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1950s: 1st Time with a Girl

1950s: 1st Time With a Girl

Summary: Innocent virgin is seduced into a lesbian lifestyle.

Note 1: Thanks to Rebecca, the famous artist whose artwork inspired and was used for this new series. Especially her series 'Housewives at Play', 'Teens at Play' and 'Hot Moms'. Thank you for access to your entire book catalogue as well as your website for this massive series.

Note 2: This is the beginning of a multi-chapter story about one woman's journey of sexual submission and lesbian exploration through the decades and through four generations of family members.

Note 3: Thanks to Robert, goamz86, cuckdynasty and Wayne for editing this.

Note 4: Normal text writing is present day; Bold is Kimmy flashing back to one of her own sexual encounters; italics is the scrapbook stories of our hero Rebecca.

Note 5: This is a Valentine's Day 2016 Contest story so please vote.

1950s: 1st Time With a Girl

It was at the reading of my great-grandmother's will that everything changed. She left me 100,000 dollars, which was amazing. I had no idea that she had any money saved away at all. But... that wasn't the best thing she left me.

No, she also left me a diary... an illustrated diary.

And although the 100,000 dollars was awesome and life changing... it paled in comparison to the shocking to the core, life altering revelations that were revealed to me in her own words.

It affirmed things about me I was questioning.

It explained why I felt the way I did about so many things.

It allowed me to become the woman I am now.

But I'm jumping ahead.

When I first got the envelope, I had no idea what revelations I would learn about my great-grandmother's past, but about three generations of my family's women's past, including my mother.

The outside of the envelope read:

DO NOT OPEN UNTIL YOU ARE ALONE

So although curious, I waited until late that night, once Mom was in bed. A chill went up my spine as I opened the envelope. Inside was what looked like a scrapbook as well as a hand written note.

I took a deep breath at the thrill of getting some final words from the woman I loved the most in my life before I read the note written in great-grandmother's own handwriting:

My dearest Kimmy,

If you are reading this, I have passed away. Don't be sad. I lived a great life. A life with NO REGRETS! A life very few women can say they have lived.

I wanted to be there for your graduation to share these secrets in person, but unfortunately I couldn't quite make it.

Before I continue I must say this: I am so proud of you. You have turned into a great young woman and will do great things in this world.

Now, it is important that you read this scrapbook with an open mind. The odds are it will shock you. You may even question if it is all true. It may at times disgust you. But please don't judge me poorly... like I said, I have NO REGRETS.

Also, every word in here... no matter how shocking... is true.

Every person mentioned is a real person (or was, God bless their souls) and each has a special place in my heart.

I have always refused to live by the standards society expected of me. Sometimes by choice, others by force, but in the end, all my decisions led me to who I became.

And you... Kimmy... you are a lot like me. And like me, I believe you are questioning your role in the world. Hopefully, this scrapbook will clear it up.

Now, like I said already, this scrapbook will likely shock you.

I wrote everything a few months ago and have since added illustrations because I have always been a visual person. Plus, I love to draw, and by creating these pieces of art I got to relive over 50 years of wild adventures.

I had hoped to have them all in colour, but my arthritis simply got too bad. I have coloured a few... some I think are the most influential in my life long journey of self-discovery. There were so many pivotal moments in my journey that I don't want to trivialize any by implying one is more important than another. Each moment is special on its own, and each moment leads to more moments. That, my dear Kimmy, is life.

Please take this scrapbook for what it was meant to be... a way to help you in your own self-discovery.

I love you Kimmy, and remember, I see a young me in you. I hope this scrapbook will be a way to remember me fondly forever and understand who I was and who, I believe, you are.

PS: Please help your mother in these dark times.

Love forever,

Rebecca

PSS: Use the code phrase 'Sit pet' and your mother will know that you are replacing me.

I read the letter a dozen times. I read the PSS many more. What the heck did the phrase 'Sit Pet' mean?

Well, they say curiosity killed the cat and, well, I was curious as hell as to what the strange, intriguing note could possibly mean.

So although I was tired, I got on my bed and looked at the scrapbook. There were no words or pictures on the cover... no clue of what was inside.

Giddy with curiosity (Can someone be giddy with curiosity? I don't know, but that is the only way I could describe the emotions swirling inside me as I prepared to open the scrapbook), I took one more deep breath and opened the book. I GASPED!!!



The first page was a picture of a younger version of great-grandmother.

NAKED.

At the bottom there was a note: This picture was taken by your great-grandfather one day. He knew of the secrets I am about to reveal and loved me anyway. He was a great man that God took too soon (many years before you were born).

Why was my great-grandmother leaving a picture of her naked for me?

Still curious, I flipped the page and tried not to judge, as she had requested, I began reading.

.....

How it All Began

It was the summer of 1954 and I was working at the café near the lake a few miles from town. I can still remember the burger smells, the taste of old fashioned root beer (it wasn't old fashioned back then, it was just root beer), and the pure innocence of that summer before my senior year.

I was eighteen already, like many seniors were before school started back then, and innocent as could be. I had kissed a couple boys and so forth and was with Steve, a preppy rich boy (your great-great grandfather was very well off and wanted me only dating boys with good families), when things changed.

Ellie was a free spirit, born a decade too early. She would have loved to be a teenager in the sixties... although she still loved the sixties anyway. All summer, she pushed my conservative family values as well as my even more conservative views on sex.

She couldn't believe I hadn't had sex with Steve yet. She was even more shocked that I hadn't given him a hand job or a blow job.

I still remember her asking, "How big is his dick?"

"I have no idea," I said, having never touched it.

"You have been dating for five months and you have not even assessed his package?" Ellie said, in complete dismay.

"No," I said. "I'm a good Christian girl."

"Well, it's time for you to sin," she said, and leaned in and kissed me.

I was paralyzed with shock.

After a moment, I kissed her back before realizing what was happening and I broke the kiss. I stammered, "W-w-what are you doing?"

"Helping you sin," she shrugged and walked out of the work room and back to work.

My head was spinning and my vagina was tingling. (I will use a lot more vulgar words later on for my kitty, but at that moment I was still sweet and innocent).

I was confused by why she did it. I was even more confused by my body's reaction.

The next couple of weeks, she didn't mention it and I didn't have the gall to either... yet every time she walked by me, or talked to me, I got giddy with anticipation... like I would when I waited by the phone for a boy to call.

It was the second to last Friday beach party of the summer, every Friday had a beach party, rain or shine, and I drank for the first time. Now I wasn't the biggest goody-goody in the world, I had had wine a couple of times with my parents and sipped a couple of beers (but learned that beer was disgusting - a belief I will hold until I die), but I had never gotten close to being drunk.

Ellie and I drank a whole bottle of wine between us and when she suggested we should go for a walk, I nodded, hoping it would help me sober up. As we walked, she took my hand and said, "So you don't fall."

That made sense to me and we walked hand in hand.

I couldn't lie, it felt natural and exciting to hold her hand and the kiss came flashing back to me.

A few minutes into the woods, she turned around and said, "I'm going to kiss you again."

"Okay," was all I said, both excited by her words and nervous.

This time the kiss was tender and passionate. It lasted an eternity and made my knees buckle. It was so much more intimate than kissing a guy.

When she broke the kiss, I felt a little crestfallen. Yet, when I opened my eyes, I was suddenly dizzy and stumbled into her. My hands going directly onto her breasts.

She giggled, "How forward of you."

I apologized, "I'm so sorry."

She cupped my breasts and said, "There, now we are even."

"Oh, my," I moaned, not moving her hands away.

"Your breasts are huge, Rebecca," she said, squeezing them gently.

"What? I-um," I struggled to speak coherently, both because I was inebriated and sexually confused.

"Just relax, Rebecca," she said softly. "I know you want this as much as I do."

"I, um, well," I still was overwhelmed as she began to pull my sweater over my head.

Once it was off, she said, "You're so beautiful."

"Really?" I asked, getting drawn in by her words.

"Oh yes, perfection," she nodded as she unclasped my bra.

"Oh, golly," I said as my breasts were suddenly out in the open.

"Such big nipples," she said as she leaned forward and took my right nipple in her mouth.

"Ohhhh," I moaned, never having had my nipples licked. I had had them manhandled by a couple boys, Steve included, but never had I been topless in front of them. A chill went up my back at her touch and warm mouth.

"Just relax, Rebecca," she purred. "I'm going to teach you what real pleasure is."

And she did.

She duplicated that attention on my other nipple.

She then lowered herself to her knees, lifted up my skirt, and tugged down my panties.

I stood there in awe.

I mindlessly lifted up my foot to allow her to take my panties off. She moved them to her nose and said, "Mmmm, you smell heavenly."

I blushed even more as I watched her put them in her purse and then ask, "So I assume you haven't had your dillypot licked?" (Dillypot was a slang term for pussy that started in the 1930s I believe, but was still around in the 1950s)

"No," I nodded as I watched her on her knees move under my skirt.

"Well, let's change that answer," she said before I felt her tongue on my vagina.

"Ooooooh," I moaned as an intense pleasure, unlike anything I had ever felt before, coursed through me.

"Wait till I get you off, sweetheart," Ellie said as she kept licking.

My head went to mush. I knew this was wrong. Good girls did not let other girls lick their vaginas. Yet, the pleasure that came with the act overrode my moral code.

My breathing got heavy in a matter of seconds and before I knew it, I felt fireworks go off inside my body as I had the first orgasm of my life. My body twitched, my legs buckled, and my pussy flooded as I learned what it meant to be a woman. "Oh my God," I moaned loudly, realizing I had used the Lord's name in vain, but was so far gone with reaching heaven that I didn't care.

"So yummy," Ellie said as she kept licking me.

Eventually, she stood back up and kissed me again.

I could feel my own juice on her lips.

"We should probably get back," Ellie said. "Steve will wonder where you went off to."

I asked, "Shouldn't I return the favour?"

"I'd love that," she smiled. "But I want you to make that decision when you are completely sober."

I laughed, "I think I'm sober now."

"Well, I did cleanse your system," she joked, taking my hand and leading me back down the trail.

It wasn't until the next day that I realized she had kept my panties.

Due to a plethora of problems, everything from my own guilt of committing such a sin and cheating on Steve, to Ellie missing a few days of work with the flu, to my inability to talk to Ellie about it, I thought that I may never get to return the favour.

That said, almost every night, I woke up with my hand in my panties as a vivid dream played over and over in my head. A dream where Ellie and I became lovers.

Remember, it was 1954 and women were not lovers.

Even though I felt guilt, I couldn't stop thinking about the pleasure Ellie had given me. I wanted to feel that pleasure again and I wanted to give Ellie a similar pleasure.

I had finished my shift and was waiting for Steve, when Ellie gave me a note while Steve was in the bathroom.

I read the note:

Ladies room in a couple of minutes.

A chill again went up my spine and I felt a gush of wetness hit my panties. The forest was a bit risky, the party and a hundred teens were not far away. But the ladies room was a much greater risk. Plus, how long could I leave Steve waiting for me?

Steve returned a moment later, my head spinning with indecision. I knew I shouldn't go, but I was curious. And although they say curiosity killed the cat... curiosity forever changed my life.

Ellie came back and asked, "May I take that for you?"



I replied, feeling nervous and excited, "Uh, sure. I'm going to powder my nose, Steve."

"Okay," he said, used to me going to the washroom. I had a small bladder and always liked to look presentable.

I waited a second and got up adding, "I may be a few minutes Steve, I'm suddenly not feeling all that well."

"Okay," he nodded.

I walked to the ladies room and paused. I turned around to see Ellie almost right behind me, a sexy smile on her face.

I went into the bathroom as Ellie put a sign in front of the door saying 'closed for cleaning'.



She followed me in, locked the door, and said, "I have been craving a taste of your dillypot every day since our little secret rendezvous last Friday."

"You have?" I asked, still shy and insecure.

"Have you thought about that night at all?" she asked, now directly in front of me.

My cheeks went red as I admitted, "Only when I am awake or asleep."

"So not often," she joked, before kissing me.

Breaking the kiss, she lowered herself to her knees and said, "I can't wait any longer. I need a sample of your perfect poon tang."

Another term I hadn't heard before (and has since evolved into a more vulgar term), but I leaned against the sink counter.

She pulled my panties down and again put them in her purse.

I joked, "I'm going to run out of underwear at this rate."

"Souvenirs," she smiled before adding, "You can have mine in a few minutes."

"Oooooh, okaaaaaay," I replied with a moan as her tongue made contact and sent electric waves of pleasure to the very core of my being.



"God, you should bottle this taste," she purred as she licked me.

I moaned, "Do you think there would be a big market for poon tang?"

"It would be a best seller," she nodded.

"It may be tough to market," I pointed out.

"Yes, maybe we would just have you travel the country and have women get the addictive drink directly from the source," Ellie suggested as she kept licking me.

Her tongue felt great, but I wasn't coming as quickly. Maybe because I was sober, or maybe because of where we were and the risk of getting caught, but I couldn't come.

I said, after a couple of minutes, "let me do you, Ellie."

"Be careful," she smiled as she stood up and hopped up onto the counter. "One lick and you will be a lifelong lesbian."

I laughed, "I don't think so."

She hiked up her dress, spread her legs, and purred, "Come and join the feminist movement."

"Licking vagina is a feminist movement?" I asked as I stared at her pussy.

"Of course," she shrugged, "its women looking after themselves. We no longer need men."

"We do to reproduce," I pointed out.

"Someday even that will change," she said, before adding, "Come and lick joy-trail."

I moved into position even as I smiled at the newest name for her vagina. One that seemed to make the most sense.

I took a deep breath and was drawn instantly by the exotic scent that reminded me of my family trip to Hawaii, although I couldn't explain why... other than it was unique, musky, and exotic.

I then extended my tongue and licked.



I had always thought Romeo & Juliet was absurd, because you can't fall in love at first sight.

Yet, one lick and I was forever changed.

The scent that was captured in her pubic hair, the taste that was better than the sweetest wine, and I knew then, that I was definitely a lesbian.

Her hand on my head, her moans of pleasure, and I was hooked.

I also couldn't explain how natural I felt on my knees serving. A position I would be in at least a thousand more times in my life.

"So good, Rebecca," she moaned, before adding, as if reading my mind, "you're a natural."

I licked and licked, and when her breathing increased, I moved to her swollen clit and flicked it with my tongue.

"Oh God, yes, more, more, more," Ellie demanded.

I kept doing it until she grabbed my head and pulled me roughly into her vagina. I kept licking and was soon rewarded with a complete face wash. Her wetness coated my entire face and I eagerly lapped up whatever juice I could.

It was like the nectar of the Goddesses and I was ready to be forever a servant to it.

She pushed me away a moment later and ordered, "Bend over."

"I should get back to Steve," I said.

"You're not leaving until you come," she said, as she bent me over and began fingering my now very wet vagina.



"Oh my," I moaned.

"Come for me, Rebecca," she purred, kissing my ass as I used the wall for support.

"Oh yes, so yummy," I whimpered, my orgasm building quickly.

"You're so wet," she said, as I literally heard sloppy sounds coming from down below.

"So good," I moaned, as she continued pumping her fingers in and out of me.

"Come now, baby," she demanded. "Come for Ellie."

And as I did, I said the most meaningful words in the relationship world, ""I love you."

She kept pumping her fingers in and out of me as she gave me the second orgasm of my life while I leaned onto the wall for dear life.

I was still coming when we heard someone try to open the door.

Pulling her fingers out of me, Ellie said, "I guess that means our time is up."

"I'm not sure I have the strength to walk," I said, still feeling the intense pulsations that were coursing through me.

She put her fingers to her mouth, "Fuck, you taste amazing."

"As do you," I said, trying to make myself look presentable.

"So are you a lesbian now?" she asked.

"I officially am not just into boys anymore," I answered, knowing I would definitely do this again in a heartbeat given the chance.



"Oh," she smiled, kissing me briefly, "You are a lesbian, Rebecca. You may marry Steve or some other guy, but deep down you will always prefer women."

I thought she may be right, although my complete lack of sexual experience with a guy precluded me making any rash judgements. Plus, I wanted kids, "Well, you have definitely expanded my horizons."

"I can see into your aura, Rebecca," she said. "You may not know it yet, but you were meant to do great things for the liberation of women."

"By licking vagina?" I joked.

"I'm serious," she said. "It's time women claimed their sexuality and their inherent right to be individuals instead of a Mrs. Whatever-His-Last-Name is.

I didn't question her rather extreme view, but agreed, "Well, I will do my part."

"Good," she smiled, the serious façade fading as quickly as it had shown up. She kissed me one more time, her tongue swirling in my mouth before she broke the kiss.

Smiling, she said, "Welcome to the revolution," before walking to the door and unlocking it.

I watched her walk away, my head again spinning. An older woman came in and gave me a strange look.

I scurried out and returned to the table.

Steve wasn't there,

He called my name. "Rebecca, I paid already."

"Oh, okay," I said as I grabbed my purse which he left all alone. Men! No way would he be caught dead carrying a purse.

I walked over to him and we headed out.

As we walked to the car, he looked at me and asked, "What took you so long?"



"Er, um," I began.

He continued, "Your face is even shinier and you smell like tuna fish."

I couldn't help but laugh.

"What's so funny?" he asked.

"Oh, nothing," I said. "Please take me home. I'm really not feeling that well."

.....

As I finished reading the first story, my head was spinning the same way my great-grandmother's was all those years ago.

And, although she was my great-grandmother, the story had made me incredibly horny.

I moved my hand to my pussy and began pleasuring myself.

Like great-grandmother, I too had been questioning my sexuality. Thankfully, it is 2016, and being bisexual, lesbian, transgendered, or any other sexual preference a woman may have is accepted a lot easier than back in the 1950s.

Did great-grandmother know I was having my own sexual identity crisis? I had been with a few boys (sucked a dozen cocks at least, fucked five) and a few girls (three of my fellow classmates, one teacher, a woman I babysit for, Mom's good friend, and most recently Zelda, who was my chemistry partner this semester).

I closed my eyes and began fingering myself as I replayed the domination of Zelda just last week, a nerd girl I knew was curious about her sexuality based on the way she stared at my legs and tits in my cheerleading outfits.

We were studying and I convinced her to take a break. I suggested we try giving her a makeover and had her, after much convincing, get undressed. She had a surprisingly great body hidden behind her conservative attire, and I told her so.

She didn't believe me, so I got undressed too and showed her that her breasts were actually bigger than mine.

She was so adorably nervous. I took her hands and put them on my breasts.

She seemed completely mesmerized by them. She squeezed them with a fascination like a child playing with a new toy. I purred, "Go ahead, kiss them Zelda, I know you fantasize about them all the time."

She obeyed, not at all denying my accusation, her mind focused only on my breasts. I purred, as she splattered every inch of both my breasts with kisses and licks, "You get an A in attention to detail."

I put my hands on her shoulders and slowly guided her down to her knees, her face now directly in front of my pussy. She said, as she stared at my pussy, "I've never done this before."

I said, "Just pretend you will only get an A if you get me off."

"Okay," she said, her gaze never leaving my pussy. She slowly leaned in and licked me. I smiled at how easy that was... for some if you just gave them an opportunity, they would take it. As she licked, her hand went to her pussy.

I questioned, deciding to make it clear who was in charge, "Did I give you permission to touch yourself?"

"What? No," she said as she moved her hand away.

"Focus on the task at hand, Zelda," I ordered.

"Okay," she nodded, and resumed licking me.

She took her time. She explored. As did her hand... back to her pussy.

I moved away and asked, "Do you really want to earn your 'A' in pussy pleasing?"

Her face went red as she moved her hand away from her pussy. "Yes."

"Then do as you're told and focus on me," I ordered. I then remembered I had rope in my purse from an early adventure and ordered, "Don't move."

She remained on her knees as I grabbed the rope, went behind her, and tied her hands behind her back.

"W-w-what are you doing?" she asked.

"Training my new slave," I said, adding the term of submission for the first time. I had been both the submissive and the dominant in my few encounters, and already understood the power of words and the timing to use them.

"Oh," was all she said as I returned to standing directly in front of her.

"Do you want to lick me?" I questioned.

"Yes," she whispered, sounding so shy.

"You sure?" I asked, "You don't sound confident in your answer."

"Yes, I want to lick your vagina," she ordered.

"I have a pussy or a cunt, my pet," I corrected.

"May I lick your pussy, Kimmy?" she asked, looking up at me for the first time... the same insatiable look I had seen a few times before. The same insatiable look I have had on occasion.

"You may, my pet," I nodded, knowing that this had to be a soft domination.

She resumed licking and I just allowed the pleasure to increase, smiling down at the cute nerd who was coming out of her shell.

"Such a good pet," I purred as she continued her lengthy exploration of my entire pussy, at the moment focusing on the labia.

She actually moaned in response and I knew I had a keeper. It was obvious she was eager to please in class, and thus made a perfect submissive subject to seduce. I truthfully thought it would have been more difficult, but I wasn't complaining.

