few hours, they had become bored. Returning to the car, they had decided to drive along the coast, they weren't particularly looking, it was just such a nice day that it would be a shame to return home. They chatted and chuckled, pointing out various beautiful views as they drove along, not keeping track of where they were going or how far they had travelled.

As they rounded a bend on the coastal road, a small village came into sight, Giannis suggesting they stop and treat themselves to an ice-cream. They parked near the harbour wall and went to the kiosk, getting a couple of ices, before walking along the small promenade. There were a small beach and a cove off to one side of the harbour, turning around, he viewed the village which seemed to be slightly larger than where they presently lived and disappeared into the distance.

They walked through the village as they enjoyed their ices until they reached the far side, it was the usual mix of quirky shops, food shops, a couple of pubs, post office and general provisions. At the far side, a lane led slightly uphill to a row of old-fashioned cottages and a fantastic view when you turned around, over the village and out across the bay. The sign caught Rosaura's eye as she set off urgently towards the end of the row where the last cottage looked a little forlorn and for sale.

Rosaura took note of the details and as they returned to the village asked in one of the shops were the estate agents office was. It appeared that if they drove about fifteen minutes inland, they would come to a large town where the agent's office was situated.

'Can we go and look?' Rosaura pleaded, even without having looked properly, there was something about the cottage that had her enamoured. Giannis drove into the town and soon located the office, unfortunately, they couldn't view it today, but would have to return tomorrow.

Rosaura was excited as they drove home, hardly able to wait for the next day to arrive. Setting off early, they drove directly to the town, Giannis noting it was just over fifty miles away, taking them just over an hour to get there. The property needed modernising they were told, which was reflected in the price, Rosaura in a rush to go and look around it. With keys gripped tightly in her hand, they drove from the town back towards the village, finally pulling up outside the cottage.

Inside, it was not as bad as Giannis had imagined, of course, it would need the normal painting and decorating, the kitchen was old fashioned and would need replacing as well as central heating installing around the property. Structurally, it was sound, and Giannis could see that a few alterations would make all the difference and make it into a home. Rosaura looked at him questioningly,

'Yes?'

He kept her in suspense for several moments before his face broke into a grin and he nodded, Rosaura, flinging herself at him and kissing him passionately.

Relocation

It was late Autumn when Giannis drove the final van load of furniture and brick-a-brack towards their new home. Rosa had made an offer immediately, content to pay the full price and it had been accepted. Over the next few months, they'd had builder's and plumbers, painters and decorators in as the cottage was transformed, Their old house had sold almost immediately and this weekend they had exchanged keys, moving all their property across, Rosaura surprised that her former home had realised more than she had estimated. It meant that their new home had cost very little and she hadn't had to touch the bulk of the monies now sat in her account.

He pulled up outside and went indoors, the main removal truck having just left, he watched Rosaura bustling about as she arranged furniture and ornaments. In a pair of old jeans and a tight V-neck sweater, he admired her bottom each time she bent over one way, and her cleavage when she bent the other, she noticed him watching her and beamed, coming over and throwing her arms around him.

'We could always leave everything and go and baptise the bedroom,' he said as he patted her bottom.

'Down boy' she replied, feeling his dick pressing against her mound, 'There's time for that later'.

They were in for a busy weekend sorting everything out and finding it a home and then next week he had his final induction at an engineering company in the town where he had managed to procure a position. In bed at the end of a long day, Giannis reached into his bedside drawer and extracted three small boxes, this was the final part of their hopeful deception. Taking his mommy's hand, he placed firstly an engagement ring and then a wedding band on her finger and then it was Rosaura's turn to repeat the process by placing a ring on his finger.

'I love you, Mrs Thomas,' he said as he kissed her. 'Thomas' had been her maiden name and the name that Giannis had been christened with, now to everyone they met and would get to know, they were 'Mr and Mrs Thomas'.

It was the anniversary of their move; Giannis's job was going well, and he had started the slow climb up the company ladder. Even Rosa had got herself a part-time job in one of the shops in the village meeting new people and making friends. They had met all their neighbours, becoming firm friends with several couples, each weekend they would go into the village to the local bars and soon became regulars as folk in the small community got to know them.

As he entered the cottage that Friday afternoon, he found Rosaura pacing and looking nervous, he was immediately concerned, had someone recognised them he wondered.

'What's wrong Rosa?' He asked, taking her hands.

She lifted her head, looking like a startled rabbit in the headlights as she told him, 'Giannis, I'm pregnant!'

'Are you sure?' he asked, Rosaura, nodding her head, his faced beamed as he picked her up and twirled her around,

'Well, Mrs Thomas, it looks like we are going to be parents.' His enthusiasm was infectious,

'Are you sure you are alright with it?' she asked him as he put her down and kissed her.

'You were the greatest and most gorgeous mommy I could have asked for, and now you get the chance to do it again with our new baby,' he chuckled lovingly.

Even though it was officially autumn, the weather was still warm, and they took their final chance to go down to the beach, Rosaura sporting a quite revealing orange bikini. This would be her last chance for a while she thought, no way would she be able to wear it once her tummy grew. Giannis watched her adoringly as she frolicked at the water's edge, no matter how many times he saw her undressed, his reaction was always the same, wanting to take her to bed and make love to her.

They spent the festive period with friends, Christmas day at their friends' home, Boxing day at theirs, Rosaura's bump now starting to show, her boob had got bigger and she blossomed, being pregnant definitely suited her Giannis decided.

Sat up in bed one evening, well into the new year, Giannis watched as she undressed, first her blouse and then her bra, her boobs were full and heavy now the areola on each had expanded and her areolas were huge, they had become super-sensitive and Giannis found it quite easy to roll them between his finger and thumb, amazed at the droplets of milk she expressed. Rosaura pushed the elasticated waistband of her skirt over her hips and let it fall to the floor before extricating herself from the big undies, scratching the flesh at her waist where they had left a slight imprint.

As she waddled towards him, she watched his face, it told her everything she needed to know, it was full of adoration for her, coupled with his youthful lust which never seemed to tire every time he watched her undress, it was obvious what he wanted to do to her. They had a routine by now, each evening he would rub cream into her ever-expanding tummy, it would help with any stretch marks, but Giannis could never stop there. Eventually, his hand would move below her stomach and over her pubes, before disappearing between her legs, somewhere she had not seen for a while.

His finger softly stroked her vagina, feeling them start to open and her moisture within as his finger slipped inside her cunt. She murmured her appreciation as he fingered her, his other hand stroking her tummy as it gradually worked its way upwards to her boobs, cupping and squeezing each one in turn as he teased and rubbed her erect areolas. Rosaura was panting rapidly, the sensations from her sensitive areolas already had her on the cusp, lately, he had been able to make her cum just by playing with them and tonight was no different as his finger pushed back her hood and stroked her clit.

She shook as her orgasm made everything wobble, crying out his name as her climax made her body even more sensitive. Rosaura lay on her side as Giannis lay behind her, it was the position she found most comfortable at the moment with her tummy, as she felt his dick slip between her thighs, rubbing at her cunt. He changed position slightly, giving him the angle, he needed as she felt his hard shaft enter her quim. He wasn't frantic, showing consideration for her condition as he lovingly fu#ked her, building her arousal slowly as his hands moved over her body, teasing and making her shiver.

His impetus increased as he sensed that her climax was imminent, his dick jerking rapidly as he emptied his sack inside her fanny, coating her internals with his spunk.

Curled up next to each other, Rosaura was sleeping soundly as Giannis let his mind drift back over the last two years, was it really that long, occasionally it would pop into his head that Rosaura was his mommy, but overall, he nowadays thought of her as his wife, he knew they'd had no ceremony, but that mattered little to him, it was how he felt. She'd been for regular scans and according to the hospital, the foetus was fit and well and growing nicely. They had asked if they wanted to know the sex of the baby, but Rosaura was adamant that she wanted it to be a surprise.

He had never imagined the day he had stepped onto the plane to come home, that this is where he would be now. They had chosen two names for the baby, Anthony if it was a boy, and Gabriella if it was a girl, named after Rosaura's mommy, whom he never had a chance to meet because she had died when Rosa was young.

Summer that year was a bit of an anti-orgasm, a week of sunshine would be followed by a week of rain, Rosa was still managing to work, but her time was very near as they both looked forward to the birth of their baby. Giannis still had the nursery to paint, but that would have to wait until after the birth when they knew the sex.

He felt someone shaking his shoulder, his eyes gradually opening, the room was still dark as Rosaura spoke to him,

'You need to get up Giannis.'

'What time is it?' he asked, his brain still fuzzy.

'Its three o-clock and my waters have just broken.' She whispered softly.

Within minutes, Giannis was out of bed and dressing, Rosaura's suitcase was already packed and had been sitting at the bottom of the bed for nearly a week now. When they were both ready, he got her into the car for the twenty-minute trip to the hospital, Rosa having already rung them to inform them they were on their way.

The time between arriving at the hospital and the sound of the infant's first wail passed in a flash, Giannis had been by her side all the time, holding her hand as their baby was born. The midwife turning with the small bundle wrapped in a blanket and smiling, 'Congratulations, you have a beautiful baby........' 
 
   
  
 

 BOOK4: 
 
    Introduction:

Lestari Hanbri was totally degrumped. She had gone to Spa X outside Marrakesh, Morocco, which is her special spa to get degrumped, as her husband Thomas calls it. At Spa X they give those magical X massages. First, they give you the best massage imaginable, while you are naked on the table. When you are totally relaxed and your muscles are all mush, you are strapped down, hands and feet, spread eagle on the massage table, usually on your back, but by special request it can be on your stomach. You are given a serious blindfold, too. Oh yes: You're naked.

A man comes in. He's either local talent, or one of the male guests of the Spa. It's your choice. Then with him anonymous to you, and you anonymous to him (thanks to the blindfold), he fu#ks you silly, with a orgasm guaranteed. If you don't have a orgasm, you get another man, then another, until finally you orgasm.

Lestari had an X massage every day. She always opted for the hotel guests to be the men who fu#ked her. They would then place a coded bracelet on her ankle, special to the man who enjoyed her charms. For the guests, as opposed to the local talent, it would be stripes of two or three colors. The men would wear the special Spa X signature polo's in their own color pattern. That way she could identify the man or men who fu#ked her, later in the bar, or perhaps by chance in the hotel, or even at the accompanying beach. In return, the men could identify her, by her ankle bracelet.

This past, most recent visit to the Spa, she foolishly brought with her the twins, John and Johanna. To her great surprise, it worked out fine. She saw the numerous anklets on the right foot of Johanna, and she grinned to herself. Her daughter was becoming the bitch that she once was, when she was her daughter's age. Some might say she still was a bitch, and a married one at that, but she viewed her promiscuity at Spa X as therapy. It sure worked better than those long, pointless, talks she had had with her therapist, Dr. Eberlein, at a cost of hundreds of dollars an hour.

Her son John seemed to enjoy his time at Spa X, too, even if he had not really needed to be degrumped. She could not help wondering if he had taken advantage of the chance to fu#k lots of women anonymously, but she had never seen him in a Spa X signature polo, and lord knows, she had looked. Still, he seemed happy simply that his twin Johanna and also his mommy Lestari looked to be deliriously happy. What a kid!

One of her anonymous lovers at Spa X placed a red and white anklet on her, but she never found any man with a red and white striped polo at the Spa. He ended up being her mystery man. Her daughter Johanna also had a red and white striped anklet, so she had enjoyed the same man. She so wondered who he might have been, but she supposed it would forever remain a mystery It's good to have a little mystery in one's life, from time to time.

Thomas and Lestari alternated with the laundry, and it was her turn. With the ch*ldren home for winter vacation, there was more than usual. The ch*ldren shared their own hamper, and she had already gathered hers and Thomas's laundry, separating out the colors and also the delicates. She now had to tackle the ch*ldren' hamper. She dug into it, throwing the clothes into the laundry basket, taking out Johanna's sexy French lingerie, preferring to leave that for hand washing.

She saw it. The red and white striped special Spa X polo she had searched for in Marrakesh. Her only anklet she had not matched up to one of the guests was her red and white striped anklet. Now the mysterious polo was in the ch*ldren' hamper? As the significance of this find slowly dawned on Lestari, her mind raced through what it meant at the speed of light. She felt weak, as if her heart were racing. She felt lightheaded, and she collapsed to the floor, the striped polo falling over her face as she fell.

Johanna:

I was home at the time (I'm Johanna), doing the lunch dishes, when I heard the thud of my mommy falling upstairs. I ran up the stairs, and found, to my dismay, my mommy lying prone on the floor, with John's striped, special Spa X polo covering her face. I instantly knew what had happened, but kept enough of a presence of mind to call 911.

I rode with Mum in the ambulance. Mum had regained consciousness but was still in a confused state. I hoped that she had not had a heart attack, or a stroke, or something like that! In the meantime, I called Father, and inter alia I was launching a broadside of angry texts to my twin bro John. How could he have been so moronically stupid to have put the tell-tale striped polo in the hamper? Now Mum knew that her one remaining mystery fu#k at the Spa X resort in Morocco was with her own, nineteen-year-old son! It also revealed that I, too, had enjoyed sex with my bro! This was beyond horrible.

Mum was dropped off at the ER and immediately taken to a private room, and Father showed up shortly thereafter. I was excluded from the room, as was John, when he eventually rolled up to the hospital. John and I had nothing to do, so we just sat in the hospital cafeteria, nursing cups of horrible coffee, and worried. I told John of course how Mum had found his striped polo and why, oh why, did he put it in the hamper? I decided he was either a moron, or just had a moment when he was on auto pilot and not thinking.

"You do realize Mum now knows that we had inc*st, and that you and she did, too?" I said, steam coming out of my ears, I'm sure. "The shock may have given her a heart attack, or a stroke! How could you do that to Mum?"

"Yeah, I guess so. Let's hope it's not so serious," John replied. He was always the optimist, while I worried my little heart out. "Perhaps, though, she doesn't know that you know that you and I had inc*st, Johanna, right? Maybe we can get away with just me being the evil one, here. You can emerge smelling like roses. What do you think?" John offered.

"You're willing to take the complete fall? If you do, you'd best watch out, Bro, because I'll reward you, big time!" I said. "By the way, Father is driving me to USC next week," I added as a kind of non-sequitur, but that's how my brain works. I had inc*st with my bro, and now I'd be alone on a car trip with our Father?

"Mum is driving me to back Reed College," John said. I knew what gutter John's thinking was in. I guess we shared the gutter, just then.

"All the way to Portland? That's a ten-hour car trip! You'll have to help with the driving," I said. "Unless you stop.... Oh!....Do you think you and Mum, on the way up, now that it's out in the open...?" I asked

"I surely do hope so," John said.

"John, you're disgusting. I'm not enough for you; the bitchs at Reed College are not enough for you either, and you want Mum, too? If I ever have a girl ch*ld, I'm keeping her away from you!" I said. John just grinned.

"What about you and Father? It's what, eight hours to LA, without traffic?" John retorted.

"Father said we'll take the coast road. He wants to show me Carmel and Monterrey," I said. "That will slow us down a lot. But you know as well as I do that we can't argue with Father."

"Didn't you see them with your boyfriend Nikos, already?" John asked.

"Former boyfriend. Former. Remember, shithead? Nikos is somewhere fu#king Marybeth's brains out as we speak. They don't get much former than Nikos. Got it?" I said. John had killed my mood.

"Well, it might be nice to overwrite those memories, and who better to do it with than Father?" John said.

"Do it with?" I said. "What are you implying?"

John held his hands up, in an innocence gesture. "I was talking about the pretty vistas and all. Not the sex you probably had with Nikos at those spots," John said. "Your sensitivity is on a hair trigger. Why, are you considering seducing Father?"

"Jesus H." I said. I was really exasperated, now. "John, I'm not into inc*st. The time with you in Morocco was an accident, and I was unaware it was you until it was over. You know that!"

If John had been smart, he would have changed the subject, letting me win our little argument, but no, he wasn't. He began well, but then...

"You're right of course. The first time was a complete accident, on both of our parts. I didn't know it was you, and you didn't have the slightest clue it was me," John said.

"I even thought you were French, or maybe German," I replied.

"Right. But then we repeated our little sin every day that was left of our time at the Spa, sometimes twice a day, and we've been repeating it here at home, too; not that I mind! I love you, Johanna, and sex with you is over the top great!" John said.

"Keep your voice down," I said. "We're in the bleeping cafeteria, for Pete's sake. People can hear us."

John grinned smugly.

"It's not enough, though, is it? Now you're planning to get it on with Mum again. Where are you going to spend your night of sin? Eureka?" I asked.

"I'm lobbying for Crescent City, myself," John said. "They say you can walk to the lighthouse at low tide."

"You're so strange," I said. "You're such a guy."

"That I am," John said, as he leaned forward and looked down my blouse, pulling it away from my body to enhance his view. I could see his disappointment that I was wearing a bra that revealed almost nothing. At that moment, of course, Father entered the cafeteria, looking for us. Just in time, we adjusted ourselves to look totally correct.

"Mum is okay. She had some kind of shock. She can't tell me what it was, but then she fainted. The doctor said it was probably due to something called a Vasovagal Syncope, which basically means she fainted, but in doctor speak. However, they need to make sure it wasn't her heart, so she has to wear a monitor for 24 hours, to rule out heart arrhythmias," Father said. "She'll be here for another few hours for observation. Want to leave the hospital and go grab some pizza?"

I had a salad and watched Father and John devour two large pizzas. Father was looking at me strangely. I wondered what Mum might have told him? I worry he might know about me and John? John, on the other hand, was happily devouring his pizza, seemingly without a care in the world. Life is so unfair.

The trip to Reed College, as John tells it:

We left home (the San Mateo area, a part of the San Francisco Bay Area) fairly early, with Mum driving. I actually hate the way Mum drives, so I was lobbying to drive, while Mum sat in the passenger seat. Once we cleared all of the Bay Area rush hour traffic, Mum pulled over to let me drive. "If you get tired, John, let me know. I don't want you cracking up the car."

"I worship your Porsche, Mum. I'd never crack it up!" I said, as I entered the driver's seat. It was such a rush to drive her Porsche. It was a Porsche 911 model, Turbo. I was always amused that they use the number 911 for a model name. They had begun with 901 as the model name, but Peugeot claimed that the 0 in the middle belonged to Peugeot, so they just changed the 0 to a 1. I had always wished for a more prosaic reason for the name 911, perhaps related to calling 911 in an emergency. Oh, well.

We drove along in silence for a while and finally, Mum spoke.

"You're speeding, John," she said.

"I'm only going seventy five. It's hard to drive slower," I said.

"Yes, I know. That's a problem with this car. Well, you can explain it to the cops when they ticket you," Mum said.

I slowed down. I think Mum decided if she talked to me, I'd be less likely to speed. "So, tell me about college. What are your favorite classes, so far?"

"Oh, I had this great class on the classic Greek plays, and I love linear algebra, and my class on the philosophy of modern art. Those three are my faves," I said.

Mum quizzed me about the Greek plays and the philosophy class, leaving the subject of linear algebra untouched. I had long ago learned that talking about math killed a conversation. Nevertheless, I was thinking about a Math major. Maybe Statistics, or Data Science? We fell into silence again. I began to speed a little, and Mum started talking again.

"Did you enjoy your time at Spa X? I know your sis Johanna did," Mum began. Here it comes, I thought to myself. With Johanna it was hard to hide: my sis had acquired eleven anklets there. I began to think of her not as my sis, but as my bitch sis. Of course, I had fu#ked five anonymous women, plus -- as it turned out -- my Mum and my sis, and my sis numerous times, at that. But I'm not a bitch, of course. It just doesn't work like that, luckily!

"Yeah, it was great. The food was out of this world, the massages were super good, and I also liked the other guests from all over Europe," I said.

"You know about the Spa X special X massages, for women, right?"

"Yes, Johanna and I discussed them," I said.

"I'll bet you two did," Lestari replied. It was now obvious she knew, just from her tone of voice.

I remained silent.

Finally, Lestari said, "John, I found your special Spa X polo. I know you were the mystery man who, ..., I man with who..., I mean, you know, when I was strapped to the table and you, uh,..."

"I didn't know it was you, Mum. You were face down, and all I saw was your perfect, luscious, inviting, naked body. It was every guy's dream to have a woman like you," I said. I saw Mum was blushing.

"There was a moment when suddenly..."

"I know," I said. "I noticed your tattoo and suddenly realized it had to be you underneath me, and I got so turned on it was almost painful."

"That's when suddenly your thing got harder, and bigger, and you began to use more force?" Lestari asked.

"Yeah, I guess so. I had never experienced anything like it before; it was magical. It was fantastic," I said.

"It was for me, too," Lestari said, and she blushed again. "John, are you ashamed of what we did?"

"Me? No. Nothing that wonderful can be shameful. I'd even love to do it again," I said, knowing I was taking a risk. I was putting myself out there, as I drove north on Interstate 5 at 70 mph.

There was a long pause, and then Mum spoke again.

"You realize that Johanna probably knows both what you and I did, and more terrifyingly what you and she did, John," Mum said.

"Yes, I know," I said.

"She's only 19-years-old, and a rather sensitive girl. I was surprised she was doing the Special X massages. I'm worried abo0ut her, now that she knows," Mum said. "She told me before Marrakesh there had only been one guy, namely her boyfriend Nikos, who dumped her for another girl," Mum said. "I worry about her, once the gravity of having committed inc*st sinks in. She's quite young, you know."

"Mum, we're twins. We're the same age," I said.

"Oh yeah. Quite right. Well, you're both quite young to be having inc*st," Mum said.

"It was an accident, of course, and what exactly is the right age to have inc*st?" I asked.

"Never. Never is a good age, but in any event 19 seems rather young to me," Mum replied.

"Johanna is okay with it. Don't worry so much Mum," I said.

"The two of you have been fu#king like rabbits since we got home, haven't you?" Mum asked.

Damn my Mum, she always knows everything, and I have never figured out how she does that. Well, no point in lying; she clearly knows. I'll try not answering. No answer is an admission, and that should be good enough for Mum, I figured. Mum pushed, though, so I said,

"I don't know, Mum. How exactly do rabbits fu#k?" I said, and that shut her up, at least for a while.

Mum broke the silence and almost caused an accident, when she said, "I told Father, you know, that the two of you were having inc*st, and fu#king like rabbits."

"You did?!?" I asked. "Why???"

"Father and I have no secrets from each other. You and Johanna are our babies. I need his help to deal with the two of you. It's natural for parents to share," Mum said.

"Did you tell him too you and I had inc*st?" I asked. I was now doing 80 mph on Interstate 5, and edging upward towards 90. The Porsche seemed happy about my speed.

"No, of course not," Mum said. "That was only the one time, and it was a mistake, and there's no need to upset him about that. It will never happen again, of course."

"Never?" I said, as I slowed the Porsche down to 70. The car had a mind of its own, and it wanted to go 80 or 90 mph. I felt I was restraining it at 70 mph. What a car!

Mum didn't answer. Finally, I broke the silence.

"How did Father handle the news of Johanna and me and our inc*st?" I asked, more than a little curious. I had slowed to 65, as I waited for Mum to answer.

"Surprisingly well, as it turned out. He thought it was within the bounds of natural, that twins should eventually have sex. He was concerned about possible babies, but as you know Johanna is on the pill, so when I told him that, he relaxed. After all, he said, Johanna is both gorgeous and sexy. It's unnatural for John not to want to lay her. Those were his exact words," Mum said.

"Really? He said that?" I asked. Father used a double negative? Seriously?

"Yes, and he said much more, but I'll let him tell you those details himself, if he wants to do so. It's not things you need to know," Mum said.

"That doesn't mean I don't want to know them!" I said.

"Nevertheless, it's Father's decision," Mum said, using that voice of hers that brooked no argument.

"It's getting late. Shall we stop for supper? I made us a hotel reservation at Crescent City, at the Lighthouse Inn. It gets top marks on one of the travel sites," I said.

"You did what?" Mum asked. She was incredulous, clearly.

"It's too far to go all in one day to Portland. I've never seen Crescent City and it's supposed to be pretty," I said.

"You're taking me, your Mum, to a seedy motel? I don't think so!" Mum said. Mum's preferred hotels were some expensive, high-end European chain hotels. I'm not sure she had ever before stayed at a motel! Perhaps I should explain: We're rich. Father is a Silicon Valley venture capitalist.

"I reserved a room with two beds, Mum. Aren't you getting tired? If not yet, you will be by the time we get to Crescent City, you know. You've always said staying safe is a priority. Besides, this way we'll arrive in Portland relatively fresh, and rested," I said.

Mum knew my hidden agenda. And we'll arrive well fu#ked, too, I'm sure she thought. I knew I thought that!

"John, we're not doing again what happened in Marrakesh at Spa X. If you want to sin, you can fu#k your twin sis, not your Mum," she said.

"Yes, Mum. Sleeping in the same room is not synonymous with fu#king," I said.

"It might be, with you. I heard Johanna's groans every single night as you fu#ked her senseless. Your own sis! Have you no shame?" Mum said.

"Mum, I didn't fu#k Johanna," and I held up my hand as Mum began to groan at me. She had that fierce inhalation of breath she does before a groan. "We made love. Johanna wanted it as much as I did. Maybe more. We fu#ked each other, if you have to use the word fu#k."

Mum just glared at me. "We'll get two rooms," she said.

"Okay, whatever you want," I replied, knowing I had snagged the last room to be had in all of Crescent City. It was a busy time of year, as people returned their ch*ldren to colleges all over the West Coast.

