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    The Merry Widow

    “You’re fifty years old and you’ve never had a truly ‘magical experience,’ as you put it?!”

    The marquise balked in disbelief at the woman who had stepped inside her office moments ago. She wore a pink-and-green summer skirt suit with a quaint floral pattern, ample enough to conceal her body—a body one could guess was, if not heavyset, at least plump. Strangely enough, her face was not that of a full-figured woman. One would have expected large, fleshy cheeks and the hint of a double chin, but it was quite the opposite. Her cheeks were slightly hollow, and her neck was frail; her nose, narrow and somewhat wrinkled. As for her mouth, it seemed almost devoid of lips entirely. Slightly tinted wire-frame glasses concealed the humorless gaze of Marguerite G., a widow of five years since her husband, a country doctor, was struck down by a sudden illness.

      The more Ghislaine studied her new client, the more she thought to herself, to use a phrase coined by her “handygirl” (who was truly “handy”) Mimi, that this lady belonged to the class of those with broomsticks so far up their asses that the broomsticks might as well be named Excalibur.

      The widow squirmed in her seat and dabbed at her brow quickly and nervously with her cambric handkerchief.

      “Please, make yourself comfortable! It’s so warm in here!”

      The marquise helped her visitor out of her jacket, and in doing so, noticed a buckle at her waist, whose function she knew well.

      “Oh, what have we here! You’re wearing a garter belt! How exciting! Men love this kind of thing. Let me see what we’re working with here. …”

      And, without waiting for an answer, she raised the widow’s skirt up to her waist, uncovering a handsome garter belt and a lovely pair of pink lace panties.

      “Turn around!”

      The candidate obeyed and displayed her ass to her hostess’s inquisitive eye. 

      “Not bad, not bad at all!”

      She felt the newcomer’s crotch through her panties, as if to check she was indeed a woman, or the way a nanny would to see if a small child had peed. Finally, Ghislaine walked back to her desk with an affected sigh.

      “So, it’s true? This poor pussy has never known an orgasm, or pleasure of any kind? What a waste! Tell me how things were with your late husband—he was a doctor, you mentioned. How did the two of you make love?”

      A tinge of pink enlivened the fifty-year-old’s waxy complexion. Evidently, she was a bit shaken from the rather unusual examination she had just undergone.

      She downed a large gulp of the complimentary single-malt scotch offered by the marquise and launched into the tale of her tedious, gloomy, and unsatisfying sex life. Her husband wasn’t quite impotent, but was, at the very least, a premature ejaculator of the first order who, in any case, had never shown much interest in his wife. Thank God, he wasn’t a sex therapist! Ghislaine thought to herself. 

      “He would never caress you sensually? He never kissed you ‘down there’?”

      “I should think not! I’m quite sure it never even crossed his mind. He was really rather inhibited and, I believe, hung-up over the small size of his penis.”

      “Here we call them rods, dicks, cocks, sausages, cucumbers even, but not penises—this isn’t a hospital. Which term would you rather use?”

      “I’m not quite sure … dick, perhaps, but it’s the first time I’ve ever used that word. …”

      “Well, I can promise you it won’t be the last. If, of course, you decide to trust me and join my little club. Our rates are high, true, but rather trivial given the services we offer here at the Château des Plaisirs. We strive to accommodate every taste. Any one of us may approach another, and everyone is free to accept or decline any offer. I do not, however, cater to the S&M crowd—too dangerous, too perverted. … I only allow a few harmless spankings, provided that they are willingly suffered. We are free to make love with whomever we like, in any way we like, but only so long as our partner is willing. That is really the cardinal rule. We have many ways to keep you entertained, as you will see. Our weekends are quite busy; we draw quite a crowd. Once a month, we also offer an extensive program over an eight-day period, during my sex festival, which some have dubbed ‘The Marquise’s Festival’—or, a little more frivolously, ‘Pussies in Heat and the School of Hard Cocks.’ After all, mothers have their special day, and so do laborers. Why shouldn’t there be a special day for a more liberated sort of love? It’s well worth attending, you will see. I can absolutely guarantee you will blossom as you revel in pleasure. It will benefit you on every level: physically, psychologically, spiritually … I’m convinced any psychological issue, any neurosis, can be cured by what I call ‘sexual shocks.’ We liberate the mind by liberating the body. But enough of this idle chatter—now that you seem a little more at ease, you can tell me what kind of man or woman you’d like to help you reach orgasm. Be as explicit as you like—trust me, I’ve heard it all.”

      The widow, as if to steady herself, opened the top two buttons of her blouse.

      “Well, I would like a man who’s … strong. A man who’s muscular, athletic. Who isn’t afraid to teach me a few things. … Naughty things. Also, I wouldn’t exactly mind if he were … a little rough with me.” She buried her face in her hands. “Oh my God, my God! I must be mad. I’ve said too much!”

      “Too little, Marguerite—may I call you Marguerite? Call me Ghislaine. With me and my guests, you may say or try anything. Anything, do you understand? So, if I understand you correctly, you would like an athletic lover. One with big, bulging muscles, rock-hard abs and pectorals, the whole package. And, really, if his cock happens to be big, fat, and hard, you wouldn’t mind, would you?”

      “Oh no, of course not. But I must be going insane. …”

      “Not at all. Quite the opposite—you are going sane, my dear.”

      The owner and president of the Château des Plaisirs, the lovers’ club, checked her diary. 

      “Well, you are in luck! I have three men on hand— well, I say ‘handy’—at this very moment. They are currently using the gym.”

      The marquise opened several folders and pulled out three files.

      “Here, take a look, and take your pick from these handsome specimens. Then I’ll introduce you to whichever one you choose.” 

      The country doctor’s widow, whose face had now turned a deep shade of crimson, studied the three men voraciously.

      “Oh, I would never dare …”

      “You do not find them appealing?”

      “Oh yes, yes I do!”

      The marquise put her finger on the photo portrait of a tall, impressively muscled black man. He held a basketball, smiling at the camera.

      The blushing widow couldn’t get enough of him, disregarding the other two men entirely. Ghislaine noticed her fascination and, in a soothing friendly gesture, laid a hand on her shoulder.

      “Jean-Baptiste Bongu is a fantastic basketball player. He has excellent ball skills, both on and off the court. …”

      Marguerite, missing the double entendre, was already shaking like a schoolgirl.

      She dropped back into her seat, throat dry, feeling her insides twisting in desire.

      “Do you think he’ll be interested?”

      “I think so. You’ve made an excellent choice. Jean-Baptiste never gets tired. We call him ‘Mr. Keep-It-All-In.” He can ride you for a solid hour without coming. And even then, it depends on whether he feels like it, and whether you beg him. I know what I’m talking about: he services me every now and then when I get tired of my sweet Mimi. I will ask him right away if he can take care of you. He’s lifting weights in the gym.”

      Marguerite opened her eyes wide. This place was full of surprises. From her hostess’s liberated manner, to her non-exclusive lesbian trysts with her young chambermaid, all in the open … it was making her dizzy. But, shocking as it was, she was surprised to find the whole affair rather enticing. 

      “I will see you soon, Marguerite. I will send Mimi to keep you company if Jean-Baptiste takes too long. She’s quite something, our Mimi! She’s our in-house stripper, among other things. She’s very proud of her ass, simply loves showing it to people. Don’t be surprised if she jumps in your lap; she tends to like women of your build.”

      Mrs. Marguerite G. didn’t really care about the pretty maid. The prospect of being taken for a spin by that handsome black man was the only thing on her mind. Possessed by some hitherto unknown perversion, she caught the marquise by the hand and heard herself say in a husky tone: “Tell him … Ask him if he could be … rough, coarse; if he could treat me like a dirty little …”

      Her voice trailed off. The marquise walked away, a peculiar smile on her lips, musing on human nature’s seemingly unending capacity to surprise her.

      There was, in the end, no need for Mimi’s company. The athlete, being partial to new recruits, agreed to meet Marguerite at once.

      Introductions took place in the music parlor, on the mansion’s ground floor. Marguerite was fixing her hair when Jean-Baptiste made his entrance, still wearing his red tracksuit from the gym, the zipped-down top revealing his impressive chest and slim waist. He was even taller than she had imagined. He bowed gallantly and kissed the widow’s hand, as she stammered some compliments.

      His demeanor suddenly changed when he opened his mouth.

      “All right lady, let’s get to it!”

      “To … to what, sir?”

      “To fucking, pudgy! To fucking! Isn’t that the reason you’re here? Come on, up, up we go. Oh you’re going to get it now, baby. You walk in front. That’s what you do, you high-society folk, when going up the stairs: the woman in front, and the man behind her ass! They even say it’s the best part of the whole thing, going upstairs behind a whore.”

      “What a thug! How can you talk to me in such a manner? I was a doctor’s wife!”

      Marguerite wanted to share her feigned indignation with the marquise, but Ghislaine had already left, leaving the widow alone with her half-confessed desires for verbal coarseness and controlled brutality from her first lover outside the conjugal bed. 

      Said lover, following Ghislaine’s advice, did not hold back. He slapped the bouncing rump in front of him as they climbed the stairs, shoving his hands under Marguerite’s dress and grabbing and pinching her ass. Jean-Baptiste was surprised, but there was no denying it: This little charade was turning him on something fierce. As someone who prided himself on being extremely polite and reassuring during first encounters, he took a great deal of mischievous pleasure in acting the rascal. 

      Once on the third floor, Jean-Baptiste led the way. He stopped at a door painted with a soothing countryside view, inscribed with the pleasant phrase: ROOM FOR DELIGHT AND FOR THE STUDY OF LOVE IN ALL ITS FORMS, WHETHER SIMPLE OR DARING. Marguerite only had time to remember two words—delight and daring—as her study partner gave her ass a brusque shove toward the bed. He sat her down unceremoniously, tearing off her dress, uncovering her legs clad in the stockings held up by the garter belt—which he left on. Ghislaine had been right: seeing these fancy undergarments made quite an impression on Jean-Baptiste, and the widow stared, trembling, at his cock growing at a right angle, seemingly wanting to burst out of his tracksuit.

      He tipped her onto the bed and removed her pink lace panties in one swift motion, before throwing them in her face.

      “There, smell your pussy, you fat bitch! Do you like your own juice?”

      He shoved his head between her thighs and gave a big lick.

      “You’re right; it tastes nice! I bet it feels nice, too!”

      Before she even realized he had pulled his enormous prick out of his pants, he forced his way into her and impaled her with a hard shove.

      Eyes glazed, mouth open wide, Marguerite lay speechless for several seconds, surprised and scared by this sudden embrace. Jean-Baptiste grabbed her wrists and held her arms above her head. She imagined herself handcuffed, in chains, and suddenly that was all she wanted. At that moment, she would have given anything to be a slave to this gorgeous ebony god who held her down, filled her mouth with his tongue, nibbled on her nipples—exquisite pain!—claiming her as his own.

      She finally recovered the ability to speak and cried out in ecstasy. “Oh my God, you are so big! You’re spearing me, you devil! Louis never filled me like this with his ridiculous little cock, his tiny worm!”

      She fixated on the steely pecs above her, groping for them, reaching out with her tongue.

      “My ass, hold on to my ass!” Jean-Baptiste ordered.

      She obeyed at once and grabbed his impossibly firm butt.

      “For crying out loud, move around a bit! Don’t just lie there getting laid like a starfish. Move your ass, make your pussy tight around my cock, get busy, goddamn it!” 

      She didn’t need to be told twice and began to accompany Jean-Baptiste’s assaults, rocking her pelvis, thrusting at him at every hit, as her fingernails scratched at his muscular backside. She also tried to make herself tighter and simply couldn’t. I will get better at it, she vowed to herself, but this monster is taking up all the room there is!

      She was losing her mind and began to cry out even louder.

      “Oh, how wonderful, how wonderful this is! I’m in orbit because your stake is plowing my cunt. I’m just a vagina now. It’s what I think with, what I dream with. … I am your slave. … Do with me what you will!”

      “What I will? Get on your knees! I don’t want to see your ugly face anymore!”

      He flipped her like a pancake, giving Marguerite a glimpse of his epic phallus, so hard that it raised its purple tip almost upright.

      Jean-Baptiste didn’t make her wait long. He plowed her even harder this time. She craned her neck to see what was going on down there between her legs and glimpsed the fat balls rhythmically bouncing off her ass.

      “My God, it feels so good with your testicles whipping my behind!” 

      “Here we call them balls, you stupid cow. Repeat after me: ‘I can see your fat balls and I want to touch them.’ Feel ’em, stroke ’em.”

      Marguerite obeyed, resting her weight on her left elbow as her right hand went to grope them enthusiastically as she moaned with pleasure.

      She was completely overwhelmed. She lost all control and began to thrash, her head turning and twisting on the pillow. Eyes closed, she let go completely, carried by a tide of ecstasy that rose and rose inside of her.

      She let out a series of small squeaks, closer and closer together, faster and faster, until they became one long furious howl punctuated by her thrusts, as though her insides were scrambling up the steps of pleasure.

      Now she was now actually shouting. “I’ve got you by the balls, by your beautiful giant balls! And I can’t see it, but I can feel the root of your enormous cock moving in and out of me, plowing me, tearing my pussy apart …”

      She couldn’t take it anymore. Hearing herself speak such filth made her wetter than she had ever been. Her happiness was complete. 

      The basketball player leaned around her back and grabbed her bouncing breasts.

      “And I can see your big udders swinging. I like it. Your tits are alive. They dangle, but they bounce. They’re almost beautiful that way … look.”

      Hearing the athlete talk about her breasts in terms she deemed flattering, those same breasts she found flabby and veined, increased her joy even further. She couldn’t hold back, and burst out: “I’m coming, I’m coming, oh, you asshole, you got me, keep going, you big bully! Ram it in, ram it in deeper, deeper! I’ve never known anything like this; it’s my first time, my first time! Thank you, thank you, Archibald!”

      The basketball player pulled out of her and stared, nonplussed.

      “My name isn’t Archibald; I’m Jean-Baptiste, madame.”

      His voice had lost all trace of vulgarity.

      “Archibald or Jean-Baptiste, what does it matter? Come on, my big bad wolf, get inside me again, take me, shove it inside me, split me open!”

      He suddenly resumed his act as a rough-spoken misogynist.

      “Stay on all fours, you slut! You’re going to see what a real dick feels like.”

      She obeyed and raised her ass, head buried in a pillow, her bust supported by her elbows.

      He slapped her behind before kneeling behind her, brandishing his enormous rod, using it as a bludgeon on her offered flesh. He then licked his thumb and, once it was completely wet, pushed it into her anus, widening it. She begged him. “Oh no, please, not there!” only to increase her own desire to be sodomized for the first time.

      In a flash, she envisioned again her husband’s semi-erect, tiny penis. His pathetic tool would have been quite incapable of forcing its way inside—which was just what this long-awaited lover was doing.

      He gave another small thrust into her vagina to get his cock wet; then, he placed his large, swollen tip at the edge of her little hole and slowly, inexorably, holding her by the waist, he penetrated into hitherto unexplored territory.

      The widow bit her lips, raised her head, and took in this rider’s assault and his gigantic lance. It hurt at first, then pain and joy intermingled, and it was difficult for her to know which of the two she sensations she preferred. 

      But these musings were brushed aside by the charge this conqueror was leading. He grabbed her by the hair, as one would grab a mare’s mane, and quickened to a trot, which soon transformed into a superb gallop. 

      He pulled out abruptly, jumped to his feet, and went into the bathroom where the sound of water could be heard.

      “Washing my cock. I’ll be right there,” he said from inside the bathroom.

      “Oh, what an oaf! What an uncouth creature,” she said. “Speaking to me like that!”

      He came back to the room.

      “Come now. You like being mistreated, don’t you? Insulted, even?”

      “Well, no, I mean, yes, but still!”

      He ordered her to sit on the bed, legs dangling, facing him.

      She complied and her mouth found itself level with her lover’s majestic member. She couldn’t take her eyes off of it, fascinated by the man’s magnificent body and this enormous organ, which seemed to gaze at her with its single eye.

      “Come on. Look at it. Touch it. Stroke it. And suck it, suck it.”

      “But I’ve never done this before! Fellatio? You want me to perform fellatio?”

      “Call it whatever you like. Blow job … Trenching. … Now, take care of me. Suck away!”

      He ran his fingers through her hair, tenderly, and circled her mouth with his finger.

      His tone changed again as he became the model of a polite gentlemen. 

      “It’s your turn now, madame, to take the lead. I can’t wait to see these lovely lips wrapped around my shaft.”

      Her lips! She had always despaired at how thin they were—so much that she had wondered not long ago if she should have them surgically enhanced, to make them more full, more sensual—and now this desirable man said he could not wait to see them take him in! She could have wept in gratitude.

      She was scared of being clumsy but she pulled herself together. She had spent many evenings and many nights studying the technique of the female talent in X-rated movies, trying to identify with them, and now she wanted only one thing: to put what she had learned into practice.

      Her heart began to beat feverishly as she closed her hands around his enormous member.

      “What is your name?” asked Jean-Baptiste, who could sense her trepidation.

      “Ma-Ma-Marguerite,” she stammered.

      “May I call you Marguerite?”

      “Of course, I would like that very much.”

      He took her hand and made her size up his balls, before showing her how to stroke him the way he liked it.

      He kept speaking in a frank, nonchalant tone. In truth, he was surprised at how interested he was in his new role of ass-deflowerer to the over-fifties crowd.

      “Do you know that you turn me on terribly, Marguerite? You seem to have everything to learn. I feel I’m deflowering a soft and tenderhearted virgin.”

      She answered with the prettiest smile she could muster. It was crazy how liberated she felt now. She, who earlier had blushed when hearing the marquise’s theories, so at odds with her education, her principles of austerity and fidelity, found herself on all fours in front of an athlete’s cock—and she could do whatever she liked with it! Even her face, normally so severe, almost dour, had lit up; her eyes sparkled. She seemed twenty years younger.

      “You flatter me, but don’t be mistaken. Before you, I hadn’t had an orgasm with a man. Masturbation was a release, of course, but I’ve never known such pleasure. Thank you, Jean-Baptiste, thank you.”

      “Take me in your mouth, sweet Marguerite, don’t be afraid. … Have some fun with my big tool. It’s yours until it explodes. Put it in your mouth. Lick it, run your tongue along the shaft while you fondle my balls with your hands. Yes, like this. … Jerk me off between your kisses. … How? Give me your hand, here, put it here, yes, yes … Oh you’re a fast learner. … Too fast. … Nibble on it, you dirty little pervert. Keep going, keep going, oh, watch out! I’m going to explode!”

      She was still on her knees and kept her eyes on his rod, which seemed to never stop swelling.

      He pulled his member out from her unskilled mouth and cried out: “I’m coming, I’m coming! Oh, thank you, Marguerite.”

      And talk about coming!

      Suddenly, the athlete aimed his sperm cannon at the pair of eyes studying him, and his juice came out, gushing in long, thick spurts, covering the widow’s face.

      After the first volley, the cock let loose a few additional short bursts. The widow, swooning, smeared her cheeks and her lips, sticking out her tongue to taste the juice of her instructor. He had arched his back to better present his rod. His head bent back, stomach sticking out, he gave a series of small, satisfied groans after a howl of happiness.

      He stayed like this for a few seconds, muscles tensed, almost paralyzed, and then relaxed, opened his eyes and, holding the widow’s hands, helped her up. He pulled her into his arms, tenderly held her, and covered her neck and her shoulders with small, light kisses.

      Marguerite didn’t understand what was happening to her. She didn’t want to ever let go of this man. She wanted him for herself, only for herself. She was crazy about him; she was crazy, period. She would have liked to drag him home, keep him, give him all of her possessions, taking perverted delight in spending on him all the savings left to her by her cheerless husband. Making love to Jean-Baptiste in the marital bed would make her feel as if she were cuckolding the doctor beyond the grave. And though she would not dare confess it, she would delight in such an act. She, who had always been faithful out of respect for decorum and out of fear that their clientele would find out, only wanted one thing: to catch up on all those years, and to get caught and serviced again and again by this handsome black giant and his soft skin and his huge …

      He leaned to her ear and spoke softly, “Was it good?”

      “Better than that—extraordinary. I love you. I want you, for me, only for me. I will marry you, I will give you everything, my body, my soul …”

      Jean-Baptiste shook with a resounding laugh. He doubled over on his forearms, holding in the spasms in his stomach. He steadied himself, seeing the widow’s disappointed look; his hands on her shoulders, he looked at her straight in the eyes.

      “Marguerite, get a hold of yourself. This isn’t a matchmaking service. People come here to take care of their bodies, not their hearts. You are at the Château des Plaisirs. There are rules here. Rules that prohibit, for instance, forming exclusive relationships that could carry on in the outside world. If it happens, if two partners don’t want anyone else to touch them, they must leave and continue that love affair somewhere else. You understand, it’s all about sex here—sex is the only master of the house.”

      Disconcerted, she watched him slip back into his tracksuit. She wore a hangdog look.

      “Does this mean you will never make love to me again?”

      “Who said such a thing? Of course I will! I have much to teach you. The shocker, for instance. …”

      “The ‘shocker’?”

      “Yes, you will see, we’ll meet again one of these days. But, in the meantime, you are going to meet—and get humped by—every man in the club. We like newcomers a lot, especially wide-eyed innocents like you. … And you, you’ll take your pick from those who offer themselves to you. You’ll be free to accept or refuse. You can also, of course, hit on whoever you like, men and women alike.” 

      “Women? Oh surely not, how dreadful!”

      “It won’t be long until you change your mind, my sweet. I’m willing to bet that you’ll give young Mimi a try, for instance.”

      She held on to him as he approached the door.

      “And the shocker, what’s the shocker? You’ll teach me, won’t you?”

      He gently pushed her back into the room.

      “Of course, I will teach you—and many more things, too. But I won’t be the only one. Other members of the club will turn you on to new and interesting things. Each has his or her specialty. You will be turned on by others, a great many others. … And all the better! See you soon, Marguerite.”

