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PROLOGUE
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This book is the second in the “Landlady” series, and we recommend that you read the first book before this one to fully understand the relationship of Nickie and the surrounding characters. If your favorite bookstore does not have “The Landlady”, it is available at Smashwords (smashwords.com), author J. R. Shane. If you do not wish to do that, this book will still stand alone as long as you understand that Nickie is a sub with a serious breast fetish under the control of his busty landlady.  This book is one for my fellow ‘tit freaks’, and I hope you enjoy.

Being a writer is a bit like being the captain of a submarine.  You do everything in your power to be the best at what you do, but you are always ‘flying blind’.  Until the periscope is raised, and it is possible to actually see where you are going, you cannot know if you are exactly where you want to be or if you are headed for the rocks.  You, dear reader, are my periscope as you provide me with your input.  If you enjoy my stories, let me know why.  If you hate my stories, let me know why.  You are the true pilots of my submarine.

Best wishes,

J. R. Shane

If you have questions or would like to submit your feelings, thoughts, or experiences, you can reach me at jrshane64@gmail.com.
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Chapter One 

“Oh, you’re back!”
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My world had changed dramatically since I met Bonnie Blazick.  She had led me into experiences and adventures that I never thought possible, all the while enjoying the pleasures of her body and others along the way.  And the benefits simply seemed to continue. Through her I had met Katherine and George, two very generous benefactors who made my life better while requiring nothing more than my company and regular sexual favors that I readily contributed.

I had been home over Christmas vacation and had just returned to prepare for the next term. I was sitting at my table reviewing my class schedule when the telephone rang.

“Hello.”

“Oh, you’re back! How was your holiday?”

“Nice, how was yours?”

“Typical, lots of family, lots of food, not enough sex.”

“Yea, I hear that. I’m horny as a hop toad just talking to you.”

“Oh really, so you’re ready to serve your mistress?”

“Yes ma’am, I live to serve you.”

“When are you available?”

“Wednesdays after two and Fridays after one.”

“I’m coming over to clean Wednesday afternoon, be ready.”

“With greatest pleasure ma’am”

The telephone went dead and began to buzz. Nice talking to you too.

****
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I rushed back to my apartment on Wednesday, taking time to straighten up, make the bed, and do some dusting.  I sat naked on the bed listening for the vacuum cleaner. When I heard the vacuum on the second floor, I unlocked the door and made sure my cock was hard, having no problem after an extended period without sex. When I heard the sound on the third floor, my excitement intensified. I knelt on the floor waiting anxiously for the door to open. Finally the vacuum shut off and I heard footsteps outside my door.  When the door opened, I lowered my eyes.

“Well, what have we here? Hello Nickie.”

“Good afternoon ma’am.”

“Are you glad to see me?”

“Ma’am, you are the shining light of my existence, I am always thrilled to see you.”

“Show me.”

I sat back on my legs so she could see my hard cock.

“Very nice. I’m glad that our separation has not lessened your enthusiasm. Do you know what happens next?”

“I perform my function of bringing pleasure to you?”

She laughed while she walked to the wall and plugged in the vacuum cleaner. 

“This happens next. Get busy.”  She sat down on a kitchen chair.

Resigned to my task, I walked to the vacuum and began to clean the carpet. I started with the farthest portion and worked my way back toward the center. Suddenly the vacuum stopped.  When I looked at the outlet, Ms. Bonnie stood there with the plug in her hand.

“You were doing quite well, but it appears that your desire for me has waned. When I look at you, I expect to see a nice stiff boner, not a limp little sausage.”

“I apologize my mistress. I shall restore things to their proper condition.”  I stood there staring at her while rubbing my cock until I was hard again.

She smiled and returned the plug into the outlet. I resumed cleaning the carpet. When I finished, I unplugged the machine and wrapped up the cord. With the vacuum out of the way, I returned to my place kneeling on the floor.

She got up from her chair and walked to me, standing close and looking down at me. Then she turned around.

“Rise.”

I stood up so close to her that my cock rubbed against her ass.

“Remove my sweater.”

She stood rigidly as I pulled her sweater out of her jeans, working it over her head and finally off her arms. I threw it onto the nearby bed. She was wearing a black bra that contrasted greatly with her pale skin. It was a beautiful sight to me. Then she turned around and her arms dropped around my neck. She pulled me tightly against her.