"You like my pussy, my pet?" I asked.

"Yes," she said.

"Tell me more," I ordered.

"I love your pussy, Mistress," she answered.

"Mistress?" I questioned, a word I had uttered myself and made a couple others use towards me. Yet, having her say it on her own accord the first time surprised even me.

She admitted, looking up at me, "I've fantasized about this moment all semester, Mistress."

"You have?" I said. "I should punish you for not telling me this sooner."

"I didn't know how to tell you," she said.

"Fair enough," I nodded. "It's not easy to ask someone if you could please munch on their cunt."

"No, it's not," she laughed softly at my vulgarity. She resumed licking as my orgasm rose quickly.

"Oh yes," I moaned, as I put my hands through her hair. "You are such a natural little pussy pleaser."

She moaned again, seemingly getting excited by the declaration.

Eventually, I came and flooded her eager lips with my cum.

I smiled down at her once my orgasm was complete, "You definitely get an 'A'."

"Not an 'A' plus?" she questioned, looking so sexy with my juices on her face.

"No, no," I said, "You will need lots of practice to get an A plus."

She said, looking up at me eagerly, "Well, practice makes perfect."

"That it does," I moaned, as I returned to the present and my own orgasm hitting me.



I closed the scrapbook, suddenly exhausted, and full of questions I could never ask.

Yet, I hoped, the scrapbook may be able to answer them.

I closed my eyes and drifted into slumber wondering what would happen next in great-grandmother's story.

THE END... for now.

Coming Next: 1950s: Housewife Lesbian Society

If you enjoyed the artwork of Rebecca and this story, please feel free to check out my other Rebecca collaborations:

Straight Housewife Blackmailed

"Moms & Daughters": A Family Affair

Summer of Slut: MILF Challenge

Coming Out in Costume

New Family Tradition: Lezmas Eve


1950s: Housewives Lesbian Society

Summary: Sweet babysitter is seduced into secret lesbian society.

Note 1: Thanks to Rebecca the famous artist, whose artwork inspired and was used for this new series. Especially her series 'Housewives at Play', 'Teens at Play' and 'Hot Moms'. Thank you for access to your entire book catalogue as well as your website for this massive series.

Note 2: This is the second chapter of a multi-chapter story about one woman's journey of sexual submission and lesbian exploration through the decades and through four generations of family members.

In part 1, 1950s: 1st Time With a Girl, our 2015 protagonist Kimmy is given a gift; a scrapbook from her recently deceased great-grandmother, Rebecca. When Kimmy opens the scrapbook, she is shocked to find that the scrapbook is a journal of her beloved great-grandmother's sexual adventures...with drawings. Kimmy reads in awe of Rebecca's first time with a woman. Once done reading, Kimmy pleasures herself while reliving her most recent seduction of her nerdy science partner Zelda.

Note 3: Thanks to Robert, goamz86, and Wayne for editing.

Note 4: Normal text writing is present day; Bold is Kimmy flashing back to one of her own sexual encounters or fantasizing about one; italics is the scrapbook stories of our hero Rebecca.

Note 5: Also, please note that although I've tried to make the main characters as close as possible to look the same, the photos are taken from a massive collection from Rebecca's website. Thus, there will often be subtle differences (freckles, breast size, etc). That said, I don't believe it should hinder the enjoyment of the story.

1950s: Housewives' Lesbian Society

I woke up feeling refreshed the next morning. I sat up and saw my great-grandmother's scrapbook and reached for it. I couldn't wait to read what happened next.

.....

I opened the scrapbook and began reading....

Ellie and I would pleasure each other a couple more times before summer ended and she headed back to college and I to high school (Sure wish Skype, Facebook or cell phones existed back then).

For a month or two, I figured it was just an anomaly. A brief moment in time where I wasn't myself. Yet, I knew the moment I was changing for gym that I craved pussy (sorry for the profanity... but it's going to get a lot worse). Each pair of tits, each tight ass, and every brief glimpse of pussy had me light-headed and hungry.

I resisted the temptation, of course. I was way too shy to even hint at my eagerness to please, plus it was 1954... no one was a lesbian... not in my small town... at least so I thought.

One night, I was babysitting for Mrs. Sherman, whose husband was away as he often was, while she went out for her weekly bridge night. I got the kids to bed, and tried finishing my questions for Hamlet, when I looked at the clock and saw I had at least ninety minutes before Mrs. Sherman would be home.

Horny after going to the football game and drooling over the cheerleaders, I decided I would masturbate so I could think straight (I know, a terrible pun). I took off my jeans, pulled down my panties, and began rubbing myself.

I closed my eyes and imagined being used by the cheerleaders. I wasn't a nerd per se, nor was I a popular cheerleader... I was a member of the Student Council and a member of debate club (now you know why I love to argue with your Dad... that, and it really pisses him off).

Anyway, I replayed the day before, when I had walked into the gym and saw Sarah Hamilton, one of the senior cheerleaders, changing. In this fantasy, I imagined that she saw me staring at her and ordered, "Becca, get over here."

I went over.

"Are you hungry?" she asked, as she guided me to the floor.

I nodded wordlessly as I stared at her beautiful puss, which was completely hairless. I didn't know such a thing existed.

"Do you want to lick my pussy, Becca?" she asked.

"Yes," I whispered, unable to pull my gaze from her pussy.

"Tell me what you want, Becca," Sarah ordered, as she spread her legs wider and asked, "Do you want this?"

"Yes, Sarah," I nodded. "I want to lick your pussy very much."

"You want to be our cheerleader pussy pleaser?" she asked, as she rubbed her pussy.

I didn't hesitate, willing to lick every cheerleader in a heartbeat. "God, yes. I'd love to be the cheerleader's team mascot."

"You can travel with the team and please us on the bus before the games, at half time in the change room and, of course, on the bus again on the way home. That way even if we lose, we win."

"God, yes," I nodded, wanting to bury my face in her sweet pussy.

"Go ahead, you little pussy slut," Sarah said sitting on the bench, "Lick me."

I didn't hesitate as I leaned forward and buried my face in her pussy. I licked hungrily, wanting to get her off and swallow every last drop of her pussy juice.

"That's it," Sarah moaned, "That's it, get that tongue of yours in my pussy."

I tried to make my tongue like a small cock and fuck her. After a couple of minutes, she stood up, got onto the bench, turned around and ordered, "I want you to work for this, Becca."

It was awkward in that position, but I reached up and resumed licking.

"Such an eager little slut," she purred, as I licked and licked, my hands on her tight ass.

"Who is licking you now?" I heard a voice say from behind.

I froze.

"Keep fucking licking, slut," Sarah demanded.

"Sorry," I apologized, as I resumed licking her pussy, knowing I now had an audience.



"It's Becca," Sarah revealed.

"I knew she was a lesbo," the voice said from behind.

"Are you a lesbo?" Sarah asked.

"Yes, I'm a lesbo," I moaned. "I want to eat your sweet pussy."

"Is that so?" Mrs. Sherman asked, jolting me from my fantasy.

I opened my eyes, my fingers in my pussy and saw Mrs. Sherman standing in front of me.

I stammered, as I pulled my fingers out of my pussy "M-M-Mrs. Sherman!"

"So you want to eat my sweet pussy?" she asked, looking down at me.

"Oh my God, I'm so sorry," I apologized, mortified to be caught in such a compromising position in her home.

"Don't apologize," Mrs. Sherman said, as she pulled down her skirt. "I think we better find out if I do indeed have a sweet pussy."

My eyes went big.

She wasn't mad.

She was undressing in front of me.

As she pulled her panties down, I was staring at her pussy.

"Go ahead, Rebecca, lick my pussy," she said.

"Really?" I asked, in awe.

"Now," she nodded, as she grabbed the back of my head and pulled me into her pussy.

I extended my tongue and licked.

I was immediately intoxicated by her unique pussy taste. Although similar to Ellie's, it was also somewhat different.

"Oh yes, Rebecca," she moaned. "I think I will have you coming over to babysit a lot more now that I know of your unique extra-curricular abilities."

As I licked, I agreed, "I need lots of practice."

"That I'll be willing to help you out with," she moaned, as I slowly licked her pussy.

I continued licking for a couple more minutes before she moved away and said, "Get undressed, Rebecca. I want to see the rest of your body."

"Okay, Mrs. Sherman," I nodded. I stood up and finished taking off my jeans and panties. I then took off my blouse and bra, oddly not at all uncomfortable to be completely naked in front of an older woman. Truth be told, I felt rather liberated.

"You have a very nice tight body," Mrs. Sherman complimented, leaning in and kissing me as her hands went to my ass and pulled me into her.

We kissed for a couple of minutes, before she purred, "Now come and finish what you started."

"Yes, Mrs. Sherman," I nodded, as I watched her move to the floor. I followed after her, lowering myself to the floor too.

"Go ahead," she offered. "Get licking, my pet."

Hearing the word 'pet' sent a chill up my spine as I moved between her legs and resumed licking.



"So good, Rebecca," she moaned, as I continued my eager exploration of her entire pussy.

"I couldn't agree more, Mrs. Sherman," I replied, as her moans started increasing slightly.

"That's it," she purred. "Suck on my clit now."

"Yes, Mrs. Sherman," I obeyed, as I moved my head up slightly and moved my lips to her clit. I tugged on it as her moans got louder.

"Oh yes, Rebecca, don't fucking stop," she moaned loudly as she grabbed the back of my head and began rubbing her pussy on my face.

I did the best I could to keep pleasing her, as this prim and proper mother of three ground her pussy all over my face.

"Keep licking," she demanded, before seconds later my face was coated with pussy juice.

I lapped up as much of her cum as I could, knowing, without a doubt, I loved pussy. When she let go of my head, she looked down at me, and smiled, "This was a very pleasant discovery."

"I can't believe you didn't call my parents," I said.

"Oh, I plan to call some people," she said.

"What?" I asked.

"We were trying to decide who was going to replace Amber," she said.

"Amber Pullings?" I asked, a girl who graduated last year. She was our class President, head cheerleader and the daughter of a church Minister. She had gone to college overseas on a full scholarship, the first girl in our school's history to get a scholarship out of country.

"Yes, she had been doing a lot of community service the past year," Mrs. Sherman said, stressing the words community service.

"Okay" I said, not catching on.

"It looks really good on the resume to be a key member in the community, Rebecca," she continued.

"I know," I nodded.

"Amber's colossal volunteer work in the community was instrumental in her getting a full ride scholarship to Oxford," she continued, giving ominous statements that clearly had a greater purpose that I was not comprehending.

"She was a real go-getter," I nodded, recalling how she was clearly the leader of the school. She was even the first female valedictorian at our school. I briefly thought of Ellie and how Amber was a perfect example of the feminist revolution Ellie often talked about.

"Oh, that she was," Mrs. Sherman laughed, before getting rather serious. She asked, "So, are you a go-getter too?"

"I suppose," I said, although I wasn't anywhere near as popular or successful as Amber. "But I don't think I'm in the same category as Amber."

"Oh," she smiled wickedly, which confused me even more, "Oh, I think you are definitely in the same category as Amber. Are you eager to please?"

"I do like to make people happy," I nodded, adding, "I do a lot of volunteer work at school and in the community."

"Are you good at following instructions?" she asked.

"I guess so," I nodded, the question rather odd.

"And I know you're dependable, as you are always on time when you come to babysit," she said, standing up and walking over to the cabinet.

"I believe in punctuality," I nodded.

"You are definitely the perfect candidate to replace Amber," she nodded.

"Replace Amber for what?" I asked, still completely confused.

She didn't answer as she asked, "Do you remember Amber's school President Campaign last year?"

"How could I not?" I laughed, "It was everywhere." There were posters, radio announcements, and free baked goods daily.

"Well, that was all part of the secret society," she said, as she walked back to me.

Confused still, I asked, "What secret society?"

"Can you keep a secret?" she asked, now standing over me.

"Yes, ma'am," I nodded, somehow wanting to show a bit more submissiveness to her by using ma'am.

She smiled, holding pictures in her hand, "There is a rather large secret society of married housewives that get together regularly."

"Okay," I nodded, thinking that wasn't that big a deal.

She then added, "It's a secret lesbian society."

"Oh," was all I said, as suddenly everything she had been saying the past few minutes began to make complete sense.

"We were sick of the way our husbands and male society saw women as just baby makers, dinner makers, and house cleaners," she said.

I smiled, "I have a friend who thinks the same thing."

"You do, do you?" she asked, "I'd love to meet her."

"The final straw was when another mother in the community saw her daughter's textbook with a chapter "The Good Wife's Guide" that taught teenage girls how to be subservient women for their future husbands. Carol couldn't take it anymore," Mrs. Sherman said.

"Carol?" I questioned. There was only one Carol. She was the wife of one of the church ministers.

"I wasn't supposed to say names," she sighed. "But yes, Mrs. Madison."

"Okay," I said, trying to wrap my head around all this.

"So, she got a bunch of housewives together and we started a secret society of change. Over time the society became a place for women to also explore their sexuality," Mrs. Sherman explained.

"Oh," was again all I could say, as my head envisioned the church minister's wife eating out Mrs. Sherman.

"And for the past three years we have had a high school senior as our secret member at school spreading our feminist cheer and also being our housewife pet," she revealed.

I was speechless. Was she implying I would be the next pet?

"I trust you so much, I will show you pictures of the last three housewife pets," she said, handing me the photos.



The first was a kinky picture of Michelle Post, who now worked at the bank.

"She was a very obedient pet, as you can likely see from the picture," Mrs. Sherman said.

"Looks like it," I nodded, as I flipped to the second photo.



"That photo almost compromised our secret society," Mrs. Sherman laughed. "We were celebrating so hard at the diner about Kara's acceptance into Harvard that it went into the morning. Kara had pleasured all twelve of us that night, and was about to finally get her own reward from the newest member of the society, Mrs. Crampton when another classmate jogged by."

"Oh my," I said, drawn into both the picture and the shocking story.

"Yes, so we had to go and seduce Penelope too," Mrs. Sherman shrugged, although she never became a full time housewife pet... more of an associate housewife pet."

"Crazy," was all I could say, apparently complete sentences no longer able to be formed by my muddled brain and horny body.

"We have become a lot more careful since then," she said. "That could have been anyone, including a man, and that would have been a disaster."

"Why?" I asked, before adding, "Wouldn't the truth of how women felt and believed make change happen sooner?"

"Oh, Rebecca, such a sweet innocent girl," she smiled. "No, change must come from inside and that means through small undetected movements."

"I guess that makes sense," I nodded, knowing how change didn't come fast. Treatment of the blacks in the south still a really good example of that. I flipped to the last photo.



It was Amber. At school.

"That was taken after her victory as School President. We were a lot more careful, making sure that the school was completely empty," she revealed.

"Wow!" I said, staring at the beautiful Amber with her legs spread open so invitingly.

"That can be you," she said.

"I can be School President?" I asked confused.

"If you want," she shrugged. "But what I really meant is you could be a housewife pet. You could be the secret agent of change. You could help with the revolution."

I thought of Ellie and smiled. I knew what she would want me to do. I looked up and asked, "When do I begin?"

She smiled, as she lowered her pussy onto my face, "Now!"

I brought her off to a second orgasm my head spinning with all I'd learned: a secret lesbian society, senior female agents who seduced other seniors, and that I could be an integral part of it.

Once I got Mrs. Sherman off for a second time, she said, "Yes, you will definitely make a great housewife pet."

"I aim to please," I nodded.

"That you do," she smiled, as she pulled me up and kissed me. When she broke the kiss, she added, "That said, we also believe in strong discipline."



"Okay," I said tentatively.

"Yes, you will only come when given permission from one of your many housewife Mistresses," she revealed, as her hand moved to my very wet pussy.

"Mistresses?" I whimpered.

"Yes, each housewife will be in charge of you. You will obey every one of them. Thus you are the submissive pet and they the Mistresses," she explained.

"Okay," I nodded, that somehow turning me on even more. I loved the idea of being other's pet.

"Of course, the one exception to the rule where you can come as you wish is when you seduce follow seniors to the revolution," she added.

"That I'm not so sure I can do," I said, being rather shy.

"You will be trained to be both a completely obedient pussy pleasing pet and also a sexy seductress," she added, as she slid a finger into me.

"Oh God," I moaned, overwhelmed from everything and instantly near orgasmic bliss. "Can I come, Mistress?" I asked, as she slowly fingered me.

She pulled her finger out and said, "Unfortunately only head Mistress Madison, who is Mistress to all, can allow your initial orgasm."

"Okay," I whimpered, as I learned even more about the secret society. "You are all pets to Mistress Madison?" I asked.

"Yes, we are," she nodded. "There needs to be a queen."

"That makes sense," I nodded.

"I will contact Mistress Madison in the morning and I am sure she will be in contact with you very soon," Mrs. Sherman said.

"I hope so," I smiled, wanting to show my eagerness.

She kissed me again, paid me for babysitting, including the extra hour I was there, and led me out of her home. She reminded me, "This is a very closely kept secret. I trust you will tell NO one."

"Yes, Mistress," I nodded. "I won't tell a soul. Although I can't fathom anyone believing me anyway."

She laughed, "That is probably true."

It was two excruciating days later that Mrs. Park, my History teacher, asked me to see her at lunch in her classroom. I was worried all morning, as I had never been asked to stay after school.

I arrived right on time, nervous, and she greeted me warmly, which made me feel better, "Hi, Rebecca, I'm happy you could come."

I could have sworn she stressed the word 'come', yet just nodded, "You told me to come at lunch."

"And I hope you will indeed come," she said, this time undoubtedly stressing the word 'cum'.

"I don't understand," I said, still oblivious to her real intentions.

"I am supposed to excuse you from the next class so you can go and see Mrs. Madison," Mrs. Parks revealed.

"Pardon?" I asked, even though I had heard her words. I just hadn't remotely considered that Mrs. Parks could somehow be involved in this secret lesbian society.

"Go directly to Mrs. Madison's home right now, she is expecting you," Mrs. Parks instructed.

"Yes, Mrs. Parks," I nodded.

"You know where she lives, right?" Mrs. Parks asked.

"Yes, ma'am," I nodded.

"Have fun," she said.

I didn't respond because I had no idea what to say to that. I was headed out of school when my best friend Kara stopped me.

"Where you going?" she asked, as I passed the cafeteria.

"Um," I pondered, not sure what to say. I quickly lied, "I need to run home for my Mom."



"Oh, okay," she said. "Come meet me in the library when you get back."



"Sure," I nodded, happy she was too sweet to not believe my lie.

I hurried out, trying to avoid any of my other friends.

I could feel my hands trembling as I walked the two blocks to Mrs. Madison's house.

Reaching her door, I quickly knocked, feeling as if someone may see me.

The door opened after less than thirty seconds, but it felt like an hour.

"Come in," Mrs. Madison greeted firmly. Looking at her, it seemed impossible that she could be the leading Mistress of a secret society of housewives.

"Yes, ma'am," I nodded, walking in with butterflies in my stomach.

I followed her into the living room where she offered, "Please, have a seat, Rebecca."

"Yes, ma'am," I repeated, as I tried to wrap my head around why I was here.

"So," she began, "Mrs. Sherman told you some very, very confidential information that she shouldn't have."

That surprised me. All I could say was "Oh!"

"But she did," she sighed, "and now I have to deal with it."

"I won't tell anyone," I said, wanting to make her feel comfortable and protect Mrs. Sherman.

"You understand that this group is a very secretive group," she said.

"Yes, ma'am," I nodded.

"And you can't tell anyone," she continued.

"Yes, ma'am," I agreed.

"Even as you seduce other seniors, you will be the only pet of the housewives society," she explained.

"Understood, ma'am," I said, the idea of being the only pet to the housewives in my community very exciting and flattering.

"I expect complete obedience," she added.

"Yes, ma'am," I again repeated, before adding, "I am very honoured to be considered for this, um," I paused, before finishing, "position."

She smiled for the first time. "I think this faux pas by Allison may just work out all right."

"I hope so, ma'am," I said.

"So you are willing to be our pet?" she asked.

"Yes, ma'am," I nodded.

"And a secret seduction agent for the cause?" she continued.

"Yes, ma'am," I again nodded. "But I'm pretty shy."

"You won't be by the end of your training," she promised.

"If you say so," I said, not confident she was right. That said, eating my first pussy in a bathroom in a busy restaurant wasn't overly shy.

"Trust me," she said, standing up. "I can see you are a young lady ready to discover her true purpose, just like the others before you."

"And what is my purpose, ma'am?" I asked.

"To serve others," she said, before adding, "You want to serve others, don't you?"

"Yes, ma'am," I nodded.

"God created you to bring pleasure to others, my pet," she continued, looking down at me. "And to convert others to the cause."

"Yes, ma'am," I repeated, sounding like a broken 45 record.

"Stand up," she ordered.

I obeyed.

She moved in, put her hands on my face and kissed me.