We then fell into silence, as we drove on to Crescent City, veering off to Highway 101, to go to the top of California, on the coast, just before reaching Oregon. At one point we stopped for dinner. As Mum got out of the Porsche, I checked her out. I've checked her out many times, too many to count, but never before with the hope of laying her in the near future, even if she seemed to be adamantly opposed to the idea. Mum gave birth to us twins at a young age, so even though Johanna and I were nineteen, Mum was only thirty seven, and she was a bona fide MILF. Mum had a slim figure, with a tiny waist and big, ch*ld bearing hips. This gave her a pronounced wiggle to her walk, even without the benefit of high heels. It was just physics, the way her body was built, but I love watching her walk, and I often try to walk behind her. For the drive she was wearing skinny jeans, and a thick T shirt that she tucked into her pants, emphasizing her classic hourglass figure. It being January, and near the water with its ubiquitous fog, it was cold and damp, and presumably that explained her areolas poking at the T shirt, even though she wore a conservative bra.

Mum's one feature that was not ideal was her small bosoms. They were small, but perhaps from having boob fed two ch*ldren, they were bigger than they used to be when she was a virgin. Mum had never moved to a bigger cup size, however, so her bosoms tended to spill out of her bra a bit. I had noticed this when spying on her dressing back at home (she was careless at times about closing her bedroom door), and I found it sexy.

Sometimes I think it's just that I'm smitten with Mum and hence find everything about her sexy. I'm sure that's true, but several of my best friends in high school (Jarrod, Chris, and Hank) all think Mum is a MILF, and they voted her #1 on their list of mommys in the PTA they'd like to lay. Nobody ever got to lay her, however, of course. Jarrod, though, also goes to Reed College with me. He'll probably be arriving up there around the same time.

The point is, Mum is a bit of a chameleon. If she's with Father, she looks her age or even older (because Father is 44). If she's with me, and dressed in jeans and a T shirt, she can be mistaken to be in her early twenties, and I can, too. So, it would not surprise me if everyone just thought we were boyfriend and girlfriend, or perhaps two college friends returning to college after the winter vacation. I suspect that's the interpretation the waitress in the Denny's gave us, if she thought about it at all.

I was careful to call her Lestari, and not Mum. I think Mum picked up on what I was doing, because she got an amused look on her face, and she decided to play along, perhaps to see if she could pass for a girl in her twenties, rather than a woman in her late thirties! All women are vain that way, and Mum was no exception. She loved being taken for a younger woman than she actually was.

Getting with the program, Mum took a minute to fiddle with her hair. She pulled it back and used a hair tie, changing it into a ponytail. She dropped ten years of age with that one move. She added sunglasses, even though it was evening, and just the few crow's feet at the edges of her eyes disappeared. Suddenly, she looked as if she could be a Reed College coed, and one of the hottest ones at the school, to boot! I'm not kidding.

Perhaps that's why when we chose a booth at Denny's and I scooted in right next to Mum, excuse me, to Lestari, she just grinned at me. When I impetuously kissed her, she didn't protest, she didn't scold me, she didn't slap me; no, she kissed me back, and she even stuck her tongue in my mouth. Without me or her ever being explicit, she was into the game of pretending we were both college students, and perhaps even an intimate couple. She made it explicit, finally:

"I know what you're doing," Mum/Lestari whispered, "and I think it's fun. Let's see if they buy it. You're pretending we're a romantic couple, right? Do you really think I could pass for someone that young, like your sis's age?"

"Maybe not Johanna's age, but you look right now to be in your early twenties," I replied. "Is that good enough?" My twin sis Johanna is nineteen, just like me, of course. I'm eight minutes older than Johanna, however, so I'm older and wiser than my twin.

"It sure is," Mum/Lestari whispered back, and she chuckled. She chuckled like a teenybopper, and I had never heard her chuckle like that before! If only Jarrod could see us now, I thought.

"You know," I whispered back, "all of my best friends in high school think you're a MILF, and they voted you the #1 MILF they'd like to lay."

"That's disgusting. You and your friends go around fantasizing about laying your friends' Mum?" Lestari asked.

"All the time," I said.

"What about the high school girls?" Lestari asked.

"Them too," I replied, smiling.

"You're kidding me, right?" Lestari said, dismissively.

"No, I'm not. Jarrod would give his eye teeth to have a romp with you, Lestari," I said.

Lestari looked thoughtful for a few seconds. "What about Mrs. Patterson?" Lestari asked.

"She was voted #2," I said.

"Really? Seriously? You and your friends voted on which mommys you'd like to lay? You realize, of course, that's disgusting!" I nodded, and then Mum added, "You mean it? If Mrs. Patterson was number two, who on Earth was number one?"

I grinned broadly. "You, Lestari. We voted you number one."

"I beat out Mrs. Patterson?"

"Yes," I said, not elaborating that Lestari beat Mrs. Patterson by only one vote. Everyone, including me, was absolutely dying to lay Mrs. Patterson, but so far Jarrod is the only one who had accomplished it, or so he says. Personally, I believe him, since he has a picture of her naked with cum leaking out of her cunt, and how otherwise could he have obtained such a picture? Photoshop, I guess: It could be a fake; but that's not Jarrod's personality. And Mrs. Patterson, by the way, looks even better and sexier nude than she does in clothes. Moreover, she has the advantage of having big bosoms, and yet, Lestari still won, nevertheless!

After dinner we got back on the road. It wasn't too much further to Crescent City. Lestari's mood had changed, and she said, "Were you just kidding, John? Do your friends really want to have a go at me? I mean I'm so old!"

"You're old enough to be my mommy," I said, and Lestari playfully slapped me. "But yes, all of us want you and we even used to jack off to pictures of you."

"No! No, you didn't!" she said, and looked at me, somewhat horrified. Then she added, "Seriously? No bullshit?" Her horror had turned to being flattered.

"Seriously. You know that picture of you in a bikini at the beach from when we went to Aruba? We circle jerked to that picture. Jarrod won."

"What do you mean, Jarrod won?"

"Well, there's two criteria: speed, and distance. He won both," I said.

"What about accuracy?" Lestari chuckled.

"Well, Jarrod goes to Reed too, you know. We could compete for accuracy with your bosoms if you like? You can judge," I said, waiting for the explosion.

The explosion didn't come. "How would that work?" Lestari said, giggling.

"Well, we'd fu#k you, pull out, and then squirt on your bosoms, trying to hit both areolas," I said.

"You actually do things like that with coeds?" Lestari asked.

"All the time," I lied, since I was making this shit up as I went along.

"Well, do it with them. It'll never happen with me. I AM your mommy, don't forget, and you don't shame and humiliate your own mommy. And slow down; I saw a cop a few miles back," Mum said.

"I shame and humiliate my own girlfriends though. Some of them like it. Maybe we can practice tonight," I offered.

"In your dreams, John. Sex with us is not happening, even if I'm having fun pretending to be your girlfriend. We both know, however, that I'm your mommy, for Pete's sake. I'm getting separate rooms. You have to get over having had sex with me. It was an accident; a mistake; a big mistake. It's not happening again," Mum said, and maybe I was imagining things, but she seemed less resolute in her convictions than before, with her pony tail bobbing in the car.

Finally, we got to Crescent City. Google Maps took us right to the hotel. The hotel had my reservation, already paid for, and when Mum asked for an extra room, none was available, just as I had planned. Mum asked for separate beds, but all they had left was one room with a king-sized bed. Mum made a face, but I said, "That will be fine."

The desk clerk, who in another life I would have loved to have dated, whispered to me, "Fighting with your girlfriend?"

I grinned, and nodded, and she gave me a sympathy smile.

I waited for the right moment when we were in the room to tell Mum what the desk clerk had said. "Really? She called me your girlfriend?" Mum seemed ecstatic. Talk about a mood changer!

"Kiss your girlfriend, John," Lestari said.

Much as I wanted this, I hadn't really expected anything to happen, least of all for it to be initiated by Lestari! I recovered fast enough from my shock and I kissed her.

"That the best you can do?" Lestari asked sarcastically.

I grabbed her, held her against me, and my dick rapidly grew. I kissed her with passion. I opened my mouth, and she opened hers, and our tongues became friends. As we kissed, I pulled up her T shirt, and unhooked her bra. I had become pretty good at unhooking bras, due to excessive practice during my high school years. More recently I had practiced daily, often twice daily, with my sexpot of a sis, Johanna.

Personally, I think Johanna should have stopped wearing bras, but she was too afraid of Mum's disapproval. Mum herself was afraid of no one. Maybe I could convince her to go braless? Right now, however, more important things were at hand.

I broke the kiss to pull off Lestari's T shirt and then her bra, and then I ripped off my own T shirt, and we were both topless, but I won, because the view of Lestari's bosoms trumped seeing my bare chest by a country mile. We resumed kissing, and after a while I had Lestari's pants unbuttoned and unzipped, and then I was pushing them down, and Lestari was just letting me!

"I feel like I'm a teenager again, making out with my boyfriend," Lestari said, suppressing a teenage type chuckle. I had no idea what had come over her, but I was thrilled. I figured she was in the thrall of passing for a college student.

"Did you fu#k your boyfriends as a teenager, Mum?" I asked.

"That's a rather personal question, don't you think, John?" Lestari replied.

"Yep. Did you?" I asked.

"I was a total bitch. Why do you think I gave birth to you and Johanna at the tender age of 18?" Lestari said.

"So, Father wasn't your first guy?" I asked.

"Not by a long shot. I broke lots of hearts before Father stole mine, and yes, all those men fu#ked me, too, before I dumped them. I had quite the reputation in high school until the baby bump came along," Lestari said. "Then I really had a reputation, and it wasn't fun."

"How about you? You laid any girls besides your Mum and your sis, son?" Lestari asked. "Let's not count all the guests at Spa X, okay?"

"Every girl in my linear algebra class," I said.

"Are there any girls in your linear algebra class?" Lestari asked, chuckling.

"Yes, there's six, and I've laid them all. Jarrod and I even double-teamed Sally," I said.

"Really? Boy, those Reed girls are real bitchs!" Mum said. "I guess you're enjoying college. I'm afraid I can't compete with those 19-year-old bitchs, John."

"I'm sure you can," I said, as I pulled down Mum's jeans, 'accidentally' taking her undies along with them. I now had her naked in the Crescent City hotel room. I gave a little push, and she fell backward onto the king-sized bed. I spread her legs, which spread amazingly easily. Mum was putting up no resistance. Maybe she was channeling Sally?

"I don't know if I can do this, John" Lestari said. Ah, there it was. The resistance, albeit only token, was beginning.

"I have a surprise. Do you think you can if you're blindfolded?" I took out the package of restraints and the blindfold I had secretly bought at Spa X, when we had been there. I had given a set to Johanna too, as a surprise. When I did that, she had been so excited and grateful she had let me take her anal cherry. I have the world's best twin sis!

Mum looked at me. "I didn't know Spa X sold those," she said weakly.

"You can keep this set as a present, for you and Father. I have another for the girls up at Reed," I said.

"Not all women are going to want to be restrained, bound, and blindfolded," Mum said. "It's an acquired taste."

"You're not a random girl. You are very special," I said, as I bound her hands and feet, leaving her spread eagle. "Do you want the blindfold, too?"

"Not this time. I feel totally helpless. I'm at your mercy, John. What are you going to do with me?"

"Practice for the accuracy competition with Jarrod," I said.

Lestari chuckled. "Sorry, honey, but I'm not letting your friends fu#k me. You'll have to have the competition with some bitchs at Reed. It shouldn't be hard for a stud like you. Boy, you inherited Thomas's gorgeous dick, didn't you?" Mum was looking straight at my dick. Could she be looking at it with desire?

"If you say so. I haven't seen his 'gorgeous dick.' You're the family expert on dicks, Mum," I replied.

"I guess I am. Johanna knows only your dick," Lestari said. "Well, you'll have to take my word for it, then."

"Works for me," I said, as I licked my Mum's cunt. She groaned when I licked her, so I gave her a full-blown session of muffin munching, until she groaned out her orgasm.

I moved to mount her, and she said, "Not yet; I'm too sensitive."

"Too bad, Lestari," I replied, as I stuck my dick, finally, into the most wondrous cunt in the entire state of California. Hell, on the entire West Coast. Hells bells, maybe the best cunt west of the Missis’sippi, and that includes Las Vegas, too. She felt so good! So velvety and warm and even after having given birth to twins and fu#ked up a storm in Marrakesh, her pussy was delightfully tight! She clung lovingly to my dick, as little by little, I slipped deeper and deeper inside her.

As I slipped further inside her, Lestari began making noise. If I remember right, she said, "Oh, my God. Oh, yes. Oh God, John, you feel so good. Oh yes, give it to me, deeper, deeper, gimme your whole schlong! Fu#k me, John!" I had never fu#ked such a noisy woman before. When I bottomed out inside her, she moaned loudly. What a wench my Mum was!

As we fu#ked, her body rose, as much as it could, given that she was bound on the bed, to meet my dick. She moaned and groaned and kissed my chest when it was within reach. I kept telling myself this wench was my Mum, and she was willingly fu#king me! I got harder and harder as I had those thoughts. I don't know what was going through Mum's mind as we fu#ked, but judging from the happy noises, grunts, and groans, she was enjoying our romp, big time.

Sadly, I came too fast. I knew it was before Mum had cum. If this were Spa X in Marrakesh, I'd now be replaced by another guest. I was still inside her when the knock came on the hotel room door. I put the blindfold on Mum. She welcomed it, since her thinking was the same as mine. Mum stayed silent, and I pulled the sheet over her gorgeous, naked body, which I realized had a beautiful sex flush slowly covering her chest. I wickedly left just a bit of her bosoms exposed, which made me smile.

The knock on the door continued, and I called just a minute. I whispered to Mum, "You're Charis."

Mum whispered back, "You're not going to open the door with me bound, naked, and blindfolded? No way!"

"Nobody can recognize you. You're my new girlfriend Charis. You'll pass for it; you'll see," I whispered back, and before she could object I got the door, figuring it was the motel management for some reason.

"Jarrod?" I asked, as I opened the door and was shocked to find Jarrod there.

"I thought it was you, John!" he said. "I saw you from the back, and recognized your walk. You had some cute little sexpot with you. New girl?" His eyes were staring at my Mum's luscious form, clearly discernible under the sheet covering her body.

"You kind of got us in the middle of something," I said, and Jarrod pushed his way into the room.

"I sure did. Wow, bound and blindfolded? That's one hell of a blindfold! All I can see is her mouth. Hey, babe, I'm Jarrod, John's best friend. Pleased to meet you."

"Charis. Excuse my appearance, Jarrod," my Mum said in a whisper. I guess she didn't want Jarrod to recognize her voice. "I'd shake hands, but my wrists are bound."

"Any chance I can see what's under that sheet? John has good taste in women, but I saw you from the back, and if you don't mind me saying so, you are one hell of a hot girl, Charis," Jarrod said.

"Not a good idea," my Mum replied. I could tell she was scared.

"Sure, it is," Jarrod said, and he ripped off the sheet, revealing my naked Mum to his eyes and of course to mine. My Mum's blush of embarrassment and shame was a lovely fuchsia color.

Jarrod let out a low whistle. "Charis, you have the hottest body I've ever seen," he said, and he turned to me. "You into sharing?" He was staring at Mum's gaping, freshly fu#ked cunt. It was fairly obvious we had just finished fu#king.

"No," I said.

"Okay if I ask Charis herself?" Jarrod said.

"She's not into sharing, either, Jarrod," I said.

"Have you ever discussed it with her?"

"No."

"Then how do you know?" Jarrod asked.

"Charis, I figure John has just ravished your sexy body, but I'll bet you haven't cum yet. Can I have a shot at getting you to cum?" he asked.

There was silence, and the silence shocked me. What was Mum thinking? All she had to do was to say no thank you! Then Mum gave me such a shock I thought I myself was about to have a Vasovagal Syncope!

"Do you think you could pull out and hit a areola with your cum?" 'Charis' asked. "Let me feel your dick, first."

"Shall we remove the blindfold?" Jarrod asked.

"No!" both Mum and I said together, rather forcefully.

Jarrod undressed and he was of course already hard. He moved over and placed his dick next to Mum's hand. She felt it with her hand. "Okay, I'm ready. Remember, try to hit one of my areolas, okay, Jarrod?"

"You bet, Charis!" Jarrod said, with juvenile excitement.

"We're still cool, John?" Jarrod asked, as he got on the bed and got in position.

"Yeah," I said, as I moved onto the bed, too, sticking my dick into my Mum's mouth. This would be my first blowjob from my own Mum! Not ideal blowjob circumstances, but the eros of my Mum taking on the two of us at once was just too good to pass up! After all, Mum had always taught me to share.

I waited to watch Jarrod enter 'Charis's' sweet pussy. I got extremely turned on as I saw 'Charis's' cunt swallow up Jarrod's dick, and heard my Mum's now familiar moans of pleasure. As Jarrod sunk in slowly, enjoying every inch more than the one before, I placed the tip of my dick at my Mum's mouth. Happily, she understood, and she raised her head slightly to envelope it.

Jarrod whistled. "Where did you find Charis? Does she have a sis?" Jarrod asked, as he watched 'Charis' swallow my dick even as he began to fu#k her vigorously. Jarrod was giving Mum rough sex, fu#king her really hard, and cursing how fabulous she felt, and how hot it was to fu#k a bound and blindfolded woman. I had to agree, but I was focused on the fact that -- even under these circumstances, with Mum bound and blindfolded and being fu#ked by my friend, a guy she had watched grow up -- I was getting the best blowjob of my life.

Mum fu#ked Jarrod with all the gusto a woman can, when bound and blindfolded. Personally, I think she was loving pretending she was college age again, and fu#king a friend of mine who had long had a crush on her, even if his crush was on my Mum. Jarrod was just getting some unexpected cunt on his way back to Reed, and to top it off, I was sure it was the best cunt he had ever had. I wondered if Mum was going to do the trick with him she had pulled with me, and somehow grab his dick with her vaginal muscles? No girl had ever done that to me before.

Mum knew Jarrod was getting close. "Don't cum inside me," she said, in perfect teenage parlance. Jarrod pulled out at the last minute, aimed his cum at her areola, and damn if he didn't get closer than I thought he would. He hit her bosom near the base, not super close to her areola, but still! "How'd he do?" Mum asked. She was blindfolded, after all. "I can feel his spunk on my bosom."

"Damn close; it landed square on your bosom, but a distance from the areola. I've got my work cut out for me," I said, as I pulled out of Mum's mouth and took my now rock-hard dick down to her cunt lips. I whispered to Jarrod and pointed to my iPhone. He brought it over to me and I looked at it, unlocking it for him.

I plunged into Mum. "John, is that you?" she said. Very coy. Who else would it be? Jarrod would need a bit of time to be rock hard again. "Yeah, and Jarrod set the standard for accuracy. He's only an inch and a half from your areola."

"More like 2 inches, to be fair, I'd say," Jarrod said, as I fu#ked 'Charis' with all my heart, and all my soul.

"Jarrod's watching us fu#k?" Mum asked, a bit alarmed.

"Yeah, Charis. You good with that?" I asked, as I thrust in hard.

"Oooommmppphhhh!" 'Charis' exclaimed. "I'd rather he didn't. Oh, God, you're really destroying me!"

"Well he is," and I slammed into her again. This time her head almost bumped the headboard. Good thing she was constrained. 'Charis' began groaning. I could tell she was finally getting close!

As I pummeled her with my dick, Mum's breathing slowly became more ragged, and her groans got louder and louder. Jarrod was filming my dick pummeling her, then panning up to her heaving boobs, which were beginning to form tiny beads of sweat, and then up onto her blindfolded face, where the grimace of pleasure of her mouth told the whole story. He also caught her legs, with her toes curling up, as happens sometimes with sexpots when you really go at them.

The explosion was loud, and probably all neighboring rooms heard Mum's groan of ecstasy. It only took three fu#ks and rough sex to get her to orgasm like that, but what a orgasm! It was truly amazing. I launched a frenzy of rapid fu#king, before pulling out just in time, and letting forth a jet of spunk, aiming right at her areola. It missed of course, but not by much! My second stream made it to Mum's mouth, which happened to be open. She was surprised, not expecting it, but managed to handle it with aplomb, swallowing what made it inside her mouth, and then flamboyantly licking her lips.

"Where did you find this totally amazing girlfriend?" Jarrod said, clearly awestruck. "She's fantastic. I think I love you, Charis."

"She's tight with my sis Johanna," I said. "She doesn't go to Reed, alas, and will be heading back after I'm all installed."

"Maybe I'll get to fu#k you again before you go, Charis? You're the best I've ever had," Jarrod said.

"We'll have to see about that," Mum said, sounding exactly like Mum. Translated into English, that means no, not ever! Luckily, Jarrod didn't know Mum well enough to recognize one of her stock phrases. She didn't even disguise her usual intonation.

Jarrod finally left, after inviting us to join him at a bar, assuming there was one in Crescent City (population a little over 6,000 souls). We declined, although after he left I dug out from my backpack the good rum, from Barbados. I freed Mum from her bounds, and removed her blindfold, and took in the beauty of seeing her naked, before she grabbed a robe and put it on.

"Did you have fun passing for a coed, Mum?" I asked, smiling a big smile.

"It was tons of fun! Listen, you don't think Jarrod suspects it was me behind the mask, do you?"

"You gave Jarrod the thrill of his life, Mum. He had no idea it was you. You were beyond fantastic! You're the world's best Mum," I said.

"You and Jarrod gave me the most intense climax since Spa X. You can really fu#k, John. You're going to make the girls at Reed very happy, the lucky bitchs," Mum said.

"Do I detect just a bit of jealousy?" I asked.

"Look, we have to decide if I'm still your new college girlfriend, or your Mum, when I drop you off tomorrow, okay? In the meantime, how do you like your morning? Wake-up blowjob, or wake-up fu#k?"

"Both?"

"No, John. We're hitting the road early, hopefully before your friend Jarrod even wakes up. John, did you coordinate that Jarrod would be here, too?" Mum asked.

"No, that was pure chance. Jarrod and I had often discussed that we should see Crescent City, and I guess we both took it seriously on this trip up!" I replied.

"Well, it was dangerous, but nice. Lovely, in fact. Call me Charis for the rest of the trip," Mum said.

"Will do!" I replied, happily.

The trip to USC, as Johanna tells it:

We got off to a late start. Father was ready on time, and it was all my fault. First, I couldn't find my favorite blouse (Mum had washed it and absent mindedly put it in her own dresser), then I couldn't find my phone, and then I had forgot my birth control pills and we had to go back for them. That last one was highly embarrassing. I never discuss sex with my daddy, in front of my daddy, or even in proximity of my daddy!

I mean, he must know I'm sexually active. Nikos was my boyfriend for over a year, and he must know you do not keep a boyfriend for a year and refuse that level of intimacy. Besides, he knocked up Mum on her 18th birthday, and she gave birth to us twins while she was still only 18. And he wasn't Mum's first; not by a long shot! So he knows that at the ripe old age of 19, it's a sure thing I'm sexually active. Nevertheless, I felt ashamed to put it out there, right in his face like that.

Then, as we were driving through the small mountains towards Santa Cruz, John's text came that Mum had told him about our inc*st not only in Marrakesh, but also several times a day for the remainder of winter vacation, right in our parents' home, in close proximity to Father himself!

John also told me Mum had not told Father about his inc*st with her, thank goodness. I was reeling from having read this text, when Father --out of the blue -- said, "Mum and I had a long discussion about you and John a few days ago."

"Oh?" I said, cautiously, absolutely full of dread.

"Yes. She was upset about the two of you having inc*st on a daily basis, but I explained it was quite natural. After all, when I was around your age, I got it on with your Aunt Christl on a fairly regular basis. Sex with a sibling is amazingly hot, don't you think?" Father said.

It was all I could do not to pee in my short shorts. "You're kidding, right? You and Aunt Christl?" I realized later I was not denying my inc*st with John, by addressing Father's own admission, but frankly, it was shocking!

"Aunt Christl looked quite different back then. It was over 20 years ago, don't forget. She had a nice, taught body. She's a lot heavier, now. Want to see what she looked like when she was around your age? I carry a picture of her in my wallet," Father said.

"Yes," I said. Anything to keep the subject away from my sleeping with John!

Father dug into his pants and handed me his wallet. Men keep a lot of junk in their wallets, it seems, but I fished through it all and found a picture, plasticized to keep it from deteriorating. It was of a woman, stark naked, flushed and clearly aroused, and -- when I looked closely -- I saw what looked like cum trailing down her leg. The woman, who was clearly Aunt Christl since she had the exact same face as she does now, had a blazing hot body, as near as I could tell. I'm into men, and not women, but I can still tell when a woman is hot!

"Did you take this picture, Father?" I asked.

"Yes; it's good, don't you think? The lighting is perfect, and I love the way the sunshine hits Christl right on her bosoms. I mean, if I do say so myself," he said.

"It's an impressive picture, and Aunt Christl is gorgeous. She's just had sex too, hasn't she?" I asked. I also noticed that Aunt Christl at age 19 had exactly the same body as I have. Only our faces are different, and not that different, either. Genetics is a powerful force.

"Oh, you can tell that? You're a sharp cookie, Johanna. You know, you too should get a picture of yourself naked now, when you're nineteen, and your body is perfect. It is indeed perfect, too, near as I can tell," Father said.

"I'll keep that in mind. Say, what do you want to show me in Carmel and Monterrey?" I said, trying to change the subject away from sex.

"Aunt Christl and I toured Santa Cruz and Monterrey, and it was there that we first had sex. If you like I can show you the spot, even," Father said.

Jesus H. Christ! This is too much! "I'd like to see the aquarium. I hear it's supposed to be really good," I said, desperately trying to change the subject away from sex!

"It's one of the best in the country. Personally, I like the sharks, but there's a great jellyfish exhibit, and all sorts of things you'll enjoy, I'm sure," Father said, and the car fell into silence, which I was completely grateful for. I still had Father's wallet, and I kept glancing, from time to time, at the picture of a naked, freshly fu#ked, Aunt Christl, when she was my age.

