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FRIDAY

 

“If you don’t stop it, I’m gonna bend you over and spank
you.”

The words sent a thrill through Mia like they always did. 
Orlando’s deep voice sent a thrill through her.  The
situation, the emotional charge, the unfairness of it, the way he
dominated her, it was irresistible as always.

Still, she was angry with him.  She wouldn’t stop, not just
because she craved the punishment, but also because she couldn’t
let it go.  It wasn’t fair.  This was her car, her brand
new BMW, and he was acting like it was his.  She loved this
car.  She loved the comfortable seats and the glittering
instrument panel.  She loved the wide expanse of sky that came
in through the giant moon roof.  She loved the smooth, quiet
ride.  She only wished her would let her drive the damn
thing.  She gazed out the window at the dark scenery rushing
by.    

“You told me you were just going to drive halfway.  Now
we’re almost there and I didn’t get to drive it at all.  It’s
bullshit, Orlando.  You always do this.”

It was night, after 11pm.  They were driving to her
family’s lake house, and they’d left the city an hour and a half
before.  It had sounded like a nice little getaway - Mia’s
younger sister Lacey was already up at the house, and they were all
going to spend the weekend there.  It was still early in the
season, and Mia hadn’t seen her baby sister since Lacey had gone
away to college last fall.

But Orlando had said he wanted to take the first shift driving,
and then had never relinquished the wheel.  She looked at
him.  He wore Khaki shorts and a skin tight white
T-shirt.  He wore $100 sandals on his feet, and a $3,000 watch
on his wrist.  All of it she had bought for him.  He
stared out through the windshield with a simpering grin on his
face.  It was typical.  Orlando, no matter how low he had
started out in life, had become a spoiled brat along the way.

And with good reason.  He was the type of man that people -
especially women - gave things to.  He was a black man,
devastatingly handsome, almost pretty, with light, café au lait
skin.  He stood six feet, two inches tall, and had the body of
a professional athlete.  Not necessarily like a football or
basketball player, not so much, more like a dancer.  His
shoulders were broad and his upper body tapered to a narrow
waist.  His arms, his legs, his chest, and back - they looked
like an idealized drawing of the human anatomy.  

Of course, the big prize, the dangerous secret, hung between his
legs.  Mia had never met another one like it.  It must be
six or seven inches long when it hung limp.  When aroused, it
became a rough beast, at least nine inches and thick. 
Thick.  When she first encountered it, she was a little bit
afraid.  Would it fit in her mouth?  Would it fit in her
pussy?  Would he try to put that angry, throbbing monster in
her ass?  

The answer to all three questions was yes.  

“I do it because you deserve it,” he said.  “You can drive
this car anytime you want.  You didn’t work to pay for this
car.  The money was given to you.  What kind of
21-year-old drives a $70,000 car?  A rich, spoiled
bitch.  That kind.  All kinds of people suffering in this
world, they can’t even get enough to pay the rent, and you’re gonna
whine because I’m driving your car all the way to your lake
house?”

“Fuck you, Orlando.”

She knew these things were true, but she hated to hear him say
it.  She hated it when he threw it in her face.  She was
turned on by their arguments, but she hated it, too.  
 

“Fuck me, huh?  We’ll see about that.”

The words came out in a torrent.  She couldn’t help
herself.  “Orlando, you work at the club.  You
understand?  You’re hired help.  The only reason you can
drive this car is because you’re with me.  The only reason you
can come to this lake house is because I invite you.”

He shook his head.  “Don’t worry, Mia.  I’m gonna
teach you to be humble if it’s the last thing I do.  You ain’t
gonna be stuck up like this forever.  I won’t allow it.”

They were already here.  He piloted the new coupe up the
winding, gravel driveway to the house.  The Siren’s
Song, they had called the place ever since their mom and dad
had split up, because they were three sexy ladies living by the
waterside.  Lacey’s old Mercedes convertible was here, the top
still down.  The rambling, one story house lurked in the
darkness, a light on in one of the bedrooms.  That must be
Lacey.  Mia gazed out at the black expanse of lake in front of
them, lights on here and there on the other side of the
water.  Beautiful.  She loved it here.

“Don’t worry, Orlando.  You won’t be poor your whole
life.  I won’t allow it.”

He gritted his teeth as he put the car in park.  He looked
angry.  She could never tell if he really was or not. 
But the punishments sure felt like anger.  “That’s it,” he
said.  “You’re gonna get the bad girl brush tonight.”

“It’s too late, Orlando.  You can’t do it.  Lacey’s
here.”

“I don’t care who’s here.”

He pushed his door open and climbed out.  He pulled his
seat up and dug around in his gym bag, which was on the back
seat.  Inside his big gym bag he kept another bag, what he
called his Bag of Tricks.  In a moment, he came out with a
hair brush - the bad girl brush.  Then he came out with a pair
of handcuffs.  They were hard plastic, lined with fake
sheepskin fur.  They looked cheap and they didn’t really hurt
when they went on, but they were also impossible to get off without
the key.    

“Orlando…” she said.  She meant it as a warning.  This
was not the time or the place.  

He walked around the car to her door and opened it.

“Orlando…” she began again.

“Get out,” he said.  

She looked down at what she was wearing.  A short, flower
print dress, with spaghetti straps.  Perfect for spring. 
She wore no bra, and her full breasts pushed against the top of the
dress.  Under the dress, she wore a tiny green thong.  On
her feet, she wore cute little sandals.  She looked
sexy.  She had wanted to look sexy for him tonight.  She
had told virginal Lacey about Orlando, about some of the things
they did together, and she wanted to demonstrate what a sexy couple
they were when they saw Lacey tonight.  On some level, she had
wanted to rub it in pretty little Lacey’s face.  But she might
have overdone it.  She looked so sexy that there might be no
stopping him now. 

A rush of electricity ran through her body like it always
did.  Her nipples came erect and made a delightful friction
against the light fabric.  

“Orlando…”  She whispered it now, to demonstrate that this
thing they did was their little secret.  It was sexy, it was
scary, and in its own way it was fun, but it wasn’t for Lacey to
know about.  “My little sister is here.”

Orlando reached in and grabbed Mia by the hair.  He didn’t
say a word.  He just got his strong fist tangled in her curly
brown hair and pulled her up by it.  It hurt.  She put
both hands on his wrist and tried to dig in with her nails to get
him to stop, but he didn’t stop.  He just kept pulling and out
she came.  

“Ow!  Orlando, stop it!”  She was shouting now, too
loud, it would wake Lacey if she was asleep, it would bring her
outside.      

“Orlando, no!”

He didn’t hesitate.  He wheeled her around, slammed the
door shut, and pushed her up against the car.  He was behind
her now.  He pushed her face down onto the warm hood, her
cheek was pressed against it, and roughly, he pulled her arms
behind her back.  She heard the handcuffs click shut around
her wrists.  She was prone, bent over and helpless, like she
was being arrested.    

“I said I was gonna bend you over and spank you, and that’s what
I’m gonna do.”  His breath came quickly, from the exertion.
 

