Up the Coast

By Gemma Puddle.  This is a work of pure  fiction and bears no relation to past, present or future events, personalities or reality. Readers who are under 18, or who may find the purely imaginary and unreal portrayal of sexual relations disturbing, are advised and admonished in the strongest terms to read no further. If there is a message in this story it is probably a warning.
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Sylvie is my ex-mother in law. We were at daggers drawn until I let her daughter divorce me. Since then we have been friends, though we both feel guilty about having celebrated that divorce with some very enjoyable al fresco sex.

Last year, I needed to get away in order to finish checking a print plus CD text on offshore accounting that I was editing. Sylvie sent me to a place on the coast where New South Wales turns into Queensland, somewhere where nobody I know was likely to go. An acquaintance of Sylvie’s was renting out her guesthouse. I found the place after a few wrong turns. It is a straggle of houses a few hundred yards from the ocean. The guesthouse is perfect for me: a small living room which became an instant office, a comfortable bedroom, a shower room and kitchenette, with a big porch for relaxing.

I was instantly popular with the youngest daughter of the main house when I asked if anyone could find a place for the guesthouse TV set. Her sisters had sets in their rooms; she did not. The mother asked me to supper when I carried it up to the main house.

Sylvie had told me that the mother was in her late thirties, recently divorced and devoted to her four kids. I was sat at the bottom of the table with her twelve-year-old youngest on my left, the fifteen-year-old unalike girl twins on my right, and the seventeen year old eldest sister on her mother’s right. I had made the youngest carry up a good bottle of Hunter Valley red wine. I was amused to see that we adults had full size glasses for it, while the kids had miniatures holding only a quarter as much. When I commended the idea, the mother seemed grateful for even that favorable word. Then one of the twins tried to say that the little glasses were silly. I surprised myself by delivering a magisterial rebuke.

The meal was good, and after that initial verbal slap down, the kids and the mother were fun to be with.

We had tea after the meal. Janet, the eldest daughter, lit up a joint. I had to move away upwind. The smell of burning marijuana makes me sick. That triggered a sullen, vehement defense of pot from Janet, which clearly embarrassed her mother. I put on my best air of authority again to say that grass did not kill people by the million the way that tobacco does. My personal reaction to the smell is like some people’s intolerance of, say, garlic. There is nothing moral about it. I do have an aesthetic objection to recreational drugs in general because they seem to give you intense but coarse and second class sensations. I reckoned, and still do believe, I get a lot more from my two glasses of Hunter Valley. Janet put up a silly and irrelevant defense of the joint I was not attacking, which somehow led to my getting lyrical about the really high quality pleasures of the senses. Questions from the twins pushed me into praise of sex between people who liked, respected and really wanted to please one another. Christine, the mother, seemed content with this line of talk; but I steered away from it when I got the idea that Janet’s sexual experiences, such as they were, were much less rich than those I was discussing. 

Janet saw me down to the guest house, very politely and gracefully checking that I had everything that I wanted.

The routine I set myself was, and is, strict. Chores first thing, three hours work in the morning, and three to four more hours in the afternoon or evening, six or seven days a week. For lunch and my midday break, Christine simply incorporated me into the household. Alice, the darker and plumper of the twins, is hooked on computing. She became a useful volunteer assistant for many of the mornings while they were on holiday from school.

At lunch in my second week, Alison – the fairer twin who definitely does not have puppy fat – showed that she was jealous of this role of her sister’s, little as she liked computing. I decreed that she could either be my housemaid helping out with household chores, or keep quiet about the whole subject. Alison made a face, but evidently wanted to try it. Nonetheless, I was astonished to find her getting my breakfast next morning dressed in an old-fashioned maid’s outfit that Christine had dug out of the dressing up box from their attic. I entered into the spirit of the game, requesting fresh toast because the edge of a piece was burnt, and commending the coffee. Except for the office where Alice and I were working, my little house was swept, polished and sparkling before lunch.

The next day, Alison tidied the office before I got up. I did not realize the damage until after breakfast. I lost an hour and a half re-sorting papers. By then Alison was crying and Alice was in her glory organizing filing that would not get so easily upset. Alice told me “For Heaven’s sake, give her a good smacking to stop her sniveling!” When Alison, trying to help, dropped some books on my computer keyboard at the wrong moment, I was so exasperated that I took her sister’s advice. Alison yelped when my hand came down on her panties, but she was much more cheerful and useful afterwards. Alice simply said “See, Mum used to say it was the only thing to do when we were little.”

