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Prologue
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Jack sat at his desk, a glass of whiskey in his hand. The golden liquid shimmered in the warm light of the room. The laptop in front of him blinked as he scrolled through old photos. Faces appeared, women who had briefly been part of his life.

The first was a woman whose smile could brighten even the coldest nights. Her long legs and confident gaze made her irresistible. He remembered the night in the expensive hotel when she had enchanted him with her laughter. A fleeting pleasure, nothing significant.

Next was a redhead with bright green eyes and a shy demeanor. Jack had enjoyed how she hid what she truly wanted behind her bashful smile. He grinned at the memory of their first date—she had barely concealed her nervousness. They shared a night full of passion, but after another meeting, her interest quickly faded.

He scrolled on to another red-haired beauty. She was the complete opposite of the previous one—loud and lively. Jack recalled the wild parties and the heated nights full of promises and excitement. Their relationship hadn't lasted long; too many differing goals and expectations stood between them.

Suddenly, his gaze stopped on a picture: Beatrice and her daughter Leni. Beatrice, with her short black hair and understated elegance, stood next to Leni, who clung to her mother. Leni's light brown hair fell in gentle waves over her shoulders, and her deep brown eyes sparkled curiously at the camera.

Jack remembered the day he took the photo. Beatrice wore a form-fitting dress that highlighted her well-shaped curves, and Leni had on a simple summer dress that emphasized her youthful beauty. They had smiled as if everything was perfect.

He leaned back and took a deep sip of his whiskey. The picture stirred memories, and a grin spread across his face.

Jack wondered how Beatrice and Leni had fared after his interest in them had waned. Beatrice must be in her early 50s by now, and her daughter 31?! Time had flown by. He took another sip of whiskey and gazed at the photo, lost in thought.

He recalled his first meeting with Beatrice. She had exuded an aura of vulnerability and strength simultaneously. Her short, black hair had perfectly complemented her petite frame, and her eyes—large and brown—had a depth that fascinated him. She had been searching for something she hadn't found in her life thus far. A type of validation that her husband Jim couldn't provide.

Leni, on the other hand, had been young and full of life. Her expressive, deep brown eyes had reflected both curiosity and an underlying fragility. Jack remembered the way she had looked at him—with a mix of admiration and restraint. She had been in the process of finding her own path, away from her mother's expectations.

Jack took another sip. The whiskey burned pleasantly down his throat. Maybe he should reach out again. At least to Leni; Beatrice was now too old for his taste. But her daughter... Leni could be interesting. He imagined what she might look like today. Did she still have that youthful freshness that had captivated him back then?

He grabbed his phone and opened Planebook. With a few targeted clicks, he found Leni's profile. Her profile picture showed her in a dress that highlighted her slender figure. Her light brown hair had grown longer and fell in gentle waves over her shoulders. She had aged well, better than he had expected.

His gaze drifted over the other photos. Leni hiking, Leni at a party with friends, Leni in an elegant evening gown at a wedding. No signs of a husband or a steady relationship. A pity, it would be less fun that way...

Jack leaned back. She was still as alluring as ever, perhaps even more so. Her youthful innocence had given way to a confident demeanor that intrigued him.

He briefly considered how to make the first contact. A simple message? Arrange a chance meeting? He would come up with something suitable.


Chapter 1
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Beatrice Miren hummed softly to herself as she tidied up the apartment. She was completely alone because her husband, Jim, had left on a trip the day before. He worked as an accountant for an international company and was often away for weeks at a time, leaving her frequently alone with the children.

However, the children were gradually growing up. Henry had just started his second semester of college and wouldn't be back until Thanksgiving. Leni was in the middle of her final year of high school, had recently turned 18, and was now spending most of her time with friends and classmates.

This didn't bother Beatrice; she liked it this way and found it advantageous to often have the house to herself as she had her own tasks.

On her way from the dining room to the kitchen, she caught a glimpse of her reflection and paused, smiling. At 5'3", she was rather petite, and despite her delicate frame, she was well-proportioned. She epitomized the attractive girl-next-door: short, dark hair, a generous bust, a toned body with perfect curves, and a well-shaped, perky butt that swayed as she walked. She admired herself smugly in a short, striped dress that hugged her figure, a cream-colored linen apron, thin and ruffled, its ties cinched tightly around her slender waist.

"Can't you pass a mirror without checking yourself out?" a calm voice asked. She jumped, turning to see Jack's best friend lounging casually in the doorway to the terrace.

"Oh, Jack, you startled me." She took a deep breath when she saw his familiar, lecherous grin.

His tall frame, blond hair, and piercing blue eyes gave him away. Once a charming boy, he had grown into an attractive man with defined muscles.

"Excuse me?" Jack inquired. She lowered her gaze and hid her hands behind her back.

"Sorry, sir. Good morning," she whispered as he stepped closer and shut the door behind him. "I didn't expect you today. I thought you'd be in class."

"No need to trouble yourself on my account," Jack said with a smile. He had been her son's closest confidant since childhood. While he and Henry had grown up together, Jack, unlike Henry who moved out of state, chose to stay in their hometown and attend the local college.

"But I'm curious if you followed my instructions, even though you didn't expect me. Let's see if you've been an obedient girl today," Jack said, grabbing her dark hair to lead her toward the dining table. Beatrice offered only weak resistance as she tried to keep up with him. He bent her over the table, lifted her dress, and exposed her bare bottom to his eyes.

"No panties, very good," he remarked with a grin, his hand sliding between her legs, caressing her skin, and exploring her backside and clitoris with his fingers.

"No, Sir, dirty girls aren't allowed to wear panties, dirty girls must always be ready to be taken whenever their master desires," Beatrice said, closing her eyes as he slipped two fingers into her tight little pussy. Her body accepted him eagerly, and she momentarily lost her breath before he withdrew his fingers and held them to her face, dripping wet with her juices.

"And what else do dirty little girls get?" Jack asked as she opened her mouth, eager to taste her own juices and lick his fingers clean, glancing aside in embarrassment.

"Dirty girls get to swallow their master's seed, dirty girls get punished if they're naughty and taken if they're good, dirty girls do as they're told," she recited, pausing to lick and suck his fingers and utter the words she knew he wanted to hear.

"Good girl. I like the apron, take off your dress and wear it, just it, that'll be all you wear for the rest of the day," Jack told her, pulling up a chair and sitting down to watch her.

"A-a-but Sir, I'm expecting a package," Beatrice stammered, turning away and avoiding his gaze.

"Even better, sounds like the delivery guy is in for a special treat," Jack chuckled as his friend's mother moaned softly, untying her apron, removing her dress, and putting the apron back on. Her large breasts were squeezed into it but still spilled over, and her bottom was completely exposed.

For a moment, she stood there looking down while Jack scrutinized her, took a deep breath, and smiled.

"Good girl, now make me breakfast, you slut, I'm hungry," he commanded, and Beatrice hurried off to get bacon and eggs, putting bread in the toaster. Fifteen minutes later, breakfast was ready on the table, with coffee, juice, and food all set up.

"Perfect, now you'll get your reward," Jack said, pulling his chair to the table, and she nodded, biting her lip.

"Yes, Sir," she whispered, sinking to her knees and crawling under the table. Jack noticed his friend's mother opening his pants and reaching inside, pulling out his thick, hard penis. He heard her soft gasp as she kissed and licked him, her breathing growing heavier and faster.

"Swallow it, you stupid little fucktoy," Jack ordered her, enjoying his breakfast and quietly moaning as he felt her hot, wet mouth around his penis, listening to her gag and choke as she moved up and down.

"What do you say, slut?" he asked Beatrice, and she moaned.

"Thank you for your cock, Sir," she said, though with his penis half in her mouth, it sounded like garbled, unintelligible words.

"You're welcome, slut," Jack smiled, leaning back and sipping his coffee while she slurped and bobbed her head.

"Ready for your breakfast?" Jack asked, and she moaned, briefly taking his cock out of her mouth to whisper, "Yes, Sir," before his friend's mother let it slide back down her throat.

With one hand gripping his shaft and the other pleasuring herself, she sucked and gagged, her pussy quivering in ecstasy until she heard him groan.

"Just like that, right there," he growled, grabbing her head and thrusting his penis deep into her throat, fucking her face as she choked and drooled, before ejaculating warm spurts directly into her stomach, panting as he finally released her when he came.

Beatrice slumped back, bursting into tears, overwhelmed by the mistreatment, so overstimulated and humiliated that she collapsed, whimpering as tears flowed, yet unable to stop touching herself.

"Remove your hand from your pussy; you don't have permission to come yet," barked Jack, pushing his chair back to watch her sit on her bottom, legs spread, tears streaming down her cheeks as she pleasured herself.

"Please, Sir! Please! I've been a good whore, haven't I?" she pleaded.

"Not at all," he replied, yanking Beatrice out from under the table by her hair, slapping her face and spitting on her, watching as she quietly sniffled and cried.

"B-b-but Sir!" she gasped, knowing she wasn't allowed to wipe away his spit, her makeup smeared, her cheeks flushed. "Please, Sir, please let me come."

"No, you need to be punished first," he said, and his friend's mother bit her lip, shaking her head.

"But I was a good whore!" she protested as he lifted her and laid her over his knees, her bottom raised, while he rubbed and kneaded her flesh, making her softly whimper.

"Obedient whores need to be disciplined daily, don't they?" asked Jack, and Beatrice nodded.

"Obedient whores must know their place," she said, resigning herself to her fate.

His friend's mother took a deep breath, and as she exhaled, the spanking began. He delivered firm blows and slaps, pinching and squeezing until her bottom was red and burning, a small puddle of tears forming beneath her face.

"What are you?" Jack inquired as he continued to punish her backside.

"A whore, Sir, your whore," she panted, clenching her teeth and trying to remain still.

"Who do you belong to?" Jack asked.

"To you, Sir."

"And who bears the responsibility?"

"I do, Sir," Beatrice replied, as she had many times before, averting her gaze while tears of shame streamed down her face. When Jack finally ceased his assault on her bottom, he pushed her off his lap. He stood up and retrieved a pitcher of cold water from the refrigerator. Jack filled a glass and drank slowly, watching as she composed herself and wiped away her tears.

"I’m giving you a choice now, and I don’t want to hear your answer. If you want me to take you like a whore and finish inside you, stand up, bend over the table, and show me your pussy. If you’d rather I leave immediately, just stand up and walk away. Go upstairs to your bedroom, and whenever you decide to come back down, I promise you I won’t be here anymore."

Beatrice looked at him with slightly parted lips and wide eyes, initially unsure if it was a trap. But the longer she thought about it and watched him smile, the more certain she became that it wasn't.

She could leave now, and he would leave her alone for the rest of the day. Who knows? Maybe the opportunity would come again. Perhaps one day he would let her go, and she would never have to endure the same humiliation and abuse she faced daily.

Slowly, she stood up, pushed a chair aside, then bent over the dining table, arching her taut little rear and slightly spreading her legs, her pussy glistening with moisture, her breath unsteady, a soft whisper escaping her lips.

"You love being such a dirty little whore, don't you?" Jack laughed as he saw her trembling and softly crying.

"No, please don't," she whimpered, closing her eyes and pressing her face against the hard, wooden tabletop. "I don't want to be a whore!"

"Then why are you still here?" Jack asked quietly, and his friend's mother gasped, sobbed, and whimpered, trembling as he approached, grabbed her buttock with one hand, and thrust his cock deep into her pulsing, wet slit.

"Damn it!" she screamed, lifting her head and gagging, her saliva spraying across the table as Jack quickened his pace.

"Just like that, just like that," growled Jack. He grabbed her butt firmly, holding her flesh tightly, using his grip to push her back and forth while his thumb slowly moved toward her anus. He let a large drop of saliva fall from his mouth, which slowly ran down her crevice before he rubbed it against her hole with his thumb and then pushed it in.