      She reached out to him in a pitiful gesture to hold him back. She made him think of those romantic silent pictures where you’d see a poor woman trying to hold back a satisfied or angry lover. And the abandoned woman would sink into despair, her head buried between her hands.

      He passed Ghislaine in the entrance. She felt his balls through his pants and asked about his performance.

      “So what do you think of Marguerite?”

      “A good recruit, this merry widow. Only problem: She’s innocent, and she’s crazy.”

      “Really crazy?”

      “Yup. A real nympho, mad for ass, cock, and pussy.” 

      “Well then, she’s right at home, isn’t she? She’ll be back.”



  
    An Exceptional Specimen

    
    “My name is Henri Tronchet, and I would like to become a member of your club.”

    The speaker was a puny little man, sitting there in his funny suit. He was small of stature and scrawny, his chest was hollow; he looked like the little old men painted by Albert Dubout. Add a late nineteenth century–style goatee and he would be ready for shipment to the waxworks collections of the Musée Grévin in Paris, for the “Old Farts” section.

      Just picturing him naked isn’t all that fun, so actually seeing him naked … the marquise thought to herself, sitting across from him. What was this runt thinking, coming here? None of her guests could possibly be interested. Maybe he’s some sort of voyeur; some old schmuck holding his sad little rod in a corner, watching others get it on through a peephole.

      She stared at him, thoroughly underwhelmed. Now with him she had no inclination to open her blouse or raise her skirt—as per her habit of shocking or titillating newcomers with her naked body. In fact, she did not really give a damn whether this bland character found her appealing or not.

      She began filling his form with a bored sigh.

      “Marital status?”

      “Single.”

      Well, no surprise there! Who would share her life with this guy? Ghislaine wondered.

      “Profession?”

      “Officer of the court.”

      This, however, gave the marquise a start. Had he been sent here to investigate acts of adultery by some jilted husband or wife? Here was someone who could undermine the trust she had worked so hard to build—but no, that was unlikely. If that were the case, this man would have declared himself to be a bank employee, or a government paper-pusher. 

      “And to what do we owe the honor of your visit? Who told you about our rather specific leisure activities here?” 

      The little man shot her a piercing glare from behind his glasses—one she didn’t appreciate one bit.

      “I’d rather keep my sources to myself. My coming here concerns me alone. I know, however, that your club is both reliable and discreet. And that it reigns supreme as the finest provider of specialties that I am sure to enjoy.”

      This funny little guy was starting to get on her nerves. He did not belong in her establishment. Maintaining a cheerful atmosphere was her number one priority as owner of the Château des Plaisirs. She leaned over her desk and looked him straight in the eye.

      “What is it exactly you came here to find, Monsieur Tronchet?” 

      “Oh well, that is simple: one or several women who correspond to my standards of beauty.”

      Ghislaine raised her eyebrows inquisitively.

      “And dare I ask what those standards are?” she said, trying not to laugh. 

      Monsieur Tronchet also leaned forward as though he were going to confide in her—but then spoke confidently without lowering his voice. “I’m looking for a fat, very full-figured, maybe even obese woman. Those are the women I like, and the women I need.”

      “Really? I thought, given your frame …”

      He uttered a short laugh. 

      “Don’t concern yourself with that, I’m more than qualified. I’ve got just what it takes to win over and satisfy even the most prudish of ladies.”

      And he patted his fly, smiling.

      Will you look at that? The man can actually smile, Ghislaine mused, suddenly intrigued by this brief departure from this forbidding countenance. I’m going to have to see what he’s hiding in his pants. I’m not too fond of those weaklings who boast about the size of their equipment and turn out to be full of it. It took more than that to fool the marquise.

      She remained silent a few moments and suddenly remembered the enormous woman who had visited her three months ago, asking if there was someone in the club’s famous catalogs who could satisfy her. The marquise had answered in the negative without even checking, claiming that the sports played at the Château des Plaisirs (tennis, swimming, weightlifting, dance, gymnastics, and horseback riding) were incompatible with someone of her corpulence. She had spun a yarn on the spot regarding “the statistically significant medical risks of post-exertion myocardial infarction, preventing the club’s in-house doctor from delivering a certificate of good health.” In truth, although the marquise prided herself on welcoming applicants of all ages, shapes, and sizes, she had feared the waves this woman could make within her flock, unaccustomed as they were to …unusually large individuals—or worse, that no one would have wanted to approach this mass of flesh, and she wanted to spare the big lump of a woman the pain of rejection. And yet Ghislaine, in spite of her occasional austerity and fickle good humor (neither of which were always to her credit), had a heart of gold. She wanted to be seen by her guests as a goddess of pleasure, not evil—a priestess of joy, not woe.

      Therefore, she kept in mind this poor soul who must have despaired of ever finding an ideal match and placed her last hopes in the marquise’s little club. Ghislaine dug through her papers until, victorious, she held up the desired file. 

      “I may have just what you need! Here’s a very, very full-figured woman I turned down a few months ago. There’s just the matter of … Well, I mean … For one thing, you’d have to be able to penetrate this mountain of flesh! I can’t quite see how your … nimble frame would find an entry point, as it were.”

      “And I’m telling you: I know exactly what I’m doing. As far as these women are concerned, I hold the key to heaven’s gates between my legs. Do you have a photograph? Show me.”

      Ghislaine hesitated a moment. The snapshots she held showed an obese, matronly woman whose very ample clothes did not conceal her shape one bit. Her face was pleasant, and her eyes smiled through her layers of fat. Granted, her chin seemed to be part of her neck, but her wide mouth and full lips hinted at a sensual nature. Maybe she’s very talented with that mouth? the marquise wondered, grasping at straws by this point.

      She handed over the photographs and saw the little man’s face light up.

      “Dear God, will you look at that beautiful woman! She’s the one I want. I can tell we will get along famously.”

      His excitement was actually visible through his pants.

      “What is the name of this callipygian goddess?” he inquired, rubbing his crotch.

      “Her name is Sylvie, but here she would rather be known as Pâquerette.”

      “Pâquerette, how nice. I want that ‘little daisy’ for myself, do you understand?”

      This insignificant character had turned into a domineering, confident male.

      “Do you happen to have a picture of her naked?”

      “Yes, I think I do.”

      The marquise flipped through her special files and pulled out other snapshots displaying Sylvie’s—Pâquerette’s—heroic proportions from the front, the side, and rear.

      “Do you still find her to your taste?”

      “More than ever!” 

      He brought the pictures close to his face and studied them, looking like he wanted to inhale the images, or even lick them.

      “Would you mind terribly … ?”

      Without giving his hostess time to reply, he opened his fly and pulled out some sort of snake—or rather an elephant’s trunk, given the caliber of the thing. Ghislaine cried out in fear as much as in admiration. God knows she had seen long, thick cocks in her day, but compared to this … they paled into insignificance.

      Monsieur Tronchet was the closest thing humanly possible to being, quite literally, hung like a donkey, to having a third leg, as they say. He was tapping the snapshots with a tip the size of a small apple. 

      Seeing the chatelaine’s astonishment, he smiled.

      “Now you understand why I said I could find my way even inside the largest woman in all of creation. You can touch it, if you like. At orgies, they call me the ‘Monster.’”

      Monster? Orgies?! Monsieur Half-Pint here actually went to orgies with his tank of an appendage? Fascinated, she reached for the officer of the court’s unbelievable shaft. She briefly felt the balls, which, though by no means small, were nothing out of the ordinary. … But this rod … this staff! She temporarily let go of the phenomenal instrument to ring the small silver bell she used to summon her chambermaid.

      Not thirty seconds later, Mimi entered the directorial office and stopped, speechless, at the sight of this scrawny man in a suit holding up his monstrous protuberance. She approached cautiously, as if she were scared of burning herself on such a hot poker.

      “Zut! I’ve never seen such a beast! Incredible!”

      “That’s just from a photograph,” said the newcomer. “We can gain another good inch or two when we are in the presence of naked flesh.”

      We! He said we when talking about his rod!

      Ghislaine decided to take him at his word. 

      “You hear that, Mimi? It can grow even more if we show some skin. Come on now, skirts up!”

      She raised her skirt to her waist and sat on the desk, legs open, presenting her luscious sex to the monster. Mimi imitated her at once, giggling, when the cockman’s voice rumbled.

      “Not like that. Turn around! Show me your ass and spread your cheeks.”

      The maid complied and, leaning on the desk, showed the man her behind.

      He took a step forward and laid his tip against the little ring. 

      “Are you scared? You want me to fuck you in the ass?”

      “No! Please, no, you’re way too big, you’ll split my behind wide open!”

      He turned to the marquise, whose eyes were still fixed on his growing instrument. 

      “And this is why I require a ‘plus-size’ woman, as they say.”

      “Yes, I see, and you are more than welcome to join our club. But before we complete your enrollment, would you mind if I gathered all the club denizens so that I can introduce you in this state?”

      “But of course, dear marquise! I do love a few admirers. Summon the entire Château des Plaisirs so they can admire us.” 

      Ghislaine pulled her skirt back down and gave the maid a quick slap on the behind.

      “Ring the great bell and gather all our friends here. Summon our guests, the kitchen staff, the sports instructors, the chambermaids, the linen maids, Fred, the cook … They should all be allowed to see this wondrous freak of nature. Then you’ll serve champagne. I want a celebration worthy of our friend’s introduction to our club. In the meantime, I’ll try and get in touch with our giantess.”

      Although she had closed her door to the obese woman in the past, Ghislaine, shrewd manager that she was, could see the advantage in setting up these two exceptional specimens together. It would inject more diversity into her tribe, as well as show that each and every individual was welcome in her home, no matter how large or anomalous he or she was.

      A crowd soon gathered in her office, like at some carnival freak show, anxious to come and see the sneering little man brandishing his extraordinary proboscis. People came from every corner of the estate to witness this one-of-a-kind phenomenon, as Monsieur Tronchet lit a cigarillo and smoked through the commotion with an amused look on his face; his rod was even thicker and longer now that so many eyes were on it. He turned to Ghislaine and said, “So, do you think mine is the right tool for the job?”

      A female voice was heard, “Are we allowed to touch it?” 

      “Jerk it?” asked a second.

      “Suck it?” inquired yet another. 

      “No, my dear ladies, there will be no touching! First-time privileges are reserved to our ‘little daisy,’ Pâquerette. You may explore this promising phallus later—if you manage to arouse its owner.”

      Admiring cries and gasps of disbelief sounded off from all sides; not to mention jealous griping from those who up until then fancied themselves the most well hung among the club members. Their reputations had just taken a serious blow.

      “It’s got to be some sort of trick! It’s just not possible! It’s a prosthetic or something!” one of the club stallions complained. He was endowed with a magnificent prick, but it suddenly seemed trivial by comparison.

      “Oh, it’s a fancy trick all right!” Mimi laughed. “Poor Eric, I’d hide that little thing of yours if I were you! Next to him, you look like a twelve-year-old!” 

      The Château des Plaisirs was positively abuzz. After many generous helpings of champagne, the news that the marquise had managed to get in touch with Sylvie the whale (“She’s already on her way and she’ll be here in less than an hour!”) were cheered like a national victory. 

      Ghislaine advised Monsieur Tronchet on the choice of a room for his first encounter with his ‘fiancée’—as per the house custom of referring to first-time partners as ‘fiancés.’ What the officer of the court did not know, however, was that the room recommended by the marquise was, like most in the mansion, fitted with peepholes and hidden cameras.

      When she spied Sylvie’s imposing figure cautiously climbing out from her SUV, the marquise shooed away the handful of regulars still lingering in her office. She bid Monsieur Tronchet wait in the Chambre des Fiancés, and to put his trunk back in his pants—there was no need to frighten the lady right off the bat.

      “Put your bald eagle back in its nest, Monsieur Tronchet. Yes, yes, you’ve made your little impression and you’ll certainly cause many sleepless nights among my guests, but believe me there is no need to scare off your respectable companion by appearing too hasty. Show some elegance, my good man, some nuance! Trust my experience: Take your time before unleashing that monster of yours. A little restraint, a little moderation, dear God!”

      Still basking in the admiration of his erstwhile audience, the officer now wore a sly, somewhat bawdy grin. This amused the marquise greatly.

      Mimi announced Sylvie’s entrance with a few of her usual antics, aping her enormous backside as she followed her to the marquise’s desk.

      Ghislaine rushed to her guest with exaggerated cheer. 

      “I am so delighted to see you again my dear Sylvie—I mean Pâquerette! I believe you prefer to be called by your nickname. Do you mind if I use it here, in the privacy of our club? I am so happy! I just knew I would end up finding you the perfect match!” 

      “Right now, I’m mostly interested in finding the perfect lay!” simpered the romantic heavyweight with a cavalier slap on her gigantic buttocks.

      Ghislaine amiably attempted wrapping an arm around her shoulders and spoke into her ear.

      “He doesn’t look like much at first, but once you see inside his pants … my God!” she said with a sigh.

      Both women cooed, and Sylvie blushed like an ingenue as Ghislaine made other lewd comments.

      “I’m sorry but I’m afraid I’m going to scare this man away like so many others. You almost make him sound like an underfed, puny little man. … Surely, all my monstrous flesh will annihilate any trace of desire in him. …”

      “Now, now, I can assure you, Monsieur Tronchet will soon be quite inflamed by your … silhouette. He is a man of fine tastes who simply adores real curves. Come, come, let me introduce you.”

      Ghislaine led Pâquerette by the hand and ended up having to shove her four hundred plus pounds into the room where the Monster lay waiting before slipping away. At the enormous woman’s entrance, Henri Tronchet jumped to his feet and raised the visitor’s plump hand to his lips, bowing and clicking his heels.

      “Madame, I am your humble servant.”

      Although charmed by these gentlemanly manners, Sylvie was examining her ‘fiancé’ from head to toe with a rising sense of dread. She could not believe this man had anything that could live up to her expectations. I want to be screwed by a real beast, not by a shrimp, she thought as she took the seat offered by this peculiar little man. 

      He could read the surprise, and possibly the disappointment, on her face.

      “I like you enormously, madame. You remind me of a Fernando Botero statue.”

      “You are too kind, monsieur. Are you especially fond of shapely women?”

      “I adore them. Only they—only you—can adapt to the constraints imposed by my constitution.”

      “But, monsieur, what do you mean? You don’t seem to have the stature of a circus strongman,” she said, biting her lip at how brazen she sounded.

      “That, madame, is for you to judge. If you don’t mind …”

      He laid a hand on his fly and began to unbutton it, but this task was proving somewhat difficult. His pants were, by now, much too tight and narrow to contain the object of Sylvie’s deepest desires (if such a description could be applied to the thing lurking between the legs of this strange individual).

      Sylvie drew back ever so slightly, as though she were shocked by this initiative—but her heart was palpitating with excitement, and her entire body felt an overwhelming curiosity that was already making her wet.

      Monsieur Tronchet gave his mighty prey a questioning look.

      “I would rather err on the side of caution and avoid passing for a cad. So … would you like to repeat after me this rather simple phrase: Dear Henri, would you be so kind as to show me your third membrum inferius?”

      Sylvie was stunned. Never in her life had she ever asked a man to show her his penis, let alone one who referred to his organ as a third leg … in Latin, no less. Even with her childhood playmates, she had never partaken in the widespread custom of show-me-yours-and-I’ll-show-you-mine—not that the boys had ever asked for her opinion on the matter, delighting in flashing their juvenile erections at her. So the prospect of asking this of a stranger, of mentioning his membrum inferius … that was too strange for words. Her confusion did not last long, however, as she soon heard herself repeating the magic words, staring at the this man’s swelling crotch: “Dear Henri, would you be so kind as to show me your third membrum inferius?”

      “Is that what you desire, O callipygian goddess? If so, repeat after me: ‘Yes, yes, that is what I desire the most, Hippolyte! I am on my knees, begging you: Show it to me!’”

      She repeated again, asking herself why she suddenly needed to call him Hippolyte instead of Henri, but her desire was now so strong that she did not give it too much thought.

      And so the colossal rod sprung from the little man’s pants as he smiled proudly.

      Pâquerette let out a cry of surprise and stood, staring, fascinated by these titanic proportions. 

      “I … I have never … never seen such anything like it. You are simply phenomenal, my dear. The marquise didn’t lie to me. What a weapon, what a sword! Oh but you will surely cleave me in two with your gladius!”

      Monsieur Tronchet had to fight a strong urge to laugh as she waxed lyrical. He focused on his stronger urge to see her naked.

      He led her to the bed and sat on the edge of the mattress as he undertook the task of undressing her, punctuating each gesture with short, admiring grunts. He carefully, almost ceremoniously, undid the buttons of her blouse.

      “And what will we find behind this veil?”

      He made her turn around and busied himself with the feat of engineering that was her bra until her bountiful bosom appeared.

      “Oh but these breasts are beyond my wildest dreams!” He exclaimed, rubbing his hands excitedly before burying his face between these two formidable barrels.

      “Do you find them to your liking? You’re not lying, Monsieur Hippolyte?”

      “To my liking? Just watch. …”

      And he showed her his cock, which stood upright with even more arrogance than during its public exhibition in the marquise’s office.

      “Look, madame—I mean Pâquerette—look: You’re turning me into a stallion. And we’re just getting started!”

      She giggled. He freed Sylvie from her skirt and kneeled before her, his face level with her pubis. He laid his cheek on her lower stomach, eyes closed, sensing her quivering sex under her white cotton panties. He reached for the undergarment on each side and slowly pulled it down past her ankles. Hippolyte raised the fleshy folds of her stomach to better see what he was dealing with. Her pudgy mons pubis was plump and rounded. 

      “What a mound you have! What a cozy, plush mound! I could just eat you up right here and now!”

      The giantess, who had begun to shake like a leaf, spread her legs to better show herself to this stranger so fascinated by the rolling hills of her panoramic body. Without any further ado, her companion stuck two fingers into her gaping sex; they came out covered in thick sap. At the same time, he discovered a clitoris the size of a small pickle.

      “Would you look at that proud rascal, holding its head up like this!”

      He pressed it between his lips before sucking on it and giving it small licks of his tongue.

      “Really, what a pretty acorn we have!” He said, letting go of his prey a moment.

      The goliath hid her face in her hands. “I’m embarrassed, so embarrassed!” she lied as she watched her lover’s head disappear once more behind the crest of her stomach.

      Her cries and moans were making him unbearably hard. He jumped to his feet and, with unimaginable energy, tipped her facedown onto the bed to admire her monumental posterior. 

      “I have seen, and loved, many an enormous ass in my life … but never one so heavy and strong as yours! Allow me to congratulate it in my own way.”

      “By all means, go ahead! It is all yours!” she crooned, clenching and unclenching her buttocks.

      Standing above her, the officer of the court began to slap this magnificent caboose with his cock, using it as a riding crop.

      “He’s spanking me with his rod! Is this really happening?” Pâquerette exclaimed. “I've never seen this before! He’s hitting me with his switch! What a man, oh, what a man!”

      The wielder of wonder kneeled behind her, pleased to see her raising her rump as high as she could to invite him in. He grabbed her ankles and spread them apart. Her voluptuous pussy gaped in desire, under a small, tight ring lost between the folds of her flesh.

      “Magnificent, you are simply magnificent. You are everything I could wish for. How I prefer your dazzling curves to those supermodels and their shapeless bodies! I love your breasts, your stomach, your thighs, and your queenly bearing. I am going to make you come, dear Sylvie. …”

      She was already under his spell. She almost could have cried.

      “I’m already coming, Hippolyte!”

      “No, what you are is wet. But …” 

      And he suddenly, savagely forced himself into her, pulling her hair. The giantess cried out, first in pain, then in joy of being taken with such fervor. Behind her, the officer of the court groaned, growled, and roared, riding his colossal mare, delighting in seeing her buttocks bouncing in all directions.

      While the impossibly endowed pipsqueak indulged in his wild ride on his flabbergasted adipose goddess, a pair of eyes spied on them through a peephole in the wall.

      It was one of the rules the lady of the house had set herself: She had to attend a new client’s first tryst under her roof, incognito. It was her way of making sure all was well, and this time she felt all the more justified since this was a first pas de deux for both partners—a rare occurrence. 

      As per usual, Mimi took part in the festivities by pleasuring Madame la Marquise. At that precise moment, she was crouched behind her mistress who, her eye glued to the peephole, missed nothing of the scene next door. The young maid loved to lap up her marquise and take her to cloud nine. She had removed the lady’s silk slip in order to see the majestic, round, and muscled backside that so little resembled Sylvie’s.

      Mimi admired her mistress’s ass with passion—its beautiful globes, the furrow that split it where tiny droplets of sweat shone. Feeling a quiver of happiness spread through this beloved behind, she set herself to licking studiously. 

      “Take care of my pussy now,” Ghislaine commanded in a husky tone.

      Mimi slid herself between the marquise and the wall, and carefully pushed back the hairs above her beautiful, glowing pussy, feeling for its lips with her tongue, before planting a passionate kiss on her clitoris as it hardened with pleasure.

      The marquise shook with a first orgasm. A noise that was almost a snarl escaped her throat as she held on to her lover’s neck, pressing her against her sex. Her sap dripped down to her thighs where Mimi lapped it, softly moaning with pleasure at having Ghislaine in such a state. The latter, panting, gave her an order in a hushed voice: “Get me Monsieur D, Mimi, now! Strap it on and give it to me, give it to me hard!”

      That was all the young lady had been waiting for. She jumped to her feet and grabbed her harness, humming to herself—she loved playing the man and mounting her mistress. Mimi strapped the substitute cock to her waist and skipped to her gasping mistress, swinging the cartoonish phallus in front of her.

      The marquise spread her legs even farther, bent her knees, and arched her back toward the servant girl. She was already shivering with apprehension and joy. As soon as she felt the artificial tip nudging curiously at her vulva, she groped for it blindly and pretended to stroke it.

      Ghislaine then felt a peculiar sensation. Through her peephole, she avidly followed the spectacle unfolding in the next room. She could see Sylvie seize the beast and, now on all fours, guide it toward her sex with small gasps of trepidation. This made Ghislaine melt. She caught Mimi’s mock manhood and pushed it inside of her, moaning. The girl, holding the chatelaine by the hips, began to thrust harder and harder as the dildo penetrated this hungry pussy.

