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Reader
Advisory

This is a work of
erotic fiction, and a very rude one at that. Intended exclusively
for an adult audience, it graphically depicts scenes of a highly
sexual nature, and may include some dark moments or themes. It is
not intended as a guide to healthy or even realistic sexual
practices. If you do decide to delve in, I hope you enjoy this
story, and I'll see you at the other end.

~PV~
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Cuntent Advisory

Cunt Quotient: 10

Fuck Factor: 24

Cock Contingent: 58
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 Chapter 12 - Red Shoes, No
Knickers

March

It was Saturday, and
Gemma knew exactly what that meant.

She was even
more excited than usual, because tonight, for the first time, she
was going to stay the night with Gus and Lorena.

Given their…
unusual lifestyle, she wasn’t sure what the sleeping arrangements
were going to be. But, given their lifestyle, and a little luck,
there probably wouldn’t be much actual sleeping anyway, or at least
only as an afterthought.

She had a
small rucksack containing her toothbrush, some nightclothes, and a
change of underwear.

Actually, that
would more properly be described as her only underwear, as
she’d decided to surprise her hosts by taking a leaf out of
Lorena’s book. So underneath her pretty flower-print cotton dress,
all floaty and girly, she was wearing no underwear of any kind.

She’d decided
to forego wearing knickers, and having foregone the knickers it was
just one more easy step to skip the bra too.

She’d had
second thoughts on the bus.

As the journey
went on, and more people sat near her, she became more and more
self-conscious about it. She felt very exposed down there, and she
wondered if her nipples were as obvious through the flower print
material as they seemed to her.

How does
Lorena manage to do this?

She had
another surprise to reveal when she arrived at her destination,
this one just for Gus, something that would please them both, but
that surprise could wait for later.

It was an
early spring day, unseasonably warm, so when she alighted from the
bus she was carrying her jacket tucked into the strap of her
rucksack, the breeze lifting the hem of her dress and stealing
beneath to ruffle the soft, downy curls of her mound as she walked.
That felt very pleasant, and she started to understand why Lorena
chose to dress this way.

Or undress
this way.

She was
wearing red pumps on her feet. She hadn’t thought of it when she
picked them, but wasn’t there an old saying: red shoes, no
knickers?

How
appropriate.

Leo answered
the door. He was friendly as he led her into the lounge.

“They’ve had
to pop out for a bit,” he told her, “they’ll be back this
afternoon.”

He gestured to
an envelope on the dining table. It was addressed to Gemma. She
opened it.

Inside was a
note, on the same heavy, expensive card Lorena had used when
sending her the egg. She’d studied that card more times than she
could remember, hugging it to herself on the long weekdays between
visits, and she recognised Lorena’s hand-writing instantly.

Sorry, had to pop out.
Back in a few hours.

Look after Leo for
me.

I know you’ll take
care of him…

Love

L

x x x

Gemma glanced
at Leo, who had returned to the console game he was playing on the
big TV.

“Cup of tea?”
she asked.


 Chapter 13 - Dot Dot Dot…

The tea duly made and
delivered, Gemma sat alongside Leo on the sofa, pumps kicked off
her feet, legs curled up under her body, the hem of her dress
demurely covering the surprise she had expected to share with
Lorena and Gus.

“So…” said Leo
after a while, his eyes still on the video game he was playing, “do
you want to suck my cock?”

What?

He glanced at
Gemma momentarily.

“Didn’t she
say to look after me?”

“Well yes,
but…” she replied, “I mean, I didn’t…”

But what,
exactly?

After all,
hadn’t Lorena told her that the Thicky Twins shared
everything?

She read the
card again.

Look after Leo
for me. I know you’ll take care of him…

It seemed to
Gemma there was a lot of meaning freighted in that dot dot dot.

And before she
knew it Leo had his trousers down, his cock was out and it was
there right alongside her.

She glanced at
it.

Man, is this
guy just permanently erect?

Now she looked
properly, it was perhaps a little slimmer than Gus’s cock, but it
seemed a good bit longer. His pubic area was shaved, so she could
clearly see the heavy sack of his balls, the weighty testes bulging
within, no doubt roiling full of their sticky cargo. Between them,
the shaft of his cock sprouted, straight and stiff, seemingly broad
and hard and unyielding as a baseball bat, nearly a foot long. The
head was circumcised, more pointed than Gus, less bluff, with a
less-pronounced flare. That might make it a bit easier to get
in…

Wait, am I
actually considering it?