"Oh God! Yes! Take me! Thank you, Sir!" Beatrice moaned, panting and gasping like a wild animal in heat.

"Please, Sir! Please, may I come?" she asked, turning her head to watch him thrust, their eyes meeting.

"You know the rules," said Jack, watching as her face flushed with lust and turned even redder.

"But! But! But Sir, please!" she pleaded, closing her eyes.

"What is the rule?" asked Jack, and she bit her lip, trying not to come.

"Dirty whores can only come when they get fucked anally," she whimpered, and Jack pulled out his cock.

"No! Please! Keep going!" she begged, and Jack pressed his cock against her tight anus.

"Do you want it in your ass?"

"No!" sobbed Beatrice, shaking her head.

"Yes, you do," teased Jack, giving her a slap on the butt. "You're just a dirty whore who wants to come, aren't you?"

"No!" cried his friend's mother, shaking her head until she finally broke down. "Yes! Yes! I'm a dirty whore! Just a dumb, worthless whore who needs to come! Fuck me everywhere! I don't care! Just let me come!"

Jack grabbed her butt and spread her cheeks, forcing his cock into her anus. She grunted and moaned as he slowly penetrated her, moving in and out.

"Oh damn! Oh ffffff-" she groaned, squeaked, and moaned, her right hand finding her pussy, massaging her clit, and pushing two fingers deep inside.

"Oh God!" she whimpered, looking up at Jack.

"Please, Sir! Please let me come!"

"Do it," Jack growled, and she moaned as her impending climax grew and grew until nothing could stop it and it finally overtook her.

"Oh God!" sobbed Beatrice, her pussy squirting juice, dripping down her legs and spreading on the floor as she cried.

"Damn, you're disgusting," laughed Jack, and she moaned, bit her lip, and whimpered.

"I'm such a stupid, filthy slut!" she screamed as the orgasm washed over her in waves. "I'm just a worthless whore!"

Jack laughed as she exhausted herself, working her pussy, moaning, and crying until he couldn't hold back anymore, grabbing her neck and releasing his seed deep into her ass.

"Thank you! Thank you, Sir!" Beatrice moaned as she felt him fill her with his cum, until he finally detached from her and took a seat on one of the dining chairs.

His friend's mother remained silent, crying softly while Paul relaxed. Then she slowly sank to her knees and looked up at him. Her apron was a complete mess: the top part soaked with tears, saliva, and makeup, the bottom drenched with her juices. She lingered on the floor for a moment before crawling to Jack and resting her head on his lap, gazing up at him.

"Am I a good whore for you?" she whispered with tears in her eyes. Jack stroked her disheveled hair.

"You're alright," he said, smiling. She nodded, reached for his flaccid member, and began to clean it, licking off her juices before moving to his balls.

"Good girl," Jack sighed, petting her hair as she cleaned him with a smile and then leaned back.

Suddenly, the doorbell rang, and Jack grinned mischievously.

"Right on time, huh?" He laughed, and Beatrice recoiled in fear, her eyes wide and jaw dropping as she shook her head.

"Please, Sir, please don't make me answer the door like this," she gasped, but Jack just shook his head.

"Not another word, slut." He smiled, pointed to the front door, and snapped his fingers. "Go answer the damn door."


Chapter 2
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Mike had been working at UPD for over five years and was heading to his last house before lunch on a beautiful day. He was a tall, middle-aged black man, bald and sturdy, with a slight belly, and overall quite attractive. He parked the delivery van and walked up the path to an impressive, grand house surrounded by well-kept lawns, old oaks, and shrubs, with a shady porch.

A car was in the driveway, but no one answered immediately when he knocked. He was in the middle of filling out a missed delivery notice when the door opened slightly and a pretty woman in her thirties peeked out, nervously smiling, then opened the door a bit wider.

She was a sight to behold, graceful and petite, with large, round eyes and short black hair. Despite her smudged makeup, she looked stunning. Mike's gaze drifted downward, noticing she wore only a small, fringed apron that barely covered her breasts, their rounded shapes visible at the sides.

From his position behind the slightly ajar door, Mike couldn’t tell if she was wearing anything else, but he immediately doubted it.

"Beatrice Miren?" Mike finally asked after clearing his throat, and she nodded.

"Please sign here," he said, and she smiled, took the plastic pen he handed her, and signed on the electronic screen in his hand.

"Here you go," he said, handing her a package.

"Thank you," she whispered softly, averting her gaze, and Mike smiled.

"You're welcome," he said, letting his eyes sweep over her, "Have a nice day."

But before he could turn away, she opened her mouth as if to say something. A faint gasp escaped her lips as she looked at him. Mike stood there, puzzled, watching her as she swallowed, looked away, and then sank to her knees. She smiled slightly before opening her mouth and sticking out her tongue.

Mike’s jaw dropped as he looked at her, frozen in her position. Her eyes almost begged him to put his cock in her mouth.

"Whoa," he grunted, but she didn’t move, and for a moment, he got lost in his thoughts.

His thoughts wandered to his wife, whom he loved dearly. He reflected on their child, their marriage, and the fact that in almost 15 years of marriage, he had never been unfaithful.

But this hardly counted as infidelity; he hadn’t actively sought it, hadn’t asked for it, hadn’t put in any effort or flirted.

Beatrice knelt before him, nothing more than an invitation. All he had to do was slide his cock in and fuck her until he came. It really wasn’t a tough decision.

Mike set his signature pad aside and unzipped his pants. His cock was already hard and stiff as he pulled it out. He glanced around, but no one was nearby, and even then, the porch was slightly screened and dense foliage obscured the view from the street.

"Fuck it," Mike panted as he grabbed Beatrice’s head and pushed his cock in.

She offered no resistance, just sat there looking up at him, her mouth willingly open for his big cock.

"Damn!" he groaned as he fucked her face. As he became rougher after a few moments, she started to gag and choke. But Mike completely ignored it. He could barely think of her as a person, the way she sank to her knees. To him, she was just a whore, a filthy slut, merely a piece of meat, a warm, soft fuckhole.

"Just like that, just like that," he moaned, gripping her head with his large, strong fingers and forcing his cock deep into her throat, his balls slapping against her chin as he pounded her face. He leaned forward and looked down her back to confirm that she wore nothing but the apron, just her bare ass sticking out.

"Dammit!" he growled as his balls emptied and his cock exploded with cum.

"Mmf! Mmf!" Beatrice gagged as his semen shot down her throat, triggering her gag reflex. She choked, and his cum spilled from her lips, dripping down her chin as she tried to swallow his load.

Finally, she composed herself, swallowed his semen, and took a deep breath as he pulled out and tucked himself back into his pants.

"Dammit, thanks," Mike panted, turned around, and quickly disappeared.

Beatrice turned and closed the doors, wiping his cum from her chin and breasts, and licking the salty-sweet taste of his load from her fingers as she faced Ben, who smiled at her.

"Was I a good whore for you?" she whispered, and Jack nodded.

"Yes, but you wasted some of my cum," he said, pointing to a spot on the wooden floor near the door, where a few drops of semen lay.

"It squirted out of your ass while you were choking. Clean up the mess," he ordered, and she nodded, getting on her knees and reaching out to clean it.

"Without hands, lick it up yourself," he commanded, and she pulled her hand back, looked at him, and blushed as he laughed.

"Just like that, I want you to look me in the eyes," Jack smiled, pulling out his phone and activating the video camera.

"Yes, Sir," Beatrice responded, lowering herself further with her rear in the air and her face on the floor. She glanced up at Jack and began to lap up the sticky drops of semen from the wooden floor.

Jack stood above her, phone in hand, recording her actions. "Good slut," he murmured, his eyes locked on the screen. "Just like that."

Beatrice licked thoroughly, her tongue tracing over the semen and collecting every drop. Her eyes never left Jack's through the camera lens.

"Faster," Jack ordered, and Beatrice obeyed immediately, her tongue working more quickly across the floor.

Jack knelt beside her, gently stroking her back. "That's right. I hope you understand that you're nothing but a toy to me."

Beatrice nodded slightly, her cheeks flushed with shame and arousal. "Yes, Sir."

He grabbed her hair and lifted her head slightly so she had to look directly into his eyes. "Do you understand?"

"Yes, Sir," she repeated softly.

Jack released her and watched as she bent back down and continued licking. Her body trembled slightly under his touch.


Chapter 3
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"Jack, please," groaned Beatrice, drained and exhausted, as he tied her backward to a wooden chair, her breasts hanging over the backrest, her legs spread and bound, her arms restrained behind her. It was a Friday evening in their bedroom, and several weeks had passed since the encounter with the deliveryman.

"Please, Sir, I can't wait any longer," she begged. She was utterly spent, her makeup smeared, her hair disheveled, her body marked with welts and bruises, sweat, saliva, and semen clinging to her.

Jack ignored her pleas and continued to secure her. This led to her eventual breakdown, causing her to burst into tears and begin to sob.

"Please, Sir, please let me come! Why can't I come? Why won't you let me come?" she cried, and Jack finally turned to her. He caressed her face, wiped her tears, soothed her, and she smiled as he drew back and slapped her hard on the left cheek.

Beatrice flinched, her eyes squeezed shut, as she started crying again. But as she opened her mouth to scream, Jack shoved a large rubber gag into it, so big that her lips and teeth stretched around it, and the only sounds she could make came through her nostrils.

Despite her continued weeping, he finished his task and inserted a U-shaped vibrator with a remote control into her vagina. The stretch brought her some relief as she gradually calmed down.

Jack had spent most of the day tormenting, using, abusing, and incessantly penetrating Beatrice without allowing her a single orgasm. She struggled to suppress her intense desire for release, trying to focus on something else and seeking a distraction in the room. Her eyes landed on the clock on the bedroom wall.

"Mmm! Mmm! Mmm!" Beatrice squirmed desperately, but Jack had bound her so effectively that she couldn't move.

He watched her futile struggle with a smile and removed the gag from her mouth.

"Jack! It's three o'clock! Leni will be home soon!" she gasped, while a mischievous grin played on his lips.

"I know," he said, reaching for her phone on the nightstand. "Tell her you're out with friends tonight and that they've already picked you up."

Before Beatrice could protest, he held the phone to her ear. It rang.

"Hi Mom, I'm just a block or two from home, what's up?" Leni's voice sounded, and Beatrice took a deep breath.

"Hey sweetie, just wanted to let you know that I'm out with friends tonight, don't stay up too late," Beatrice said as calmly as possible.

"Oh okay, will I see you when I get home?" Leni asked.

"No, they already picked me up, Happy Hour ends at five."

"Alright, but don't stay out too late and don't get into trouble, young lady," Leni joked with a laugh, causing Beatrice's face to flush.

"Oh, very funny," she replied with a smile. "Okay, good night, honey."

"Good night, Mom," said Leni, and Jack ended the call.

"What was that about..." Beatrice began, but Jack quickly reattached the gag firmly.

"Quiet, you slut," he hissed, and she was abruptly yanked out of her brief respite as his slave, staring at the floor while shame washed over her again.

When she looked up again, Jack pulled a laptop from his backpack, plugged it in, and set it up on the bed in front of her to boot it up. Suddenly, his phone started vibrating.

"Oh, look who's calling," Jack grinned, showing her the screen with Leni's call.

"Mmm!" Beatrice struggled and squirmed in front of him.

"Quiet, whore," he hissed, answering the call and putting it on speaker.

"Hey," he said nonchalantly.

"Hey, my mom just told me she'll be out all night. Want to come over?" Leni asked quietly.

Jack grinned widely at Beatrice's despair. "Sure, I'll be there in half an hour," he responded into the phone. Beatrice's eyes lost all their luster as she listened to his words.

"Okay, cool," said Leni with a slightly shaky voice. It was clear that something was bothering her.

"That thing with Olana stays between us, right?"

"See you soon," Jack said, hanging up without further comment.