“Wait,” she said.  “My sister is here.”

Rudely, he yanked the top of her dress down, breaking the thin
straps, spilling her breasts out against the warm metal of the
hood.  He pulled it all the way down to her waist.  

“Orlando, my dress!”

He pulled the bottom part, the skirt, up and over her ass. 
The ruined dress was bunched around her waist now.  He slid
her panties down over the curve of her ass, and left them tight
around her thighs.  Her ass, her pussy, were exposed to the
cool breeze of the night.  He held her down with one heavy
hand on her upper back.  

“You entitled bitch,” he said.  “Whose car is it?”

“It’s my car,” she said, her face still against the hood.
 

The first smack came across her ass, hard and sharp.  He
had hit her with the back side, not the bristle side.  Still,
it stung, and a little grunt of surprise escaped her.  
 

“Orlando, please.  Not here.”

WHAP!  Another expert slap came.

WHAP!  Another.

WHAP!  Another.  

Heat rose from her abused buttocks.  Her voice tightened in
her throat. 

“Please,” she said, and this time it was like a moan.  Heat
rose from between her legs.  She would get carried away
soon.  She would want him to do everything to her, to degrade
her, to own her.    

Mia looked up at the front porch, and a light was on now. 
Someone stood up there, a thin, but womanly figure with long
hair.  Sure, they had so much noise that it brought Lacey
outside.  Young Lacey was watching.  Watching her older
sister, skirt up, panties down, bent over, handcuffed and helpless,
getting spanked on the hood of her own car in front of her own
house.  Somehow, that made it even more exciting.  It
made it naughtier, and dirtier.  And Mia wanted to be a dirty
girl.     

“Whose car?” he said.

“My car.”

He slapped her again, harder this time.  Then again. 
And again.  Her ass bounced every time he hit her.  Still
he held her down.  A large finger probed between her legs,
found her pussy hot and wet now, wet and getting wetter.  He
slid the finger in to the knuckle, then pulled it out and began to
rub her button with it.  A jolt of pleasure radiated out from
it, and she was truly aroused.  

She groaned.  “Orlando…”

“Whose car?”

“Mmmmmm.  My car.”

He spanked her again with the back side of the brush.  Then
he turned it around and raked the bristles across her flesh. 
Then he resumed rubbing her slit.  It was engorged now, and
slippery with her juices. 

“Oh yeah, you like it like this.”

She did like it.  She liked it, oh yes.  

“You’re a bad girl and you got to be punished.”

He spanked her again.  And again.  Her ass was sore
now, and stinging, and probably bright red.  She writhed, her
pussy so wet that the juices ran down her inner thighs.  She
was hot, and wet, and she wanted him to take her.  She wanted
him now.  

WHAP!  The sharp spank came again.  

She pressed her ass at him.  

WHAP!  

Then the finger massaging that clit again.  She would cum
soon, the first climax was rising inside of her.  She would
cum just from being spanked and having her soaked little pussy
rubbed.  

“Anh,” she said, a word that was not a word.  She was
rising, rising, rising.  

WHAP!

Oh god, she was bent over and her panties were down around her
thighs, her sexy ass was out and he was spanking her and fingering
her and punishing her, all of this in front of her sister.
 

WHAP!

Oh, oh, oh, oh…

Suddenly, his thick, meaty cock was there, hard, huge, pushing
between her legs.  She arched her back and raised her ass just
a bit, to accommodate him.  She felt the head slide between
her wet lips.  He pushed the head inside her, and just left it
there.  Her whole body began to shake.  Then he pushed
the cock in deeper, and then deeper.

“I have to fuck you because you’re bad,” he said.  

She heard a sound come out of her mouth.  It rose from deep
in her throat.  It sounded like a growl. 

He started fucking her now, really fucking her.  He gripped
her wrists like they were her reins, and he rode her, pulling her
back and pushing her forward, her head bobbing, her tits, yes they
were tits now, rubbing against the surface of the car, her pussy
sliding on his thick pole.  He filled her and he fucked her,
bouncing her body, riding her, ruling her.  He fucked her
hard.  The whole car rocked with the force of it.  

“Uh,” she said.  “Uh, uh, uh, uh, uh,” each word coming
with a thrust as he pounded her.  The climax finally came, her
body shuddering, her jaw clenched.  It opened the
floodgates.  Another one came on its heels, tearing through
her.

She screamed.  “AAAAAaaaaaaaaahhhhhhh.”

“Yes, you horny bitch,” he said, his voice low, accusing. 
“You horny fucking bitch.”

He pulled out, as abruptly as that.  She could hear him
breathing back there.  Another climax worked through her body
while she waited.  She trembled.  Her legs were
weak.  His hand moved along the crack of her ass, spreading
her cheeks, his fingers wet - with his saliva or her juices, she
couldn’t tell.  He slid a finger into her ass, just one
finger, pushing the lubrication down into it.  The hand went
away, then came back again with more lube.  He was spitting
into his hand.  He rubbed the wetness all over her cheeks,
then pushed it deep inside of her again with a finger.  

An exhalation escaped her.  He was going to do it to her,
right here.

She heard him spit again.  She heard him rubbing the saliva
on the head of his cock, buffing it.  “Oh yeah, gotta get it
good and wet for your tiny little ass.”

Her face was against the hood of the car.  Her hands were
cuffed behind her back.  She was in no position to argue.
 

Slowly, he pushed the giant head against her crack.  It
slid and slipped in the wetness.  He pushed it, slowly,
slowly, it was so big that every time was like the first
time.  She felt it go in a tiny amount.  

“Unh,” she said.  When it was like this, she felt like an
animal.  

He pushed it in an inch, then another inch.  Her whole body
split open to accept him.  It felt like he would tear her
asunder.  He pushed it further, then further still.

“All the way in,” he said.  “Take it all the way.”

He pushed it in.  Deep now, so deep that it felt like it
came all the way to her chest.  He really filled her
now.  She was impaled by him.  Another shudder pierced
her body.  She couldn’t say anything anymore.  She just
wanted to speak in gibberish.  Her tongue lolled out. 
She wanted to suck on something.    

He leaned forward and she could feel his breath against her
neck.  A hand reached around and closed around the front of
her throat.  His big thumb reached up over her chin and she
took it in her mouth, greedily.  It slid in and pressed
against her tongue.  

“Whose ass is it?” he said.

A moan hissed out of her mouth.  

He began to thrust inside of her ass now, he was all the way in
and thrusting.  She was a rag doll now, totally penetrated by
him.  He was huge and he was all the way in.  He fucked
her in the ass, pumping his penis in, then pulling it out, then
driving it in again.  His hot breath was on her.  He
pushed his thumb deep inside her mouth.  She sucked it like it
was a cock.  She wished another cock would come along and fill
her mouth.  Two big black cocks, one in her ass and one in her
mouth.  She bounced as he pumped her.  She climaxed
again, and again.  So many, she had lost count of them all.
       

“Whose ass is it?” he said again.

He pumped her for emphasis.  

“It’s your ass,” she said around his finger.  She sucked it
and sucked it.  