She spoke softly to me. “I’ve missed you. You have a way of doing things to me that I enjoy. When you are not here, I have an emptiness in my life.”

I stood silently, not knowing what to do. I wanted to wrap my arms around her and kiss her, but I was uncertain what her reaction would be. Instead, I simply stood there.

She spun around in my arms. “Here I am almost throwing myself at you and yet you remain cold as a fish.  My GOD what has happened to you?  I may never let you go home again if you are going to come back to me having forgotten everything that I worked so hard to teach you. Apparently we must start from the beginning.”

She gripped my hands and lifted them to her breasts.

“Do you remember THESE?”

Instinctively I cupped and fondled her breasts.  “Yes ma’am, I remember your wonderful breasts quite well.”

“Are you sure? Here I stand, still clothed, and it looks like I will have to teach you how to touch me all over again.”

“I’m very sorry ma’am. I will not fail you again.”

“Then do you remember what to do next?”

“Yes ma’am, of course I do.” I brought my hands to her back and unhooked her bra, peeling it from her body and casting it onto the bed. My hands immediately returned to her breasts. She put her hands on top of mine as I continued to fondle her.

“Now you are catching on. Remember, nipples, nipples, nipples.”

I spread my hands out to rub my palms over her nipples.  That was followed by gently pinching and rolling. 

“YES Nickie, very nice.” She stood enjoying my hands briefly before she spun around again. “Nickie, where does your face go? Let’s get this right.”

I pushed my face between her breasts and rocked side to side.

“Yes Nickie, you are doing SO much better. But my nipples are feeling SO neglected and dry. What will you do about that?”

I lifted each breast to my face and alternated sucking on her nipples.

“Hard Nickie, suck hard.”

I could feel her knees start to weaken and I knew that we would soon move to the bed.  I nursed her enthusiastically while my hands ran up and down her back, even brushing her hair occasionally.

“Nickie, stop...kneel!”

I released her and dropped to the floor.  She slipped past me and sat on the bed, moving her shirt and bra to the side.

“Nickie, my feet.”

I crawled to her and untied her sneakers, removing them and her socks. I began to massage her feet, working my thumbs into her arches. She lay quietly, apparently enjoying my effort. I moved from one foot to the other before starting to suck her toes and lick her feet. I felt a shudder pass through her body.

“Nickie, stop.”

I stopped and sat back on my legs.

“Stand up Nickie, let me see your cock, is it still hard?”

“Yes mistress, always while in your presence.”

“Good, now fuck my feet. I want to feel your cock between my feet.”

I picked up her feet and put my cock between them while I squeezed them together. Then I started rocking my hips.

“That’s nice Nickie, does it feel good to you?”

“Yes ma’am, whenever I am allowed to touch you, it feels good.”

“Slowly Nickie, rub slowly, and look at me while you do it.”

“Yes ma’am.”

I was surprised by how sensual this experience had become. She stared at me, keeping our eyes locked, while I slowly rutted between her feet. She smiled seductively at me, something that rarely happened, but I found it intensely exciting.

“Do you like it Nickie? Is your cock beginning to tingle? Would you like to put it somewhere...warmer? And wetter?”  She continued to stare at me. “I like your cock Nickie, it feels so good even between my feet.”

“Mistress, anywhere you allow me to put my cock is a privilege.”

“Nickie, take my jeans off.”

I lowered her legs and stepped around them to open the snap on her jeans. I enjoyed the sound of the metal zipper as I slowly pulled it down. My eyes never left hers as I worked her jeans down over her hips, then backed up to finish pulling them off.  I threw them onto the floor and stared at her as she lay wearing only her white panties.  Her legs slowly opened.

“Do you remember the taste of my panties Nickie? Do you remember how you would chew on my panties and feel my warmth...taste my wetness?”

“Yes mistress, with great fondness.”

“Are you ready to do it again?”

“It would be my pleasure mistress.” I crawled between her legs and kissed my way up her thigs until my face found their junction. When my open mouth covered her panty-covered pussy, her hips began to squirm to generate a better alignment. As I lightly chewed between her legs, her hands pressed my head more tightly.

“Very nice Nickie. Yes baby, chew, chew, chew.”

As she had mentioned, I could feel her warmth increase and her panties become increasingly wet.  When I used my teeth against her, I could also hear the sound of fabric being drawn. Her breathing became heavier as her hips became more active. Hearing her softly moaning assured me that I was now in control.