He turned back to Beatrice, who now sat silently and fearfully in the chair. "Well, I should get going. Don't worry, I won't leave you tied up all night." He picked up the largest plug she owned and applied a generous amount of lubricant. His movements were precise and unhurried as Beatrice remained frozen in fear.

"Just so we're clear," Jack continued, looking directly into her eyes. "If you squirm too much and fall over, no one will be here to pick you up. You could get seriously hurt. If I were you, I'd stay still and not try anything stupid."

He lifted her hips slightly and slowly inserted the plug deep into her. Beatrice gasped behind her gag, her body trembling with tension.

"Oh, and once the vibrator is on," he laughed softly, "you can come as often as you want." With a final slap on her rear, he held the remote in front of her face and demonstratively pressed the power button.

The vibrator immediately began to hum and buzz. Beatrice's eyes widened in a mix of pain and arousal.

Jack reached into his backpack and placed a tablet on the dresser. Beatrice could easily see the screen from her position.

"Enjoy," Jack said over his shoulder before closing the door behind him, leaving her alone.

The gentle vibrating filled the room as Beatrice tried to remain calm. Her breathing became heavier, her body a battleground of conflicting feelings of shame and desire.

Alone with her thoughts, she struggled against the growing arousal, unable to free herself or change her situation.

She tried to make sense of what was happening as she looked at the tablet's screen and saw an image of Leni's room.

"Oh my God," she murmured behind the gag, her eyes widening in horror. She stared transfixed at the screen when she heard the front door open and close in the distance. Footsteps echoed as Leni climbed the stairs. Beatrice's heart raced.

When she looked back at the screen, she saw Leni enter the room and set down her backpack. A muffled "Mmm!" escaped her as she realized it was a live feed. Beads of sweat formed on her forehead.

Leni took off her jacket and shook out her hair. She grabbed her phone and began to type on it.

Tears streamed down her face as she saw Leni take a call: "Hey, are you here yet?" she asked before putting the phone down. Leni moved out of the live feed's view.


Chapter 4
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Jack stood on the porch while Leni opened the front door and looked down at him, smiling.

"Hey," Leni greeted him, glancing away nervously.

"Hey," Jack replied, studying her. Leni was taller than her mother and slimmer, with wavy, light brown hair and prominent brown eyebrows, a slender figure with well-proportioned, firm breasts and a tight, small rear. She looked like the nice girl next door, possibly with a hint of Ana de Armas.

"Can I come in?" Jack finally broke the silence, pushed the door open, and she followed him up the stairs, unsure of what to say.

"How do you know about me and Olana Kriycnic?" she eventually asked as they reached her room. "Does she tell everyone?"

Jack laughed and flopped onto her bed.

"Do you really think the uptight little preacher's daughter would tell anyone about what you did to her?" Jack smiled, and Leni nearly choked.

"What I- what I did to her? We were just- it was just between us-," she stammered, her face turning red.

"Oh, stop it, I saw the whole thing," Jack interrupted and pulled out a vanilla-colored envelope, tossing it to Leni. She turned pale as she opened it and saw the photos inside.

Meanwhile, unbeknownst to Leni, her mother was a few rooms away, fully bound and gagged, watching the entire scene with tear-filled eyes.

Jack had tricked her the same way. Months ago, he had installed hidden cameras in her bedroom when she and her husband were out for the weekend, visiting Jason, and lured her into the same trap.

She had been lonely for so long and had never cheated on her husband before, but then there was this man, her yoga instructor. He had come by to bring her a book she had asked for, and before she knew it, he had taken advantage of her vulnerability, leaving her feeling guilty and ashamed on her bed.

However, nothing could prepare her for the shame she felt a week or two later when Jack showed up with the photos and videos. Her life was in his hands, and there was only one thing he wanted: her complete submission.

And now she sat there, watching as her daughter went through the same ordeal she had set in motion months earlier, while Jack observed, slowly tightening his grip over them.

"Where did you get these pictures?" Leni gasped as she flipped through the photos. "Where? How? Did you hide cameras in my room?"

She was almost screaming, her face red, but Jack just smiled calmly and patted the bed beside him.

"Don't worry, I've deleted all of them. I have what I need."

"For what...?" Leni panted, while Jack just shrugged slightly.

"No, you can't do this! I'm calling the police, this is illegal and you'll get into serious trouble!" Leni stood up, stomping her feet and heading for the door.

"Oh no, I doubt you'll actually do that," Jack smiled.

"If you inform the police, the whole town will know what a filthy slut you are. Everyone will see how you made poor Olana Kriycnic strip in your home, how you touched and stimulated her, and then they'll watch as you choked both yourself and her while she gave you oral pleasure. No, you definitely don't want that."

"Sure, you could call the police, and yes, I might spend a few months in jail, but I'll just lie and claim you asked me to install the cameras. I'll say you wanted a film of you seducing the pastor's daughter, and it will be your word against mine. After seeing the video, they might even believe me, and you could also be charged as an accomplice. I mean... wow, that poor girl. All those bruises."

Leni stood there, mouth agape, shaking her head.

"You bastard!" she hissed, lunging at him, but he grabbed her arm and twisted it behind her back, forcing her face into the bed, her firm little bottom sticking up.

"Calm the bitch down," he growled as she struggled against his grip.

"Get off me!" Leni screamed.

Jack sighed, pulled a rope from his pocket, and tied her hands behind her back. He then lifted her dress, hearing her sobs as he tore off her panties.

"No! No!" she gasped as he gagged her, causing her to choke.

"Now, that's much better," he grinned, standing up and giving her a hard slap on the rear as he walked around to look her in the face.

"I saw what you did. I bet you've done this before, haven't you?" he asked as she shook her head.

"Don't lie," he commanded and gave her a smack on the rear, making her jump, squirm, and whimper.

"I'm going to take the underwear out of your mouth, and you're going to answer all my questions with 'Yes, Sir' or 'No, Sir,' understood?" he asked, slapping her again on the bottom, and she nodded.

He reached forward and pulled down her underwear, making her moan softly and avert her gaze.

"This isn't the first time you've made one of your friends pleasure you, is it?" he asked, and she bit her lip.

"Well, I-" she began, and he slapped her on the butt. "No, no, Sir, it isn't."

"Have you ever done anything with a boy?" Jack asked, and she took a deep breath.

"Yes, Sir."

"Did you enjoy it?"

"Yes, Sir."

"Yet you still got your little girlfriends to play the slut for you, didn't you?"

"Yes, Sir."

By now, Leni had calmed down a bit and was breathing deeply and slowly as Jack's hand slid along her legs, exploring her flesh, teasing her, and his fingers gradually neared her pussy.

"I also saw you choking yourself when you came. You like being handled roughly, don't you?"

"I— yes, Sir," she whispered, quickly regaining her composure.

"Have you ever had a guy who knew how to handle you roughly?" he asked, giving her a smack on the butt, making her flinch and shake her head.

"N-no, Sir," she stammered.

"But that's what you want, isn't it? A man who knows how to treat you? How to punish and dominate you? And take you like the dirty little slut you are?"

Leni opened her mouth, but no sound came out. She turned away, tears streaming down her cheeks.

"Don't want to tell me? Well, I can find out myself," Jack grinned and pressed his two fingers against her pussy, her wet warmth enveloping him as he pushed them in. She was soaked.

"Just as I thought," Jack smirked, grabbing her and lifting her up, placing her on her feet and freeing her hands.

She stood there, rubbing her wrists, staring at him, biting her lip, as quiet as a mouse.

"You have two choices, Leni: Either I leave the room right now, and we deal with the fallout when these recordings get released, or," he paused, watching her thoughts swirl.

"Or you get on your knees this very moment, and I show you how much fun it is to be my obedient little slave."

Leni's jaw dropped as she stared at him, speechless, then watched as he unzipped and pulled out his big, hard cock, larger than she'd ever seen before, almost making her drool.

Slowly, trembling and shaking, she lowered herself onto one knee, then the other, looking up at him nervously, then opened her mouth.


Chapter 5
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A few rooms away, Beatrice watched her daughter drop to her knees and submit to her new role as Jack's lover. Beatrice was overwhelmed by a torrent of emotions: fear, sorrow, anger, but most of all, guilt. As she observed her daughter's head bobbing up and down, she felt a desire for the member her daughter was slobbering over.

Suddenly, while Leni was busy sucking and swallowing his member, Jack pulled out a small remote control, winked at the hidden camera on the desk, and pressed a button.

Almost immediately, Beatrice's pussy began to vibrate much more intensely, and all her emotions dissipated, replaced by pure lust. She remembered how desperately she had wanted to climax, how Jack had spent the entire day teasing, fucking, and punishing her, and now it was all hitting her at once.

She struggled against it, tried not to come as she watched her daughter blow Jack. Nothing he had ever done to her had made her feel as guilty and ashamed as she did now, as she quietly moaned and swayed, her pussy dripping wet, saliva bubbling from the gag and dripping from her chin.

"Mmm!" she moaned, tears welling up in her eyes.

"Get your damn teeth off my cock," Jack snarled, hitting Leni and grabbing her by the hair. She winced, whimpered, and gagged slightly, a thread of saliva dripping from her mouth and down her chin.

"What was that?" Jack asked, pulling his cock out, and Beatrice watched as tears streamed down her daughter's face.

"Sorry, Sir," she whispered.

"You like this, don't you?" Jack asked, slapping her face with his cock, and she swallowed, turning bright red and looking away in shame.

"Yes, Sir," Leni moaned before Jack shoved his cock back into her throat, and she moved her head back and forth.

And as Beatrice watched her daughter being forced to please Jack, her guilt was replaced by a ravenous jealousy. She yearned for Jack's cock, drooled as she watched Leni take what she claimed for herself, tears streaming down her face as she realized her own desire made her a hypocrite, and she came.

It was a mind-shattering, full-body orgasm unlike any she had ever experienced, spreading through her like wildfire. She passed out, came to again, drenched in saliva and vaginal fluids, before another trembling, indescribable orgasm overtook her.

When everything was over, Beatrice had lost all sense of time. She saw her daughter on hands and knees, her rear end raised high, while Jack massaged her clitoris and licked her vagina. His tongue also penetrated her anus as she kneaded her breasts and snuggled against him.

"Oh God! Oh damn! Oh please, Sir! Please let me come!" she moaned, as Jack leaned back and gave her a slap on the rear.

"Who do you belong to?" he asked, slapping her butt again and then spreading her cheeks wide apart.

"Yours! Yours, Sir! I belong to you! I'll do whatever you want, whenever you want! I belong to you!" Leni panted, shaking her head and whimpering.

"Are you my dirty little slut?" he asked, and she shivered.

"Yes, I'm your slut, I'm your whore!" Leni moaned, and Jack grabbed her hips and pressed his face into her vagina.

"Come," he commanded, and Leni began to scream.

Beatrice was on the verge of another orgasm, watching enviously as Jack licked her daughter—something he had never done to her. She was now openly crying, unable to hold back the tears, writhing and twisting to bring herself to climax again until another intense wave of orgasmic satisfaction washed over her.

"Oh God, oh God, oh God," whimpered Leni, pulling Beatrice out of her trance. When she looked up, she saw her daughter bouncing up and down on Jack's large, erect penis, her movements driven by passion and desire. Her hands gripped the sheets, and her eyes were tightly closed as she took in every inch of him.

"Your cock! Oh God, your cock!" Leni moaned, grabbing her breasts and looking into the camera, her eyes glazed with lust. "It's perfect! So big! Oh God, I can feel it so deep!" Her voice was a hoarse whisper that filled the room and sent a shiver down Beatrice's spine.

"You'll be my obedient little cock slave, won't you?" Jack asked with a lustful glint in his eyes, and she whimpered in agreement, her movements growing more intense.

"I will be the best slave for your cock, Master, I'll do anything you ask, you own me now, you own—" she began to moan and squeal, her voice trembling with excitement. “Oh God! Please, Master! Please, can I come? I can't hold it anymore!” Her hands dug into her own thighs as her body quivered in anticipation.

