
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Mary Tales Omnibus

        

        
        
          Mary Tales Collections, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Mary Tales

        

        
          Published by Mary Tales Books, 2017.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      MARY TALES OMNIBUS

    

    
      First edition. August 6, 2017.

      Copyright © 2017 Mary Tales.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1386918882

    

    
    
      Written by Mary Tales.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Mary Tales

	    

      
	    
          
	      Jiggles

          
        
          
	          Jiggles and the Test Pilot

          
        
          
	          Jiggles and the Archaeologists

          
        
          
	          Jiggles and the Flying Boats

          
        
          
	          Jiggles and the Black Shaft

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Love By The Book

          
        
          
	          Love By The Book

          
        
          
	          Love The Weekend

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Mary Tales Collections

          
        
          
	          Contact Adventures

          
        
          
	          Contact Adventures 2 - First Timers

          
        
          
	          Cassie Gets it On

          
        
          
	          The Adventures of Jiggles

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Mary Tales Shorts

          
        
          
	          Bi Boys' First Times

          
        
          
	          Bi Boys Play Away

          
        
          
	          Bi Boys and Girls at Play

          
        
          
	          I Have Never....

          
        
          
	          Rain Starts Play

          
        
          
	          Tied

          
        
          
	          Sex in the Wood

          
        
          
	          One Dirty Night In Paris

          
        
          
	          Never Say Never

          
        
          
	          Auditions

          
        
          
	          Anniversary: Part 1

          
        
          
	          Anniversary: Part 2

          
        
          
	          First Time Down

          
        
          
	          Now or Never

          
        
          
	          Behind The Scenes At The Museum

          
        
          
	          Under the Kilt

          
        
          
	          Undistanced: Lovers In and Out of Lockdown

          
        
          
	          Roasting the Bride and Groom

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Mary Tales Shorts Collections

          
        
          
	          Mary Tales Shorts Collection 1

          
        
          
	          Mary Tales Shorts Collection 2

          
        
          
	          Mary Tales 3

          
        
          
	          Mary Tales Omnibus

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Meet The Gang

          
        
          
	          Meet The Gang

          
        
          
	          The Boys Are Here

          
        
          
	          The Boys Entertain

          
        
          
	          The Gang Delivers

          
        
          
	          The Gang Collection 5

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Open Arms

          
        
          
	          Open Arms 1: New Game

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Queen Leena

          
        
          
	          Queen Leena 1: The Queen's Men

          
        
          
	          Queen Leena 2: Simon & The Spy

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Gang

          
        
          
	          Taken Up The Pass

          
        
          
	          The Layover

          
        
          
	          Treasure Hunt

          
        
          
	          Blindfold

          
        
          
	          Private Dance

          
        
          
	          Joining The Gang

          
        
          
	          The House Warming

          
        
          
	          Access All Areas

          
        
          
	          With The Band

          
        
          
	          Hide and Seek

          
        
          
	          Snookered

          
        
          
	          Making Art

          
        
          
	          Tanya's Visitors

          
        
          
	          Gina's Canal Adventure

          
        
          
	          Cars & Girls

          
        
          
	          Masked

          
        
          
	          In The Forest

          
        
          
	          Country Air

          
        
          
	          Interview

          
        
          
	          Beach House

          
        
          
	          Recruitment Drive

          
        
          
	          Kelly Joins The Gang

          
        
          
	          Mobile Home

          
        
          
	          Lucy's Limo Ride

          
        
          
	          Product Testing

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Mary Tales’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Closed Circuit
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Marcus Dent poured himself a shot of vodka, turned on the wide-screen television and prepared to watch his lover, Rose, have sex with another man. He used the console at his side to flick through the pictures from the many cameras hidden about her flat. He found the object of her desires in the kitchen, pretending to fix the dishwasher. Marcus recognised him as John. Every couple of months Rose would find a 'problem' with one of her kitchen appliances and call John's repair company. She was such a good customer he would deal with her personally. He thought he was just a bit of rough for some ugly old fart's bored mistress.

John packed away his tools and stopped pretending he was doing anything useful. He dusted off his knees, the only dirt he had picked up, and went looking for his client. He found her in the living room, standing on a deep pile rug wearing only a white silk teddy, her deep red hair loose down to her shoulders. 'I'm finished now Miss Standish.' John still didn't know her first name.

"Very good John. How much do I owe you?"

"Oh, I'll send you an invoice in the mail." As their couplings had progressed, their script had descended to the level of a porn magazine's reader's letter. John didn't notice, he was too busy staring at the way her breasts pushed out the teddy, the material so sheer he could see the nipples rising with excitement.