Next morning, Alice herself corrupted a text on the hard disc by sheer carelessness, and then ruined the recent backup copy while trying to cover up her error. Spanking over my knee was once again the only effective cure for helpless weeping and despair. Alison insisted on lowering her sister’s jeans so that my hand should land on Alice's panties, despite Alice’s being not much more than a thong at the back. Most of my smacks landed on Alice’s bare skin. 

After lunch, I made the twins do the washing up, and told Christine about my spanking them. Her reaction was “Oh! How good of you! My daughters have always needed some real authority. Their father never really provided it, and they are too big now for me. You do seem to have the right touch with them. You know Janet has scarcely touched her stash of grass since you talked to her, and she seems to have erased a couple of the cruder boys from her list of friends. And you cannot do anything wrong in Annette’s eyes since you let her have the TV set.”

That Sunday, I was invited to supper. There were four other adult guests. One of these two couples tried all our patience with frightened ideas and obviously ignorant comments about ‘youth culture’ and its evils. In the end, Janet finally rose to the bait. With the coffee, she offered them what she said were ecstasy pills, a genuine joint, and finally a chance for the man to learn with her what a good fuck was really like and how different it would be from sticking it up his wife’s cow-like cunt. Christine was simply ineffectual, so I ordered Janet out of the room and up to bed, telling Annette to watch her and report if Janet did not obey. The pieces of the dinner party were past picking up. Instead of trying, I told the pompous couple that Janet’s disgraceful exhibition was the direct result of their ignorant and stupidly prejudiced attitudes. If they went on like that to other young people, they could expect to provoke worse reactions than Janet's. I got up to thank Christine for the dinner. The other couple, who had barely smothered their smiles as I spoke, followed suit. The pompous couple left in a huff. Instead of making my retirement first, I fond myself holding the front door for the pleasant couple as they told Christine that even their fellow guests had not spoilt the evening.

Annette then reported that Janet was in her bedroom weeping and asking to apologize to me. We all trooped upstairs. I dressed Janet down for the appalling manners she had inflicted on her mother and her mother’s guests. When the sobs got worse, I had to take her over my knee and spank the panty-less behind which showed when her mother raised Janet’s nightdress.

Christine herself showed me back to my guest house. She wavered all the way down between apologizing for Janet and laughing at the evening. I invited her in for a calming nightcap. As she drank a stiff brandy, she said, “Anyway, I don’t have to apologize for Janet's behind. You must have enjoyed spanking it. I had not really looked before to see how sexy it has become with her narrow waist and lovely breasts. Her sort of hour-glass figure does not show well in modern clothes. I suppose you will have to masturbate after that in order to get to sleep won’t you? Or perhaps I can offer you a more effective apology?” She fell to her knees with one hand on the bulge of my cock and the other loosening my zip. I was surprised when my voice cracked out. “Stop! You will not apologize for Janet. I will correct her behavior when that is needed. However, if you want to increase the pleasure that Janet’s delightful behind has already given me, please do so.” Christine kissed both my hands, and went on to a superb twenty minutes of fellatio. When she tried to apologize for not swallowing my semen, I stopped her, made her bare all her torso and massaged the stuff into her breasts her shoulders and her back. She thanked me and walked home bare-breasted.

In the morning, both the twins did silly things. Despite a strong idea that they wanted to be spanked, I had to give it to them. To discourage them, I reddened their cheeks considerably more than I had before. Annette showed herself and clapped her hands as I finished spanking Alice. I ticked Annette off sharply for applauding a punishment, and told her she would have to apologize publicly to Alice for it after lunch. When she did, Christine smiled and commended her for apologizing so nicely.

That evening, Christine and I dressed formally to go to a local concert. Christine stood by the pool to have some last words with Janet and the twins. Annette jumped in, and soaked her mother. I saw it from the gate; it was deliberate. I sent Christine off to change, plucked Annette from the water by her swim suit, slipped off my trousers to prevent them getting wet, put Annette over my knee and whaled her behind. However, when this started her crying rather than stopping it, I found myself taking her swim suit off what promised to be the most delicious of the girls’ bodies and kissing the smacked bottom better. When Christine came back, I sent Annette off nude to get completely dry and go to bed, put my trousers on again and offered Christine my arm. She said, “You were kinder to Annette than she deserved.” “You did not see how hard I spanked her.” “I heard it though.”