"Come for me, little slut," Jack growled, his voice deep and commanding.

Leni practically exploded. Screaming and moaning, her body convulsed, her juices splashing over Jack and the bed as she writhed in ecstatic fulfillment. She eventually collapsed, trembling and gasping for breath, her breathing heavy and irregular, her body still coursing with the aftershocks of her orgasm. Her hair clung sweatily to her forehead, her eyes half-closed in exhaustion and satisfaction.

"Oh God, oh Jack," she moaned, her voice a soft whisper. She leaned against him, her fingers trailing gently over his chest as she tried to steady her breathing.

Jack smiled gently and leaned closer to her. "Shh, it's okay, rest now," he said soothingly. His voice now sounded softer, almost tender. She nestled deeper into the blankets beside him, her eyes slowly closing as she clung to his presence.

Jack sat there quietly, his smile widening, and he looked into the camera with a satisfied expression. Then he reached for something on the nightstand: the remote. His fingers glided over the buttons as he focused on it.

Beatrice's eyes widened in astonishment and perhaps a touch of fear. Jack set the remote to the last and highest setting.


Chapter 6
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Beatrice gasped and choked as another orgasm shook her body, the pleasure crashing over her like an endless wave. Her mind was long lost in a foggy daze, unable to discern how long she had been in this state. Hours? Days? She no longer knew.

Every time she opened her eyes, she saw her daughter on the monitor. Leni was curled up against Jack, their tormentor, their master. Jack's tormenting smile and eyes seemed always fixed on Beatrice, even though she knew he couldn't see her.

But this time, Jack was gone.

"Are you enjoying yourself?" he asked quietly from somewhere beyond her line of sight.

"Mmmf! Mmmmmmf!" Beatrice moaned, struggling against the restraints that limited her movements. Her body trembled under the weight of another climax.

He watched her for a moment with a mocking grin on his lips. Then he stepped closer and leaned over her.

"Do you see this?" he asked, holding up the remote control. "You're so easy to control."

Beatrice's eyes filled with tears. She could only nod.

"Look at her," Jack whispered, pulling her face closer to the screen. "Your daughter belongs to me now. And so do you."

Her vision blurred with tears, but she forced herself to look. Leni slept peacefully beside Jack in the bed, her breathing steady and calm.

"She's so sweet when she's sleeping," Jack murmured almost tenderly, then turned his gaze back to Beatrice. "But you'll have to stay awake now."

Beatrice's breathing quickened once more as another wave of pleasure washed over her. She closed her eyes, trying to ignore the pain and humiliation.

"Mmmf! Mmmmmmf!" she moaned desperately again. The next orgasm struck her like a lightning bolt.

"How many times have you come while watching me turn your daughter into a little whore?" Jack asked, slapping her on the butt. She moaned and turned her gaze away.

"Thought so," he smiled, switching off the vibrator as he slowly untied her.

Once she was finally free, he removed the gag, and she looked at him with an open mouth.

"How- how could you?" she sobbed, looking away.

"How could I what? Corrupt your sweet innocent daughter? Turn her into my whore, just like you?" Jack taunted her, but she turned away.

"How could you replace me?" she cried, falling off the chair and curling up on the floor. Jack smiled pitifully and shook his head.

"Oh, I didn't replace you, you foolish little slut," he chuckled, grabbing her by the hair and lifting her up, placing her on the edge of the bed and forcing himself between her legs. She wrapped her arms and legs around him, and they kissed while tears continued streaming down her face.

"I'm far from done with you," he assured her, and she sighed.

"Your daughter couldn't make me come, so now it's your job to finish what she started," he whispered, nibbling on her ear. Beatrice gasped, and her trembling lips gradually formed a smile.

"Which hole do you want fucked? Your ass or your mouth?" Jack whispered, and she swooned as if it were the sweetest thing anyone had ever said to her.

"My mouth, please, Sir," she whispered back, and he pulled away, watching as she sank to her knees.

She took his cock in her hands, still large and sticky.

"Lick it clean, remove your whore daughter's filthy juice from my cock," he commanded, and she lunged forward, engulfing his entire shaft, grabbing his hips, and feverishly driving his cock into her throat, looking up at him with tear-filled eyes, blinking but determined to prove what a more talented whore she was.

"Damn, that's good," Jack grunted, grabbing her head and skull-fucking her as she gagged and drooled.

"Fuck!" he groaned, his cock exploding, shooting warm, sticky semen into her throat as she choked.

"That's good," Jack growled, pulling his cock out. "We need to teach your daughter how to suck a cock, don't we?"

Barely managing to swallow and hold the uncharacteristically large load, Beatrice nodded.

"Yes, Sir."


Chapter 7
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Beatrice sat naked on the soft carpet, completely tied up and bound, gagged and stuffed, on her rear, her legs spread and her pussy trembling, uncovered and unsatisfied, watching through the slits of her walk-in closet as Leni was mercilessly pounded on her own bed.

"Yes, you like being fucked like a whore in your mother's bed, don't you?" Jack grunted, slapping Leni's ass and thrusting his cock deeper.

"Oh fffffffuh! Fuck! Yes, Sir, use your little slut wherever you want, my pussy belongs to you!" she moaned, shaking her head and drooling all over Beatrice's sheets, her eyes rolling back.

"Shit! Shit! Shit!" Leni moaned, screaming, crying, laughing, and gagging all at once, as her pussy squirted over the bed.

"Ffffffffffffuh!" she gasped breathlessly, and Beatrice moaned along with her.

Beatrice had spent the past week watching Jack break Leni, fuck her mercilessly, and gradually corrupt her until he had completely turned her into a lustful slut.

However, it was about more than just the pleasure of being Jack's new toy; in her depravity lay an almost insatiable greed, giggling after being taken by the throat, moaning when Jack mentioned the possibility of a threesome with her friends, begging him to be allowed to touch her friends while he took her in front of them; she even asked if she could help with the punishment.

Beatrice couldn't suppress her shame when she realized that Leni was more than just Jack's subordinate; she was his equal, his partner. She matched his animalistic brutality, craved the same degrading power he wielded, and relished their shared fantasies of blackmail and forced threesomes just as much as she loved being ruthlessly used and fucked.

"I don't stand a chance," she thought enviously, unable to tear her eyes away from the scene unfolding before her.

In some ways, she was right. Leni was young, slender, and graceful, breathtaking with a flawless, supple, and smooth body—youthful, desirable, firm, lively, and fit. Beatrice, on the other hand, was just the worn-out whore, the older model. Sure, she was beautiful in her own way, more voluptuous with fuller curves, larger breasts, and a big, round ass. But as she watched Jack fuck her daughter, passionately kiss her while stretching her tight little teenage pussy, their arms entwined in a fervent embrace, it was clear they were a perfect pair, lost in each other.

Jack never kissed her when they fucked.

Hell, Jack rarely fucked her pussy, preferring her ass instead.

It didn't matter that he always made time to find her after fucking Leni. It didn't matter that his cock never seemed to tire of using both mother and daughter. Beatrice couldn't keep up.

"Turn around, I want to stretch that tight little ass around my cock," Jack commanded, tossing her onto the bed. She whimpered as she turned over, lifting her rear and burying her face in a pile of crumpled sheets.

"Please, Daddy, don't be so rough," Leni pleaded.

"Of course, sweetheart, we just need to work on getting this ass ready for my cock, got it?"

"Yes, Daddy, anything for you, Sir," Leni whimpered, then moaned as Jack's cock slowly entered her.

Her eyes widened, and she pressed her face into the sheets.

Beatrice watched and listened, lost in deep thought as Leni sobbed.

The previous night had been much the same, with Jack openly playing with her daughter in the living room, using her as she prepared dinner for everyone, pretending not to hear her own daughter giving him a blowjob in the next room, avoiding going in to prevent any confrontation.

After dinner, Jack had found her in her room, silently pushed her onto her bed, lifted her nightgown, and fucked her ass just long enough for him to come.

"Please, Sir, please," she had begged. "Please, let me come."

But Jack had only laughed, slapped her butt, and dismissed her.

"No," he told her, causing her to gasp. "It doesn't seem right since your daughter did all the work today. You’re not allowed to come even once tonight, understood?"

Beatrice bit her lip and tried to hold back her orgasm as Jack groaned, filling her ass with his semen before pulling out and zipping up his pants.

In that moment, she lost control, closed the door, and grabbed her vibrator, leaping onto the bed to satisfy her needs, giving herself the attention that had been denied since her daughter moved in and became Jack’s possession. She switched the device on and pushed it deep into her vagina while using her other hand to stimulate her backside.

"Ohhh! Ohhhhhh!" she moaned, disregarding the ban on touching herself. She felt hurt and rejected, guilty and ashamed for being so jealous of her daughter’s relationship with their tormentor and blackmailer, confused by her own emotions.

She groaned as she roughly fucked her pussy, getting closer to orgasm, his semen leaking from her ass and coating her fingers. She brought her fingers to her lips, licking them clean before pushing them back into her ass, repeating the process every time they were covered in semen again, savoring the taste of her disobedience.

Eventually, she was on the brink of orgasm, her body tense and craving release. But no matter how close she got or how much she played with herself, she couldn't push herself over the edge. She was so close, yearning and begging for it, but it eluded her.

She couldn’t climax without his permission.

After about half an hour of futile attempts, she surrendered, tossing her toy aside and collapsing onto her bed, exhausted. She whimpered and sobbed quietly as she processed what had happened. Somehow, Jack's hold over her was stronger than she had ever imagined.

"Are you alright, kitten?" Jack asked Leni after a while, pulling Beatrice out of her thoughts and back into the moment. He withdrew his cock from Leni’s ass, leaving her trembling for a moment before she could look him in the face.

"Y-y-yes, Sir," she stammered, sniffling and quietly sobbing. "I'm fine, I promise. Please, Sir, don't stop fucking my ass."

"Shhh, calm down," Jack soothed, kissing her forehead and cradling her in his arms. "It's okay if you can't handle my cock in your ass yet, we can take our time."

"T-thank you, Daddy," Leni sobbed, clinging to him and nuzzling her face into his chest, kissing him softly as she panted.

She took a moment to sit up, carefully disengaging from his embrace before dropping to her knees.

"Please, Daddy, I'm so hungry for your cum," Leni whispered, grasping his hard, sticky cock and licking it up and down. "Will you give your little princess your hot, sticky load?"

Jack leaned back and groaned as Leni slurped and sucked on his cock, her small hands working his shaft and loosely cupping his balls while saliva dripped over his penis as lubricant.

"Of course, baby, but you have to earn it," Jack smiled, stroking her. She began pushing his cock as deep into her throat as she could, but she only managed halfway before gagging and choking.

"Uh!" She gagged and whimpered, taking a deep breath before forcing herself down again.

"Gggh!" She gagged, stretched, and looked up at him, her eyes bloodshot, makeup smeared from tears and saliva.

"Gggh uh!" She whimpered, and Beatrice watched as her daughter choked and gagged violently on Jack's large cock before he pulled her up.

"Enough, kitten, I want you to stop overexerting yourself and take a nice hot bath. I want you to relax tonight," he told her, planting a kiss on her lips. She blushed and looked away.

"But what about you, Daddy? It's your little slut's job to make you come," she whimpered, pressing herself close to him.

"You've done enough today, and I'm so proud of you," Jack replied with a smile, causing her to turn even redder and avert her gaze. "I'm fine, I'll clean up here and take care of myself. Maybe I'll slip into some of your slutty mother's hot little panties."

Beatrice gasped and held her breath as she watched Leni blush at the thought of her own mother's panties soaked with her new "friend's" cum.

"Oh damn, maybe you should," Leni purred with a giggle. "Maybe one day we can get her to join us for a threesome, and I can pay her back for all the spankings from my childhood."