Father had this picture of his own inc*stuous sis, from years ago when she was nineteen, and clearly, he was not averse to sibling inc*st. Also, he thought I resembled Aunt Christl, and I agreed; I did. OMG, it suddenly dawned on me: Was he hoping to relive his own depraved sibling inc*st with me, and during this trip, too? Is that why he confessed his own prior inc*st to me? Is that why he shared this picture with me, that he obviously treasures? My goodness! How am I to handle this? It's bad enough I am so weak that I cannot resist sex with John, and now will I have to stand up to my own daddy?

I had long suspected I was what is known as a sexual submissive, and my times with John had brought that into sharp focus, as I meekly did whatever John wanted me to do. I had to be strong now. I couldn't let the submissive side of me lead to sex with my very own Father! My bro was bad enough!

I began to look at my daddy differently. Unlike my Aunt Christl, Father had taken good care of himself. He was 44, but he had a hard body. He did not have bulging muscles or anything, but he was strong as an ox.

Father was also doubtless good in bed, because both John and I had grown up hearing Mum's groans late at night, when they thought we were asleep. I had explained them to John at the time; I chuckled at the memory, when John thought Mum was being hurt. It was adorable.

I wondered how John and Mum were doing, on their trip up to Oregon? John had told me he had plans to seduce Mum and to have sex with her again, after his remarkable one time with her in Marrakesh. He had also told me Mum was adamantly against it. We had agreed that if he succeeded, he'd send me a one-word text: Yes.

I had a fairly immediate problem, however. Father likes fancy restaurants, and there are some doozies in the Carmel/Monterey area, which is chock-a-block full of rich people. He wanted to take me to one of them, and I needed the appropriate clothes. I had brought home no fancy clothes from USC for winter vacation. I needed them for some formal meals at Spa X in Marrakesh, and Mum took me shopping. I had brought along with me the dress I had bought with Mum over there, hoping to find a reason to wear it at USC.

There's an intersection between fancy clothes and sexy clothes, and there's nothing like a French designer to find that intersection. Morocco has a strong French influence, so Mum got me this rather spectacular dress, which had John and practically every other man at Spa X drooling over me. That was my only choice. It was the only option at all that I had with me, my only choice of what to wear for the fancy dinner with Father.

The dress hugs all of my curves and has a décolletage almost down to my naval. If you want to wear a bra with it, it has to be a special effect bra, like those ones designed for backless dresses with décolletage (like my dress) that are special rubber pieces, one over each bosom. Needless to say, I didn't have anything like that.

So, just as I did in Marrakesh, I had to wear it without a bra. The dress reveals just enough of my bosoms to be tantalizing to the man I'm with. John told me it made him want to stick his hands inside my dress and grab some bosom. The dress tends to give the impression that I'm sexually available to the man I'm with, or to some other man, and that was not the impression I wanted to convey to my own Father! Plus, there's no bra to run interference with my areolas, and my areolas sometimes have a mind of their own. My areolas often get hard at the sound of a suggestive comment, and of course also at the sound of a drop of a zipper.

Nevertheless, I wore the dress, explaining Mum bought it for me when we were in Marrakesh. I'm a modest person, but even I had to admit: I looked stunning. I like to think it made me look pretty, more than sexy and sexually available, but I guess that's in the eye of the beholder, and who knew what was in my daddy's eyes? John had told me what was in his eyes, and he was Father's progeny, so...? My bosoms looked as if they were always about to fall out of the dress, but I made sure they never did, of course.

I emerged from the bathroom of the Starbucks where I had changed, and of course Father was waiting for me. Every man in Starbucks checked me out, no matter his age. This dress hadn't seemed so over-the-top sexy at Spa X, but there sex was on the menu every single day, all day long. However now, back in reality at a Starbucks in Monterey, it obviously was perceived as highly sexy. It showed off a major amount of bosom, as well as every detail of my curves. It was not the kind of dress one wears to dinner with one's Father!

"You look pretty in that dress," Father said.

"Thanks, Father. I bought it with Mum in Marrakesh. I needed a fancy dress, and my other fancy clothes are in LA, in my dorm room closet," I said. "I'm glad you like it. It's not too sexy to wear out with you? I felt like the center of attention in Starbucks." We were now walking to the restaurant, and everyone on the street was also checking me out. Part of me enjoyed it, but most of me was ashamed at how 'out there' I looked. On the other hand, it was a French designer dress, and that conveyed a bit of authority, I told myself.

"Nah. You'll just look like one of many trophy wives at the restaurant. Don't worry, sweetheart," Father said. Tastefully, he didn't say like one of the many mistresses at the restaurant.

I was the incarnation of worry, however, as we approached the restaurant. Once inside, however, as we were ushered to our table, I saw that either it was take your daughter to dinner night, or the place was packed with trophy wives. When only a few men checked me out carefully, the way men do when one is provocatively dressed, and all the others just paid attention to their mistresses and trophy wives, I relaxed.

After all, this was just dinner with my Father. All girls go to dinner with their Fathers at some point. It's not a big deal, and we had to eat, after all, on the long drive to LA. Moreover Mum had helped choose the dress! I was innocence itself. The waiter came, and we ordered, and the bottle of wine arrived promptly. The waiter opened it, my Father approved of it, and we each had our glasses filled, and we drank a toast. Then Father dropped the bomb.

"You know, I haven't asked you yet. How did you like Morocco, Marrakesh, and especially, Spa X?" Father asked. "Did you get any anklets to wear?"

I almost had a heart attack when Father said that!

"You, uh, you know, uh, about the anklets?" I asked. "I mean, you know what they mean?"

"Yes, of course I do. They were my idea," Father said.

I just stared at him. Nothing was making sense.

"Mum never told you? Well, I put up some of the initial capital to create Spa X. It wasn't one of my most profitable investments, but it's a one-of-a-kind spa, and it's truly popular among a certain set of special people. I guess you met some of them when you went there. You got thoroughly degrumped, too. I guess you liked it?" Father said.

I was on my third glass of wine. I had no idea what to say. I was unable to speak.

"This is not a good conversation for me, Father," I finally managed to say.

"Mum says you were awarded eleven anklets. Is that right?" Father asked, ignoring my pleas to get him to stop.

Luckily, I was drinking water, and not wine, when he said that, because I spluttered and splashed myself, right into my considerable cleavage. Unable to speak, I weakly nodded my head.

"Before Spa X, there was only your boyfriend Nikos, right?" Father said. I knew he was talking about men I had slept with, of course. I nodded, and then I spoke.

"Nikos is history, Father. Nikos is why I needed degrumpification," I said.

"I see," Father said, nodding his head the way wise men do, I suppose. "Well, I'm glad it seems to have worked. Was your fu#k with John the best of them?"

"Father, I can't talk about such things with you. You're my Father, remember?"

"I figure you don't orgasm easily," Father said, going where fools rush in, and angels fear to tread. "I mean, all those anklets means you had one, maybe two gangbangs. Did you enjoy them?"

"Father!" I said in exasperation, and a bit too loudly. The people at the table next to us looked at me.

Father switched the subject to politics. We agreed on most things, so that was okay, and eventually I calmed down. I was never truly able to relax, but at least I was not being constantly embarrassed!

It got worse. A business associate of my daddy, who was introduced to me as Bernhard Spellings, and accompanied by his sexpot of a mistress, discovered us in the restaurant, and stopped by our table. Father introduced me as Myle, a friend of his daughter Johanna. I glared at him, but I might as well have glared at the wall, for all the reaction my glares inspired.

The sexpot mistress, a woman who looked to be in her late 20s or early 30s, named Dulce, ended up inviting us over to their house for after dinner drinks. Before I could even think of anything to say, my Father, whom I was now calling Thomas instead of Father, accepted! I was beginning to think we would never get to USC.

Father/Thomas and I finished the meal, with Father trying quite hard to get me drunk. He succeeded, of course, because the wine he had ordered, no doubt very expensive, was the most delicious my nineteen-year-old body had ever tasted. We drank two full bottles of the stuff, and I enthusiastically drank my share. The red wine, I noted, was one year older than I was!

I was staggering to my feet at the end of the meal when I got a one-word text from John.

Yes

This was followed by another:

Jarrod was here. Him, too

And another:

Has Father seduced you yet?

Then it was my turn:

No, but I'm very drunk, and he's taking me to Bernhard Spellings' place in Carmel.

John answered, to my annoyance,

It's only a matter of time. Text me 'Yes' after he lays you, Johanna

That text was followed by a picture of my naked mommy, bound, and wearing a mask, with cum decorating her cunt. The caption was 'Love from Crescent City.' I closed my phone, quickly. I was angry that John thought I'd let Father seduce me. There was no real evidence (other than the way his eyes were devouring me) that he even wanted to lay me!

I texted back the groan emoticon. ??

"Thomas," I said, as he put his arm around my shoulders to help me to walk; It's hard to walk on flagstones wearing heels, even low ones, when you're drunk out of your mind. "Tell me; are you okay with Mum going to Spa X, knowing as you do what goes on there?"

"Call her Lestari, Myle," Thomas said.

"Are you okay with it?" I asked.

"She needs it. It degrumps her. Both of us are happier for it. It was what gave me the original idea for Spa X," Thomas said.

"Spa X was your idea?" I was incredulous.

"Yep," he replied, clearly pleased with himself.

When we got to Bernhard Spellings' second home, which was itself a small mansion, I immediately took off my heels. That was much better. He had plush furniture, and I quickly sank into an overstuffed armchair (avoiding the couch, so Thomas couldn't sit next to me and get fresh and embarrass me). I graciously accepted the cognac I was offered, in (of course) a Baccarat snifter. There were two other couples there, so we were four men and four women, and obviously I was the youngest by at least ten years. Dulce engaged me in conversation, and I was pleased at how learned and sophisticated she was. She wasn't just a bimbo mistress; no, she had her own career. She was a serious person.

After around an hour, when I had completely given up on making any more progress towards USC that first day of our trip, Bernhard suggested we all adjourn to the hot tub. They had one on their patio, as it turned out. I knew Father (I mean Thomas) and I had no swimsuits, although mine was back in my suitcase in the trunk of the car. It turns out everyone was going to be nude in the hot tub. Shit, I thought, this was dangerous.

I tried to get out of it, I did. I had bunches of excuses, leading with no suit (nobody will be wearing a suit), to being too drunk (it's okay, we're all drunk), to being too shy (the water will hide you, no worries). I ran out of excuses, and I overheard Father telling Bernhard I was a bit of an exhibitionist, anyway. How the fu#k did he know that?

Most of all, I was worried about my submissive nature. Drunk and submissive, and naked in a hot tub? This was not propitious. I began to channel Spa X. There I was bound and blindfolded, and gangbanged twice, since I have trouble achieving a orgasm. Maybe this would simply be the analogous thing, but with colleagues of my Father -- and my Father! -- and some of these rich and powerful men would, uh, well they would, uh, they would do what men do to naked, submissive women, now wouldn't they?

So, I did it. I kind of had to do. I had to go along to get along; everyone was ganging up on me. We were arranged boy, girl, boy, girl, all around the large hot tub. It was kind of fun, to be naked in hot, roiling water, outdoors, with only the patio lights giving off a soft light. I felt the water between my legs, in the crack of my ass, and caressing my bosoms. I was turned on to be naked in such a setting with four rich and powerful men, and their beautiful bimbo bitch mistresses (which I too was pretending to be, thanks to Father having manipulated me into this deception).

I was seated in between Bernhard and Berni, two captains of industry in Silicon Valley. My own daddy was as rich as Croesus and was a venture capitalist. I didn't know squat about the fourth guy, not even his name! I called him 'Four Guy' in my mind. Bernhard engaged me in conversation. On the other side of me was the handsome but silent Four Guy. I began to feel relaxed and hopelessly friendly and sexy, and was wondering if someone had slipped me ecstasy, or something? I never did drugs, so that would be a huge violation if someone had?

As Bernhard and I discussed computer hacking (one of my major interests), I felt a hand on my thigh under the water. Actually, there were two hands, one on each thigh. One was of course from Four Guy, and the other was from Bernhard. I looked over at Father, and he was clearly making a play for Dulce, and not paying attention to me.

Bizarrely, I just the hands stay on my thighs. This was so, so unlike me! My only explanation, besides being drunk and possibly drugged, was that I was channeling my recent spectacular times at Spa X.

The hands reached my cunt, and for some reason I was psychologically unable to push them away, to slap the older, powerful men, or even to verbally protest. I just kept right on talking with Bernhard as his and Four Guy's fingers began to massage my slit, even slipping inside me. At one point I had four fingers inside me, two from each guy. I had stopped talking, and my head had fallen back against the cushions lining the border of the hot tub. I had never before been so turned on, as my cunt was being seriously stretched!

Four Guy got his hands under my ass and he lifted me up, moving me to his lap. My bosoms were now far above the level of the water, so everyone could see my nudity, but really, nobody seemed to care. Dulce was on my Father's lap, and the other two women -- what were their names? -- were distracted by the men next to them.

Four Guy moved me around to get his dick inside me, without even an iota of protest coming from me. It was almost as if I were watching myself be a super-bitch. I was channeling my times at Spa X. There was no other explanation. Soon Four Guy and I were humping, with me rising and falling accordingly, and it was obvious to everyone -- including, of course, to my Father -- that Four Guy was royally fu#king me. We were fu#king in front of six other naked people and nobody even cared, or really, even noticed. Four Guy fu#ked me a long time before he unloaded his spunk inside me, and then, in that happy, just-fu#ked feeling, I was passed to Bernhard's lap. I think my time at Spa X had conditioned me to think this was normal. After all, I hadn't cum yet.

Seconds later I was bouncing up and down on Bernhard's lap, as he took sloppy seconds, while the hot water of the hot tub washed around us. I was in serious bitch territory now, fu#king two men I didn't even know, back to back, in a hot tub with six other people watching, albeit inattentively. Bernhard is a big, strong man, and he rose to stand, keeping me impaled on his dick, and he took me to a mattress outside the hot tub I had not even noticed was there. "Anal okay?" Bernhard asked.

I didn't reply, but good little submissive that I am, I got on all fours, so my answer was implicit, and it was obvious. I groaned when he brutally entered me which got everyone's attention, and everyone else stopped whatever hanky-panky they were up to at the time, to watch Bernhard destroy my ass. He played with my clit while he reamed my ass, but of course I still didn't cum, although I was super turned on to have such an audience. Father being one of the spectators, however, was strange. I realized I was full of shame to be doing this in front of Father, but also -- at the same time -- totally turned on to be doing it in front of him.

When Bernhard finished with me, I collapsed on the mattress. I heard applause. Then someone rolled me over onto my back, and I saw Father's face. He spread my legs, and I said, "Are you sure?"

Father didn't answer, he just got in position, and I knew we were about to have daddy-daughter inc*st. Not only that, but we were about to do it with an audience! Holy shit. It seemed like years passed between the time when Father spread my legs, and his fabulous dick actually entered me. Time had stood still. I couldn't believe how wonderful it felt to have my own daddy's dick inside me. I felt that's why I had been dreading it: Because I knew I would love it too much. I knew it was wrong, but everything was wrong, and this was the only wrong thing that seemed totally right!

Father began to pump inside me, and all of a sudden, I found my voice. I had just enough self-awareness left not to say "Father," and instead, I said, "Oh God, Thomas, yes! You're so good. So good. So good," and I raised my tummy to meet his thrusts. My legs closed around his back, as I was glad not to be bound for this remarkable fu#k. I pulled him deeper and deeper inside me, and I clawed at his back with my sharp fingernails, beautifully painted in red and green stripes for the Christmas season.

Father fu#ked me relentlessly and without mercy. My breathing became ragged, and my groans increased as I got closer, chasing that elusive (for me, at least) phenomenon known as the female climax. I was getting there, I just needed Thomas to last a little longer, a little longer, a little longer, still. Oh God, I was so, so close! "Give it to me, Thomas," I cried out, not caring about the audience. "Fill me up! I need it; give it to me, lover!" and that last cry apparently put Thomas over the edge.

Thomas froze inside me. I raised my back in a beautiful arch, and he unloaded his spunk inside me, his own daughter. He squirted three times, and the last time, it finally arrived: the endorphin tidal wave rolled over me, drowning me with serotonin. This was it: The mega climax every woman chases her whole life, but many never find, and here it was, near the beach in Carmel, under the stars, on a mattress in between the hot tub and the pool.

Thomas (okay, Father) collapsed on top of me, and I was kissing his chest frantically. He was smiling. He had wanted this for a long time; I knew that, now. I was glad to make him happy. Had I wanted it? That's a tricky question, but now that we had done it, I sure as hell wanted more chances to do it again!

I looked around us, and everyone was fu#king, and nobody was paying us any attention. Good. Father eventually got off me, and I just lay there, drunk and thrice fu#ked, still enjoying the aftereffects of the climax from heaven. I did manage to bring my legs together. Father wanted to stand me up, and I gradually realized he was posing me just like the pose his sis Aunt Christl was in, lo those many years ago. Cum was dribbling down my leg, as well it might have been both from my cunt and my ass. Father found his camera and there I was, in all of my fresh-fu#ked glory, destined to live on, plasticized, in his wallet.

Later, after I had used one of Bernhard and Dulce's showers, toweled down, and dressed again in my sexy blue dress, I quickly texted John:

Yes

Then I closed my phone. Berni came up to me. "It appears I'm the only man who hasn't enjoyed you intimately, Myle," he said, looking straight at my cleavage.

I didn't know what to say to that! It was clear, however, I had to say something. "Yes, I guess so. Sorry, Berni."

"Rain check, then?" he asked.

"Sure," I said, confident I'd never see Berni again, anyway.

"Are you and Thomas spending the night here, at Bernhard's place? We are," Berni said.

"No, I think we'll be getting on the road. You know, make some more progress towards LA," I said.

"It's 11:00PM and both you and Thomas have had a lot to drink," Berni said, all of which seemed obvious, but I hadn't thought of that.

Just then Dulce came to me, saying, "Come on, Myle. Thomas and you have guest bedroom #4; follow me, and I'll take you there." In a daze I rose, and looking back I saw an evil smile on Berni's face.

When I woke in the morning, the sun streaming into our room, lighting up my naked body, I opened my eyes to see a strange, naked man standing over me. In my hungover morning fog, all I could think was where am I, and why is this man naked? Gradually, the man joined me on the bed, and spread my legs. I realized it was Berni from the previous night.

"Uh, no, Berni, I don't think..." and then boom! He was inside me, pumping away, and I was moaning. I let him fu#k me, just like that, without foreplay, and I even enjoyed it, damn it all! I couldn't believe what a bitch I was, and how Father must have known, and set me up for all of this. Indeed, I saw Father standing there in the corner watching, and waiting for his turn.

After Berni emptied his balls in me, Father climbed aboard, and him at least, I was happy to fu#k. Boy, did we fu#k! Wow. And like John before him, I didn't need three fu#ks to orgasm. I don't think I even needed Berni's warmup fu#k. Father was that good! It wasn't my super-duper mega climax of the night before, but I had a perfectly nice, and enjoyable orgasm, and so too, of course, did my daddy. I felt as if my cunt had become a slushy on a hot day.

When he was done, and we were alone, I said, "We have to get out of here. I can't take any more of this! Get our suitcase, 'cause I'm not riding in the car wearing this dress!" as I pointed at my beautiful, low cut, body hugging blue dress from the night before.

I kissed all the men goodbye, and also Dulce, who had to be bisexual, judging from the way she kissed me. Whoa, that woman is hot! I was a bit sorry I missed getting it on with her! We got back on the road. It's kind of funny: All the way to LA, neither one of us mentioned anything about that night at Bernhard's place! I might have thought it was all a mirage, if one day, Dulce hadn't shown up at my dorm, looking for me!

"Dulce?" I said, gobsmacked.

"Myle?" she replied.

We went to lunch, and friends came up to me about various things as Dulce and I ate, and they were all calling me Johanna, so I ended up confessing the truth about things to Dulce.

"That's okay, Myle. We all knew you were Thomas's daughter. All the men really enjoyed their times with you, too, you know. You're welcome back anytime," she said.

"Where are you staying?" I asked.

"A hotel nearby. Want to come over for a little visit?" she asked.

"Sure. When did you have in mind?" I asked.

"Now. Does now work for you?" Dulce asked.

I texted Father, asking if he had set this up. I got back a chuckling emoticon. ?? I texted John, asking advice. It was, of course, a mistake to ask John for advice; he is, though, my bro, and he loves me.

That's so hot! I want pictures! John texted back.

How about a live feed? I replied, thinking I was being sarcastic.

Can Jarrod and Helen watch? John asked.

Who's Helen? I asked, but I felt sure I already knew. I was right. Helen was his new girlfriend. I had no self-respect left. I checked with Dulce first, and I texted back,

It's okay with me. Dulce, too. Have fun.

The next family holiday was Easter. That was going to be one hell of an interesting time. Maybe I'd get lucky, and go to Mexico first, and get stuck there, or something? Father told me he was inviting Bernhard and Dulce, too. John was bringing Helen. Yep -- getting stuck somehow in Mexico sounded like a good plan to me!

I went home for Easter, of course. I didn't have a boyfriend at the time, so I was odd girl out. Father had Mum, John had Helen, and then there was me. To be honest, knowing everyone was getting it on but me, made me feel ignored, and also horny. Enter Jarrod.

Jarrod came by and asked me about my girlfriend 'Charis.' Apparently, he had a crush on this mythical friend of mine that John invented. I put Jarrod off about Charis, and then Jarrod tried to get me into bed, but for once in my life I managed to say no, and convincingly, too! I knew what Jarrod and Mum had done in Crescent City, and the idea that he would lay me, too, truly grossed me out.

I'll have to ask John about who Charis is. Jarrod has been looking at me funny, recently, and so far I've had to say no to Jarrod three times. I don't know how many more times I can say no to Jarrod! I spoke with Mum about him, and apparently he's really good in bed. Mum then said something truly bizarre: "See if he can hit your areolas with his cum," she said. Now I'm curious. Maybe next time I won't say no? Jarrod has a date with me tonight. Wish me luck. 
 
   
  
 

 BOOK5: 
 
    
8 weeks had flown by since we had watched that erotic foursome of Jutta, Gabriele, Athina and Rowena. Bael had managed to secure a warehouse for us. It was the one she liked the best with a large basement area underneath. We had managed to purchase it outright and had been fitting it out for the last four weeks. Athina had proved a godsend; Bael had employed her as our club manager, and she had taken to it like a duck to water. Completing the design, engaging contractors to perform the building works, organising licensing, she was ticking all the boxes. We were due to open this week. I had invited my mommy to come and stay and she would be arriving on the Friday afternoon in two weeks, just as Jogvan had asked I do. We were in bed together, playing out the same scenario we had been for the last eight weeks. Jogvan had put a video together that we were watching, pictures and short videos were playing on the screen. I watched as my mommy's face appeared, smiling. Jogvan began talking again.

"Such a beautiful face."

"Yes," I replied.

Another image of Bael, Mum and me appeared on the screen. We were all in bikinis at the beach.

"Such beautiful bodies."

"Yes," I replied again in a dreamy voice.

Another image of mum and me in the pool appeared. We were topless.

"Such beautiful boobs to feed on."

"Yes," again I was replying in a dreamy voice. "I want to feed on them."

Jogvan replied, "Soon babe. Soon you will be able to feed on your mommy's boobs again."

A short video flashed up. It was of the p@rn star Shay Foxx. She looked so much like my mommy.

The video showed her naked, cleanly shaven cunt. I groaned looking at this.

"Such a pretty naked mother," Jogvan said.

"Naked mother. Hot mother." I was saying this breathlessly.

Another picture of my mommy flashed up. She was dressed in a short black dicktail dress, high heels and thigh high stockings. She looked gorgeous.

"Beautiful mother," I said.

Another picture, this time my sis, mum and me. All in dicktail dresses.

"Perfect threesome," Jogvan said.

I groaned again, "Mmmmmmmmmmmm, threesome with mother and sis’sy."

We had run through these same pictures, same movies for weeks now. The conversation always followed this same path we were following now. Another movie came up. It was a short grab of Shay Foxx again, sharing and sucking a dick with what was meant to be her daughter. I groaned again.

"Pretty mother. Mother's sucking dick with her daughter. Mother's sucking Jogvan's dick with me."

I was laying on my stomach watching this and as always Jogvan slid over on top of me. My cunt was slick now and I felt Jogvan's hard dick pushing forward into me as we watched.

"Tell me Sulastri. Tell me as the images play out what you and your mommy will do. Tell me like you have been doing for the last few weeks."

I groaned and began talking to him. "My mommy arrives on the Friday afternoon," another image of my mommy appeared on the screen, smiling at us as Jogvan's dick slides in and out of me. "I greet my mother at the door. Excited I hug her and kiss her on the lips. Mother is surprised at the intimate kiss but will put it down to her daughter's excitement. I lead mother into the kitchen overlooking our pool area." Another image of Shay Foxx appears on the screen, naked again, lifting weights. Is it Shay Foxx or mother? They look so similar.

I offer mother a glass of wine, she thanks me, and we begin sipping from our glasses, chuckling and chatting. Mother is facing out to the pool area behind me when she gasps. I turn to look at what has surprised her. I see you Jogvan, emerging from the pool completely naked, your dick semi-erect. You smile at us, wave and wrap a towel around you. Your strong muscular chest still on display.

You enter the room and greet my mommy. "Hi Rachel. Sorry, I didn't realise you would be here so early. You've caught me skinny dipping."

You wrap your arms around my mommy and kiss her, ensuring your hardening dick presses up against her as you hug. You pull back, your arms still around my mommys' waist. Mother smiles at you, blushing from the intimate contact. Your dick is still pushed up against her pelvis, engorged by the blood flow and hardening. You smile at her and say, "I better go shower and change, I'll take your bags up with me Rachel." You walk upstairs to our bedroom carrying mother's bags.

More images of my mommy flash by on the screen, dressed in sexy outfits, dressed in bikini's, shots of my sis, mum and me together. A short video of me masturbating with a vibrator. An image of me wearing a strap-on. Another image of mum topless by the pool. Jogvan's dick is sliding in and out of me, throbbing. "Tell me more," he says.