“Whose ass?”

He pumped again.  

“Your ass.”

“Yes.  It’s my ass.  Anytime I want.”

His breath quickened.  She felt his heavy, muscular body
start to tense and shake on top of her.  His hand tightened
around her throat.  A spasm racked him, and deep inside her,
she felt his hot semen pour out.  One thrust, another, and
another. 

She climaxed again, gentler now, merely at the thought of all
that cum.  He rested, his heart beating fast against her back,
his breathing heavy and deep.  He was inside of her, and
resting on her, and it his sweat dripped on her, and it was so…
intimate.  She felt close to him, and she felt like a wild
animal, and she felt spent, and she felt very, very sexy.  
     

At some point, he pulled out.  He stood, then lifted her
off the car by the handcuffs.  She felt unsteady on her
legs.  For the first time, she was aware of the cool night air
here by the lake.  A breeze blew off the water.  Crickets
were chirping.  Somewhere out on the water, a fish
jumped.  She could hear it.  

Her dress was still around her waist, like a belt.  Her
panties were around her thighs.  She was handcuffed, and her
high breasts poked out in front of her.  They were red and raw
from rubbing against the car.  Everything felt raw and sore,
and hot and wet.

Orlando’s eyes climbed her body, up and down.  He smiled,
and it was a hard smile, almost evil.  “I’ll carry the bags,”
he said.  “You go on inside, just like that.”

He gestured with his head, and Mia turned to Look.  Lacey
was still on the porch.  

“I want your sister to see you,” Orlando said.  “I want her
to see how it is when a bad girl gets punished.”

 

* * *

 

Lacey stood on the porch and watched her big sister Mia
approach.  Lacey wore only an oversized T-shirt and a pair of
panties underneath.  She had furry clippers on her feet and
her hair tied back.  She had been dozing on her bed when she
heard Mia start shouting out here.  

At first, Lacey didn’t know what to make of it.  She had
never met Mia’s boyfriend.  She hadn’t seen Mia herself in
almost a year.  With all the screaming and fighting, she had
almost run inside and called the police.

But then she waited.  And she watched.  

The screaming had been replaced by a quiet murmuring as the big
black man bent Mia over the car.  So Lacey didn’t run
inside.  She didn’t call anybody.  Instead, she watched
their sex.  She watched them fuck like dogs.  And a
tingle of warmth spread through her entire body.  Her own
nipples became hard, and between her legs, it became hot and
wet.  She watched the whole thing, like it was a movie. 
She couldn’t see all the details, they were too far away, but what
she saw excited her.

Lacey had never had intercourse, but she wasn’t shy, and she
wasn’t inexperienced.  She had played with boys before, she
had stroked them and sucked them, and let them go down and lick her
tight little box.  That’s how she thought of it - a tight
little box that hadn’t been completely opened yet.  And
sometime in the last year, her year away at school, she had learned
how to cum.  It had taken a while to learn, but now she could
do it anytime.  She knew how to rub herself, she knew just
what she liked, and she knew how to direct a boy’s hand to that
spot, or his tongue.    

Her whole body was tight and toned, and she was proud of it and
liked to show it off.  Soon, she would take a cock inside of
her.  She just knew it.  Sometimes, in the night, when
she was playing with herself, and her clit was hard and slippery
with her juices, she positively ached for it.

Mia came up the stairs.  Lacey almost helped her, but then
didn’t.  They had always been competitive, she and her older
sister.  Mia was always the smart one, and Lacey was always
the pretty one.  Mia wasn’t always nice about it.  

“That means you’re the dumb one,” she had told Lacey once.
 

Lacey decided she didn’t mind seeing Mia this way, hands tied
behind her back, panties pulled halfway down to her knees, her
boobs out, her dress ripped.  She took mincing, careful steps
to climb the stairs.  Lacey just watched.  Mia looked
exhausted from the workout her boyfriend had just given her.
 

God, it was sexy.  Mia was the smart one, but she had a
great body.  

Mia stood in front of her, barely meeting her eyes.

“Hi Mia,” Lacey said.  “Am I wrong, or did he just put it
in your ass?”

Mia nodded, then walked inside.  

“Out of sight,” Lacey said.  

Next came the man.  Orlando was his name.  Lacey knew
the name, and she knew the story.  Incredibly, Orlando used to
be their mom’s personal trainer at the club.  It only lasted a
couple of weeks.  Their mom, whose name was Peg, liked
Orlando.  But then Mia started fucking him and snatched him
right out from under Peg.  It had taken Peg too long to make
her move, so Mia had made hers instead.  That’s the kind of
thing that went on in this family.  You couldn’t trust
anybody.  

Orlando was big and strong and handsome, just as
advertised.  He had their bags slung over his broad shoulders,
and held two more bags by the handles.

“You must be Lacey,” he said.  

Lacey imagined pressing her body against him, her breasts
against his big chest, her tight little box against the mound that
pressed against the front of his khaki shorts.

She nodded.

“You saw your sister, right?  You gotta be careful and
behave yourself around here.  Because that’s what happens to
bad girls.”

He went inside, and as Lacey watched him go, she wondered what
it would take for her to become a bad girl.    

 

* * *

 

SATURDAY

 

“Mia told me what you like to do to her,” Mia’s baby sister
Lacey said.  “She told me everything.”

Orlando Patrick stood at the kitchen sink, where until just a
second ago, he had been washing the dishes from breakfast. 
Now, he let the hot water run over his big hands and just stared
down at them.  He felt good.  He had gotten up early this
morning, with the sunrise, and had gone for a long jog around the
lake.  He liked to run the gently rolling dirt road, feeling
the quickening breath in his broad chest, listening to the birds in
the lush trees overhead, looking at all the expensive cottages on
the water and the fancy cars parked out front.  This was a
good place for him, here amongst all the money.  He had
started out with nothing, and just being here gave him a sense of
endless possibility. 

When he got back to the cottage, the two lazy rich girls were
still asleep in their beds.  So he had showered, then made
coffee and breakfast, a feast with eggs and pancakes and freshly
cut fruit.  When the girls finally woke, the three of them had
eaten like royalty.           

Mia had left the kitchen only moments before.  He had been
dating Mia for just a couple of months.  She was a rich young
white girl, and like all rich young white girls, she liked to get
kinky.  But Mia took it further than just kinky - she wanted
Orlando to do everything to her, and Orlando was happy to oblige.
 

Mia was addicted to him.  He sensed this.  She was a
tiny little thing with a hot body, and she was addicted to his big
strong body.  She was addicted to the size of his cock. 
She was addicted to the color of his skin.  He nodded at that
- Mia was addicted to brown.  He owned Mia.   
           

He had never met Lacey before last night, and he already liked
what he saw.  She was only 18 years old, and had just finished
her freshman year in college.  Lacey had come down to the big
eat-in kitchen this morning, rubbing the sleep from her eyes,
wearing only a pair of tiny, sky blue panties and a pink t-shirt
that came down almost to her belly button.  She had an
oh-so-spankable ass.  The word CURIOUS was printed across the
back of her panties in yellow.  Her perky little breasts
pushed against the thin fabric of the t-shirt.  