I closed my eyes and kissed her back, melting at her intimate touch.

When she broke the kiss, she asked me, "Do you want to please me, Rebecca?"

"Very much so, ma'am," I nodded, eager with anticipation.

"Take off your blouse too, my pet," she ordered.

"Yes, ma'am," I obeyed.

"It's Mistress Carol," she corrected, as she took off her bra.

"Yes, Mistress Carol," I said, as I finished taking off my blouse.

"And the bra, my pet," she said.

I obeyed.

"Now your skirt," she continued.

I again obeyed, nervous and excited.

"Cute panties," she complimented.

"Thank you, Mistress Carol," I replied.

"Take them off too, and your socks," she ordered.

I did.

Once naked, she looked me dead in the eyes, her one hand going to the back of my head while the other went to my breast.

"Just so you know, we will need to take compromising pictures of you to make sure you never, ever, reveal this secret," she surprised me.

"Oh," I said, not liking the idea of pictures of me being taken in sexual acts, even as I moaned softly from the squeezing of my breast.



"If you are a good pet, you will be rewarded with great perks and advantages that few young ladies today have," she explained.

I was suddenly full of trepidation.

Sensing my worries, she added, "If you keep our secret, the pictures will never be seen by anyone. Every housewife, and each pet has a compromising photo taken of them as collateral just in case."

"I understand," I said, pretty confident I could keep the secret.

"Now come and take off your Mistress's shirt, my pet," she ordered.

I pulled her blouse over her head, surprised to see she wasn't wearing a bra.

"Go ahead, my pet, suck on your Mistress's tits," she offered.

I eagerly did, leaning forward and sucking on her erect right nipple. Then her left. Spending a lengthy amount of time on each.

"Now take off my pants," she ordered. I dropped to my knees, slowly slid them down her legs and was again surprised to see she wasn't wearing any panties.

As I stared at her pussy my mouth watered with anticipation

"Now come and let's see if you are as good as Allison says you are," she said, walking down a hallway.

I crawled behind her, feeling even more submissive like this, and when she saw me she smiled, "You may be the most submissive one yet."

"Thank you, Mistress," I said, happy to please and get the recognition. Once in her bedroom, she sat at the edge of the bed and snapped her fingers.

I crawled onto the bed and joined her.

"You want to taste my heavenly honey?" she asked, sounding both corny and super sexy at the same time as she opened her legs for me.

Keeping with the religious undertones, I replied, "Yes, Mistress, I want to taste your forbidden fruit and worship your honey dew."

"Good girl," she purred, as she guided my head to her slightly glistening pussy.

I extended my tongue and began licking, knowing that my life was forever going to be different.

"That's it, my pet, take your time," Mrs. Madison moaned. "You will often lap from the gateway of heaven, my sweet pet."

I obeyed, wanting this to last for as long as possible. I was learning way more here than I would be in school.

I spent a long time between her legs, her moans so soft and gentle.

She asked, "Are you happy with your decision?"

"Yes, Mistress," I admitted, having no regrets at all.

A few minutes later, her orgasm finally close, she began talking dirty, which shocked me.

"Oh yes, my little licking lesbian, lick my cunt," and "You're such a natural cunny cum lapper," and "You're such a sinner, Rebecca, I better cleanse your slutty sins with my cum."

Her nasty words turned me on even though I wanted to point out she was sinning too. Yet, of course, I didn't.

"Slide two fingers in, my slut," she demanded.

I obeyed, surprised at how wet and hot her insides were.

"Now finger fuck me, you little teasing whore," she said.

I furiously fingered her pussy as her moans quickly accelerated.



Soon she screamed, "Hallelujah," as her orgasm finally hit her.

"Suck all the Lord's creation," she demanded and I did.

Once done, I pulled my fingers out and couldn't believe how sticky they were.

"You will make a perfect pet, Rebecca," she said.

"Thank you, Mistress," I said, as I put my cum coated fingers to my mouth.

"Now, you'd better get back to school," she said.

"Okay," I sighed.

"Oh, don't worry, my pet," she smiled. "You will get plenty of opportunities to eat from my, and many other's, lunch boxes."

"This was my lunch," I giggled at her word choice and the reality that I didn't have a real lunch.

"It often will be," she said. "Now no touching that beaver of yours. You are in the initiation stage."

"It will be hard, Mistress," I admitted. "Pleasing you had my vagina on fire."

"Your pussy, cunt, twat, box, dillypot, fur pie, rug, or poontang," she listed off a half dozen different words for vagina, before adding, "but never vagina."

"Yes, Mistress," I nodded. "How long can't I touch it for?"

She paused, looking at me with a lengthy stare that I couldn't possibly read. Finally, she said, "Fuck it, let's get your training started now. Get on the bed and onto your knees."

"Yes, Mistress Carol," I quickly agreed, the thought that I may be allowed to come suddenly a real possibility.

"I never do this," she said, "but you are so damn obedient and eager."

"I want to be the best community pet ever," I said, as I got on the bed and onto all fours as instructed.

She laughed as she moved beside me, "You're off to a very good start, my little slut."

"Thank you, Mistress," I moaned, as her fingers grazed my wetness.

"Oh my," she purred, "you are incredibly wet."

"Pleasing you got me that way," I admitted, wishing she would bury her face in my pussy.

"You're obviously a natural lesbian, my pet," she said, her finger still teasing me. "Only a natural lesbian would get so soaking wet from pleasing another woman."

When her finger slid inside me I thought I would erupt instantly. "Oh my God," I moaned.



"Do you want to come?" she asked.

"Yes, Mistress," I answered, my body desperate for release.

"You will only come with permission of a Mistress or when you seduce another young woman, is that clear?" she asked, as she began fingering me.

"Yessssss," I moaned, knowing I wouldn't last long at this pace.

"Stand up and bend over my dresser, my pet," she ordered, as she got off the bed.

"Um, okay," I said, confused at what she had planned next. I got up, went to the dresser and bent over suddenly feeling very vulnerable, even as my wetness slightly leaked out of me.

"Don't move until I return," she said.

"Okay, Mistress," I agreed.

I waited in that position for minutes, which felt like hours, unsure what she had in store for me.

When she finally returned she asked, "Are you a virgin, Rebecca?"

"Of course, Mistress," I answered, turning my head around, while staying in position, and gasping... Mistress was wearing a cock.

"Good," she smiled, "I love taking a young woman's virginity."

"Oh my," I said, as she walked to me.

"Do you want me to fuck you, my pet?" she asked.

"Yes," I nodded, knowing that it was exactly what I wanted. I had craved having sex even before my first lesbian adventure, but wanted to be a good girl and was petrified about getting pregnant. But this, this was perfect.

"Yes, what?" she asked, as she rubbed the cock up and down my ass cheeks and pussy lips, teasing me with that big fake cock.

"Yes, Mistress, your housewife pet wants her Mistress to fuck her with her big cock and take her precious virginity," I babbled, wanting to make it sound dirty and yet important.

"You will remember this forever, my pet," she purred as she slowly slid the big cock inside me. I was happy I had broken my hymen with a coke bottle a couple weeks ago as I didn't want to be bleeding all over her cock during this special moment.

"Ohhhhhh," I moaned, as the cock filled me.

"Such a good pet," she purred, "sacrificing your special once in a lifetime gift to your Mistress. You will forever be endeared to me."

"Yes, Mistress," I whimpered, as the long cock went way deeper than the coke bottle and reached great new depths inside me.

"All in," she declared, as her body met mine.

"So full," I said, feeling slightly impaled.

She laughed, "This is only my third biggest one."

"Holy shit," I gasped, not able to fathom anything any bigger ever entering me.

"And you will eventually take all three of them in your pussy," she said, before adding one more shock as she began slowly fucking me, "and your ass."

My eyes went big, but I was too focused on the pleasure that was beginning to take over my body to ponder the newest revelation.

After a couple of minutes of slow fucking, my orgasm building gradually, she asked, "Are you willing to have your ass filled, my pet?"

"My holes are yours," I answered, so overwhelmed with pleasure and the desire to both please her and come I wasn't going to question her taboo ideas.

"Good answer," she purred, as she suddenly began fucking me hard, each forward thrust making the dresser bang into the wall, as she reached around and squeezed my breasts. "You are the most submissive pet yet, Rebecca."

"I want... to be... a good pet," I struggled to say as my head went empty. The intense fucking created pleasure I didn't know existed.

"Don't come yet," she ordered, as she slammed into me, making it almost impossible to obey.

"So close, Mistress," I whimpered, trying to obey.

She pulled out suddenly and ordered, "On the floor."

I quickly obeyed, wanting to have that cock back in me.

"So obedient," she purred, as she knelt down between my legs.

I opened wide, eagerly inviting her back in.

"Ready to come?" she asked, as she slid the cock back inside me.

"Yessss," I moaned. I lifted my ass up to take the cock even deeper.

"I would have never guessed you were such a little slut," she purred, as she began hard, deliberate thrusts.

"I wouldn't either," I admitted, the past couple of months I had slowly opened up like a blooming flower, a sexual flower.

"But you have found your heavenly purpose," she continued.

"Yes," I moaned, "I think I have."

"Lift your legs up, slut," she ordered. "It's time to give you a real fucking."

I quickly obeyed, and was soon getting fucked harder and deeper in this position. I knew I wouldn't be able to last much longer. I begged, "May I come, Mistress?"



"You may, but enjoy it," she said, "It will be your last orgasm until you have finished your training."

"Okay," I said, as I let go of all my last inhibitions and in seconds felt euphoria hit. "Oh fuck!" I screamed, the intensity of a thousand fires coursing through me as my orgasm hit.

"Oh, yes. Rebecca, you look so sexy coming like the pet you are," Mrs. Madison said, as she kept thrusting throughout my orgasm.

"Thank you," I moaned loudly. I completely transcended to a sexual utopia I didn't know existed.

She finally pulled out and I collapsed on the ground and just lay there, too exhausted to move.

"You should probably go back to school," she said, standing up.

Cum leaking out of me, I joked, "I think you broke my pussy."

"Oh, trust me," she laughed, "we have not even really started your pet training."

"What's left?" I asked.

"Serving every member of the community, for starters, and getting your inappropriate picture taken just in case," she shrugged.

"Oh, of course that," I chuckled.

Once dressed again, I asked, "When can I come again?"

"We will see how good you are," she shrugged, before adding, "be at the diner Friday night at eleven. We will begin your training."

"Yes, Mistress," I said.

"Now go to school," she ordered.

I went to the washroom to wash up, I didn't want to smell like pussy, and headed to school excited about whatever Friday would bring.

.....

My pussy was on fire as I read about my great-grandmother's submission and the crazy idea that there was a secret society of lesbian housewives.

I pondered the idea of such a group existing here and now. Instantly, I wondered, if such a community could exist in 2015.

Then I pondered who would lead such a group in this upper class community.

Then I pondered which women would be a part of it.

Instantly I closed my eyes as I envisioned taking control of the bitchiest member of the community Valerie Krunch.

I went to Mrs. Krunch's house on the pretense of borrowing some batteries.

Once she opened the door, I asked, "I hate to be a pain, but by any chance do you have two AA batteries?"

"Um, maybe," she said, looking annoyed already.

I walked in and as she went to a classic furnished desk I followed behind.

She turned around a moment later after shuffling through the drawer and handed me two batteries.

I said, "Thank you," as I pulled a vibrating dildo out of my purse and put the batteries in.

"Really?" she asked, her face scrunching up unattractively.

"A vibrator isn't the same without the vibrations," I shrugged, as I turned it on.

"Such toys are for the bedroom," the prude said.

A fantasy of mine to just take a woman, I pushed her against the desk and said, "Or right here," as I lifted my hand under her skirt and to her panties.

"What are you doing?" she gasped.

"Showing you the thrill of a vibrating dildo," I said matter-of-factly, as I rubbed her pussy through her panties.

"Please stop," she moaned, her body betraying her mind.

"Why is your old cunny so wet?" I asked, as I slid my finger under her panties and to her pussy.

"Stop!" she repeated, even though she didn't push me away as I slid a finger inside her pussy.

"Your cunt is so wet that I bet this dildo will easily fill that old box of yours," I said, finding her g-spot and tapping.

"Oh God," she moaned.

I tapped a few more times before I pulled my finger out, pulled her skirt down, ripping it, and ordered, "Hop up on the desk, my slut."

"What the hell?" she questioned. I'm not sure if it was because I pulled my finger out of her cunt, ripped her skirt or called her a slut.

"Get on the fucking desk now," I demanded, roughly pushing her up.

She awkwardly obeyed as she said, "We can't do this."

"I've wanted to make you my MILF slut for a while," I said, as I spread her legs and began tapping her clit with the vibrating dildo.

"Oooooooh," she trembled, "This is wrooooooong."

"Yet, so right," I purred, as I slid the dildo all the way in her cunt.

"Oh shit," she screamed, as I grabbed her legs and closed them with the vibrator buried deep within her.

"You like that?" I asked. "Doesn't old man Burt fuck this old box anymore?"

"Oh, fuck," was her answer, as she bent her back up and closed her eyes.

I flipped her onto her side and asked, "Do you want me to fuck you?"

"Yes," she moaned, as I pulled the dildo out.

"But you said this was only a bedroom toy?" I pointed out, as I again tapped the dildo on her swollen clit.

"Just fuck me," she said, as she twitched with each tap.

"Beg, bitch," I ordered, as I held the vibrating dildo on her clit.

"Ohhhhhhh," was all she could muster. I moved the dildo away and she desperately begged, "Please, fuck my pussy with that dildo."

"Because you're my slut?" I asked.

"Yes, dammit, I'm you're slut, now pound my pussy," she declared and demanded.

I loved hearing and seeing a prude turn into a slut and began fucking her cunt.

"Oh yes, fuck," she moaned instantly.

"You've been hiding your inner slut," I purred.

"Oh, God, so good," she whimpered, her orgasm seemingly close.



As she came in my dream, I came in real life.

As my orgasm flooded out of me, the fantasy of having my own MILF pets turned me on. I knew the fantasy was too simple, too simplistic, seductions were never that easy, but the idea... the idea of my own flock of MILF's was appealing... a reverse secret lesbian society.

As I got out of bed, realizing I was starving, I shut great-grandmother's scrapbook needing to pee and eat... in that order.

As I sat up, I wondered, what other secrets did great-grandmother have?

THE END... for now.

Coming next: 1950s: Housewives' Pet Training
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1950s: Housewives' Pet Training

Summary: Innocent virgin is seduced into a lesbian lifestyle.
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1950s: Housewives' Pet Training

I didn't look at great-grandmother's scrapbook until I got home that night and was kind of tipsy. I had gone to a college party, flirted with a hot frat boy and a cute coed, but ended up home alone.

So I was already horny when I resumed reading, wondering what else great-grandmother did when she was my age.

I arrived at the diner that closed at ten, in fact the whole town shut down at ten, even on Fridays, with anticipation. I had Mrs. Madison call my mom to request that I assist her with an overnight sleepover at a church in a nearby community, so I could be out past my midnight curfew (that had only been increased when I started my senior year).

The curtains were down, but the lights were on. I got to the door and it was locked. I knocked and Mrs. Madison herself answered it.

"You're early," she greeted.

"I believe in being punctual," I said.

"It's a good belief," she nodded, allowing me in.

I'm not sure what I expected to find, but I was surprised to see there were a few people already in the diner, including some I didn't know.

There were Mrs. Crampton and Mrs. Sherman, both of whom I already knew were a part of this secret society. But there was also:

-Mrs. White, who was the head of the PTA and a complete bitch

-Mrs. Pennington, whose husband was the local mayor

-Mrs. Smith, whose husband was the principal of the school

-Mrs. Adler, whose husband worked for the local newspaper

-Ms. Burns, who owned the diner and was single

Mrs. Madison introduced me. "Ladies, let me please introduce you to this year's Pleasantville recruit for housewives' pet, Rebecca."

There was light applause and lots of 'nice to meet you' comments as my face went red at the introduction in front of some strangers and some women I did know from the community. I felt both ashamed and kind of like a celebrity.

I even heard someone say, "She looks delicious."

Another woman called out, "You have outdone yourself this time, Head Mistress Carol."

Mrs. Madison laughed, "I agree she is adorable and very obedient, but she is still raw and needs lots of training."

"As does my little bimbo here," someone said.

"My maid needs some too," another woman said.

The whole scene was surreal, as if walking into another dimension. One where the women were kinky and sex craved.

"Turn around, Rebecca," someone called out.

Feeling compelled to obey, I did.

"Very nice," the same voice approved.

"Very obedient," another said.

As I turned back around, feeling self-conscious with others staring at me, I looked around and saw there was another teenager that looked to be about my age.

I then saw another teenager, who seemed to be breastfeeding on an older woman's breast.

Mrs. Madison said, "Some mothers and daughters are very close."



I stared in disbelief as I stammered, "T-t-that's her daughter?"

Mrs. Madison nodded, "Yes, you've got to understand that there is no closer bond than that between a mother and a daughter."

I couldn't fathom my mother in such a way. Although she was pretty, and I looked a lot like her, she was a major prude and nagging mother. I assumed she had only had sex once... to make pretty ole me.

"Wow!" I said.

"You'd be surprised how many mothers have their own live-in pets," she continued, as she took my hand and gave it a squeeze.

"I've lived a very naive life," I said, staring at the mother and daughter in complete voyeuristic awe.

The mother looked at me and asked, "Are you a Mommy's girl too?"

"God, no," I replied.

"We do not use the Lord's name in vain, Rebecca," Mrs. Madison scolded, before changing her tone and adding, "Although you can use it when you are coming from the pleasure he gifted you."

"Sorry, Mrs. Madison," I apologized.

"Pardon?" she asked, her tone instantly annoyed.

I quickly realized my error and apologized a second time, "Sorry, Mistress Mrs. Madison."

She laughed, "That's a mouthful."

The mother quipped, "No this is a mouthful."

"Oh Jules, you are so bad," Mrs. Madison teased.

"I was born to be bad," she shrugged, her tit moving and squirting some milk on her very obedient daughter.

Mrs. Madison stressed, looking at me, "Of course, it goes without saying that what happens in the diner, stays in the diner."

"Of course," I nodded, even as I thought to myself, "Who would believe me?"

"So we meet once a month as a bigger community of the four square towns (there were four towns all within 15 miles of each other that looked like a complete square on the map) of mothers and Mistresses to train new pets, punish disobedience and have some girl only fun," she explained.

"Oh," I said, still in awe of not only the incestuous act I was witnessing, but the entire situation.

"I know," she nodded, "it's a little much to take in."

"That's an understatement," I said.

"Come with me, I want you to see the first punishment," she said.

"Um, okay," I said, as she led me to a back room I didn't know existed.

When I walked into the back room, I gasped. There were eight young guys, all blindfolded, in the room. Each of them naked. On the floor was a woman coated in cum.



Mrs. Madison explained, "This is Rose Winters, she is an unmarried whore who had an affair with the husband of the Head Mistress from Ellington."

"Enjoy your cum bath, slut?" a woman, assumedly the Head Mistress from Ellington, asked.

"Yes, Mistress Crown," the clearly humiliated woman answered.

I was listening to the conversation, but looking at the different naked boys, all around my age, and the very different cocks. Some were long, some were small. Some were thick and some were thin. Some were hard and some were flaccid. Even though I had been questioning my sexuality since my pussy pleasing days started, seeing all these naked boys, with their dicks in view, told me I still was interested in boys too.

"Is eight loads enough, cum slut?" Mistress Crown asked. "I'm sure each of these high school boys can quickly reload."

"No, no," the woman answered, "Eight is enough."

"You sure?" Mistress Crown asked, "I'd hate for you to crave cum again anytime soon."

"I won't, Mistress Crown, I promise," a now near tears woman said in desperation.

"Will you ever fuck a married man again?" Mistress Crown questioned.

"No, Mistress Crown," the woman on all fours, coated in cum, answered.

Mistress Crown, who was a chubby, but pretty, redhead with huge breasts, said, "And you must be the new Pleasantville pet."

"Yes, ma'am," I nodded, before adding, I'm not sure, why, "Today is my first day of training."

"I'm looking forward to watching," she smiled, as she walked over to me and cupped my breasts through my blouse. She looked to Mrs. Madison and asked, "Why is she still dressed and standing?"

"Good questions," Mrs. Madison nodded. She turned to me and ordered, "Knees."

I quickly obeyed, even as I prayed she wouldn't make me undress in front of eight male strangers, which I was thankful I didn't recognize.

"Good girl," Mrs. Madison purred, patting my head, before adding, "Let's go and see how the other punishment is going."

I followed, on my hands and knees, and was led to the washroom. I gasped again as I instantly wondered what I was getting myself into. A girl, about my age, had her wrists and ankles tied together and was in an obviously uncomfortable position. She also looked soaking wet.

Mrs. Madison explained, "This is Bethany. She came three times without permission."