As video of a naked Shay Foxx (or is it mother?) outstretched in bondage gear begins playing. I begin talking again. "Mother is looking at me, slightly flushed, she smiles and says it's great to see her daughter and son-in-law. I smile back and lightly run my fingers down the side of her boobs I say that it's great to see my mother as well. I tell mother she looks gorgeous and again, mother blushes. I offer to help mother get settled into her room and lead her upstairs with our glasses of wine in hand. As we walk into mother's room, we can see through into our master bedroom directly opposite. The door is open and mother looks through to see my husband, naked, drying himself with a towel. She blushes again. I wrap my arms around mother from behind and look over her shoulder. Quite a sight, isn't he? I whisper into mother's ear. My hands slowly move up over her boobs, cupping them. I can feel her areolas are erect."

On the TV screen another video comes on. It's mother and what looks like me sucking on a dick together. It must be another Shay Foxx video. Or is it really mother and me? Reality and dreams seem to be mixing together

"Tell me more," Jogvan says.

"I help mother unpack her clothes and suggest we have a quick swim before dinner. Mother agrees that would be refreshing. I stand staring at my mommy and ask if she is going to change. Again, she blushes before beginning to remove her clothes. Mother goes to pick up her bikini. Let's skinny dip I say and in a dreamy voice mother says yes. We are both naked now. I lead mother downstairs holding her hand and you are following, admiring our naked bodies. We splash around in the pool. At some point I feel myself pushing my body up against mother's, our boobs mashed together, our pelvises pushing together, our eyes lock and for an instant I think mother is tempted to kiss me before mother turns her face away. Mother is blushing a deep red. I smile at mother and push back away. We are getting out of the pool."

More images are flashing past on the television screen. My sis and I naked and kissing. A picture of my mommy. Then Jogvan, Bael and me entangled in a threesome. Another picture of my mommy. Then one of a naked Shay Foxx. Or is it mother? A short video of my sis riding me doggy style with a strap-on. A short video of my mommy at a body building competition, her body squeezed into a tiny bikini and glistening with oil as she flexes her muscles. Then a video of my sis and me ass cheek to ass cheek using a double ended dildo doggy style.

I hear Jogvan's voice far away and feel his hard dick moving in and out of me, "Tell me more."

"I'm leading my mommy out of the pool and up into our shower. There is a double shower head in our bathroom, designed for a couple to bathe together, and I lead mother in. The warm water feels good on my body. It feels so right, a mommy and daughter showering together. You are laying on the bed watching us through the open door, stroking your dick. My mommy sees you as I begin lathering her body with soap. My hands are washing my mother's body, roaming over her beautiful full boobs, down over her stomach as I push my boobs up against her back. My hand begins to lather her bald cunt and she groans. Look at my husband I say to mother. Her eyes go over to you on the bed and she groans as my fingers slide up and down her cunt. Doesn't his dick look delicious mother? Again, a groan escapes mother."

Jogvan's dick is throbbing. I know he is close but trying to hold on. To hear more of this fantasy. The daughter's seduction of a mommy. Such a forbidden taboo. A wife's seduction of her own mommy as her husband watches.

"Tell me more." When Jogvan says this his dick slides deeper into me and I groan.

"Mother and me are out of the shower. I have laid out what she is to wear on the bed. She looks at it, blushes, and looks back at me shaking her head. I say we are going to the new club after dinner and it's just the thing to wear. She blushes again, then agrees to put it on. Mother's eye's furtively glance over to you, still laying on the bed naked, stroking your dick.

Mother and I are still naked and my hands caress the sides of mother's boobs as I again say how delicious my husband's dick looks. Mother blushes when I say this. I pick up the black leather full body harness and begin fitting it onto mother. It comes over mother's shoulders and forms a cup-less bra as I tighten the buckles on her back. My hands then lightly flutter over mother's boobs, feeling mother's hard erect areolas as I run my hands down to the stainless-steel ring in the middle of mother's stomach. I spread out the lower part of the harness onto mother's waist and again tighten the buckle at the back. This time my hands flutter across mother's cunt lips and I feel the dampness on them as mother becomes more excited by the combined feel of the leather and my hands on her body.

I bring the harness around mother's lower waist and feed the two straps under mother's crotch, tightening and adjusting them. You're watching us Jogvan, as a daughter runs her hands over her mommys' body. I'm ensuring all the straps are fitted and tightened correctly. Your dick is fully erect, and mother is staring directly at it. I reach around mother from behind and pinch her areolas, mother groans. I whisper in mother's ear that we are going out tonight and are going to watch an even more erotic show at the club.

Mother groans again, her areolas hard and erect as I pinch them. One of my hands runs down mother's stomach and onto her cunt lips. Mother's lips are wet, and I feel how engorged mother's clit is as I squeeze it, pinch it. Mother groans and turns her head slightly allowing me to kiss her lips."

At this point Jogvan groans and drives his hard dick deep into my cunt. I feel his cum shooting into me and I look up to see a video playing. It's mother (or Shay?) kneeling naked and watching as her daughter is sucking a dick, the cum suddenly exploding out from the end of the dick and then mommy and daughter are sharing the white liquid in an inc*stuous kiss. I groan and cum myself, picturing doing this with my mommy, sharing Jogvan's dick and the cum he will feed us.

Friday Evening

I hear a phone ringing in the distance. It takes me a minute to realise it's my phone. I reach over and pick it up. My eyes come into focus and I see it's Katerina calling.

"Hey Katerina, how are you?"

"Great babe. I'm so excited to hear about the club. I was wondering if you and Jogvan wanted to come over for a bite to eat tonight and give me an update."

I checked the time and it was just after five. "That sounds great Katerina. Is seven ok?"

"Seven's great babe, see you then."

I hang up, roll over and nudge Jogvan, "Hey sexy, wake up, we've got a dinner date. I'll jump in the shower."

Jogvan rolled over, yawned and nodded.

The hot water felt good and was waking me up. The bathroom door opened, and Jogvan jumped into the shower with me. We were washing each other off, teasing each other's bodies with caresses. We jumped out and began drying off.

Jogvan grinned at me and said, "So, a dinner date with Katerina? This could be interesting."

Chuckling I slapped his butt, "Behave yourself young man."

Fifteen minutes later we were dressed and next door at Katerina's knocking on her door. Katerina answered the door in a black mesh see through dress. She had a leather harness on underneath and thigh high leather boots. Her long blond hair had been tucked up under a black wig cut in a bob and she was wearing bright red lipstick. She looked stunning. Jogvan's mouth was hanging open.

Katerina grinned at us, "Come in you two. Don't stand in the doorway."

I pushed Jogvan in and we both kissed Katerina on the cheek.

"Now I'm keeping dinner simple. I've just made a few pizzas and they're in the oven so they'll be ready in ten minutes. Let's have a drink!" Katerina turned and walked towards the kitchen and we followed. We were both staring at her beautiful ass that was clearly visible through her dress.

"Martinis?" Katerina said, holding up two glasses.

"Yes please," we both replied.

Katerina shook the dicktail shaker and then poured three martinis' over olives. We clinked our glasses together and each took a sip.

"Mmmmmm," I said. "Nice and strong."

Katerina grinned at me, "Yes, I'm hoping to have my wicked way with the two of you later."

We all chuckled, the oven timer went off and soon we were enjoying slices of home-made pizza. We chit-chatted while we ate, standing around the breakfast bench. Jogvan finished off a whole pizza by himself while Katerina and I shared the other one. Once we finished Katerina poured us all another martini and grinned at the two of us.

"So, I'm excited about your club opening and wondered if I could ask a favour?"

"Anything," I replied to Katerina.

"Well, I know you told me the basement was setup for private shows. I was wondering if maybe Nobie and me could put on a little show? You know a little mommy/daughter BDSM? It's would be such a turn on doing it in front of our friends but the thought of doing it in front of complete strangers, having them know it's a real mommy and daughter performing for them, well, it's just so hot, so erotic. I guess it just brings out the exhibitionist in me."

Jogvan and me looked at each other, then back at Katerina.

"I think that would be hot Katerina," I was saying to her. "Just the kind of thing to really show the customers what our club is going to be about."

Katerina put her glass down, leaned in and hugged me and Jogvan together, "Oh thanks Sulastri, thanks Jogvan. Nobie is going to love this." Katerina leant back and was beaming. "There's something else I want to ask you. Do you like my look tonight?"

Jogvan and me looked at each other and then back at Katerina and we both nodded our heads yes.

"Well there's something I'd like to do, something a little bit kinky," Brandy said smiling. Then she looked at me straight in the eye's, "I'd like you to call me mother tonight."

Jogvan almost choked on his drink. "That's hot," I replied in a dreamy voice. "So that's why you have the wig on. From the photos you've seen of my mum?"

"Yes," Katerina replied. "And I know your mum is coming to visit in two weeks. So, I thought maybe you could practice your seduction techniques on me?"

"Oh wow," I said, my voice sounding far away and dreamy. "I'd love that mother."

Katerina and I had our eyes locked together. Jogvan was looking back and forth at us and he said, "This is so hot. This is so unbelievably hot. You even look like Rachel with that wig on."

Katerina spoke, still staring at me, "You're going to have to guide me through this baby girl. It's all so new for mother. So, forbidden. Can my daughter guide me?"

"Oh yes mother, yes I can. Down on your knee's mother. I'll guide you." Katerina dropped to her knees and I guided Jogvan over in front of her. My arms wrapped around him from behind and I unzipped his jeans. His dick was hard and erect, taking it out I bent it down to Katerina's face.

"Hands behind your back mother. Time for dessert." Katerina leant forward and her mouth engulfed Jogvan's dick. Jogvan groaned in pleasure. I looked down at Katerina, still with my hand wrapped around the base of Jogvan's dick.

"Mother," her eyes looked up at me, "Do you like sucking my husbands' dick? Do you like sucking your son in laws dick while your daughter feeds it to you?" Katerina's eyes lit up and a smile formed round the edges of her mouth.

"You do, don't you mother." I couldn't believe I was doing this, it was so naughty, so forbidden. This was much kinkier than playing with my sis, this was next level kinky. I was beginning to understand why the daughters so easily fell into the role of seducing their mommys. The way I could direct and control my substitute mother just made me so wet.

"Stand up mother." Mother's mouth released Jogvan's dick and she stood in front of us. "Take your dress off mother." Mother removed her dress. Her beautiful body was now on display, restrained in her harness, her boobs where pushed up and out. "Come mother. Let's see what you have upstairs that we can play with." My substitute mother led the way. We entered the master bedroom and from the centre of the ceiling hung a rope with leather cuffs attached. I held them up, "Is this what you want mother?"

"Yes," was my substitute mother's reply.

I put the wrist cuffs on mother and pulled the rope higher, stretching mother up, and tied the rope off on the wall. I looked at Jogvan, grinned and said, "Let's get naked babe."

We both stripped off. Jogvan lay on the bed and began stroking his semi-erect dick. Mother was facing him, and I was behind her. I picked up a short leather whip from the bedroom sideboard and began flicking it up and down, testing it out. Mother groaned as she heard the whoosh of the whip through the air. Jogvan licked his lips, his eyes fixed on Mother's restrained body.

I swung the whip and it whooshed through the air striking mother's back with a satisfying smack. Mother groaned and said something that turned me on even more.

"Thank you, baby girl, please make mother cry in ecstasy."

Jogvan was smiling wickedly as I swung and brought the whip down on mother's back again and again. His dick was fully erect, red and throbbing, matching mother's lashed red back.

Mother was groaning louder and louder each time the whip struck her back.

"Whip mother harder baby girl, don't be afraid to hurt mother, I want to be your mother bitch, your pain toy."

I whipped mother harder and harder, Jogvan was stroking his dick faster and faster and mother was sobbing, crying and groaning, saying "Thankyou baby girl," each time I struck her.

Mother's groans got louder, "Cum for me mother, cum for me." I was saying.

With one loud groan mother came. I could tell she came as she squirted everywhere.

Jogvan just kept saying "Oh fu#k, oh fu#k" and then he came too. My mother was spent. She was hanging limp from the ceiling, her leather wrist cuffs holding her up. I wasn't finished with her yet. I picked up a strap on dildo and put it on. I moved up behind mother and grasped her hips, pulling her against me as a groan came out of her mouth. I grasped the dildo and rubbed it against her damp and lubricated cunt lips and then pushed into her.

"Oh, fu#k baby girl. Fu#k me. Fu#k mother. Pinch mother's areolas. Stretch them out."

I grasped her boobs and then pinched each areola between my thumb and forefinger, stretching them out, elongating the areolas. Mother groaned louder and said, "Hurt me baby girl, hurt mother."

I released her areola with my right hand and then slapped mother's ass as I drove my dildo into her. Leaning forward I nibbled on mother's ear and then whispered, "Do you like your daughter fu#king you mother?"

"Yes," she gasped.

"Do you like being my pain toy mother?"

Gasping again she replied, "Yes."

I was thrusting my dildo in and out of mother's cunt, faster and faster. Mother was leaning forward, her arms suspended above her head, her legs spread and ass pushed back, grinding on my fake dick. Jogvan was kneeling on the bed in front of our substitute mother, stroking is dick as it again became hard and erect. I grinned at him and leant forward into mother again, my boobs pushed up against her back as I cupped her huge pendulous boobs in my hands.

"Mother, look at your son-in laws dick, look how hard you've made him mother. Such a naughty mother to let your daughter fu#k you while her husband watches. Would you like us to fu#k you together mother? Would you like to suck your son-in laws dick while you daughters fu#king you mother?"

Mother was pushing back on my dildo, "Yes baby girl. Oh yes mother would like to do that for her daughter. Mother wants to be her daughters taboo fu#k doll. Mother will do anything her daughter asks."

I reached up and unclipped mother's leather cuffs from the rope above her and withdrew my dick. "Up on the bed mother. Up on the bed on all fours. It's time for mother to be spit roasted."

I felt so dirty saying this, it was so taboo to be talking to my mother like this and putting her into such a submissive position. God I was so turned on!

Mother was on the bed and Jogvan guided his dick into her mouth, at the same time I was inserting my strapon back into mother's cunt. God so dirty. So taboo.

Mother swallowed Jogvan's dick and I began thrusting in and out of her. Mother just kept making an "mmmmph-mmmmmph" noise as she took my husbands dick and I fu#ked her from behind. I was starting to cum watching this depraved scene in front of me, my mommy naked and on all fours as I thrust my fake dick in and out of her. At the same time mother was sucking my husband's dick.

I started going wild, thrusting faster and faster and then just began raving, "Oh Jogvan, oh Jogvan, I'm cumming babe. I'm cumming in my mother. Cum with me Jogvan, I want you to fill mother's mouth with your cum. Oh mother cum with us." I was groaning, groaning, lost in this fantasy and at that moment looking down at the woman on her hands and knees in front of me, in the black wig, I actually believed I was fu#king my mommy.

I came.

No. I didn't just cum. I was having wave after wave of climaxs pulsing through my cunt, my clitoris was hard and throbbing, my areolas were rock hard and erect too, my whole body felt like it was pulsing, throbbing. My head felt like it was going to explode. This was too much. So forbidden, so taboo, so deviant and wrong to be fu#king mother like this with my husband. I loved it. I had to do this for real. At that moment I knew I was going to fu#k my real mommy while my husband watched. I knew I would do whatever it took to seduce my mommy. To make her my fu#k doll, my sex toy, a sex slave to my husband and me.

I slumped down onto mother's back, exhausted and spent. Mother was still sucking the last drops of cum out of my husband dick as I passed out.

My vision was blurry as I looked up. Was I dreaming? My sis was behind my mommy, fu#king her with a strapon. Mother was licking my cunt as I lay on my back in front of her. I heard Bael say, "Yes mother lick her, lick my sis you kinky whore." This was just so bizarre, so wrong. My head rolled to the left and looking over I saw Jogvan had a camera setup on a tripod and was filming us, he grinned at me.

My sis spoke again, "That's it mother, make Sulastri come again. This has always been your fantasy hasn't it mother? Having a threesome with your hot daughters. You love the feel of my dick don't you mother? The feel of my dick while you eat your daughter's cunt mother. Yes mother. So hot, so forbidden, so naughty to be fulfilling your fantasies like this."

Bael kept talking to mother, encouraging her, pushing her to greater heights of this sexual taboo with her daughters. My head was swirling as mother ate my cunt. I was rolling from one climax to the next as mother's tongue flicked across my clit. As mother spread my lips and sucked my clit into her mouth, as mother ran her tongue up and down the length of my cunt, teasing and encouraging each climax. My mind started to clear and I began wondering, when had mother joined Bael and me in this taboo adventure? How had two weeks passed and I couldn't remember her arriving? How had Bael and I seduced mother into this forbidden threesome and why was mother allowing my husband to film it?

My head cleared and as another climax flooded my cunt and my back arched up off the bed pushing my pubic mound into mother's mouth, I looked around and realised I was still in Katerina's bedroom. It was Katerina between my thighs, still wearing a black wig to play my mommy in this forbidden fantasy. Bael must have come in and joined us while I was passed out post climax and now Jogvan was filming this, probably so he could add excerpts to the kinky inc*stuous videos we played while making love.

Oh, this was so kinky. Katerina looked just like mother with the black wig on. They had similar builds and with her face buried between my thighs the only part of her visible really was her black hair as her head moved up and down between my legs. This would be such a taboo video because with Bael and my faces clearly visible, both of us groaning "mother" and encouraging her to further debauchery, it was quite believable that our mommy had now joined us in an inc*stuous threesome.

Kinky thoughts began running through my head, how I could have Jogvan edit the video to make sure Katerina's face was not visible. How Bael and my encouragement of our "mother" could be included so that it was clear we were both into this kink. But what was really turning me on was playing this video to my real mommy, to have her watch while her depraved daughter's role played fu#king her. Mother was going to watch my special video. I came over and over imagining how this kinky fantasy could come true.

Saturday Morning

Bael, Jogvan and I were all up early. Jogvan had a game of golf planned and wanted to be left by seven, so we had a light breakfast. After Jogvan had gone Bael and I were chatting over coffee, we were planning on going down to the club to check on the progress when my phone rang with a familiar name coming up.

"Hi Fannie, how are you?"

"Fine Sulastri, fine. How are you?"

"Great Fannie, we're all great. And how's Jenny, that hot daughter of yours?"

"Oh, Jenny's fine as well. Sulastri, I was wondering if we could catch up? I have something I wanted to ask your advice on."

"Of course, Fannie, I'd love to catch up, how about later this morning?" I was wondering exactly what Fannie wanted to discuss. I knew she had been becoming more and more submissive to her daughter Jenny and that Jenny had really been pushing the boundaries on what she wanted her mommy to do. This could be a very erotic conversation, or at least I was hoping it would be.

"Yes, yes thanks Sulastri. Can we meet at a café? Maybe the one near the club you're setting up? Maybe at 10?"

"Sure Fannie, see you then."

I looked at my sis and grinned. "So, Bael, maybe you can drop me at the café to meet Fannie and you can head on into the club, meet up with Athina and make sure everything is on track for the opening tonight?"

Bael looked at me and smiling said, "Oh of course. You want me to do all the work while you get to chat with that yummy mother Fannie. Well I guess I can do all the hard work. But make sure that Fannie and her daughter are going to come along to the grand opening tonight. I've sent them invites and put them on the door for the early entry dicktail party."

Bael and I chatted a bit longer before working out for an hour together. We then jumped in the shower. Showering with my sis had become a daily ritual along with our workout. I loved how we lathered each other's bodies up after a workout and massaged out each other's muscles to relax them. Preening each other also meant we were looking better than we ever had. We also had laser hair removal on our bodies, so we had no need to shave our legs or under our arms, but the best part had been when they'd lasered our cunts.

The warm circular motion of the laser and the technicians applying a soothing gel was unbelievably erotic. It was also incredibly hot that Bael and I had gone to a salon run by two sis’s that did us both together so to speak. The sis’s had us lay beside each other on a double massage table when they lasered our pussies. Bael and I groaned through it and I was positive the sis’s had taken pleasure in knowing they brought us to climax during this. I had wondered how many other women they had applied this erotic pleasure to.

Bael and I were dressed and ready and headed out. Bael dropped me at the front of the café, and I grabbed a table out the front and ordered a juice. It wasn't long before I saw Fannie walking down the street and I waved to her from the table. Gosh, what a sight. Fannie looked hot.

Fannie was wearing a black sheer corseted bustier dress and I could clearly see she had a black leather body harness on underneath. A leather collar with a silver ring at the front and black patent leather heels set the outfit off. Her brunette hair had been done a few shades darker and was sitting up in a high pony. The darker hair made Fannie's green eyes stand out and sparkle. I stood up and we hugged, our boobs pushing together.

Whispering in Fannie's ear I said, "You look so hot babe."

Fannie pulled back a bit and blushed, "Thank you. I still get nervous going out in public like this, but it pleases Jenny."

We sat back down and the waitress came out to take our orders. She was slim, petite and blonde, probably not much over five feet tall. She looked straight at Fannie, her eyes wide and she spoke in an excited sultry voice, "Hi, my name is Berni and I'm happy to be serving you today. May I take your order?"

"I'll have the breakfast combo juice please," Fannie replied and then she looked back at me, I guess thinking the waitress would leave but Berni spoke again still staring straight at Fannie and said something very odd.

"Is there any other way I may serve you today? I'm eager to learn."

Fannie looked back up at Berni, then back to me and grinned before turning back to Berni and saying, "Yes there is something else, remove your underwear before returning with my juice. And leave it off for the rest of the day while you serve people. You may leave now." With that Fannie tuned back to me and grinned again. I looked back to Berni and she was blushing a deep shade of red, then she hurried off.

I looked back to Fannie, "Oh my gosh, I can't believe you just said that. What if she reports us to the manager?"

Fannie grinned again, "She won't. Berni has that eager look of wanting to be dominated. I bet she's in the bathroom removing her underwear right now. I may even make a gift of her to my Jenny."

"Wow Fannie, your so much more confident than when we first met. You're really exciting me."

Fannie flashed that gorgeous smile again. For a mum that was somewhat frumpy a couple of months ago she had certainly now changed into a hot confident woman. "Thanks Sulastri. Jenny has encouraged me to be more assertive and confident. She loves the fact I can be her sub but also entice other women, like Berni, into submissive roles. You wouldn't believe some of the things Jenny has had me do over the last few weeks."

I wanted to hear more but we were interrupted by Berni returning with Fannie's juice. Fannie looked at Berni with unwavering eyes.

"You may place my drink in front of me pet." Berni blushed again when Fannie said this. Saying nothing, Berni placed the juice on the table and stood with her hands behind her back, as if she was waiting for any more orders or to be dismissed. Fannie did not disappoint.

Still staring directly at Berni, Fannie said "Did you have something else for me pet?"

"Uhm, uhm," Berni looked down and mumbled something I could not make out.

Fannie had a stern look on her face and responded, "Pets do not uhm and ahh when asked a question. They respond to their mistress directly. Now I said, did you have something else for me pet?"

My jaw dropped when Berni look back at Fannie and said, "Yes mistress. I have my underwear." With that Berni brought forth a white lace thong and a white see through bra.

Fannie grinned and said, "Very good pet. You're dismissed."

Berni had a huge grin on her face before turning and walking off to serve other customers. I looked at Fannie amazed, "Wow Fannie, just wow. You need to tell me what else Jenny has had you do to cause this huge change."

Fannie grinned and began talking, "Well, the first thing my daughter did was give me a complete makeover, new clothes new hair style and newfound confidence. Jenny also had me go on a strict diet and training regime. I'm feeling fitter and healthier than I have in years and my sex drive has exploded! Things have started to escalate with Jenny even more.

She's been ordering me to ask permission for everything before doing it, whether it's to go to the bathroom, dress, eat or even talk to others. Jenny also completely took over my wardrobe and I only dress in what she tells me from a selection of clothes she has picked out for me."

Fannie grinned at me again and said, "I've been loving it. It's filled me with confidence and also taken away things I used to obsess over, like what to wear or say."

I looked at Fannie and she definitely looked more confident and that confidence also enhanced her beauty.

"Jenny also started to get me to do more and more extreme things, leading me round the back yard completely naked except for my leash and collar. Having to be naked at home except for the collar I now always wear. Not wearing any underwear in public. Then one day we went out shopping and she had me insert a remote-controlled vibrating egg. Each time I had to speak to a sales assistant or waitress, Jenny always chose sexy females for me to approach, she would switch on the egg and I'd have to try and not climax while I spoke to them. Some of these women realised what was happening and every single one of them that realised gave me their number without me even asking."

I was staring at Fannie. This was unbelievable. A few short months ago I would have called her a bit of a dowdy boring housewife. Now she was a sex bomb.

Fannie kept talking. "So, Jenny's requests had been getting more and more outrageous. The kinkier it got, the more it turned me on.

Then Jenny asked me to do something I never thought I would do. She had asked three of her closest friends over for a Saturday morning brunch and Jenny had fitted me out in a latex maid's outfit. It was all black with white edging and a white apron. It also had thigh high latex boots with ballerina heels to make sure I was always worried about my balance when serving. Jenny said I looked perfect, but I was still nervous to be wearing this in front of three girls I didn't really know.

When the time arrived and there was a knock on the door I opened it to greet the girls and saw something that horrified me. All three girls had brought their mommys."

When Fannie said this I gasped and put my hand to my mouth before replying, "Are you serious? Their mommys were with them?"

Fannie looked at me and said, "Yes. And they all filed into the house.

I directed the six of them to the lounge and began fussing over them like a good host. Jenny was beaming at me.

All the daughters were talking at once saying how lucky Jenny was to have a mommy like me.

I thought their mommys would be furious, be walking, or running out of this mad house. But no, they all had dreamy looks on their faces, as if they were in a trance.

Then the mommys all began talking. Saying how they wanted to be better mommys. How they wanted to serve their daughters.