“Oh God, I can’t stand it anymore. Nickie, take my panties off.

“Yes ma’am.” I knew from experience that she could not hold out long. I knew that she would want my tongue exploring and teasing her.

She let out a great gasp when my tongue touched her soaked folds, and again when I found her hard nub. From then on she was off to the races, her body squirming while her hands held my head tightly against her. This was my victory. This was me establishing control over her. Had I decided to stop my actions and step back, her reaction would be one of shock followed by demands and eventually pleading that I start anew. But I was not prepared to do any such thing. At that moment I controlled her body, and I would never do something so foolish.

Over the past months I had become familiar with her sounds and movements as she approached orgasm. Her cries would quicken, her muscles would tense, usually she would release my head and lay spread out while her hands clawed the bed covers just before she went over. As I flicked at her hard nub, she quickly climbed the ladder until I felt her body stiffen and her cries locked up.  When she cried out, I quickly ducked as she turned to her left, her leg just barely clearing my head. Her legs drew up and her body shook as pulse after pulse roared through her body.  I crawled up beside her, spooning in against her back. She lay there breathing heavily as she recovered.

“Damn Nickie, that was so very good. When you’re not around, I feel like a heroin junkie in need of a fix.  I wake up wanting you, I go to bed wanting you, I wake up in the night wanting you. I might be your ‘mistress’ but, the longer this thing of ours goes on, the more I realize that my desires are turning me into your sub.”

“You will always dominate me. I need you much more than you want me. When I’m alone, I think of you.  The softness of your wonderful breasts, the smoothness of your body, the serene feeling of your blessed pussy. I’m masturbating three times a day thinking about you. I love the sound of your voice as you command me and the amazing things that your fertile mind comes up with.  You could put a dog collar on me and lead me naked through the University if that is what it takes for me to continue with you.”

That was when she surprised me by turning over, pressing her body against mine, and kissing me deeply. She had only kissed me a few times and this was far and away our best kiss. Just as quickly she turned back over and snuggled in against me, pulling my arm over her body and pressing my hand to her breast. We lay there silently spooned together.

I was on the verge of sleep when she began to rustle. Then she turned around to face me. First I felt a breast being rubbed against my face before a nipple pressed to my lips. Instinctively I opened my lips and began to suckle.

“I like that. I would be happy to let you do that all afternoon.”

“From your lips to my ears. I hear and I obey my mistress.”

“Some other afternoon, I have other plans for you today.” I felt her hand grip my cock and slowly massage it. “Do you remember that ’old auntie’ fantasy that we did a few weeks ago?”

“Yes, it was really nice.”

“As much as I hate to admit it, whenever I lay face down to sleep, the memory of your cock inside me haunts me, so I lay there with my puss sweating and my mind on fire, trying to sleep and failing. Do you get where I’m going?

“You’re tired, so you want to lay here and take a nap?”

She squeezed my cock hard and pulled on it.

“OUCH! That hurts!”

“Oh it DOES? Then maybe YOU should lay here and take a nap.”

“I was just teasing.”

She brought her face to mine and kissed me. “So am I Nickie.” She resumed gently stroking me as I hardened in her hand. “That’s what I like, so hot and hard. Nickie, your ‘old auntie’ is here to visit and she’s sleeping with her legs w-i-d-e open.”

She rolled away from me and lay face down, pulling a pillow beneath her face. As she settled in, her legs opened.

I paused a while just to tease her before climbing spider-like across her body and settling down on my hands and knees. My cock fit comfortably into the crack of her ass. As I began to rub through her ass, she pushed back against me making the experience very sensual. I quickly hardened. Without using my hands, I began to explore, looking for her opening.  My efforts were clumsy and unsuccessful, and I suspected that she was silently laughing at me. Finally she raised her hips slightly and I slid easily into her. She gasped and arched her body.

“Go deep in me and hold it!” When I did that, she arched her body again as she let out a long sigh. “Hold it! Hold it deep!”

I did as she asked.

“Now pull all the way out, then thrust hard.”

I followed her instructions, which caused her to arch again and let out a cry.

“Oh God! That felt SO good...do it again.”

I repeated, and got a similar result, an experience that I felt exhilarating. Every additional thrust was equally thrilling as I enjoyed having a degree of control over her.