I thought to myself, 'That's it?' But I kept that thought to myself.

Mrs. Madison explained, "You see, Rebecca. Obedience is critical. Only from being a hundred percent loyal and a hundred percent dedicated can a pet reach the nirvana they so desperately aspire to. Isn't that right Bethany?"

"Yes, Mistress," the bound girl agreed.

"Although she is one of two pets from Winchester, when a pet is here everyone is their Mistress," Mrs. Madison explained.

I wondered if that meant for me too.

"Are you enjoying your punishment?" Mrs. Madison asked, as she walked over to her and straddled her face.

"Yes, Mistress," Bethany nodded, even as her face scrunched up slightly.

Mrs. Madison lifted up her dress, revealing she wasn't wearing panties and ordered, "Beg, Bethany."

"Please, Mistress, use me as your toilet," the girl begged, shocking me and making me suddenly realize why the floor was so wet.

I was instantly disgusted... yet... I was also instantly curious.

"Open wide," Mrs. Madison ordered, just as her golden stream began spraying out and splattering all over the pretty girl's face.

I watched in stunned awe, even as I suddenly wondered what pee tasted like. Was it hot or cold? Was it sweet like pussy juice? Yummy or yucky?

"Ahhhhhhh, I needed that," Mrs. Madison said, as she finished peeing in the girl's open mouth.



I couldn't believe how humiliated the pretty blonde must be.

Once Mrs. Madison was done, she dropped her dress back down, moved away and said, as she looked at me, "Your turn."

I didn't know if she meant to pee on her or replace her. I asked, "To do what?"

"To pee on our bad pet," Mrs. Madison answered rather matter-of-factly.

"Oh," was all I could muster.

"Now go and pee on her," Mrs. Madison ordered.

"Um, okay," I nodded, feeling rather strange about it. Although, thankfully, I did have to pee and, truth be told, pretty badly.

I walked over to her and looked down. I couldn't tell if she was enjoying the humiliation or not, but she was smiling.

I lifted up my skirt, and realized I was still wearing my panties.

"You wore panties here?" Mrs. Madison asked.

"I didn't know I wasn't supposed to," I said, worried that I may be punished for an error I didn't know I had made.

"Your pussy should always be easily accessible for your Mistresses," Mrs. Madison said.

"It won't happen again," I said.

"Good," she nodded.

After a pause, she added, "Well, take them off."

I pulled them down and off and Mrs. Madison ordered, "Give them to me."

I handed them to her and watched as she put them in her purse, but only after saying, "Pretty wet panties, my pet."

I didn't say anything, as I again lifted up my skirt, not wanting to get urine on it, and prepared to pee on this stranger.

It felt so weird.

It felt so wrong.

Yet, as the first stream of my pee hit her in the forehead, I also felt oddly powerful. I heard myself say, uncharacteristically, "Swallow it all, you bad pet."

She moved her head up to catch it in her mouth just as I moved down to hit her mouth and ended up hitting her on the chest.

Mrs. Madison laughed, "Are you trying to hit her everywhere but the mouth?"

I laughed too, which made me wobble slightly and again hit her forehead.

This made Bethany laugh too at the Three Stooges like act.

Once I was done peeing, Mrs. Madison asked, "Bethany, what advice can you give the newest pet as she enters her training?"

"Never question, never hesitate and never disobey," the urine soaked pretty blonde answered as she looked up at me.

"Good advice," Mrs. Madison nodded. "Those are words you both should live by."

"Yes, Mistress," we both said in unison, just as I began to move away from the pee pet.

"Hmmmmmm," Mrs. Madison pondered, as she looked down at Bethany. "I'm curious."

"About what, Mistress?" I asked.

"Bethany, go pee," she ordered.

"Yes, Mistress," the bound beauty replied.

Both Mistress Carol and I watched as the blonde tried to pee.

It took a while, but eventually she began peeing and because of the angle, at which she was bound, she began urinating all over her own face.



It was bizarre and hot.

And I instantly knew that I would always be an obedient pet.

Mrs. Madison asked, "Ready to start your journey?"

"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, super horny for some reason, even though I didn't really want to be either of the women who had been disciplined.

She asked, "Have you ever sucked cock?"

"No," I admitted, surprised by the question.

"Well, that will change today," she said.

"Really?" I asked, surprised. I actually expected my task to be maybe taking risqué photos or servicing all the women here, which kind of turned me on. A buffet of pussies was actually quiet appealing... seeing different pussies, tasting different pussies and hearing the moans of different women all turned me on.

"Yes, besides being a great pussy pleaser for women, you also need to be a great cocksucker and fuck for a man," she said.

"Really?" I repeated, like a parrot.

"Yes," she nodded. "The reality is that society is not yet ready for a female run world, so we need to marry important men, who do important work, who think they are in charge."

"Oh," I said, a little deflated as I thought about Ellie and her vision of a feminist revolution.

Mrs. Madison laughed, "It's all a part of a very long chess match, my pet. One that we will win. But yes, it is ironic, to eventually take our position at the top of the society we have to whore ourselves out to clueless men.

I finally said, "Well, after seeing those eight cocks, I was no longer sure I was strictly a lesbian."

She laughed, "None of us are. Well, a couple of us are. But mostly, we are unsatisfied women, who are looking for true sexual liberty and pleasure and starting the road to true feminine equality."

"Okay," I nodded, kind of happy. I wanted to me married, I wanted to have kids. And now I understood that becoming a pet, joining a secret lesbian society, was not going to end any of those typical female teenage aspirations.

"Yes, very soon, Rebecca, women will have it all," she said. "Sexual liberation, freedom of choice and the power to make real change."

"I hope so," I nodded, even as I thought it was odd in her theory to have a sexual hierarchy where there was a Mistress, other woman between and a pet like me at the bottom.

"So, you may recall, we need to get some incriminating evidence of you just in case you ever waver in your role as a pet or down the road on the liberation journey," she said.

"Yes," I nodded, before adding, "I would never do that."

"I believe you," she nodded, "but one can never be too careful. Now follow me."

I was led back down some stairs and into a basement, where, much to my surprise, apparently, Ms. Burns lived.

For the record, crawling down stairs is quite a challenge.

Once there I saw all eight boys standing in a circle, the earlier young girl who was breast feeding on her own mother was on her knees sucking one slowly while stroking two more.

Mrs. Madison explained, "Besides getting pictures, it's important for you to become a very good cocksucker, as although sex sells, blow jobs are what rules the world."



"Really?" I asked, watching the girl slowly bob on the one guy's penis.

"Oh yes," she nodded. "The real way to a man's heart is not through his stomach like we are taught, but through his dick."

I laughed, "Well, Steve is always wanting to make out."

"Trust me, that is not what he wants," Mrs. Madison said. "And if you don't put out soon with your mouth or pussy he will find someone who does."

"I guess," I said, not sure I really wanted to date him anymore anyways.

"And he is quite the catch," she continued. "He is smart, cute and comes from a good family with money. He is the perfect boy to become a man you can use to get ahead." She paused before adding, with a soft chuckle, "Of course, you have to be willing to give head to get ahead."

"I understand," I nodded, curious to suck a cock. Watching the girl do it had me curious and seeing the variety of sizes had me intrigued.

"Now, Kimberly here is getting each of these juicy cocks ready for you," she continued, before adding, "but it is your job to get each of them off."

"Oh," I said, thinking that eight guys was a lot.

"Also, it is going to be some work, as Rose earlier already drained their balls for you once," she added.

I was excited and nervous. I looked at the boys closely. Did I know any of them? None looked familiar, yet it was hard to tell for sure.

As if reading my mind, Mrs. Madison relieved my worry, "Don't worry, my pet. Each of these boys are from out of town and do not even know what town they are in."

"Oh, okay," I nodded.

"Well, go ahead, my pet," she said, "Go suck your first juicy cock. Let's make you a very good cocksucker for Steve."

"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, as I crawled to the first boy whose cock was completely hard and pointing directly at me.

I took it in my hand and stroked it slowly. I was surprised by just how incredibly hard it was and how it seemed to twitch in my hand.

"Go ahead, my pet," Mrs. Madison instructed, "take it in your mouth."

So I did.

I briefly felt guilty that the first cock in my mouth was not Steve's. Somehow I didn't feel like it was cheating being with another woman, as he didn't have a vagina.

Yet, I now had a stranger's cock in my mouth.



That said, I wasn't going to stop. I couldn't help but also feel a rush of not being the good girl everyone in my school thought I was.

I was surprised how thick his cock was and how it stretched my mouth. It sure was a lot bigger than a straw or a lollipop, the only two things I would normally have in my mouth.

I began bobbing slowly, unsure what I was doing, but trying to replicate what I saw Kimberly doing.

Mrs. Madison said, "Get used to having a cock in your mouth, my pet."

I wanted to say that was exactly what I was doing, but I had a mouthful of cock.

"Nice and slow," she continued.

Which was what I was doing. That said, I am a perfectionist and once I started sucking, I wanted to take more and more of his cock in my mouth.

"You're liking it, aren't you?" Mrs. Madison asked, as I began bobbing a little faster.

I moaned in response and that made him moan.

"You look really hot with a big cock in your mouth, Rebecca," she purred.

I wondered what I did look like with my mouth stretched and my head bobbing back and forth like a yo-yo.

"Oh God, I'm getting close," the guy groaned.

"You get to be the first to give our pet a taste of cum," Mrs. Madison declared, "Shoot it in her mouth."

"Yes, ma'am," the guy groaned.

I wasn't sure what to expect, but I kept bobbing, curious what cum tasted like.

I soon learned it was definitely warm as he grunted and began spewing in my mouth. I almost gagged, as I wasn't ready for it, but I controlled the reflex and swallowed it all.

It happened so quickly, I barely had enough time to respond to the taste as it slid down my throat and into my belly.

"How was that, my pet?" Mrs. Madison asked.

"Different," I answered, as I allowed the first cock to slip out of my mouth. I actually couldn't decide if I liked it or not. It definitely wasn't as exhilarating and satisfying as pleasing a woman or tasting a woman. A woman's taste was there with every lick, while a man's was apparently a mere second in time. Pleasing pussy was an adventure while pleasing a man was a task.

"Not as good as pussy?" she asked.

"Nothing is as good as pussy," I answered, avoiding being rude to the stranger who had just deposited his cum in my mouth.

"No truer words have ever been spoken," Mrs. Madison laughed, before she said, "One down, seven to go, my pet."

"Yes, Mistress," I said,

I moved to the second guy, whose cock was rather flaccid, and took it in my mouth. Not hard, it was a totally different feeling. I sat in awe as it grew in my mouth. It was strange and yet magical, as if Jack's Beanstalk was growing in my mouth.

I felt powerful, knowing that it was growing because of me.

It was then that I understood Mrs. Madison's words on the power of the blow job.

Once hard, I swirled my tongue around his top.

Then I began bobbing. Now hard, his cock was thinner, but longer than the first one.



Mrs. Madison said, "You're a natural pleaser, Rebecca."

I understood what she meant. I did love to please. And as I sucked this stranger's cock, I wanted to make him come, I wanted to give him the best blow job ever.

Mrs. Madison ordered, "When you're about to come, I want you to pull out and shoot your load in her mouth. And Rebecca, I want you to catch it all in your mouth, but don't swallow it."

"Yes, ma'am," the guy groaned, his accent very strong and yet very polite, which I thought was, for some reason, funny.

I bobbed for what seemed like an eternity, before he finally pulled out.

I opened wide and watched his cock.

He pumped furiously and I just kept my mouth open and waiting.

Then he came.

The cum shot out like a cannon and hit directly in my mouth. I just sat there, being used for target practice and focusing on catching it all and not swallowing.

Once he was done, four ropes landing in my mouth, Mrs. Madison ordered, "Now savour it, Rebecca. Move it around in your mouth as if you were using mouth wash."

I obeyed.

This time I could taste the saltiness of it.

This time I could taste the odd, slimy texture.

"Don't swallow yet," she ordered.

I kept swishing it around my mouth until there was almost no taste. Like when I was three and refused to swallow my pork chops (God, I hated pork chops) for an hour after dinner.

"Now swallow it," she ordered.

I did.

"Did you enjoy the taste?" she asked.

"It's not pussy," I answered.

"Yes, male cum is more of an acquired taste," she shrugged.

"It's not bad though," I added, as I moved to the third cock.

"No, it's not bad," she agreed.

I swallowed the third and fourth load.

I jerked off the fifth load and caught it all in my hands and then had to lick it all up.

The next two I was ordered to do at once. I stroked one, while I sucked on the other.

Mrs. Madison said, "Sometimes, we have to be able to multitask."

I couldn't help but laugh at the statement.

"We have three holes and sometimes we need to use all three to get what we want," she continued.

That I couldn't fathom.

Maybe one in my pussy and another in my mouth. But the thought of a cock in my ass didn't seem right. The thought of somehow having one in my pussy and ass at the same time seemed physically impossible. I couldn't even begin to fathom the logistics of it.

"And a real multitasker can even use one or both her hands to please five men at once," Mrs. Madison added.

I kept going back and forth between the two cocks, and even considering reaching for the last cock. Yet, I didn't as that was not what I was told to do.

"Can you imagine what your classmates would say if they saw you now, Rebecca?" Mrs. Madison asked, as I deep throated a six inch cock.

I laughed, as I shifted to the other one, "They would likely keel over in shock."

"Or give you their cock," she joked, before laughing, "I'm a poet and I didn't even know it."

I bobbed back and forth for a few more minutes before Mrs. Madison ordered, "Time for your facial, my pet. Boys, stroke your cocks and cum all over my pretty pet."

I was now staring at two cocks aimed directly at me.

"Close your eyes, my pet," she ordered. "Trust me, you don't want cum in your eyes. It stings, it makes your eyes bloodshot and is evidence of your sin."

"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, closing my eyes, even though I was enjoying watching the two boys furiously stroke their hard cocks.

It was another thirty seconds, give or take, when I felt the surprisingly warm cum splatter my face. It kept coming and coming as if my face was the canvas to some very strange cum art.

I also felt, by the end, like a fire hose had sprayed my face.

Mindlessly, I reached up and found both cocks and stroked them slowly, even as I kept my eyes closed.



"You look absolutely hot with cum on your face," Mrs. Madison said.

I said, as I felt it dripping off my chin, "I feel like a slut."

"We are all sluts. Whether it is sexual by pleasing others or submissive by following the expectations of society, we are all sluts."

"I guess," I said, thinking that was kind of a stretch.

"No, don't guess, understand. We are sexual beings and giving into that desire is natural and why God gave us the ability to have such euphoria," she said.

"That makes sense," I nodded, as I felt her hands on my face and suddenly a warm cloth wiping my eyes. "Thanks," I said.

"Just protecting my pet," she said, as I finally opened my eyes.

"Well, your pet is thankful," I said, as I looked down and saw cum on my blouse.

"Take off your blouse and bra," she ordered.

"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed.

Once topless, I moved to the last cock. By this time, my knees were sore, my mouth was sore and my neck was sore.

I furiously bobbed on his cock wanting to get it over with.

When he was close, Mrs. Madison ordered, "Shoot your load all over her tits, my boy."

"Okay," he said, and spewed his seed all over my breasts a couple minutes later.

Once I was done, Mrs. Madison asked, "Are you horny?"

"Honestly," I said, "I'm more sore than horny."

"Understandable," she nodded, "but we are not done yet."

"We're not?" I asked.

"No, now time for you to officially become the housewive's pet," she said, looking down at me with a smile on her face.

I joked, "Do I have to please every housewife?"

"Of course, but not today," she laughed, before adding, seemingly admiring me, "you really are the most eager pet yet."

I followed her back up the stairs and back to the dining room where Mrs. Madison said to me, "It's final initiation time."

As we reached the room, I looked around from my position on all fours, and I was in the middle of a lesbian orgy.

A whole bunch of women were in a massive circle, each with their face buried between the legs of another woman.

In a booth, Mrs. Pennington was reading the newspaper while someone was under the table and between her legs.

In another booth the breastfeeding mom had not one, but two women nursing on her massive tits... which was disturbing and hot.

Bent over a table, her daughter, Kimberly I think was her name, had a long wooden spoon being pumped in and out of her. As I took a closer look I realized the spoon was not in her pussy, but being pumped in and out of her ass.

Mrs. Adler was rubbing herself as she watched Mrs. Smith have her pussy fisted by another woman I didn't recognize.

Mrs. Smith screamed, as her orgasm obviously hit, "Yes, fist my cunt," as she grabbed the woman's head and held it deep in her pussy.



"My whole hand fits in there, slut," the woman said, as she slapped her ass and began to pump her hand in and out.

I instantly wondered how a whole hand could possibly fit inside a pussy. I couldn't fathom that being pleasurable, yet Mrs. Smith was clearly enjoying it.

"Oh, God, I'm coming, fuck!" Mrs. Smith screamed, confirming my assumption.

I turned to another table and saw that Amber was here. Her legs were spread wide open and another woman I didn't know was buried between her legs.

Amber's moans were loud and it was obvious she was getting close to coming.

I watched the woman sit up a bit, Amber's pussy juice on her face and a string that went from the woman's chin all the way to Amber's pussy.

It was strangely erotic.

I wondered what Amber tasted like?

I wondered if the past pets got to become a Mistress.



The woman purred, "Your pussy is so sweet."

"Thank you, Mistress," Amber moaned, answering the question of whether you graduated to Mistress once you graduated high school.

I suddenly wanted to taste her.

I suddenly wanted to taste every woman in the diner.

As I looked around, there was lesbian action everywhere.

Even the two waitresses were making out. It seemed only Mistress Carol and I were not engaged in some lesbian act. I chuckled to myself as I realized that during this crazy night, I had yet to be involved in any lesbian activity, unless peeing on another girl counted.



Mrs. Madison asked, "Still not horny?"

I laughed, my pussy now on fire, "Oh, I think I'd like to change my earlier answer."

"Good," she nodded, as she said, "Everyone, it's time for our newest pet's initiation."

I was shocked when people stopped what they are doing and looked over to me.

My face burned with excitement and nervousness... I didn't like being the center of attention.

"Who won the raffle?" Mrs. Madison asked.

"I did," a woman I didn't recognize announced.

"Lucky you, Marge," Mrs. Madison smiled.

"Come sit on the table, my pet," I was ordered by Mrs. Madison.

Super thankful to get off my rather sore knees, I stood up and walked over to the table feeling every set of eyes watching me.

"Take off the rest of your clothes, my pet," Mrs. Madison instructed. "Let's let everyone see your beautiful young body."

"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, my hands trembling.

I pulled off my skirt and then my panties and finally my socks and shoes. I then stood there in front of over twenty women completely naked. As naked as Eve that first day.

Another Mistress commented, "Very nice."

"Isn't she?" Mrs. Madison agreed, before saying, "My pet, hop up onto the middle table and spread those sexy legs for all of your Mistresses.

I heard the word 'all' and assumed instantly that there was a hierarchy in this community and that I was at the very bottom of it.

"Did you enjoy watching Mrs. Smith get fisted?" Mrs. Madison asked.

"Yes," I nodded, even as I worried that I was about to be fisted.

"Come and get your prize, Madge," Mrs. Moran offered.

"Thank you, Mistress," Madge nodded, as she came to me. Without a word she buried her face in my pussy.

I moaned loudly, as I closed my eyes, surprised by the sudden aggressive licking.

After a couple of minutes, she slid a finger in and I moaned even louder.

Then two fingers.

Then three, this widening my pussy, creating new stimulations.

Madge then asked, "Ready to get fisted, my little slut?"

"I'm your slut," I moaned, wanting everyone here to know that I was a submissive for all... an obedient submissive to all.

Her hand slid inside me and my eyes went big. It hurt slightly, but a good hurt that was accompanied with pleasure.



The feeling was unlike any other. It was intense and I felt pressure everywhere inside me.

She opened her hand inside me and my entire being seemed to widen. I moaned loudly, as my entire body trembled. It was a lot different than a dildo filling my pussy. It wasn't a fucking, but oddly gentle.

As her fist was inside me, she began licking my pussy.

Instantly, my whole body was on fire.

The flames burned inside me, my head went light and I begged, suddenly realizing I needed permission to come, "May I come, Mistress?"

"Yes, you may," about a dozen women all said.

Letting go completely, my orgasm erupted through me as I screamed, "Thank yoooooooooou."

She eventually moved her hand out of me and my cum flooded out of my pussy like a broken faucet.

When I finally opened my eyes, the room was back to a lesbian orgy. An orgy I wanted to be a part of. Unfortunately, it wasn't to be.

Mrs. Madison said, as she looked down at me, "You need to get back home so you are not late for curfew."

"Oh," I said, devastated inside.

"I know my pet," she smiled, "you want to munch on pussy all night long."

"I do," I nodded.

"But unfortunately, your Mom isn't in the loop," she said.

"I figured as much," I said, as I sat up, cum still leaking out of me.

"Don't worry, honey, she is on the list," she added.