Then Jenny looked at me and said she had setup a special tray on the sideboard with gifts and that I should bring it out.

I walked over and retrieved it. The tray had three collars and as I held it out, each daughter took one.
Sulastri it was like I was in a dream. I couldn't believe what was happening.

Each daughter started collaring their mommy and soon all the mommys were standing and undressing. Then they were kneeling in front of their daughters, naked and submissive.

Sulastri, before I knew it the brunch had turned into an orgy.

All of them kissing, licking, tribbing. I couldn't believe what was happening or how it had happened.

Jenny was watching, smiling, stroking my hair as I knelt beside her and we watched this inc*stuous orgy play out.

Fannie looked at me with a confused face, "Sulastri, what's going on? How did Jenny do this?"

I didn't know how to answer. Whether I should tell Fannie about Jogvan's discovery with his perfume and the viral effects of it or whether I should just encourage Fannie to accept this new reality of perversion. I decided on the latter.

"Fannie, these feelings are normal. Mommys have always been subservient to daughters. It's a natural progression. You spend your entire adult life making sure your daughter is protected, nurtured, has everything they need. Your role is to serve and submit to them. It's perfectly natural Fannie."

Fannie looked at me and the confusion on her face seemed to clear. She grinned. "Thank you Sulastri. That makes sense. I knew I would feel better after talking to you. It makes my next decision so much easier."

I wasn't really sure what Fannie's next decision was. "So, what is that Fannie?"

Fannie looked around and then leant closer to me, "Oh Sulastri, it's the most taboo and erotic request Jenny has made of me so far."

I was intrigued as I couldn't imagine anything much kinkier than what Fannie had already been telling me she had done. "Tell me Fannie. Tell me what your daughter wants you to do."

"Sulastri, it's so wicked, so taboo, so naughty."

Fannie looked around again to make sure no one was listening. Then leant in and said the most erotic thing to me.

"Sulastri. Jenny wants me to suck her bro's dick while she watches.

She wants me to suck my son's dick."

Fannie drew back from me. I stared at her. Amazed at what she had said. Fannie was waiting for a response. I sat back and took a deep breath.

I leant back in and in a low voice said, "Fannie. That is so hot. Suck your son's dick. Suck his dick while your daughter watches. Then share that dick between you."

Fannie grinned.

This was the validation she wanted.

This was the validation she needed.

This confirmation from a friend, a lover, that she could commit the ultimate taboo.

That she could have a threesome with her son and daughter.

"You have to let me know all about it when you make it come true Fannie."

Fannie was grinning from ear to ear.

"Thank you Sulastri. Thankyou. That's exactly what I wanted to hear. I might even film it for you"From the corner of my eye I saw the waitress, Berni, approaching us again.

Berni looked directly at Fannie and handed her a piece of paper, "That's my number mistress. I'll be available for you whenever you want."

I looked at Fannie in shock. What she said next shocked me even more.

"Thank you, Berni. Tell me, is your mommy as sexy as you are?"

Berni's mouth dropped, then she composed herself and answered, "Yes mistress. My mommy is very sexy. She's only fifteen years older than me, so still very attractive. There is only mum and me. I never really knew my daddy."

Berni's face tilted down, her eyes looking to the ground. She looked dejected and said, "Would you prefer my mommy to me?"

Fannie looked at me, grinned and turned back to Berni, tilted Berni's face up by her chin and in a low voice said "I think I might prefer both of you, together. Think about it Berni. Fantasise about seducing your mommy into being a submissive like you want to be. Fantasise about her in bed at night and masturbate to that thought. Do you have the tab Berni?"

Berni still seemed in shock at Fannie's request but replied, "Yes mistress, yes. I'll get it for you."

When Berni had scurried off Fannie looked back at me smiling. "Watch how I push her over the edge when she comes back."

It wasn't long before Berni returned placing the bill on a plate in front of Fannie. Berni placed her hands behind her back and bowed her head down. She had taken on the submissive role very quickly and easily.

Fannie picked the tab up, took a cursory look and dropped it back onto the plate. She then dropped twenty dollars on the plate, more than enough to cover our drinks and a tip. Berni reached down to pick it up and at the same time Fannie grasped Bernis wrist, drawing her closer.

Fannie leant up to Berni's ear and whispered loud enough for me to hear, "There's also three hundred dollars I'm going to give you. I want you to buy some sexy lingerie for your mommy and yourself. I want you to photograph each other together in it.

I'll be back here next week on the same day and at the same time. I want to see the photos."

Fannie placed the money on the table and Berni picked it up, pushing it into her skirt pocket.

Berni looked at Fannie, "Yes mistress. Anything you wish mistress."

Fannie grinned, "I'll see you next week Berni." Berni grinned back at Fannie, turned and left.

I looked at Fannie, astonished at her brazen act. "My gosh Fannie, do you really think she'll do that?"

"Oh yes, she'll do it. I'm certain of it. And when she does, I know my next step will be having both of them submitting to me. Jenny explained to me what a switch is and how I could become one while still remaining submissive to her. So, I'm going to take full advantage of this opportunity to dominate other women."

Fannie was beaming as I spoke to her. "Well I hope you'll bring your new subs to the club when they're trained and ready. I also hope you'll come to the opening tonight as well."

"I wouldn't miss it for the world Sulastri."

We both began standing to leave when Berni came racing back over and was beaming at Fannie.

"I called my mum mistress. I told mum I was taking her lingerie shopping this afternoon. She's excited that we'll be doing that together. I'll see you next week mistress."

I was staring at Fannie as Berni bounced off, "Well, it looks like you really are going to get your way."

I took Fannie's arm and we began walking down the street, "You know Fannie, I like being submissive too. If ever you have any free time that is?"

Fannie grinned back at me, "I always have time for you babe." She leant in and began kissing me. It was so hot to be kissing Fannie on the street like this. Endorphins were flooding my brain, turning me on more and more.

We separated and Fannie was holding me by the hands. "Got to go babe. I have a son and daughter to look after. I'll see you at the club tonight for the opening." She turned, got in her car, waved at me and drove off.

I was staring at the back of her car as it receded into traffic. I couldn't believe the change in Fannie. She was definitely a new woman and seemed to be loving life. I turned and began walking back to the club.

Saturday Afternoon

I'd been going through the club with Bael and Athina for the last few hours. I'd been introduced to all the bar staff and waitresses again, all young, sexy and female. It was easy for them to remember the owners name, a bit harder for me to keep track of all their names.

Athina had had the ground level setup with a bar along one wall, a dance floor set back in front and then some seating on either side and some booths behind. It looked all very intimate and stylish with a colour palette of blacks, reds and silver.

We were due to open at eight tonight.

Athina and Bael then led me downstairs to the basement area. This had been setup like a small tiered arena in the round with a small stage in the middle. Again, there were some small private booths setup in each corner of the room, the main one with the best view being a private booth for the owners, smiling I thought, that's me and Bael!

Behind our private booth was a doorway that led into a small office and lounge area. It also had a private garage with discreet entrance & exit for us as well. This was just what we wanted. Although the club had been setup as a female only space I loved the fact we had the option of sneaking Jogvan into our private booth in the basement area.

I beamed at Athina, "This is perfect. I can't wait until tonight."

Athina grinned back at me and said, "Neither can I. I've had to limit the guest list because we reached capacity the day I sent out the invites. You'll be surprised by some of the ladies that are attending. Katerina and Nobie are also going to do a private show in the basement later in the evening. Make sure you stay for that won't you."

I looked at Bael smiling and turned back to Athina, "Oh I definitely won't be missing that."

Bael and I said our goodbyes to Athina and headed out through our basement car park. On the drive home I told Bael all about my morning with Fannie. When I told her about what Fannie had got Berni to do, she just kept saying that's hot, that's so hot.

Then when I told Bael that Jenny wanted her mommy to suck her son's dick, Jenny's bro's dick, while Jenny watched, I thought Bael was going to crash the car.

"Fu#k Sulastri, oh fu#k that is so hot. Sucking her son's dick. Do you think Fannie will do it?"

I chuckled, "I'm sure she will Jus. She was very, very excited about doing it. He won't be back from college for a few weeks yet but I'm sure when he does come back he'll get a big surprise from his mommy and sis."

Bael was parking the car and when we walked into the house Bael grabbed me by the hand and dragged me upstairs to the bedroom. My sis stripped off and lay on the bed naked.

"Eat me bitch. Eat me while I fantasise about Fannie sucking her son's dick."

I stripped off and dove straight into her cunt. I was licking, sucking, slobbering over her. Bael came over and over rambling on about all the different places and ways Fannie was going to suck her son's dick. Then my sis demanded I scissor her cunt and tell her again about how Fannie wanted to seduce her son, how Jenny wanted to watch and would also join in sucking her bro's dick. Over and over she came as I described in detail an inc*stuous threesome between Fannie and her son and daughter. How Fannie wanted to be the submissive fu#k toy of Jenny and her son. How Fannie would commit all sorts of depraved acts with her son while Jenny, her daughter, encouraged them and watched.

I didn't think I'd ever be able to sate my sis's sexual needs but eventually, late in the afternoon, Bael passed out from exhaustion. I rolled over and dozed off as well.

My eyes fluttered open and I woke up to Jogvan gently stroking my cheek.

He grinned at me and said, "How are you babe?"

"Great, oh great Hon."

"Looks like you and your sis had a fun day?"

"Oh yeah. Lot's of fun. I met up with Fannie this morning and then went through the club with Bael and Athina. Everything looks set for tonight's opening."

Jogvan was still stroking my cheek, "That's great. Do you want to sleep in a bit longer?"

I looked up at him and said, "No, I think I need to wake up." I looked over beside me for my sis and she wasn't there. "Has bael gone?"

"Yes babe, she was in the shower when I came home, got changed and said she was heading back to the club to do some final work. She'll be back later to get changed."

God I was still feeling horny. I reached up and put my arms around Jogvan's neck and pulled him into a kiss. I drew back and looked at him, "So we can have some alone time?"

Jogvan was smiling, "Yes babe, we can definitely do that."

I was on all fours, looking at the video again. The video Jogvan had recently put together. Jogvan was rhythmically sliding his dick in and out of me. Familiar pictures and short videos were playing on the screen. I watched as my mommy's smiling face appeared. Jogvan began talking.

"Such a beautiful face."

"Yes," I replied.

The image of Bael, Mum and me appeared on the screen. We were all in bikinis at the beach.

"Such beautiful bodies."

"Yes," I replied again in a dreamy voice.

Again, the image of mum and me in the pool appeared. We were topless.

"Such beautiful boobs to feed on."

"Yes," as usual I was now replying in a dreamy voice. "I want to feed on them."

Jogvan replied, "Soon babe. Soon you will be able to feed on your mommy's boobs again."

A short video flashed up. But this time it was different. It was of me lying on the bed, my mommy between my legs lapping at my cunt.

"Such a pretty naked mother," Jogvan said.

"Naked mother. Hot mother." I was saying this breathlessly.

Another video of my mommy flashed up. She was on her hands and knees, being fu#ked doggy style by my sis. They both looked gorgeous.

"Beautiful mother. Beautiful sis." I said.

Another video, this time my sis, mum and me. I was on my back presenting my cunt to mother. Mother on all fours, her face buried in my cunt. Bael sliding her strapon dildo in and out of mother.

"Perfect threesome," Jogvan said.

I groaned again, "Mmmmmmmmmm, threesome with mother and sis’sy."

"Soon." Jogvan said.

Another video flashed up. This time mother had her arms tied above her head, her back to me. Jogvan was laying on the bed in front of mother stroking his dick. I began whipping mother and she groaned with pleasure each time the whip struck her back.

"Mmmmmmmmmm, mother loves to be whipped."

Jogvan pushed deep into my cunt, "Yes." he said. "Soon mother will be your sex toy."

God this was so erotic, so hot, so taboo to be watching these videos of mother with my husband.

I was starting to cum and Jogvan started to get really kinky with what he was saying and I was saying yes to all of it.

"I'm going to watch while your mommy and you kneel in front of each other naked. Kissing deeply and passionately."

"Mmmmmmm, yes. Mother and me kissing."

"I'm going to watch while your mommy goes down on you babe."

"Mmmmmmm, yes. Mother licking my cunt."

"I'm going to watch while your sis fu#ks your mommy with a strapon."

"Yes, fu#k mother with a strapon.."

"I'm going to watch while you go down on your mommy."

"Mmmmmmm, yes. I'll eat mother."

"I'm going to watch while you scissor your mum's cunt."

"Mmmmmmm, yes. Tribbing with mother."

"I'm going to watch while you use a double ended dildo with your mommy."

"Mmmmmmm, yes. Fu#k mother with my fake dick."

"We'll train your mother to lactate again. Both you and your sis can feed off mother."

"Mmmm, mother's milk feeding us."

I was lost in these deviant thoughts while imagining doing all these things to my mommy.

Agreeing to whatever kinky fantasy my husband suggested.

My climax was building and building.

Jogvan's dick was thrusting in and out of me. Faster and faster. "Fu#k me harder babe. I'm cumming babe, I'm cumming." Deviant thoughts and images of mother and me flashed through my mind. I was cumming over and over. Mat pulled his dick out of me and I felt his warm cum spurt over my back.

We were showering. Getting ready to head out to the club. I was to meet Bael at eight and Jogvan would meet us in the private lounge at eleven.

Saturday Evening

It was 8 at night and Jogvan had dropped Bael and me out the front of the club. We had dressed in identical black dicktail dresses. Our hair and makeup identical. We were playing twins again.

The doors were due to open at 8:30 and there was already a queue to get in. Bael and I breezed past and entered the club.

My first surprise were the couples already inside. The VIP invited guests so to speak. There seemed to be a theme running through the room that consisted of latex and leather.

Gabriele and Nobie were walking towards us dressed in matching outfits, black leather thigh high boots, black leather skirts, black thigh high lace top stay-up stockings, white see through dress shirts with black leather harness bras clearly visible underneath. Their blonde hair was slicked back giving them both a severe look. They appeared to be more like sis’s than cousins.

They were each holding leashes attached to collars round their mommys' necks.

Jutta was dressed in white heels, white thigh high lace top stay-up stockings and a skin-tight white latex dress. Jutta was also wearing a white leather collar that Gabriele was leading her by. There was also white leather cuffs attached to Jutta's ankles and wrists.

Katerina was dressed identically to her sis except her ensemble was red. Red heels, red thigh high lace top stay-up stockings and a red latex dress that fitted her like a glove, accentuating her curves.

Katerina's collar was red and similar to Gabriele, Nobie was leading her mommy by a leash attached to the collar. The same as her sis Jutta, except for the colour, Katerina was wearing red leather cuffs attached to her ankles and wrists.

The sis’s both had beaming smiles on their faces, obviously enjoying this submissive and taboo display in front of a crowd. The added perversion of being led by their daughters was certainly ramping up their kinky enjoyment. Bael gave me a quick peck on the cheek and said she needed to catch up with Athina to make sure everything was running smoothly. My sis disappeared into the crowd.

Gabriele looked at me and spoke, "Sulastri, this place is amazing. The three of you have done a great job in setting this up. Being able to show our pets off like this is a real buzz."

I grinned at Gabriele. How easily she had just referred to her mommy and aunt as pets. I could only imagine the types of things Gabriele was planning to do with them over the coming months. She had already guided her cousin, Nobie, into a much more dominant role than she had previously displayed to me.

"I'm glad you like it Gabriele. Bael and Athina are the ones that have managed the bulk of the work. I'm sure that later in the night, when we go down to the private basement area, there is going to be some fantasies you can fulfil in our little establishment." I said this knowing that there was going to be some guests tonight that would relish an inc*stuous lesbian show. But that was for later. Upstairs was to remain the more sedate side of our club. As I was saying this one of Athina's waitresses approached us serving glasses of champagne. I gratefully took one. The waitresses were all dressed the same in black rubber bondage gear with red trim. Their faces were completely covered in black rubber masks with openings only for their mouth, eyes and a high pony hairstyle extruded from the top. They were wearing ten-inch stacked heels and all had the same height and build. Busty hourglass figures with corsets pulling their thin waists in. Not one of them stood under six foot five in their heels so they literally towered over some of the guests. Both Gabriele and Nobie took a glass of champagne each and insisted their pets have one too. Before I could speak again the four of them were engaged in conversation with two ladies, one of which I vaguely recognised before suddenly realising who it was.

"Ioanna, how are you? So good to see you again." I'd met Ioanna months ago at The Toolshed, a BDSM store. Ioanna had short cropped, slicked back black hair and was heavily tattooed with multiple piercings. Very pretty and hot in a goth way.

"Sulastriy, so good to see you again," Ioanna leant in and kissed me on either cheek, pausing at the second kiss to whisper in my ear, "You promised me you would visit again with your sis. I'm still waiting."

I whispered back to her, "So much has happened since my visit. Unfortunately, I just haven't had time to return to your store."

Ioanna pulled back from me, held me by the shoulders and stared at me with the greenest eyes I could ever remember seeing.

"So, Sulastri, did you ever get the chance to watch any of the movies I recommended? There was one I distinctly remember you picked out yourself. About a daughter teaching her mommy and sis about bondage wasn't it?" When Ioanna said this her eyes immediately looked over to Jutta and Gabriele, Nobie and Katerina, before returning to me.

"Yes. Yes, I did. I enjoyed it very much."

"And have you had an opportunity to act on the fantasy we discussed?"

My mind went back to how I had opened up to Ioanna about my fantasies. How Jogvan and I were role playing that that my sis had joined Jogvan and me in the bedroom. How Bael had dominated me in front of my husband. Guided me in sucking my husband's dick while I watched my sis kiss him. And then how Jogvan had my sis kiss me while he watched.

I felt controlled by Ioanna. I wanted to tell her everything. Share my darkest fantasies with her.

I struggled to understand how or why she had this effect on me. While I was caught in this reverie another lady joined us, putting one hand on Ioanna's shoulder the other hand holding a dicktail and smiling at me. I looked at her then back to Ioanna and answered.

"The fantasy. Yes, yes I have."

The other lady spoke, "Oh, fantasy, I do like the sound of that Ioanna." She had an English accent, very upper class.

I looked up at her. She was tall. Very tall. She had on a black catsuit with knee high black suede boots that had a low heel. She was easily over six feet without the heel. Her skin, what I could see of it, was like white porcelain, accentuating the black of her catsuit. He hair hung down to the middle of her back, black and wavy. But what was so striking were her eyes. Her eyes were violet, a striking purple to them. I felt I could get lost in those eyes. I heard Ioanna speaking, was I in a waking dream? Ioanna was looking back and forth between myself and the lady that had joined us.

"Yes Petty. This is Sulastriy. Sulastri told me about some extremely specific fantasies involving fauxcest. I wanted to find out if she had acted on any of them."

"How remarkably interesting, I'd love to hear more. Why don't we take Sulastri over to one of the booths and have a quiet drink and conversation with her?"

Ioanna grinned at Petty, "Excellent idea Petty, let's do it."

They each took one of my hands and led me to a booth in the corner that looked out across the club. We slid into the both, me in the middle and Ioanna and her friend either side of me. One of the waitress's came towards us and set down three glasses of champagne on the table. I was looking left and right at Ioanna and her friend, Petty it must be. I still felt like I was dreaming. Ioanna was on my right and Petty on my left. I felt Petty's hand sliding up and down my thigh. Ioanna was leaning into me stroking the tops of my boobs. What was going on? Ioanna began speaking again, discussing me as if I weren't even there. "So, Petty, Sulastri came into our store a few months ago and I helped her out with some instructions and selecting a few items to commence her training. Sulastri told me how she was fantasising with her husband about Sulastriy's sis joining them in a threesome. Sulastriy wanted her sis to dominate her and guide her in how to be a submissive for her husband."

Petty looked at me then back at Ioanna, "Oh how taboo, how erotic. One of my favourite fantasies. Two sis’s indulging in lesbian play."

"It get's better Petty. I provided Sulastri with some bondage and fauxcest videos and asked her to pick one she liked. Sulastri was immediately drawn to a BDSM one involving a sis introducing her mommy and sis to bondage. So Sulastri, tell Petty and me about your sis. When you were at the store I was pretty sure I had already met your sis as you looked just like a customer of ours named Bael. In fact you could have been twins."

I felt like I had been put under a spell. I felt the need to tell these women all my deviant thoughts, my fantasies, all about the inc*stuous and taboo acts I had committed over the previous months since I'd been in their store. I looked back and forth at them as they openly fondled me. I wanted to be their toy, their plaything. And I wanted to tell them everything. Petty looked at me with those violet eyes. It was like she was looking into my soul. She was speaking to me and I was in a trance.

"Tell me Sulastriy. Tell me your fantasies. I especially like mommy and daughter lesbian fantasies. Will you share them with me?"

I took a sip of the champagne in front of me and sat back looking at Ioanna and Petty on either side of me. Their hands had run up the inside of my thighs and I wasn't wearing any undies. They were each pulling on a cunt lip. Stretching them apart. The pain was turning me on. The fact that they were doing it under the table, in front of a crowd was sending me over the edge. My head leant back, I closed my eyes and groaned. I leant my head forward again and opened my eyes, looked at Petty and began talking.

"I haven't just had sis fantasies or mommy and daughter fantasies. I've played out these forbidden fantasies as well."

Petty jerked back on my cunt lip when I said this, causing a sigh of pain and pleasure to escape my lips. "Very good," she said, "Tell us."

I still felt like I was in a dream. Willing to do whatever Petty and Ioanna asked of me. I was just about to speak when I heard a voice calling my name.

"Sulastriy, Sulastriy," my vision was swimming and I was beginning to make out the face that was calling me, "Sulastriy," it was my sis. "Sulastriy, I see you've met up with Ioanna again. Has she introduced you to Petty yet or did they just assume your role as a sub?"

"Bael, it's ok. I was just chatting to Petty and Ioanna." My cunt lips were again being tugged apart while I spoke. I loved the taboo feeling of having this done under the table while I was speaking to my sis.

"Don't you think you should be mingling with some of the other guests Sulastri? It is our opening night."

"I am mingling with our guests Bael. Let me finish our conversation and I'll be back out schmoozing in no time." Petty was massaging my clit with her thumb and pulling the lip of my cunt while I spoke. It felt soooo good. I was finding it difficult to focus on the conversation.

Bael looked at Petty and Ioanna, then back at me. "Well ok. But I expect you to be out with our guests shortly." Bael turned and walked away.

Petty leant into my ear, "Have you been fu#king your sis?"

Before I could answer Ioanna spoke in my other ear, "Is your sis fu#king your husband with you?"

God I was going crazy. They were still stretching my cunt lips and Petty was still massaging my clit with her thumb while they were talking.

Petty spoke again, "Mistress Bael is a good dom. Has she made you her sub?"

I felt like I had fallen back into the dream again when I replied, "Yes."

Petty was talking again. Taking the lead in the conversation. Ioanna was smiling at me.

"Ioanna told me how much the two of you looked alike. You really could be twins. Your husband must love watching the two of you fu#king. Such good little bitchs for him. Does he let you suck his dick while he's kissing your sis?"

"Yes."

"You like being a submissive don't you. It's the role you were born to."

"Yes."

"Has your sis disciplined you while your husband watches?"

"Yes."

"Has your sis trained you in any special submissive roles?"

"Yes."

"Tell us. Tell us what role she has made you assume."

"A pony girl. My sis has been training me to be a pony girl." My cunt lips were being pulled and twisted. Petty was massaging my clit faster and faster with her thumb while the questions continued.

"And what has your husband been training you as. What deviant plans does he have for you?"

"My mommy." I replied making no sense. I tried to focus and spoke again. "My mommy. He has been training me to seduce my mommy."

Petty looked at Ioanna and spoke, "A truly wonderous find. Lesbian sis’s and soon she will be seducing her mommy for the pleasure of her husband."

"Not the only one." I stammered.

Petty looked back at me and repeated, "Not the only one? Tell me."

"There are others here. Mommys and daughters, sis’s and cousins, that we've corrupted, that we've seduced."

Petty grinned at me and I felt fulfilled, "How delicious." she said. "You may cum my very good pet."

I stifled a groan as Petty's words allowed the release of my climax. I felt my cunt flood onto their hands while they were still pulling and pinching at my cunt lips and clit. Oh god this was good. I had confessed all my forbidden thoughts and desires to a couple I hardly knew but it felt so right. I had admitted there were others in the room. Others that were willing to submit to Ioanna and Petty's carnal pleasures. Others who had allowed their deviant and forbidden fantasies to become reality.

Petty was smiling at me, stroking my face. She leant in and gently kissed me on the lips and drew back. "Introduce me." I knew exactly what she wanted me to do. We began getting up out of the booth. Petty and Ioanna stood either side of me. I scanned the room, and seeing our prey, I took their hands and began leading them across the room.

I grinned at the slender brunette and blonde I was approaching. They saw me and both grinned back. I released Petty and Ioanna's hands and put my arms out drawing the two of them into a hug.

"Fannie, Jenny. How good of you to come."

Jenny smiled back at me and said, "We wouldn't have missed it for the world."

Fannie and Jenny looked gorgeous, both in matching black dicktail dresses, black heels and thigh high lace top stockings. The one difference was Fannie was wearing a black leather choker in the shape of a V with red indented designs. There was a silver D ring on the front to attach a leash to. The collar looked Victorian in its design. Very chic and very flattering on Fannie's neck. Fannie's hair was also done in a high pony, the same style as when we had met earlier today.

I stepped to the side and we formed a small circle with Petty and Ioanna on my right and Jenny and Fannie to my left. I was now holding Jenny's hand and Petty's hand on my other side. Fannie and Ioanna completed the circle standing beside each other.

"Petty, Ioanna, I'd like you to meet Fannie and Jenny." Petty squeezed my hand when I introduced them, then let go and they all kissed each other on the cheeks, saying hello's and so nice to meet you. We then moved back into the small circle again, but this time Fannie was beside me holding my left hand while Ioanna was now holding my right hand. Petty was now beside Jenny with Fannie on her left. Petty was looking back and forth between Fannie and Jenny before saying "Sis’s?" Jenny chuckled and shook her head no. Petty tried again, "Cousins then?"