“Stop...please.”

I was disappointed, assuming that she would get up and leave. Fortunately I was wrong.

“Now...real slow and real deep.”

I followed her instructions again and was surprised how much I liked it. I pushed in deep and held briefly before slowly withdrawing, rocking my hips so my cock would drag inside of her. She purred like a cat being petted.

“Oh damn that’s nice.”

I kept going, enjoying our union as much as she was. Eventually she stopped me.

“Stop and move over, face up.”

I liked her instructions since something really good usually followed. I climbed off of her and did as she asked. She moved over me and lowered onto my cock. Without a word she began to grind and rock her hips back and forth. She ceased to talk to me, instead closing her eyes and concentrating on my cock. On and on she rocked until small cries became louder cries that were closer together. I matched my thrusts to hers until her climax started. By now I knew enough to get out of her way as she turned to the side and drew up into her fetal position. Once again I spooned in behind her and lay quietly.

When she began to move, I knew that she had recovered. I was waiting to see what she would do next. She rolled slowly around to face me.

“Before I forget it, I have a friend who may call you. She’s pregnant and VERY hormonal. Her husband travels a lot for work so he’s never there when she needs him. I can remember those urges when I was pregnant. I wanted Carl all the time, if it wasn’t for sex, it was to get me the foods that I was craving. I thought that you could help her, so I gave her your number. Her name is Leah, and she lives not far from me. You are to treat her the same way you treat me.”

“Yes ma’am, I can do that.”

“Thank you.” She propped up on one elbow. “I suppose you want me to finish you off.”

“Yes ma’am, if it pleases you.”

“Sure, you’ve earned it.” I felt her hand grip me, but instead of stroking me, she held my cock and rubbed it gently. 

“When you cum, shoot it on my belly and rub it in. Your cum makes very good moisturizing lotion.”

She had a way of handling my cock that felt so good. Her hands were soft and her touch was delicate. She quickly had me squirming and moaning. I made no effort to delay my climax. Instead, I simply lay there enjoying what she was doing to me as I began to ‘climb the ladder’. I could feel my body stiffen as my climax hit. My hips lifted and I squirmed even closer to her as my semen began to spray onto her belly.

“Very nice Nickie, lots of skin cream for me. Now rub it in.”

I struggled to do as she asked while my senses slowly returned. Gradually I was able to spread my sticky cum around and rub it in until it was all dry.

“Thank you Nickie.” She rolled from the bed and began to dress as I lay there resting. She glanced over at me.

“Nickie! Why are you still on the bed? That is not your place.”

I scrambled from the bed to kneel on the floor.

“That’s better. Just because you have a nice cum does NOT mean that you can lay about on the bed.”

Yes ma’am, sorry ma’am.”

The last thing she put on were her sneakers. She came to me so I could tie them. She gathered up the vacuum and walked to the door. “Goodbye Nickie.”

“Goodbye ma’am.”
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Chapter Two

“...looks like I’m getting very lucky tonight.”
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On Friday I picked up where I left off with Katherine and George. Friday night meant dinner followed by ‘playtime’. Katherine and George were older, but she, in particular, had a creative mind. I enjoyed Friday nights since it was the closest thing to a home cooked meal that I got all week.  After dinner we would retire to the den to have a couple of drinks.  Katherine liked to get my pants open so she and George could both play with my cock. I had no objection since George was as good or better at oral sex than Katherine. Sometimes we would do a ‘round robin’ on Katherine where George and I would take turns kissing and fondling her. She thrived on the attention. Once Katherine was sufficiently warmed up, we would make our way to the master bedroom where the clothes would come off and the action would start.

On this night, as we approached the bedroom, Katherine stopped in the hallway and went to a small console table where she took out a blindfold and a pair of fuzzy handcuffs. She put her arms behind her back for George to put on the handcuffs, then she had him put the blindfold.

“I’ve been such a BAD girl, and two great big policemen are taking me to my bedroom to punish me. Oh my, I hope they aren’t too rough with me. Goodness knows what could happen, I’m completely at their mercy.”

We walked Katherine into the bedroom where we pushed her onto the large canopy bed.

“Oh NO! What’s happening?”

We lifted her legs onto the bed, then George and I began running our hands all over her body. Of course there was dialogue to go with the scenario.