      Both women were bisexual but found different pleasures in being with a man or with a woman. They enjoyed a kind of familiarity with the so-called fairer sex and relished their partner’s innate skill when it came to knowing what they wanted and where they wanted it. Their approach tended to be somewhat different with a man—and depended, of course, on the partner. Thus, the marquise would sometimes pretend to surrender herself body and soul to one who fancied himself her lord and master; with another, she would demand perfect obedience and dictated positions and rhythm, as well as how gentle or brutal the embrace.

      As for Mimi, she did not reflect on the metaphysical aspects of her dual penchant. She loved to feel a nice hard cock filling her pussy or her ass—but she was also delighted to lick and lick and lick a friend’s snatch, to savor its juice like nectar. What she loved the most, however, was to have a man and a woman take care of her at the same time. Nothing made her happier than having a big, hard cock stuck deep inside of her while she sucked on lips both minor and major that quivered under her kisses. If by chance a third partner could nibble on her breasts and kiss her mouth, Mimi became the happiest of lovers.

      It had been more than four years since the life of this young chambermaid had begun its journey through sex in all its forms—since a car had stopped for her on that stormy afternoon of hitchhiking. She was thoroughly drenched, but the driver had smiled, saying she didn’t care one bit about her seat getting wet. The girl had almost immediately taken to calling her “Madame la Marquise,” and the marquise had been so considerate and thoughtful that the eighteen-year-old had confided in her. She told her good Samaritan she had just escaped from a squalid hovel where a violent drunkard of a man held her against her will, having practically kidnapped her at a dance hall where she had grown intoxicated by dance and drink alike. 

      Ghislaine had taken her to the Château des Plaisirs. Under a hot shower, she had seen the beauty of this new recruit as she washed her, although she refrained from taking the discovery of this young body any further. It did not take long for her to become Mimi’s mistress, however, and to begin to teach her everything she knew about love, both in theory and practice. And she did know quite a bit. …

      Nowadays, Mimi played a variety of roles within the Château des Plaisirs community. She was an instructor to the newcomers and an enthusiastic partner to the regulars, as well as an energetic and devoted participant to group lovemaking. She had different nicknames: Mademoiselle Hoover, Mademoiselle Cunning Linguist, or even the Bareback Rider, for her prowess at screwing on horseback without a saddle or stirrups. She was beloved for her love of pleasure, but also because she was cheerful and kind to a fault. For the time being, she satisfied the marquise, and to her, that was fulfillment enough.

      At the moment, Ghislaine’s pleasure was taking a pounding from her protégée without losing sight of the dueling titans in the Chambre des Fiancés. 

      It looked like the giantess was now taking charge of the situation. She shook her partner who, after his wild ride, seemed on the verge of giving in to gentle drowsiness.

      “Hippolyte dear, don’t tell me you’re falling asleep for pity’s sake!” she said, exasperated. “I want you in me again and again, and everywhere! My holes are yours; honor them! Stick your sword inside of me, down to the hilt! Plow me hard! Cover my face in your cum!”

      Pâquerette seized her Hippolyte bodily and threw herself on her back, bringing his jousting lance between her unbelievable breasts. His buttocks held firmly in her hands, she moved him go back and forth as she would have done with an inert dildo. Our officer of the court was now fully awake and accompanied the rhythm imposed by his partner with vigorous thrusts, pushing his staff all the way to her mouth. Raving, she pumped his lance as it came and went—but it was not enough; she wanted to swallow this impossibly huge, impossibly beautiful cock. She pushed him back onto the bed in a frenzy, grabbed hold of the monster, and decided she would never let go, taking it into her mouth as far as it could do. “I’m making you come with my mouth,” she enunciated between two pumps with some difficulty.

      Content, hands behind his head, Hippolyte watched her pump his handle. Pâquerette was going at it furiously, taking his balls in her mouth, sucking his shaft with vigor. She pulled the improbable member out of her mouth again to lick its entire length before stroking it even harder. “Oh, I think it’s coming, sweetie.” He had the nerve to call her sweetie! 

      “Me, too, my darling! I’m on fire. Do you hear me? I’m burning up!”

      His tone suddenly changed.

      “I can hear you, you big minx, I’m on fire, too and I’m going to explode. … Aaaahhh, here we go, I’m coming, I love you, my big fat sow, my big fat goddess.”

      And he came. He let out a kind of long snarl as he ejaculated powerfully all over his partner’s face, and she came as well, howling and smearing his cum all over her face.

      “Our desires exploding make a fireworks display of reciprocal pleasure!” she cried out, no doubt quoting some sappy romance novel. “I gave, I took, we surrendered,” she went on grandiosely. “Thank you, thank you for restoring my faith in love and pleasure.”

      Their phenomenal exploits had sent Mimi and the marquise to the peak of passion. While the two monsters of love rested, exhausted and spent, both women also experienced the great thrill. Mimi’s pounding brought her mistress to the highest reaches of rapture, and Ghislaine showed her gratitude by going down on her servant girl with skill and tenderness.

      As for the officer of the court and his giantess, they swore, in an embrace, to meet again and again in Château des Plaisirs, where they had found each other, to lose themselves again in ecstasy.

      

  
    Trot, Trot, and Above All … Gallop!

    
    “What do you mean? No saddle and no panties either?”

    “Yup, bareback and bare-assed. You’ll see just how good it feels to rub your little pussy on the back of your horse. You’re going to feel it ‘for real.’ … All right, meet me at the arena at four o’clock, pretty Florence.”

      Florence had come to the Château des Plaisirs for an eight-day course, but the wild dalliances she had encountered in this enchanting place had persuaded her to prolong her stay. She was also intent on participating in the great summer festival the marquise and her entourage were feverishly preparing for. The show was meant to start with a parade organized by Bertrand—and an unusual parade at that, seeing as … But let’s not spoil the surprise, young Florence did not yet know her assigned role. All she knew was that her riding instructor had asked her to wear a navy blue pleated skirt and a white blouse today, and to tie her hair in two braids like a 1960s Parisian high-school student. He had also been adamant that she wore absolutely nothing under her blouse or under her skirt. “We’re going to practice for the big day, you see. We’re going to blow them away, and I’m going to blow my …”

      He had stopped talking after that, which she had been thankful for. She did not like his slightly contrived vulgar speech. She did not find it funny, unlike so many others who simply loved being called every name under the sun by their darling riding instructor, depending on his mood. Among his menagerie of appellations, one could find birds, hens, chicks, quails, doves, but also little does, little bunnies, puppets, vixens, fillies, and so on. Granted, his role as barn manager made him, as per French custom, quite coarse in both language and manner with his feminine flock. His students here at the Château des Plaisirs did not take issue with his attitude, quite the opposite: The young and less young alike enjoyed having their backsides slapped as he called them his mares or his little fillies. Most of them even came to the arena with their asses trapped in super-tight shorts. But over the past few days—in truth since Bertrand had made the tall, gorgeous redhead his new favorite—each and every former student of his, each of whom had been his occasional mistress, were vying to win him back. And so the most jealous of the bunch came to him wearing extremely short skirts with an almost nonexistent thong underneath. The aim was to mount the horse, raising one leg up for a moment too long so that Bertrand could admire the inner thigh thus presented to him. The handsome horseman would often laugh, unable to resist giving a quick caress here or a gentle pinch there. 

      Mimi had gone one step further with this kind of provocation: She had recently started proselytizing, encouraging the more daring students to imitate her new riding style; wearing only her usual white lace pinafore, she paraded, showing everyone her ass and swearing it was the best thing in the world. “Riding bareback and bare-assed, bare-assed and bareback, it’s unbearably good!” she would exclaim, very proud of her catchphrase, calling out to her fellow riders: “Come on, girls, do it! It’s just lovely to feel your pussy tingling against your mount’s coat!” She had found herself four disciples in the shape of two sets of twins. All four of them now rode entirely naked. Well, to be more accurate, the two brothers had reverted to the arguably wiser choice of wearing cups to protect their precious male attributes from the rough motions of their horses, which had proved necessary after a few nasty bruises. Bertrand was so pleased with this turn of events that he had decided to stage a naked equestrian show for the marquise’s festival taking place at the end of the week.

      In collusion with Mimi—who had become, lesson after lesson, an excellent rider—he prepared a secret routine, both acrobatic and hedonistic, which he had not yet mentioned to Florence. Did he fear a potential spat with his beautiful redhead of a mistress? No, since their sizzling first lovemaking session culminating in sodomy, they had both had other partners at the Château des Plaisirs. And yet, Bertrand knew from experience that in spite of their great sexual freedom, the younger residents could suffer a bit from seeing a man of the club take too diligent care of a rival—and that was a good thing.

      Thus, on this bright and sunny day of June, Florence joined Bertrand in the arena. He was alone in the stables, taking care of two horses. “You look positively lovely, honey. You really look like an innocent, well-behaved schoolgirl who’s just become a woman. I have some friends who will be delighted. They like fresh meat, you see! They’ll have their hands full with you!”

      As he complimented his student, Bertrand installed two pairs of stirrups on the back of Capucine—a four-year-old mare, strong and purebred, with a deep tawny coat —held in place by a peculiar system of straps circling the horse’s belly, 

      Florence thought for a moment that her outfit was distracting her riding instructor. “Why are you putting two sets of stirrups on Capucine? I don’t think I have four legs!”

      “It’s on purpose, darling Florence. We’re caracoling in tandem today. For this sort of act, you’ll be riding in front of me. I’ll be right behind you.”

      “What kind of act are you talking about?”

      “Wait and see, wait and see! Come on, let’s head to the arena. Some people are in the stands already. We’ll do our show there. But wait, this is important: You’re not wearing anything under there, right?”

      He slid his hand under Florence’s skirt and groped her ass. “Ooh, yum-yum. I could just eat you up!”

      Florence gave her instructor’s crotch a cheeky pat. “And I would sure like a lick of this big lollypop.” 

      “Good things come to those who wait.”

      He led the mare by the bridle and stopped two hundred yards further on, along the grandstands reserved for the spectators of outdoor performances. Around twenty people were crowded around the marquise, who sat by Mimi in the first row.

      The riding teacher and student were greeted by cheers and applause. 

      Florence did not know until then that she was supposed to perform for an audience. And what a performance it was going to be!

      Bertrand presented Capucine’s right flank to the crowd, placing his student on the left and motioned her to mount. Florence placed her foot in the stirrup and rose, raising her other leg and causing her skirt to fly, revealing her sex to her instructor’s gaze as he watched intently. He then announced, in a stentorian voice, that the ladies and gentlemen present were about to be treated to one of his lessons he had titled “The ABCs of Acrobatics, or the Appearance of a Beautiful Cunt.” He then addressed his student as if they were the only two people present.

      “What a sight! Did you know that every time I see a woman get on a horse wearing pants, I regret that I can only imagine her treasure at that precise moment. But now, thanks to Mimi’s little campaign, I really can’t complain. I have a wealth of not-so-secret gardens at my disposal. Would you be so kind as to do it again, please? If you could raise your leg higher and a little slower, that would be wonderful.”

      Florence graciously obliged and went through the motion several more times, showing the inside of her legs to her instructor, but also to a few onlookers grouped around the horse to better see her red-haired pussy in motion.

      Florence was surprised by the unsettling pleasure she felt in exposing herself this way. She could feel her pussy opening up, “unfolding” as she liked to put it, and felt herself growing hot. But her greatest pleasure was seeing that desire also rose in Bertrand’s loose shorts: His cock looked like it was trying to burst through the fabric. Bertrand was getting hard just watching her. He spoke to his student as if no one could hear them. “You see, our friends will be behind me in the grandstands, and I am quite sure some will come up close, like they are doing now, to better follow your takeoff. As such, you will do this motion again, keeping your leg up nice and high for a few moments so they can observe your naked ass and cunt at leisure. The audience has to savor this moment, which is only an introduction to our show.”

      Florence complied graciously yet again and dismounted. Then, really taking her time, she threw her free leg high up in the air and kept that posture for a good ten seconds. Her good-girl pleated skirt had fallen around her waist like the petals of a corolla. “Great, bravo. You could even leave your leg up for a few more seconds. Now, let’s get down to business. Well, I say business … but there’s pleasure, too.”

      He leaped nimbly behind his student and set the mare to a slow pace around the arena. He pushed his torso against his student’s back and cupped her breasts. His hands then slid under her pleated skirt and began to dance from her ass to her crotch.

      She leaned her head back, consenting. He pushed his lips on hers. Between two kisses, she began to laugh. “Capucine’s coat is tickling my snatch!”

      He authoritatively bent her forward over the horse’s neck, her arms tied under the mare’s head. “Raise your behind, as if we’re trotting.”

      She obeyed, presenting her ass in all its glory, and suddenly understood he had just released his cock when she felt it, hard and hot, against her skin. He pushed a finger inside of her; she was soaking wet. He pressed his left hand down on her back until she was fully arched. He then got hold of his cock, presented the crimson tip at the entrance of the little forest dripping with sap, and pushed. “Oh yes! Oh, come on, push it in! I love it!”

      He gritted his teeth to stem the flow of his pleasure. “I love it, too. Your hair is tickling my balls as well. Can you feel me in you?”

      “Oh, yes, I can! Don’t you dare go anywhere!”

      “I have no intention of doing any such thing. But hold on, we’re going to break into a trot. Are you ready?”

      A stifled laugh was her only answer.

      At the walk, her instructor’s stake already felt amazing, moving inside her in sync with the beast’s swaying pace—trotting had to be incredible. …

      “Let’s go!” He slapped the horse’s rump and drove his heels into its belly. Capucine obediently launched into a trot, and the incredible ride began. Bertrand’s staff slid in and out of Florence, as she cried out in happiness.

      He expertly let go of the reins, unfastened his partner’s skirt, and threw it toward the stands as they passed them again.

      Her breasts were bare, pressed against Capucine’s back.

      They trotted this way for another two hundred yards, and Bertrand led them behind a thicket. “My turn to get naked! I’ll be right back.” He dismounted and deftly took off his shorts, throwing them into a bush. “Let’s get rid of all our clothes, and undo your braids. They’ll want to see us completely naked when we pass the stands again. Naked, and … galloping as well!”

      “Galloping?!” She turned around and grabbed his member. It had grown a little softer.

      “Don’t worry! Bend over again and show me your holes. Which one do you want it in this time?” He pushed a finger into her ass, hesitating a moment—then, rejuvenated by the sight of these two young, tight holes, he stuck it in her pussy and launched into a panting rendition of a bawdy old hymn extolling the virtues of a specific kind of balling titled “In the Saddle”:

    
    To ride a lass at a gallop,

    You will need a good hard rod

    And a tight-cunted trollop

    With both hands at the hilt,

    Else off the saddle she will tilt.

    If all our riders in Paris

    Could learn these sweet ways

    Parisian lovelies by the thousands

    Would cuckold their dear husbands.

    O, how jolly and beautiful,

    To be humping in the saddle.”

      
    She laughed and squeezed him tight inside of her to show him how happy she was with this arrangement. Her ass and pussy seemed to recognize those peculiar sensations she had known since childhood—when she would ride bareback, scantily dressed, at her grandparents’ estate in Brittany. Had that been the nature of the tremor she felt back then? Eyes closed, she pictured herself riding with her older aquaintance Albert, feeling him go hard against her ass when he held on behind her. She remembered her precocious teenage thoughts, her crazed internal monologue as his forearms wrapped around her hardening little breasts: His cock is rubbing against my ass. Oh, I know, I know his dick would really like to get inside my little love hole. I’m wet, oh God, I’m so wet!

      How old could they have been? She counted the years. Fourteen or fifteen. Yes, fourteen, and he had been sixteen. As they galloped, he held her tighter and tighter, and he would kiss her neck, a flurry of little kisses. She had pretended to be shocked, blurting out a “Albert, you are crazy!” even though she only wanted one thing, that he keep holding her and keep rubbing his cock against her young, firm ass. 

      He had answered, “Yes, sweet friend, I’m mad, mad about you!” 

      She had shrugged, asking him not to hold her so tight. “You’re smothering me, Albert!”—instead of shouting what she really felt like and what she really wanted— “Me, too, Albert, I’m crazy about you, too, and I want your lips on me, all over me, all over, do you understand?”

      She left her adolescent memories behind as Bertrand explained what they were going to do next. “Right, we’ll start with a light trot. Once we’ve got the hang of it, we’ll launch into a gallop. We’ll pass the stands at that speed before coming back at a walk for a well-deserved standing ovation. Let’s go, beautiful Florence, and don’t be afraid! It’s quite a thrill, you’ll see!”

      They exited the thicket and began their lap of honor. They were completely naked, and Florence was able to enjoy the delight of this shaft “trotting” along once more, before getting the breath knocked out of her when Bertrand set Capucine to a gallop. Oh, that transition from trot to gallop! Florence got to discover it with an oh-so-virile member stuck deep inside of her! Judging by his confidence and skill, her instructor must have practiced this move already, with students both young and less young. He grabbed her hair as it danced and flew in front of him, with force, almost furiously, making her arch her back all the more.

      She pictured herself aboard a yacht rising and falling on powerful waves. She sailed on a long swell with a tiller stuck deep inside of her. Encouraged by Bertrand, she sat up. He circled her breasts before sliding a hand down to her clitoris to arouse her even more. To be perfectly honest, this gesture was somewhat superfluous given how excited her little organ already was by the motion of the animal’s back; her nipples were swollen as they had never been before, and almost painful. He whispered in her ear. “We’re going to climax when we’re at the stands, are you ready?”

      “Oh yes, yes, I’m going to come, I’m coming …”

      “Scream as much as you want! Shout!”

      So she cried out, she screamed, she almost lost her senses and fell. He held on to her and slowly put the horse back into a trot before pulling the reins. “I’m coming, I’m coming, I’m coming!”

      He jumped off nimbly and caught her, panting with happiness, in his arms.

      An ovation rose from the stands. As Florence, naked, leaned on her lover’s shoulder and slowly came to her senses, she saw the marquise running toward her for an embrace, followed by two very young girls who were the spitting image of each other, also wearing a navy-blue pleated skirts and white blouses. Two men, each holding a horse by the bridle, were walking alongside. In her disoriented state, Florence wondered if she was seeing double. Ghislaine cleared the matter with some introductions: “Florence, meet our twins: Audrey and Victoria, and their twins, Pierre and Jean. They’re going to participate in our equestrian games, but they are a few steps ahead of you as they’ve engaged in these very acrobatics—those you’ve just performed with such gusto—a dozen times. So come, sit with me, it’s your turn to admire the act.”

      “Gladly, gladly,” Florence muttered as she tottered along.

      Ghislaine was already dragging her to a bench, but Florence got a hold of herself: She wanted to see how her “competitors” were doing. And she was not disappointed. In perfect sync, they raised their legs and held them pointing at the sky so that their fellow riders, but also Bertrand, Ghislaine, and Florence, could enjoy the sight of their adorable little pussies.

      For everyone’s viewing pleasure, Bertrand decided to make them climb into the saddle again; they did not need to be asked twice.

      Florence saw the amused, greedy interest the two brothers—whom she immediately decided were to her taste—showed watching their partners’ crotches. She caught Ghislaine masturbating through her dress while Bertrand’s prick went from its well-deserved rest to getting stiff again.

      He nonetheless ended this interlude with a loud clap of his hands, barking orders: “Okay, figure number three, if you please! Audrey on her mount, facing backward; Pierre inside of her, holding her steady. Begin with a trot, then start galloping; you’ll have the advantage of facing each other. Jean and Victoria will take the position Florence and myself just demonstrated. The difference is that he will enter his rider through her little hole, and not through the slit. Come on now! And I want to hear you laugh! We want to see joy.”

      He was answered by laughter. The girls got in position and their companions, already hard, complied with the instructor’s orders.

      Florence would have enjoyed contemplating these gentlemen’s cocks a while longer—and a little closer—but alas, the girls’ skirts fell down and hid them from her eyes.

      She watched the horses leave at a walk, and her eye caught the first shudders of the young girls getting humped on horseback.

      “Come and sit with me; they will be back after their little run.” The marquise put a glass of champagne in her hand. Florence drank, gazing in admiration as she watched them ride away. 

      “How handsome those two young men are!”

      The marquise laid a gentle hand on Florence’s shoulder before lowering it to her behind, which she began to fondle without ceremony.

      “They will be yours when you want them to be. We aren’t a possessive bunch here at the Château des Plaisirs.”

      “Yes, but those two girls with them are so, so beautiful …”

      “No more than you! And I can promise that if you want to have both brothers all to yourself, you will have them.”

      Florence emptied her glass, feeling flushed. Already her insides needed love again and made it known by sending her delicious signals.

      Could her neighbor feel her emotion? It was likely, given how well versed Ghislaine was in matters of love. At any rate, she lay her hand on the young rider’s ginger mound and quickly found her clitoris. Mimi, who sat on the opposite side, joined her mistress and leaned over toward Florence to kiss her breasts. Legs opened wide, neck resting against the bench, Florence followed the arc of beautiful clouds across the sky. …

      But the show went on.

      “Here they are!”

      The two sets of twins were coming back at a trot. They were performing their erotic acrobatics with such youthful élan and such glee that it was truly a pleasing sight.

      They were riding with the young men’s rods deep inside their partners. They all seemed so happy—happy to be performing under hungry gazes and proud to be grown-up lovers at last. 

      Since their deflowering, the twins had mostly been seen with their deflowerers, though they had also tried other regulars of the Château des Plaisirs. They had tasted a bit of Jean-Baptiste, a bit of Antonio, and even had some fun with their gynecologist, Laurent Dumoulin, and his extraordinarily agile tongue. But they were always delighted to return to the embrace of those who had first initiated them in the art of love.

      Both riders stopped their horses a few feet from the stands to end their exhibition. The small throng of admirers gathered around them. Each could see, less than a yard away, the boys’ twin members moving back and forth inside the girls. 

      Beckoned by Bertrand, who was the architect of this tour de force, after all, the marquise came closer and gave a single, sonorous clap. “And now, the climax!” she ordered.