Her hair was blonde and straight and silky and clean like in a
shampoo ad on TV.  It hung down well past her shoulders. 
On her feet, she wore big fuzzy slippers which she slid along the
cold hardwood floors.  She had big green eyes, which often
seemed to open wide in surprise.  She had a tendency to twist
the bottom of her shirt in her hands, pulling it even tighter
against her breasts, and higher above her panties.  She was
undeniably a sexy little lady.  She had full lips, maybe a
little too full, like she’d already had a collagen injection. 
They were blow-job lips, for sure.  That’s what they used to
call them in Orlando’s old neighborhood.  And she had a wet
little tongue that constantly darted out and licked those lips,
keeping the whole package moist and glistening at all times.
 

Orlando had trouble looking away from her.  In centuries
past, she would have made ships run aground.  

“Don’t mind my little sister, the exhibitionist,” Mia said, when
Lacey came stumbling in.  

“Oh, I don’t mind her at all,” he’d said at the time.  That
got a laugh from both of them, maybe a half-hearted one from Mia.
 

Now he turned to her.  She sat slouched at the little
wooden table in the corner.  She stared at him, her eyes
alive, a half-smile on her lips, her legs slightly spread, giving
him the view between them.  Her hands were in her lap,
twisting the hem of that shirt.  Twisting, twisting - a
nervous habit.      

As he watched the young girl, the shower came on down the
hall.  Mia was taking her morning shower.  Good. 
That was good.    

Orlando looked directly into Lacey’s eyes.  He held her
gaze, and she didn’t look away.  “You saw what I did last
night, right?”

Lacey nodded.

“What else did she tell you I do to her?”  

Orlando took a step toward Lacey.  He picked up a dish
towel off the counter and dried his hands.  He became aware of
his clothes.  He wore a white t-shirt that hugged his broad
chest, and a tight pair of blue running shorts.  He felt a
stirring inside those shorts.       

Lacey almost looked away from him, but didn’t.  Her smile
faltered, just a touch.  “She told me you tie her up
sometimes, and gag her, and blindfold her.”

“True,” Orlando said.  He put the towel down and took
another step toward her.  

“She told me you like to humiliate her.  She said you made
her walk through a park naked one day, while you held her on a
leash and everybody looked at her.”

The girl hesitated.  Orlando moved closer to her.  He
noticed that she had slid deeper into her chair.  Her mouth
hung half-open.  Her eyes were half-closed.  “She told me
that one time you had her give you a blowjob on her knees in a
parking lot, while other people stood around and took pictures with
their mobile phones.”            

Orlando smiled at the memory.  “Guilty as charged,” he
said.  “What else?”

“She told me you cum on her face.”  Her voice shook when
she said it.  

He stood over her now.  Her whole body seemed to be
writhing just slightly, as if a soft current of electricity were
running through it.  Inside his shorts, his cock had come
alive.  It pressed against the material, not an all-out ram
just yet, but soon it would be.  Her eyes fixated on the
bulge.  

He reached down and ran a hand through her hair.  “Did she
tell you she likes what I do to her?”

“She told me she loves it.  It drives her crazy.”

He allowed his hand to drift down to the back of her head. 
Gently, he pulled her head closer to the bulge in his shorts. 
She resisted, but only a little.

“Do you know what Mia told me about you?” he said.  

Lacey shook her head.  

“She told me you’re still a virgin.”

The young girl’s face turned crimson.  She tried to pull
away now, but he held her tightly.  With his free hand, he
reached down and untied the white cord on his shorts.  

“She shouldn’t have said that.”

“It’s true, isn’t it?”

She nodded.  

“But you like to suck cock, though, don’t you?”

She closed her eyes.  Again, she nodded.  

“I knew it,” he said.  “I could tell just by looking at
you.  I said, look at those nice lips.  I just know she
likes a nice big dick sliding in between there.  Tell me: did
a boy ever cum on your face before?”

Slowly, she shook her head.  

“Never?”

“Never.”

Orlando smiled.  He really did feel great.  It was
turning into one hell of a morning.  “Good.  Then you’re
gonna experience something new today.  And I think you’re
gonna like it.  As long as I know you can keep a little
secret.”  He reached down and put a hand under her chin. 
He lifted her face.

“Look at me,” he said.

She opened her eyes.  

“Can you do that?  Can you keep a secret?”

She nodded.  Such pretty eyes.    

Orlando glanced out into the hall.  No sign of Mia out
there.  The shower was still running.  “We better make
this quick,” he said.  

He slid his shorts down to his thighs.  His cock, almost
fully erect now, was still trapped, held down by the elastic
waistband of the shorts.  He liked to show it to them like
this the first time - almost like a magic trick.  When he
pulled down the shorts, she expected it to come out, but it didn’t
come out yet.  It was too big.  She had to wait for a
moment while he slid the shorts down another couple of
inches.  Then it came out.

Surprise!  It was huge, surely the biggest cock this little
white girl had ever seen.  And it was thick, almost like the
air hose on the back of a clothes dryer.  It pointed straight
out at her, almost reaching to her face.  

She gasped and tried to pull back, but he held her head in
place.  

“Oh my God,” she said.  

He put a finger to his lips.  “Shhhhhhh.”

“But I don’t think I can…”

“Nonsense.  I know you can do it.  Your sister can do
it.  She sucks it good.  I’m sure you can do it.”

He moved the head closer to her full, wet lips.  She parted
them halfway.  His cock was fully erect now, the head gorged
with blood and gigantic.  A drop of wetness glistened on the
tip of it.  He touched it to her cheek and slowly pulled it
away.  His secretion hung like a swaying bridge from her face
to the tip of his dick.

An exhalation escaped her.  “Oh my G…”

This time he put his finger to her lips. 

“Quiet now.  Don’t want your sister to hear.”  He slid
his long black finger into her mouth.  It was a good
move.  She had been unsure of the dick, but the finger she was
ready for.  She sucked on it hungrily, greedily, and he slid
it to the first knuckle, then all the way to the base.  Her
mouth was hot and wet around it.  In and out he slid the
finger, slowly, as right nearby, his cock became more and more
enraged.  It was hot now with fever, and throbbing.  

“Mmmmm,” Lacey said, her face flushed.  “Mmmmmm.”  Her
hand slid to that space between her legs, and rubbed it on the
outside of her panties.  She grasped the fabric and pulled it
up against her pussy.  Her nipples were like pebbles, pushing
hard against the thing material of her T-shirt.  

Orlando slid his finger out and held his thick member in his
hand.  “Okay,” he said.  “Let’s see if you can take
it.”

She opened her mouth wider now, and he pushed just the head
inside, resting it on her tongue.  Her mouth closed around the
head.  She made a groaning sound deep in her throat.  She
reached up with her free hand and held the cock, urging him to go
slow.  Her pale hand was tiny, like a child’s hand, when seen
against his sheer size.  

He pushed it deeper and slightly deeper, pausing it there, while
her mouth adjusted.  Below him, her hand slid inside her
panties and dove deep, rubbing faster now, harder.  She
groaned again.