Jenny shook her head again and said "No."

Petty looked slightly confused before she said, "You look remarkably similar. I thought there must have been a family relationship."

Fannie squeezed my hand and spoke. "That's very flattering but we're mommy and daughter."

Petty looked back and forth at Fannie and Jenny, then at Ioanna and finally to me smiling and said, "Why, such attractive young ladies and such a lovely surprise that they are mommy and daughter." Petty put her arm around Jenny and drew her closer to her, looked at Jenny and then back to Fannie and said, "So Fannie, I'm guessing there is very little age difference between the two of you?"

Fannie blushed slightly and said, "Jenny's just turned eighteen and I'm a well preserved thirty-eight."

Petty put her arm around Fannie and drew mommy and daughter into her. "I would say very well preserved. I must say I was surprised when you said you were not sis’s or cousins but mommy and daughter. How delicious the two of you look together." Both Fannie and Jenny blushed when Petty said this. Petty then said something that I thought may cause Fannie and Jenny to run away. "So, at the club this evening, are the two of you open to meeting other couples?"

Jenny and Fannie looked at each other, grinned and looked at Ioanna, then back to Petty and Jenny spoke. "Why yes Petty. We're very much open to meeting other couples tonight."

I was shocked. I could not believe Jenny had actually just said that. Openly referring to her mommy and herself as not only a couple but a couple that was willing to swap with other couples. Petty then pushed it further when she spoke again, "How very enticing. So, Jenny, would your mommy and you be open to sharing Ioanna with me?"

Again, Jenny and Fannie looked at each other, grinned and looked at Ioanna, then back to Petty. Jenny replied not in the way I was expecting, "I'm very much hoping that you're meaning all four of us will be sharing together?"

Petty looked like that cat that had caught the canary, "That is exactly what I mean." Petty again drew Fannie and Jenny into her. First, she leant in and kissed Jenny. A deep and passionate kiss. She then drew back, leant into Fannie and kissed her in the same way. Petty again drew back from the mommy and daughter couple and said, "How delicious."

Fannie and Jenny were looking up at Petty and Petty was looking down, back and forth, at the two of them. Petty still had her arms around both Fannie and Jenny and was drawing mommy and daughter closer together. Petty grinned at them and said, "Yes." Fannie and Jenny's lips met as they were drawn together by Petty and mommy and daughter began kissing. Deep sensuous kisses. Petty was staring down at them, her violet eyes sparkling, a big smile on her face. She drew them apart and said, "Very good my pets." Fannie and Jenny were smiling up at Petty, enjoying the compliments their new dom was giving them. Petty spoke again, "How far will you go my pets? Can Ioanna and I watch mommy and daughter make love?"

Fannie and Jenny both replied at once, "Yes."

Petty looked at me and said, "Is there somewhere a little more private we can go?"

I took Petty's hand and said, "Follow me."

I led the four of them behind a section of the bar and down the discreet staircase that had been installed. I flicked a bank of switches as we descended, and the basement area lit up. I looked back at Petty and said, "You have to let me do something. I want to film this. I have discreet cameras setup down here and I've just activated them." It wasn't a request. If I was going to let Petty use our private area, then I wanted a record of it.

Petty grinned at me and said, "Of course."

I faced the four of them, looked at Fannie and Jenny, "Undress each other." Again, it wasn't a request, it was an order. Fannie and Jenny began taking each other's dresses off and were soon completely naked. Their heels, thigh high stay-ups and Fannie's collar the only thing remaining on them. My voice commanded them. "Up on the stage and perform for my guests."

In the centre of the room was a black leather bondage stage. It was basically a floor table the size of a double bed, a padded platform which had a red angled cushion and 6 D-rings to hook cuffs onto, allowing a number of basic restrained sex positions for our performers.

Fannie and Jenny were kneeling facing each other, their arms wrapped around each other, their boobs pushed together, mommy and daughter engaging in sensuous kissing.

I looked at Petty and Ioanna, they were engrossed with the inc*stuous show that was happening right in front of them. I clicked my fingers and got their attention. "You have ninety minutes. An hour and a half. That is all the time I will give you. You need to leave the stage clean and be out of here within the hour and a half and return upstairs. You can then thank Bael and me for this favour. You will however owe both myself and Bael a favour each in return. If you are not back upstairs within the hour and a half, then you will never be welcome in this club again. Is that clear?"

Ioanna and Petty's eyes hadn't left mine but I could tell their eyes wanted to return to the inc*stuous mommy daughter show occurring in front of them, "Yes," they replied in unison.

"And you understand that each of you will owe me a favour and each of you will owe Bael a favour? No questions to be asked when we request it."

Again, in unison, "Yes."

"Then I'll see you upstairs ninety minutes from now." I turned and walked back upstairs. I could hear groans of pleasure emanating from the room below as I ascended the stairs, four separate voices, groaning in pleasure, enjoying the taboo delights of our new club. I was going to enjoy calling in my favour with Petty and Ioanna. I would have to think of something extremely kinky and taboo for them to do. I wasn't going to waste these favours on a simple sex act. I would have to find out all about the two of them. I'm sure my sis would help me. I grinned thinking about this.

I walked back into the club area, looked around the room at all the women and grinned. Everyone was chuckling and chatting, subtle motions of affection between couples and groups, stroking of arms, fingers running through hair, kissing of cheeks. All around me was love and affection and very soon, it felt, this would morph into outwardly sexual desire.

Bael came up beside me and said, "So what's happened to the other four?"

I grinned and said, "I've given them access to our private area for the next ninety minutes."

Bael drew a breath in and said, "Is that wise?"

"Oh yes. Petty and Ioanna couldn't believe I'd just introduced them to a mommy and daughter that were willing to perform a lesbian fantasy for them. I knew that they would agree to anything if I could make it come true, so I made a deal with them."

Bael stared at me, "What kind of deal?"

"They agreed to perform a favour each for me," I grinned a wicked smile at Bael, "And a favour each for you."

Bael gasped, "Oh fu#k, and Petty agreed to that?"

"Yes. I think I could have even pushed it further, but this will do to begin with."

Bael grinned, "That's hot. That's so hot. I've been wanting to torment that whore Petty for over a year."

I saw Jutta and Gabriele engaged in a conversation with another couple that looked like a mommy and daughter as well. Gabriele was still holding her mommy's leash and they were both engaged in animated conversation with the other couple. Jutta kept touching and stroking the older woman on the arm while Jutta was having the tops of her boobs stroked by the younger girl.

I looked back over towards the bar and saw Athina and Rowena. Mommy and daughter were dressed head to toe in matching leather. They had on black leather boots with six-inch heels, black leather skin-tight pants and black leather bustier tops. They both had black leather collars on as well to set off the ensemble. As they were both stood about five foot ten, with the heels on they stood closer to six feet four, so they looked and were a very dominant pair to be managing the room.

Betty and Courtney, the mommy and daughter friends of Fannie and Jenny, had just walked up to Athina and Rowena and started a conversation. I couldn't hear, but Athina's face had lit up with a big grin, she was looking down at Bett's who only stood at five foot two, so Athina towered over Courtney's mum. The two daughters, Courtney and Rowena, were hugging and kissing.

I could see why Athina liked Betty. Betty was blonde, blue eyed and with a curvy body built for sex, just the type of woman Athina liked to dominate. Courtney and Rowena made a cute couple too, Courtney standing much taller than her mommy at about five foot six with a mane of blonde hair, Rowena's much darker complexion and brunette hair was a lovely contrast to the fairer Courtney. Their kissing became more intense, I could definitely see them having some more intimate fun later tonight. Maybe their mommys would even join them!

I looked over to the booths and saw Katerina seated, Nobie on her right and another young woman on her left, that looked vaguely familiar to me. The young woman's eyes were wide and staring at Katerina's boobs which Nobie had just popped out of the top of her mommy's dress. The top of Katerina's red latex dress was now pushing her enormous boobs up and I could see her areolas were long and erect. I had to find out who this woman was, so I began walking over to the booth. Things were definitely getting a bit wilder as the alcohol took effect and the night wore on.

Nobie grinned at me as I approached the table. She had one of her mommy's areolas between her thumb and forefinger and was stretching it out to the amazement of the blonde sitting on the opposite side of Katerina.

I stood over the table. "Hi Nobie. You do realise guests are meant to remain suitably attired in this part of the club."

Nobie grinned back at me, "Isn't this suitable attire? Her areolas are amazing." She looked over at the blonde and chuckled. The blonde couldn't take her eyes off Katerina's stretched areola. I slid into the booth beside her. She was hot in a cheer-leader sort of way, with a short blonde bobbed haircut, pushed back behind one ear, a clear complexion and big wide brown eyes that put off an air of purity.

"Hi, I'm Sulastriy."

The blonde looked at me and gave me a dazzling smile.

"Oh hi. I've been meaning to say hello to you for so long but didn't have the nerve to."

Then it clicked. This was my neighbour. The same neighbour that had seen Nobie lead her naked mommy inside their house on a leash a few months ago.

"There's no need to be nervous around me. I've been meaning to introduce myself to you for the longest time as well."

"Oh sorry. My names Susannah." Her eyes had a dreamy look and then she said, "You're so beautiful."

I felt my face blush slightly. "Why thank you, you're gorgeous too." My hand moved up to her face and I brushed Susannah cheek with the back of my hand.

Susannah was staring at me. "My friends call me Elisabeth."

I grinned, still stroking Elisabeth's cheek and said, "My friends call me Sulastri."

Katerina groaned and we both looked back at them. Nobie was still pulling on her mommy's areola stretching it out. A small crowd had gathered in front of the table and was watching. It must have been turning them on as they were all stroking and cuddling up to each other. Katerina groaned again. The crowd was obviously exciting to Katerina's exhibitionist side.

Elisabeth spoke again, "Nobie and Katerina are so hot together and so open. I don't think I could ever do that with a girlfriend in public."

So, Nobie and Katerina hadn't let on they were mommy and daughter. Elisabeth thought she was just watching girlfriends playing in public. I decided to push her a bit. "Why don't you take Katerina's other areola." Katerina's eyes immediately came into focus and looked over at Elisabeth and me. A pleading look was on Katerina's face. Obviously, the more people teasing her in public the better.

Elisabeth looked at Katerina and back at me. "Oh, I couldn't."

"Elisabeth, you want to. I know you do." Katerina was staring at Elisabeth and me, the pleading look still in her eyes. Elisabeth was looking back and forth at Katerina and me. Her eyes locked on Katerina's boobs and I spoke again. "Such beautiful boobs. So tempting to touch them. Everyone's watching, wanting you to touch those boobs, to play with her areolas. Katerina wants you to. Nobie wants you to. Look at how Nobie is pinching Katerina's areola, stretching it." Katerina groaned when I said this, and her eyes rolled back. "So tempting Elisabeth."

"I can't. It's not right. I shouldn't be touching Nobie's girlfriend."

"But Nobie wants you to. Katerina wants you to. They love sharing. It's not wrong. You want to."

Elisabeth's hand moved up towards Katerina's boob, both Nobie and Katerina were staring at Elisabeth. Anticipating her touch. Elisabeth's hand brushed over Katerina's boob and Katerina groaned again.

Elisabeth looked back at me, "So soft. Such big boobs."

I grinned at Elisabeth, "Take her areola."

Elisabeth grasped Katerina's areola between her thumb and forefinger, just like Nobie was doing. Nobie was nodding her head and smiling at Elisabeth. Then they both began pulling together. Katerina's areolas stretched out as the pulled and her boobs stretched forward. Katerina groaned loudly and I heard groans from the women around us as well.

"That's right Elisabeth. Play with Katerina's areolas. Twist them. Stretch them. Help Nobie pleasure Katerina."

I'd put my arm around Elisabeth's waist and slid in closer behind her. My boobs pushing into her back. I was talking softly into her ear but also loud enough that Nobie could hear. I had a very kinky thought and decided to push Elisabeth with it. "Mother wants to feed you. Feed on mother's boobs with Nobie."

Elisabeth turned back and looked at me, still pinching Katerina's areola. "What? What did you just say?"

"I said mother wants to feed you Elisabeth. Feed on mother's boobs with Nobie."

Elisabeth had a confused look on her face, "Oh that's so dirty Sulastri, so naughty."

"Do it Elisabeth, take mother's areola into your mouth. It's been so long since mother has fed you."

Elisabeth looked back at me, then turned and looked at Katerina and Nobie. They were both staring back at her. Elisabeth leant down and took Katerina's areola into her mouth and began sucking. Nobie grinned, leant down and took her mommy's other areola and began sucking beside Elisabeth. Katerina let out a loud groan. The women in front of the table were touching each other, stroking each other while they watched this forbidden show. I reached around Elisabeth and was now cupping her boobs in my hands; gosh they were much bigger than I'd realised. I whispered in Elisabeth's ear, "That's right, mother likes to feed her daughters, mother loves having her daughters suckling her areolas. It feels so right to be beside your sis feeding on mother." Elisabeth was groaning as I said this to her and as I held her boobs, I felt her areolas harden. Feeling bolder, I let my right hand drift down between Elisabeth's thighs and up onto her cunt. I began stroking her and I felt her undies dampen. I grinned knowing this was turning her on.

"That's right Elisabeth. That's just how mother likes it. It makes mother wet just like it does with you." I began stroking Elisabeth faster and faster, encouraging her climax. Elisabeth was groaning, sucking more and more of Katerina's boob into her mouth, then I felt her stiffen and she let out a long soft groan. She was cumming. Elisabeth's whole body slumped into my arms as she came down from the high of her climax. Her mouth released from Katerina's boob and she rolled over into me looking up with glazed eyes and spoke.

"I love my mother."

I grinned own at her and Elisabeth's eyes came into focus. She suddenly had a scared look on her face and said, "What did I just say? What did I just do?" She was looking around at the women in front of her. Then back at Katerina and Nobie who were locked in an embrace, kissing. I pulled Elisabeth into me and comforted her.

"It's ok baby girl. It's ok." Then I leant down and kissed her. An open mouth passionate kiss that she eagerly returned. The women around the table began to drift off back into the crowd realising the impromptu show had ended.

We separated but we were still holding each other by our shoulders in a soft embrace. Elisabeth looked back at me, "That was so taboo. The things you were saying to me. Calling Katerina mother and Nobie my sis. So, taboo." Elisabeth was looking at me, her face confused and troubled.

I brought the back of my hand up to her face and stroked her cheek, "Taboo, yes. But very erotic. It excited you didn't it Elisabeth? I know you came."

"Yes. Yes, I did. But those things you were whispering in my ear. Nobie and Katerina could hear. What would they have thought? Such forbidden desires that you were encouraging me to fantasise about."

I grinned at Elisabeth and said, "Look at Nobie and Katerina. I think it excited them just as much as it did you."

Elisabeth looked over her shoulder. Nobie and Katerina were still passionately kissing each other. Their hands roaming over each other's bodies. Katerina's top was still pulled down. Her wonderful boobs still exposed. Nobie's fingers were still pinching and twisting her mommy's areolas. Elisabeth's chest was pushed up against me and I felt her heart beat faster. Elisabeth turned back to me.

"It did excite me. The things you were saying. It was so forbidden." Elisabeth was staring at me and I could tell she wanted to open up more about this experience, to tell me something deeper, so I encouraged her.

"Tell me Elisabeth. Tell me what you were thinking while you were sucking on Katerina's boob."

"I, I, I can't. It's wrong what I was thinking."

I kept encouraging Elisabeth in a soft voice, "It's not wrong to fantasise. To have erotic thoughts. Tell me."

Elisabeth stared at me and suddenly spoke, "When my eyes were closed. When I was sucking Katerina's areola into my mouth and you were telling me to feed on mother's boob, I thought, I thought." Elisabeth was stumbling over her words, "I thought of my mommy. Then I pictured her. I had my eyes closed and I pictured my mommy feeding me her boob. I pictured my sis beside me, suckling on my mommy just like you were saying. Oh, it was so wrong to think that, but it made me so hot, so turned on. When I came, I came thinking that it was my mommy feeding me."

Elisabeth stared at me with pleading eyes. I pulled her into me and whispered in her ear, "That's so hot. The thought of you sucking your mommys' boob is so hot. I want you to keep that memory in your head and masturbate to it at night." I leant back and then put my lips to Elisabeth's and began kissing her. She was voracious in her response.

We separated from our kiss and I looked at Elisabeth. "Come on, I have some people I want you to meet." I took Elisabeth by the hand and pulled her out of the booth. Elisabeth was much bigger than I had realised. She stood eye to eye with me and she was in flat shoes. Her shoulders were broad like a professional swimmer. The rest of her body, muscular like a body builder. I was staring at Elisabeth and said, "Wow. You're so fit."

Elisabeth blushed, "Yeah. I have to stay fit for work. I'm a professional dancer."

We walked towards the bar and I spotted Athina and Rowena. I waved them over and they were both kissing me on the cheek. I pulled back and said, "Athina, Rowena. I'd like you to meet Elisabeth. Elisabeth's a very special friend and I want her to be a VIP member."

Elisabeth looked at me, "Are you the manager of the club?"

Athina chuckled and Elisabeth looked at her, "Sulastri isn't the manager, I am. Sulastri is the owner. Can I have your phone and I'll download our app." Athina played around with Elisabeth's phone, took her photo and then handed it back to Elisabeth. "If you click on that icon and show it to any of the staff you'll be given free reign in the club. Don't queue at the front door or line up at the bar, just show that and you'll get instant service. You must be incredibly special to Sulastri, only a couple of people have that."

Elisabeth grinned back at Athina, "Thanks."

Athina and Rowena mingled back into the crowd and Elisabeth looked at me, "Wow those two are so hot. Are they a couple?"

"Sort of. They're in an open relationship, so similar to Nobie and Katerina, they don't mind sharing." I didn't want to open up just yet to Elisabeth that Athina and Rowena were not just lovers but mommy and daughter. I'd leave that surprise until I knew her a bit better.

Next, I introduced Elisabeth to Betty and Courtney, then Jutta and Gabriele. Finally, I introduced Elisabeth to Petty and Ioanna and Fannie and Jenny. Petty was all over Jenny, hugging and kissing her while Ioanna was doing the same to Fannie.

I said to Petty, "You obviously enjoyed yourselves downstairs?"

Petty grinned back at me, those violet eyes absolutely entrancing me, "Oh yes, more than I ever expected. Fannie and Jenny are coming back to our place later tonight so all four of us can continue what we started. Ninety minutes simply wasn't anywhere near long enough to complete all my fantasies." Petty leant into me, kissed me on the cheek and whispered into my ear, "I'm forever grateful to you. And as agreed I'll do anything you want. Watching a mommy and daughter kissing each other, licking each other, fu#king each other was so taboo, so forbidden, so hot. Ioanna and I are going to play with them all weekend. Maybe even all week if we have the stamina."

There was one more person I still wanted to introduce Elisabeth to. As we walked away Elisabeth said to me, "Wow those four were all gorgeous as well. Were they seriously playing with each other downstairs?"

I was smiling back at Elisabeth. She had a look of lust on her face. "Yes, they certainly were."

Elisabeth spoke again, "I didn't mean to eavesdrop but was Petty saying something about a mommy and daughter to you?"

I wanted to ease Elisabeth into my inc*stuous desires, and this seemed like a good opportunity to break the ice, but I wanted to be cautious. "Uhm yes, yes she was."

"Were they playing a game like we did with Katerina?"

"It was a bit more than that." I said. Elisabeth had a confused look on her face. "Fannie and Jenny are mommy and daughter."

Elisabeth grabbed me by the arm and spun me around, so we were facing each other, her other hand came up to her mouth, a look of shock on her face. When she spoke, her voice was low so only I could hear. "No that can't be true. A mommy and daughter sharing another couple? Together?"

I locked eyes with Elisabeth, "Oh yes, it's very true." I decided to stretch the truth a bit. "It's something Fannie and Jenny wanted to experience. And something Petty and Ioanna had fantasised about for a long time. I simply brought them together."

There was a definite look of lust in Elisabeth's eyes, "Have you? Have you?" Elisabeth was stumbling over her words again, "Have you ever been with Fannie and Jenny? Have you ever been with Fannie and Jenny together?"

I had to answer Elisabeth honestly, "Yes."

"Did they? Did they? Oh wow. Did they share you at the same time?"

"Yes."

"Oh wow, oh wow, oh wow. Did, did, did they touch each other at all?"

"Elisabeth, if you're asking if the three of us all participated together, if the three of us made love together, if all three of us touched each other. Then the answer is yes to all those questions."

Elisabeth's eyes were smouldering. "I can't believe it. I cannot believe it. Oh wow."

"Believe it Elisabeth." Then I chuckled and said, "I've even got the video if you want to watch it."

Then Elisabeth said something unbelievable. "If I wanted to try something like that. If I wanted to do something like that. Would you help me? Would you guide me?"

I broke out in the biggest smile and held Elisabeth's hands in mine. "Of course, I would." We leant in and kissed each other. Our arms wrapped around each other and our boobs pushed together. Elisabeth's areolas were so hard I could feel them pushing into me. Our kiss was interrupted by a familiar voice.

"So, you call this working sis?" I looked over at Bael and grinned.

Elisabeth looked at Bael, then back at me, back at Bael and back to me. "Wow oh wow, there's two of you?"

Bael chuckled and said, "Not exactly. Sulastri is my much older sis."

I reached out and slapped Bael on the butt, "Eighteen months is not much older."

Bael was smiling, "So are you going to introduce me to your friend?"

"Yes. Oh yes, this is Elisabeth. She's our neighbour."

Bael leant in and kissed Elisabeth on the cheek, "Nice to meet you. Hope you like the club."

Elisabeth still looked stunned. "Oh my god, the two of you look like twins."

Bael chuckled again, "We get that a lot." Bael looked at me and then back at Elisabeth and said, "Sometimes even Sulastri's husband gets confused with who's in the bed."

Elisabeth looked at me, then back at Bael, then back at me and said, "No?"

I grinned back at her and said, "Yes."

Elisabeth looked shocked, "Together?"

This time Bael chuckled and said, "Of course together."

I looked at Elisabeth then back at Bael, "I was hoping to invite Elisabeth into our booth as a special guest tonight. Would you mind her joining us sis?"

Bael looked at Elisabeth, who still had a stunned look on her face, then back at me, "Why I'd love that. It is getting late and almost time for our private show to start in the basement. Athina and Rowena have already started closing the club and ushering our special guests downstairs. Should we head down?"

"Oh yes," I replied, then I looked at Elisabeth. "Would you like to join us Elisabeth? Or are you going to call it a night?"

"No, I mean yes. I mean yes, I'd love to join you. No, I'm not going to call it a night just yet."

I loved the way Elisabeth stumbled over her words. It was so cute. Bael and I each took one of Elisabeth's hands and led her downstairs.

The basement was dimly lit. I could make out about twenty people gathered around the tiered stage and a few more in the booths. Bael and I guided Elisabeth to our private booth. A waitress came up to us with a bottle of champagne and three chilled glasses, asked if we needed anything else and when we said no she disappeared into the darkness.

I ran my hand across Elisabeth's naked waist and felt it meet my sis’s' hand. Elisabeth was looking back and forth at us. I put my hand on her cheek and drew her into a kiss. When I released her Bael tilted Elisabeth's face towards her and kissed her as well. My hand ran up under the short top Elisabeth had on and I could feel her pulse racing as her heart pounded. A light came on and our eyes all turned to the small stage. Athina walked out and began speaking.

"I'd like to welcome everyone. Tonight, has been a great success and for the few select guests here we have a special show. An incredibly special show you are unlikely to see anywhere else. Tonight, a mommy and daughter will perform for us. Perform for us in a way I know you are all anticipating. So, without any further delay let us all welcome Katerina and her daughter Nobie."

There was some quiet applause and Elisabeth gasped when Nobie led her mommy out onto the stage by a red leash. Katerinas red latex dress shone under the lights.

Elisabeth squeezed my hand and I looked at her, "No. They can't be?"

I grinned at Elisabeth, "Yes. They are."

"But, but, but they kissed each other. Nobie was playing with Katerina's boobs, sucking on her areolas."

"I know and you thought it was hot, didn't you?"

"Yes, I mean they're both gorgeous. I thought they were a couple. Not mommy and daughter. This can't be real?"

I stepped in behind Elisabeth, wrapped my arms around her waist and whispered into her ear, "Oh it is real, and you're going to love it."

Bael put her hand on Elisabeth's chin and turned her head to face her, "You will love this Elisabeth. My sis and I will make sure you do." Bael then leant in and kissed Elisabeth, then turned her face back to the stage.

Nobie and Katerina were standing in the centre of the stage, facing each other. Nobie reached forward and unclipped the leash from Katerina's collar, she threw it to one stage and looked up and down at her mommy.

Nobie reached forward again and took hold of the zipper on the front of Katerinas red latex dress. She began sliding it down, slowly exposing some of Katerinas boobs, then her stomach, then her smooth bald cunt. Nobie reached forward and peeled the dress back off Katerinas shoulders and it dropped to the floor. Katerina was standing almost naked on stage. A mane of blonde hair falling down her back. Her red collar around her throat. Her 34DD boobs full and her areolas erect. A flat smooth muscular stomach. Bald and naked cunt. Her long legs had red thigh high lace top stocking leading down to red high heels that pushed her calves up, setting off the curve of her bottom beautifully. The round stage was slowly turning so all the audience members could fully appreciate Katerina's beautiful body.

I pulled Elisabeth back against me and whispered in her ear, "Beautiful mother."

Elisabeth replied in a dreamlike voice, "Beautiful mother."

My left hand was cupping Elisabeth's boob, my right was stroking her flat stomach. My boobs where pushed up against her back and I was grinding my cunt into her ass.

I whispered in Elisabeth's ear again, "Beautiful like your mother."