"Come here John, I'd like to show my appreciation with more than just money." Marcus had switched to another camera, allowing a close up of Rose's face. He knew her well enough to detect the little grimace which indicated she was becoming tired of these lines. She would give this performance her all, she always did, but it would be the last time with John.

The repairman put down his tool bag and stepped onto the rug. Rose guided his hands to her one piece of clothing. He gently pushed the thin straps off her shoulders and the teddy dropped to the floor. The sight of Rose's naked body generated a gasp of appreciation from him. She had firm full breasts, tight half moon buttocks and a flat stomach which tapered down to a trimmed triangle of pubic hair. Rose began unbuttoning his shirt.

Rose pulled John's shirt off and signalled that he should stand still while she did what she wanted to him. He was willing to comply. She got down on her knees and released his belt, then unbuttoned and unzipped his trousers. When these had fallen around his ankles she pulled his boxer shorts down to reveal his erection.

As she ran her fingers up and down John's throbbing dick, Rose glanced at the nearest camera, hidden inside a wall clock. She could imagine Marcus, and others, watching avidly as she performed for them. By now John's knob was big and throbbing, Rose just had to kiss it. She ran her tongue over the end, then along the underside to the balls. John sighed and, despite her orders, stroked her shoulders. She looked up and met his gaze. She had been waiting for this all day and didn't need any more foreplay. She wanted John to fill her now, and lay back and spread her legs to show him this.

John quickly threw off his clothes. Naked, he stood over Rose, staring down and admiring her body. Then she reached down and lazily split the lips of her sex. They glistened and pouted at him. He knelt down and drew her knees up as he prepared to enter her. Rose reached out and stroked the length of his cock, then drew it down to her cunt. She only had to lodge its head at the entrance and he slid easily in, so excited and wet was she.

With John's cock in her to the hilt, Rose wrapped her legs around his waist and urged him on. He responded by nuzzling her neck and pulling slowly out of her until only the head of his dick was still in her. Rose had been waiting for this all day, and knew she was going to come very soon. He slid back in smoothly and it felt as if he had grown larger still. Rose couldn't take this slow teasing any more, she urged John to go faster with pressure from her legs.

Eager to keep up with Rose's desires, John's thrusts became shorter and faster. Raising himself to touch the floor with only his hands and toes he began angled thrusts which pressed harder than normal against her clitoris. Rose relaxed her legs and stretched out in a star, crying out with joy at every thrust. John kissed her breasts. Her back began arching up to meet each thrust. She clasped handfuls of the carpet to hold herself down. A flush spread across the underside of her breasts and John licked at it. This drove her over the edge. She wrapped her arms around him and pulled him into a kiss as the orgasm resonated from her toes all the way up to the roots of her hair.

Marcus knew some of the others would be turning off now, thinking the show was over, they would surf through the other video feeds in search of further titillation. But John was still hard in Rose and she would take advantage of that. She signalled him to pull out. When he had moved away she rolled onto her belly and thrust up her arse. John understood the suggestion instantly. He moved behind her and planted kisses on the globes of her buttocks. Then he gently prised the firm hemispheres apart and ran his tongue around the tight rim of her anus, savouring the taste. As she relaxed, John licked saliva into the dilating hole.

He moved again, and Rose felt his hands holding her arse cheeks open. She buried her face in the carpet and waited. The head of John's knob teased at the outside of Rose's anus, then eased in on its lubrication of her own cunt juice. Rose moaned and clutched at the carpet, about to come again. John pushed as far in as he could, then pulled a short way out, savouring the tightness of Rose's back passage. She tensed her muscles around him and drew an appreciative sigh.

Clasped so tightly, John couldn't build up a fast rhythm. He simply drew out and pushed in with slow, measured thrusts. This drew out beautifully and sensually, until Rose came again and the shudders shook her whole body. John held her waist tight and shot warm fluid deep inside her.

Marcus watched the status board as everyone else logged off Rose's feed. They didn't want to see her sending off the repairman, it didn't merit their attention. When he had gone she sat back on her haunches and stared at the wall clock. "How did I do?"

Marcus pressed the intercom button, a privilege only he was allowed, "Not bad, twenty one point two six attention hours in total."

Rose looked upset, "Not my best. I think I need a new washing machine repairman." 
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It had taken three hours of pedalling to get out of the suburbs and onto a country road. I decided to rest for a while before going down the gravel track through the trees. I had just finished my bottle of water when I heard another bike approaching.