After the concert, when Christine tried to fellate me again, I undressed us both and made it a thoroughly successful 69. When she came out to go up to her own house, she was carrying all her clothes. Janet got up from a porch seat. “I sent the twins back to bed, but I stopped to listen myself, Mum. It sounded terrific. Is that Alan’s stuff making your breasts shine? And can I have a taste of it?” The authoritarian reflex that I had been developing shot to the fore. I stepped out, also nude, and said “You were quite right Janet, to send the twins away. But eavesdropping on your mother’s private moments is not acceptable. Apologize to her at once and promise you will not do it again.” Janet apologized, and promised, with grace. “If you want to be a witness, you must ask first. We will be happy for you to watch and listen on most occasions.” Christine gulped, but did not object out loud. “If and when your mother feels it right, she may ask if she can watch you with a sexual partner, and give you advice. This is not a one-sided rule.” Janet gulped, and I am pleased to say, blushed. “Now if you want to taste my semen, and I warn you it is not most people’s favorite flavor, there is a little still on my cock that you can lick off if you wish.” Janet licked. Even though she gagged at the taste, she succeeded in re-stiffening my cock. Christine smiled happily at both effects, and took Janet back to their house.

At lunch the next day, Annette suddenly asked, “Mum, is it OK to ask if you and Alan are having sex?” I cut in with a firm “No, Annette, it is not alright for two reasons. First, it is other people’s private business. You must respect their privacy if you want them to respect yours. Second, answers to that sort of question are rarely a simple yes or no. For example, I have indeed had the honor and delight of bringing your mother to orgasm on one occasion; and she has done so more than once for me. But whether we will do so again is simply not knowable now. Further, ‘having sex’ is usually taken as referring to vaginal intercourse. You remember that was how President Clinton claimed not to have had sex with Monica Lewinsky. Your mother and I have never had vaginal intercourse, the tremendous pleasure that she has given me has been with her mouth.” Janet erupted into the conversation “Wow! You and Mum did all that with your mouths? You got that terrific kick out of it without even fucking?” “Your eldest sister was listening in on the guest house porch while your mother and I gave each other pleasure last night. She apologized for that, and what did you promise Janet?”

“I promised never to eavesdrop again, but you said I might be able to watch if I asked first.” “Exactly Janet. And for the good of your proper education Alison, Alice and Annette, you may also ask to watch if you wish. For I think that Janet’s comments just now have showed that you will not necessarily see the real, wonderful possibilities of sex without help. Tell me Christine, was our oral sex last night better than any other oral sex you have ever had? Tell us honestly”. “ Well,” she hesitated, “it was as good as the best.” “But not clearly better?” “No.” “I would say the same. Janet, that is or should be the normal level of pleasure from oral sex that you look for” “That’s right, Janet. If you have never dreamt of that sort of pleasure from oral sex with a man, you really have short- changed yourself on your sexual expectations. We must put that right as soon as possible.” “And you younger girls must start off in the right way. That is why you, also, will normally be allowed to watch if your mother and I have any sort of sex with one another.”

There was a long and tangled discussion about just when the girls would be able to ask to watch. In the event, it was Christine who said, “If I think we are going to have any form of sex, I will ask Alan if he wants an audience. If he says yes to sex and to an audience, I may offer you a chance to watch. OK?” It was agreed that this was the only practical arrangement.

By the pool, after lunch, Janet came out of a period of intense thoughtfulness to ask “Mum, is it OK with you if I ask Alan sometimes to give me direct lessons in sex? I mean if you two never get beyond oral sex, how will I learn about what a proper fucking ought to be like? And I bet there are a lot of other things I can only learn from a really good teacher.” “I see what you mean. Well, Alan, how dedicated a teacher are you?” “I am a dedicated text editor, not a professional sex instructor. I think they will learn most from watching us, when and if more sex is natural and right for us.” “But Janet is never going to learn what a really good orgasm is like from just watching us; nor how very delightful your body can be. I vote for some direct instruction for my daughter.” “Very well, Janet, I will be pleased and honored to give you direct lessons as and when your mother prescribes.” “ Does that go for Alison and me?” asked Alice. “If and when your mother so prescribes it, I suppose so.” “And me?” said Annette. Christine replied “I won’t be prescribing for you for quite a while yet.”