Again, Elisabeth replied in a dreamlike voice, "My mother is beautiful."

On the stage, Nobie reached her hands out to her mommy. Katerina put her hands out and clasped Nobie's. They pulled together in an embrace and began kissing. There were ooohs and ahhhs coming from the audience.

My right hand slid down Elisabeth's stomach and under her skirt. I felt her damp cunt and pulled her closer into me. My index finger pushed her underwear aside and I felt the slick smoothness of her cunt lips. I began running my finger up and down. Elisabeth groaned. Bael looked over at her and grinned, drew her face into her and they kissed again. Our eyes returned to the stage.

Katerina was now undressing her daughter, but unlike Nobie, Katerina was folding Nobie's clothes and placing them on a bench on the stage. Soon Nobie was almost fully naked. Her blonde hair cascading down her back, pert 32C boobs with erect areolas. A smooth bald cunt like her mommys. Thigh high black lace top stockings and black high heels. Mommy and daughter came together again and kissed.

"So beautiful." I whispered in Elisabeth's ear.

"Mmmmmm," was Elisabeth's only response as I continued to rub her cunt, slowly working the hard nub of her clitoris with my thumb.

Nobie and Katerina parted. Nobie had her hands on her mommy's shoulders. She slowly pushed her mommy down to her knees. Katerina was looking up at her daughter. Nobie reached forward and bunched her mommy's hair in her hand, drawing Katerinas face towards her cunt. There was a hushed silence over the audience. I could feel Elisabeth's heart racing. Nobie drew her mommy closer and Katerina's tongue extended out, licking at her daughter's cunt. Nobie's head rolled back, and she groaned as her mommy began eating her.

Elisabeth began saying, "Oh fu#k. Oh fu#k. This is unbelievable. Oh fu#k."

I whispered in Elisabeth's ear as we watched the depraved show in front of us, "Can you picture your mommy on her knees. Licking your cunt like that." I was rubbing Elisabeth's cunt faster and faster. Flicking her clit. I saw Bael kneel down in front of Elisabeth, her mouth latched onto Elisabeth's cunt and I felt her tongue flicking over my fingers.

I whispered in Elisabeth's ear again, "Can you feel your mommy's tongue on your cunt?"

Elisabeth could only reply, "Oh fu#k. Oh fu#k."

Nobie had now lay down on the stage. Her mommy was on her hands and knees devouring her daughter's cunt. Nobie was groaning loudly, obviously cumming over and over in waves of multiple climaxs. I whispered in Elisabeth's ear again, "Do you like watching a mommy and daughter fu#king?"

"Oh yes. Yes, very much so."

"Have you ever fantasised about anything like this?"

"I, I, I, oh so wrong. mmmmm."

"Will you fantasise about this in bed at night?"

"Yes. Oh yes."

"And who will your fantasies involve."

Elisabeth groaned, "Mmmm. My mommy. My sis."

"Will you fu#k them for me?"

"Yes. Oh yes."

"Will you let me watch?"

"Yes."

Bael had reached her arms around Elisabeth's bottom and was pulling Elisabeth's cunt into her face. I'd undone Elisabeth's shirt and was now taking her bra off.

"Tell me what's happening to you."

Elisabeth was panting as she replied, "Your, your sis’s licking my cunt while your pinching my areolas. Oh god. I'm watching, I'm watching, I'm watching Nobie fitting a strapon around her. Oh god, oh god. Her mommy's on her hands and knees in front of her."

Elisabeth was breather faster and faster as my sis and I teased her, "Relax Elisabeth. Relax and watch the show. It's all for you. Tell me more."

I felt Elisabeth's heartbeat slow and her breathing became more controlled as she replied. "Oh, fu#k this is so hot. Nobie is sliding her strapon up and down her mommy's cunt. Nobie's going to fu#k her mommy with a strapon. On stage. In front of an audience. Oh, good this is so wrong, so wrong Sulastri,"

Bael and I now had Elisabeth naked and we kept teasing her. "No. It's not wrong Elisabeth. It's hot. Tell me more Elisabeth."

Elisabeth leant her head back into my shoulder, groaned and then looked forward again. "Oh god Sulastri. Nobie's pushing her dick into her mommy's cunt. She's fu#king her Sulastri. Nobie's fu#king her mommy for us. Oh, this is so taboo Sulastri. So, forbidden. Oh Sulastri I'm so wet."

I felt a pair of hands on my shoulders, "You look like you're having fun babe. Mind if I join?" It was Jogvan.

I had a wicked thought, "Put your dick in me."

Jogvan pulled my underwear to the side and I felt his hard dick slide into me. I groaned in pleasure, then spoke into Elisabeth's ear again.

"My husband's here Elisabeth. My husband's fu#king me from behind while my sis eats your cunt."

Elisabeth groaned loudly and I could tell she was cumming. I leant forward onto Elisabeth's back, spreading my legs and pushing my butt back into Jogvan's dick thrusting in and out of me.

"Elisabeth, oh Elisabeth. Do you want to watch me eat my sis's cunt while my husband fu#ks me?"

"Oh shit. Oh yes, oh yes." Elisabeth spun around as she said this and pulled Bael up towards me. Bael kissed me then lay back on the leather bench in our booth. She opened her legs to me, and I dove down into her cunt, licking my sis's lips and sucking on her clit. Elisabeth was leaning down beside me stroking my hair. "Yes Sulastri, yes. Eat your sis's cunt. Eat her while your husband fu#ks you. Oh god this is hot, this is so fu#king hot. I've never seen anything like this. Oh Sulastri, it's just like my sis and me. God, it's so hot watching this, so wrong, so forbidden. Oh fu#k, my fantasies were so mild. I never imagined anything as wild as this happening in front of me. That anyone else would want to do this too. So wrong, so taboo, so hot."

Elisabeth was going crazy, her speech rambling and disconnected. Elisabeth kept talking about her sis, her mommy, things they had done together. I couldn't tell if what she was saying were fantasies or things she had really done. I pulled my face out of my sis's cunt, grabbed Elisabeth by the hair and dragged her into a kiss. I was swapping the taste of my sis's cum with Elisabeth. I was going wild too, getting more and more aggressive and it came out in my language with what I said next.

"Lay down in front of me bitch. Lay down in front of me so I can eat you cunt while my husband fu#ks me."

Elisabeth slid in beside my sis and I dove into her cunt. Biting and sucking on Elisabeth's cunt lips. Bael was still laying beside Elisabeth, kissing her, pinching Elisabeth's areolas, twisting them. We had completely forgotten about the mommy and daughter show that was going on in front of us. We were in a world of our own. Consumed by our own lust for each other. Sweat was pouring off Bael and Elisabeth as they writhed against each other. The salty taste was turning me on more and more. All of a sudden Elisabeth squirted, she was spraying into my face, my hair and body soaked by her juices. Juices that I was trying to lap up as fast as they came out. I could feel myself cumming as well. Wave after wave of climaxs.

Elisabeth was groaning, "Fu#k, Fu#k, Fu#k. I'm cumming, I'm cumming mother. Fu#k. Fu#k. Fu#k." Elisabeth's body stiffened under me, then went limp.

I slumped down onto Elisabeth. Bael was softly stroking both of us. Jogvan had withdrawn his dick out of me at some point, I wasn't sure when. Everything was so quiet. Then I heard clapping, people cheering. I looked up and our booth was surrounded by smiling faces. At some point everyone had stopped watching Nobie and Katerina perform and had instead come up to watch us.

I heard Athina's voice, then saw her smiling face, her arms wrapped around a naked Betty. Athina was cupping Bett's huge boobs in her hands, pinching the hard areolas.

"Wow babe. That was some show."

I looked around the faces. Katerina and Nobie were smiling at us, mommy and daughter were still both naked. They had obviously been playing with each other while watching our impromptu show.

Petty and Jenny were locked in an embrace. Fannie and Ioanna were beside them. Both Petty's girlfriend and Jenny's mum Fannie were naked, hugging each other.

Courtney, Bett's daughter, and Gabriele also had their arms around each other. Broad grins on their faces.

Gabriele had obviously handed over her mommy to Athina's daughter Rowena. Jutta was kneeling beside Rowena who was holding Jutta by a leash in one hand a stroking Jutta's hair with the other.

I looked down at my sis and Elisabeth. Then up at the crowd again. Finding Athina's face, I grinned at her and said, "Wow. It's been some opening night."

Sunday Morning

I heard birds singing and my eyes began to flutter open. It was daylight. I picked up my phone. Nine am. Wow, I'd really slept in. The events of last night played back through my mind. The club opening. Meeting Petty and Ioanna and introducing them to Fannie and Jenny. The favours they now owed Bael and me for introducing them to a mommy and daughter that would act out their most perverted desires.

Meeting Elisabeth and watching her succumb to the desire of suckling on Katerina's boobs with Nobie, Katerina's daughter. Then having an inc*stuous threesome with Elisabeth and my sis after we had watched Nobie fu#k her mommy on stage.

Jogvan had driven us home last night and I had talked Elisabeth into sucking his dick all the way back. Her deepthroating skills were amazing. Jogvan, Bael, Elisabeth and me had all ended up in bed together after showering and had fallen asleep pretty quickly.

I looked across at the muscular naked back beside me and said, "Good morning gorgeous." Elisabeth rolled over and grinned at me, then rubbed her eyes.

"Good morning to you too gorgeous." She leant in and kissed me lightly on the lips.

"Come on. I'll make you a coffee." We jumped up out of bed and I grabbed sheer robes for each of us. Then walked downstairs.

Jogvan had left a note for me on the kitchen bench saying Bael and him had gone to check the club and rdindaw the takings.

I made us a coffee each and sat down beside Elisabeth at the breakfast bar. I could clearly see her beautiful full boobs through the sheer black robe she was wearing. Elisabeth blushed and pulled the robe closer when she realised, I was looking.

I looked Elisabeth in the eyes. "Did you enjoy last night?"

"Oh yes. I enjoyed it very much. But some of the things that happened, they weren't all true, were they? I mean I loved having a threesome with you and your sis and I loved watching you and your sis make love. I mean that was just incredible. I know inc*st is wrong but watching two sis’s, two gorgeous sis’s, together, well that's just wild." Elisabeth looked down into her coffee.

I titled Elisabeth's face up to me. "So, what's the but?"

Elisabeth looked at me with those beautiful brown eyes, her short blonde hair all tousled from sleep.

"The but is Nobie and Katerina. They can't possibly really be mommy and daughter? That's just so wrong isn't it? I mean I know the fantasy is fun, but reality, in daylight, is different." Suzie's brow was furrowed. I could tell she was struggling to come to terms with this and if I wanted to have this relationship last then I need to be careful with how I guided her.

"So, the fantasy of a mommy and daughter being together, being together in a sexual way, you enjoyed the lesbian fantasy of it?"

"Oh yes, it was hot. But that's just it. It was just a fantasy?"

I decided to change the course of the conversation. "You enjoyed being with me and my sis? Watching my sis and me be intimate? You'd like to do that again?"

"Yes, god yes. The two of you are just so gorgeous. Even though we have been neighbours for months I never realised there was actually two of you. It seems so silly now. I mean I remember you going out and coming back dressed completely differently. I just put it down to clothes shopping but now I realise it was your sis returning home, not you."

"So that's a yes to watching me make love to my sis? Even though it's something society forbids?"

Elisabeth blushed, "It's the best part of making love with both of you. Watching you touch your sis. Like you say. It's just so taboo. So erotic. Gosh it could make me cum just thinking about it again."

I decided to push the taboo a bit further. "And you said you'd seduce your sis with me? Would you still do that?"

"Well uhm, uhm. That's just so, so uhm. I don't know what to say. I'm really confused."

"Last night you even said you would seduce your mommy for me. Is that not true any longer either?"

"Oh Sulastri, it's just so forbidden. So, taboo. So wrong."

"But you've thought about it haven't you Elisabeth? You've thought about how erotic it would be. How forbidden it is just makes it all the more desirable, all the more enticing a fantasy to fulfil."

"Oh Sulastri, I don't know. I just don't know. But the dreams I had last night. The dreams were so wicked. I dreamt of Nobie and Katerina, you and Bael. Then I dreamt of my sis and my mommy. I dreamt I was watching my sis and mommy in bed together, in bed together naked. In bed together making love. Sulastri, in the dream I wanted to join them, I wanted to be part of their love making. It's wrong to have dreams like that Sulastri. I shouldn't be dreaming of my mommy and sis in that way, should I?"

I was holding Elisabeth's hands as she said this. Elisabeth was looking down at the floor. When she looked back up at me her eyes had welled up in tears. "I have to go Sulastri. I have to go back home and clear my head. Think about these things."

Elisabeth got up, kissed me on the cheek, grabbed her phone and keys off the bench and walked out across the lawn to her house.

Sunday Afternoon

Jogvan and Bael had returned from the club pleased with themselves. They updated me with the night's returns saying we had made a good profit across the bar. It more than covered all our outgoings which was the main thing. We were only going to open the club Tuesday to Saturday night with Sunday and Monday being rest days. The basement would only be open for our private parties on Saturdays. We would reassess this in a few weeks.

I filled Jogvan and Bael in on Elisabeth and they were concerned she was ok, asking if they should go and check on her. I said that we should give Elisabeth some space for the moment. I'd talk to her later tonight.

Sunday Evening

I'd called Elisabeth and I was going to meet her at her place after seven.

Knocking on Elisabeth's door I was dressed simply in a lightweight summer dress and a pair of white studded Doc Martens that I loved. Apart from this, I was completely naked underneath.

Elisabeth opened the door. Again, I couldn't get over how muscular and tall Elisabeth was. Even in bare feet she still stood a few inches taller than me. She ushered me in and we sat down in the kitchen. There was a bottle of wine open and Elisabeth poured me a glass.

We took a sip each and Elisabeth said to me, "I want to see them."

I looked back at Elisabeth confused. "See who?"

"I want to see Nobie and Katerina. I need to know if they are really mommy and daughter. The only way I'm going to be sure of it is if they admit it to me. And please don't think that I don't believe you. It's just that they may be playing with us. Fooling us both." Elisabeth was looking at me with pleading eyes.

"Ok. It's ok babe. I'll call them and ask them to come over." I grabbed my phone and dialled Katerina, quickly explained and asked her and Nobie to come over to Elisabeth's. A few minutes later there was a knock at the door and I let Nobie and Katerina in. They gave me a hug each and then hugged Elisabeth. We all sat down in the lounge and began talking.

Elisabeth looked at Nobie and Katerina. "God you look so much alike. You could be sis’s."

Both Nobie and Katerina grinned and blushed slightly while they both said thank you.

I looked at Elisabeth, then to Nobie and Katerina. "So, Katerina. Nobie. Elisabeth has a question for the two of you."

Katerina looked at Elisabeth. "Shoot."

"Uhm, Uhm, well Uhm."

Elisabeth was obviously embarrassed to ask the question, so I just jumped in. "Elisabeth isn't sure you are really mommy and daughter. She wants you to prove it."

Nobie and Katerina looked at each other. Then back at us. They both started chuckling and Nobie spoke first. "Of course we're mommy and daughter." She pulled out her license, then looked at Katerina and said, "Come on mum."

Katerina did the same and they handed them to Elisabeth. Elisabeth looked at the licenses and then handed them back. It was all the proof she really needed as deep down I think she already knew. She stared at Katerina and Nobie.

"Wow. Oh wow. This is so kinky. This is so naughty. This is so unbelievable."

I slid in behind Elisabeth. Put my arms around her. "Would you like mommy and daughter to put on a show. I'm sure they wouldn't mind if you played director."

Katerina and Nobie grinned and nodded their heads. Katerina said, "Yes Elisabeth. Direct us. Tell us what you want us to do."

Elisabeth only had shorts and a loose t-shirt on. I slid my hands up under Elisabeth's t-shirt. She wasn't wearing a bra. Her areolas were hard and erect. I cupped her boobs in my hands.

"Sulastri this is wrong. They shouldn't be doing this. Not in front of us. What am I saying? They shouldn't be doing this at all."

I squeezed her boobs, "Wrong, forbidden, taboo? It's hot. Direct them Elisabeth. I know you want to."

Katerina and Nobie were looking at Elisabeth. Waiting for her to make them perform.

"Sulastri I don't know if I can. I don't know if I should."

"You can Elisabeth. Do it. Ask them to kiss each other."

Elisabeth's body shivered against me when I said kiss. I could tell she wanted to do it. I could tell she wanted to watch.

"Do it Elisabeth. Live your forbidden desires through Nobie and Katerina. I know you want to. Ask them to kiss each other."

Again, Elisabeth's body shivered against me when I said kiss. I hugged Elisabeth closer to me, pressing my boobs against her back. "Ask them to kiss Elisabeth." This time Elisabeth groaned.

"They'll do whatever you want Elisabeth. Ask them to kiss. I felt Elisabeth's areolas harden even more as I said this.

And then Elisabeth spoke, "Kiss. I want to watch mother and daughter kiss."

Katerina and Nobie looked at Elisabeth, grinned, leant into each other and began kissing. I reached down and began lifting Elisabeth's t-shirt over her head. She put her arms up and let me lift it off, then lowered her arms back down. I leant into Elisabeth's ear and said, "Stand up." Elisabeth immediately rose in front of me and I pulled her shorts down, then I stood up behind her. Elisabeth was standing completely naked in front of me. I pulled my dress over my head and I was naked behind her. I placed my hands on her shoulders and gently guided her back down onto the couch between my legs. I felt the dampness of my cunt rubbing up against Elisabeth's lower back. I reached around and began stroking her cunt, massaging her clit with my thumb.

"Tell them what to do Elisabeth. They want to do what you say. Mommy and daughter want to be directed, want to be exhibitionists for us. So forbidden. So kinky. So hot to be watching."

"Mmmmmmmm. This is so naughty Sulastri. Nobie. Katerina. Stand up and face each other."

Katerina and Nobie stood up, then leant down and moved the coffee table between the couches off to the side. They moved back and faced each other again, arms by their sides, awaiting Elisabeth's instructions.

"Nobie. Undress your mommy."

Nobie stepped forward and slipped Katerina's dress off. Katerina was now naked. Standing in her heels.

"Katerina. Undress your daughter."

Katerina did the same. She stepped forward and slipped Nobie's dress off. They were both naked now. Standing in their heels.

Elisabeth was staring at them. "Oh wow. Oh fu#k. Oh, wow, this is hot."

I was massaging Elisabeth's boobs. Pinching her clit.

"Kiss each other again." Elisabeth said.

Mommy and daughter leant in and began kissing each other again. Their hands sliding up and down each other's bodies.

"Sulastri this is so hot. A mommy and daughter, both naked, kissing in front of us. Katerina's boobs are gorgeous. Nobie is such a hot little daughter. Will they do anything for me Sulastri? Anything I ask?"

I grinned and kissed Elisabeth on the back of the neck, "Anything." I said.

Elisabeth started rambling, "Gosh this is so kinky. So, forbidden. I can get them to do anything. I could put them on leashes and walk them down the street naked?"

"Yes." I replied.

"I could make them wear bondage gear?"

"Yes." My middle finger was sliding up and down Elisabeth's cunt. My thumb massaging her clit.

"I could make them fu#k in front of people I invite over?"

"Yes." Elisabeth was getting so wet, so aroused. He areolas erect and hard.

"Oh fu#k. I could make them fu#k in front of my mommy and sis. My mommy and sis would love to watch." My middle finger slipped into Elisabeth's cunt as she said this. Elisabeth groaned.

"Yes. So, forbidden. Such naughty thoughts. Tell me more."

"Oh, Sulastri it's so naughty these thoughts. So, forbidden." Katerina and Nobie were kneeling in front of us. Still kissing. Their hands roaming over each other's bodies.

"Look at the mommy and daughter in front of you. Look at them and tell me your forbidden desires. Tell me the naughty fantasies you have. Tell me the forbidden thing you've done." Elisabeth stiffened when I said this last bit and I thought maybe there is something Elisabeth's done already, something forbidden. I pushed her, "Tell me Elisabeth, tell me the forbidden things you've done." Elisabeth was writhing under my touch, my finger sliding in and out of her cunt.

"Oh Sulastri, I've never told anyone."

"Tell me Elisabeth." My thumb was massaging her clit as we watched Nobie begin to suckle on her mommy's boob.

"Sulastri it was so naughty, so forbidden. We never spoke about it again."

"Tell me Elisabeth." My cunt was wet listening to her. The lubrication was letting me gently slide my cunt up and down her lower back as we spoke.

"It was, it was, something I watched with my sis. Things I did with my sis."

This was interesting. Interesting and hot. I needed to know more. "Tell me Elisabeth." Katerina had lain Nobie onto her back in front of us, her face moving between her daughter's thighs. "Tell me while we watch Katerina eating her daughter's cunt." Elisabeth groaned as I said this.

"It was so forbidden Sulastri. I haven't spoken about it in years."

"Tell me Elisabeth." Katerina was now lapping at her daughter's cunt. Nobie was groaning in pleasure as her mommy tongue fu#ked her. Elisabeth was so wet. I slid another finger into her cunt, I felt her clench around my fingers then relax again. "It was when my sis and I were still living at home. Mum was working back late, and we were by ourselves. Oh, Sulastri it was wrong."

I slipped a third finger into Elisabeth's cunt. She groaned loudly. Nobie's head rolled to the side, looking up at us she grinned and groaned as her mommy devoured her cunt in front of us.

"Look Elisabeth. Look at Katerina eating her daughter's cunt. Look at how happy Nobie is to have her mommy lick her cunt. It's so right for a mommy and daughter to do this. They love each other. Do you love your mommy Elisabeth?"

"Yes." Elisabeth groaned again as she said this.

"And do you love your sis Elisabeth?"

"Oh yes." Elisabeth was writhing on my fingers as they slid in and out of her, my thumb flicking her hard clit, my other hand pinching her erect areola between my thumb and forefinger.

"Tell me Elisabeth." My voice was commanding, and I could tell Elisabeth was ready to submit. My last finger slipped into her cunt and Elisabeth shuddered. My thumb was flicking her hard clit back and forth, faster and faster.

"Oh, so wrong. So wrong but it felt so right when we did it."

"Tell me Elisabeth." I felt Elisabeth relax back into me. She had cum and was now slowly grinding back and forth on my hand. She took a deep breath and exhaled.

"We were on mum's computer, in her bedroom. We weren't meant to touch it but because it had been forbidden since we were ch*ldren. We weren't kid's any more. We had both just turned eighteen. Our temptation was peaked. Oh gosh Elisabeth, your fingers feel so good in me, can you push it deeper?"

I pulled Elisabeth back onto my chest and my whole hand slide into her cunt up to my wrist. God this was naughty, I was fisting her cunt. And Elisabeth had a twin sis? So naughty.

"Oh, Sulastri, that's sooo good. Push it in and out of me."

I moved Elisabeth to the side to get more comfortable. "Tell me more Elisabeth."

"Oh Sulastri, look at Katerina licking her daughter's cunt. So good. So naughty."

"Tell me more Elisabeth."

"It wasn't hard to guess the password. I got it on the second try. My sis’s and my birthday. Oh, that's so good Sulastri. Massage my clit with your other hand. When we opened the computer there were files on the desktop. Video files. My sis encouraged me to open one and play it. Oh, Sulastri look at Nobie. Nobie's cumming in her mother's mouth. Oh, so good, make a fist with your hand. I, I played a file and it was a woman tied up to a bench, an older woman. Oh god Sulastri, I'm cumming, I'm cumming, let me cum first."

I was kneeling in front of her now, thrusting my hand in and out of Elisabeth's tight cunt, rubbing her clit with my other hand while I did it. Elisabeth was thrashing around, I leant down and sucked her clit into my mouth. Elisabeth groaned and came. She was cumming hard over and over, I withdrew my fist and then pinched her clit and pulled on it. Elisabeth groaned and came again then collapsed back on the couch. I sat up beside her and put my arm around her pulling her naked body into me. Nobie and Katerina had knelt up, watching us as Elisabeth came. Then Nobie pushed her mommy down onto her back. Nobie went down on all fours and buried her face in her mommy's bald cunt and began licking, slurping, sucking. Elisabeth was watching them with glazed eyes, basking in the afterglow of her climaxs. Then she spoke again.

"There was an older woman tied to a leather bench, naked, a ball gag in her mouth. She still had a beautiful body, large firm boobs, flat stomach, muscular frame, long blonde hair. It was our mommy. My sis and I looked at each other then back to the screen and I pushed play. Mum was struggling against her bindings, groaning in an erotic way. Another woman walked into the picture. Dressed all in black leather, bright red lipstick and long blonde hair. She had a short leather flogger in her hand. Sulastri this is where it got really weird. The woman, the other woman that was in the video." Elisabeth was staring straight at Nobie and Katerina still making love in front of us. She had a look of absolute lust on her face and was gently stroking her cunt.

"Tell me Elisabeth. Tell me why it was weird."

"As my sis and I were watching the video, I'd started stroking my cunt. Just like I am now while watching a mommy and daughter make love. I looked at my sis who was squeezed up beside me, watching the screen, and she was doing the same thing Sulastri, stroking her cunt. We looked at each other grinned and looked back at the screen. The woman with the flogger had squirted oil onto our mommy's stomach then rubbed it across mum's body, creating an oily sheen. The woman stepped back and looked down at our mum smiling. Then she stepped forward and raised her arm. She started striking our mommy with the leather flogger, across her cunt, across her stomach, across her boobs. Mum was writhing around, groaning, pulling on her restraints. It was obvious mum was enjoying this. The woman stopped whipping mum, went out of picture and came back with a basket. The basket was filled with black pegs. She started attaching the pegs up and down our mum's body. This was driving mum crazy. Mum was pushing her body up. It seemed like she was eager to have the pegs attached to her body. When the pegs were all attached, she raised the flogger again and began whipping them off mum's body. Sulastri, oh Sulastri, we watched mum cum as the pegs were whipped off her body. She squirted Sulastri. Mum squirted as she was having the pegs whipped off her. I'd never seen anything like this before and I know my sis hadn't either. Oh, Sulastri it was so wrong. Both my sis and me came while we watched this. It was so wrong."