She shot past me and skidded to a halt, disappearing briefly in a cloud of dust. When it settled I got a good look at her. Unlike me, in my cut off jeans and tee shirt, she was dressed properly for cycling. Dark hair spilled out of her helmet. She wore deliciously tight cycling shorts and one of those cutaway athletic tops which kept her breasts from bouncing round but bared her toned stomach. Her mountain bike was newer than mine and better equipped. She grinned and nodded down the track in a way that I took as an invitation to a race.

I tossed the empty water bottle into the bin and mounted up. When I had drawn level with her she glanced across, raised her eyebrows as if questioning whether I really wanted to do this, then set off. She was a long way ahead before I had even pushed down on the pedals. The track curved away to the left as we rode up hill, and I didn't gain an inch on her all the way to the top. Then it levelled off and she looked back to taunt me.

I put a lot of effort into my pedalling along that flat, slightly winding stretch. I cut corners and breathed hard with the effort of turning the pedals in the highest gear. I gained on her until I was only four bike lengths behind. I could see the muscles of her taut arse moving under Lycra and the way it hugged her groin. It spurred me on to try even harder to catch her.

She slowed down as we reached the crest of a drop. I caught her and passed her and carried on speeding up. The bike was bouncing all over the place on ruts and holes and I realised with terror that I was losing control. The track bent to the right, but I knew I was going to go straight on, whatever I tried to do. I pulled hard on the back brake and the wheel locked up. The rear of the bike waggled all over the place and then suddenly flew out from under me. I skidded on my backside across the gravel and off the edge of the track into the trees.

The bike hit a tree but I luckily didn't. I landed on the soft mat of grass and dead leaves of the forest floor, managed to miss a second tree and went into a roll. I must have blacked out, because I swear she was beside me as soon as I stopped rolling. "Are you alright?"

"I think you won the race."

"That's not important. Are you alright?"

"I guess so." She was leaning over me and the end of her hair tickled my face. "I think I scraped my leg." She moved to look for wounds and I could feel warm breath against the crotch of my cut offs.

"I think you did. I'm going to have to take a closer look." Before I could say anything deft fingers had released my belt, popped open the buttons and pulled my shorts down to my knees. I hadn't bothered with boxers in the hot weather, but she didn't seem at all fazed that my dick was suddenly on show. She took it between a pair of those skilful fingers and examined it as it grew to its full size. "I haven't got any plasters," she said, "But I know a way to relieve the pain."

She took her helmet off and a mass of hair tumbled out. It veiled my dick from view as a hot mouth closed around it. She was right, I had completely forgotten about the scrapes and bumps from the accident and the branches I lay on which poked at me. I looked up through the trees and savoured the play of her tongue over the head of my knob.

She released my cock, now slippery with saliva, and sat back on her haunches. She hooked her thumbs under either side of her cutaway top and pulled it over her head in an easy movement. Her breasts were perfect, firm half globes tipped with seashell pink nipples. She shuffled forwards and presented one to my mouth.

While I licked the growing tip of a nipple I ran my fingers around the waistband of her cycling shorts. I couldn't find a fastener, so I pushed them down and found she too was wearing nothing under them. I cupped a firm buttock in each hand then moved one round to reach her pussy from behind and continued pushing at the shorts with the other. She was already sopping wet and rode up and down on my questing finger a few times as I tried to find out how much of a tit I could get in my mouth. Then she pushed at the hand that was struggling with her shorts, "Don't do that, you'll make them baggy."

She stood up, or at least tried to. The low branches meant she actually had to bend almost double, allowing me to reach up and stroke her wet and then her dry breast. She peeled the shorts off her thighs, pushed them down to the ground and stepped out of them. Now she was naked but for her pumps and short white socks. Her bush was darker than the hair on her head and the inside of her pouting pussy was at least as dark as the head of my own knob.

She sat down again and expertly impaled herself right up to the hilt of my dick. It felt so good I just had to mouth "Wow". She lifted her backside until I was almost completely out of her, then lowered herself again very slowly. I thrust up to meet her and she responded by moving faster.

We rolled over onto our sides, then I managed to get above her. We kissed, our tongues fighting with each other, as I hooked a hand under her knees and drew them up to my shoulders. I thrust faster and faster. I was going to come very soon. I managed to hold out until she cried that she was coming, then I pumped sperm deep inside her.

I let her legs drop down to the ground and we lay there panting. But there was another sound above our laboured breathing. Somewhere in the distance there was a vehicle and it was coming along the track towards us. Her bike was lying on its side on the track and mine could be seen from it. We rushed to dress, I was lucky in that I only had to pull up my shorts from around my knees, before the vehicle arrived.

We stepped out of the trees just as a large off roader pulled up beside her bike. We must have been quite flushed, because we got a very strange look from the driver and his passenger. "Are you okay?" asked the driver.