Jack smiled and guided her to the door.

"That doesn't sound too bad," he laughed, and together they left the room.


Chapter 8
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The door to Beatrice's walk-in closet swung open with a soft sound, and Jack stood there, exuding an unmistakable dominance. The outline of his erect member was clearly visible through his tight pants, heightening the tension between them. Beatrice's heart raced as she looked at him, feeling the undeniable attraction between them.

"Did you enjoy the show?" he asked, leaning over her, removing the ball gag from her mouth and tossing it aside before beginning to untie the knot binding her hands behind her back.

"Uh huh," she nodded, keeping her mouth wide open and extending her tongue toward him.

"I think Leni is turning into a real little slut, don't you?" Jack taunted, and when she didn't respond immediately, he sat back and looked at her, her jaw hanging open.

"What are you doing?" he asked, and Beatrice smiled as she licked her lips.

"My master hasn't come into my lustful daughter, I just wanted to be ready so you could use my throat to satisfy yourself, Sir," Beatrice smiled and let her jaw drop again.

Jack blushed, surprised by her silent obedience and submission to him. He was so used to seeing her beg and plead for his mercy, watching the inner struggle she faced while forcing herself to obey him as his slave, that her immediate offer to openly submit and ask him to fuck her had shaken his senses quite a bit.

"Well, I, yes, yes, you're right," he grunted, pulling out his hard cock and thrusting it directly into her throat.

With her hands and feet still bound, she had no way to resist, and Jack moaned as her warm, wet, and willing throat took his entire length. She gagged and choked on his member but didn't turn away, instead staring at him with wide eyes, maintaining eye contact as he repeatedly thrust deep, his balls slapping against her chin.

Finally, he withdrew, masturbating frantically as she took a deep breath, but as soon as she opened her mouth, he shoved his cock back inside. His balls tightened as he shot load after load of cum down her throat, relishing the sounds of her gagging and gasping as she struggled to swallow it all. Eventually, he released her and sank back, leaning against the doorframe in exhaustion.

Beatrice wiped the sweat from her forehead and looked up at Jack, who was still gazing at her with a satisfied expression. The taste of his cum lingered on her tongue as she gathered the courage to voice her thoughts.

"Would sir also like to fuck my ass?" Beatrice asked softly, her voice trembling slightly as she spoke. She held her breath, uncertain of how Jack would respond.

Jack raised an eyebrow and scrutinized her closely. His grin slowly widened into a smile that was both benevolent and menacing. "That's an offer I can't resist," he finally said, stepping closer.

Beatrice felt a mix of fear and anticipation rising within her. She knew this was the moment to prove her worth to him—not as a friend, kitten, or princess, but as his fuckhole, his cock whore, his slave.

"Turn around," he ordered curtly.

Beatrice complied immediately, propping herself on her hands and knees and raising her hips enticingly. He positioned his erect cock at her rear entrance and pressed forward slowly. Beatrice gasped softly, a mix of pain and pleasure as he entered her inch by inch.

She relaxed as much as she could and took deep breaths. With one final powerful thrust, Jack was fully inside her. A soft moan escaped her lips as he began to move rhythmically.

"Good whore," Jack praised between breaths.

The words echoed in Beatrice's mind, triggering a wave of arousal within her. She now knew with absolute certainty that this was her role—to serve him, to please him, and to submit to his control.

Her body trembled with pleasure at each of his powerful thrusts. Beatrice felt completely fulfilled and significant in this moment, as his fuckhole, his cock whore, his slave.

Jack's hands gripped her hips tightly, his nails leaving small crescent marks on her delicate skin. With each thrust, she felt her control slipping away as she surrendered fully to him. His pace quickened, became wilder and more relentless.

"Just like that, my whore," Jack groaned, tightening his grip and plunging even deeper into her.

Beatrice gasped and bit her lip to stifle a scream. The blend of pain and pleasure drove her to the brink of madness. Each thrust pushed her further into a spiral of arousal.

"More... please..." she whispered hoarsely, pushing her hips back against him, craving more of this intense connection.

Jack laughed harshly. "Greedy slut," he muttered, increasing the pace once more. The room filled with the sounds of their union—the slap of flesh against flesh, their ragged breaths, and the soft moans Beatrice could no longer suppress.

Her body shook more violently under the intense stimulation. The heat inside her built up like a volcano on the verge of eruption. She could feel Jack's arousal growing too, his movements becoming more uncontrolled, almost animalistic.

"Tell me what you are," Jack demanded in a gruff voice.

"Your... your cock whore... your slave..." Beatrice moaned between the intense thrusts.

"Louder!" he commanded.

"I am your cock whore! Your slave!" she finally screamed, feeling her last inhibitions crumble.

Jack's breathing grew heavier, and his movements became more erratic. He grabbed her hair and pulled her head back so she had to look at him. Their eyes met in a moment of complete clarity and surrender.

"Come for me, whore!" he growled in her ear.

Those words were the final spark that ignited the fire within her. Her body convulsed in a powerful orgasm that surged through every fiber of her being. The internal pull intensified and her muscles rhythmically contracted around Jack's hard shaft.

Jack followed her into ecstatic oblivion just a few seconds later. With a deep groan, he released inside her, filling her with his heat. Beatrice felt every drop of his desire within her, feeling completely filled and bound to her own son's friend.


Chapter 9
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“What do you mean I can’t go out tonight?” Leni snapped, glaring at her mother Beatrice with an expression of blatant confusion, as if trying to process the words in her mind.

“It’s a school night tomorrow, sweetheart,” Beatrice replied, rubbing her arm and averting her gaze, as if attempting to avoid the brewing conflict. The memories of the past weeks, where she had seen her daughter in a similar situation, pained her.

A few weeks ago, she had witnessed her daughter being lured and turned into a helpless pawn, much like she herself had been in her own past. These thoughts made Beatrice inwardly flinch.

“That was never a problem before!” Leni whined, her voice sounding frustrated and defiant, but Beatrice remained steadfast in her decision.

“It is tonight,” Beatrice shrugged, turning away and heading towards the stairs without looking back.

“Ugh! What’s wrong with you lately?” Leni nearly screamed, her hands clenched into fists, as Beatrice disappeared up the stairs, the sound of her voice echoing in the silence of the house.

Beatrice sighed as she found herself alone in her bedroom. She closed the door behind her, sat on her bed, leaned back, and took out her phone to escape for a moment.

“Hello, Sir, I did what you told me,” she informed Jack as soon as he answered, her voice sounding both tense and expectant.

"Perfect, you will be rewarded for being such an obedient little slave," his voice resonated on the other end of the line, and her heart swelled with pride; she blushed slightly before regaining her composure and remembering the role she played.

"Thank you, Sir," she smiled, almost relieved, and hung up, as if the conversation had given her a touch of validation.

Beatrice wasn’t the sharpest tool in the shed, but it didn’t take a genius to understand what was going on. She followed his orders, tightened the rules for Leni, bossed her around, forced her to come home earlier, and constantly criticized her choice of clothes, yet she felt trapped in a web of power and control.

However, today, Leni had finally lost her patience and lashed out at her, a sign that the pressure on both women had reached a critical point.

In a way, Beatrice had to admit how clever it all was. Leni still had no idea that her mother was just as much Jack’s property as she was, but Beatrice was certain that wouldn’t remain the case for long. She didn’t know exactly how or when Jack would tell Leni, but she was sure he would act soon, and the thought filled her with a mix of fear and anticipation.

Beatrice smiled, lifted her dress, her pussy was bare and wet, but she knew she couldn’t touch herself without her master’s permission. A feeling of submission washed over her, and she sighed softly.

Her phone beeped, and she looked at the screen.

She read, "Put on your shortest shorts. And the tank top that barely covers your breasts." A shiver of desire and excitement washed over her.

"Yes, Sir," she replied, knowing exactly which outfit Jack meant, and the thought of it made her heart race.

She went to her closet and pulled out the tiny denim shorts. The soft fabric felt cool in her hands. Beatrice slipped into them and slowly zipped them up. The shorts cut off just below her butt and accentuated her curves in a way she knew Jack would love.

The tank top was crumpled in the back of the closet. She reached for it and pulled it over her head. The thin material stretched tightly across her chest, barely covering her breasts. Her nipples were clearly visible.

Beatrice looked at her reflection and felt the familiar mix of shame and arousal rise within her. The control Jack had over her – she hated it as much as she loved it.

* * *

It was an uneasy moment between mother and daughter, lingering in the air like a heavy scent. Leni watched as Beatrice strolled into the kitchen, barely able to believe what had just happened. Her thoughts were in a whirl.

"Oh, what is this, Mom?" groaned Leni as she saw Beatrice through the living room. The tight shorts seemed to accentuate her curves, while the tank top was hardly more than a sports bra. A shiver of discomfort ran through Leni.

"What, darling?" Beatrice turned around, her expression innocent.

"How can you criticize my clothes and then walk around like that?" Leni scolded, shaking her head. The contradiction was piercing.

"I'm just getting comfortable to prepare dinner. I'm not going out like this." Beatrice shrugged and turned back to the kitchen.

Leni sighed loudly and leaned against the wall. "Since you won't let me out, I invited a friend over for dinner – um, Jack. He'll be here soon." A slight blush spread across her face as she averted her gaze.

"Really?" Beatrice's eyebrow arched. Her mother's tone was inquisitive. "You two spend a lot of time together."

A brief pause settled over the scene; tension crackled in the air.

"So please put on something else," Leni insisted firmly.

Beatrice smiled mockingly and made a dismissive gesture with her hand. "Oh, Jack won't mind," she responded and returned to the kitchen with an easygoing grace.

Leni rolled her eyes in frustration and leaned against the kitchen counter. How could her mother be so indifferent? At the same time, she felt a strange sense of excitement—Jack would be here soon.

The thought of him made her heart race. She cast one last glance at her mother and then hastily turned towards her bedroom.

"I can't believe you're showing up like that!" she muttered to herself, hurrying out of the room while already thinking about what to wear.

When Leni came downstairs, she wore the skimpiest dress she owned—a tiny pink slip dress that clung to her hips and provided little support. She had skipped a bra, so her stiff nipples were visible through the thin fabric. She had applied false eyelashes and dark, smoky eyeshadow; her lips were bright pink. She looked more like she was heading to a club than having dinner at home. With a mischievous smile, she walked through the kitchen and reached for a glass, filling it with cold water from the fridge.

"Really, Leni?" Beatrice scolded her immediately upon seeing her daughter's attire. She turned away from the stove.

"What? I'm not going out tonight," Leni replied with a smile. Beatrice's face flushed with anger as she stared at her daughter—slimmer, younger, and possibly even prettier than herself.

"I'm sure Jack won't mind," Leni said with a smug grin. Beatrice sighed, conceding defeat. Her daughter had bested her at her own game.

Suddenly, the doorbell rang.

"Oh, that must be him," Leni exclaimed joyfully, running to the door.

* * *

The moment was filled with excitement and joyful anticipation as Leni opened the door and saw Jack. Her face lit up immediately, and with a joyful giggle, she jumped into his arms. He held her tight, his strong hands enveloping her while she nestled against his broad chest, which radiated a sense of safety and comfort for her. His hands gently ran through her light brown hair, as if he wanted to preserve the tenderness of this moment.

"Hello, sir," she whispered, her voice soft and seductive, and kissed him passionately on the lips before giving him a tender kiss on the cheeks, highlighting her affection.

"Hello, kitten," Jack replied with a charming smile that made his bright blue eyes sparkle. "You look stunning." His words were like a compliment that not only flattered her but also gave her a sense of validation.

"Thank you... sorry, we aren't alone tonight. My mother..." She sighed dramatically, as if she already felt the weight of the situation.

"Don't worry." Jack's grin was contagious and gave her a sense of ease that she desperately needed at that moment.

Leni led Jack into the living room, their fingers intertwined as if she never wanted to let him go. "At least she's making something to eat. Do you want to join us?"