“Look at this George, some nice big titties.” Our hands fondled her large breasts. “And some hot pussy too.” I flipped up her skirt and forced her legs apart to rub her pussy through her panties. “Ah hell, she doesn’t need these.” Grabbing her panties by the elastic, I pulled them down and off her body. She began to whimper and cry.

“I know what to do with these.” I crawled onto the bed and forced her mouth open before stuffing her panties into her mouth. I made sure that they were loose enough for her to spit out if she had trouble breathing.

George seemed to be getting into the game. He had taken his clothes off and was rubbing his cock all over Katherine’s face. She squealed while her head twisted from side to side to avoid George. I lifted her legs and started smacking her butt.  Each smack brought a muffled cry.

“You are under arrest. SMACK! You are not encouraged to remain silent. SMACK! Anything you say will result in more smacking. SMACK! Do you understand that you have been bad and that we must punish you? SMACK! 

When George and I were done torturing her, we turned her face down and unzipped her dress, spreading it open to release her bra. She made loud cries when we turned her back over, releasing her from the handcuffs long enough to remove her dress and bra.  While she struggled, we moved her down to the bedpost and put the handcuffs back on. We also put on a blindfold and tied her feet to the bedposts. Now she was naked, handcuffed, blindfolded, restrained, and at our mercy.

I removed my clothes also and joined George by rubbing my cock all over her. She twisted away and tried to escape us while making muffled protests. Her tone changed considerably when George and I each began to suckle on her nipples.

Over my times with Katherine, I had learned that she very much enjoyed having both George and I nurse at her breasts at the same time. She would whimper and, when her hands were free, she would hold our heads against her while telling us what good boys we were. She was very loving as she encouraged us to, “Drink from Mama, let me make you healthy and strong.” But that was not the way tonight.

George slid down to lick her puffy pussy while I removed the panties from her mouth long enough to insert my hard cock. She feigned resisting me by turning her head and making muffled cries.

When I looked at George, he surprised me by sporting a well-hardened cock. While I watched, he knelt between her legs and thrust easily into her. That brought her enthusiasm to a boil, causing her to thrust while she cried out against my cock.

With no warning to her, I pulled my cock from her mouth and turned to the nearby nightstand. There I took out a bottle of personal lubricant that I knew she kept.

Climbing onto the bed and straddling her chest, I squirted the lube between her breasts and laid my cock into it. Pushing her breasts together provided me with a most splendid sensation as I rubbed in the very smooth skin between her breasts.

“Katherine, I’m fucking your most beautiful breasts and they feel so good.”

“Yes baby! Do me...enjoy me...I love your cock.”

I rutted along steadily until George surprised me by appearing beside his wife’s head. As soon as he touched her, she turned to him and his cock slid into her mouth. When I realized that her pussy was available, I abandoned her breasts and headed south. Taking my place between her legs, I easily thrust into her. This time it was not ‘slow and easy’, but rather ‘hard and steady’. Soon she was reacting with thrusting hips and muffled cries. I had learned enough about Katherine to know how to make her cum. If I hit just the right spot, she would cry out. Once I found that spot and kept my cock rubbing against it, she was on her way. I could hear her building until she released George as her climax shook her body.

Katherine was beautiful when she was cumming. Despite her enthusiasm for wild and adventurous sex, she appeared to wish to keep her orgasms very private, choosing to close her eyes to shut out all outside distractions while embracing the force that shook her. But as her climax passed, she would quickly return to enjoying whoever she was with.

I slid from her to give George his turn. He stepped up and easily slid into her. I knew that George liked to have a cock in his ass and a crazy idea entered my mind. While George lay sprawled over Katherine, I picked up the personal lubricant and rubbed some on my cock. Then I knelt behind George and rubbed some through his ass. He was startled at first and turned to see what I was doing. Once he realized what I had in mind, he smiled.

“Oh my, looks like I’m getting very lucky tonight.”

I crawled up close to George while he paused his thrusts, my slippery cock leading the way. It took me a while to carefully position myself before aligning my cock with his hole and slowly pressing.  After a few false starts and some instructions from George, I popped into him as he let out a great gasp.