Janet talked her way into a lesson in vaginal sex two days later. After lunch, she led me and the others upstairs to her room. It was an extraordinary session. After she had brought me erect with her hands and lips, I found I was concentrating on Janet while she – when she could speak – explained what she was experiencing to the audience. During three or four small orgasms in foreplay, she kept gasping out that orgasms before she was entered had never happened to her before during intercourse. Then she talked about all her new and old vaginal and clitoral sensations as I slowly penetrated her cunt. She was trying to describe the weight and force of my thrusts into her when her first major orgasm hit.  When she went onto all fours, she tried to describe the difference in the feel of my cock in her vagina, again interrupted by an orgasm. Finally, when she was on her back with her feet against my chest, she tried to say how it felt that I was going up behind her navel while vibrations swept up and down from her clitoris. In the end, she was practically purring as she described my semen surging onto her vaginal walls. Afterwards, Christine remarked to all the girls that we could do without condoms only because I am vasectomised, and there was very little risk of disease.

That Saturday evening, Christine invited me into her bed to give a demonstration of 69ing with an audience we knew were there. We did even better than we had in the guest house. Surprisingly, it was Annette who lead the questions afterwards, though they all soon joined in. It was nearly an hour later that Christine sent them off to heir own beds.

In the morning, Alison brought us tea in bed. Christine invited them all in to watch vaginal intercourse. It took a good quarter of an hour of foreplay to get her really started. Five minutes and a good orgasm further on, she was sliding her cunt down my stiff prick. Three further powerful orgasms for her later, we finished with my ejaculation into a vagina squeezed tight around my prick, with her legs together under me. Christine was glowing as she answered the girls’ questions while I showered. They spent all a long Sunday breakfast time probing into what I had been doing to Christine, and why, and what I felt.

My working routine has never been interrupted. With Alice’s direct help and Alison taking care of the guest house, I even got ahead of schedule. For a bonus, I accepted another urgent editing job for the same publisher. Christine and the girls also find time for their normal lives. But in the life of the household as well as in the hours put aside for sex, they all came increasingly under what I can only call my domination. The role was new to me, but what really surprised me was its naturalness, for me as well as for them.

Probably the last occasion on which any of the girls were ‘difficult’ was when the twins pestered their mother into prescribing their first lesson in vaginal sex. We made a long afternoon of it the Sunday after their birthday. I dealt with their competitiveness by first stroking and caressing them with one hand each while they both kissed me. I managed to get one of each twins nipples simultaneously into my mouth while they each nuzzled a side of my neck and co-operated to get my pants off.  They were going to squabble over who should suck my cock, but Alison did as she was told when I said she was to carefully lick my balls and the base of my cock clean whilst Alice made sure there was not a trace of piss or anything else undesirable on the top end. While they learned their way round my cock – I made them trade places after about ten minutes – I had four fingers caressing each pube and clit, whilst each of my thumbs worked its way happily and steadily into the opening of a vagina.

I put off penetrating their cunts until they were both begging me to put it in them. Even now, I stiffen when I remember breaking their hymens practically simultaneously, thrusting into them side by side on all fours, moving back and forth from one to the other, and finally dividing my semen between the two. They did not climax, of course, but they reassured their anxious mother that they had really enjoyed it in spite of the moments of pain. They kissed her and me and went to sleep until supper, holding hands. Ever since, they have been closer to one another, and much less given to squabbles.

Annette’s successful attempt to suck me off one morning – I thought it was Janet – was undoubtedly mischief. Christine held her over her knee when we found out, and had me spank her harder than I ever remember spanking anyone else. However, despite her mother’s wrath, and her own sobbing repentance, in retrospect it did make Annette feel more part of the action in the family.

In the course of a fairly advanced teaching session with Janet, I showed her how a well prepared and well lubricated few minutes of anal sex could lead on to fairly spectacular orgasms with my penis in her vagina. Christine was watching giving the others a commentary. She was almost dumbfounded, and did no know what to say. It came out that she had never tried anal sex, and emphatically did not like the idea. None the less, when I insisted that she must learn what she had been missing, she let me tie her up, and seduce and use her anus when she could not prevent me. She thanked me afterwards, but has always insisted on other occasions that the bondage is part of her pleasure. Janet  tried to persuade her that it is even more fun untied, but never succeeded. After the twins had tried it, they became enthusiastic to the extent that they once threatened to tie me down and use my cock in their behinds when  I was solemnly telling them there was a danger of over doing a good thing.

Both the twins’ taste for being spanked seems to have grown, though it is clear that Alison prefers my belt while Alice wants the open hand. Sometimes their spankings are admittedly rewards for doing something especially well. This started when I thought that they were neglecting their school work, and promised them a beating if they did not get adequate marks in their exams. They both got excellent marks, and then claimed the thrashing as their reward. I tired myself out shagging their reddened behinds to their satisfaction.