"Sounds good," Jack replied, following her with an interested gaze. She led him to the dining room with a hint of pride, as if she wanted to present him to the world.

Beatrice was already at the table, her delicate frame showcased in a figure-hugging dress that highlighted her femininity perfectly. "Oh, Jack, how wonderful to see you."

"The pleasure is mine, Beatrice," Jack responded, noticing the slight blush on her face. It was a subtle sign that made him inwardly chuckle. As she leaned forward to place his setting, her ample chest came close to his face, creating an unintended but attention-grabbing moment.

"Mom!" gasped Leni, and the surprised look on Jack's face made him smile as he quietly relished the moment.

Beatrice turned abruptly and "accidentally" dropped the knife, as if to defuse the situation.

"Yes, dear?" Beatrice asked with an innocent expression, bending over once more. Her round bottom came into Jack's view, heightening the tingling sensation in the air.

"Ugh! Nothing!" Leni groaned in frustration and rushed back to the kitchen to fetch dinner, her thoughts swirling.

The two women took turns bringing plates of steaming, delicious food to the table. Leni seemed excited and impatient; it was clear that Jack's presence brightened her mood, and she could hardly wait to enjoy the evening in his company.

Once everything was set, Leni suddenly leapt onto Jack's lap. She wrapped her arms tightly around him, pulling him close as if she never wanted to let go. Her skirt slid up a bit, revealing her shapely behind, which Jack found irresistibly attractive. She kissed him passionately again, as if the world around them had ceased to exist.

"I'll be right back," Leni giggled conspiratorially, her gaze full of promise, casting her mother a dark but playful look before heading to the bathroom, likely to freshen up.

Jack looked at Beatrice; for a brief, intense moment, something unspoken hung in the air between them, like a mysterious pact.

"You're doing great," Jack said with a mischievous smile, underscoring his confidence. "I think she's ready."

Beatrice blushed at his words, and a shy smile crept onto her face. "Anything for you, sir," she replied timidly, her voice almost a whisper, enhancing the intimacy of the moment.

Jack grinned contentedly, as if he were the master of a game that only they understood. "Good, then get under the table."

She nodded slowly, her nervousness evident as she nervously bit her lip.

"Yes, sir." Her response was quiet, but she was determined to follow through with the moment.


Chapter 10
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Leni shot an angry glance around the room as she returned.

"Where did my mother go?" she asked, and Jack shrugged.

"She stormed out right after you left," he replied with a smile, reaching for the roast in front of him.

"Oh, good. She's been such a bitch lately." Leni shrugged, sat down across from him, and helped herself to some food.

"Yeah? Maybe we should punish her," Jack suggested, not taking his eyes off his meal.

"Yes, please," Leni moaned, her eyelids fluttering at the thought. "I would love to see you use her holes while I punish her. I don't understand why she's such a fucking cunt."

"Hmmm, probably because she's jealous now that you're my new slave and favorite, and she's just the worn-out slut I neglect."

A crooked grin spread across Jack's face as he took a bite of the roast. The tension in the room seemed palpable.

Leni's jaw dropped at his words. She couldn't believe what she had just heard, and under the table, Beatrice blushed as she quietly sucked her master's cock.

"Can you pass me the salt?" Jack asked with a smile, and Leni stared at him, gathering herself long enough to grab the salt shaker and hand it to him.

"Wait, what?" she stammered, but Jack kept eating.

"No way, my damn prude mother, she wouldn't do that, she's not like that." Leni shook her head, almost laughing.

"Who? Your mother? Oh yes, she's a disgusting little whore, more like a slave. She'd do anything for my cock, even if it meant going against her own daughter." Jack's indifference was unwavering; he barely glanced up from his meal to witness the horror on Leni's face.

"No, she couldn't," Leni whispered, barely audible.

"Oh yes, all the time. You're right, we should really punish her for being such a bitch to you. It's not your fault you're more than just a sub for me."

Leni gasped and blushed, overwhelmed by the revelations and surprised by Jack's admission of his true feelings for her. Her eyes nearly brimmed with tears as she gazed at him affectionately.

"Am I really? Do you mean it?" she whimpered, and Jack nodded.

"And you mean it? She's really a whore? Your whore?" Leni asked, and Jack nodded again.

"She's right under the table giving me a blowjob," Jack chuckled a little, and Leni ducked her head beneath the table. She saw her mother's ass directly in front of her and the back of her head bobbing up and down on Jack's cock.

"Jack! I- I-" Leni stammered, as she grew hot at the sight of her own mother thrusting herself into his throat.

The scene was surreal. Beatrice knelt there like an obedient pet. Her face was flushed with arousal, her eyes closed in a mix of shame and lust. Her movements were mechanical yet full of devotion. Leni could hear her mother's soft moans each time Jack's cock slid deep into her throat.

Leni's breathing quickened. The situation was both confusing and arousing. Her mind battled against the emotions rising within her.

"You have no idea how much I enjoy this," Jack murmured from above the table, his voice raw with desire.

Leni looked up at him, her eyes sparkling with unspoken emotions. "I... I can hardly believe it," she whispered.

Jack reached down and gently lifted Beatrice's head so Leni could see her mother more clearly. "Believe it. She does everything for me."

Beatrice's lips released Jack's member with a soft pop. Her eyes searched Jack's face for approval.

"Let her see," Jack commanded gently.

Beatrice didn't hesitate long. With trembling hands, she lifted her skirt higher, presenting herself completely naked under the table. Leni could see how Beatrice's wet sex glistened with arousal.

"Oh my God," Leni whispered hoarsely.

Jack leaned back, savoring the power he held over both women at that moment. "Do you believe me now?" he asked calmly.

Leni nodded slowly, her thoughts swirling between disgust and arousal.

The air in the room was heavy with tension and unfulfilled desires. Beatrice remained obediently on her knees before Jack, ready for his next commands.

"Let's have some fun together," Jack suggested with a sly grin. Leni could only nod.

"Come here," Jack demanded, setting his fork aside and pushing his chair back a bit.

Leni rose slowly and walked over to him, her legs feeling shaky as she made her way around the table. She cast a brief glance at her mother's face, who barely looked up at her before returning to Jack's cock.

"Sit on my lap, with your back to me," he commanded, and she obediently lifted a leg over her mother and sat down, her pussy almost touching the hard shaft her mother was eagerly working on.

"Tell Leni you're sorry for being such a jealous bitch," Jack demanded.

"I'm sorry for being such a jealous bitch," Beatrice said, pausing briefly to speak before resuming her attention on his large cock.

"You couldn't help it, could you, bitch? Watching me fall in love with her and treat her like a princess while you were neglected?" Jack taunted, and she nodded.

"I couldn't," Beatrice confessed, slobbering all over his cock. "I couldn't stand always being second choice."

Jack laughed and slapped her face, then grabbed her hair and forced her to take his entire shaft.

“Second choice? You don’t even come close to my little slave,” he corrected her while kissing Leni’s neck. “You’re just three holes and a pair of tits.”

“Mhm,” Beatrice agreed, holding onto his cock and staring at Leni’s pussy.

It was dripping wet, her juices running down Jack’s groin and mixing with Beatrice’s drool.

“Put my cock in Leni’s pussy,” Jack ordered, and Beatrice reluctantly nodded, pulling her mouth off his cock and reaching for it. Jack grabbed Leni’s legs and lifted her up while Beatrice positioned his shaft at her entrance, pushing it in as Jack lowered her.

“Oh! Oh Jack!” Leni moaned, gasping as he rocked her back and forth.

“Would you like your mother to lick your pussy while I fuck you?” Jack asked, and Leni looked down at her mother.

“Beg her to lick your clit,” he instructed, and Leni nodded.

“Please, Leni, let me serve you, let me lick your little wet clit, mistress, please let me pleasure you while you ride my master’s cock,” Beatrice moaned, and Leni nodded.

“Yes, y-yes slut, lick my clit,” she said, watching as her own mother dove into her pussy, licking her clit and slobbering all over it, then leaning further down to suck and drool on Jack’s balls and shaft as he thrust deep into Leni’s tight young pussy.

“Oh! Oh Daddy!” Leni moaned.

"It's okay, kitten, you can come," he told her, and she covered her mouth, whimpering, as her pussy gushed with juice, nearly pushing his cock out, while Beatrice slurped up the mess, licking her daughter's juices as she climaxed.

"Your mother is just a slave to me, a whore," he whispered in her ear as she trembled and came. "You are my kitten, my princess, my heart belongs to you, and no other woman who takes my cock can ever compare to you."

Beatrice's heart fluttered as Jack offered her his love and acknowledgment.

"You belong to me, and I belong to you," he whispered, and she came again immediately, moaning, while her mother continued to caress her pussy and suck up her juices.

"Oh Daddy! Oh Jack!" she cried lovingly, panting and clinging to his neck, her nails digging into his skin.

Jack pushed Beatrice aside and lifted Leni up, turning her around so she could cling to him as he carried her into the living room, with Beatrice crawling after them.

They fell onto the couch, and Leni immediately grabbed his hard cock and slid it into her wet little pussy, moaning as she rode him vigorously, showering his face and neck with sweet, tear-filled kisses.

“Yes! Yes! Thank you, Daddy! Thank you, Sir!” she moaned, panting from another intense orgasm before collapsing, sliding off his hard cock and curling up next to him, breathing heavily.

Slowly, she lifted her head and saw Jack sitting beside her, holding her in his arms, his erect cock standing tall, while Beatrice was on all fours, her mouth open and tongue hanging out like a dog.

Beatrice slowly sat up, reached for Jack’s cock, and began to stroke it gently.

She stared at Beatrice, a mischievous smile on her lips, before her expression twisted.

“What are you just lounging around for, Mama?” Leni snapped, grabbing Beatrice’s hair. “Make yourself useful, you stupid slave, suck his cock!”

She pulled her mother forward, forcing her head down onto Jack’s cock, watching as she gagged and slobbered, but stayed down.

“She’s really good at this,” Leni purred, turning back to Jack and kissing him.

“Like mother, like daughter,” Jack smiled, and Leni giggled.

“No, I’m nowhere near as good as she is,” she laughed, and as Beatrice came up for air, Leni slapped her face.

“Whores don’t need air, whores need cocks!” she hissed, grabbing Beatrice’s hair and pressing her face back down onto Jack’s groin.

Leni stood up and looked down at Beatrice, holding her hair tightly and forcing her head up and down on Jack’s cock.

"Oh baby, push her down, just like that," Jack moaned, and Leni smiled.

"She really is your slave, isn't she?" Leni grinned, leaning forward to kiss Jack.

"Yes, and now she's your slave too," Jack smiled, and Leni giggled.

"I think I could get used to this," Leni smiled, forcing her mother up and down on Jack's cock, watching her being taken roughly, gagging, drooling, and sobbing.

"But if you're serious and really want to belong to me, I need rules to make this work." She insisted, holding her mother down before finally letting her catch her breath, then pushing her away so she fell to the floor. She grabbed Jack's cock, slick with Beatrice's spit, and forced it into her own pussy.

"Anything for my kitten," Jack smiled, as Leni began to ride him, ignoring the sweaty, slobbering mess that was Beatrice on the floor.

"Your cock is mine, no more secret slaves for you, and no sex without my knowledge," she smiled, pushing his cock all the way down and gasping, whimpering a little, then clinging tightly to him.

"Deal, she's the only other slave," he said, and she dug her nails into his neck.

"Good. And she'll never be fucked in her pussy again unless I'm there and say it's okay, agreed?"

Beatrice whimpered softly, her face stuck to the wooden floor.

"Agreed, easily. Anything else?" Jack asked.

"Yes, one more thing," she moaned, riding his cock wildly.

"Everything," Jack groaned, grabbing her breasts and squeezing as her orgasm began to build.

"Tell me you love me," she whispered. He pulled her close, thrusting into her so hard and deep that her eyes rolled back, and she started to come.