It was a real surprise to me just how much I was enjoying having sex with George.  I had never given homosexual sex a second thought, but taking George was fun. Firstly, I knew from seeing him with others that he did like having a hard cock up his ass. Just pushing into him was an exciting process because he was easier than, for instance, Ms. Bonnie, who had anal sex rarely and required substantial preparation before it could actually happen. George required only a bit of lubrication and some pressure before his sphincter surrendered. Then there was the feeling when my cock ‘popped’ through and pressed deeply into him. When that happened, he made a whimpering gasp followed by a series of low groans when I pushed deeper. I found a serious ego boost in the whole situation, as if I had somehow ‘dominated’ an older man. All told, my experience with George had become equally exciting to being with Katherine.

While I enjoyed a few thrusts into him, he gradually returned to thrusting into Katherine. Suddenly we were a three-part machine, all of us enjoying our respective partner. Once we got comfortable with our situation, we began to explore.  George and I would both thrust at the same time making Katherine groan with pleasure. Then I would hold in position to allow George to work up and down between us. Finally, I would hold deep in George while he also held still as Katherine’s hips worked beneath him.  The effect was to lift George and bounce me back before I dropped back into him, pushing George back into Katherine. The whole thing became fun and exciting.

That whole scenario had to be brand new to George, and he seemed to be enjoying himself greatly. I was surprised when he suddenly began to cum and his ass muscles clamped down on me. That threw me into orgasm also and I thrust deeply into George as I shot my semen into him. That must have stimulated George also as he began to cry out even louder while being pushed deeply into Katherine. I could hear Katherine cry out even louder than George, but I suspect that was due to the unexpected crushing weight rather than another orgasm.

The entire pile of us lay silently until I slid off to one side of Katherine and George slid off to the other. We lay there exhausted and puffing while deep in the afterglow of our experience.

“Nickie, we are so glad that we met you, you have brought so much enjoyment into our lives.”

“Thank you Katherine, you have added a lot to my otherwise boring life also.”

She laughed, “It can’t be too boring with Bonnie Blazick as your mistress.”

“No, but without her, I would be just another geeky college guy, sitting around and jacking off three times a day.”

“Oh Nickie, you NEVER have to masturbate. Just call us and we’ll send our driver to pick you up.”

When I rolled over to kiss Katherine, I felt George touch my shoulder. “We mean it Nickie, we are happy to see you any time you are available.”

“You are both very kind. An evening with you is always an adventure.”

We lay back down and I began to feel the effects of having been up early for my 8:00 class. I could easily have nodded off. My body was telling me it was time to go home. 

“Katherine, George, as much as I hate to leave, I should really be getting home.”

Katherine spoke up, “No, not so soon. You don’t have classes tomorrow do you?”

“No, not on Saturday.”

“Then stay with us tonight. This bed is big enough for three and we would so like for you to stay. We’ll have our driver take you home after breakfast.” Her hand began to rub my cock. “We will make sure that you enjoy your time with us.”

Her hand was beginning to feel very good.

“How could I ever turn down such an invitation? It sounds like we have a slumber party tonight.”

Katherine leaned over and kissed me. “I suspect that there won’t be much ‘slumbering’ going on.” She squeezed my cock even harder as I felt myself begin to stiffen. While she stroked me, I pulled her against me and kissed her. Katherine loved to kiss. Not just kiss but make out like a teenage in the back seat of a car. I suspected that she had enjoyed a lot of kissing during her younger years, and I was bringing back some of the excitement of those times. I slid my hand between us to rub her breast while she rubbed me even more enthusiastically. Then she broke away from me and turned to George.

“Georgie, go over to the other side of Nickie, let’s show him how much we appreciate him.” While George got up to move around me, I realized what she was planning to do.

“Considering where I have been, I should probably wash myself before we go any further.”

Katherine paused briefly. “Yes, you probably should but do hurry back.”

I scrambled from the bed and straight to the bathroom where I drained my bladder before washing my hands and cock enthusiastically. After drying both well, I dashed back to the bedroom where Katherine and George had left a space between them. Like an overgrown child, I stepped up onto the bed and walked to them before collapsing between them.

“It’s nice to be back.”

As soon as I was settled down, there were hands on my cock and balls, rubbing and teasing.  Katherine rolled toward me and kissed me, resuming the ‘make out’ session we had recently stopped. As I began to harden, I felt lips on my cock while Katherine’s hand travelled over the sensitive parts of my body. Among my multitude of thoughts was an admiration of George’s oral skills. In fact, he was so good that I worried that he would make me cum before we could get another session started.
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