“Yeah,” he said, and his voice was deep, lower than
before.  “You love it.”  He pushed it in deeper, almost
to the edge of her throat.  Her eyes widened as he almost
choked her with it.  He slid it out, not far, half an inch,
and held it there.  A breath came from her.  He was
pushing her almost to her limit.  

He began to slide it in and out, gently, slowly, not forcing it,
making it last.  Her entire body started to writhe in
response.  Her hand worked frantically inside her panties, and
soon her other hand joined it.  They were both down there, the
middle finger of one hand sliding in and out, the fingers of the
other hand massaging her clit.  She was experienced
enough.  She knew how to pleasure herself.  Her body
started shaking.

He pushed his cock in again, another inch.  “You gonna cum
with that big dick in your mouth?” he said.

Her eyes narrowed to slits.  She moaned her assent.

The sight of her heightened him.  He could cum any time
now, any time he wanted, but he held it a while longer, waiting for
her.  He felt aggressive toward her now.  He had the urge
- almost overwhelming - to ram his dick in and out, and fuck her
face like a madman, but he held back and went slow.  The first
time was all about her.  He wanted to put his load of cum on
her, to mark her for later, but he had to do it at the peak of her
pleasure.  If the associations were right, she would always
come back for more.

“Suck that big black dick,” he said.  “Suck it and cum with
it in your mouth.”

 Her entire body began to shudder.  She spasmed now,
as though an electric current ran through her, her feet planted
firmly on the wooden floorboards, her body pushing hard against the
back of the chair.  She rubbed her pussy in great sweeping
motions now, pulling upward as though she were yanking the orgasm
up and out of herself.  

Orlando slid his cock out, ready now, ready to pop at any
second.  

“Oh,” Lacey said, and her mouth flowed after it like a lost
puppy.  Her tongue flicked, just missing the tip.  

He rubbed his swollen member against her cheek, then all over
her face.  Then he pulled it up high, like a tower, poised
over her in all its strength and majesty.  She was below,
looking up at it, her body still shuddering, her hands still
working, the climax tearing through her.  

He stroked the wet shaft, once, twice… He could feel the orgasm
welling up inside him.  His body tensed, his balls tightening,
his ass clenching, his jaw clenching, his abdominals flexing. 
The orgasm came through him like an express train, as though it was
coming from somewhere else.  His back arched, his cock
thrusting out in front of him.  His spume sprayed like a
fountain.  The first ejaculation came fast and hard, like a
bullet from a gun.  It shot across the side of her face,
across her ear, across her long blonde hair.  He directed the
second one straight into her face, catching her cheek again and the
side of her nose.

Her tongue licked again.  “It’s hot,” she said.  “Oh
my God, your cum is so hot.”

He shot again and again, three times, four times, five.  He
glazed her face, like the glaze on a donut, as her body still
squirmed and writhed, and her hand still worked, different now,
moving like the slow music had come on.  Her eyes had closed
and she worked herself in a quiet reverie.  Her mouth hung
open, her face turned slightly to the side.  She took whole
body breaths, her eyes half open now and staring into space. 
 

He stared down at her, his breaths coming deep as well, his
whole body winding down and relaxing.  His hand still rested
on top of her head.  He knew how he would feel in a moment -
spent, exhausted.  But for now he felt energized, the low
electricity humming along his spine.  This sexy little white
girl, covered in the thick cum of a black man, and loving it. 
The way it should be.   

Down the hall, the shower was still running.  For a few
minutes, this girl had become everything, drowning out any thoughts
of Mia, or the sound of the shower, or even any sounds at all,
really.  Mia could have come walking into the room, and
Orlando would have barely noticed.  But now he had returned to
himself, and the good news was they were in the clear.  

“Hey,” he whispered to Lacey.  “Go clean yourself
up.” 

She nodded, the white goo hanging from her face.  Her mouth
was still half-open.  She looked like a woman in shock. 
She ran a hand across his hard lower belly, and gently touched the
shaft of his cock.  Her fingers brushed along it.  She
stared at it all the while as it slowly lost its erection.

He reached behind him and pulled a dishtowel off the
counter.  He handed it to her.

“Go,” he said.  “In your room.  Come on.  We
don’t want Mia to know.”

Lacey stood, straightened her skimpy clothing and went through
the doorway out into the long hall.  She wiped her face as she
did.

 

* * *

 

But Mia already knew.  She was on her knees in the
hall.  She had been wrapped in a plush blue towel, but the
towel had fallen away onto the floor, and now she was nude. 
She had come back from the bathroom with the excuse that she had
forgotten her shampoo, but it was only an excuse.  The truth
was, she didn’t trust Lacey.  Her baby sister, even if she was
still a virgin, was really a slut at heart.  

And Orlando?

Well, let’s just say Mia knew what Orlando was all about. 
Orlando was a player.  He was into Mia for the sex - the
kinkier, the more degrading, the better.  And Mia had learned
something new in her short time with him - she liked it.  She
liked being humiliated.  In fact, she craved it.  She
tip-toed back because she had a worried hunch what Orlando would do
while she was gone.  And she was right.

So what did Mia do, when she saw Orlando pull his erect cock out
and slide it into her little sister’s mouth?  She
watched.  She hung back behind the door jamb, just out of
sight, watching while Orlando slid his monster dick in and out, and
while Lacey played with herself.  Mia watched, and inevitably,
her own hand strayed to that hot, wet spot between her legs. 
It turned her on, what Orlando was doing to her sister - everything
he did turned Mia on. 

He had the body of a god.  And his cock was nearly the
length of her forearm.  She watched him push that cock slowly
in, and slowly out, his hand holding Lacey’s head firmly, Lacey
moaning.  Mia listened to the sounds, and she began to work
her own little clit, which became swollen and slippery with her
juices.  Heat rose through her body and to her face, and she
sank to her knees.  Her fuzzy towel feel away, and her free
hand stroked her own body, strayed to her breasts and pinched her
hard, hard nipples.  

Watching him fuck her young sister’s mouth was so hot, and the
feeling of him owning Mia, and now owning Lacey right in front of
her… it was indescribable.  It was humiliating, yes, and it
was infuriating.  And it made Mia feel helpless because she
could confront him and accuse him, and still she would let him do
it again.  She knew that.  And that knowing was very,
very sexy.  

So she didn’t even watch them anymore.  She put her head
against the wall, and rubbed her pussy, and massaged her hot wet
clitoris, and listened to the sounds they made.  And when she
heard them cum, she came soon after, one rising climax, and then
another, and then another.  She tried to stay quiet as the
orgasms passed through her trembling body.  

She kneeled there, spent, her head against the wall.  

She didn’t open her eyes until she heard Lacey tip-toe past
her.  Mia looked up from the floor and there was Lacey,
standing over her, Lacey’s face red and flushed, a spurt of cum
still on her cheek, her panties damp with moisture at her pubic
mound.  

They stared at each other.

Lacey shrugged.  “I just wanted to see what it was like,”
she said.  