"No way," I said with astonishment.

"Oh, never judge a book by its cover," she smiled.

"I think I'm learning that," I nodded, as I looked around and watched more of the lesbian orgy.

"Oh, the learning is just starting," she promised.

"Yes, Mistress," I nodded.

"Now go," she said. "You will be beckoned by each woman in the community over the next few weeks.

"I can't wait," I replied, wondering who else was in the community I didn't know about.

"I know, my pet," she nodded. "Go out through the kitchen so no one sees you."

"Yes, Mistress," I nodded. I got dressed, my clothes in different rooms, and gave one last lingering look to the orgy. My pussy was still burning, as I reluctantly left, heading out to the kitchen and walking in on another kinky act.



It was Ms. Burns bent over in her own kitchen naked, as another woman I didn't know had a wooden spoon.

Ms. Burns, not knowing I was there, begged, "Yes, Mistress, may I have another?"

"Should I give her another, Rebecca?" the Mistress asked.

"Yes, ma'am," I nodded, even though I wasn't sure what I was approving.

I watched in shock as the wooden spoon made contact with Ms. Burns' naked ass.

"Yes!" Ms. Burns yelped and moaned, a sound I didn't know was possible.

"Another, Rebecca?" the Mistress asked.

I didn't know what Ms. Burns wanted, but I sensed she wanted more. So I answered, "Yes, ma'am."

I watched the wooden spoon hit again.

I listened to Ms. Burns grimace in pain and yet pleasure.

I wondered how such a violent act could be pleasurable.

Suddenly, I heard Mrs. Madison behind me. "You're still here?"

"I was just leaving," I said.

"Have a good night, my pet," she said, as she added, "And no touching that pussy."

"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, as I reluctantly left by the back door, just as I heard Ms. Burns yelp again.

.....

My pussy was on fire as I read about my great-grandmother's lesbian adventures. I grabbed my vibrator and turned it on low as I continued reading, unable to put it down even though I was exhausted.

.....

Over the next few weeks, I serviced every member in the secret community.

First, I went to Mrs. Pennington, where I got her off for over two hours and a half dozen orgasms with her reading all the while.

Ms. Burns actually had me fuck her with a wooden spoon after I gave her a couple of dozen spanks with it. Amazingly, the entire spoon somehow went deep inside her.

Then it was Mrs. White, who was the first to test my boundaries. She beckoned me to meet her right before lunch at school in the boardroom. I met her and she made me crawl under the table, that had a table cloth that completely hid me underneath and service her... while she had a meeting.

I had no idea if others there were part of the society, or if they knew I was under there, but I had to massage her pantyhose clad feet and ankles. She then moved her foot to my mouth and I sucked each of her toes, through the pantyhose.

When she called coffee break, she put her feet back in her heels and walked away. Anxiety coursed through me at getting caught under the table.

When she returned a couple of minutes later, she opened her legs and pointed to her pussy. I crawled between them, eager to lick her and thinking she wouldn't risk getting caught any more than I did. Thus, I relaxed and focused on slow pleasing.

I licked her slowly for an eternity, yet never more than a tease.

Suddenly she stood up and said, "That's it for today, ladies."

I again waited with trepidation.

Once I heard the door close, Mrs. White ordered, "Crawl out, my pet."

"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed.

"You were driving me wild with that tongue," she said.

"I aim to please," I replied, looking up at her.

"Then come and finish what you started," she ordered, as she sat back down, opened her legs and snapped her fingers.



I moved back to her pussy, but this time I shifted from slow and tentative teasing to fast and aggressive pleasing.

"That's it," she moaned, "get that tongue deep in there."

I obeyed, trying to use my tongue as a tiny cock.

She grabbed my head and pulled me deep inside her pussy. She ground her pussy up and down on my face and all I could do was extend my tongue and lick.

In less than a minute, I felt my face coated with cum.

I lapped as best I could, loving the taste of pussy juice.

When she finally let me go, she said, "Fuck, I'm going to be using you a lot."

Oddly, it wasn't the declaration that she was going to use me a lot that turned me on, it was hearing her swear. It seemed so strange coming out of her prim and proper mouth.

"Stand up," she ordered.

I did.

"Bend over," she ordered.

I did.

"You have a great ass, Rebecca," she said, as her hand gently caressed it.

"Thank you, Mistress," I said, in awe that she had me bent over in the boardroom... just as the bell signalling lunch was over rang.

"It's okay if you're late," she said. "I know you have Mrs. Parks next."

"Okay," I nodded, knowing that Mrs. Parks definitely knew about the secret society, although not sure if she was an active member.



"Ready for your next training session?" she asked.

"Pleasing you under the table with others in the room wasn't training?" I asked.

"That was the appetizer," she replied, as she suddenly slapped my ass...hard.

I yelped, completely off guard.

She spanked me a dozen times, each one creating a mixture of pleasure and pain.

"You like getting spanked?" she asked.

"Yes, Mistress," I answered, unsure if I actually did or not.

"I want you to come from getting spanked," she ordered. "Go ahead and rub yourself as I spank you, my little slut."

"Okay," I agreed, moving my hand to my pussy and rubbing frantically the moment I was given permission to come.

And a half dozen spanks later, I came... hard.

I couldn't believe how quickly I could come once I was given permission... as if my orgasms controlled my body.

She sent me back to class, after I was allowed to wash my face. My ass was sore, and sitting through the rest of the school day was excruciating.

A few days later, I was introduced to the art of fisting with Mrs. Smith and another housewife, the newly married and newly added to the society, Mrs. Echols.

Mrs. Smith had me fist Mrs. Echols, teaching me how to go slow, using my fingers and wrist.

Mrs. Smith then had Mrs. Echols return the favour. Getting fisted when lying on my back was one sensation, getting fisted while on my stomach was somehow entirely different.



I came so hard that I actually passed out.

Once I recovered, I fisted Mrs. Smith to an orgasm while Mrs. Echols licked her clit.

Next I was fucked to multiple orgasms by Mrs. Hamilton, who also liked to tie me up with a belt.



Every Monday, I went to Mrs. Hurdle's house in the morning before school and had breakfast in her kitchen, on my knees.



Next was Mrs. Parks. She asked me to stay after school to help her get ready for the evening's parent-teacher interviews.

To my surprise, that meant getting her off under her desk.

All night.

I sat under her desk for three hours, lapping her pussy between parent-teacher interviews... including one with my mom and dad.

I could barely hold in my laughter, as Mrs. Parks said so many things that had double meanings:

-Your daughter is an eager beaver.

-Your daughter is a dedicated student always willing to learn new things.

-Your daughter is willing to do anything I ask her.

-Your daughter is very obedient and respectful.

Once my parents were gone, Mrs. Parks quipped, "Your mother has a nice body. I bet she would be a great addition to our society."

"She never would," I said, still between her legs.

"Never say never," she smiled, as I returned to pleasing her.

Once the last interview was done, she pulled me out from underneath, which I was thankful for, my entire body aching, and she kissed me.

Breaking the kiss, she ordered, "Get completely naked and get on my desk."

"Seriously?" I asked.

"Now!" she ordered.

"Sorry, Mistress," I apologized knowing better than to ever question a person of authority.

I got undressed, got onto the desk and waited.

She grabbed an empty coke bottle, spread my legs and rubbed it up and down.

"Want me to fuck you with this bottle, Rebecca?" she asked.

I moaned, as the bottle parted my lips, teasing me, "God, yes."

"I'm so happy you're the newest pet," Mrs. Parks said.

"Me too," I moaned.

"I've fantasized about you under my desk ever since I heard you were the one," she revealed, as she leaned in and kissed me.

"I've had similar fantasies, Mrs. Parks," I admitted, which was the truth. She was pretty, had a great body and a no nonsense persona... the perfect Mistress.

"Well, I think we will have you under there a lot more often now," she smiled as she slid the bottle inside my fevered box.

"It would be a great place to have a boxed lunch," I joked.

"Yes, a little pussy a day, keeps the doctor away," she joked back, as she began to pump the bottle in and out of my pussy.



"Oh God, fuck me, Mrs. Parks, make me your teacher's pet," I declared, which was something I had been called by others in my life.

"You'll make a great teacher's pet," she purred, as she continued fucking me.

I came a couple of minutes later, and then sucked on the bottle to retrieve my own cum, something I often had been doing ever since I started being a pet.

I had learned I loved the taste of my own cum. So I always tried to suck my cum off the dildos, the fingers, the bottle or whatever else was inside me.

From that day on, I often had lunch in Mrs. Parks' room, under her desk. I also often stopped by after school to have a snack while she graded papers.

It was a couple weeks later, when Mrs. Madison ordered me, "It's time for you to take all your training and use it to seduce someone."

"Who?" I asked.

"That is up to you," she said, her hands on my hips, as she rubbed her strap-on dildo up and down my pussy lips. "But your good friend Eleanor may be a good first choice."

"Really?" I asked.

"Her mother is a member," she revealed.

"Mrs. Stroman is in the club?" I gasped.

"She is one of the founding members," Mrs. Madison revealed.

"Wow," I said.

"And she has requested that you seduce her daughter," Mrs. Madison added.

"I can't believe it," I said.

"Have I ever lied to you?" she smiled, as she slid the cock in me and filled me deep.

"Noooooo," I moaned, as she grabbed my hips and fucked me.

And as I came, in the church, an hour after Sunday service, I wondered, 'How am I going to seduce my best friend?'

.....

I was furiously pumping my pussy as I wondered what MILF I would seduce next.

I had seduced Mrs. Lamb, a woman I babysat for, but had been considering trying to add to my small, but growing list of pets.

I could seduce our newest neighbour, Mrs. Jamieson, who had just given birth to a baby. Her big breasts would be filled with milk. The idea hadn't ever occurred to me before, but after reading the incest breastfeeding story in the diary, the idea was suddenly rather appealing.



Or maybe the real estate woman who was over the other day. She was over to help with the selling of great-grandmother's house.



She was dressed rather provocatively, as if dressing sexy sold houses... which, in retrospect, it likely does.

Or maybe Tamara's mom, who was always out in the garden.



My orgasm came suddenly as I imagined dominating my good friend's mother.

As I lay in my own cum, I closed great-grandmother's naughty tale of debauchery too tired to read any more.

That said, I was curious if she was going to seduce her best friend.

And as I drifted to sleep, the idea of seducing my best friend popped into my head.

THE END... for now.

Coming next: 1950s: Lick and Fuck Best Friends

If you enjoyed the artwork of Rebecca and this story, please feel free to check out my other Rebecca collaborations:

Straight Housewife Blackmailed

"Moms & Daughters": A Family Affair

Summer of Slut: MILF Challenge

Coming Out in Costume

New Family Tradition: Lezmas Eve


1950s: Lick and Fuck Best Friends

Summary: Innocent virgin is seduced into a lesbian lifestyle.

Note 1: Thanks to Rebecca, the famous artist whose artwork inspired and was used for this new series. Especially her series 'Housewives at Play', 'Teens at Play' and 'Hot Moms'. Thank you for access to your entire book catalogue as well as your website for this massive series.

Note 2: This is the fourth chapter of a multi-chapter story about one woman's journey of sexual submission and lesbian exploration through the decades and through generations of family members.

In part 1, 1950s: 1st Time With a Girl, our 2015 protagonist Kimmy is given a gift of a scrapbook from her recently deceased great-grandmother, Rebecca. When Kimmy opens the scrapbook, she is shocked to find that the scrapbook is a journal of her beloved great-grandmother's sexual adventures...with drawings. Kimmy reads in awe of Rebecca's first time with a woman. Once done reading, Kimmy pleasures herself while reliving her most recent seduction of her nerdy science partner Zelda.

In part 2, 1950s: Housewives' Lesbian Society, our protagonist reads the next chapter in her great-grandmother's scrapbook. Rebecca is caught masturbating while babysitting and ends up having a sexual encounter with a MILF. Rebecca also learns of a secret lesbian society that is years old and she is offered the opportunity to be the newest submissive housewife pet. To earn the privilege to be the housewife pet for her senior year, she must meet the head mistress and service her. Lastly, Kimmy, so horny from the idea of a housewife sex club, envisioned dominating one of her neighbours.

In part 3: 1950s: Housewives' Pet Training, our protagonist learns about her great-grandmother's training to be a pet to a community of housewife lesbians. Rebecca is forced to suck cock for the first time, witnesses a massive housewife lesbian orgy, gets fisted and spanked before being ordered to seduce her best friend. Lastly, Kimmy gets herself off after a long night by imagining all the different MILF's she would like to seduce.

Note 3: Thanks to Robert, Sophia, Dave, Tex Beethoven and Wayne for editing.

Note 4: Normal text writing is present day; Bold is Kimmy flashing back to one of her own sexual encounters or fantasizing about one; italics is the scrapbook stories of our hero Rebecca.

Note 5: Also, please note that although I've tried to make the main characters as close as possible to look the same, the photos are taken from a massive collection from Rebecca's website. Thus, there will often be subtle differences (freckles, breast size, etc). That said, I don't believe it should hinder the enjoyment of the story.

Note 6: Of course, all characters in the story are 18 years of age or older.

1950s: Lick and Fuck Best Friends

I resisted the temptation to read more of great-grandmother's story for a couple of days, knowing I had to finish an essay for English and work on a couple of new routines for our cheerleading competition.

Yet, it was only a matter of time before I could no longer resist.

I grabbed a Coke and my vibrator, and continued the most riveting story I'd ever read... a lot more interesting than 'Hamlet', or 'Lord of the Flies' or 'Animal Farm'. Actually, if all books were this riveting, I bet a lot more young people today would read.

This is Eleanor.



Isn't she beautiful? So sweet looking, like me. Yet, also like me, she was just dying to explore her sexuality once the opportunity was given.

Mrs. Madison had ordered me to seduce her.

And even after all I had done, this was the hardest thing yet. So far, I had just obeyed people, and obedience came easily and naturally to me.

But to go on the offensive and try to seduce someone... to convince them to do something (even if that something was pretty nice) to do something that without my influence they would probably never even contemplate... that was a completely different matter. I couldn't even fathom how to broach the subject.

I didn't want to wreck our friendship. We had been Best Friends for years and had shared many experiences and challenges together. The archetypal tears and laughter had become cherished memories for us both. We were very close. To lose that bond would break my heart.

She had always given me enormous respect and trust over the years. I didn't want her to decide I was sick and twisted and untrustworthy.

That said, I started my first seduction knowing two things:

1. I had to go slow.

2. My bevy of Mistresses wouldn't allow me to have another orgasm until I accomplished my task (which made the 'I had to go slow' part rather inconvenient).

Mrs. Madison had given me some logical advice. I was to entice her through casual conversations and purposely plant seeds of thought that would entice Eleanor into slowly beginning to consider the notion that there were more options available than just traditional boy/girl relationships. That was simple enough... in theory.

I had been a doodler since grade one. By my senior year I was a pretty good artist (dearest Kimmy, I hope you agree), and often used my drawings to entertain Eleanor when class was boring. I would make fun of our teachers, or mock some of our fellow classmates. It was the one side of my personality that was not squeaky clean (well, it was until I dove whole-heartedly into the whole submissive lesbian rug-munching thing).

I wrote Eleanor a note during Mrs. Wallace's class: 'Want to see my latest drawing?'

Eleanor wrote back: Of course!

I warned: It's a little risqué.

Eleanor responded:???

I admitted: It's a partial nude.

Eleanor repeated:???

I continued: Of Lana.

Eleanor responded: NO WAY!!!!!

I responded: With Becky in the background.

Eleanor responded: Show me!!!

I teased, wanting to start my sly seduction by making her demand to see it: You sure???

Eleanor responded: YES!!!

So, I smiled at her, and then gave her a folded drawing that was naughty and provocative, but not an actual nude drawing.



I watched, excited and nervous as Eleanor secretively unfolded the picture.

I watched as her eyes went big.

I watched as her cheeks went red.

I watched as she looked up at me with shock.

Then, I shrugged and returned to vaguely listening to Mrs. Wallace drone on about neutrons.

Once class was done, Eleanor whispered to me in the hallway, "What made you do that?"

I lied, "I don't know. I just started drawing and thought to myself, 'let's do something a little less boring.'

"Well, that was certainly less boring!" Eleanor whispered back, her eyes very wide and shaking her head. She then added, "Is something going on? You've been acting a bit different lately."

"How so?" I asked, even though I knew she was right; I had been.

"I don't know," she said, before adding, "Well, for one thing you just drew porn."

"Porn?" I laughed. "You want to see porn, I'll draw you real porn. What kind do you like?"

"That's not what I said," she returned quickly, shaking her head. She was alarmed by my bold accusation as I had known she would be. For now, anyway. 'Little seeds, planting seeds, germinating seeds, growing seeds, lezzie seeds', I chanted in my head, making a little tune of it.

"I'm sick of being seen as boring," I admitted out loud, which was true.

"You're not boring," she said.

"I know that and you know that, but I want the rest of the school to know that too," I said, even as I pondered how to keep this conversation going.

"That you draw porn?" she asked.

"Maybe," I smiled wickedly, as others joined us and we switched to another topic.

A couple days later, while at a charity fundraiser meeting at lunch led by our school president Lori Salmon I decided to continue my artistic seduction. Lori was discussing all the different ways to raise money for a family who had lost their home in a fire. She discussed the usual ones: bake sales, auctions, a kids' carnival, and other banal ideas.

This had me thinking and I quickly drew a sketch with our school president selling cola. Wanting to make it edgy for Eleanor, this time I included a pussy tease.

Once done, I slyly leaned forward and whispered to Eleanor, who was in front of me, "Do you want to see my newest idea for fundraising?"

"Sure," she nodded. "But you could just show it to everyone."

I chortled, "Trust me, some here may not approve."

She turned around with a guarded look and said, "Let me see."

I handed her the drawing and watched as her mouth literally gaped open.



"Oh my God," she gasped, not able to tear her eyes away from my drawing.

Lori asked, "Anything you want to share, Eleanor?" Her tone, as usual, was bitchy.

Eleanor stammered, "N-n-no."

I interjected, "It's just that these ideas are always the same old fundraisers."

"And you have a better idea?" she asked, her tone implying I didn't.

"Sure," I nodded, before adding, "although it's a bit more risqué than our usually cookie cutter events."

"This I've got to hear," Lori said, clearly already looking forward to crushing my idea.

"A kissing booth," I said, the idea just popping into my head, since pussy munching and cock sucking seemed a bit too out there, although I considered to myself that if packaged right, they could make a lot of money.

"A what?" Lori asked.

"Charge a quarter a kiss," I shrugged. "Have each cheerleader or other girls in a booth for fifteen minute intervals kissing for charity. Of course, we could do this as an addition to the carnival."

"You're serious?" she asked.

"Betty and Veronica did it in the comics," I said, not sure if that was true, but they were quite popular at the time.

Chandra, a cheerleader, nodded, "I remember that." After a pause, she added, "It's a sexy idea and I bet I could get all the cheerleaders to do it."

"I bet they would be veeery happy to," Lori said with complete disdain.

"Stop being a prude," I said, which made everyone look at me. No one ever dared to question Lori, since she was very accomplished at squelching people flat, but paradoxically all the sexual submission I had undertaken recently had somehow honed me into a more confident person.

"Excuse me?!" Lori asked, glaring at me.

"For heaven's sake Lori, it's 1954, and a girl can kiss a boy and have it be just a kiss," I pointed out, before adding, "I don't see why you could oppose the idea; I've seen you go in the closet for 'seven minutes in heaven' games."

"This is not the place," she snapped, her face burning red with anger or embarrassment, maybe both.

I kept charging ahead, though. "It's pretty simple, the boys usually don't participate in our events. They will participate in a kissing booth."

"Actually," Chandra added, "Why not have a second booth where some of the football players are giving out kisses?"

"I'd line up to kiss Walker," the usually shy Penelope quipped.

"All the girls would," Chandra added.

"Enough, this is getting ridiculous," Lori said, trying to regain control of her meeting.

"I say we do it," Chandra said.

"I second it," I quickly added.

"There wasn't a motion on the floor," Lori argued.

Finally, Mrs. Parks, who was our student council advisor and who had been smiling the entire time, intervened. "Lori, there is a motion on the floor; kindly moderate it as such."

"You can't be serious?" Lori argued, shocked that the teacher was allowing the motion to even exist, let alone be taken seriously. I couldn't help but smile, knowing why she was allowing it.

Mrs. Parks pressed her point, standing up for more emphasis, "This is how democracy works, Lori."

"I don't think...." Lori began.

"This is not a debate, Lori," Mrs. Parks interrupted. "Chandra may not have worded it formally, but she clearly made a motion. Deal with it as such or I will have the vice-president chair the rest of this meeting."

Ten minutes later, after not much debate, my motion was passed.... Well, my idea, anyway.

Lori had glared at me the entire time, but I knew that if I was clever, this would be the start of a flame that would eventually grow into a wildfire in my upcoming campaign to seduce others... redefining myself was definitely the first step in the process.