      The two couples had been waiting for this moment blessed by the god Eros. 

      The boys launched into a spirited, rhythmic motion, holding their partners firmly by their waists. The girls opened their mouths, eyes closed, tense, waiting for the men’s pleasure to flow inside of them.

      All came in unison, greeted by cheers and applause.

      “Talk about a hot, hot show! What a show!” Mimi cried gaily.

      Jean-Baptiste gave her a nudge. “It’s our turn, lovely Mimi. Let’s show them what my horse-cock is capable of.”

      “Ah yes, of course, I almost forgot. Let’s go, let’s go!”

      She took the black man by the hand and set off toward the starting line.

      Behind the thicket where the previous riders’ effects lay strewn, they found Capucine, left there by Bertrand during the twins’ performance. Mimi undid her ever-present white lace pinafore and, as Jean-Baptiste freed himself from his white polo shirt, she helped her basketball champion get undressed. Crouching in front of him, she lowered his shorts—and out came the formidable shaft. At once, she took it into her mouth, crooning. “God, it’s beautiful, Jean-Baptiste. Still so beautiful!”

      As soon as his staff was stiff, they settled on horseback. Quite uncomfortably, it must be said. He sat facing forward and helped Mimi sit facing him. She leaned and took his rod into her mouth again. “Onward?”

      She nodded and they set off at the walk, before trotting past the stands.

      “Gallop, gallop!” a few voices cried out.

      Mimi pumped and pumped away, wiggling her ass to show her enjoyment.

      As they reached the end of the run they bypassed the thicket. Mimi stroked Jean-Baptiste’s member vigorously. The man grimaced in pleasure and stuck his organ back between the lips of Ghislaine’s little helper. “All right, galloping this time!”

      She lowered her eyelids in assent.

      The rider spurred Capucine, and Mimi managed to find the rhythm to her acrobatic fellatio by following the horse’s pace. They passed the stands a first time holding this daring posture. Applause rang, and admiring whoops were heard. They came back at a slower pace, and the champion pulled the reins to place the mare in front of the gaping audience. “Come on, Mimi, suck it! Make him explode!” Bertrand barked.

      She did not need to be told twice and set to pumping with increasing frenzy. 

      “What a gorgeous picture!” Ghislaine exclaimed, ever with the artist’s eye.

      It was true that this stark-naked couple on horseback made for a beautiful sight.

      “I’m coming, I’m coming, stroke it!” Jean-Baptiste roared.

      Mimi pulled the enormous member out of her mouth and, smiling, obeyed.

      Again, a crowd of voyeurs packed around them. Some were getting serviced by their neighbors. Others, solitary, fondled themselves as they watched the lovers.

      The big black man came in bursts and aimed his weapon at Mimi, covering her chest. She let out a cluster of small cries as she climaxed, too. Ghislaine responded with a growl. Florence felt Bertrand push his rod against her. She turned around and kissed him full on the mouth.

      The marquise could be proud of her Château des Plaisirs, which always brought such joy to her guests.

  

  
    The Initiation of Georges and Georgette

    
    “A funny-looking couple, madame. She clucks like a mother hen, and he looks like he eats mush for breakfast. It didn’t matter how many times I’d lean forward to show him my ass, he just kept his eyes on the ground. There’s one who doesn’t use his dicky bird very often. But trust me, I’m going to make his dicky bird sing, rise, and fly up all the way to his belly button! I mean, come on! I won’t stand for any indifference to my charms, or to the fleshier parts of my divine body.”

    Once she was done ranting—with many grand gestures and exaggerated faces—Mimi burst out laughing, and her mistress joined in as she got ready to welcome a pair of visitors to her office: a married couple, potential members of her pleasure club.

      The marquise regained her composure, checking that her raw-silk robe—under which she was naked, as per usual—displayed enough cleavage to tempt even the most pious goody two-shoes ever to cross her threshold. She slipped on her glasses—which she maintained were cosmetic and not corrective—and affected the stern demeanor she reserved for newcomers.

      She glanced at her chambermaid, noting that she, too, was as indecent and arousing as could be, clad in her customary short, white lace apron that barely reached her mid-thighs. It was a bit strange, come to think of it, that Mimi had been unable stir the gentleman sitting in the waiting parlor.

      “Show our newbies in here, and stay quiet; sit facing Monsieur Broomstick-Up-His-Ass with your legs wide open to reveal that pretty kitty of yours.”

      Knowing the young lady’s rather spontaneous nature, she bid her not to take any initiatives.

      “Above all, do not intervene, whether orally or physically, until I’ve given our little signal. Understood?”

      “Of course, Madame la Marquise!”

      Mimi couldn’t refrain from turning her back to her mistress and, in lieu of a curtsy, leaning forward to show Ghislaine her butt.

      “With compliments of the artiste, Madame la Présidente!”

      Ghislaine, who loved her little maid’s propensity to mischief, struggled to keep a straight face.

      The female half of the couple was perhaps a little too plump for the standards of glossy magazine cover models, but her face exuded a certain joie de vivre. The marquise, as soon as she saw her and heard her speak, guessed that this lady loved being tickled, and no doubt cried out in small gasps of happiness that would delight even the pickiest audience. Her husband, however, remained stony-faced no matter how many times Mimi tried to show him her little pussy.

      “May I ask what brings you to my Château des Plaisirs? But first, tell me your names; I am Ghislaine, and my secretary, so indecently seated, bears the sweet nickname of Mimi.”

      The woman fidgeted in her seat, tugging at her skirt to cover her knees.

      “I’m Georgette, and this is my husband, Georges.” She giggled. “We immediately felt attracted to each other, what with our names being so similar … but that attraction didn’t last, to be honest. So we thought, maybe, to rekindle our passions …”

      Ghislaine nodded as though it went without saying. At that moment, she thought she glimpsed a flash of desire in the man’s gaze, now directed between the legs of her secretary. She affected outrage and scolded her accomplice.

      “Mimi! For God’s sake, show some modesty and close your legs, you’re shocking our friends!”

      “Not at all, not at all!” protested the supposedly stuck-up visitor. “I find myself … deeply touched by this demoiselle and her charms.”

      He began to laugh, shoulders shaking, leaning forward to get a better look. His wife pretended to be shocked.

      “Well, Georges, that’s rather unlike you! You’re quick to get an eyeful. I’d never have thought that you, ordinarily so reserved, so prudish, would suddenly become …”

      “An ordinary man?” Ghislaine asked, smiling knowingly.

      “But I never thought he’d be capable of this kind of … indiscretion! Things like this are quite rare,” Georgette stammered.

      “And isn’t that precisely why you’re here?” the marquise asked, seizing the opportunity.

      “Well, yes, I mean, no, well …”

      Georgette quite obviously wanted to talk about sex but was still reluctant. She began to speak and then stopped abruptly.

      Ghislaine came to her aid.

      “Come now, Georgette, speak plainly; these walls have no ears. You can say anything to Mimi and me—anything, do you understand? What is it you hope to find in my Château des Plaisirs?”

      Suddenly freed from her embarrassment, this pretty, plump little lady dived in, punctuating her confession with many cooing sounds. She wiggled her behind, signifying to her hostess that she was already getting excited.

      “Well … pleasures, actually! We’d like to discover a more … complex kind of loving. To bring us out of this rut in our marriage.”

      “Would you both be inclined to try collective lovemaking? That is to say, with several people at once?”

      Georgette almost jumped on her seat and spoke excitedly.

      “Yes, that’s exactly it! We’d like to experience that sort of emotion. We’re so tired of making love while fantasizing about other people. … Georges, about some girl like Mimi, for instance, and I …”

      She giggled again.

      “I’d like a man, a real man … a real beast, you know? Who would crush me, force me, take me roughly, you understand?”

      “Oh, I understand you perfectly! Helping newcomers clarify their needs and desires is, in fact, one of my duties. I could introduce you to one of my gentlemen whenever you desire. They would be delighted to help you blossom into a gorgeous rose while Mimi—the flower of our establishment—or one of her colleagues takes care of your husband’s needs?” 

      “How beautifully put! Yes, I can’t wait to be wooed—for a stranger to just … pluck my petals without ceremony. Oh, that would be so exciting! We’re both bakers, we run a boulangerie.”

      Well, no surprise there! If those two bakers ran a shoe shop, that would be a little more original! Mimi refrained from saying out loud, asking herself why this woman absolutely wanted to tell them about her business.

      The lady of the manor nodded along to the baker’s speech and, reeling her in, promised her an endless supply of lovers.

      “Once you’ve taken your first lover under my roof, I will introduce you to others—many others. As many men as you’d like, and you’ll get to tell them what you desire, whatever your fancy.”

      Georgette was once more squirming excitedly on her seat. How easy it all seemed when you spoke to a specialist of the marquise’s standing! Since she had first decided to knock on the doors of the Château des Plaisirs, the lady baker had repeatedly thought, I’ll never dare, and yet, I want to, I want it so badly! And now, she felt her false prudishness slipping away. How good it felt, saying and hearing anything she wanted, using crude language if necessary. The marquise abruptly opened a folder then stood and laid it in Georgette’s lap. It showed a photograph of a tall hunk who looked like a statue carved out of muscle.

      “What do you think of this one? This is Sergio—he used to be a weightlifting champion in Italy. And as you can see, he’s bulging with muscles. Would you like to meet him?”

      Georgette studied the athlete’s naked body with a hungry look in her eyes. She was quite obviously fascinated by his beautiful, large cock. She bit her lips as though stifling a cry of pleasure.

      “Would I like to … Would I like to meet him? Oh, God, yes! I’m feeling all moist just looking at him. It would be too good to be true! But, do you think this … gentleman would want me? I’m not exactly a young lady anymore. …”

      “How old are you?” the marquise asked coolly.

      “Forty—I mean, forty-two. …”

      “And that is a fine age to explore this kind of thing; or rather, it’s high time you finally had the chance to have your dream lover. As for your concern—don’t worry. If I’m offering to introduce you to Sergio, it’s because I know him and I know his tastes. He is quite fond of full-figured women—and, like many southern Europeans, he’s completely crazy for blondes. They make him hard as a Roman column, if you’ll pardon the expression. Your hair is a lovely golden color, but are you a real blonde?”

      “Well, yes, yes, I am!”

      “Let’s check.”

      Ghislaine took the folder from her visitor and beckoned her to stand so she could explore her body. She discreetly motioned for Mimi to join her, and the chambermaid busied herself with Georgette’s breasts, freeing one from her bra, and beginning to suck at it with authority.

      Stunned, Georgette did not dare resist; all she could do was stand there awkwardly.

      “But … it’s the first time I’ve been kissed by a woman. … I want a man. …”

      Without bothering to reply or to accommodate her reluctance, Ghislaine raised her dress to the waist. She studied and then caressed, Georgette’s chubby behind.

      “Oh, I’m quite sure many men will appreciate this pretty caboose of yours. It’s nicely rounded, quite firm … and now I wonder what your pussy looks like. Let me inspect your front. Do you mind?”

      With Mimi and her mistress taking such good care of his wife, Georges stood and walked a few paces around the trio, a naughty gleam in his eyes; he was plainly delighted.

      Ghislaine, who could notice the swelling in his pants, called upon her faithful servant. Mimi immediately let go of the newcomer’s breast and came to rub herself against the husband, fiddling with his fly.

      The marquise turned Georgette around, holding her by the waist, and lifted her dress again.

      “Hold your dress up, if you please, so I might get to know your cunt a little more comfortably.”

      Georgette obeyed as if in a trance and watched her hostess kneel before her as she gently slid down her hemstitched white panties. The marquise clearly had quite a bit of experience with this type of thing. A moment ago, Georgette had considered making for the door when she thought she had stumbled into some sort of radical lesbian commune—but when she saw Mimi stroking her husband through his pants with such enthusiasm she understood that this was simply some sort of obligatory rite of passage. 

      Ghislaine was indeed performing her duties as a hostess with both skill and enthusiasm; she had lowered Georgette’s panties down to her knees, careful not to remove them completely. She thoroughly enjoyed the obscenity of the situation she had created, delighting in the spectacle of this middle-class woman and her short-lived modesty now leaning against her desk, one breast poking out of her bra, her dressed raised to her waist while the marquise had the pleasant surprise of discovering how blonde her sex was.

      “Oh my, it’s true, you’re a real blonde all right! Our Italian friend and his buddies will be beside themselves. Oh Sergio, that devil! How I’d like to be in your shoes! Although I suppose he already services me whenever I ask. I just need to snap my fingers and there he is, ready to make me come. That beast is going to rock your world. I’d like to be there to witness your first round with this Roman maestro.”

      This little spiel made Georgette even wetter, so much so that her desire began to trickle between her thighs. Ghislaine took this opportunity to continue her examination. She brushed the blonde hair with the back of her hand, raising her head to meet the baker’s eyes.

      “How right you are to keep that beautiful little bush of yours so lush! When one is blonde and lucky enough to possess a pussy with a full head of hair, it’s quite right to keep this little thicket going. Your kitty is simply adorable!”

      Mimi noticed the change in Ghislaine’s voice—it was almost husky now, which meant the marquise was aroused, enjoying the feel of this newcomer under her hands. As she took care of the baker’s husband, her cheek resting against his hardened member, the chambermaid once again marveled at her mistress’s skill and authority.

      She decided to follow her lead by becoming sly and deferential. She affected the most ingenuous air she could and asked if she could proceed any further.

      “Do I have your permission, Madame Georgette, to check if your husband is truly as hard as it seems? May I pull his dickybird out of its nest?”

      “Please do, mademoiselle. It’s precisely why we’re here: so that I can have one of those big men I’ve been dreaming of for years … and so my poor husband can watch me get laid. That’s what this pervert wants: to see me howling in pleasure in a stranger’s arms.”

      The marquise paused in her exploration and turned toward the husband—noticing that Mimi had lost no time in obeying the wishes of both spouses. With an elegant flick of her wrist, she had pulled out the man’s cock. It was an honorable size and visibly hard as a rock.

      As though her assistant’s behavior were quite normal, the lady of the manor addressed Georges directly: “Is your lovely wife telling the truth? You, too, Monsieur Georges, would be interested in participating to one of our … parties? A husband can be offended to see his wife being … courted, to be euphemistic, by strangers’ hands—whether they’re male or female.”

      The man’s eyes met the marquise’s, before settling on the back of the neck of the young lady sucking him off; he answered with an sincerity she had not anticipated, in spite of her considerable experience with human behavior.

      “Quite the contrary—it’s why I came to see you! To see her get undressed, touched, and serviced by strangers. Look, it’s getting me quite worked up just thinking about it,” he said, leaning over Mimi. “Georgette, look!”

      His wife seemed to get angry, but she recognized her husband’s passion as quite genuine.

      “Well, I haven’t seen you so hard in a long time, my dear Georges! That little Mimi is quite bold!”

      “Yes, you are quite right,” the marquise agreed with feigned indignation. “Mimi, stop bothering our friend at once and go pour us some drinks!”

      Mimi gave the man’s swollen tip one last little lick and slipped away, laughing.

      “But why, why won’t you let her satisfy me? She’s so good at it! Oh, you’re going to have to take some fellatio training, dear Georgette ! Do you have this sort of thing in your club, Madame la Marquise? Do you give sucking lessons?”

      Ghislaine realized that, to her own amazement, this kind of entertainment had never occurred to her. She resolved to set it on the agenda at one of her seminars and lied.

      “Of course we provide fellatio training. In fact, our little Mimi is one of our most talented and active faculty staff members. These gentlemen can’t get enough of her.”

      “Neither can I!” George cried out wistfully, staring at his member, now forsaken by Mimi’s supple lips and playful tongue. “Come now, Georgette, it’s true, isn’t it? You’ve never went down on me with such refinement.”

      Georgette looked like she couldn’t hear him, lost in a daze, eyes unfocused, allowing the marquise’s expert hands to fondle her without a trace of awkwardness.

      “This Sergio of yours, this statuesque weightlifter whose magnificent body you’ve just shown me, do you think that … well, would he let me kiss him the way your assistant just kissed my husband?”

      “Would you be allowed to suck on his big salami, you mean? For it’s almost literally a salami, come to think of it. Why yes, of course! He’ll be delighted to see your pretty little mouth try to wrap itself around his enormous sausage. Believe me, he’ll be delighted … just as I’m delighted, at this moment, to discover the secrets of your blonde pussy.”

      Ghislaine indeed seemed fascinated by this forty-year-old’s sex. She had pulled up a leather pouffe and sat down to better inspect the feminine landscape before her eyes, its smooth fragrance making her slightly lightheaded. She had taken off her glasses and, with her thumbs, parted Georgette’s nether lips, bringing her mouth close as if to taste it. She wanted to lick it, to open it further, to tickle the clitoris with the tip of her tongue, to stick her nose between those dripping lips as it pulsated under her fingers. But, sensing that Georgette was a breath away from orgasm, she stopped immediately. She wanted leave her hungry for more.

      Now it was time to take care of the husband.

      She noticed he had gotten hard once more as he watched her ass move under her silk robe. Not wanting to disappoint him, she wiped her brow.

      “It’s so hot in here! If it were only up to me—if I wanted to shock you, that is—I would be happy to get rid of this robe I’m wearing!”

      “Please, don’t mind us! Make yourself comfortable,” Georges said hastily.

      She turned to Georgette and, feigning embarrassment, asked for her permission.

      “I’m completely naked under this, you see. … I only have the skin on my back!”

      “It is most assuredly a fine item of clothing,” said Georges, always the gentleman. “You have the most beautiful curves!”

      “Well, if you truly don’t mind …”

      She removed her silk robe with a smooth, elegant gesture, revealing herself in the simplicity of her magnificent naked body.

      Georges, his member still erect, quickly reached for her robe and brought it to his face to inhale her fragrance; eyes closed, he buried his nose into it the way a rutting boar buries its snout between the hams of a young sow tied to a stake as it waits, quivering, for the first thrust. 

      “You smell so divinely good!”

      But the marquise pretended not to pay attention to him and, leaning over her desk, her beautiful behind offered to their eyes, busied herself with a membership application to the Château des Plaisirs.

      “Would you like to a month-long, summer-long, or year-long subscription?” she asked Georgette, who was leaning against her and looked like she only wanted one thing: to lay her hands on the marquise’s buttocks. Ghislaine laughed inwardly at this departure from the defensive awkwardness Georgette had shown when Mimi had begun nibbling at her nipple.

      The husband’s reply was so energetic it made both women jump.

      “For ten years, do you hear me? We’ll sign up for ten years!”

      And he rested his raised cock against the marquise’s ass.

      She laughed and, not losing sight of her goal, asked for a few signatures at the bottom of a document the couple initialed and signed without even reading.

      The deal now struck, the marquise asked a few questions.

      “I must ask—who gave you my address? Who recommended my Château des Plaisirs to you? There’s no shortage of swingers’ clubs in Paris or elsewhere, that I’m aware.”

      Georges, beside himself at this point, had come closer and, his rod in hand, attempted to penetrate their hostess, who did not move to help him. Quite the contrary: She firmly clenched her buttocks and thighs, judging that it was not quite time to score just yet. She had stopped Mimi from going through with her blow job minutes before because of her rule to always leave her visitors hanging until they signed. The memory of clients who vanished into thin air once their immediate pleasure had been satisfied was all too fresh. Her house was no whorehouse, and she was a madame, not a madam!

      Georgette, without even realizing it, was caressing her clitoris, which had been abandoned by Ghislaine, through her dress and panties.

      “We’ve heard of these places where couples meet, but to be honest we find them … a little scary. All those strangers … So, when my friend Marguerite told me about the excellent quality of care offered by your establishment, we didn’t hesitate for a moment. She’s told us all about such wonderful parties here! She hadn’t had sex in over two years, and now she’s reconnected with her body and all the delights it held in store!”

      The marquise swatted at the rod that was close to finding its way into her little hole and looked at Georgette with surprise.

      “Marguerite, let’s see … Do you mean our lovely doctor’s widow?”

      “Yes, she’s the one!”

      Ghislaine flashed a radiant smile and took Georgette’s hands in hers.

      “Any friend of Marguerite’s is a friend of ours! I am very fond of her, and I think she truly enjoys my little events. If I remember correctly, she had picked her dream lover from a catalog, just like you—our wonderful Jean-Baptiste! How funny! In just one session, he turned her into a real wild one! She’s now one of the most distinguished guests at our formal parties. Here, behold this formidable lover. Isn’t our basketball champ gorgeous?”

      She had opened one of her folders and showed the full-length portrait of her black athlete.

      “Oh, is he the one? She did tell me about a magnificently-endowed ebony man who plowed—I mean explored her derriere …”

      “Who gave her a fierce pounding in the ass, you mean?” Mimi exclaimed as she entered the room, bearing a platter of drinks. “Alcohol? Soda? Water? Sparkling semen? Fresh, wet clams?” she declaimed in a singsong impression of the cinema usherettes of yore.

      Ghislaine wanted to scold her but could not keep a straight face—especially since the married couple in her office had burst out laughing.

      The chambermaid cast a glance toward the documents spread on the desk and saw that the two newcomers had signed their contracts. Which meant that they were now bound, cock and pussy, to the great family of French countryside libertines. She knew all about her mistress’s technique: titillate the client, get them all hot and bothered—but do not let them climax until they sign! As soon as they did, however, one could—one should, even!—give them a treat, by way of celebrating their commitment. And so Mimi sprung into action.

      “Oh my, but you’re still rock-hard!” she cried as she approached Georges. “You haven’t found your way to your happy place yet? Allow me to guide you. …”

      She, too, bent over the desk and placed herself side by side with the marquise. She presented her ass, arching her back.

      “Which one to you prefer? The boss, or her humble, devoted, and obedient servant?”

      “Both … both!” he stammered.

      Eyes bulging, his member erect, George looked at these two equally desirable behinds. He hesitated between the voluptuous marquise and the young and firm chambermaid. He leaned closer to the two offered backsides, spreading them open with both hands, fiercely turned on by the permission given to him.