 

* * *

 

“Listen, why don’t you just go home?” Mia said.  “You’re
not welcome here anymore.”

Orlando sort of half-laughed.  He had to be careful right
now.  The city was an hour and a half away.  Mia was
talking about breaking up with him.  He didn’t want
that.  He especially didn’t want that to happen out here at
the lake house.  A cab ride home would probably cost him
$300.  In any case, he didn’t want to go home.  He liked
it here.  

“Baby, you don’t want to break up with me,” he said.  

“Yes.  Yes, I do.”

“It made you cum, right?  What I did?  So how bad
could it be?”

Mia looked away.  “I don’t care.  I want you to
leave.”  

They sat on a small, wooden floating dock probably fifty yards
out from the small sandy beach in back of the house.  They had
dove into the water moments before and swum out here.  Mia sat
fully on the dock, in her dark blue bikini, her knees curled up to
her chest, her arms wrapped around her legs.  Orlando sat with
his legs dangling in the cool water of the lake.  He liked the
feeling of the sun on his skin.  The dock turned slowly, going
with some unseen current in the water.      

It was a warm day and the sun was bright and shining, the sky a
pale blue.  The lake was ringed with thick trees.  There
was no sound except the breeze in the treetops.  The nearest
house was quarter of a mile away - far enough that they were
completely secluded here.   

Far enough, in fact, that when young Lacey came out to the
beach, she promptly dropped her towel and took her one-piece
bathing suit off.  Mia and Orlando watched Lacey swim nude to
the other floating dock, maybe thirty feet away from them. 
The pale outline of her body was just visible under the water’s
dark surface.  Lacey climbed the ladder with her back to them,
and Orlando stared as the nice round apple bottom move up onto the
wooden platform, wet blonde hair hanging down almost to her
waist.

“Maybe I should ask her if I can stay,” he said quietly. 
“She’d probably let me.”

“What a slut,” Mia said under her breath.  “My sister, the
virgin slut.  God, I hate that bitch.” 

Orlando shrugged.  With one sexy naked body just across the
way, and sexy little Mia sitting right here all sulky and
emotional, something began to stir inside his swim trunks.  He
could see a way forward now, and it was the only way forward. 
He had to play them against each other.  The thought excited
him ever more.     

“Why don’t you show her what you got?” he said.

“Show her what I got?” Mia said.  “What’s that supposed to
mean?”

He smiled, a nervous tickle fluttering inside his stomach. 
Now was the moment.  Now.  Now was the time to lay it on.
 

“You got the best mouth in show biz, baby.  It’s the best I
ever had.  Nobody can compete with that - certainly not
Lacey.  She’s too young, too inexperienced.  She doesn’t
know what to do.”

Mia burst out in a laugh.  “Well, that’s flattering.”

Orlando’s cock woke up at the sound of her voice.  

“It’s true,” he said.  “Your mouth is like hot caramel
sauce.  All creamy and wet and sticky and hot.  Every man
should get a chance to feel it.”

Mia’s voice sounded deeper now.  “Not every man does.”

“I know.  Only the lucky ones.”

Orlando had a full-on ram now, extending down the left leg of
his swim trunks.  The throbbing head of it nearly poked out
the bottom.

Mia was already moving toward him.  He reached out and
pulled her closer.  He undid the white drawstring at the top
of his trunks, and pulled the waistband loose.  He raised his
ass, and yanked the shorts down to his thighs, then all the way
down and over his feet.  He sat back and his hard-on stood
straight up.

“Come on, baby.  Show your sister how it’s done.”

Mia’s eyes fixated on his huge, pulsing manhood.  

“Lay down,” she whispered.  

He did as she said, lying back on the hard boards of the
floating dock.  He put one hand behind his head, and rested
the other one on the back of her head.  Her small mouth opened
to receive him.  Mmmmm.  That felt good.  Up and
down she went, sliding her warm mouth on his pole.  Yes. 
A young hot girl sucking him with the sun beating down.  

He glanced to his right.  Across the way, the other dock
floated lazily on the same gentle current as this one, turning
slowly.  Lacey sat there, nude in the bright daylight. 
She was watching.  

“Yes,” Orlando said, loud enough for Lacey to hear him. 
“Yeah, Mia.  Oh, suck it.  Suck it with that hot
mouth.”  He began to thrust his dick into Mia’s mouth. 
“You got the best mouth, girl.  Suck it.  Mmmm, suck
it.  Suck it.”

There was one place he hadn’t gone with Mia yet, just one
place.  He longed to push her head further down, down to his
own hole, and make her push her tongue inside, make her lick him
there.  He was shy about this for some reason - he’d make her
do everything else, but not this. 

He gripped her hair tighter, and almost… but now was not the
time.  Instead, he pushed his dick deep inside her mouth,
almost to her throat.  Her head bobbed, her mouth drooling
down his shaft.  She sputtered, but kept sucking.  

He looked at Lacey again.  She was still over there, legs
spread, watching.  One hand supported her, pressed against the
dock behind her, and the other hand worked her pussy.  She
rubbed and rubbed as she watched, her hand pulling and pinching and
rhythmically rubbing.

Orlando watched her masturbate.  

“Yes,” he said aloud.  “That’s the best mouth.  Suck
my dick.  Come on, suck it.”

She moaned at his words as her mouth slid up and down, up and
down.  He thrust from his hips again and again.  Her head
bounced like it was riding a wild horse.  He looked at young
Lacey fingering herself in a frenzy.

“Yes!” he said, and across the way, he could hear Lacey
whimper.  “Yes!” he said, and they would both get off, the two
of them, but not Mia.  Mia had to work.  She had to
suck.  Mia was their slave.  

“Oh, yeah!” he said, and the spasm came, unloading cum into
Mia’s mouth, a lot of cum.  Buckets of it.  His thrusts
slowed as he emptied into her.  

He looked and Lacey’s body shuddered and quaked on her dock, her
head thrown back, her eyes squeezed tightly shut.  

Close by, Mia swallowed, made a bit of a face, and then smiled
down at him.

“How was that?” she said.

He laughed, his body shaking.  “Girl, that was
awesome.”  He meant every word.   

 

* * *

 

Later, back at the house, Lacey didn’t bother getting
dressed.  She didn’t feel like it.  

Mia put on white terry cloth shorts and a T-shirt.  Orlando
put on his shorts from this morning, and a red hooded
sweatshirt.

But Lacey didn’t want to cover up.  It was a warm
afternoon, moving toward a warm evening, and she wanted them to see
her.  Both of them, especially Orlando.  

Instead of putting on clothes, she wore a big fuzzy hat instead,
which had eyes and ears that made it look like a cartoon cat. 
She lingered around the big open dining room and living room while
Orlando made dinner in the kitchen.  He was at the stove,
frying up some hamburgers, his back to the doorway.

They were all drinking wine.  In fact, most of the first
bottle of red was gone.  It was almost time to open another
one.  Lacey felt very warm.  Her whole body felt
flushed.  She ran a hand along her torso.  She brushed
her nipples, which became slightly erect at her touch.  She
loved her body, the way it responded.  She loved to show it
off.  She loved to feel hands on it.  