"It's okay. I missed the corner, but I'm not hurt." I told him.

"I've given him a going over and I think he's alright, too." She said from behind me.

"If you're absolutely certain....?"

"Oh, absolutely." I said. The driver nodded, put the off roader in gear and drove away. I pulled my bike out of the trees. The front tyre was flat and the wheel rim bent where it had hit the tree. "How the hell am I going to get home on this."

"I parked the car just up the road from where we met. I've got a bike rack remember?"

"Oh yeah. You drove all the way here?"

"Hey, this was your fantasy. Be glad you got me out of the house on a Sunday."

I kissed her. "Oh I am Abigail dearest. Next week we do your fantasy, okay."

"I can't wait."
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They had laid out a sheet on the floor and Sally, stripped naked, stretched out on it. Then Jane had rubbed scented massage oil all over her, taking particular care around her nipples and crotch. Jane had stripped off all her own clothes and used parts of her body to supplement the actions of her hands. She teased Sally's nipples up to peaks with her own breasts, whilst forcing the tension from her neck and shoulders. Then she traced her nipples down Sally's body and across her abdomen, stopping to dip both into her navel. Jane's deep red nipples now stood out hard and sensitive, she moved further down Sally and angled one breast to force a bud into Sally's dripping cunt. Sally came as Jane moved the nipple like a tiny dick up and down her fanny. Jane spread more oil on her hands and resumed the massage.

After the massage Sally was relaxed and limp, only the thought of what was to come kept her awake. Jane went to the corner and pulled over her large shoulder bag, opening it beside the sheet to produce a razor and shaving foam. Jane squirted the foam into the curls above Sally's cunt, then massaged it in to the accompaniment of appreciative moans. Jane was about to make the first sweep with the razor when she realised she had no water to clean it with. She put down the razor and walked through to the kitchen. "I knew we'd forgotten something." sighed Sally. She shifted slightly so Mark could see her pussy lips pouting under the foam. Jane returned with a large bowl filled with warm water. She dipped the razor in it and dribbled the excess water into Sally's navel. When Sally stopped giggling, Jane lowered the razor to her bush.

The pubic hair came off in short swipes, revealing slightly pink skin underneath, then Jane would clean the blade in the bowl. Sally controlled her breathing only because she was scared of being cut. Mark moved closer for a better look as Jane made the final swipe. She took an edge of the sheet and dabbed it over Sally's now naked cunt. Next she took the bottle of massage oil and sprinkled a little of it across the tender skin and spread it gently. She slid a pair of fingers into Sally, finding her insides as slippery as her oil covered skin. "I think you're ready for part three." Jane announced. She delved into her bag again and pulled out a giant double headed dildo.

"Where did you ever get that?" Sally asked.

"I've had it for a couple of months now. Never really had the chance to use it." The dildo bent in the middle to allow any number of positions. Jane demonstrated this by touching the two heads together. "Get undressed and maybe you can join in." Mark eagerly did as he was told.

Sally spread her legs and Jane sat between them. She lowered one end of the dildo until it tickled at Sally's naked pussy lips. "Are you ready?" she asked.

"Absolutely." Sally nodded, "But let me do this bit." She reached up and took the dildo just below its flexible middle. The whole contraption was almost two and a half feet long, and about the girth of Mark's throbbing dick. Sally placed the head to her naked lips and squeezed it in. It was slightly cold and didn't have the pulse of a real man, but it slid easily in. After a moment of sighing Sally pulled it out and fed it back again. She closed her legs to clasp the plastic head deep inside her. Jane moved quickly to straddle Sally's thighs, trapping them between her own knees and manoeuvring the other head to her own cunt.

Jane slid down the plastic pole as far as she could, then she stretched out on top of Sally, pussy to pussy and nipple to nipple. They both spread their legs and it was Sally who reached between them to pull and push the dildo. Her hand slid up and down it, lubricated by Jane's and her own juices, before she could get a grip. Jane kissed Sally, thrusting her tongue into Sally's mouth. When Sally had started trembling so much she couldn't work the dildo any more they tried a different approach. Jane waggled her butt gently up and down and back and forwards to see if they could get any movement from that. It didn't work, but they both came at the same time regardless.

With the dildo still in each other, the girls rolled over to lie side by side. Mark came over to kneel so that his dick bobbed invitingly between their mouths. A tongue sneaked out from either side and started licking at the bulbous red head. Mark leaned forward and took hold of the dildo, beginning to gently move it back and forwards. He carried on until first Jane and then Sally came, then sat up.
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