Adding fuel to her hatred, I winked at her.

After school, Mrs. Parks took me aside. "That was awfully brave."

"I feel like a new woman," I admitted, before adding, "and I may be a submissive in the society, but I want to be a leader in the school."

"It was a great way to plant seeds for all your coming seductions," she added.

"I thought so too," I nodded.

"I think you deserve a reward," she smiled.

"I'm very grateful Mistress, but I have to go babysit," I whispered in her ear.

"Well, stop by my house tomorrow morning at eight," Mrs. Parks ordered.

"I love your breakfasts," I smiled.

"I know you do," she smiled back.

The next morning, Mrs. Parks rewarded me for my adventurous behaviour by presenting me with the best morning snack in the world... her pussy.

She had me get naked, which surprised me.

She surprised me a second time, by pushing me against the wall, dropping to her knees and burying her face between my legs and getting me off. I had thought I wouldn't be eligible for an orgasm until I had seduced my best friend Eleanor, but Mrs. Parks was one of my Mistresses and could do whatever she wished with me. And I was most definitely not going to complain!

I then enthusiastically returned the favour, as she rolled me onto my back, lowered herself onto my face and provided me with the best breakfast possible. We left damp spots all over her clean tablecloth, but she graciously told me not to worry about it.



A couple days later, Eleanor was over at my house and I had purposely left out a pornographic lesbian book that had been given to me by Mrs. Madison. It was placed to look as if I had wanted to hide it, but part of it was actually in clear view.

Eleanor was still in awe of all that had happened at the meeting and asked, "Are you going to be in the kissing booth?"

I I thought to myself that maybe we needed a third booth for girls to kiss girls. But I answered, "I'm not sure the boys would pay their money for me."

"Oh, they really would, Rebecca. I've heard guys saying recently that you're hot." Eleanor said.

"Oh? Good to know. Are you going to be in the booth?" I asked, even though I knew she had never had a boyfriend, nor had she ever even kissed a boy.

"God, no," she demurred, blushing. "I couldn't.

"Yeah, I think you're right," I nodded, "your first kiss needs to be special." As I said it, I realized then and there that I was determined to be the first to kiss both her pairs of lips. I was going to be her first everything.

"Plus, ninety-nine percent of the boys in our school are disgusting," Eleanor sighed.

I laughed, "True, true. There are no James Deans here."

"Isn't that the truth," she nodded. "Plus, you have the only really good guy in the school."

"He can be exhausting," I pointed out. This wasn't something I'd remotely believed before I first tasted pussy, but he was no longer all I wanted.

"Yes, you have it so tough, you poor thing," she sarcastically quipped.

I would love to tell her the truth, but this was way too early. So instead I said, "So what are you wearing to homecoming?"

"I have no idea," she said. "How about you?"

"I was thinking my new poodle skirt," I said.

"The shorter one?" she asked.

"Of course," I nodded. "It's my senior year, so I'm going to live for the moment."

"Is that your new philosophy?" Eleanor asked, as she sat on the bed, the pornographic book peeking out from underneath my pillow.

"Yes," I confirmed. I should note I wasn't an outcast or anything. I knew most people at school, and most people knew me. I just wasn't a leader or a cheerleader. I was on the Student Council only because I was head of the debate team. "No more sitting in partial shadows. I want to be noticed. I want to be heard. At some point I even want to be followed."

"Don't forget about shy little me," she joked.

I laughed, hinting at my true intentions slightly, "Trust me, Eleanor, you're going to be a big part of the new me. I want you close by my side for the entire, exciting ride. We're only seniors once."

"I'm in," she said, then noticed the book hiding only partly under my pillow. "What's this?" she asked, reaching for it.

I first feigned embarrassment. "Oh, oh, it's nothing," as I went to grab it just before she did. Of course, I was purposely too slow.

"Oh my," she said, as she stared at the cover, clearly trying to process what she had just found.



"Um, yeah, I found that in my dad's room," I lied.

"Have you read it?" she asked, still staring at the cover.

"The cover story, yes," I nodded.

"Is it really about lesbians?"

"Yes."

I could see her processing. I could see her red cheeks. I could see her curiosity being fanned into the beginnings of a flame.

I asked, "Would you like to take it home to read?"

"What? No!" she quickly said.

"It's okay," I continued, borrowing an argument Mrs. Parks had earlier used on me. "It's okay, Eleanor. It's 1954; we've come a long way since women couldn't vote."



"Um, I guess," she said, unsure.

Seeing her wavering, I elaborated, "The flappers in the 1920s fought for the right for women to be sexual beings instead of being shoehorned into tight corsets and wired into big dresses with bustles. The Second World War women fought to be perceived as equals in the war effort and in society and," I paused with a playful smile, "I am fighting for the right for Eleanor and I to read pornography."

"So we fought Hitler for the right to read lesbian pornography?" Eleanor asked back, laughing softly while now opening the book.

"Of course," I continued. "It wasn't really about stopping a madman, it was about fighting for the rights of women to lick pussy."



"Oh my God, Rebecca," Eleanor gasped. "What has gotten into you?"

I grabbed an empty coke bottle from the nightstand, held it up to show Eleanor and answered simply, "This."

This was actually a lie, since I wasn't allowed to come unless I had a Mistress's approval or was in the final stages of Eleanor's seduction. However not long ago Mrs. Parks had fucked me with a coke bottle.

"You put a coke bottle in your vagina?" Eleanor asked, a look of complete disbelief on her face.

"Yes," I nodded, "I actually had multiple orgasms from putting a coke bottle in my pussy." I wanted to stress the word pussy over the word vagina.

"I can't believe it," she said.

"If our men fought for my sexual freedom," I said. "Then I am definitely going to reward them by exploring said freedom."

"Are you a lesbian?" she asked.

"No," I said, but added, "I'm not sure if I only like boys though."

"Oh," she said, suddenly looking nervous and maybe a bit vulnerable.



I grabbed from inside my nightstand another pornographic book that I had already read and handed it to her. I said, "Read this one. It does an amazing job of describing how sex can be more than just a man and a woman."

"How many do you have?" she asked.

"Three," I answered.

"Have you read them all?" she asked.

"I've only completely read the one I just gave you. The one you found is the one I'm currently reading," I admitted, reaching in my dresser for the third book I had yet to read other than skimming the story titles which included:

-First Time 69

-Under the Poodle Skirt

-Drive-in Secrets

-Pajama Party

-Mom's Naughty Secret

-Crushed on my Teacher

-Pinned

-Eating Ass

-Becoming a Lesbian.

I tossed that one to Eleanor too.



Yet, the one I had just given her had the stories that would best set up my seduction:

-My Daughter's Best Friend

-Kiss and Smell

-Submissive Moms

-Teaching to Please

-Cheerleader Lesbian Orgy

-My Friend's Sex Toys

-My Neighbour, My Mistress

-Bored Housewives

-Secretly in Love with my Best Friend

"You can take any one you want," I said, before adding, "The Heart Throbs stories are very, very good."

Eleanor flipped through the Heart Throbs book and stopped on a page.

"What?" I asked.

"There are pictures," she said, staring at one.

I wondered which one.

"Yes, that's where I got the idea of drawing naughty pictures of classmates and teachers," I admitted, which was the truth. Seeing the great illustrations in the book made me horny and started me drawing classmates, teachers and housewives in our community.

"You have more drawings?" she asked, looking up at me.

"A few," I nodded, before adding, "even a couple in colour."

"Wow!" she said.

"Want to see them?" I asked.

"Sure," she nodded.

"Some are quite risqué," I warned.

"More risqué than what I've already seen?" she asked.

"A lot more risqué," I nodded, really liking the word risqué. Although a simple word, it somehow made me feel more mature... as if I were an adult and not just an eighteen year old senior. And if you could believe their own claims, the French had invented sex. Or perhaps only sex theatre.

"Now you have me curiouser," she said, obviously thinking of Alice and a certain white rabbit. Perhaps it was the rabbits who invented sex. French rabbits.

"Don't judge me," I said, pretending to be vulnerable.

"I'm always judging you," she responded with a grin, "Now show me."

I liked her eagerness to see.

"The first one is of Kara," I said, who was one of the bad girls in the school and one I could imagine dominating me and making me be her pet.

"Really?" she asked, as I handed her the drawing.



"Oh my," she said, as she looked at the picture. "Is she smoking a marijuana cigarette?"

"Yes, and you're judging me," I said, again pretending to be insecure.

"No Rebecca, truly I'm not," she shook her head. "But I am curious about your fascination with coke bottles in pictures."

"It's a reminder of what else the bottle can be," I shrugged.

She laughed, "You really have come out of your shell."

"Can I tell you a secret?" I asked, looking vulnerable.

"You can tell me anything," she said.

"You have to promise not to ever repeat this to anyone!" I insisted, feigning nervousness.

She looked at me seriously. "I promise, Rebecca, I'll never say a word. You're my best friend in the world and you can tell me absolutely anything."

I knew I couldn't tell her everything, but I decided to tell her about my summer. Even though we were the only ones in the house I made a show of getting up and quietly shutting my bedroom door before turning back to her and saying softly, "I kind of cheated on Steve this summer."

"How do you kind of cheat?" she asked.

"Okay," I rephrased, "I did cheat on Steve, but not in the traditional way."

"What does that even mean? There are traditions for cheating?" she looked puzzled.

"It wasn't with a boy," I revealed, now whispering, but making sure she could hear and comprehend every word.

"What?" she gasped, this revelation even more shocking than the fact that I cheated.

"It was with a girl," I admitted.

"No way," she said, trying to wrap her head about the information I'd just given her.

"Now don't have a cow," I said, "It isn't a big deal."

"Not a big deal?" she said, flipping out. "This is unbelievable!" very loudly. I had already created the dramatic effect I had been looking for with my hushed words and terse 'leaning confidentially towards her' body language. I was in the door of her figurative house. Now let's see about her bedroom door.

I told her my entire summer story, including both the time in the bushes and the wild time in the bathroom at the café.

She listened in complete shock and awe as if we were at the Saturday matinee that we went to almost every week. As if we were watching a spine-tingling suspense thriller.

Once done, I shrugged, "So there it is."

"Did you like it?" she asked, after a lengthy pause, long enough to have me start worrying.

"Honestly?" I asked, wanting to draw her in more and more... somehow sensing the seduction of my best friend may turn out to be a lot easier than I had anticipated. Sensing I may be able to accomplish the entire journey much sooner than anticipated as well... maybe even tonight.

"Yes," she said.

"It was the most amazing feeling ever," I admitted, which was true at the time. Even though it had since been eclipsed quite a few times as I had thrown myself into my training as the community pet.

"How so?" she asked, completely drawn in.

The kisses are more tender for starters," I said, before adding, "a woman's lips are softer and her face doesn't scratch, and she knows how to be gentle and take her time, and all of that leads to a far more intimate experience."

"Really?" she asked, having no frame of reference at all to go from. She hadn't even kissed a boy.

"Yes," I nodded. "I mean, Steve is a fine kisser and before Ellie I thought he was a great kisser. I love making out with him. Yet, once I kissed Ellie it was like fireworks. A revelation that everything I thought I had known about intimacy had been in black and white and shades of grey but this new experience was in vivid colour. I felt like Judy Garland waking up in Oz."

"I have no experience of such a thing," she sighed, rather sadly and I think putting herself down.

"You need to gain some experience very soon," I encouraged. "It changes everything."

"What do you mean?" she asked. "Kiss a boy or a girl?"

"Truthfully?" I questioned.

"Yes," she nodded.

"Both," I answered, hoping to open more doors of possibility for her, before I handed her another picture.



"This is the very first picture I ever drew," I said. Which wasn't true at all. It was a vague picture of Eleanor and me kissing.

She stared at it.

After a long pause, she inhaled a deep shuddering breath and asked nervously, "Rebecca, is that us?"

"Perhaps," I shrugged, before adding, as I moved closer, "Do you want it to be us?"

"I-I-I don't know," she stammered, as I joined her on the bed... more pictures still in my hands. As if avoiding answering the question, avoiding her mixed emotions (I remembered very clearly what those were like, and from not that long ago), she asked, "What else did you draw?"

I smiled, handing her a picture of our young, super pretty, first year home economics teacher, "Well, here is a rather naughty idea I had for the carnival."



I explained, as Eleanor stared at the naughty drawing, "It's a tube steak bake."

"Oh my God," Eleanor gasped.

"Wouldn't we sell so many more tube steaks this way?" I asked.

"I imagine we would sell out very quickly," Eleanor agreed, staring at the picture.

Next, I handed her one of our cafeteria heads. She was a bit of a bitch, but very pretty. "Here's a picture of Mrs. Weber, preparing a cucumber for a salad."

"Oh my goodness," she gasped.



"Imagine what else that cucumber could be used for," I added.

"Rebecca!" Eleanor cried said with astonishment and then laughed.

"Just saying," I shrugged, as I handed her one of our competing school's head cheerleader in a rather submissive position. "I'd love to put Sylvia in a position like this one."



"Who wouldn't?" Eleanor asked, as she looked at the picture. Oh?! I thought. That sounded very encouraging.

"Or how about the girls from the Catholic private school?" I asked, handing another picture.



"You are so going to hell," Eleanor laughed, now openly admiring my pictures.

"I'll confess my sins," I shrugged, as I handed her another picture. "Here's another way to raise some money."



"Oh my," Eleanor gasped. "Tamara would freak!"

"Why? I gave her bigger tits than she really has," I shrugged, now out of colour pictures.

"I can't believe how wicked your mind is," Eleanor said.

I got up and said, "Want to see my newest drawing?"

"Why not?" she said.

"I didn't have time to colour it," I said, as I went to grab it.

"I'm so disappointed," she said.

"It's another Catholic school girl picture," I added, grabbing it from my sketch book. "As they sodomize Casey with a popsicle."

"You can't be serious," she asked.

"I thought it was wickedly appropriate," I said. Casey was the Lutheran Minister's daughter and a pretentious bitch who feigned being a sugar-sweet goody-two-shoes for her teachers. I walked back to the bed and handed Eleanor the drawing.



"Oh God, you and food," she said.

""I should be considered a revolutionary," I shrugged. "This is a whole new way to have people play with their food." Kids play with their food one way, adults play another way.

"Yes, you should get a humanitarian award," Eleanor teased, as I sat back on the bed with her.

I paused, put my hand on her knee, and asked, taking a small risk, but confident I was reading the situation right, "Eleanor, May I please kiss you?"

She didn't speak, and her smile faded.

I briefly worried I'd just screwed this all up.

Then she nodded.

She closed her eyes.

Smiling myself, I leaned in and kissed her.

I started soft and tender.

At first she seemed frozen, not really kissing me back. Then she began responding, slowly and gradually, but inexorably.

Clearly tentative at first and then with the natural sweetness that a kiss with another woman can bring.

As the kiss continued, both of us giving into the moment, both of us becoming one, I began to move my hand on her leg, slowly moving up at a snail's pace.

Eventually, my tongue slipped into her mouth.

Then hers into mine.

Our tongues began exploring each other's mouths as the kiss became more passionate, and my hand disappeared under her skirt.

As my fingers reached her panties, I felt a chill go up my spine at how damp they were and at the sweet high pitched sound she was now making as she mewed into my mouth.

Taking that as permission, I moved my hands to her sweater and lifted it over her head.

She looked at me, both vulnerable and insatiable.

I leaned back in and kissed her again as I unclasped her bra.

I allowed it to waft down to my bed.

As I broke the kiss, I looked her slowly up and down and told her, "You're beautiful, Eleanor."

"So are you," she said back, as she reached for me and lifted up my sweater, which revealed I wasn't wearing a bra. "No bra?"

"No panties either," I shrugged.

"I need to get out of mine," she said. "They're soaked."

"I want to help you with that," I smiled. First I removed my own skirt, and then hers and her panties. We had both seen each other naked many times. Yet now our ambience was such that it was as if I were seeing her naked for the first time, and she seeing me for the first time.

And it was my turn to be shocked.

Her pussy was completely shaved.

I asked, "When did you shave your pussy?"

""After I saw the drawing of Lori you did," she answered shyly. "Do you hate it? Was I silly?"

"Mmmmmm," I smiled, "sweetheart, that's the most beautiful pussy I've ever seen in my life. You are so gorgeous, top to toe." I pushed her back onto the bed and returned to kissing her, as my right hand went to her wet pussy.

She moaned into my mouth.

Breaking the kiss, I moved lower and splattered both of her tits with kisses, nibbles and bites.

I asked, as I moved my head to her spread open legs, "Do you want me to give you the best orgasm ever?"

"It will definitely be that," she said, looking down at me, admitting, "I've never had one before."

"Never?" I asked. "You never toot your own horn?"

"No," she said.

"Well, it's high time we showed you what you've been missing," I purred, as I leaned down and licked her pussy.



"Ohhhhhhhh," she moaned loudly.

"You taste so yummy," I said, as I licked her clit.

"I can't believe we are doing this," she trembled.

It's a fantasy coming true," I said, as I probed her pussy with my tongue and finger.

"Ohhhhh," she moaned again, then breathed something unintelligible. I thought it might be the words, "...happy too..."

I licked and licked and as her breathing increased, I slid my index finger inside her.

That was all it took as she screamed, grabbing the back of my head with both hands and holding my face securely against her flooding pussy, "Oh yes!!!!"

I eagerly lapped up the sweet juices that were flooding out of her, loving that I was the first to kiss her, the first to kiss her down there, the first to give her an orgasm, and soon I would be the first to fuck her.

When she let go of my head, I asked, her juice all over my face, "So?"

"Oh my God," she said.

"Don't move," I ordered, as I removed my hair bow that had already been half pulled out by Eleanor's eagerly grasping hands and I grabbed an elastic band.

I fixed my hair into a quick ponytail, and grabbed the strap-on cock from my closet that I had been given by Mrs. Madison in case my seduction actually worked. I secured it in place and walked back to Eleanor, who was still lying on her back, still recovering from her massive orgasm.

I also grabbed a towel in case I broke her hymen, which I assumed I was going to do.

As I got back on the bed, Eleanor opened her eyes, and saw what was protruding in front on me.

"What is that?" she asked.

"Your cherry breaker," I smiled, as I got her to lift her ass so I could drape the towel underneath her.

"You want to take my virginity?" she asked, not shocked, but playful... apparently wanting this as much as I did. She grinned coyly and even winked. "I don't know about that, my mother always raised me to be a good girl!" Her eyes were twinkling with merriment.

"I want to fuck the shit out of you," I replied boldly, as I moved between her legs.

"I don't want it in my ass," she warned.

I laughed. "That isn't what I meant."

"But I'd love that in my pussy," she said, as she pulled me on top of her and started kissing all over my face before concentrating on my open lips.

I loved feeling our naked breasts squished together.

I loved being on top of her.

I loved feeling her lips on mine; our tongues dancing; our hands roaming. This wasn't just sex, it was something more... something I couldn't really explain.

Finally breaking the kiss, I smiled, "Ready?"

"Fuck me, Rebecca," she said, gazing up at me with total trust. Her words sounded so sexy as I rubbed the cock up and down her pussy lips, which were still very wet.

"Those are the sexiest words I've ever heard," I smiled, as I slid my cock inside her.



"Holy fuck," she moaned, as I filled her.

"You're so sexy, Eleanor," I said, as I leaned down and resumed kissing her while simultaneously fucking her slowly.

The kiss was intimate and natural.



I fucked her to a second and third orgasm before she begged me to stop.

I asked, "Quitting after only three?"

"No, peeing after three," she said, getting up, and scurrying to the bathroom. I looked at the bloody cock and the bloody blanket and got off the bed to clean up.

As I did, thankful my parents were gone for the weekend, I thought to myself, 'we have all weekend to play'.

In the morning, I suggested we have breakfast naked; she agreed and shocked me when she took the initiative and buried her face in my pussy from behind in the kitchen as I ate a pastry.



By the end of the weekend, we had eaten each other out in every room of the house.

We had fucked each other in every room of the house.

We both were exhausted by Sunday afternoon when my parents came home, completely unaware that fifteen minutes earlier we had brought each other off on their bed.

On Monday, I told Mrs. Madison the entire story and she smiled as she allowed me to lick her pussy, "I think I have a great idea."

"What is your great idea, Mistress?" I asked, once I had finished pleasing her.

"Maybe this year we should have two housewife pets," she said.

"Really?" I asked, all excited, hating the requirement of keeping this massive secret from my best friend.

"Yes," she nodded. "Do you think she would want to?"

"I know she would," I said, confident I was right and giddy as hell.

"Well, first we will have to let Mindy know. We'll need her approval," Mrs. Madison said.

"Um, okay," I nodded.

"You can go ask her," she said.

"Me?" I asked.

"Yes," she nodded. "It's time she learns who the pet for the year is anyway."

"Oh, okay," I nodded.