She took another sip of the wine in her glass.  She was
getting tipsy.  She felt mischievous and very sexy. 
Indeed, she felt like a cat. 

The phone started ringing.  Lacey didn’t move to answer
it.  She knew who it was without having to look.  It was
their mom.  She had been calling all day, wondering what was
going on up here.  She had already left three messages. 
Lacey didn’t call her back because it would be hard to explain what
was going on.             

“Aren’t you cold?” Mia said.  She was sitting on the couch,
leafing through a fashion magazine, her wine glass in her
hand.  True to form, she was drinking chilled white
wine.  Mia was a cold bitch.  Lacey could tell that it
bothered Mia to have her prancing around nude.  Of course it
bothered her.  She was threatened by it.  That was
Lacey’s favorite part.  Mia had the best mouth?  Well,
they’d see about that.       

Lacey shook her head.  “Most of your body heat goes out
through the top of your head,” she said.  “I’m plenty warm
with just this hat on.”

“Are you a slut?” Mia said.  

“You’re the slut,” Lacey said breezily.  “You’re the one
who took it in the ass last night.”

Mia downed the last of her wine, then put her glass and her
magazine on the table.  She stood.  For a second, she
hesitated, and Lacey just assumed that she would run off to her
room.  But Mia didn’t run away. 

“You’ve never even had a dick,” she said.

“I had your boyfriend’s dick in my mouth this morning.”

Mia came straight at her then. 

“What are you gonna do, bitch?” Lacey said.  

Mia tried to slap her, but Lacey blocked it.  She grabbed
Mia’s wrists, and Mia pushed up against her.  Lacey’s balance
was bad, and they fell back against the heavy wood of the dining
room table.  Mia wrenched a hand free, and smacked Lacey
across the face.  Lacey blinked.  The slap stung, red hot
across her cheek.  It felt like an imprint of Mia’s hand was
still there.  Then Mia grabbed her hair.  It felt like
she would yank it out from the roots.  She pulled Lacey’s head
down to the table.  Lacey was drunk.  She couldn’t get
free.  Her older sister squished her head against the hard
wooden surface.

Then Orlando was there, his strong hands separating them. 
He pulled them apart, got Mia’s hand untangled from Lacey’s hair,
then firmly pushed Mia backwards toward the couch.  He moved
her easily, not pushing hard, but not allowing any resistance.
 

“Mia!  What are you doing, girl?  You win.  You
win already.  Come over here.  Come sit down.”

Lacey stood and watched as Orlando sat Mia down and poured her
another glass of wine.  He cooed something quietly to
her.  Meanwhile, Lacey’s ears rung.  Her eyes
watered.  Her face ached.  She felt dizzy.

Orlando came back now, smiling.  “Are you girls
crazy?  I’m trying to make dinner in there.”

Lacey picked up her wine glass.  It was right there on the
table, right where she’d left it just a moment ago.  She took
a sip.  She had a savage feeling.  She was
frustrated.  She felt like she might start screaming, or
crying.  

“I want to see your cock again,” she said.  

Orlando’s eyes were bloodshot from drinking.  “Lacey…”

She grinned.  “I won’t touch it.  I promise.  I
just want to see it.”

“Mia?” he called over his shoulder.  

“Shhhhh, don’t ask her,” Lacey said.  

“Mia?” he said again.

“Sure,” Mia said.  “Why not?  Let her see what she
can’t handle.”

Lacey watched as he slipped a hand inside his shorts.  He
played with it in there, his eyes on her body the whole time. 
She saw it come alive in his hand.  Then he pulled down his
shorts, let them fall to the floor, and stepped out of them. 
He pulled his sweatshirt over the top of his head, and threw that
on the floor, too.  Now he was nude in front of her, and in
all his glory.  His cock stood straight and hard, veins
standing out along the shaft.  The throbbing head seemed as
big as a doorknob.  He stroked it now, moving his hand along
its length.

“Is that what you wanted to see?”

She leaned back against the table.  The dick was so
big.  It was huge.  The sight of it made her wet, just
like that.  But it also made her curious.  It seemed
almost too big.  She forgot about the fight with Mia. 
She forgot about all the trouble they’d had, both today and in the
past.  She wanted to know more about this. 

“Put it against my pussy,” she said.  

He drew closer and he put the head of it between her legs. 
He moved it along the lips of her pussy.  It was a delicious
feeling.  The head of it became wet with her secretions. 
It glistened.  Just his gently rubbing it there made a juicy,
almost lip-smacking sound.

She breathed.  “Oh my God.”

“Yeah,” he said.  His voice was deep.

“It’s too big,” she said.  “I don’t see how it can
fit.”

“It can fit.”

“But how?”

He stopped, his huge erect cock still pressed between her
legs.  He turned, and glanced back at Mia, who watched them
with a scowl.

“You’ll have to see for yourself.”

 

* * *

 

Nude, Orlando paced to the bedroom.  

He was a little drunk, he recognized that.  He had never
been a big drinker.  Just a couple of glasses of wine had gone
straight to his head.  And drunk as he was, the craziest idea
had just occurred to him.  Crazy, like only a mad genius could
have.  It was the stuff of dreams.  His cock stayed
ramrod stiff at the thought of it.    

His gym bag, what he called his bag of tricks, was on the floor
next to his overnight bag.  He picked it up without opening
it, and brought it back out to the big open-spaced living room.
 

The two girls were right where he’d left them - Lacey leaning
against back against the table, Mia on the plush sofa.  They
watched him approach, big round staring pretty white girl eyes,
like cat’s eyes, and the whole scene took on an almost surreal
flavor.  He placed the bag on the table, and unzipped it.
 

“I got something to show you,” he told Lacey.

He reached into the bag, and pulled it out, what Mia called the
Black Tower.  It was a black rubber strap-on dildo - huge -
bigger than his own dick.  It was the harness-type, which
strapped on as a belt, but also around the girl’s legs for better
control and more realistic thrusting.  

He handed it to Lacey.  

“You know how to work this?  Put it on.”

Lacey held it in her small hands.  She ran one hand along
the length of it.  

“Sometimes Mia likes a nice cock in her pussy, and one in her
mouth at the same time,” Orlando said.

“Wow, it’s big,” Lacey said.

“Put it on,” he said again.  “Your legs go through the
smaller loops, pull it all the way up to your waist, then tighten
the top like a belt.”

“Lando?” Mia called from over on the sofa.  Her voice had a
note of concern.  

He raised a hand.  “Don’t worry, baby.  I know what
I’m doing.” 

Lacey strapped the dildo on.  In a few moments, she had a
big dick pointing straight out from between her legs.  She
stroked it and played with it, staring down at it, her mouth half
open.  

She laughed.  “I love it.”

He rooted around in the bag again, and came out with the furry
handcuffs.

They stood together then, he and Lacey, with two big black cocks
between them, two huge hard cocks looking for holes to fill.

“What do we do now?” Lacey said.  