Whatever the reason for a spanking, they both seem to crave sex afterwards, a very powerful weapon in keeping their behavior up to the mark. But as always with the twins, there are differences. Alison is emphatic about her wish to be taken doggy style on these occasions. Alice tiptoes round never quite saying that she itches for my cock in her arse.

Janet worried Christine and I for a while as she ran through a gamut of ‘perversions’. When she was into bondage, she persuaded Christine to tie her hands and fuck her with a strap on dildo while her mouth was employed re-susticating my cock. Then she tried being sandwiched between us with dildo and cock in cunt and arse. In her ‘golden showers’ phrase, she persuaded me to try pissing on and in all parts of her. Once or twice up her anus was sufficient, and only three times in her mouth. But when she constituted herself what she called my ‘Pisspot’, she would regularly stiffen my prick with her mouth and hands before guiding it into her cunt where I would urinate. The other girls were witnesses to this performance more than once. The twins scornful comments helped to snap her out of her perverted streak.

Nowadays, Janet has found a different role in serving me. She calls herself ‘Alan’s bag girl’. Whenever I leave the immediate vicinity of our houses, she goes with me to make sure I have everything I might want with us, driving the car if required, supporting me in whatever I am doing, and displaying ingenuity and social sense in making herself available for my cock without scandalizing other people. She even managed to use the ‘Temporarily Closed’ sign that she carries to hang on door knobs when we had to wait an irritatingly long time at the police station while reporting that Christine’s car had been stolen. Coming in her mouth worked off much of my annoyance. 

When Janet abandoned the part of my ‘Pisspot’, Annette revealed that even if the others thought playing with piss was childish, she felt she was still child enough to enjoy it. Christine was appalled at first, but after a great deal of softening up from her youngest, let her offer her arse for a trial run that Christine was sure would cure her of this awful idea. Annette was prepared. She confessed afterwards that she had pre-stretched her arse with a dildo that Christine never used, and experimented until she had it beautifully lubricated with good olive oil. She stiffened me with her hand, and despite her youth her backside was  dilated enough for my prick to slip in easily. She had something like a minor orgasm when she received the good quantity of hot urine I had waiting for her, and her excellent anal control let her take it to the WC with little leakage. Her sisters applauded, and her mother reluctantly agreed that she could offer me her arse for the purpose whenever she was at home. I call for her when I want her. Annette then takes off her panties, squirts in a little more olive oil to top up, comes to me to take out my prick and fondle it to stiffness, and then bends over in front of me. It makes the everyday small chore of pissing into a pleasure.

Every two or three weeks, Christine thanks me again for the way I have improved the girls’ behavior. She usually adds something about the sexual education they are receiving – and her own postgraduate course – but it is clearly the girls’ consistent loving helpfulness and cheerfulness that she enjoys. I accept the thanks and the eager service of all five as in a sense my due as well as happy parts of all our lives. Our neighbors see me only as a firm man about the house. “A great strength to Christine” as one of them said last week. The girls are rather looked up to in their schools. They have confidence and ease that the other girls admire.

However, I must be on my guard. It is too easy for my satisfaction at being the master to slip into a coarsening of our pleasures. It is a joy to have Christine and Janet going about the place without clothes. Both their bodies look wonderful nude, and I enjoy comparing and contrasting. But when two of Christine’s older friends came to see her the other day, it took me nearly ten minutes of wondering where she was to remember that I had told Christine to go bare-skinned. To tell her that she could dress, I had to send Annette with a message that I thought her friends would like to see her wearing a new outfit she had bought.

Alison’s behind is filling out, and her jeans get very tight. After I had had to struggle to get them down last month, I told her to alter a pair so that I could sometimes fuck her without removing them. I found her and Christine in tears with the sewing machine and two destroyed pairs of jeans. They could not find a way of doing it, and did not want to tell me so.

Three days ago, when Annette offered as ‘Pisspot’, I buggered her briefly before I urinated. She enjoyed it, but I had not waited until Christine prescribed sex for Annette. And the way I often have Alison serve my breakfast at weekends on Alice’s naked body so that I can eat it with just lips, tongue and teeth is a selfish indulgence; even if Christine relishes it when I allow Alison to serve a portion for her. 

But I fear the worst coarsening effect may be on Christine. The other day at lunch she said what a pity it was that my tubes were snipped, and we could not make the girls have my children. The idea of compelling them to have children revolts me. I hope this is only some sort of female fantasy. I changed the subject forcibly at the time, and took my belt to Christine in private for suggesting the idea. However, when I stopped whipping her after ten strokes, she asked for more. She really has changed from the nice but anxious suburban mother I first met.
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