"I love you, kitten," he moaned, their climaxes merging as he filled her with his seed.

Leni rode him, crying out and weeping until she finally collapsed against him, spent.

"I love you too, Daddy," she whimpered, turning around and leaning against him, spreading her legs wide and rubbing her clit.

"Come here and suck his cum out of my pussy, slut. I'm not done with you yet," she demanded. Beatrice smiled, crawled to Leni's pussy, buried her face in it, and began to suck, slurp, and finger Jack's cum out, licking it up happily.

"Damn," Leni moaned.

"I think I could get used to this."


Chapter 11
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Leni sat at the kitchen table, chewing on some eggs and toast while messaging her friend Olana.

"... yes, you can come over tonight and stay here, but Jack might stop by too, if that's okay," she typed, a mischievous grin spreading across her face as she sent the message.

It had been about a week and a half since Leni had found out about her enslaved mother, and she smiled, realizing it had been one of the best weeks of her life. She set her phone aside and leaned back, glancing down at her mother, who was naked on her hands and knees, obediently licking her vulva.

"Stick your fingers in, you bitch," Leni instructed. "In my ass too, I have a long day ahead and need some relief first."

Beatrice sat up and got to work. Her hands trembled slightly as she grasped Leni's thighs and slid her fingers into Leni's moist warmth. Her eyes were fixed on Leni's face, searching for signs of satisfaction. Leni lifted her legs back, spreading herself open, presenting her holes to her enslaved mother.

A soft moan escaped Leni's lips as Beatrice penetrated deeper. Beatrice's fingers found their way into both openings, creating a steady rhythm of give and take. The movements grew faster, more intense. Leni's breathing quickened, her eyes half-closed.

"Faster," Leni moaned, her voice insistent. "More!"

Beatrice obeyed, increasing the pressure of her fingers, letting them slide deeper. Leni arched her back, her hands clutching the bedsheets. The arousal in her body rose like a tidal wave.

An animalistic sound escaped Leni's throat as she climaxed. Her fluids splashed over Beatrice's face, dripping over her lips and down her chin. Leni threw her head back, leaning against the bed as she slowly came back to herself.

Beatrice remained still, her fingers still deeply embedded in Leni's openings. She waited for her daughter's next command.

Leni took deep breaths, her chest rising and falling rapidly. Her eyes half-closed, she reached out and let her fingers gently run through Beatrice's short hair.

"Well done," she murmured, pushing the wet strands aside. Beatrice's eyes flickered briefly; a hint of relief seemed to pass through them for a moment.

But the moment quickly passed. Leni drew her legs back and pushed Beatrice's head away.

"Get up and bend over the table," Leni commanded, to which Beatrice nodded in agreement.

"Yes, Miss," she smiled, kissing her daughter softly on the lips and holding her tenderly for a moment before turning around and obediently bending over the table.

Leni grabbed several ropes and began tying her mother to the table, positioning her in a bent-over stance with her bottom protruding. First, she secured her arms, then her legs, rendering her completely immobile.

"I don't have time to satisfy Jack today, so he'll be over in an hour or two to use your ass," Leni smiled, giving Beatrice a pat while picking up a large plug from the counter, spitting on it, and forcing it into her mother's rear to stretch her properly.

"Yes, Miss, thank you, Miss," Beatrice whimpered in bliss.

"He said he wants you drooling from all the orgasms, so you need to be a good slut and come as often as possible before he arrives," she chuckled, inserting the U-shaped vibrator into her mother's wet pussy. "He shouldn't take too long."

She turned the device on and watched as her mother's eyes rolled back, setting it to a medium intensity before placing the remote out of reach on the table.

"Oh, and the gardeners should be here around noon, right?" Leni asked, to which Beatrice nodded.

"I thought so. Jack thinks it's time to give them a generous tip for their hard work," Leni smiled, slapping Beatrice's bottom.

Beatrice moaned, fully aware of what her daughter implied.

"I told them they could use your pussy," Leni giggled, grabbing her bag and adjusting her skirt to tidy up.

"But only if you're taken in the ass and mouth at the same time."

Beatrice moaned as her first orgasm approached, watching her daughter walk away.

"Have fun, Mom," Leni called back as she closed the door behind her, leaving her mother eagerly anticipating the cocks she would serve today.

* * *

Olana glanced at her phone before turning her attention back to the large shaft pressing insistently against her nose. Jesus, Jack could be so demanding when he didn’t get what he wanted. But that was part of why she loved her boyfriend. She would do anything for him.

“You can look at that later,” Jack growled, grabbing her hair roughly. His grip left no room for doubt. He expected complete obedience.

Olana obediently nodded, her lips parting willingly to take him in. His taste was familiar yet overwhelming every time. She closed her eyes and let him slide deeper, her tongue gently playing around his shaft.

“Good angel,” Jack murmured, thrusting gently forward. “So compliant.”

Olana relished his words of approval. She knew she was in his favor because she was willing to do anything for him. Absolutely anything.

She remembered how easy it had been to trap Leni. Olana had played the role of the shy preacher's daughter perfectly. It had been a simple game to gain the trust of that naive cow and exploit her weaknesses.

Jack thrust deeper into Olana’s mouth, and she relaxed her jaw to give him more space. The control he had over her was intoxicating.

“You did a good job with Leni,” Jack said suddenly, his voice deep and satisfied. “She’s completely in my grasp now.”

A shiver of pride ran through Olana’s body. She pulled back slightly to catch her breath before moving forward again.

“Thank you,” she whispered around his shaft, her voice trembling. “I’ll do anything for you.”

Jack chuckled softly, pulling her closer to him.

“I know,” he replied, pressing her head down further.

Olana felt her heart race with excitement and devotion. Jack demanded a lot from her, but that only made it more thrilling. His dominance was the fire that ignited her passion.

End
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Seduced by a hot MILF

MATURE PASSION, YOUTHFUL YEARNING

I stood at the edge of the stage, observing the bustle in the room. The murmur of voices, the clinking of glasses, and occasional laughter reached my ears. Neon-colored lights flickered on the walls, blending with the daylight streaming through the large windows. The activity around me was frenetic as I loosened my tie, trying to feel a bit more comfortable.

The people around me seemed to be in their element. Political conversations, euphoric supporters, and the occasional heated discussion filled the space. In contrast, I felt like a shadow among these individuals. The suit clung uncomfortably to my body, a constant reminder of my routine. These events had become so habitual – I no longer knew if I was here because I wanted to be or simply because it was expected.

I let my gaze wander over the crowd. Faces that seemed familiar – local politicians, party members, and some excited volunteers. Some shook my hand and smiled encouragingly, but behind my smile lay exhaustion. The neon lights were blinding; I felt like I was in a surreal dream. Everything was so familiar, yet so distant.

A few feet away, a man in a light suit was gesticulating wildly. His words were swallowed by the crowd, but I could feel his enthusiasm. He was talking about change, about progress – things everyone wanted to hear. But the more he spoke, the less I could muster any excitement for his words. The routine had drained the enjoyment.

I rummaged in my pocket for my phone and scrolled through messages. A quick glance at the screen – nothing new. Maybe I should just leave? Yet the feeling of absence stayed with me; I had no reason to.

The event dragged on, and I realized my interest was fading like the light at the end of the room. My thoughts kept drifting away; they floated to places far removed from this bustling room full of people.

The clinking of a glass pulled me from my thoughts. I looked up and noticed Ally standing in a small group by the buffet. Her laughter echoed through the room, stirring a certain curiosity in me – a sense of attraction or perhaps just an escape from this monotony.

But what did I really want here? Aside from having organized the event for the campaign. But who was I? Just a small light with no real chance of political advancement. I lacked the looks, the connections, the courage, and the right way of expressing myself. Others seemed to shine so effortlessly, while I wandered like a shadow among them.

A few volunteers clustered around the table with the snacks, laughing and chatting. I wished I could be part of that cheerful group. Instead, I stood there with a smile that wasn’t entirely genuine.

I had never really belonged anywhere. Not even during my school days. While the other boys raced around the soccer field or discussed the latest video games during breaks, I usually sat alone on a bench, observing them. The clique always formed without me. And now, here, in this crowded room, I felt like an outsider again. A loner among political like-minds.

The only reason I was even noticed was my pragmatic and solution-oriented party work within my association. But aside from a few people, the rest didn’t seem to care. Good work didn’t necessarily make a good politician.

I stood there, lost in my thoughts, when my gaze fell on a woman casually leaning against the wall. She exuded a relaxed elegance that immediately drew me in. The black, form-fitting dress hugged her curves and accentuated every line of her body. Her chestnut hair fell gently into her face, framing the contours of her cheeks.

An amused smile played on her full lips. Her eyes – a mesmerizing blue-green – seemed to be fixed on me. For a moment, I forgot everything around me. The room blurred, voices and noise faded into a dull background hum.

»Why does she look so familiar? Where do I know her from?« The question shot through my mind, making my heart race. I tried to remember, but it was like a shadow, always slipping away. This woman had something about her that fascinated and confused me at the same time.

A hot shiver ran down my spine as I realized I did know her – Ally! The ASMR artist whose sensual voice had captivated me. How many times had I watched her videos? Her online presence was powerful and seductive; now she stood here in this busy environment, bringing everything to a halt.

The memory of her videos flashed in my mind: the way she ran her fingers over various surfaces, how she whispered and created an atmosphere that hovered between relaxation and eroticism. And now I saw her right in front of me, so alive and tangible.

»This can’t be real. What is she doing here?« These thoughts raced through my head, making my heart pound. Confusion mixed with an insatiable desire; I couldn’t take my eyes off her. In her videos, she had been so present, so powerful in her effect on me – and now she was just a few feet away.

I felt a tingling in my stomach as I tried to grasp that the fantasy from my late-night hours had now become reality. »Should I say hello? How should I react? What if she noticed I was staring?« The questions buzzed in my head like a swarm of wild bees.

She seemed to notice exactly that; her smile widened as if she could sense my uncertainty. A mix of disbelief and attraction washed over me. I wanted to just go over, say something – anything – but my legs felt like they were rooted to the spot.

My heart pounded loudly in my chest as I analyzed the situation: Here stood an absolute dream woman, a living symbol of everything I had ever wished for – and at the same time, I felt like a shadow in her presence. Was I really the type for someone like her? She radiated confidence; it should have strengthened me. Instead, it made me feel even more insecure.

»This can't be real,« I murmured to myself while trying to smile. But that smile felt like a flimsy facade – nothing more than a masked reflection of my inner turmoil between desire and doubt.

Her eyes met mine. An intense moment stretched into what felt like an eternity. Her blue-green eyes sparkled and held me captive. An invisible bond formed between us, full of electricity and unexpected tension. My heartbeat quickened; I couldn't look away.

She played with a strand of hair, letting it glide through her fingers as if it were the most natural thing in the world. Her hip tilted slightly to the side, a subtle gesture that carried so much meaning. Every movement of hers seemed deliberate, as if she were playing a game whose rules I didn't understand.

Inside, I was a mess. The urge to go to her overwhelmed me. But at the same time, fear gnawed at me, the fear of embarrassing myself. »Why would someone like her be interested in me?« This question repeated in my head like a mantra.

Nervousness spread in my stomach, an unstoppable wave. Yet the longing was stronger. A longing for more – for a conversation, a smile, a sign that this connection was real and not just a figment of my imagination.

I wrestled with myself. »Move and go to her.« But my legs felt heavy, as if they were made of lead. Doubt ate away at my courage. »What if I embarrass myself? What if she just ignores me? Laughs at me?«

But her eyes held my gaze. It was almost as if she were calling me to her – a silent command or perhaps an invitation? Her smile deepened a bit, and my doubts melted away like snow in the sun.

Despite the nervousness, I dared to take a step forward. My heart pounded wildly in my chest; every muscle in my body screamed to stay put. But I couldn't turn back anymore.