Orlando smiled and gestured toward Mia with his head.  They
both turned to face her.  She looked up from the couch,
finally grasping his intentions.

“No,” she said.  “Don’t you dare.”

Orlando took a step toward her.  Just then, the phone
started ringing again.

 

* * *

 

Peg Hutchinson lay on her stomach on one of the massage tables
at the club, her face pressed against the soft cushion, her mobile
phone near her ear.  Peg was 45 years old, blonde, and
unbearably sexy.  That’s how she thought of herself.  So
sexy it was unbearable.  She couldn’t bear it, and she spent a
lot of time masturbating as a result. 

Right now, only a small towel covered her waist and butt. 
Two young women, both Asians, worked on her.  One poured hot
oil on her back, rubbing it deeply in, massaging her muscles. 
The other poured the oil on the backs of her legs, all the way to
the tops of her thighs, and kneaded her there.  It was an
exquisite feeling, especially after a spirited game of tennis like
today’s.  It felt so sensual, it felt so sexual.  

She wished the one who worked on her legs would pull the towel
away and move further up, pouring the oil along the crack of her
ass, allowing it to slip down between her legs, and then the
fingers, so gifted, so knowledgeable, sliding down there, too, as
Peg lifted her pelvis to give the girl better access.  She
wished the girl would penetrate her with those expert fingers, then
rub her hot, slippery clit.  She felt the heat rising from her
center as the hands worked on her.  How did these girls not
feel it?  How did they not suddenly manhandle her, fucking her
with their fingers, driving their tongues deep inside her, forcing
her to lick and suck them in return?  How did they not sense
her raging desire?            
 

She needed a man, and right now she didn’t have one.  In
the absence of one, these two Asian massage girls would do, but
they didn’t seem to get the message.  It was lost in
translation, maybe.     

Peg was Mia and Lacey’s mom, and at the moment she was also
frustrated because her own girls wouldn’t pick up the phone. 
The phone at the lake house rang and rang, then was answered by the
archaic old machine that was still up there from twenty years
before.  A hundred miles away, Peg heard her own voice,
chirping brightly.

“You’ve reached the Siren’s Song.  Peg, Mia and
Lacey aren’t in right now.  Please leave…”

Peg hung up without leaving another message.  Those girls
were irresponsible like that.  They never answered the
telephone.  It drove Peg crazy.  All they had to do was
answer, say hello, tell her they were alive and all was well. 
Was that too much to ask?

She sighed, reached out and put the phone on the table above her
head.  Forget it.  She would stop calling them.  She
would just head up there tomorrow after brunch.  Why
not?  Sure, Orlando would be there, and that was a little
awkward, but not terrible.  After all, Peg had never made an
actual play for him.  She was attracted to him, of course, the
big young stud.  But she never hit on him.  

She sighed again.  The truth was, she’d been waiting for
him to make the first move, and when he finally did, he made it on
her daughter.  

Peg settled back into the massage, her mind wandering.  She
pictured big, strong Orlando, what he must look like in the
nude.  She breathed deeply, strong fingers working her
flesh.  He probably had a large cock, which Mia was enjoying
the use of right now.  Little Mia and that big black dick.
 

It could’ve been Peg.  

Anyway, no need for regrets.  She’d go up there
tomorrow.  She loved it at the lake.  It would just be a
little popover.  The girls wouldn’t mind.  They loved
their mother, and in any event, it was Peg’s house.  She could
go there if she wanted.  

The tiny Asian hands, deceptively strong, worked her back and
legs.

Everything was going to be fine.  Heck, maybe the ringer on
the phone was off.  The girls were probably just having a good
time.        

 

* * *

 

“Orlando, no!”

“Ssshhhhhh.  Be quiet, girl.  Just hush now.”

They had grabbed Mia, and stripped her clothes off.  Lacey
watched with mounting arousal as Orlando - nude, hard cock
throbbing - bent Mia over the dining table, and clasped her hands
behind her back with the handcuffs.  Mia’s face and her
breasts were pushed against the wood surface.  Orlando held
her down with a strong hand on her back. Yes.  Mia could be
such a controlling bitch, it was good to see her controlled like
this.  

Lacey wanted Mia fucked and disgraced.  Lacey stroked her
own huge rubber cock.  She wanted to bang Mia, and fuck her
into submission.  Mia’s ass and pussy were exposed to
Lacey.  They looked so… appetizing.

“Orlando, don’t do this.”

“Shouldn’t we gag her?” Lacey said.  “She’s talking too
much.”

“I’m gonna gag her with my dick in a few minutes,” Orlando
said.  “Don’t worry about that.  Now come here. 
Class is in session.”








 

Did you enjoy this excerpt? If so,
you can get the full story for $1.99 by
clicking HERE.
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	Humiliated
Teacher (2011)
Just how low will Mrs. Heath go?

Karen Heath is the new teacher and guidance counselor at Truman
Junior College. She’s young and weak and inexperienced, and the
kids walk all over her. Soon after she begins her job, Mrs. Heath
stumbles in on an after-school sexual encounter between a boy and
two girls in a locked equipment room. The boy is Trent Fox, the
most well-endowed male in the whole school. He has a magnetic power
over women, and soon Mrs. Heath falls under his spell.

Their torrid, kinky affair takes place entirely within the walls
of the school. She willingly becomes Trent’s secret toy. He makes
her do things she has never done during five years of marriage. She
debases herself for him, and craves any private humiliation he can
dream up. But when he decides to give her to the basketball team to
satisfy a debt he owes one of the players, will Mrs. Heath let
Trent push her past every limit?

FOR ADULTS ONLY.



	


Humiliated
Husband (2011)
Just how low will Miley’s husband go?

Will he allow himself to be tied-up while another man - a rich,
rude and hugely well-endowed man - sexually dominates Miley?

Will he go even lower than that?



	


Humiliated
Hotel Maid (2011)
The rich banker takes what he wants. And what he wants is the
maid.

A story of sexual depravity, ripped from today’s headlines.

Yves Savoir-Faire is the Chief Minister of the World Foreign
Bank. He is a domineering man, enormously wealthy, with a powerful
sense of entitlement. He is hugely well-endowed. During his stay in
a luxurious Chicago hotel, he casts his eyes upon the young maid
assigned to his room. She is Angelique, an ebony beauty from the
islands.

When he leaves some money out in the room as a trap for her, she
steals the money and falls right into his hands. To save her job,
she must serve him however he demands. He degrades and humiliates
her, penetrates her in every way, uses her as his plaything, then
prepares to leave her behind. But she has a surprise in store for
him, destroying his dominance with one quick stroke.

Humiliated Hotel Maid will arouse you and leave you spent. Its
surprise twist ending will make you groan with pleasure.



	


Erotic Red
Riding Hood (2012)
For adults only.

Red Riding Hood is a naughty young woman. Now, she has been sent
away to live with her Auntie. As she walks to Auntie’s house
through the dark woods, the big, bad Wolf sees her. He decides he
must have her - first, as his sex toy, and later, as a tasty snack.
Erotic Red Riding Hood is a fantasy re-telling of the classic fairy
tale.
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