      “I just can’t decide! Both have their charms. …”

      “Come now, Georges, make up your mind—you’re being quite ridiculous!” giggled his wife, relishing every bit of this colorful scene.

      Ghislaine gave her servant girl a nudge. Understanding immediately, Mimi stood, grabbed the baker’s instrument, and bent down to moisten it with her saliva. Spreading her mistress’s cheeks, she pulled George’s tip to the entrance of the tight little ring, where she slipped two fingers in preparation for a lovely bit of sodomy.

      Georgette, mesmerized, edged closer so she could see Mimi directing her husband’s rod into the marquise’s backside. Her hair disheveled, her eyes wide and dazed, she watched, agape, the member that had been shoved into her a couple of thousand times over the past twenty years. For the first time, it searched, and found, a body other than hers. This private intromission made her realize this rod’s full existence for the first time.

      Beside herself, her cunt now positively gushing, Georgette barely realized that Mimi’s deft hand had found its way between her thighs and was tickling her clitoris through her light dress.

      “What on earth are you doing to me, you mischievous girl?” she wondered aloud.

      The pretty chambermaid’s response shut her up and turned her on even more at the same time.

      “I’m giving you hands-on training, madame! I’m setting your muff on fire!”

      Georgette had no idea what was going on anymore. Now sitting on her hostess’s desk, legs spread open so the young lady could stroke her pussy, she watched the gorgeous Ghislaine sway under the assault from her husband, who was having the time of his life. “Oh! Oh! Yeah! Yeah!” he growled, punctuating each exclamation with another thrust into the respectable marquise.

      “Oh yes, come on, you bastard, yes!” she answered back as he battered through her back door with the regularity of a lumberjack swinging his ax into a log—the lady of the manor’s log, and it burned red with the pleasure of being banged.

      “I’m burning, oh, I’m ablaze! Stuff my chimney with your red-hot poker!” she cried out, not without a certain lyricism.

      Georges did not reply as he was focused on his assault on the marquise’s ass. The backside of a woman who, not an hour ago, seemed so inaccessible, so far removed from the likes of him.

      “Your husband sure is vigorous!” Mimi laughed as she kneeled in front of Georgette, “Do you mind if I give you a little lick? Here, sit on this pillow; you’ll be more comfortable, and I’ll have an easier time sucking on your fruit.”

      Georgette complied at once, clucking in excitement and fear.

      “But you’re the first woman to kiss me there! This is unbelievable!”

      Her eyes darted back and forth between Mimi’s tongue and her husband’s rod as it came in and out of the marquise’s majestic derriere.

      “Mimi, don’t bother our dear Georgette! Stop kissing her there if she doesn’t like it!”

      “I didn’t say that! I didn’t say that! Please, keep going! You’re so talented! I only meant that ever since boarding school … We used to kiss one another this way, in our dorm, after lights-out. …”

      Mimi stopped mid-cunnilingus and looked up, surprised.

      “And your husband, who’s now plugging the marquise with such ferocity … he’s never kissed your pussy?”

      “Well, it’s been so long …”

      Her husband, puffing and panting, was still working away at Ghislaine. He did not seem to want to come yet, which surprised his wife.

      “You’re becoming quite the animal, my dear! With me, it’s usually three thrusts, and we’re done! But now …”

      “One must admit that my mistress, our dear marquise, is quite gifted when it comes to stopping these gentlemen from getting carried away. Her skill for tightening and relaxing her rings is quite extraordinary. She’s been tutoring me lately, helping me work on my bearing, so to speak; now I, too, can contain premature ejaculators. I can make them last long, so long …”

      “And they stay hard, so hard?” Georgette asked between her giggles.

      “Ask your neighbor for her opinion on your husband’s rod!”

      Bobbing up and down with Georges’s thrusts, the marquise turned to Georgette and made her comments: “It’s a good, iron-firm cock and it’s filling my ass quite nicely. But if you’d like to lend me your mouth, I think all four of us could get even more pleasure out of this—if we dare!”

      In her altered state, Georgette dared—and gave her lips to the marquise, who began to gorge on them, shaking with pleasure.

      Mimi, who knew every rung of Ghislaine’s pleasure ladder like the back of her hand, heard in her mistress’s voice that she was about to climax; the time for a collective orgasm was imminent.

      She congratulated Georgette on the fragrance of her sex.

      “I won’t ask you the name of the perfume you’re wearing, but I find it complements your little blonde pussy in the most wonderful way. Your nymphae are so soft under my lips … so …”

      “My what? My nymphae? What on earth are those?” she asked between two of Ghislaine’s hungry kisses.

      Faced with such an absence of sexual knowledge, Mimi seemed genuinely surprised and paused her licking and kissing of the stiff little blonde clitoris and the warm, wet vulva.

      “Your labia? Well, your lips, the little lips inside this pretty vulva I’m exploring! Here, this is what I’m talking about, these pretty bits of pink silk. Mine are bright red.”

      At the same time, she seized the labia minora with her lips, licking, pulling, tickling.

      She was answered by yet another giggle.

      “Oh I see, I see! My, my, how much I’ve learned here in so little time!”

      This moment of rational speech had cost her such an effort that she let go once more, allowing herself to be submerged by the pleasure she could feel rising inside of her, grabbing hold of her cunt, her ass, her mouth, and now her hands. For, seeing the marquise’s heavy breasts swinging near her face with the motion of her husband’s battering, the forty-year-old suddenly felt bold and dared to reach out for one of the breasts with her hand.

      Mimi seemed to be the only one there who did not feel ready to explode. She would have needed a good hard piston pumping at her front entrance (or the back …) to be truly enjoying herself but she knew that her mistress’s desk drawers held an impressive collection of dildos. She quickly reached around the lady she was “tonguing,” as she would sometimes say, and managed to reach the box of dildos, picking two: one for her (a short and fat one she had christened “my big love-rat”) and another more sophisticated one, called “Doctor Pussy and Mister Ass.” It was a curious object indeed, made of ivory and split in two branches: one of them was long and straight, for the pussy, and the other was thinner, shorter, and slightly curved, for the ass. Mimi spun Georgette around and treated her to the more sophisticated of the two. The baker did not really understand what was going on, or what Mimi had in mind, but Georgette was so pleasantly surprised when those two handles drove into her that she began to squeak. Her husband, meanwhile, roared as he accelerated the pace of his pounding into Ghislaine, who growled like a panther in heat.

      It was the marquise who sounded off the launch of the collective climax.

      Mimi, always the clown, refrained from shouting out “On your marks … get set … ” to announce the arrival of the grand frisson, and instead simply looked at her mistress, who winked at her. Standing behind Georgette, Mimi accelerated her jerking and stroking, pushing the big tool in and out of the once timid baker, moving the “big love-rat” inside her own sex in firm, smooth motions.

      The cries, sighs, and moans came closer and closer. Bodies twisted and shook in frenzy, and all four partners came within a few seconds of one another.

      Once they all had caught their breath, Ghislaine took the group to a capacious shower where, entirely naked, they all began lathering one another in soap. For a change of scene, Mimi skillfully took care of Georges, while Madame la Marquise did the same with Georgette, who quickly became quite adventurous herself. They all tickled and kissed under the hot jets of water, and it was while sharing uproarious laughter that they all dried one another, so happy they were to caress and thank the flesh that had just given them so much pleasure.

      Mimi was the first to be dressed again—hers was, after all, the simplest outfit—and poured the champagne.

      “I am very pleased to count you among us, and to welcome you in my pleasure manor. I only wish for you to experience delights in ever-increasing intensity,” said Ghislaine, raising her glass. “And, if you would like us to formalize your initiation into our club, we will now kiss one another, exchanging mouthfuls of champagne. If you would be so kind, Georges? Being the only man, you are going to be our group’s lucky pivot.”

      He did not understand the role he was asked to fulfill, and so Mimi explained in simpler terms.

      “Okay, what you will do is take a big mouthful of this sparkling wine, and keep in your mouth. I will then stick my lips to yours, and you will offer me your mouthful. We’re allowed to kiss for as long as we like, but we have to be careful not to explode and get champagne everywhere. Ready?”

      He obeyed the young chambermaid, and they exchanged a kiss that, once the champagne had been swallowed, continued with ardor. Obviously, Mimi had made quite the impression on him, as he did not seem to want to let go of her, grabbing handfuls of her ass, kissing her breasts with passion.

      “What about me? What about me?” said the marquise gaily, elbowing her servant girl out of the way.

      She drank up and switched places with Mimi to offer the man a new alcoholic kiss, which he chose to prolong once more.

      “What about me? Who am I going to play with?” Georgette asked plaintively.

      Mimi caressed her buttocks and gave them a few light taps.

      “Well, with your husband as soon as he’s available—or with me, if you wish!”

      “I would quite like to try with you, dear Mimi. You took such good care of me earlier. My husband can wait for tonight if we have any energy left. …”

      She filled her mouth with champagne, and placed her lips on Mimi’s with some clumsiness. They both stifled their laughter, and their kiss did not go further.

      Meanwhile, Georges did not seem to want to let go of the marquise, who had to push him back, firmly, to free herself again. She made up for this forced separation by gently tapping his member that was swelling yet again inside his pants.

      “Oh my, Georges, you’re getting hard again! Aren’t you ashamed of yourself?”

      “Truly, no, I’m not. I’m am extremely fond of this little game.”

      “And you will be sure to reap its benefits, tonight, in the conjugal bed,” replied Ghislaine with a smile. “After this little start …”

      “Jumpstart you mean! Our Georges here definitely has a tiger in his tank now!” interrupted Mimi, which made Georges shake with another fit of laughter.

      The marquise put her glasses back on and went to sit at her desk, assuming the position she had at the start of the interview.

      “All that’s left is for us to decide, together, on the course you would like to enroll for. Or, at least, the nature of the first session you will choose. Now that you know a little more about our tastes here, I’m wondering if you wouldn’t like to jump right in at the deep end. I’m not talking about the swimming pool, where you will enjoy skinny-dipping with our other club members, but rather about the deep end of debauchery.”

      She scrutinized the two spouses, sliding the tip of her ebony pen in and out of her mouth, as if she were in the midst of profound reflections—when really she just wanted to show her lips sucking on an oblong shape. This little affectation did not fail to make an impression on Georges, who could very well envision his own rod replacing that pen.

      “Now that I think of it, Georges, you did say you wished to see your wife being taken by a man and to hear her cry out in happiness.”

      He nodded in agreement.

      “But, what if it weren’t just one partner, such as Sergio, who made love to her … ? If it were several, for her first time, would you mind?”

      “Not at all! Quite the contrary. Well, insofar as I could take care of several female partners at once myself.”

      “How presumptuous, my poor dear! You can go soft as quickly as you get hard!” Georgette interrupted.

      “I think, dear Georgette, that you underestimate your husband’s abilities. You did see him in action moments ago with Mimi and me. He managed to keep it together. And if I’m not mistaken, he was already hard right after our shower, not to mention that this conversation is getting him quite excited. Isn’t that right?”

      Georgette looked at her husband and brushed against his staff, which was ready to go once more. She uttered a small laugh.

      “It’s wonderful, you really are a miracle worker!”

      “And you haven’t seen half of it—you haven’t seen or experienced much at all! As for my previous question: Would both of you be willing to start with a large party of your new pleasure-seeking playmates?”

      They were both willing, but Georgette acted like a disappointed little girl who has been denied a promised toy.

      “But I would have liked so much to meet your Sergio or that Jean-Baptiste, to have them to myself!”

      “Do not fret, they will be at this first session and they will take care of you, believe me.”

      “In that case, what more could I ask for? Of course we’ll accept. When will that blessed day come?”

      Ghislaine leafed through her diary.

   

  
    Aquatic Games

    
    The regulars at the Château des Plaisirs stood by the poolside, still amazed by the remarkable feat the marquise had just performed in the arms of Jean-Baptiste, the superbly endowed basketball player. Spectators of both sexes were naked, anxiously awaiting the outcome of this water sports competition.

    Eric formally apologized to Ghislaine for ever doubting the feasibility of what she had just accomplished. The maneuver consisted of two partners, a man and a woman, diving into the pool while copulating. But the dive was immediately followed by a swim back to the poolside under the same conditions. Madame la Marquise had just completed this challenge in the arms of her athlete, but was so worn out she laid a hand on the man’s shoulder and turned to her guests.

      “How about we cancel this exceedingly tough trial? We could move on to something more relaxing in the shallow end? What do you think?”

      This proposal was accepted by most—except for a few insolent malcontents who thought their youth and vigor would allow them to meet the challenge. Four athletic couples wished to give this cross between lovemaking and water sports a try.

      These couples comprised of a set of twin sisters and their new, devoted knights, with whom they had only exchanged kisses and caresses, which was far from adequate as far as all four were concerned. Florence also wanted to try with Chopin, who declared himself a strong swimmer. Mireille, one of the participants in the previous nautical ballet, partnered with Louis—the tennis instructor’s only concern these days was to have his way with her, whether on foot, on horseback, on the road, on the ground, or underwater. He kept touching her mons veneris with an enthusiasm that was only matched by hers as she stroked him during conversations with their friends. They looked at each other with the vacant gaze of lovers who have just begun their physical relationship.

      And so it was that four couples volunteered for the lovers’ dive, without any idea of how difficult it actually was to pull off.

      Ghislaine, who didn’t want to disappoint them (though she was glad to prove to them she had been right to discourage them from trying), allowed them their attempts while laughing under her breath.

      The eight partners did not feel ready for lovemaking in an upright position yet, and so they placed beach mats around the pool and began to have sex under the envious and admiring eyes of the guests clustered around them.

      Watching these lovely twins uniting with their two new lovers was a moving sight indeed. How delightful it was to see these eighteen-year-old naked bodies setting out to discover those of their twenty-year-old partners!

      Those four were apparently unconcerned by their admirers. Perhaps the knowledge that they were being observed only heightened their passion? Who knows? Weren’t they proud to show their elders, most of whom were at least twice their age the ardor, indeed the fury, of their frolicking?

      Jean and Pierre, arms still wrapped around Sirène in her bathing suit, came closer to see how their two students, to whom they had taught so much, were putting their lessons into practice.

      Uninhibited, proud to be women, both sisters were going wild. They had laid both boys on their backs with authority and had carefully observed the rods they had in hand before pumping them slowly, skillfully, cupping their balls gently. They were on their knees, backs turned to the water, facing their erstwhile instructors who looked upon them, smiling. As they sucked, they raised their lovely blue eyes toward them, seeking their approval.

      Jean encouraged them to proceed further.

      “Audrey, it’s time to move on to part two: Crouch on your guy, facing him, and impale yourself. That way, you’ll be ready to take the plunge. Well, almost. … He’ll have to be strong enough to lift you up. …”

      The girl obeyed and slid her partner’s member into her and, holding herself up straight, began to slide up and down his shaft. The boy, his eyes wild, didn’t know what to do with his hands anymore. He placed them under his rider’s lovely butt, on her breasts that bounced in sync with his thrusting, against her ass, and between her legs, searching for her clitoris between her blonde hairs.

      “He’s not going to last long,” Jean opined matter-of-factly.

      His brother pointed to Victoria. 

      She was on her back. Legs raised, her nails digging into the muscled buttocks of the man riding her, she had closed her eyes and swung her head from left to right, faster and faster.

      “Oh, I’ve seen this before. She’s about to come, and he’ll follow soon after,” said Pierre with a smirk. “You can kiss the water sports good-bye after that!”

      Sirène laughed. Both brothers turned toward her and kissed her one after the other. She held their rods, one in each hand, and did not even seem to notice.

      The trio, peculiar entanglement that they were, took a few steps back to see how the other competitors were doing. They were surprised by the coupling of Florence and Chopin: Both were lying on their sides, and made love looking at each other straight in the eye, gently caressing one another. They exchanged light kisses on their necks, noses, and lips, like young lovers discovering each other’s bodies. It was true that Florence was only a shade older than nineteen, while Chopin, though he was thirty, had maintained a romantic disposition. Their bodies gently and subtly swayed without a hint of brutality.

      Ghislaine, who came to inspect her troops, was surprised to see that this warming-up session had turned into a real lovemaking session.

      Only Louis, the tennis instructor, and Mireille, the aquatic gymnast, seemed capable of holding up and meeting the marquise’s challenge. They had followed hers and Jean-Baptiste’s example, and the pretty swimmer had remained standing while Laurent Dumoulin, armed with his raging tongue, probed her shaved pussy with relish. To be fair, had the gynecologist ever been seen not enjoying a pussy? He was often moved by his patients, but would never, ever transgress the codes of his profession. Hence his wild release at the Château des Plaisirs on the weekends, licking any feminine sex that presented itself before penetrating it. So there he was, working away at this clean-shaven snatch.

      Meanwhile, the two lovers Cerise and Bernadette, who never let an occasion to see to a lady go to waste, took care of the swimmer’s lips, breasts, and ass, just as they had with Ghislaine at the start of the presentation. They knew what they were doing.

      Three feet away, Louis was being assaulted, as Jean-Baptiste had been, by a pack of his students. They took his member in their mouths in turns, kissed him, pinched his nipples … The tennis instructor was getting a huge hard-on, but managed to hold on to his self-control.

      Ghislaine knew they would be the winners. The others, she was quite sure, were heading for a flop.

      She wasn’t wrong.

      Mimi, diving mask on her forehead, chewed at her snorkel as she surveyed this battlefield dedicated to Eros. She turned toward Ghislaine and removed her mouthpiece.

      “Should we … before they all climax?”

      “You’re quite right. Time to splash, kids!”

      She ordered the couples to take their starting position.

      The twins and their partners realized they now had no desire at all to take part in the game. But the marquise insisted and reminded them that it was at their specific request that she hadn’t interrupted the performance.

      All four of them were about to explode. The young men tried to stand, but the girls didn’t want them to pull out. The situation was becoming difficult, if not hysterical. Some laughter and some snide remarks were heard. Pierre and Jean let go of Sirène and decided to help them. They crouched by the couples and literally rolled them to the pool’s edge, drawing even more laughter from the onlookers. They took advantage of the situation to touch the twin sisters’ firm behinds, giving them small taps as though they were punishing them for their infidelity. They then waited for the lady of the manor to give them the signal to push them into the water.

      Mimi was already in the pool, wearing her mask, ready to referee. 

      Helped by their supporters, Louis and Mireille came closer, touching each other. Many were vying for the task of guiding his “racket” (the term he used for his penis) into the gymnast’s nether regions. There was no shortage of helping hands. Cerise raised one of Mireille’s thighs to facilitate the operation. Once the cock was in place, the young lady received help wrapping her legs around the waist of her instructor, who did everything he could not to let go of his partner.

      “Mireille, if you please, wrap your arms around my neck and lean forward as much as you can. If you lean back, I’m dropping you. Put your chin on my shoulder—yes, just like that! We’re good, Ghislaine!”

      The marquise was crouched besides Florence and Chopin who kept making love in their sweet, tender way. 

      “Tell me, children, are you ready?” 

      They looked up at her, dazed. Chopin, between two moans, his head buried under Florence’s abundant red hair, managed to reply:

      “We’re giving up, Ghislaine! We’re … dropping out … Forfeit …”

      “I see. You aren’t abandoning us; you’re abandoning yourselves to each other. Very well, I can already pronounce you our big losers.”

      “Our big winners, more like,” Florence bragged with a contented smile. “Oh, Jérôme, oh my Chopin!” she whispered, slowly swaying her hips as she checked he was still inside of her. 

      “Lovers are always alone in their world!” mused a fifty-year-old, tenderly.

      “Yes, and I sometimes find that irritating,” Ghislaine replied, slightly annoyed. 

      She grabbed the whistle hanging from her neck and sounded the signal to start.

      Louis and Mireille jumped into the water. The twin brothers shoved the two couples into the pool at the same time. Still welded together, they did not last for long: They had barely pierced the surface when Mimi tore off her snorkel and dedicated herself to her role as commentator, crying out: “Audrey and François—disqualified! They came apart under water! Victoria and Germain are still stuck together … but not for long!”

      The former pair hadn’t consulted each other on what to do once in the water and swallowed large gulps of water. The latter pair ended up in a standing position, facing each other, but how could they stay buoyant when they couldn’t use their legs? They tried to paddle with their hands, but Germain quickly lost his strength and his swordfish floundered—Mimi lost no time making it known to the others before swimming around Louis and Mireille. They were the only ones to be still joined at the sexes. Calm, attentive, they were making their way toward the ladder.

      They reached it and grabbed hold, but Louis was unable to climb the rungs while holding his partner against him the way Jean-Baptiste had done with the marquise. They were both rewarded by much applause nonetheless for their heroic attempt. As for Mimi, she announced, with her mask practically glued against their waists: “He’s still in there, he’s still in there! They’ve won, they’ve won!”

      The end of these aquatic games was a lot less challenging, but more fun and more exhilarating. This time, one didn’t need to be a swimming champion to participate.

      Ghislaine assembled her party, all of those who wished to try the adventure of aquatic lovemaking, in the shallow end of the pool.

      All of the club’s swimming-pool equipment was thrown into the water: floaties, rubber rings, life preservers of all shapes and sizes, life jackets, rainbow-colored rafts, inflatable pillows big and small, a giant tube in which several people could sit … 

      Such diversity allowed for the participants to put on a truly entertaining show for those who were sitting around the pool in their colorful deck chairs. 

      Ghislaine surveyed her crowd, amused by the new encounters that had taken place between veteran and novice guests at the Château des Plaisirs.

      Couples that had formed on the first day of the week were still going strong. For instance, the humungous Sylvie, aka Pâquerette, hadn’t let go of Henri Tronchet, her puny officer of the court.

      “Look at the shrimp and the whale. Aren’t they just too much?” Mimi whispered as she fondled her mistress’s ass.

      “Absolutely. They’re just too much.”

      Those two lovers indeed were a sight to behold. Pâquerette, at the shallow end of the pool, rested her head on a large plastic orange duck; she was perfectly buoyant, with her legs spread wide open. Her lover had wedged himself between her enormous thighs and was now banging her with admirable energy. Standing in the water, he had floated his beloved creature to the shallow area, and the sudden ease with which he could make love to this behemoth made him feel like an Übermensch. Her gigantic breasts floated on either side of her chubby sides as she purred with contentment and cried out in her colorful language when her lover became more rough.