I hugged Elisabeth into me, she was still staring straight ahead watching Katerina and Nobie now locked in a sixty-nine position. Nobie on top and her mommy below.

"It's ok Elisabeth. There's nothing wrong with your mommy having a female lover. And you watching it with your sis. Well that's actually hot that you watched a video of your mum enjoy BDSM with your sis."

"Sulastri that's not it. It wasn't just any female lover. The other woman. It was our aunt. My mum's sis."

Oh, wow this was hot. This was really hot. I couldn't believe what Elisabeth had just told me. Her mommy was having an inc*stuous relationship with her sis. Elisabeth and her sis had watched her mum and aunt enjoy BDSM on this video. Wow this was hot. I had to know more.

"So, did you and your sis enjoy watching the video or was it just a one-time thing?"

Elisabeth replied with a one-word answer. "No."

This was disappointing, I thought her story might have gone further. That maybe they had enjoyed watching the video. Then Elisabeth spoke again.

"No. It wasn't a one-time thing. There were dozens of video files. My sis and I watched them all over the next few months. It was so wrong Sulastri. It wasn't just my mommy and our aunt. There were videos with other women too. Some of the other women I knew. They were mommys of daughters my sis and I went to school with, that we were friends with. And they all involved bondage. Our mommy seemed to get off on the pain. Some of the other women enjoyed pain too and some of the other women enjoyed inflicting pain. It was so wrong to watch these Sulastri, it was so wrong."

This was unbelievable. This was so unbelievably hot to find out about two sis’s, just like Bael and me, enjoying BDSM. The fact Elisabeth had watched these with her sis opened up all sorts of opportunities. I needed to know more.

"Tell me Elisabeth. Tell me everything."

"My sis and I, we kept watching the videos. When mum was at work we would race in and watch them. We wore less and less clothes each time. We would openly masturbate in front of each other while watching them. It was so bad Sulastri. I'd masturbate while watching my mommy and aunt. I'd masturbate and watch my sis cum. What was worse is my sis was enjoying it more and more. She was starting to fantasise openly in front of me while we watched. At first the fantasies only involved the other women in the videos. But eventually they began involving our mommy and aunt. My sis wanted me to tie her up, like our aunt was doing to our mommy. Eventually I did. I tied my sis's hands behind her back. Oh, Sulastri it was so wrong. My sis started going down on me while I watched the videos. She was a natural submissive and she loved the way I dominated her. But my sis also took the lead and guided me in what to do.

She would tell me how she wanted me to dominate mum and her together. That I could train them both to be my submissive slaves. It was so wrong Sulastri. So wrong. Then one day I lost track of time. I had my sis kneeling in front of me, her hands bound behind her back, areola clamps on her boobs and a mouth gag dildo strapped onto her face.

She was sliding the dildo in and out of me while I watched one of my friend's mums dominating my mum. I was enjoying another climax when I realised there was someone else in the room, I looked to my right and my mommy was standing in the doorway. Mum was watching us with a faraway look in her eyes. She had her blouse open and she was pinching one of her areolas, her skirt was pulled up and her other hand was massaging her clit. I bunched up my sis's hair and started guided her face into my cunt faster and faster. I was staring at mum while I did this, and mum's eyes were locked on me. I grinned at mum and groaned as I came on my sis's face.

Mum's eyes rolled back, and I could tell she was cumming too. I put both my hands on the back of my sis's head, the dildo strapped to her face held tight by my cunt, was pushed deeply into me. I looked at mum again, her hand came up to her mouth and she had a shocked look on her face. Mum turned and left the room. God Sulastri it was so wrong what I did. It was so wrong, but I loved it. I loved the fact that my mommy had just gotten off while watching me face fu#k my sis."

This was hot. I could not believe what Elisabeth was telling me. Elisabeth had been telling me all this, while Katerina and Nobie were still fu#king in front of us. Nobie had now put on a strap on dildo and was fu#king her mommy doggy style while we continued to watch. Elisabeth kept talking.

"I'd released my sis and we had gotten dressed. I hadn't said a word to her about mum being in the room. We were in the kitchen when mum walked in from the garage. Mum must have walked back outside to make it look like she had just arrived home.

My sis ran up to mum and gave her a hug and a kiss. She always did this after we had been watching one of the videos, I think it turned my sis on touching and hugging mum, knowing that mum had no idea of what we had been doing. Except this time mum knew exactly what we had been doing. Mum looked at me over my sis's shoulder while they hugged. I grinned at mum and she blushed a deep red. I put my index finger to my lips making a shush signal and grinned back at her."

Elisabeth went quiet again. Katerina and Nobie had collapsed on the floor, breathless. They slowly got up, got dressed and said their goodbyes, offering to come back any time Elisabeth wanted them to. We kissed them goodbye at the door, Elisabeth and me still naked, then we went and sat back down on the sofa. I put my arm around Elisabeth, hugged her and pulled her into me. I looked at Elisabeth and said, "Tell me more."

Elisabeth kept talking.

"I never mentioned mum seeing us to my sis and my mum definitely didn't say anything to my sis. At first my mommy and I never really spoke about what had happened, but over the coming months I became more dominant around my mommy. I would order mum to do things around the house. I would make her change before we went out, change into more revealing clothes that I chose. My sis just thought I was taking advantage of the submissive side we both knew our mommy had.

Then, almost a year later I did something really kinky, really forbidden. I took mum aside one morning and told her that she had been a good mother. That I was going to reward her. I told mum if she came home from work early on a Friday she could watch me dominate my sis. I said mum could watch just like we watched mum be dominated by her sis.

Mum came home right on time. I met her at the door. Sulastri, when mum came inside, Oh Sulastri, I, I kissed mum Sulastri. And I don't mean a little kiss on the lips. I kissed mum passionately, let my tongue explore her mouth. Sulastri that's why I got so turned on telling Katerina and Nobie to kiss.

All my memories of kissing my mommy flooded back, how much it turned me on, how forbidden and taboo it was. After kissing her I pulled back from mum and told her to undress. Mum didn't hesitate at all. Mum threw her clothes off and was standing naked in front of me.

Oh Sulastri, mum looked gorgeous, her body was toned and muscular, her boobs firm and her areolas erect.

Her cunt was shaved smooth. I took mum by the hand and led her upstairs to her bedroom. There was a camera on a tripod setup and I turned it on and directed it at mum. Mum wasn't looking at the camera though, she was staring at her bed. I turned the camera to the bed, looked back at mum who turned to me, a look of shock and lust on her face.

I brought my finger to my lips indicating to her to be quiet and then pointed back at the bed. Oh Sulastri it was so wrong what I'd done. I'd tied my sis to the bed. She was on her back, spread eagle her ankles and wrists tied to each corner.

I had put a leather mask on my sis so she couldn't see what was happening. The dildo gag was tied around her face, erect and sticking straight up, waiting to be mounted. I looked to my mommy, brought my finger to my lips again and then pointed back to the bed. My mommy climbed up onto the bed, mounted my sis’s face and began sliding up and down on the dildo. I was filming as my sis groaned and our mommy fu#ked her face.

My mommy had her hand over her mouth, trying not to groan as she came. Mum looked at me and I pointed to my sis's cunt. Mum immediately dove down into a sixty-nine position and began eating her daughter's cunt, my sis’s cunt. Oh, Sulastri it was so carnal, so taboo, so forbidden. I came over and over watching them fu#k. I was enjoying the fact that my mommy had to restrain herself from making any noise, that I was controlling her, directing her. I was controlling both of them Sulastri and I got off on doing it, just like it excited me to direct Katerina and Nobie. After about an hour I pointed for my mommy to leave. I packed up the camera, left my sis tied to the bed and walked back downstairs.

When I got downstairs my mommy was dressed. I could tell mum had been crying. Her eyes were puffy and red. Sulastri what I did next was so bad, so wrong. I told my mommy that I owned her now. That she was my fu#k doll, my fu#k toy and that anything I asked she had to do for me. That I had the video evidence that she was a depraved bitch, willing to do anything to satisfy her mistress, her daughter.

I told mum to leave and come back in an hour. I told mum I was going to fu#k my sis while she was gone. Sulastri, I did just that. I went back upstairs and fu#ked my sis with a strap-on for the next hour. Then I untied my sis from the bed and told her to get dressed. Mum came home not long after. Mum and I never spoke about it again. About a month later my sis went off to college and I took a job interstate. Mum's lived at home by herself for the last year and we've hardly spoken."

Elisabeth went quiet, I was stroking her hair when I said to her, "What did you do with the video?"

"I've still got it. Mum and my sis have never seen it and I have the only copy."

I looked at Elisabeth, kissed her, pulled back and said, "I want to watch it. I want to watch it while you kneel in front of me and lick my cunt." I wasn't sure how Elisabeth would react, she was staring at me. Then, she got up and went into another room, came back with a thumb drive, plugged it into the tv and turned it on.

Elisabeth handed me the remote, knelt down in front of me and started licking my cunt. An image of what looked like Elisabeth appeared, tied spread eagle to a bed just as she had described. Then, an older woman walked into shot. I could tell immediately it was Elisabeth's mommy.

She climbed onto the bed, mounted the dildo and began fu#king her daughters face. I came in Elisabeth's mouth as I watched Elisabeth's mommy bouncing up and down on her daughter's face. I came again when Elisabeth's mommy began licking her daughter's cunt. I looked down at Elisabeth, her brown eyes were staring back up at me, I grinned and said, "I think it's time you asked your mommy and sis to visit." My eyes rolled back in my head as I came again, the images of Elisabeth's mommy and sis fu#king on the screen in front of me.

Wednesday Morning -- week 17

I was on all fours, looking at the video again. It was yet another video Jogvan had put together. Jogvan was rhythmically sliding his dick in and out of me. Familiar pictures and short videos had been playing on the screen for about an hour. I watched as my mommy's smiling face appeared. Then an image of mum and me in the pool appeared. We were topless. Jogvan began talking again.

"Such beautiful boobs to feed on."

"Yes," as usual I was replying in a dreamy voice. "I want to feed on them."

Jogvan replied, "Soon babe. Soon you will be able to feed on your mommy's boobs again."

A short video flashed up. It was of me lying on the bed, my mommy between my legs lapping at my cunt.

"Such a pretty naked mother," Jogvan said.

"Naked mother. Hot mother." I was saying this breathlessly.

Another video of my mommy flashed up. Mum was on her hands and knees, being fu#ked doggy style by my sis. They both looked gorgeous.

"Beautiful mother. Beautiful sis." I said.

Another video, this time my sis, mum and me. I was on my back presenting my cunt to mother. Mother on all fours, her face buried in my cunt. Bael sliding her strap-on dildo in and out of mother.

"Perfect threesome," Jogvan said.

I groaned again, "Mmmmmm, threesome with mother and sis’sy."

"Soon." Jogvan said.

Another video flashed up. This time mother had her arms tied above her head, her back to me. Jogvan was laying on the bed in front of mother stroking his dick. I began whipping mother and she groaned with pleasure as the whip struck her back.

"Mmmmmmmm, mother loves to be whipped."

Jogvan pushed deep into my cunt, "Yes." he said. "Soon mother will be your sex toy."

Then the new video came up. It was Elisabeth's mum fu#king her sis. Elisabeth's mommy was mounted on her daughter's face, sliding up and down a mouth gag dildo.

"Mother and daughter in bondage." Jogvan said.

"Mmmmmm, daughter punishing mother and sis." I replied

"Soon." Jogvan said. "Soon, Elisabeth will punish her mother and sis."

Jogvan's dick was thrusting in and out of me. Faster and faster. "Fu#k me harder babe. I'm cumming babe, I'm cumming." Deviant thoughts and images of mommys, daughters and sis’s in bondage flashed through my mind. I was cumming over and over. Mat pulled his dick out of me and I felt his warm cum flood over my back.

We both looked to our right. Elisabeth was kneeling on the floor beside us. Watching both our erotic display and the kinky display on the screen. Elisabeth's hands were clasped behind her head, shoulders back and boobs thrust forward. Areola clamps were attached to her boobs, a silver chain connecting them together.

A black leather studded collar was around Elisabeth's neck. I looked down at her from the bed, grinned and said, "Time to clean up slave." Jogvan grinned, kissed me and went into the shower. Elisabeth stood, leant over and began slurping the pooled cum off my back. Elisabeth then began licking my back to ensure all the cum was cleaned off. Once done I rolled over onto my back and allowed Elisabeth to give my cunt a tongue bath. I closed my eyes, stretched out and grinned while Elisabeth did this. As I lay there, I thought back to the events with Elisabeth on Sunday night. After we had finished watching the video of her mum and sis, I had put her in the collar she was now wearing. I had attached a leash and led her across the front yard, completely naked, into our house.

I'd presented her to Bael and Jogvan, shown them the contents of the thumb drive and explained that I was keeping Elisabeth as a house pet. Elisabeth had not said a word in regard to this, she had simply accepted her new role as my sex slave.

At my request Elisabeth had rung her sis and asked her to come and stay with her once the summer break from college started. Elisabeth had also, at my instruction, told her sis that she had some new videos they could watch. I listened into the call and Elisabeth's sis had been excited to accept the invite but was especially excited at the mention of the videos.

Jogvan had finished his shower and was now dressed and leaving to go into work.

After Elisabeth had finished cleaning me off, I decided it was time for her to make the next call. I instructed Elisabeth it was now time to call her mommy. To prepare her I wrote a set of instructions and requests Elisabeth was to make of her mommy. We lay on the bed together as Elisabeth dialled and put the call on speaker phone. An excited voice answered.

"Oh Elisabeth, it's so good to hear from you. I've missed you so much."

Elisabeth grinned at me then spoke, "Hi mum, I've missed you too, how are you?"

"I'm fine, just fine."

"Mum, I was thinking we should catch up. I'd like you to come and stay at my place for a while."

"Oh, honey that would be great, I'd love to. I can take some time off work and come up whenever you want."

Elisabeth looked down at the notes I'd written and looked up at me before replying, "Mum. When you come, I want you to bring your toys." The phone went quiet, "Mum?"

"Ah, yes dear, yes, I'm still here. Toy's? What toy's do you mean dear?"

Elisabeth grinned at me then replied, "Your bondage toys mum. I want you to bring your bondage toys." Again, the phone went quiet, "Mum?"

"Yes. Yes, I'm still here."

"Mum. What do good submissives do?"

"Uhm, they uhm, they uhm, they answer directly and promptly."

"That's correct mother. So why are you not answering your mistress directly and promptly?"

When Elisabeth's mommy spoke again her voice was quieter, "I'm sorry mistress, I won't let it happen again."

Elisabeth grinned at me and I grinned back. This was hot, this was extremely hot.

"Mother. I've invited my sis to come as well. The two of you are going to perform for me. The two of you are going to be my sex dolls."

Again, Elisabeth's mommy's voice was quiet when she answered, "Yes mistress."

"It will be different this time mother. This time my sis will know it's you. This time my sis will welcome being an inc*stuous slave with you. Do you understand mother? Do you understand what your role is mother?"

This time when Elisabeth's mum spoke her voice was stronger, we could tell she had accepted and now welcomed what was to occur, what role she was being offered and accepting.

"Yes mistress. My role is to serve you. My role is to pleasure you. My role is to anticipate what you desire and fulfil those desires mistress. I am your slave mistress."

"Mother. I want you to prove your love for your mistress. I want you to prove your devotion to your mistress. Mother. I want you to invite your sis over. When your sis arrives mother, I want you to answer the door naked. Mother, I want you to ask your sis to whip you, to punish you. Mother, I want you to film it without your sis knowing. Then mother I want you to send the video to my sis telling her it's a very special present for a very special daughter and blind copy me. Do you understand mother?"

"Yes mistress."

"Any questions mother?"

"No mistress."

"Mother. Does your sis still enjoy performing bondage with you?"

"Yes mistress."

"Mother. Do you still invite my girlfriend's mommys over for bondage parties?"

"Yes mistress."

"Mother. Have any of those mommys ever brought their daughters?"

"Oh mistress."

"Mother. Answer your mistress."

"No mistress."

"Mother. Has there ever been any talk of inviting daughters?"

There was a long pause before Elisabeth's mommy answered.

"Yes mistress."

Elisabeth and I grinned at each other.

"Mother. Has your sis ever suggested bringing her daughter?"

Again, there was a long pause before Elisabeth's mommy answered.

"Yes mistress."

Elisabeth and I had even bigger grins on our faces with this answer.

"Mother. I want you to make a copy of all your video files and send them to me. On the video files I want you to list on the description if the mommy has ever suggested their daughter join or if anyone has suggested it to the mommy and what the response was. Do you understand mother?"

"Yes mistress."

"And mother. There's one other thing you need to do."

"Yes mistress."

"When you invite your sis over, invite her daughter also. I want her to watch and I want her on the recording."

"Oh mistress. Oh mistress."

"Mother. Answer your mistress."

"Oh mistress, I, I, I, oh mistress." There was hesitation in Elisabeth's mommys voice and when she finally finished her answer it was in a low stutter. "Yes, yes mistress."

"Good mother. Call me back once you invite them, so I know it's done. And upload the videos by tomorrow at the latest. Love you mother."

"I love you too honey."

Elisabeth hung up. I grinned at her, reached out and took the chain connected to her areola clamps and pulled her to me by them. Elisabeth at first held back so her areolas were stretched by the clamps, then when the pain felt just right, she allowed herself to be pulled into a kiss.

About 15 minutes later Elisabeth's phone rang. She put it on speaker and answered

"Hi mum."

"Hello mistress. It's done mistress."

"Very good mother. And what did my aunty have to say about the invite?"

"Mistress my sis was a bit confused when I said to bring her daughter, but she agreed to it. Also, mistress a good sub anticipates her mistresses needs. I recorded the conversation and have just sent you the voice file so you can listen to it."

Elisabeth looked at me and grinned, "Oh very good mother. And when are they coming?"

"This afternoon mistress."

"Good mother, I want the video to watch tonight. Make sure you send it."

"Yes mistress."

Elisabeth hung up, grinned at me, opened the voice file and began playing it.

"Oh, hey sis, how are you?"

Elisabeth's mommy's voice came on, "Great babe, really good. Hey, I was wondering if you are free to catch up this afternoon?"

"For you sis, always. Are you craving some discipline?"

Again, Elisabeth's mum spoke, "Yes. Very much mistress."

"Ok, I'll see you at three."

Elisabeth's mommy spoke again, "Mistress. May I ask a favour?"

"Of course you can."

"Mistress, would you like to bring your daughter?"

There was a long silence.

"Are you sure sis? Are you ready for that?"

"Yes mistress."

"Ok. We'll see you at three."

The call ended. I was a bit confused. Had Elisabeth's cousin done something like this before? I guess we'd find out later tonight.

Wednesday Evening

It arrived just after we finished dinner at eight. It was a large file in high definition that Elisabeth's mommy had downloaded to a shared drive they used. Jogvan, Bael and I were now laying on the bed naked. Jogvan was in the middle, Bael and I either side stroking his hard dick. Elisabeth was in her slave position, naked, kneeling on the floor beside the bed, black leather collar around her neck.

We started the video file.

A tall woman was standing at a door, pacing back and forth. We could tell she was tall as she was almost the height of the door in bare feet and was wearing a black studded slave collar. She had blonde bobbed hair, broad shoulders, long legs.

She looked just like her daughter, Elisabeth. This was Andry, Elisabeth's mommy. We heard the doorbell ring and Andry reached forward to open the door. Andry grinned as her sis and niece entered. These women were both tall as well, dressed in casual sun dresses they had high heels on, and they seemed to duck as they entered.

Both were blonde with bobbed haircuts just like their sis and cousin. The first difference we could see was Andry had big brown eyes like her daughter, the two women that had entered had piercing blue eyes, not just blue but wide pools of blue. This was Jaclyn, or Rube, Andry's sis and her daughter Evelyn, Dinda, Rube's daughter.

Mommy and daughter looked at Andry, then looked at each other and grinned. Dinda spoke first.

"Wow mum, Aunty Jordie is hot."

They walked in and Andry closed the door. She was nervous, fidgeting as the two women sauntered around the room. Dinda was looking at a set of wrist cuffs hanging by ropes from the ceiling in front of her. A spreader bar below it. Dinda looked back at Andry and spoke.

"Come her slave." It was amazing to see how easily Dinda was taking control over Elisabeth's mum. She had definitely done this before. Andry was immediately beside Dinda, allowing her wrists to be restrained into the cuffs and her ankles tied off in the spreader bar.

Dinda's mommy, Rube had slumped down into a lounge. Beside her chair was a chilled bottle of wine in an ice bucket with two glasses. Rube poured herself a glass, leant back and relaxed.

"Your aunty loves pain Dinda. Don't hold back."

Dinda looked at her mommy and grinned, "I won't. I've waited far too long for this. The only thing missing is her daughters." Dinda walked over to the rope restraining Andry and pulled on it, stretching Elisabeth's mommy up on her toes, her legs spread apart. Dinda tied the rope off against the wall. Then she picked up a whip from a sideboard and began testing it out. It made a swoosh noise as Dinda swung it through the air. Rube looked bored and was still sipping her wine.

Rube looked at her daughter and said, "Whip the whore honey. Show her what you're made of."

Dinda swung the whip around and brought it down across Andry's boobs. Andry groaned in pleasure. Dinda swung again and again, red welts forming across Andry's stomach and boobs. Dinda was an expert with the whip, marking her slave in a perfect symmetry.

I were stroking Jogvan's throbbing dick. I didn't know how long he would last watching this. I looked down at Elisabeth. She was kneeling up, fingers interlaced behind her head, her boobs were firm and erect, her areolas hard and her breathing was shallow. This was really turning her on.

Dinda walked over and pulled on the rope again, lifting her aunt just a couple of inches off the floor. She tied the rope off and then walked over to Andry, lightly pushing her aunt so she began rotating. Dinda looked at her mommy and held the whip out.

"Want a turn mother?"

Rube grinned and stood up. She had a sip of her wine, leant down and placed the glass on the side table. Rube then reached down and pulled her dress up over her head and dropped it on the chair beside her. She was completely naked. She was an amazon. Her muscles rippled and flowed as she moved towards her daughter, completely naked, now only dressed only in her heels. Rube extended her arm to her daughter. Dinda placed the coiled whip into her mommys open hand. Dinda then reached down and pulled her dress over her head. An amazon just like her mommy. Dinda walked around behind Rube, her arms extended around her mommy and cupped her boobs.

"Whip her mother. Whip your sis."

Rube grinned and stepped forward, her daughter's hands releasing her naked boobs. Rube swung the whip around her head then brought it down onto her sis’s' body. The whip encircled her sis. Rube pulled back on it, rotating Andry like a top. Like the toy she now was. Andry closed her eyes and a groan escaped her lips. Then from her lips a smooth sultry voice rang out.

"Whip me again sis. Whip me harder."

Rube looked back at her daughter, then back at her sis, hanging naked, suspended, her legs held apart by the spreader bar. Rube swung the whip around and brought it down again on her sis. Red welts now completely encircled her sis's torso as Rube pulled back on the whip, unwinding her sis like a top, spinning her sis around and around in a carousel of pain and pleasure. Andry's head was tilted back, groans of pleasure escaping her lips as Rube's whip struck again and again. Andry's lips were mouthing the words, "Thankyou. Thankyou." With each strike.

Dinda was seated, watching, as her mommy continued to inflict pleasurable pain on her aunt. Dinda's fingers were a blur on her cunt as she brought herself to climax after climax.

"Whip the whore. Whip her mother. Make the bitch groan. Make your sis understand that we own her."

Rube turned back to her daughter, grinned, held the coiled whip out and said, "Your turn babe. Make mother proud."

Mommy and daughter came together as the whip was passed from hand to hand. They put their arms around each other and drew themselves together.

My jaw dropped. I looked at Bael and she looked back at me. The same stunned look was on my sis's face. Our hands were both pistoning Jogvan's dick as we looked over to Elisabeth who also had a stunned look on her face. Our eyes all turned back to the screen. I heard my sis groan. Elisabeth was rubbing her cunt and I just kept hearing her repat the same word, "Fu#k, fu#k, fu#k, fu#k," over and over again.

They were kissing.

Rube and Dinda were kissing each other.

Not just kissing. Their hands were all over each other's bodies.

Mommy and daughter. In a forbidden embrace. They parted from the kiss. Looked into each other's eyes and grinned. Their pelvises were pushed together. Their slick wet pussies gyrating and rubbing against each other.

Dinda grinned at her mommy and said, "My turn to whip the whore mother." Dinda released her mommy and turned in one smooth motion, bringing the whip across Andry's boobs. Andry groaned in pleasure. Over and over Dinda whipped Andry. Then Dinda turned back to her mommy and smiling said, "I'm going to fu#k you mother. I'm going to fu#k you mother while your whore sis watches. I'm going to fu#k you."

And they did.

We watched as Dinda's mommy went down on her. Then while Dinda went down on her mommy. They fu#ked in every position I could imagine. And we watched. It was the hottest thing I'd ever seen. An amazon mommy and daughter fu#king each other. Bael and me had dragged Elisabeth up into bed with Jogvan. We fu#ked her over and over while we watched Elisabeth's aunt and cousin fu#king each other. A deviant mommy and daughter lesbian display. Elisabeth's mommy remained suspended, unable to join. Watching and unfulfilled. An inc*stuous lesbian fu#king session between her sis and niece, mommy and daughter. An inc*stuous fu#king session that she was only able to watch.

Eventually Rube and Dinda dressed, let Andry down, and left. Andry looked at the camera, said "Enjoy mistress." And turned the camera off.

Watching Elisabeth's mommy being whipped, her aunt and cousin fu#king, was so hot, so unbelievably fu#king hot. All four of us watched it over and over, fu#king each other all through the night. 
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