"Go now," she ordered.

"Really?" I asked. "School starts in fifteen minutes."

"I'll deal with the school," she said. "Now go."

"Yes, Mistress," I said, excited and nervous... as usual.

She slapped my ass and I headed to Eleanor's house, knowing she would already be at school.

As I did, my head was spinning with the possibility I could soon tell Eleanor the whole truth. And maybe even help to train her! I couldn't wait to find out.

.....

My pussy on fire from another hot story from my great-grandmother's past, I pondered which friend of mine I would like to fuck.

I closed my eyes and instantly Camree popped into my head.

I imagined she was at her usual table.

I imagined she was already my personal fuck slut.

I imagined she obeyed without hesitation... just like great-grandmother always had.

Suddenly wanting something in my fevered cunt, I glanced over to the old fashioned root beer bottle that was on my shelf... unopened.

I went to it, opened it, poured the pop into an empty slurpee cup and returned to my bed. I closed my eyes again as I rubbed the bottle up and down my wet pussy.

I imagined ordering Camree to remove her skirt in the cafeteria. She obeys, even though she is mortified that the entire school will see her shaved pussy. They would, too; I never allow my pets to wear panties.

I imagined ordering Camree to get on top of the table and lift up her shirt to show off those big tits of hers. Again she obeys because I own her: body, mind and soul.

I imagined setting an empty pop bottle on the table and ordering her to lower herself onto it. Again, she obeys the difficult task and succeeds, because she is flexible and, undeniably, horny.

I imagined watching her ride the bottle as everyone in the room also watched, in awe that one of the most popular girls in school obeyed me, even immediately obeying such intimate orders.

I imagined me becoming Mistress to every senior classmate, every hot teacher and even our

Principal.



I slid the bottle inside my fevered desperate cunt and furiously fucked myself as I imagined the possibilities of dominating friends and enemies; classmates and teachers.

Not surprisingly, I came fast as I fucked myself with the bottle... apparently a pretty good sex toy back then and even now.

As I lay there, my orgasm fading, I closed the scrapbook thinking I was going to have to pace myself. I wanted to devour the entire story, like I did each Hunger Games book, yet I also didn't want the story ever to end. I knew once the scrapbook was done... it was done.

So, I made a promise to myself to only read it once a week... a promise that would be almost impossible to keep.

THE END... for now.

Coming next: 1950s: Moms & Daughters

If you enjoyed Rebecca artwork and this story, please feel free to check out my other Rebecca collaborations:

Straight Housewife Blackmailed

"Moms & Daughters": A Family Affair

Summer of Slut: MILF Challenge

Coming Out in Costume

New Family Tradition: Lezmas Eve

MILF's Teen Crazed Cunt Fantasy


1950s: Moms & Daughters

Summary: Two moms become Mistresses to their daughters.

Note 1: Thanks to Rebecca, the famous artist whose artwork inspired and was used for this new series. Especially her series 'Housewives at Play', 'Teens at Play' and 'Hot Moms'. Thank you for access to your entire book catalogue as well as your website for this massive series.

Note 2: This is the fifth chapter of a multi-chapter story about one woman's journey of sexual submission and lesbian exploration through the decades and through generations of family members.

In part 1, 1950s: 1st Time With a Girl, our 2015 protagonist Kimmy is given a gift of a scrapbook from her recently deceased great-grandmother, Rebecca. When Kimmy opens the scrapbook, she is shocked to find that the scrapbook is a journal of her beloved great-grandmother's sexual adventures...with drawings. Kimmy reads in awe of Rebecca's first time with a woman. Once done reading, Kimmy pleasures herself while reliving her most recent seduction of her nerdy science partner Zelda.

In part 2, 1950s: Housewives' Lesbian Society, our protagonist reads the next chapter in her great-grandmother's scrapbook. Rebecca is caught masturbating while babysitting and ends up having a sexual encounter with a MILF. Rebecca also learns of a secret lesbian society that is years old and she is offered the opportunity to be the newest submissive housewife pet. To earn the privilege to be the housewife pet for her senior year, she must meet the head mistress and service her. Lastly, Kimmy, so horny from the idea of a housewife sex club, envisions dominating one of her neighbours.

In part 3: 1950s: Housewives' Pet Training, our protagonist learns about her great-grandmother's training to be a pet to a community of housewife lesbians. Rebecca is forced to suck cock for the first time, witnesses a massive housewife lesbian orgy, gets fisted and spanked before being ordered to seduce her best friend. Lastly, Kimmy gets herself off after a long night by imagining all the different MILF's she would like to seduce.

In part 4: 1950s: Lick and Fuck Best Friends, our protagonist reads about her great-grandmother's seduction of her best friend. Rebecca becomes more brazen at school and must fulfill the task of seducing her best friend, Eleanor. Lastly, Kimmy gets herself off with a pop bottle as she fantasizes about making her good friend Camree be her public slut.

Note 3: Thanks to Robert, Wayne, and Tex Beethoven for editing.

Note 4: Normal text writing is present day; Bold is Kimmy flashing back to one of her own sexual encounters or fantasizing about one; italics is the scrapbook stories of our hero Rebecca.

Note 5: Also, please note that although I've tried to make the main characters as close as possible to look the same, the photos are taken from a massive collection from Rebecca's website. Thus, there will often be subtle differences (freckles, breast size, etc.). That said, I don't believe it should hinder the enjoyment of the story.

Note 6: Of course, all characters in the story are 18 years of age or older.

1950s: Moms & Daughters

I lasted three days without reading anymore of my great-grandmother's stories. I was trying for a week, but the temptation was too strong. It was like the scrapbook was the ring in Lord of the Rings and I was drawn to it... unable to resist its intoxicating power. This handwritten book with such expressive drawings had become my very own 'Precious'.

I had Zelda get me off each of the other days, but tonight as I gave into the temptation of what was I beginning to think of as the real thing, as even better than reality, my pussy was tingling and I had to see what was about to happen with Rebecca's best friend's mom. I know, sixty years ago and I'm using future tense.

I got undressed, grabbed a vibrator, and got into bed... it was time for a bedtime story... ironically I could recall great-grandmother reading them to me as a child... that said, the stories she had left to me in her will were not the ones she would have read to me back then!

I shook my head.

I still couldn't believe that my sweet great-grandmother, the most caring and compassionate woman I had ever known, used to be a submissive lesbian.

Yet, as I opened the scrapbook to continue reading her journey of sexual liberation in 1954, I had no idea that the shocking revelations were just beginning.

.....

As I reached Mrs. Stroman's house, I paused.

What was I going to say?

"Hey, I'm this year's housewife pet and I'm here to serve you? By the way, Mrs. Madison would like your daughter to be a pet, too."

I realized telling her I was the pet would be easy. I assumed this happened every year and it wasn't out of the ordinary.

But telling her about her daughter, my best friend, that seemed an entirely more awkward and uncomfortable conversation to have.

Before I could chicken out, knowing I was going to obey whatever Mrs. Madison or any other member of the secret society told me to do, including Mrs. Stroman, I rang the doorbell.

I waited.

I rang it again.

No answer.

I checked the door. It was unlocked.

I walked in, not out of the usual... I walked in and out of my friend Eleanor's house all the time... but it was out of the usual at this time of the morning. I heard the school bell in the distance. No worries, I was covered.

I called out, "Mrs. Stroman."

No response, but I could hear a blender in the kitchen.

I walked towards the kitchen still trying to figure out what I was going to say.

Yet even after all the things I had seen in the past little while, all the things I had done in the past little while, what I walked into shocked me completely.

Mrs. Stroman was on the floor, leaning against her oven, almost entirely naked, pleasuring herself in the most unorthodox way... with a blender.

She was also, obviously, near orgasm.



I watched in voyeuristic awe as she held the running blender; it seemed to be on high, hard against her pussy.

I instantly knew I was going to try the same thing when I had the chance.

I knew I should leave; it would be utterly humiliating to be caught in such a compromising position, especially by your daughter's best friend.

Yet my legs were trapped in quicksand.

My eyes were glued to what I was watching.

She moaned, "Ohhhhhh, yes."

Before she could orgasm however, I finally gained some control of my legs and tried to sneak away by backing out, but I bumped into a chair. The chair complained by emitting a penetrating squeak against the floor.

Mrs. Stroman opened her eyes, startled. Her red cheeks instantly went ghost white. "What are you doing here, Rebecca?" she asked.

"Mrs. Madison sent me," I answered, deciding to take the initiative. I walked over to her, dropped to my knees, placed a reassuring hand on her knee and asked submissively, "May I please finish you off, Mistress?"

"No way," she said, as comprehension began to form in her head.

I moved the blender away, lay on my stomach and said, my face now directly next to her pussy, "I've wanted to do you for some time, Mistress."

Before she had time to respond, I began licking her pussy.

"Oh, God," she moaned, "I can't believe you're the one."

"Are you disappointed?" I asked, and returned to licking her already very wet pussy.

"Nooooo," she said. "This is a very, very pleasant surprise, Rebecca."

"And a very delicious breakfast," I countered.

She laughed, "This is surreal."

I licked for a couple of minutes, before she cursed, "Shit, I need to stand up."

She quickly stood up and I looked up at her, as I got onto my knees.

"Sorry, leg cramp," she explained, as she moved her leg around.

I moved to her and asked, "May I?"

She looked down at me and nodded, "Yes, I think you'd better finish what you stopped from finishing on its own."

"I'm sorry, Mistress," I said, moving back to her pussy.

She laughed, "At first I was mortified, being caught in such a compromising position by Eleanor's best friend, but now that I know you're the housewife pet, well Rebecca, the possibilities are endless."

I nodded, knowing of a possibility she had not yet considered, "Oh, Mistress, you can't even imagine how endless."

I leaned forward and resumed licking her pussy.



"Oh my," she moaned, "you have a wicked tongue."

"Thank you, Mistress," I replied, as I kept licking her, looking forward to tasting her full flood of cum. Yet I was still worried about telling her about her daughter Eleanor and Mrs. Madison's delicious new idea.

"Oh, your sleepovers are going to have a whole new dimension," she said. I smiled as I thought to myself 'you have no idea'.

I kept licking. As her moans increased and I sensed she was getting close, I concentrated on her swollen clit.

"Oh yes, you secret slut, lick my clit, suck on it, bite it," she demanded, as she grabbed the back of my head.

I tried to do as I was told, but it became very difficult when she started to actually bounce my head on her pussy. So I just extended my tongue and tried to make as much contact with her pussy as I could.

Eventually she came and she held my head deep between her legs through the entire orgasm. I hungrily licked her sweet nectar. It was similar, yet subtlety different from her daughter's.

Once done, she let go and said, looking down at me, "That was one of the best surprises of my life."

Deciding she had just set herself up perfectly for Mrs. Madison's idea, I smiled, "Funny you should say that."

She pulled me off my knees and asked, "What do you mean?"

"I have another surprise for you," I said, before adding, "two actually."

"You do, do you?" she asked, looking curious.

"Boy do I," I nodded.

"Well, share away," she said.

"Well, Eleanor and I, well, we, um," I began, but wasn't able to say the words.

"Oh my," she said, immediately getting it. "That explains her being at your house all weekend, how tired she was when she came home last night, and her odd behaviour this morning."

"How so?" I asked.

"She seemed different, happier," she said.

"I'm glad," I said.

"So what did you two do?" she asked, as she went to pour us each a cup of coffee.

I reached down to grab my hairband, which had come off during our tryst, and told her the entire story, including the seduction, the pussy pleasing and taking her virginity. I then told her my entire story.

"Wow!" she nodded.

I pondered how to add the second part of the information.

"Well, I'm happy my baby girl is finally exploring her sexuality," Mrs. Stroman said.

"I'm happy you think that," I said. "Because there is something Mrs. Madison wants me to ask you."

"What?" she asked.

"Mrs. Madison wants to have two housewife pets this year," I revealed.

After a brief pause, she said, the significance hitting her, "Oh."

"She wants me to get your approval," I continued, praying Mrs. Stroman would agree. The thought of doing this crazy thing with Eleanor aboard was super exciting!

"Okay," she nodded. "I have an idea."

"Okay, yes she can be a housewife pet?" I asked.

"Likely," she nodded, a look of deviousness on her face. "But I need to set it up."

"Okay," I nodded, unsure what she had in mind.

"Come home with her after school today and once I leave I want you to get her naked and in a sixty-nine," she said.

"Um, okay," I said, unsure what she had in mind.

"Just do it," she ordered.

"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, curious and confused.

"You should probably get to school," she said. "I have to go and have a chat with Mistress Madison."

"You're not angry?" I asked.

"Oh not at all," she reassured. "I just need some clarity on a few things."

"Oh, okay," I nodded, before heading to school.

.....

After school, I suggested to Eleanor that we go back to her place to study for tomorrow's chemistry test and of course she agreed.

Once there, Mrs. Stroman greeted us with cookies and milk. I couldn't help but smirk at the wholesomeness of the snack... when we both knew that what I really wanted to snack on was hiding under her dress.

Mrs. Stroman asked about our day and said that she had spent the entire afternoon visiting with Mrs. Madison about some big opportunities for Eleanor and me.

Eleanor asked, "What kind of opportunities?"

"It's a surprise for now," she smiled, as she prepared to leave.

As we went to the living room to turn on a record and study, Mrs. Stroman asked, "I'm going to the market. You girls want to come?"

We both said, "No thanks," as I slyly squeezed Eleanor's ass.



The instant the door was closed, I grabbed Eleanor's hand and giggled, "I need a tasty drink of pussy juice to wash down that wholesome snack your mother gave us. What do you say?"

"Oh my God!" Eleanor giggled, as I led her to the living room. I put on the new Frank Sinatra album 'Songs for Young Lovers' which suddenly seemed so perfect.

I walked back to Eleanor and kissed her. I knew I had only ten minutes to get us in a compromising position, so I unbuttoned her blouse.

She said, "We can't do it here."

"Your mom just left, we have at least half an hour," I countered, as I removed her blouse. "That's lots of time for a yummy cocktail."

"Okay," she trembled, as I slipped her bra off.

A couple of minutes later, we were on the carpet, in a sixty-nine, hungrily licking each other.

My face was buried deep in Eleanor's pussy when I heard, "I forgot my keys and... what?"



"Mom!" Eleanor gasped.

"Exactly what is going on here young lady?" Mrs. Stroman demanded, in full actress mode.

"I, um," Eleanor stammered; I kept licking.

"Are you a lesbian?" Mrs. Stroman accused.

"I don't know," she moaned. She tried to move, but I held on to her ass. She wasn't going anywhere and I continued licking.

Mrs. Stroman ordered, "Rebecca, come to me,"

"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, letting go of Eleanor's ass.

Eleanor stood up and watched, confused, as I crawled obediently to her mom and sat at her feet.

Acting done and gentler now, Mrs. Stroman said, "I think it's time to let you in on a secret, Eleanor."

"What secret?" Eleanor asked, as I submissively caressed her mom's calf.

Mrs. Stroman snapped her fingers and pointed to her pussy. I wordlessly moved underneath her skirt and straight to her pussy, like a tracking dog on a scent.

"Rebecca! Mom!" Eleanor gasped, as I began licking her mom.

As I licked, Mrs. Stroman explained the entire secret housewife society, my recent position in it and her learning about me being the pet just today. She then added, "And Mistress Madison has requested that I allow you to become a housewife pet, too."

I wished I could have seen her face. Was she freaking out? Was she taking it all in? She hadn't said a word throughout the entire explanation which was very unlike her.

Mrs. Stroman ordered, "Come and unzip my dress, Eleanor."

"Really?" Eleanor asked, her tone still implying she was confused and overwhelmed.

"Now, Eleanor," Mrs. Stroman ordered.

"Yes, Mother," Eleanor replied.

I kept licking as I heard the zipper going down and felt the dress lift up over me, revealing my pussy pleasing activities and my shiny face.

Mrs. Stroman ordered, "Now sit over there and watch your best friend get Mommy off."

With that, Mrs. Stroman grabbed the back of my head and guided it, gently this time, deeper into her. I eagerly lapped her inner labia, really turned on by the knowledge that Eleanor was watching my every move.

In only a couple of minutes my face was being flooded with cum and my tongue went into overdrive as she moaned, "Lick up all my cum, my pet."

Once she had calmed down, she let go of my head and asked, "Rebecca, do you want Eleanor to be a pet with you?"

"Yes, Mistress, I would love that so much." As I answered, I looked beseechingly at Eleanor, who still looked completely bewildered.

"Good," she nodded. "I really do have to go and get some groceries. So please tell Eleanor your story and then at 8 o'clock you two are to go and see Mrs. Madison at Ms. Winston's home."

"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, thinking 'Ms. Winston too? How many teachers were part of this lesbian secret society?'

Mrs. Stroman caught her daughter's attention and added, "When we are home alone, or with pet Rebecca here or at a society gathering, you will answer to me as Mistress Mommy. Is that clear?"

Eleanor nodded, still looking overwhelmed.

"Say it," Mrs. Stroman firmly demanded.

"Yes, Mistress Mommy," Eleanor replied.

"Good girl," Mrs. Stroman nodded, as she added, "Now get Mommy's dress for me."

"Yes, Mistress Mommy," Eleanor again said, this time sounding more natural.

I watched from my submissive position on my knees as Eleanor respectively and carefully dressed her Mother.

Once dressed, Mrs. Stroman suggested, "You should probably continue this in your room, Eleanor. Your father will be home in under an hour."

"Yes, Mistress Mommy," Eleanor nodded.

Mrs. Stroman pulled me up from my knees and kissed me. Breaking the kiss she quipped, "Damn I taste good. See you for dinner in an hour."

"Yes, Mistress," I said.

"Yes, Mistress Mommy," Eleanor said.

Once she was gone, I took the initiative, grabbing our clothes and guiding Eleanor to her bedroom.

Eleanor said, "I can't believe it."

As I closed the door, I asked, "Which 'it' don't you believe? That there is a lesbian secret housewife society? That your mom is part of it? That Mrs. Madison is the head Mistress? That I'm a sexual pet to at least twenty housewives? That your Mom speaks and I obey without hesitation? Or that they want you to join as a pet so you can do what I'm doing?"

"All of the above," she said.

I walked over and kissed her. She didn't respond at first, but then kissed me back. When I broke the kiss, I explained, "Eleanor, just like it is for me, this is a natural transition for you. We are both people pleasers."

"I just can't fathom my mom as a lesbian," she said.

"I don't think my Mom actually is, but I don't know for sure," I said, somehow happy she wasn't a part of the club... at least I was pretty sure she wasn't. Suddenly I realized that if Eleanor's mom was in the club, so might mine be. They were best friends. I was still very new to all this, and didn't know who was in and who was not.

"And how does it work?" she asked.

I described my entire collection of experiences, as well as who had been previous housewife pets, and then said, "I'd love you to share this opportunity with me."

"Really?" she asked, taking in all she had learned.



"Yes," I nodded, kissing her again. "I want to do everything with you."

We got each other off in a sweet sixty-nine and had just finished when her father got home. I asked, "Want to go and see Mrs. Madison tonight?"

"Yes," she nodded.

"Great," I said, super happy.

As we were walking hand in hand to Ms. Winston's house, Eleanor said, "I'm not sure I can do this."

I reassured her, "Don't worry; let's just go and find out what Mrs. Madison has to say."

"Okay," she nodded, clearly nervous.

I reassured her again. "Eleanor, they won't make you do anything you don't want to. At least not at first. And when they do, you'll find that you don't mind. Trust me. If I can take everything they dish out and love it, then so can you."

"Okay," she agreed.

That said, I wasn't remotely ready for what we were about to walk in to.

I knocked on the door and was greeted by Mrs. Madison who smiled, "You're early... very good. Come on in."

"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, following her in, taking Eleanor's hand again in case she was having second thoughts.

Once inside, I heard Ms. Winston say, "Yeah... There now, that's a good slave."



I was instantly curious who else was a slave... that was my job! I experienced a brief jolt of jealousy.

Mrs. Madison warned, "What you are about to see may shock you, Rebecca."

"Okay," I said.

"But it's all part of the master plan," Mrs. Madison continued. "It had to be done to protect you and to protect the secret society."

"Okay," I again agreed, even though I was curious and nervous about what she was saying.... Not comprehending what she was inferring.

"Go ahead, my pet," Mrs. Madison said, "Welcome to your new reality. And Eleanor, please come with me."

I watched Eleanor follow Mrs. Madison downstairs, looking back at me with a look of trepidation. I gave her a wink and then headed into the living room.

And froze.

My mother was on her knees, naked, her face buried between Ms. Winston's legs.

"Hi, Rebecca," Ms. Winston greeted, her hand holding my mom's head.

I could see my mother freeze as she heard my name.

Yet, Ms. Winston, a sweet and much admired math teacher, used words I had never imagined or ever fathomed hearing a teacher say, "Get back to licking, you fucking slut."