      “Oh, you bastard, oh, you filthy animal, you’re shoving it deep, aren’t you, little man! Come on, come on, push it in deeper, deeper, goddammit! Oh fuck, fuck, I’m coming, I’m coming in water for the first time ever! Thank you, Madame Ghislaine! Thank you, God! Thank you, Maître Henri!” she bellowed as she slapped the water with her fleshy arms, showering all the guests in the vicinity. 

      The funniest thing about this peculiar bit of copulation was that Henri seemed unable to stop himself moving forward. He looked like a plowman of yore trudging through a field. After several trips back and forth across the width of the pool, he decided to block the whale and her duck into a corner. Once he couldn’t go any farther, it became easier to come and go inside of her with more regularity. There he wouldn’t have to worry about his snake escaping from her flesh, in spite of its considerable length.

      The marquise directed her gaze toward the twin sisters and their new companions. The four of them also felt more comfortable in the shallow end, which was not surprising given their recent underwater experience. Both girls were holding on to the lower edge of the pool and, heads facing the wall, floated on their fronts.

      Behind them, Germain and François were sodomizing them with gusto. The sight of these firm, young behinds floating on the surface, speared through their middle by those two vigorous rods, was delightful. It certainly was the opinion of the painter who ambled through this liberated crowd, looking for interesting moments to capture. Standing on the lawn above them, the fifty-year-old woman was sketching away with great strokes of charcoal.

      Not ten feet away from the twins and their riders, Georgette and Marguerite had recovered their favored athletes and, floating in the same position, were also getting banged from behind under Georges’s watchful eye, while Mimi gave him a helping hand under the surface. But Mimi could not linger. Still wearing her mask, she crossed the pool and set off to study other anatomies.

      She stopped, surprised, by the trio formed by the twin brothers and the beautiful Sirène.

      Unlike the other swimmers, who were all naked, the instructor had kept on her one-piece bathing suit, as was her custom—but also in accordance with the brothers’ wishes. She was lying on an inflatable mattress, gazing at the sky, content. And, honestly, what woman wouldn’t have been in her place? Pierre, who stood between her legs, had pushed aside the bottom of her bathing suit, managing to stick his cock inside her hole. He looked on her tenderly as he came and went inside of her, stopping at each thrust to kiss the small of her knees. A kiss she seemed to enjoy, for each time he put his lips on that precise spot, she moaned with pleasure. At her side stood Jean, who caressed her chest, fondling her breasts through the Lycra and sometimes sliding a finger into her cleavage to reach her nipples and pinch them gently.

      In this way, the two men abided by the rules of the odd pact they had struck with this woman, whose particular brand of perversion was false modesty—which didn’t stop her from enjoying herself. …

      When Mimi joined them, underwater, she saw Pierre pull his staff out of his mermaid, giving way to Jean, who immediately entered her through the opening in her bathing suit. She stood up next to them, took out her snorkel, and laughed.

      “Now that’s what I call sharing as true brothers!”

      Farther into the pool, she saw Lisbeth, who had found herself a sturdy older veteran who was even hairier than she. His stomach, chest, back, and most likely his ass, Mimi thought, were covered with the same continuous fur. There wasn’t a patch of smooth skin in sight. He sat halfway down the faience earthenware steps that led into the shallow pool, and Lisbeth, bent over him, bobbed up and down along his branch like a Cartesian diver in a bottle. Her ass rose from the waters and then slapped the surface on its way down, which made for a very pleasing sound. As she drew closer, she noticed that the man was endowed with a pair of balls the likes of which she had never seen. 

      “They look like they belong on a bull! Unbelievable!” she told Ghislaine as she joined the marquise by the pool. “I’ve never seen this guy before. Who is he?”

      “A dear old friend from Turkey. He hadn’t visited in over five years. His sausage is short, but its circumference is quite extraordinary. You should try him, if you feel like it; he’s definitely worth it!”

      Then the marquise stood. It was time for lunch, and she had to check everything was in order. She walked away as couples came out of the pool—lovemaking had, no doubt, whetted their other appetites. 

      Loustalou ran after her. 

      “May I come along and peek into a few saucepans? What can I say, I sure do love my food.”

      “More than lovemaking?”

      “To be honest, I think so, yes. Which one do you prefer?”

      “To be honest, I think I prefer both.”

      Tables were set under a wide tent raised behind the château. Guests filed in from the pool. Everyone had put his or her clothes back on for lunch. The meal was a joyful one. When dessert came, they played “Who’s Getting Lucky?”—one of Mimi’s ideas. The game involved her slipping under the table where, hidden by the tablecloth that reached to the ground, she would wander on all fours and pick an organ—not quite at random)—undo the guest’s fly, pullout his manhood, and take it in her mouth. 

      At the table, all were on the lookout. One had to guess who the lucky winner was simply by studying the faces around the table, one of which wouldn’t fail to register some emotion, eventually. It wasn’t quite as straightforward as one might think, as some players would bluff, pretending to be in the throes of passion when Mimi’s mouth hadn’t favored them.

      This time, it was the old count whom Mimi had the good grace to service. Surprised at being selected, he had to refrain from jumping out of his seat when she undid his fly. However, when he felt his member grow hard inside the maid’s mouth, he became so proud that he almost choked on his wine, his face flushed with happiness. People stared. He immediately coughed exaggeratedly, and the grimaces on his ruddy face were chalked up to the wine. The search went on.

      Cerise suddenly felt a finger, then two, wandering under her skirt. At first, she thought it was her neighbor and lover Bernadette just saying hello—but no, her lover had both hands sensibly resting on the table.

      Below, the fingers grew even more inquisitive, and attacked her clit with gentleness and skill. She gasped, startled.

      Bernadette, who knew all of her lover’s reactions down to their subtlest variations, looked at her and knew she was on her way to an orgasm. She dropped a fork, bent down to pick it up, and quickly raised the tablecloth. It was time enough to get a glimpse of Mimi sitting cross-legged between Monsieur Gérald and Cerise; she was sucking away at the count while stroking the young lesbian with a level of skill that made Bernadette jealous. She wanted to make a scene, to hit Mimi, but the count and Cerise both climaxed at the same time, crying out in pleasure to the astonishment of the other guests. They would never have thought that Mimi would choose the old man on the one hand, and a woman at the same time on the other. 

      They applauded their heroine. Monsieur Gérald kissed her and made her stand up. The young maid curtsyed the way the tennis players had: by presenting her ass to each corner of the table. Bernadette spanked her and took the opportunity to feel her pussy.

      She turned toward Cerise, furious.

      “She’s wet, the little whore!”

      “So what? So am I! Where’s the harm in that? At the Château des Plaisirs, we do whatever we want with out bodies. Isn’t that the rule?”

      “Yes, but only openly and publicly! You know full well that during these kinds of festivities we’re supposed to all stay together and not shut ourselves off in a bubble or in a bedroom.”

      “But this isn’t a bedroom, it’s a table.”

      “It’s the same thing! It’s having orgasms on the sly, it’s hiding, and it’s cheating; you cheated!” 

      Mimi rushed to tell Ghislaine that a fight was about to break out, and the marquise immediately put a stop to the altercation. She stepped in between the two lovers, leaned in close and addressed them in a low, scathing tone.

      “I am ordering you to stop this ridiculous fighting. This sort of outburst will not be tolerated! Otherwise, you will be banned from the club for life. Is that understood?”

      She laid a soothing hand on their shoulders.

      “Kiss, and smile!”

      They obeyed, and snuggled in each other’s arms.

      This was the first time such an incident had threatened the delightful harmony of those end-of-the-month reunions—a stupid fit of jealousy, itself the product of an exclusive love; in short, everything the marquise despised. She wanted her visitors to find pleasure, and nothing but pleasure. Some degree of tenderness was welcome in her home, but not the deeper feelings. The possession had to be physical, and certainly not emotional.

      Lunch was followed by two hours of rest, during which the guests could take a nap (or enjoy an afternoon delight), or play pétanque, Ping-Pong, or foosball. 

      Ghislaine found herself on a deck chair with the old count for a neighbor. A glass of cognac in one hand, an exquisite cigar in the other, he was following the clouds as they made their way across the sky.

      “Your little Mimi is a real treasure. Truly a class act!”

      Ghislaine approved, smiling at Monsieur Gérald. She liked it when her guests, delighted with their stay, couldn’t wait to come back.

      “And what wonders do you have in store for us this afternoon, Madame la Marquise?”

      “A rather peculiar kind of horse race, and a special sort of tango evening after that.”

      “And for your next end-of-the-month festival?”

      “Oh, it will be an eclectic program. Among other things, we will be treated to a somewhat risqué play. There will also be a grand performance in the gym! I’m bringing in some erotic acrobats who will make us shiver and tingle all over. I’ve seen them perform and, believe me, they will set fire to the crowd; people will be begging them for private lessons by the time they’re done. Finally, the great love tournament will conclude the day … and the perfect circle. But I can say no more on that subject. Will you be there?”

      “How could I not? Pray, do tell me more about this ‘perfect circle. …”

      “My lips are sealed until the big day.”

      He leaned closer to the marquise.

      “You are marvelous, ma chère. Simply marvelous. Where on earth do you get your ideas for these delightful entertainments and this endless supply of racy new games?”

      Ghislaine smiled and laid a hand on her own sex.

      “From here, mon ami! This is where my inspiration comes from. My pussy is the source of my imagination; without it, nothing would happen. It is favored by the gods.”



  
    The Gods of the Court

    
    It was the last Sunday in June and a weeklong course was drawing to a close. Following custom, a grand festival of love was about to take place at the Château des Plaisirs.

    Ghislaine had prayed to Eros, the god of love, for good weather. He had granted her wish: The sky was a clear shade of blue, and the summer heat was on its way.

      The marquise had posted the day’s schedule in the manor’s entrance hall and everyone had been able to appreciate the impeccable organization of the proposed entertainment.

      The tennis tournament would begin at nine. Everyone was sure to attend, as the mistress of the house required that all veteran and novice club members be present during the matches and associated events. On that hallowed day, everyone was to take part in the sporting endeavors, as spectators at the very least. 

      So it was that around fifty of the association’s members found themselves on court number one to admire the players under the direction of their instructor, Louis. He was the one who had decided the rules of the competition and chosen the pairings. It was clearly impossible to conduct a full-fledged tournament in just sixty minutes—so he had decided that all matches would be decided on a best-of-three-games basis, whether singles or doubles, ladies or men.

      As the spectators took their seats in the stands encompassing the court, Louis and Monsieur Gérald, who had been a seeded tournament player in his youth, exchanged a few elegantly assured volleys. The old count, in his Lacoste shirt and white flannel trousers, played with a very pure style, and the young teacher had the good grace not to make him run too much, contenting himself with sending volleys right to his feet. 

      Their little show only lasted a few minutes—time enough for the two women who were to follow them to warm up. They were Florence, the redheaded rider, and Marianne, who this time was not wearing the black velvet shorts she had so struggled to remove the other night. The marquise explained that they were going to see some rather special matches, as spectators would be able to admire the players from every angle, so to speak. 

      “What? They’re going to play in the buff?” Loustalou asked bluntly.

      “Not exactly,” Louis explained as he took his place in the umpire’s chair. “But during the match, they will remove whatever item of clothing you or I deem superfluous.” 

      “So after strip poker, now we’re playing strip tennis?” Eric asked, already turned on at the prospect of seeing the female players running and jumping half-naked on the clay court.

      “Yes, if you like,” Ghislaine replied. “I think you will be charmed to finally see what players keep hidden from us during the competition. Who among us, my friends, has never fantasized—as I have—when watching rugby players, for example? Of seeing or even touching the muscles of their buttocks, or their chests, of …” 

      “Their dicks and balls!” Mimi burst out. 

      “Yes, you’re just saying what we’re all thinking when we admire an athlete’s best efforts, whatever his or her specialty.”

      “As for us men, don’t you think we long to see female players run and jump, play handball or throw the javelin in the nude?” Loustalou remarked.

      “Speaking only for myself, every time Roland Garros starts, I’m glued to the TV, staring at the asses of those cavorting young ladies. How I’d like to see their thighs and their tits move as they play without all this annoying sportswear,” Jérôme volunteered. “My neck goes through all kinds of hell when I’m watching tournaments on TV, from trying in vain to find the right angle to see the shape of a derriere, its pertness, its texture … I’ll even get down on all fours in front of my screen, to try and see up a skirt.”

      “Well then, I think you’re going to enjoy this. Louis, if you please, let’s begin!” the marquise concluded.

      The instructor consulted his chart and asked Florence, aged nineteen, and Marianne, twenty-three, to come forward. They entered the court skipping and holding hands, came to a stand on either side of the net, put down their rackets, and embraced each other, sharing a long kiss without a hint of shyness. That kiss was no doubt one of the marquise’s ideas to eroticize the game from the get-go. 

      One was a redhead, as we well know, and the other a brunette. The younger wore a green polo shirt, underneath which her breasts swung freely, and an indecently short white skirt. Her elder wore a red polo shirt, cut low over her breasts cupped in a bra. She also wore a white skirt. 

      This kiss was surprising given that the two girls were, after all, known to prefer men—though it was but a prelude to another demonstration that would be no less astonishing or humorous. The two players came to stand before the umpire and, turning their backs to him, lifted their skirts and bent over to show him their asses in unison.

      The umpire raised a hand to the sky as though giving them his blessing.

      At the same time, indignant cries arose from the stands opposite.

      “What about us? What about us? That’s not fair! Show us your derrieres, ladies!”

      “I want my money back!” cried Loustalou, laughing.

      The young players did not ignore these complaints: they knew what they had to do, and they did it with enthusiasm. They stood before the spectators and saluted them in the same way, presenting them three times with what they were burning to see, to touch, to kiss, and much more besides. 

      Applause and whistling greeted this titillating opening of ceremonies. The two players finally took their places on the court and began their first game. They were no champions, but their blunders made an impression on the spectators nonetheless; every time they went after a stray ball, they would bend over and assume indecent poses. Marianne won the first game and, as they were switching sides, both girls unzipped their skirts and threw them into the crowd. They were both wearing thongs, little black openwork-lace triangles held up by an invisible string through the back.

      With a composure dictated by the marquise’s little scenario, they began their second game. Now at one game each, whoever missed the ball, removed another garment. Eric, the man with the thick, quivering mustache, had been right: This was truly a game of strip-tennis. Florence had the advantage and Marianne removed her T-shirt and tossed it into the stands to reveal the bra encasing her imposing breasts. Then Florence lost the point and also removed her shirt, revealing her youthful, round, firm breasts. At the next fault, it was Marianne’s bra that flew into the stands. 

      At the end of the second game, both players were stripped down to their thongs, for which the crowd was now clamoring impatiently. At Louis’s discreet signal, the girls gave in to their admirers’ demands and, with feigned timidity and reluctance, removed the scraps of fabric, and the spectators fought to inhale their unique scents intermingled with their salty sweat. 

      Florence and Marianne were now completely naked, and the show they put on in this final set was truly exciting. They ran, slid, did the splits, fell, and rose with their buttocks reddened by the clay. But perhaps the most exciting thing was to see them serve: raising an arm into the air, knees bent, stomach pulled in, ass tensed … What a joy it was, admiring the bouncing of their breasts as they ran, and their sweet muffs, pearly with the dew of their perspiration.

      They were reaching the end of their match, and the crowd was so absorbed by the spectacle of these admirable bodies in motion that no one noticed Mimi climbing up the umpire’s chair and pausing midway. Louis did not push her away when she unbuttoned his shorts, nor did he recoil when she took out his handle—not a racket handle, though its size was certainly impressive—and raised no objections when she began to suck at it with careful passion. 

      Ghislaine, her loyal maid, and Louis himself had obviously arranged this interlude, but no one really noticed it until his refereeing began to falter. He could no longer keep score, to the point where the players stopped to yell at him, with hands on hips.

      He excused himself and regretfully asked Mimi to stop her sweet sucking. She readily obeyed, climbed back down the ladder, and went to sit with her tennis-player friends. The match resumed, and Marianne won the decisive point, but Florence, showing not a trace of resentment, embraced her again and kissed her a second time. At the same time, they both slid their hands between each other’s legs and casually caressed one another as though they were merely following an end-of-match ritual. 

      Then, drawing a huge laugh from their audience, they came to the feet of the umpire and rather than shaking him by the hand in thanks, each in turn gripped his rod and gave it a cordial shake. Finally, they left the court, arms wrapped around each other’s waist, to rapturous applause from the crowd. 

      Tucking his organ away, the umpire called the next two partners on to the court: Jean-Baptiste, the basketball champion, and Sergio, the weightlifting king. The former wore a white, skintight polo shirt that outlined the muscles of his chest and back, and baggy tennis shorts through which one could make out his ample member swinging at each step. And the women present who had sampled it knew that this rod could achieve a more than sufficient hardness and dimension. Looking at it now, they rejoiced in having had the pleasure of encountering it on one or more occasions. 

      The second player, Sergio, wore a black T-shirt and pair of low-hanging boxers so tight that they clearly showed the shape of his rod and the weight of his balls. Marguerite and Georgette, the two friends who had recently shared the basketball player’s six-five frame as well as the weightlifter’s powerful arms and thighs, threw each other a conspiratorial glance and laughed quietly. They could still feel the men’s hardness and heat between their legs. The baker whispered a confidence in the widow’s ear. 

      “Just seeing them like that, I’m so damned wet.”

      “Me, too, but I consider myself a normal woman. It would take a slut to deny what the sight of them does to her down there. …”

      They were quickly hushed by their neighbors.

      They two players greeted the umpire with a simple wave of the hand and went to stand in front of their public. You could have heard a pin drop.

      They lowered and then quickly raised their shorts in unison, laughing, leaving the watchers hungry for more. Even the sharpest eyes in the crowd barely had the time to see more than the outline of their members encircled by a forest of hair.

      There was a small outcry, but the two buddies paid it no mind. They took their place on either side of the net and approached each other. 

      “A kiss, a smooch, make out! Like the girls!” Loustalou chanted.

      They responded by giving him the finger and bumped their fists in a show of camaraderie before their match got under way. 

      It was a striking, highly charged erotic performance. At each missed ball, the men removed their shirt or shorts until they ended up in G-strings, just a cup to hold their jewels and shaft to protect them from any discomfort. 

      Cries were heard from the disappointed women in the crowd, but they appreciated the virile beauty of those two bodies whose bulging muscles rippled at each movement. 

      As the match drew to a close, they did as the girls had before them and removed their cache-sexes, throwing them into the stands. The women in the audience screamed with joy to see them play the final game entirely naked, following the swinging rods and balls as the men leaped and ran. The women were quite delirious. All the more when, after the final point, Mimi climbed onto the court to shake their members as a sort of congratulation. 

      Jealous, Marguerite and Georgette were the first to react. They threw themselves upon the men they considered their own champions to congratulate them in the same manner. They were followed by a band of admirers who fought among themselves to touch, caress, feel, and kiss these two heroes of the court. The last to arrive stamped their feet, envious of those who had beaten them to it. Two fans fell to their knees and each took one of the men’s members into her mouth—the rods rose rapidly and hardened. Others fought among themselves for the privilege of kissing the two heroes and refused to let go of their lips, while the less lucky caressed their hard tensed backsides, pinching and prodding with inquisitive fingers. 

      Some men drew closer to contemplate the scene. 

      Loustalou took the opportunity for a little banter: “Gentlemen, we are witnesses to a rape! We cannot in good conscience stand here holding our tools without intervening. Someone call the police!” 

      “Jealous much?” Eric responded. “But I must confess that I find this sort of performance a little improper on a tennis court. …” 

      “Exactly!” the old count cut in. “The honor of the most distinguished of sports, after golf, is being called into doubt here. But what a pair they make!”

      He, too, feigned indignation, but could not take his eyes off this crowd of Furies and amused himself watching the athletes being taken in hand this way.

      “Are you talking about their skill as tennis partners, or about another skill entirely?” asked Loustalou, laughing. 

      The count shrugged but deigned to reply: “Both, my friend, both!”

      The female assault, amicable at first, had become a real free-for-all. 

      Fights were breaking out to take the place of the women on their knees; their hair was being pulled to get them off the rods. It looked like a brawl was brewing—something that had never been seen here, in this place of love and peace!

      Ghislaine abruptly decided to cancel the following matches, and made her apologies to the players who had been selected for the mixed doubles. She was worried that things would get out of control. This was the first time one of her group erotic entertainments had turned into a riot! 

      The lady of the manor took a megaphone and intervened authoritatively to order the groupies to take their hands off their gods of the court. 

      “Ladies, I must ask you to bring an end to this hostage-taking this minute. We are all going to move on to the swimming pool where there are other games waiting for us; games that, I assure you, will not leave you wanting. I’m sure our friends Jean-Baptiste and Sergio, not to mention all our other companions, will excite and satisfy you in the aquatic games I have devised. It, too, will be a sort of tournament.” 

      They followed her lead and all went to the swimming pool.

      It was quite long for a private pool, encompassed by a perfectly maintained lawn. Deckchairs and airbeds were laid on it in a haphazard pattern.

      Everyone removed their clothes and looked around at one another. After the game strip poker, it was funny to see the same partners in the crude light of the summer morning. All the more because veterans of the club had also answered the call of this sorceress of a marquise, and they were discovering with obvious desire the newest recruits’ young bodies, feasting their eyes on Florence, the twins, Lisbeth, and pretty Marianne. With her forty years of age, Georgette (who was here on her first stay!) stirred the lust of those with a taste for large thighs and fleshy backsides. Pâquerette’s rolling hills, on the other hand, provoked their curiosity but also a sort of dread. She could not care less, however, as she held her puny officer of the court’s impressive member in her hand.

      Sirène, nicknamed the “Swimming Mistress” by Loustalou, stood by Ghislaine as they went over the composition of this aquatic part of the festival. She alone, as usual, had kept on her black one-piece swimsuit, and seemed as unwilling to take it off today as she had been the day before.