With trembling hands, I smoothed my tie and tried to put on a smile – one that hopefully didn't look too nervous.

Only a few meters separated us. Her eyes followed me attentively; the invisible bond between us seemed stronger than ever.

Then I hesitated again. Doubt flared up like sparks in a dry forest: »What do I say? How do I start? I should just leave; she's probably here with someone anyway.«

Ally pushed off from the wall, her steps slow and fluid. It was as if the crowd parted for her by some magic force. Her walk had a feline grace, smooth yet determined. Her fingers brushed lightly over her waist, an apparently unconscious gesture that nonetheless exuded incredible attraction.

She stopped right in front of me, her scent enveloping me – a mix of sweet perfume and something indescribable that clouded my senses. My heart beat faster, a wild drumming in my chest.

»Got everything under control, Mr. Campaign Manager?«

I opened my mouth, but the words got stuck. Her eyes bored into mine, hypnotic and penetrating. I could only nod silently, unable to form a coherent thought.

My body was flooded with heart palpitations, alternating between confusion and fascination. She stood so close that I could feel her light breath on my skin. Every fiber of my being screamed to say something, but my mind was paralyzed.

Ally smiled slightly, and an electric shiver ran down my spine. This moment felt surreal – like a dream I didn't want to wake up from.

My mouth went dry, and my hands trembled slightly. The words just wouldn't come. Only the eye contact remained – intense and relentless.

Fascination held me captive. Her presence was overwhelming and made me forget all my insecurities. Everything around us blurred; it was just her and me in this moment.

But the heart palpitations didn't subside; they grew stronger. It was a mixture of fear and hope – a feeling of incompleteness and urgency.

Ally raised an eyebrow slightly, as if she could sense my inner battles. Her smile deepened minutely, and for a brief moment, I believed she understood – that she knew what was going on inside me.

But the words remained silent; only my heart spoke for me in this unforgettable moment.

»God, is this really happening? How did she know I was the campaign manager for my organization?« My head spun. The air suddenly felt heavy and full of tension. I hadn't expected her to speak to me, let alone know anything about me. Maybe she had overheard it somewhere – that was quite possible.

I forced myself to think clearly while I sought her gaze. Her smile was infectious but also challenging. She was establishing a connection I didn't fully grasp.

»Um… yes,« I finally managed to say, my voice sounding fragile and unsure. I felt the pressure of her eyes on me, as if she were looking deep into my soul and exposing the insecurities within.

Her fingers lightly brushed my sleeve, barely more than a whisper. It was a touch that sent a chain of electric impulses through my body. My skin tingled under the thin fabric of my shirt. This light, almost inconspicuous gesture felt like a silent promise – an invitation into a world I had only known in my wildest dreams.

»Are you afraid of me?« Her voice was soft and seductive, yet there was a playful challenge in her eyes.

A soft laugh escaped her lips, pulling me out of my thoughts. A lump formed in my throat, and I could barely swallow. My words just wouldn't come; they remained frozen inside me.

What's happening here? I asked myself, trying to grasp a clear thought. Her proximity confused me, threw my feelings into disarray. Ally was real – she stood before me, even touched me. Yet everything felt like a surreal dream I didn't want to wake from.

I still felt the pressure of her fingers on my sleeve, the warmth of her touch burned into my memory. My heart raced uncontrollably, and every breath was a struggle. Her question echoed in my head, amplifying the uncertainty within me.

Her eyes continued to fixate on me, searching for a reaction, a sign from me. But my voice had vanished, trapped in the inability to do justice to this moment.

»I'm just kidding… a little fun is necessary, right? Otherwise, it would be pretty dull…«

Her smile was disarming, and for a moment, I forgot all my insecurities. »Yes, fun is always good,« I replied, though my voice still sounded a bit shaky. My heartbeat calmed slightly, but the excitement remained. «God, that answer was so lame…«

Ally chuckled softly, her eyes sparkling. »You seem so serious; is that how you always are?«

«No, not all the time,« I replied quickly, trying to transform my nervous grin into something genuine. »It's just… you catch me off guard.«

»Am I catching you off guard?« One eyebrow arched slightly, a mix of curiosity and perhaps a hint of amusement.

»Yeah, you are…« I fumbled for the right words.

She stepped closer, and the scent of her perfume enveloped me again. »Yeah?«

»I don't know,« I confessed.

Ally's laughter was a soft, melodic giggle that floated through the air. »You don't know?«

I shook my head and dropped my gaze to my feet. The uncertainty within me was overwhelming, and her proximity didn't make it any easier. Yet her laughter had a soothing, almost familiar quality.

»You know, I’m not usually at a loss for words,« I attempted to explain. »But with you…«

»With me?« Her voice was inquisitive, as if she wanted to dig deeper.

»Yes,« I said, finally lifting my gaze again. »With you, everything is different. You’re… you’re just so…«

»So?« She took another step closer, and I could feel her breath on my skin.

I swallowed hard and mustered all my courage. »You’re just so… fascinating.« The words finally slipped from my lips, and I sensed my heartbeat calming slightly. Ally's smile widened, and her eyes sparkled even more.

»Fascinating, huh?« She moved closer still, and I felt her breath against my skin. »I don't hear that often.«

My mouth went dry. »It's the truth. I mean, I've seen your videos, but seeing you here… that's something entirely different.«

»Oh really?« She tilted her head slightly and toyed with a strand of hair. »And what makes it so different?«

»In your videos, you seem… untouchable, almost like a dream. But now… now you're right in front of me.« I struggled to find words that could express the fascination inside me. »It's almost surreal.«

Ally chuckled softly, and the sound sent a shiver down my spine. »So I’m like a dream to you?«

»Yes,« I answered without hesitation. »A dream that suddenly comes true.«

She regarded me intently and stepped even closer, our bodies nearly touching. »That's a lovely way to put it,« she said softly. »But you know what? Dreams are only beautiful until you wake up.«

Her words made me pause. She was right—this moment felt like a fleeting dream I didn’t want to lose. But I also knew that dreams sometimes end too soon.

»I don’t want to wake up,« I finally murmured.

Ally smiled gently and placed her hand on my chest, right above my wildly beating heart. The touch seared itself into my memory, a connection between us that felt more real than any dream.

»Somehow sweet.« Ally pulled away from me and took a step back.

My heartbeat slowed a bit, but the warmth of her touch still lingered on my chest. Her eyes scrutinized me as if she were analyzing my reaction. A slight smile danced on her lips, almost as if she enjoyed a secret game.

»You seem so nervous.« Her tone was teasing but also understanding.

I swallowed hard and tried to regain my composure. »Yeah, I am,« I admitted, following it up with an uncertain smile. »You have a strong effect on people.«

Ally laughed softly. »I hear that often.« She briefly scanned the room as if searching for something, then her focus returned to me.

»I really must go now, but it was nice talking to you…« Ally turned and vanished into the crowd, her stride as graceful and confident as before. The neon lights cast shimmering reflections on her tattoos, making them appear as living artworks. She left me standing there. I must have messed up!

My heartbeat gradually slowed, but the confusion and desire remained. The electricity in the air was almost tangible, and I felt trapped in a dream. My brief encounter with Ally had thrown me off balance more than I ever expected. I felt a tingling in my stomach, an inkling that this was only the beginning.

The room around me seemed to spin. Voices blended into an indistinct hum that drowned out the background music. My thoughts whirled like leaves in the wind. »What just happened? Why did she talk to me? And why did it feel like I had missed something unspeakable?«

I stood there, rooted to the spot, unable to form a clear thought or move. The scent of her perfume still lingered in the air, mingling with the aroma of freshly brewed coffee and the fragrances of the other guests. Everything felt unreal.

A part of me wanted to follow her, to know where she was going and what would happen next. But another part held me back, caught between desire and uncertainty.

Continue reading…


Books by Elisabeth Sylt

18 Years Young and Naive: The Trailer Park Girls

In a vast trailer park marked by poverty, social conflicts, and a harsh daily life, a story unfolds filled with passion, power, and deep abysses. The first part of this book series takes the reader into a world where young women (18+) navigate a tense environment of seduction, submission, and the desire for a better life.

Read more…

18 Years Young and Naive: The Left-Wing Feminist

18 Years Young and Naïve – The Left-Wing Feminist is a provocative and captivating drama that tells the story of a young woman named Nancy Paten, who embarks on a journey filled with power, seduction, and self-realization. Raised in a communal, socially conscious environment, Nancy is a passionate feminist fighting for equality and social justice. But when she meets the influential businessman Derek Freeman and his fascinating assistant Terra, her worldview is turned upside down.

Read more…

18 Years Young and Naive: The Trailer Park Girls II

The second part of this gripping series takes us back to the dark world of the trailer park girls— a life on the edge, shaped by poverty, power struggles, and the desperate hope for a better future.

Read more…


Alien Allotriomorphic: A New Patriarch for the Nest

Night after night, he is plagued by strange dreams—dark, sensual visions of mysterious aliens whose power and beauty irresistibly draw him in. The deeper he becomes entangled in their world, the more he realizes that these encounters are no coincidence.

Read more…

Breeding Program for Humanity: The Life of a Stud in the Year 2867

Over the past 850 years, humanity has undergone extensive genetic modifications to create the perfect human. However, something essential has been lost—the ability to produce male offspring. Now, it is up to him to save humanity and take on the role of a breeding stud.

Read more…

Transformation into a Lustful Bimbo

Transformation into a Lustful Bimbo is an erotic novel in which a young man transforms into a sexy bimbo slut and enjoys every moment of it. He revels in the advantages of his new body, the experiences, and the pleasure.

Read more…


Breeding Bull and Hucows: Two Different Fates

By the year 2083, there are 84,615 dairy farms worldwide, each with an average of 195 Hucows. This means that approximately 16.5 million Hucows are currently held in captivity. Their sole purpose is to produce milk and meat for humanity.

Read more…

Breeding Bull and Hucows 2: What you can expect from life

Jörn has settled well on Thomas Soll’s farm, and together, they make a good duo. While the farm owner takes care of administrative tasks, the breeding bull continues doing what he does best. However, their farm life is turned upside down when Thomas Soll’s past catches up with him.

Read more…

Breeding Bull and Hucows 3: The Urge of Temptation

Times of great upheaval are coming. Jack suddenly finds himself the new owner of Thomas Soll’s farm and receives a visit from the government. Their representative, Wandel Eggen, tries to pressure him, while a woman named Cate Cray is assigned to monitor him. What will become of the farm, and how will Jörn cope?

Read more…


Breeding Bull and Hucows 4: Program for Temporary Hucows

Alice, a young woman with a dramatic hourglass figure, is admitted into an inhumane program that transforms women into temporary "Hucows" after a failed attempt to escape her fate. Trapped in a facility where women are treated like livestock, she faces brutal medical procedures, forced rituals, and a shocking reality—her body is seen as nothing more than a resource for milk and breeding.

Read more…

Breeding Bull and Hucows 5: What She Always Wanted

Lena can hardly wait for the day when her biggest dream comes true: finally being selected in the lottery and becoming a Hucow. While other girls dread the upcoming draw, Lena counts the days until she can embrace her new role as a valuable milk and breeding resource. But when fate has other plans, her carefully constructed worldview begins to crumble. She refuses to settle for a normal life—she wants more.

Read more…

Untold Stories of Breeding Bull and Hucows

The Expanded Universe of Breeding Bull and Hucows brings new, exciting stories beyond the main series. These are individual, steamy, self-contained tales. Not every Hucow farm operates like Thomas Soll’s, and not every breeding bull has it as easy as Jack.

Read more…


Final Words

Thank you for reading my delicate little novel to the end. I write new novels as often as I can. This book is the first part of a new series, and I hope you enjoyed the story.

Once again, thank you for reading. Since the book market is highly competitive, I would greatly appreciate it if you could leave a positive review.

Yours, Elisabeth Sylt
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