She knew she
was.

She knew she
had been thinking about it for a while. She’d seen what happened to
Lorena when she was on this cock, seen the expression of rapture on
her face, seen how she gasped and squealed as she bucked on it.

Wondered what
it would be like to do that herself.

And, after
all, she was supposed to be looking after him, wasn’t
she?

They share
everything.

But she didn’t
want to seem easy.

“I could maybe
hold it for a bit,” she told Leo, “I’m making no promises.”

Leo grunted in
response, indifferently, as if she could do as she pleased, it
didn’t matter to him. He was absorbed in his video game, almost as
if he’d never put the question to her.

Gemma reached
an arm across, diffidently, brushed her knuckles against the bare
skin of Leo’s hip. Then she slid her hand up and round the front of
him, across his abdomen and hooked around the base of his
shaft.

She stroked
her fingers lightly up and down his cock, marvelling at the
hardness of him, standing rigidly up like a flagpole. She could
feel him twitch at her touch.

Maybe she
could suck him for a bit. That would be fine. Everything
else, all those other thoughts racing through her mind, she could
decide on those things if and when she got there.

Leo was still
playing his video game.

She leaned
over to his lap.

She had to
duck under his arm to reach him, and he raised his elbow to make
room, still holding the game controller, his eyes still fixed on
the screen.

Up close, his
cock was even bigger, filling her view. She gripped it firmly, to
keep it steady.

To keep
herself steady.

Oh well, here
goes…

She opened her
mouth and popped him in.

Leo breathed,
a sort of growl in the back of his throat, and Gemma started to bob
her head up and down on him, recalling what Lorena had shown her
about sucking cock and - of course - the regular and studious
experimentation she had carried out on Gus since.

There was no
way she was getting all of him into her mouth, so she shifted
position, going onto her knees alongside him, which freed her arms
to take up a two-handed grip on his shaft. She moved her hands in a
rhythmic pattern, one working over the other to slide up and down
him in a continuous pattern of stimulation, before slipping one
hand down to cup his balls.

They were
heavy, full of promise, and she palmed and stroked them gently.

That could all
be mine. I could empty them. Suck him dry…

She pushed her
head down onto his cock to take as much as she could into her
mouth, pivoting over his lap to find the angle.

She had long
since got used to jamming Gus all the way to the back of her mouth
without gagging on him, but the narrower tip of Leo’s cock was able
to push further, deeper. With his cock at the back of her throat
she couldn’t swallow, and the gush of her saliva slipped down his
shaft and drooled from her lips.

What she was
doing seemed to be working. Leo, while never stopping playing his
video game, would occasionally take a hand from his controller to
stroke the back of her neck, or lace fingers in her hair.

And she could
feel his breathing becoming deeper, heavier.

He tasted of
sweat. Fresh sweat, good sweat¸ the sweat of a gym work-out
and…

...and a sauna
afterwards and playing my hands over the sheen of him, licking the
droplets from his skin, and settling astride him, drawing him in,
into me…

Oh but this
was no good.

Oh but she had
to.

But she
couldn’t, could she?

Take care
of him…


Dot-dot-dot…

Gemma reached
her decision. In truth, she realised, she’d made the decision when
she’d first read the note from Lorena. It had to happen. It was
going to happen. All the rest was just skirting round the issue
until she plucked up the courage.

She lifted her
head from Leo’s cock. It sprang free, tall and bridling and
slithery for the first several inches with the saliva she had
coated him in. She was surprised and a little proud to see the
evidence of just how much she had actually managed to get in her
mouth.

But there was
no time to sit back and admire her handiwork. She had to do this,
and if she didn’t do it now she would lose her resolve.

Next to the
sofa, there was an occasional table with a little drawer in, where
they kept a supply of condoms.

Gemma leaned
over to it, and opened the drawer. In doing so, she knew she was
revealing to Leo that she was naked below. The intake of breath she
heard from him told her he had noticed.

She gave her
hips a saucy little wiggle.

There were a
number of different brands and styles of condom in the drawer.

What’s this
one? Ribbed, textured and dotted. Ooh, that could be
interesting.

She plucked
out the condom, tore open the packet, and turned back to Leo.

He saw what
she was holding, and realised immediately what she intended.

“Shut up,” she
told him, before he could say anything.

She didn’t
need anybody messing with her train of thought, in case it got
derailed and prevented her going through with it.

Gemma had
become pretty adept at putting on a condom by now, although she’d
already understood the process on a theoretical level long before
she
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