      The lady of the manor herself was entirely nude for all to see, and see they did: her well-kept body, her pert breasts, and her auburn shock of hair, which caught the light as she turned into the sun.

      Yes, Ghislaine was beautiful, and she knew it. However, she seemed not to notice. She delighted in the adoration she received from men and women alike. Her unaffected ways were a sign of her good breeding. And she truly was a damn refined lady, that marquise, as she walked through the crowds to receive their admiration. Sometimes a man or woman’s hand would find its way to caress her pussy or ass; she would laugh and turn around so they could admire her from front and behind. 

      Then she spoke again. “We are now going to watch a dance of the nymphs directed by Sirène. That’s our little aesthetic amuse-bouche, before we get on to something a little more challenging. We will make love in the water, and there will be several contests. …” 

      They all listened to her, already forming couples as she spoke: the older men came to sit by the young girls, caressing them lightly; if they did not rebuff their advances, they began to kiss them from head to toe. The older women thronged around the young men, stroking their sexes without much need for ceremony. 

      Sirène signaled to her nymphs, and they joined her at the pool. They lined up on the edge and, at their instructress’s signal, they dived after her in perfect unison. They resurfaced in the middle of the pool, pulling difficult poses in complete harmony. They sprung up, flipped over, and disappeared again under the water, before coming back up to show off their asses or their pussies. The guests gathered around the pool and their eyes followed these nymphs who offered their bodies to them. They formed a star, holding each other by the hand and spreading their legs wide to offer their pretty pussies to the sun and to the spectators. Next it was six lovely pairs of buttocks that showed themselves off at the surface. 

      Many men felt their cocks stiffen; many women trembled in delight.

      Mimi, fascinated by these dancing, naked swimmers, was touching herself in complete serenity. Her fingers buried between her legs, she tickled her clit. Cerise and Marguerite followed her lead but, unlike the young chambermaid, were caressing each other.

      “You know which one turns me on the most?” Jean asked his twin brother.

      “No, but looking at your dick I’d say whoever you’ve chosen is in for an interesting time. Is it Audrey or Victoria?”

      “Neither: it’s Sirène.”

      “But she’s not naked!”

      “Exactly, that’s what I like. Now all I can think about is how much I want to take her standing up in the shallow end of the pool, to push her swimsuit out of the way just enough to let me stick my …”

      “Oh, you’ve got a dirty mind!” Pierre exclaimed.

      “Looks like I’m not the only one!” said Jean, glancing at his brother’s rod, which began to stand upright as its owner watched Sirène’s inner thigh every time she appeared on her back.

      They laughed and promised to take care of the instructor “together, as brothers” according to their motto.

      The dance came to an end and was met with applause.

      The swimmers were soon surrounded by men and women drawn to their charms. Hands ran over their damp skin, their breasts were cupped in palms, their young muscled thighs were patted and pinched. Even Monsieur Gérald was moved, and it showed.

      Sirène was the last to leave the pool. As soon as she reached the top of the pool ladder, the twins embraced her by way of congratulation and told her their desire to have her in the water. She thanked them and, shaking the water from her body, saw from their erections that they were telling the truth. She did not turn them down and let them know that she shared their interest. 

      “Ghislaine and I are planning to encourage those who want to try aquatic lovemaking. If you truly want to be my faithful servants …”

      “We do … absolutely!” 

      “I’ll discuss it with Ghislaine.”

      She walked away, hips swaying. She was the only one still dressed in this friendly crowd. It was a delight to imagine the body hidden in her swimsuit: her bush, her buttocks, her crotch. And imagine it they did. So much that when the twin girls realized what their male counterparts were up to, they came over to gently tease them. It was done without a trace of jealousy, however: two young men in their twenties each had an arm around each sister’s waist and clearly did not plan on letting go of them. They, too, were hard as a rock. 

      “Getting hot for teacher, are we?” Audrey asked as she nonchalantly took hold of the young man pressed against her by the cock. 

      “Yes, and the water would cool us off just right,” responded Jean with a nod, directing his brother’s gaze toward the rod Audrey had her hands on.

      “Not bad, Audrey! He looks up to scratch. …” Pierre remarked.

      The marquise overheard the two young couples and smiled tenderly. How far those little chicks have flown since they showed up in my office, not two weeks ago! Not only did they fall under the spell of those two brothers, they’ve also turned into real members of our little club. They aren’t one bit jealous, and they go from man to man with a deep thirst for learning, and for the pleasure of showing themselves to be capable students.

      Victoria was following her sister’s lead, passionately kissing her new “boyfriend” while his fingers visited the blonde curls between her legs. 

      Seeing that people were already forming pairs and were on the verge of lying down then and there on the grass to get to know each other better, Ghislaine sounded the start of the lovers’ dive. It was an acrobatic exercise meant only for the strongest swimmers. It involved a couple who would start their copulation on the ground before jumping into the deep end so entwined; the contest required them to stay united for as long as possible. Keeping things going on the surface was already difficult in its own right, but the lady of the manor was adamant: The lovers had to continue in their desire for each other. To put it another way, the man had to make sure his member was up to the performance and could stay firmly planted inside the woman. 

      “You’ve got to be joking! That’s impossible!” cried Eric—who was a good lover, but not exactly what one might call a good swimmer. “We require a demonstration!”

      “I’ve tried it myself, my dear Eric! It’s quite possible, believe me! Obviously not being afraid of water is a prerequisite. …”

      “Go on then, show us how it’s done!”

      Sensing her audience’s rising disbelief, Ghislaine called upon Jean-Baptiste, with whom she had already practiced this particular bit of water sports.

      The basketball champ was, at that moment, the target of a playful tug-of-war between several women who all wanted his body. He joined the marquise by the poolside, laughing, his band of admirers trailing behind him. She explained what she wanted him to do and encouraged his groupies to get him warmed up so he could perform at his peak. 

      Just like an hour ago on the tennis court, many of these ladies wanted a turn in taking him in their mouths. But Jean-Baptiste was not too troubled being confronted with so many open mouths and getting groped by so many indiscreet hands. He was still standing, and felt a hand manage to slip between his thighs behind him to cup and massage his balls. That only heightened his arousal.

      The marquise, for her part, also had to be prepared and made sufficiently wet and open to best accommodate this giant spear. She looked around and signaled for Laurent Dumoulin, the gynecologist with the lizard tongue, as well as for Cerise and Bernadette. The doctor understood and quickly came over to kneel on a cushion, between the lady’s legs. 

      Like Jean-Baptiste, the marquise remained standing so she could be seen and admired by those around her.

      The club guests, understanding that something rather special was on its way, gathered around and watched intently. 

      The scene was rather aesthetically beautiful. In the midst of a circle of admirers, one could see Laurent’s extraordinary tongue moving in and out of the marquise’s sex as she languished in the arms of Cerise and Bernadette, who each took turns kissing and caressing her breasts and her ass. The doctor and the two friends were so attentive in their care that Ghislaine began to moan and purr, eyes fixed on the group of Furies pawing at Jean-Baptiste. It was very rare to witness the Château des Plaisirs hostess offering herself in this way for all to see, and with such intensity. 

      Contrary to all custom, it was Mimi who had to intervene to prevent her mistress from going too far in her preparation. She waved a scuba mask under her eyes and mimed a dive. Ghislaine gently pushed away the doctor and the two young women, beckoning Jean-Baptiste to her. 

      The athlete once again had some difficulty in freeing himself from his fans grasping at his body as he came to the edge of the pool.

      His member was huge, superbly erect. Ghislaine wrapped her arms around his neck and he, lifting her up as he would have a feather, impaled her on his rod. She grabbed on to him, wrapping her legs around his waist and throwing her head back to show her pleasure. Holding her under the thighs, he spun around several times to show everyone that he and his rider were as one.

      Mimi, acting as judge, crouched down to check that he was properly inside her and made a sign to the spectators. Some drew closer to make their own inspection with cries of admiration and excited giggles. 

      Mimi put on her mask and jumped into the water. In a couple of strokes, she reached the surface again.

      “I’m ready. Off you go!” 

      The couple, still tightly intertwined, neared the edge and walked straight into the deep end. The two swimming lovers stayed submerged for a few seconds before coming up for air. 

      Mimi described what she could see.

      “He’s still inside her! He’s not letting go! This is where it gets really tricky!”

      It was tricky indeed. For how can you swim when joined together like that? They tried to move to the side, facing each other, but every motion of their legs threatened to pull Jean-Baptiste’s rod out of Ghislaine. They tried another position: he on his back, and her on top. The champ would sink, then poke his head out of the water for air, and then keep going, holding his breath. His rider tried to paddle with one hand, the other holding him inside her. 

      Mimi swam around this strange froglike couple, watching them through her mask to make sure they were following the rules. Finally, almost suffocating, they reached the ladder. With a formidable effort that was admired by all, Jean-Baptiste managed to hoist himself up onto the edge of the pool, with Ghislaine still clinging to him. He paused for breath for all of ten seconds before walking into the crowd of guests to hearty applause. The curious and the skeptical came to check that his member was still in its place. They then stepped back in admiration so that others could see for themselves. Jean-Baptiste, who was feeling himself falter, perhaps, gave several thrusts and made Ghislaine bounce on his rod. But she was the one who cried out for mercy.

      “Please, no more! It’s too much; it’s just too much!”

      Jean-Baptiste, triumphant, pulled out of her with a curious noise. The club members and staff could see that even though his shaft was not quite as thick as it had been before the dive, it still stood quite honorably erect.



  
    The More the Kinkier

    
    They were headed for a rainy weekend. Everyone had been dreaming of two full days spent outside, where bodies would meet, where they would walk naked in the park, where aquatic follies would take place in the pool … And yet there they were, in the middle of June, and it was pouring rain. Newcomers at the Château des Plaisirs wore sullen expressions on their faces, thinking that the god Eros would not be present this time around.

    How mistaken they were—and how little did they know about the wealth of imagination the lady of the manor had at her disposal!

      Among the disappointed were Georgette and Georges, the two forty-something bakers who had arrived in the marquise’s office the previous week and were immediately won over by her warmth and her charm. 

      These two newbies were casting intimidated glances all around them. They were the first weekend guests to have shown up, and Mimi had just led them into the conservatory, naked under her delicate white lace apron. What could their hostess come up with to entertain her guests on such a gloomy day?

      The manor’s ground-floor room was immense. Through its windows, one could see the swimming pool and the tennis court to the east and, to the west, the Marquise’s pride and joy: her rose garden.

      A grand piano stood in a corner of the room, looking almost lost in the vastness of its surroundings. That was where Jérôme—nicknamed Chopin, on account of his skill as a pianist—liked to play while a lady—usually the marquise, but sometimes Mimi—knelt before him, sucking him off to the melody he happened to be playing, gently or passionately. But this room’s most amazing feature lay in that it was almost a house of mirrors: the floor was made of mirrors; the ceiling and walls were covered in reflective panes; the furniture seemed to be made of glass. At the center, however, stood a wooden platform accessible by five steps; on it lay a vast, thick mattress, four and a half feet above the ground. This configuration was devised so that voyeurs would be in the ideal position to observe and, if they fancied it, touch the revelers, caress a bouncing buttock, help a staff find its way here or there … or to be caressed themselves. Whether you were a man or a woman, nothing stopped you from climbing onto the podium and entering the infernal dance of bodies in heat. One could pace around this raised bed, stop and spy, make one’s choice, then simply join the sexual fury on this fifteen-by-fifteen space that could fit a dozen couples.

      But on this particular day, any thoughts of mingling on the podium would have to wait until the rather special card game the marquise had organized: strip poker!

      She had had five bridge tables installed around that space dedicated to fucking, sucking, buggering, and other distractions—all five were transparent, as well as the seats, so that each and everyone could see what was going on under the table without needing to bend over. Thus one could see a female hand testing the firmness of a cock, and a male player could verify the state of arousal of his neighbor’s pussy.

      A deck of cards and five piles of chips were the finishing touch on each table.

      Mimi, who had briefly slipped out, came back with a platter loaded with small glasses of a blue liquid the marquise reserved only for the greatest occasions of debauchery. It was the club’s own magic potion, which increased the libido of both men and women alike to startling degrees. The limpest and weariest of rods, worn out by recent exploits, raised their heads proudly; the scowling, dried-up honeypots would bloom, ready to be eaten or filled once more. Mimi rested the platter on a long dresser where guests could help themselves upon arrival, and toast to a lovely afternoon of shared lovemaking.

      Once her task was done, the friendly young lady came to greet Georges and Georgette, who were timidly perched on the edge of a roomy couch. Finding them a little ill at ease, she kissed each of them on the lips. Running her fingers through Georgette’s hair, she took care to present her ass at Georges’s eye level and within his reach.

      Although he was rather titillated by this close-up of the chambermaid’s inner thighs, the man did not dare do anything apart from feasting his eyes on her.

      “You’re awfully shy today!” Mimi said, seating herself cheerfully in his lap. “I suppose it’s true you’re mostly here to watch your better half get pounded by one of our athletes.”

      Georgette giggled as was her habit and chimed in.

      “I, too, want to see my dear Georges hard at work. I greatly enjoyed our little four-way session the other day.”

      “I’m quite sure you will both be a little more adventurous once you’ve tasted our dear hostess’s sweet nectar,” the maid replied. 

      “But, my dear, I am already moved by the sight of your charming nudity,” Georges said in a tone he fancied quite refined. 

      Mimi stood, and ran her fingers along his fly, noticing a distinct swelling inside the pants of this recent convert. Georges, this time around, could not stop himself from squeezing her ass under the light apron. The young lady freed herself, laughing, and went to welcome the first group of weekend partygoers.

      The marquise led the way, stunning in her skintight gray jersey dress. She was flanked by two giants who offered her their arms. Behind the trio shuffled a small, joyous crowd, but Georgette paid them no mind. She could not believe what she was seeing; right there, in the flesh, stood the two champions: Jean-Baptiste, the widow Marguerite’s favorite, and Sergio, the statuesque Italian she herself had chosen from a catalog. Laying eyes on him for the first time took her breath away, as a sudden wave of heat crept through her lower stomach.

      “As you can see, my dear Georgette, I didn’t lie to you: Here are the two heroes whose photographs made such an impression on you. Would you be disappointed to see them naked by your side?”

      Georgette cooed at this and turned red as a beet. She tried to stand but sat back down quickly, overcome with emotion.

      The two athletes were intimidating to say the least, with their muscles rippling under their immaculate T-shirts and their magnificent legs appearing from bulging navy-blue shorts. 

      Sergio bowed, dropping a gentlemanly kiss on Georgette’s hand, looking her straight in the eye.

      “My God, what wonderful blonde hair you have. I love blondes—that is to say, real blondes. …”

      Jean-Baptiste cheerfully pushed him aside.

      “I, too, love blondes. They have a certain je-ne-sais-quoi other women lack. …”

      He slid behind Georgette’s seat and bent down to kiss her neck, staring down her cleavage.

      “Well, what a plump little pair you have here. Would you be so kind as to introduce them to me, just for a moment?”

      The forty-two-year-old did not know how to respond to such polite assaults. She turned to her husband, as though asking for his permission to let herself go in the hands of those strangers, and then turned to Ghislaine.

      Georges was first to react. 

      “Good day, gentlemen! I am quite honored by the admiration you have for my wife, and I am inviting you to feast on her as you will. Come now, Georgette, unfasten your blouse and show our friends your bosom! It’s well worth a look. And, if that makes you more comfortable, gentlemen, I will confess that my greatest pleasure would be for you to send her into a trance before my very eyes.”

      The marquise, to her amusement, noticed that he was already getting hard.

      “But not at the same time! No, not both at the same time, now!” Georgette said hastily, acting the prude. “Marguerite promised that she would come and …”

      Already the basketball player’s large hand had slid into the baker’s bra, and was authoritatively pulling out a fat, round breast, its pink areola encircling a nipple that was already swollen with desire. 

      Emboldened, Georgette quieted her false naïveté and allowed her hand to stray behind her back, searching for the big black basketball player’s member. 

      “Oh my, that’s not a baguette or a baton I feel … it’s a four-pounder, at least,” she crooned, rubbing the black man between his legs as he laughed good-naturedly.

      Sergio, turned on by her cooing, fell to his knees and buried his face under her skirt to sniff between her legs. He grunted with happiness.

      “You smell blonde, you smell like a blonde honeypot. It has its own refinement, a sweetness, an intoxicating fragrance.”

      He pulled his head out from under there and started to pull down her panties. Georgette was over the moon and only desired one thing: to be taken, here and now, by these two athletes. She raised her ass so the Italian could tear off her underwear more easily, but the marquise put a stop to this exhibition and appealed to the men’s sense of restraint. 

      “Let us wait for all of our guests to arrive before we start showing our desires and coveting our preys. We must first meet the newcomers.”

      “But we are the newcomers!” Georgette whined.

      “You’re not the only ones, my dear. Ah, I can hear our friends arriving. …”

      The parlor doors burst open and the last guests made their entrance. Among them was Marguerite, the merry widow and friend of Georgette’s, who rushed to embrace her friend enthusiastically.

      “Oh, how funny it is to see you here in this place of debauchery! And to think I’ve known you to be so reserved, standing there behind your counter, dodging compliments from your clients, acting all virtuous!”

      “I think it will be even more ironic when we’re both giving ourselves over to these two gentlemen,” the baker replied in a sultry tone.

      Georges came closer, all smiles. The widow seemed surprised to see him.

      “Oh, so you are here, too, Georges? I didn’t know you were in on our secret parties.”

      “Indeed I am! For me, too, it will be quite a sight, the two of you being serviced by strangers who, as far as I can tell, aren’t exactly newbies.”

      To show he was no longer scared of anything, Georges kissed Marguerite on her lips as he massaged her ass.

      “I’ve never told you, Marguerite, but I’ve been lusting after you for twenty years. But today I’ll just watch—well, we’ll see …”

      “Oh, this is just too amusing, too amusing!” she exclaimed.

      It was all the more so since Jean-Baptiste, at that moment, greeted her by groping her through her skirt, and she suddenly found herself, quite naturally, caressing these two champions’ rods through their shorts.

      Ghislaine had to intervene once more so that spirits and bodies alike could cool off a moment—they were heating up a little too fast for her taste given the afternoon she had planned. She demanded silence.

      Ever the gracious hostess, the marquise made the introductions, though few were necessary. Apart from Georges and Georgette, Henri Tronchet (the officer of the court with his oversized trunk), and Sylvie (the giantess), all the other regulars knew one another at least by sight. Many discoveries still remained to be made, however, much to everyone’s excitement; indeed, only Ghislaine and Mimi could boast of having seen all the sexes of this libertine group in action. The lady of the house continued.

      “I will now request that each and every one of you delay your frolics until later. Given the weather, we are going to play a rather fun and naughty indoor game: strip poker.”

      A female voice rose from the crowd: “But I don’t know how to play cards! I don’t know the first thing about poker! Do I have to sit this one out or what?”

      A manly voice reassured her at once: “You may not know how to play cards, but when it comes to stripping, Marianne, you’re in a league of your own!”

      This retort was greeted by laughter. Little Marianne, a pretty brunette of around thirty years of age, seemed genuinely worried as she stared at the marquise, her beautiful brown eyes open wide. She wore a very tight, very short pair of black velvet shorts that hugged her behind and clung to her crotch. Beside her, stood the reassuring joker. As he studied her with a connoisseur’s eye, Eric, a forty-year-old whose sex drive was the stuff of legend, wondered how Marianne had managed to slip on such a tiny outfit—and thought it would be quite enjoyable to watch her take it off. He resolved to find a seat at her table. In that he would fail, but handsome Eric, with his famously strong member, was going to get his money’s worth nonetheless—he ended up seated between two beautiful girls. 

      The marquise explained the outlines of strip poker to the crowd, first asking who knew how to play poker at all. About a dozen hands were raised, more or less reluctantly. Thus reassured, she asked the seasoned players to explain the rules of the game to their partners: the various hands and their hierarchy, the differences between a pair, a three of a kind, a straight, a flush … The connoisseurs then debated among themselves, reaching the following consensus: at the end of each turn, all the losers would remove an item of clothing of their own choice. These choices would be made as Mimi weaved through of the crowd, pouring more of the arousing beverage. 

      Then came the assignment of players to the different tables. Who would be seated with whom? Dragging out the suspense a little longer, the marquise unveiled her plans for the afternoon: Whenever a player ended up entirely naked, he or she would be invited to the podium. There, the games would take a turn for the entirely physical, giving free rein to each and every member to show his or her talents. She explained the additional rules: If a man could not perform at his best, his partner could call upon any other male member of the assembly. In the same way, less active ladies could receive the assistance of their more enterprising counterparts.

      As for the assigned seats, the marquise had once again thought of everything. Each player had his or her name written on a slip of paper placed in a hat. Ghislaine asked Mimi to read out the names drawn at random and to assign them a table. This sorting process did not, of course, leave anything up to chance—Mimi knew every detail of the seating arrangements her mistress had planned. As assignments were made, the schemes devised by the marquise and carried out by her faithful accomplice made for encounters that seemed unexpected, but were in fact thoroughly thought out. So it was that Georgette and her friend found each other seated at table number one—with, by a remarkable “coincidence,” Jean-Baptiste, Sergio, and Georges the voyeur.

      Both ladies already felt emotion twisting their insides as the fulfillment of their fantasies came so close to being reached.

      People were flocking to their tables and pulling back their seats when Mimi, her nose squashed against a bay window, let out an amused cry. “Oh, those youngsters, they always have to stand out! Look, the two sets of twins are coming out of the pool! It’s like they don’t even realize it’s raining! Ah, here they come.”

      “How young and beautiful they are,” the marquise sighed, drawing murmurs of approbation from the crowd.

      A minute later, the four naked youths burst into the room and stopped on the threshold, roaring with laughter.

      “Such indecency will not be tolerated!” Ghislaine cried in mock indignation. “Go and dress yourselves at once! Then you may come back—we’ll warm you up, trust me!”

      They ran away, chirping like a flock of sparrows.

      The Château des Plaisirs guests, blinded by this flash of youth that now ran to the changing room, were left moved, envious, or enthralled. Already each member was wondering if her or she would be so lucky to have one of those beautiful young people at his or her table. At any rate, they would at least have the chance to look upon them from a close range, to touch them, explore them, and watch them make love. And why not penetrate them? thought the men as they pictured the twin girls’ pretty behinds. And why not have them inside of me? thought the ladies, young and less young alike, as they pictured the boys’ beautiful rods.

      There would be time for that soon enough—or for something similar.

      How many were there on this rainy June afternoon at the Château des Plaisirs? Twenty-five, not counting Mimi who would only have the privilege of playing once she had assigned everyone to their seats. Her mission was to monitor everything, to encourage players to surrender themselves to their partners according to the rules dictated by the lady of the manor.

      Thus Mimi set up five tables of five. Ghislaine had decided that table number two would feature Henri Tronchet, the weedy officer of the court with “a watering hose for a cock,” as Mimi put it. And, it went without saying, Sylvie the giantess, who bore the sweet nickname of Pâquerette, would sit facing him. Since their first encounter, they had met at the club nearly every day so he may appreciate her multiple rolls of fat, and so she could suck on his heroically proportioned shaft with energy and wonder before directing it inside her. By now, his phenomenal member knew its way between her mountains of flesh perfectly.

      “I’m betting those two will get married someday!” Mimi kept telling the marquise, who reminded her vexedly that her club was not a matchmaking service. 

      Those two incredible specimens were seated with Pierre, one of the twins, who was a little unnerved to be separated from his brother, as well as from Audrey and Victoria. The two couples had been inseparable since the two eighteen-year-olds’ deflowering. Together they had embarked upon many an exploration, but much was still left to explore.

      Facing this stallion sat Lisbeth, the young bride who, once her wedding to a dour husband had taken place, came back for memorable afternoon sessions at every opportunity and under any pretext. By a happy coincidence, her other half was at work that day.

      Also present was Cerise, the young makeup artist who preferred ladies to gentlemen, but did not always rebuff the latter and could satisfy them with a goodwill that also betrayed a measure of happiness.

      Seated around the third table were five players who had not had the pleasure of an encounter with any of their neighbors. Young Florence had been separated from her riding instructor but seemed none the worse for it, flanked by Louis, the handsome tennis instructor, and Jean, the other twin. Both were feasting their eyes on her, but had also laid a nonchalant hand on each of her knees. Across from Florence, Marianne enviously followed these playful hands under the table and gave her neighbor encouraging glances. Laurent Dumoulin, the gynecologist with the disproportionate tongue who had recommended the Château des Plaisirs to the twin sisters for their deflowering, was obviously turned on by this pretty brunette in her black velvet shorts. He had also been deeply moved when his young former patients, Audrey and Victoria, had flown into his arms to thank him for his life-changing advice. A sudden desire had taken hold of him, and he intimated that now, no professional ties stopped him from getting to know them a little more personally. 

      They had laughed. 

      Mimi kept placing men and women, pouring more and more of their hostess’s secret aphrodisiac. And so she reached the fourth table where Victoria was taking her seat next to Nathalie, a young tennis instructor who had just arrived at the club. Monsieur Gérald, the seventy-year-old aristocrat, was thrilled to be surrounded by such youth. Two other men, both in the prime of life, were casting longing looks at their neighbors. One of them was Jérôme, the womanizing Chopin whose winning smile had convinced many a lady that he exuded some sort of energy field, a mere touch of his skin being enough to send shivers down their body. His hand resting on the young instructor’s thigh already seemed to excite her. Eric sat on Victoria’s left; he was a blond fortysomething, with a painter’s brush mustache he used to tickle the ladies’ sexes with legendary skill. Most of them loved the thickness of his rod, but the tighter among them almost feared it.

      Finally, four regulars were sitting around the marquise: to her right sat Bertrand, the riding instructor, as well as Audrey, the other twin; to her left, Bernadette, the hairdresser with the clean-shaven snatch, and Loustalou, the exuberant and podgy night watchman. The latter didn’t have the physique of a Greek god, but the ladies most appreciated his sense of humor—which was always bawdy without ever being vulgar. 

      All of the five-player tables were now occupied, and if it hadn’t been for the agitation above (and under) the transparent tables—the light touches, the caresses, the kisses—one could have thought they had stumbled into some upper-class bridge club.

      Ghislaine raised her glass and asked for silence.

      “Welcome, welcome all, especially to the newcomers who have recently joined our merry band. You are all ready to begin our great game of the weekend. The outside temperature today may not be exactly summery, but I can assure you that in this room, things will get heated—very heated. You were all placed in a manner that may strike you as arbitrary, but I can assure you that my vast experience on the subject of afternoon delights had nothing to do with these choices. It is chance, and chance alone that assigned your seats—with a little help from our resident fairy, Mimi.”

      The lie was so far-fetched, Ghislaine herself had to stifle a laugh.

      A voice pretending to be displeased sounded off.

      “Resident fairy? Resident witch, surely!”

      The marquise made a soothing gesture.

      “I am well aware that some of you are already ogling a player of either sex at a nearby table. Take comfort in the fact that everything can change as the game progresses! But I must school you with a bit of theory before we move on to the practice—for which I am just as impatient as you are.”

      She gestured toward the big board indicating the value of each hand, from the simple pair to the straight flush, and explained the various mechanics of the game before getting to the most important point: the disrobing itself.

      A few racy interjections were thrown by Eric and Loustalou—“Take ’em off, Marquise!” “We demand some ass!” “Less flirting, more stripping!”—but they were quickly hushed. People wanted to play.

      Their hostess also explained that each player had a pile of twenty chips, with which he or she could place bets.

      This was where things got interesting: at the end of each turn, the losers had to remove an item of clothing of their choice. Only the winner who took the pot would avoid (regretfully, most likely) this requirement.

      The experienced players at each table answered questions from the novices, and dealt the cards: three at first, then two. Bets were placed, raises were made, hands were folded.

      In the first round, the marquise was among the losers at her table: overplaying her three-of-a-kind, she had re-raised only to run afoul of Bernadette’s four jacks. Ghislaine immediately led by example, lowering the top of her dress to show a bra that, in truth, wasn’t quite needed given how her firm her breasts were. But no matter, today she would have the pleasure of taking it off when the time came. Young Audrey settled for removing one of her tennis shoes, under Bertrand’s amused yet disappointed gaze; he consoled himself by feeling her sex through her light dress. She did the same to him, demanding that he take off his riding boots on his next loss. Which he did.

      As for Loustalou, he took off his polo shirt and pushed out his belly without provoking much lust among his table partners.

      Marianne, however, delighted her fellow players with how difficult it was to get out of her tiny shorts. That piece of fabric was all she had left to cover her body, her breasts already exposed for all to see. Her fruitless efforts to get rid of the damn shorts were so moving that Eric, from another table, decided to intervene.

      “Get her to stand on your table so we can all enjoy the show, damn it! There’s nothing more exciting than a woman who’s trying to get naked and can’t actually do it!”

      The idea was deemed worthy, and both Jean and the gynecologist helped Marianne fulfill the wishes of Eric and his rousing mustache. Thus she ended up standing, exposed for all to see, perched on what looked like a painter’s pedestal—though an artist would have been at a loss to capture the shapes of such a fidgety model. Marianne struggled, shaking her ass in all directions, twisted and turned, but remained a prisoner of her garment. She had taken off her wide belt, but couldn’t get out of those velvet shorts. Amused voices were heard all around.

      “Won’t somebody help her? Cut them off!”

      By a remarkable coincidence, Cerise and Bernadette were the ones to rush to her aid. After many a voluptuous grope, the two lovers from Lesbos managed to get Marianne out of her insubordinate clothing. The brunette finally appeared in a tiny thong, her naked ass greeted by cheers and clapping.

      Among the afternoon’s many surprises, the least expected originated from the newcomers’ table. Whereas Georgette had first set her heart on Sergio through a catalog, she quickly found herself charmed body and soul by Jean-Baptiste. As for Marguerite, she had already experienced a fierce ramming from the basketball champion; and though she cherished the memory of those encounters, she desperately wanted to let herself go in the arms of the handsome Italian for a change. As such, she did her utmost to lose the last items of clothing that shielded her body. By now, she was only wearing her white panties, wide enough to conceal the size of her bush from the other players. As she discarded her hand with mock disappointment, she saw her neighbor’s cock go hard through the glass table. When Sergio slid his hand through the side of the merry widow’s panties to feel her mound, Marguerite granted herself the right to wrap her palm around his column.

      She turned to Georgette with a small laugh.

      “Do you mind, darling, if we invert the roles our hostess planned for us? I’m getting a sudden craving for Italian. Jean-Baptiste has some surprises in store for you, believe me. …”

      She didn’t need to wait for her friend’s reply—the latter had already undone the athlete’s fly, and was stroking his mighty pole with enthusiasm. What was her husband doing at that moment? Why, he was watching delightedly through the table as his wife’s hand ran up and down the black athlete’s shaft. For, one must remember, what he wanted most was to see his respectable wife take a pounding from a stranger in his presence. Did that mean he had grown impotent? No, but the conjugal rut of hastily concluded blow jobs, the scarcity of their lovemaking, the lack of imagination therein … All had been most wearisome. It had also done away with his wife’s physical passion. They wanted to experience something new—and there was no shortage of that at the Château des Plaisirs!

      Mimi, who was sauntering from table to table, observed that here, just like elsewhere, the stripping was going just fine. Her current mission, set by her mistress, was to pick up the discarded clothes and throw them haphazardly to the center of the platform. There would come a time when all would have to find their personal effects —or at least try to. 

      “Mark my word, my dear Mimi, this final clothing session will create entertaining situations. We’ll get to see some guests, still intoxicated with pleasure, struggle to fit in a thong far too small for the size of their posterior. …”

      And so Mimi went around the room, collecting Florence’s or Bertrand’s riding boots, bras and panties here, a shirt there, stilettos, skirts, and jeans. She was greatly entertained by the direction each game was taking, and whispered her status reports into the marquise’s attentive ear.

      These reports delighted her mistress as well as allowed her to gauge the level of folly her guests had reached. Her table being somewhat removed from the others, she could not glean those details herself, only espying them from afar.

      “How is table four doing?” she would ask, seeing shirts and underwear fly in the air.

      “Well, Monsieur Gérald just made a big splash: He’s cleaned out most of his opponents. They threw all their money into the pot, and he drew a straight flush on the second deal—look, they’re all getting naked. Allow me to join them: I want to see how our new swimming instructor is dealing with the situation—not to mention Victoria! As far as I’m aware, the twin sisters have only experienced their male counterparts and no one else. …”

      The marquise laid a finger across her lips, discreetly nodding at Audrey who sat nearby; she pinched her chambermaid’s behind with a knowing smile.

      “Come now, what you really want is to see what their kitties looks like.”

      “Well, yes, I want to discover their pussies. But I also want to see how they behave—if they’re curious, or shy, or coy … do you understand, Madame?”

      “Do I ever! Go, go! I must confess I’m actually waiting for this game to end so our great orgy can begin.”

      The other players at her table approved in their own ways. Bernadette, the lesbian hairdresser, leaned toward Ghislaine and began to nibble at her breasts as she explored her nether regions. The marquise let her, laughing, for although she preferred having a Sergio or a Bertrand inside of her, she was not one to shun the company of one of the ladies.

      As for Bertrand? As we know, the riding instructor was by her side. After a week of love games with young Florence, the stable manager was delighted to caress Audrey’s young, blonde pussy to his right. She did not stop him, curious to know if she might feel a different, perhaps even more intense kind of thrill with him than what she had experienced with the twins.

      Mimi joined Monsieur Gérald’s table, amused by the feigned indignation shown by the pretty swimming instructor in response to her neighbors’ advances. This young lady was a fresh new recruit, and the nickname “Sirène” had been fast bestowed upon her given the grace and the beauty with which she performed her job. She was a tall, broad-shouldered brunette whose lean and muscular body exuded elegance. Cheerful and open-minded, she had been surprised, if not shocked, by the club’s mores. Although the marquise had given her a clear and frank account of her guests’ rather naughty activities, she had, at first, observed them from a cautious distance. Her reluctance had been, however, quickly replaced by curiosity, and curiosity by interest and desire. She had taken the leap, and given in to the experiences offered to her—nonetheless retaining her one-piece bathing suit when in the pool, perhaps to maintain a form of authority over her enterprising students.

      When Mimi reached her table, she was spurning the advances of Jérôme, the pianist with the irresistible energy field—spurning them more in word than deed, as she let this Chopin’s hand grow bolder and run under her dress, from her knee to her thigh, its obvious aim being to discover, through her bathing suit, exactly how damp her pussy was.

      “What a lovely mound you have! Rounded and plump, just the way I like it. … It must be so nice to lay one’s cheek there,” he whispered in her ear.

      At the same time, Eric, the man with the thick rod, leaned toward Victoria and began to raise her red T-shirt.

      “I’d like to see what a teenage bosom looks like, I can’t quite remember. … Do you mind?”

      The lone twin, who had only ever known love with Pierre and Jean, was a little bit apprehensive, but not on the defensive. She merely laughed, turning her head, as her neighbor, not content with uncovering one of her breasts, was trying to get to her lips.

      Monsieur Gérald, from all of his seventy years of age, was happy to just watch the maneuvers taking place under the table while winning every hand. He was, in fact, the only one who knew how to play, when to bluff, and how to infer what his opponents held. The only person in this crowd who was playing to win, and not to lose another item of clothing!

      The combination of Victoria’s eighteen years of age, Sirène’s twenty-five, and the pleasure he could sense rising within them was enough to make him happy. He was part of the great family of voyeurs who preferred watching to acting. He used to say that, at his age, this form of pleasure was more moral. 

      But wasn’t it rather that he thought his body too wilted to expose it next to such young flesh? Or that he simply had lost his vigor to age?

      Mimi, still naked under her chambermaid’s apron, kissed Sirène on the neck, tickled her left nipple, giving her a start, and moved on to the next table where Henri Tronchet, Pâquerette, Lisbeth, and Pierre, the other twin, who seemed unable to take his eyes off the young bride, were located. Pierre seemed fascinated—understandably so—by the black hair that covered Lisbeth’s body, from her bush to her breasts, not to mention her armpits, from which it sprang in thick tufts. The young bride only had her sandals left on—one could surmise that she had taken great pleasure in taking off her more concealing clothing first. She was quite pleased with the interest she seemed to instill in such a handsome young man, spying the swelling in his black boxer shorts as he stared at her. She shot him a glance of burning desire and suddenly she wanted one thing only: to see him lose, so they would walk hand in hand to christen the great raised bed at the center of the room and give the crowd a show.

      As for Cerise, she sat, stunned, staring uncomprehendingly at Henri Tronchet’s unimaginably large cock. The officer of the court had his shirt unbuttoned, showing a puny, unappealing chest. 

      That cock … That cock! I’ve never seen anything like it! No wonder I prefer my sweet Bernadette to beings endowed with such grotesque attributes! she thought, following her mammoth neighbor’s foot with her eyes as it went to stroke this priapic monolith. Ah, this fat Pâquerette sure was a lucky one, finding a perfect fit like that. 

      Sylvie was the complete opposite of everything the young Cerise loved in a woman. She liked her darling Bernadette’s small, firm breasts—hers were drooping and flabby; she liked her lover’s clean-shaven sex—hers was hidden by a veritable forest …

      If there was one player who really wasn’t invested in this poker game, it was little Cerise. She wanted to be in the arms of her woman.

      At this stage of the game, sighs of desire were becoming louder than the occasional excited gasps from a winner.

      Ghislaine motioned for Mimi to join her and whispered a few recommendations into her ear: “They’re ready for the big finale. Go serve some more of my liqueur, and when you reach the champs’ table, tell them to kick things off by taking Marguerite and Georgette to the stage, so they can flaunt their skills a bit. Marquise’s orders.”

      Mimi relayed the message to Jean-Baptiste and Sergio, who jumped to their feet and carried off the two ladies as though they were kidnapping them. The women kicked the air, crying out in surprise. Both men laid down their prey at the center of the bed. Standing, they turned to the room, presenting their raised members before setting the Marguerite and Georgette on all fours. The two men immediately penetrated them from behind, simulating a gallop by spanking their asses. The two friends, eyes crazed, were being taken without any discomfort: all those under-the-table caresses had been more than enough to prepare them to receive such rods.

      Applause greeted this first performance. The crowd got on their feet, knocking aside chips, cards, and tables as everyone picked partners and flooded the “dance floor,” as Loustalou had put it. Soon it became a formidable tangle of bodies, of legs, arms, and sexes in heat. Surprisingly, the most shy of the group were those who ended up being the most passionate and enthusiastic.

      One could have thought, for instance, that Audrey and Victoria would be somewhat apprehensive of moving on to new partners; on the contrary, they threw themselves at Bertrand and Chopin, respectively. They watched each other as they took these two gentlemen in their mouths, while the men buried their faces in the blonde gold between the girls’ legs. 

      Not far from them, Jean and Pierre were discovering the charms Marianne and Lisbeth had to offer. The former, who had had such a difficult time taking off her velvet shorts, was impaled on her chosen twin and, her back turned to him, caressed her breasts with one hand and her clitoris with the other as she bounced up and down on his fleshy lance.

      As for Pierre, he didn’t quite know what was happening to him. He was lost in the young bride’s downy body and took pleasure in that. Both brothers would look up every now and then to glance at their female counterparts, surprised and perhaps a tad jealous to see them enjoying themselves with others so much.

      Marguerite and Georgette were no longer crying out; they were growling and hissing as their athletes made them run a gauntlet of the most complex positions. These two lifelong friends were delighted to have Jean-Baptiste abandon Georgette to pounce on Marguerite, while Sergio took the burning baker in his arms to make her experience hitherto unknown thrills.

      Witnessing his wife’s lovemaking and finding it so arousing that he had blown his load much too quickly, Georges had gone to sit in a corner and was staring into space.

      Florence, the young rider, was being pounded by the tennis instructor, holding him firmly by the waist to take him deep inside her as she called out loving cries, tightening her muscled rings around his member.

      Henri and his Pâquerette had quickly vanished from the podium to go make love more comfortably on a tawny leather couch by the piano. They seemed to be only interested in each other. Perhaps they were in love, having escaped from the crowd in this way and to be content with each other? And who could have blamed them?

      Cerise and Bernadette had also moved out of the general entanglement at the center of the room to make each other climax in their own way, with their lips, their fingers, and a reasonably sized dildo. They had no doubt hidden that olisbos before the party, between the cushions of the couch where they had absconded.

      The aristocrat, Monsieur Gérald, the poker game’s big winner, was the only person still clothed. Hands behind his back, he paced around the stage, whistling a tune.

      The show fascinated him. He would stop and caress a body, tap a bouncing behind, perhaps kiss a breast. The couples that had formed amused him greatly: Eric, who had first set his sights on dear Victoria, had ended up with the young swimming coach. Her bathing suit lay crumpled on one of the bridge tables and, seeing how she squirmed as his mustache tickled her nether regions, the old count correctly inferred that she was enjoying herself immensely. She’ll be even happier when she feels this sodomite’s thick cudgel inside of her, he mused, smiling. He straightened his bowtie and spotted Ghislaine, their common mistress, engaged with a long, thick, and firm tongue probing her. She lay on her back in a nonchalant pose, one arm behind her head, her legs spread open. Her right hand rested on the back of Laurent Dumoulin’s neck; her gynecologist friend was so skilled that his lingua’s infernal dance inside of her was about to make her climax.

      The aristocrat tenderly ran his fingers through Ghislaine’s hair and bestowed a chaste kiss on her forehead. She smiled.

      “You should lie on your back, Monsieur Gérald. It is an incredible sight, watching this human tide in the ceiling mirror. I can barely recognize myself, so entwined we all are: I have to raise my arm, like this, you see?”

      The marquise wasn’t the only one enjoying the scene reflected by the ceiling. He spied many guests who marveled at discovering themselves in the middle of the crowd. He even glimpsed a few changes in people’s behavior when they saw themselves—their movements intensified, their faces tensed … Narcissus. There’s a Narcissus in all of us, he mused as he resumed his pacing. He almost bumped into Mimi who was being taken by a euphoric Loustalou, leaning against the raised bed, one leg up in the air.

      “Is this even comfortable?” he inquired.

      “It’s just different, that’s all,” replied the maid. “And this way I can take it real deep,” she added with disarming frankness.

      Loustalou pretended to get angry.

      “Oh really? Because otherwise little Mimi can’t feel her big Loulou?”

      Monsieur Gérald was also amused to see that most participants, male and female, weren’t focusing exclusively on their partners. Hands darted in and out of couples, searching for skin in an insatiable desire to revel again and again in this multitude of available bodies.

      Cries, moans, gasps, and exclamations rose from this multitude, in a feedback loop of exhilaration—each wanting to attain a level of pleasure equal to, or higher than, the others.

      Sated couples and exhausted single men gradually came down from the podium, trying to collect themselves once they were out of the furnace.

      Soon it was time to try and sort the clothing in the heap that had been Mimi’s doing. This operation caused many laughs. This post-orgy glow was the grace note of such events. No gloomy demeanors, no postcoital tristesse could be found here, unlike in those cold urban establishments where one never saw a hint of camaraderie or tenderness, and where laughter was an unseemly thing. No, in Ghislaine’s Château des Plaisirs, this kind of encounter finished with smiles, kisses, and affectionate brushes—with thank-yous.

      Mimi went to get some refreshments, accompanied by Cerise and Bernadette. 

      Suddenly, Chopin’s Nocturne in F major Op. 15 No. 2 swept across this great parlor where no music had been needed to accompany the erotic games. Jérôme was seated at the piano playing the melancholy piece that flowed like water.

      The twin sisters, still naked, leaned against the great instrument, following the pianist’s slender hands as they danced on the keys. A small group gathered to better hear the music.

      Ghislaine’s eyes wandered across her guests. They were all beaming. She was happy.
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