As my mother resumed licking, her face burning with humiliation, Ms. Winston continued, "Sorry, Rebecca, but your mother needs to be disciplined."

"Oh," was all I could muster, as I watched in astonishment.

From behind me, Mrs. Madison explained, "You see, Rebecca, when you agreed to be our housewife pet, you involuntarily added your mother to the secret society. We need her on our side so when you are beckoned, or miss school, your mother can cover for you."

"Oh," was again all I could muster, as I realized her humiliation was my fault. Suddenly I was riddled with guilt.

Mrs. Madison, clearly able to read my mind, explained, "It's okay, my pet. Your mother was already next on our list. Mrs. Stroman was very eager to add her to the club. So all you did was speed up the process."

I asked, "If she's a member of the society, why is she being treated like a pet?"

"For training and for hierarchy purposes," Mrs. Madison explained. "The newest member must always serve all current members as an initiation and to understand the mindset of a pet."

Oddly, that made sense to me. I couldn't deny that watching my mother naked and licking pussy was taboo and hot... my pussy was on fire.

"So, just like you, my pet," Mrs. Madison continued, as my gaze remained transfixed on my mother, "your mom needs to have her own compromising situation on record to keep her loyal."

"Oh," apparently the only sound able to escape my lips.

"So, this afternoon I went to your house while you were at school and told her about your new voluntary community service," she continued.

Ms. Winston began grinding on my mom's face as she offered, "Your mother is already a very good pussy pleaser."

"Like mother, like daughter," Mrs. Madison quipped, before ordering me, "Get undressed, Rebecca."

"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, as I watched Ms. Winston reach orgasm.

"Yessssss, lick up my cum, you nasty fucking bitch," Ms. Winston snarled wickedly, as she held my Mom so hard in her pussy I couldn't imagine how Mom could breathe.

Once I was naked, Mrs. Madison said, "On all fours, my pet."

"Of course, Mistress," I obeyed, dropping to my knees and then to my hands and knees.

"Slut Cathy," Mrs. Madison said, as finally Ms. Winston let go of her head.

Her face was completely glistening with wetness, her cheeks were ruby red and she had tears in her eyes. But, she didn't look up or respond.

Mrs. Madison repeated, her tone instantly annoyed, "Slut Cathy, look at me."

Mom did, briefly seeing me on all fours, naked, in front of Mrs. Madison.

"Thank your daughter for allowing you the privilege of joining this exclusive club," ordered Mrs. Madison.

Mom whispered, "Thank you, Rebecca."

"For what?" Mrs. Madison asked, clearly annoyed.

"For allowing me to be a member of this lesbian club," she answered.

"Tell your daughter about this afternoon," Mrs. Madison ordered, "and how you became the newest member of the housewife club."

Mom sighed.

"And don't you ever fucking sigh at me again," Mrs. Madison roared, scaring Mom... and me. "Is that clear?"

"Yes, Mistress," Mom answered.

"Now tell the story," Mrs. Madison ordered, before adding, "Ms. Winston you are in charge. I need to go and check on our other new pet."

"Of course, Mistress," Ms. Winston said, as she sat down on the couch.

I watched Mrs. Madison leave.

"Crawl to your mother," Ms. Winston ordered, my mom now sitting on a stool.

I crawled, wondering if they were going to make us do something even more taboo. Would they make us perform incest?"

"You two look so cute together," Ms. Winston said, as I reached my mother's feet. I couldn't tell if she was being sarcastic or not.

I looked up at Mom and she looked down at me.

"Tell the story, Cathy," Ms. Winston ordered. "Tell your daughter how you ended up low slut on the totem pole of the club."

Mom ignored the order and instead moved her hand to my cheek.

I briefly thought she was going to grab my ponytail and guide me to her pussy, something that had already happened to me a couple of times.

Instead, she apologized, looking down at me with a look of complete guilt, "Sweetheart... I'm so sorry I got you dragged into this."

I responded, "It's okay, Mom," as I wondered why she was apologizing to me. It was I who should be apologizing to her.



"Tell the fucking story," Ms. Winston demanded.

I wanted to apologize too, but trying to reassure her, I suggested, "Let's just do what they want."

"Okay," Mom nodded.

<Kimmy, this next part will be told in your great-great grandmother's words. Although you never met her, she was an amazing woman, a very submissive woman>

After a deep breath she began, "Well, Carol rang me up this morning and asked if she could come over this afternoon because she had something to discuss with me and it was urgent. I agreed of course, and prepared coffee and biscuits for her visit. When she arrived, we chatted for fifteen minutes and had coffee before she startled me by asking, "How often does Donald fuck you?"

I actually spit out a bit of coffee at the question. Partly because of how frank it was and partly because she had used profanity. I asked, "Pardon?"

"How often does Donald pound your cunt?" she reworded.

"That is private," I answered.

"I get fucked daily," she said. "And I have my pussy munched daily too."

I laughed.

"No seriously," she continued. "I can't recall the last day I haven't come at least once."

"I can't remember the last time I have," I sighed, before adding, being more frank than I ever had been when talking about sex, which in itself was very rare, "Donald is no longer remotely interested in sex. And I have never had my pussy licked by anyone."

"Never?" Carol gasped.

"Never," I repeated.

"And when did you last get yourself off?" Carol continued.

"Never," I admitted.

Carol gasped again. "You do know that God created your cunt so you could enjoy intense pleasure. Don't you?"

I was still stunned by the conversation, but then I was blown away when she stood up and said, "My dear friend Cathy, it's time you learned the truth."

"Of what?" I asked.

"Of a very big secret," Carol said, bending down and kissing me.

I was like a stone; paralyzed by shock.

Soon my body bypassed my off-duty brain, and I returned the kiss. Having felt sexually neglected by my husband for years, intimacy a distant though fond memory, Carol's tender kiss quickly had my head spinning, and an off-duty brain didn't seem like a bad thing. I trusted Carol. Let her be my brain for a while.

She cupped my breasts. I silently allowed that and she kissed me.

She pulled my sweater over my head. I silently allowed that and she kissed me.

She unclasped my bra. I silently allowed that and she kissed me... OH! how tenderly.

She pulled me to my feet and removed my skirt, pulled down my pantyhose and then my panties. I allowed her to strip me completely naked while I watched as if it were an out of body experience.

I watched as she knelt down to kiss my pussy lips and I moaned... it had only taken her an instant, but nobody in my life had ever given me such pleasure and I knew... just knew... that this would get better and better. "Oh, God."

"Mmmmmm, you're already so wet," she purred.

She stood back up, and ordered, "Come undress me."

I did, my brain still turned off as I willingly did as I was told, my hands trembling but my eyes so steady. I was so eager to see the minister's wife naked. I should note here that never once in my life had I ever considered another woman in a sexual way, but one kiss from Carol and that lack was swept away! I had only a vague notion of what would be coming next, but my whole body was quivering in eagerness.

Once she was naked, she invited, "Go ahead Cathy, taste my cunt."

I still didn't hesitate. I drifted to my knees, leaned forward and licked.

"Good girl," she moaned, which I thought was strange. Yet, her exotic taste had me instantly intoxicated, instantly addicted.

Before I knew it we were on the floor in my living room. I was on top of her, licking her pussy and she was licking mine. I couldn't believe how amazing it felt to have a tongue on my pussy. Nor could I believe how quickly my orgasm built.



As my orgasm grew, I tried to keep licking, but struggled to concentrate.

Suddenly she stopped.

I whined, "Please Carol, don't stop."

"Go bend over the coffee table," she ordered, as she pushed me off her.

"What? Why?" I asked.

She ordered, her tone suddenly changing, "Move. Now. Cathy, I'm about to give you the fucking of your life."

"I don't understand," I said, lying on my side.

"You don't need to, just do it," she ordered, as she went over to a duffle bag she had brought along that I hadn't noticed until now.

For some reason, I still felt compelled to obey. I crawled over to the table and tried to figure out how to actually bend over it.

When she returned she said, "Hurry up, my little housewife slut, it's time to give you the fucking you've craved for a very long time."

I was surprised to be called a slut, but even more surprised by the huge penis that was pointing at me from between her legs. I gasped. "What the hell is that?"

"A cock," she shrugged. "It's obviously been a really long time."

I laughed, "I mean how do you have one?"

"All housewives should have one," she shrugged. "They're great for entertaining guests in the afternoon while the men are at work."

"I can't believe it," I said, staring at this massive fake cock.

"Oh, you can believe it all right; this has already been used on many of your friends," she said, before adding, "now drape yourself over that table, it's time to give you that fucking you've been missing."

"That thing will tear me apart," I protested, even as I wondered how something that long and thick would feel buried deep in me.

"What doesn't kill you makes you stronger," she quoted, as she snapped her fingers and pointed to the table.

Figuring what the hell, I crawled to the table and lay on top of it. I yelped at how cold it was on my nipples. "That table is cold."

"Don't worry," she said, moving behind me. "I'll warm you up very quickly and very thoroughly."

"Okayyyyyyy," I moaned loudly with surprise, as she slid the entire massive cock inside me with one hard, deep thrust.

"Beg, slut," she demanded, her cock buried deep inside me.

Feeling sexually alive for the first time in ten years, I didn't even hesitate. "Please, Carol, please fuck me."

"Call me Mistress," she responded, surprising me yet again.

Mistress?! The desire to be fucked overrode any hesitation to do anything at all... whatever would please her... anything at all... my thoughts swirling around... logic and questioning and even thinking seeming very far away... whatever Carol wanted is what Carol was going to get... I cried out with all the passion in my soul, "Please, Mistress Carol, please, please, PLEASE, FUCK MEEEEE!!!."

"You sure?" she asked. "I can be a very demanding Mistress."

Not considering the consequences of her warning for a moment, I agreed, "Anything, Mistress Carol. I'll do anything."

"Remember those words, my pet," she said, as she began fucking me.

Her tone was ominous, her calling me 'pet' another warning, but I was too focused on the pleasure she was giving me.

The sounds coming out of me were an incoherent babble as the pleasure that had been growing when she had been licking me flooded back in.

She said, "You said you needed a good fucking so here it is, with my compliments."



"Oh, God, so good, soo... oooohhh, fuck fuck fuck." I responded, unable to even try and say a complete sentence.

"Tell me what you are," she ordered, as she fucked me.

"A pet," I answered, unsure what she wanted me to say.

"My obedient, cunt licking, fuck slut?" she hinted.

"Yes, yes," I agreed, the nasty name calling somehow turning me on even more.

"Say it, fuck slut," she ordered, as she rammed that big cock to depths inside me I hadn't known existed.

I didn't hesitate. "Yes, I'm your housewife fuck toy to use as you please." As I said the words, I became the words. And a tension that I hadn't even noticed but that had building and building in me suddenly disappeared. I knew I wasn't finished yet; the requirements on me would continue coming, but I now welcomed them all.

"Address me as Mistress, fuck toy," she ordered, slapping my ass.

"Yes, Mistress, use your fuck toy," I babbled, not making much sense, my orgasm so close, my eagerness so overpowering.

She ordered, "C'mon now...be a naughty little wife and cum for me!"



For some reason, permission was the last straw that broke the camel's orgasm and I screamed incoherent sounds as the most intense orgasm I had ever had... quite frankly I think the first real orgasm I had ever experienced... hit me like a machine gun.

"That's it! Do it! Cum while I fuck your dirty slutty cunt! Cum for me, bitch!" she ordered, even as my orgasm was already ricocheting around my insides and through my very being. Pching! Pching! Pching!

"I am cuuuummmiiiiinnngg, Mistressssssssss!!!!!!" I exulted to the heavens.

She fucked me throughout my endless orgasm and even as my first orgasm began to dissipate I could feel a second beginning, like breakers crashing on the seashore.

She pulled out suddenly, walked in front of me and shoved the cock in my open mouth even as my spasms continued, although now weaker and diminishing. "Clean your cum off my cock, cum-slut."

I didn't really have a choice. Her cock was in my mouth and she was slowly fucking my face while holding it in place with her grip in my hair. Her cock was so thick that my mouth was stretched to impossible proportions. But my saliva was flowing freely and her cock was becoming cleaner and cleaner so long as I remembered to keep swallowing.

When she pulled out, she said, "Well, I'd say poor Donald doesn't know what he's been missing. You're a natural born slut, aren't you Catherine?"



I was still coming, gently now, and I weakly said, "Yes."

"Yes, what?" she questioned, pulling my hair roughly.

"Yes, Mistress," I quickly corrected.

"You want more, don't you?" she asked knowingly, looking down at me.

"Yes, please, Mistress," I nodded.

"If I fuck you again, you join the secret lesbian housewife society," she warned.

"Yes, Mistress," I agreed. "Anything!"

"And you will be expected to serve every member of the society," she continued.

"Yes, Mistress," I agreed.

"You really are an eager slut, aren't you?" she accused, as she moved back behind me.

"I had no idea I was before today," I replied, as I felt her hands back on my hips.

"Self-discovery is very important," she said, as she slammed her cock back into me.

"Thank you, Mistress," I gasped as my second orgasm began building instantly.

She fucked me for minutes, talking dirty the entire time. Revealing names of other members of the club... each of which shocked me... each of which intrigued me.

"Will you be a good pussy pleaser?" she asked.

"Yes, Mistress always," I agreed.

"And will you be an obedient pet?" she perused.

"Yes, Mistress, and an eager one," I whimpered, my orgasm so close.

"And a good housewife slave?" She continued.

My orgasm was so close and her nasty words were bringing me ever closer to eruption, and I babbled, completely out of control, "Ahh...mmm... fuck me, please! Fuck me, and make me cum... Ooh...oh...unff... I-I promise I'll be a good slave... ohh..."



"Will you lick my asshole if I make you cum, Catherine?'

Although the question was repulsive, I didn't hesitate, willing to do anything to come, anything to make my new Mistress happy. "Ohh, Yess! Yess! Oh... please... like that."

Then a variety of sounds came out of me as my second orgasm hit me. "Fuck meeeee!"

"Such a dirty slut, coming twice on the table where your husband eats," Mistress Carol quipped, as I came like the slut I apparently was.



"Mistress Carol, I'm your slut," I declared.

"Whore Cathy, you're the whole community's slut," she corrected.

"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, "I am the entire community's pussy slut."

She pulled out, walked back around in front of me, and again shoved her cock in my mouth. As I bobbed on the cock, she told me, "You are such a natural submissive."

When she pulled out, she took the harness off, turned around, bent over and ordered, as she moved back so my face was buried in her ass cheeks, "Lick my asshole, Catherine."

I put my hands on her hips and began the nasty task. I was surprised not only at how sweaty and salty her asshole was, but also at how natural I felt doing it.



"Get that tongue all the way in my shit hole, slut. I want my insides cleaned," she ordered.

I did the best I could until she moved away and ordered, "Go sit on the couch."

"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, thankful to change positions.

Once sitting, she moved to me and ordered, "Now get me off."

"Yes, Mistress," I repeated, as I leaned forward and resumed licking her pussy... it seeming like hours since I had first tasted her.

I licked her for a while before she turned around, bent over and said, "Now bury your face in my pussy and ass, you hungry slut."

And I did, wanting more than anything to get her off.



"And use your fingers," she added.

I obeyed and I licked and fingered her until she finally came all over my face. I eagerly lapped her cum and knew that I would do so again and again.

When she was done coming, she said, "I expect you to be at Ms. Winston's house at 6:15."

"What about Donald?" I asked, my face soaking wet, my pussy soaking wet.

"Figure it out," she shrugged. "I have one more surprise for you."

<My mother's story done, I, Rebecca, will continue the story now, dearest Kimmy.>

My Mom said, "And apparently you're the other surprise?"

"That she is, Catherine," Mrs. Madison said, joining us again. "Do you like your surprise?"

"I feel rather guilty," Mom admitted.

"You shouldn't," Mrs. Madison said. "She was already a pet weeks before you submitted."

"You were?" Mom asked, looking down at me.

"I was," I nodded.

"Oh," Mom said.

"And now it's time for the two of you to get a lot closer," Mrs. Madison said.

"What? No!" Mom objected.

"Don't you ever fucking question me, slut," Mrs. Madison scolded. "I'm top dog in this society because when I need to be, I'm the biggest bitch in the entire state! I make the decisions here and you will do what the fuck you're told."

"But we're talking incest," Mom pointed out the obvious.

"And incest has been going on for centuries and is way more prevalent than you could ever imagine," Mrs. Madison trumped all possibility of rebuttal. Even though she knew that any opposition had been totally vanquished she added, "And incest is actually happening somewhere else in this house at this very moment."

Instantly I wondered if Mrs. Stroman was here too. Were Eleanor and her Mom having sex as we spoke?

I looked down at Mom's pussy and decided what the fuck. I pushed her back and dove in.



"Rebecca!" she gasped with a moan.

"Such a go-getter," Mrs. Madison purred.

I began licking Mom's pussy, eager to please her, eager to impress the others. I had always loved my Mom, and I longed to show her how much I loved her right now!

"This is so hot," Ms. Winston said.

"Oh Rebecca," Mom moaned, sitting up. "You don't have to do this."

"I want to, Mommy," I replied. "I don't think you can possibly understand how much I want to be your daughter and your pet. PLEASE Mommy, allow me to call you Mistress! Please allow me to make you cum."

"Oh fuck," Ms. Winston said.

That seemed to be everything my Mom needed to hear. "Oh, sweetheart," she moaned, "Oh my darling baby girl, I love you so much!" She pulled me up, pulled my naked body so close to hers, and we kissed each other deeply. Not remotely as mother and daughter, but as lovers who had yearned for each other for so many countless years and only now were able to express the passion that had always been waiting impatiently beneath the surface to emerge, but only now could be released and expressed without reservation. I kissed my Mom and she kissed me, and heaven could only observe, longing to partake in what we were sharing with each other.



I closed my eyes and surrendered totally to the taboo kiss, her tongue licking my lips. Mine licking hers.

After a couple of minutes, Mrs. Madison finally ordered, "I'd love to watch you two lovebirds kiss all night, but I want to watch you two sluts do some other things. Get on the floor and into a sixty-nine."

"Yes, Mistress," both Mom and I said in unison, which made us both giggle. We were no longer mom and daughter, but eager lovers wanting to please each other, taste each other, have fun with each other, and to please whichever Mistress chose to rule us at any given moment. Whatever else happened, whoever else ruled our lives, we were mother and daughter, sister and sister, we loved each other with indescribable passion, and we were inseparable. Till death did us part.

In obedience to Mistress Madison Mom moved to the floor and onto her back, all of her former reluctance totally washed away.

I wordlessly straddled her face and lowered my pussy onto it, before I leaned down and buried my face between my Mom's legs.

As I licked her sweetness, I couldn't believe I was licking my own mother. Even after all I had done these past few weeks, I never could have fathomed I would end up in a sexual encounter with my prim and proper mother. Surreal, but true. And for the umpteenth time in a short amount of time, I was madly in love. This time with my own mother; the woman who had offered her milky breasts to me as an infant, and who today was offering her cunt to me as a lover.

"Oh fuck, I can't believe I'm watching a mother and daughter have sex," Ms. Winston said.

"Look more closely; there is nothing more beautiful than a mother and daughter showing how much they love each other," Mrs. Madison replied with total assurance.

And I couldn't agree more. My beloved Mom's pussy juices seeping into my mouth were so natural. And my favourite new word: my Mom tasted so piquant!

I said, exploring every crevice of her pussy, the same pussy that I had come out of just eighteen years ago that I was diving back into this very moment, "Mom, you taste so piquant."

"You too honey," Mom replied, as she wrapped her hands around my back and lifted her head up to somehow get even deeper into my wet little box.

Her tongue was doing wonders and I could feel my wetness leaking out of me.

"Ooh, honey... look how gooey wet you are," Mom said, between licks.



I replied, between licks, "You too, Mom."

We both licked and licked until our orgasms were imminent and impossible to prevent.

I asked, quickly looking up and looking for Mrs. Madison, suddenly realizing I needed permission, "May I please come, Mistress Madison?"

"My pet, tonight is a very special night. You have permission to come as often as you like. I want you to bond with your mother. Until dawn," she smiled benignly. And then she added, making my heart soar, "After that, it's up to Catherine. She may be a bottom-feeding cum-slut to the rest of us, but to you she is Mistress. She may order you to do... or bestow on you... anything she wishes."

"Omigod! Thank you so much, Mistress," I cried out with all the passion in my soul, burying my face back in my Mommy Mistress's pussy. I now focused on her clit, sensing she was as close as I was.

She copied me, moving her lips to my clit and soon we were both breathing heavily and working desperately hard to get each other off.

"Yes, I'm coming, babydoll," Mom screamed.

As her cum shot out of her, I eagerly lapped up her river of sin.

She kept licking me, and less than thirty seconds after I got Mommy off, Mommy got me off. "Yes, Mistress Mommy, you're making me come. I love you so much!"

And I flooded her face with rivers of cum.

"So good," Mom moaned, as she swallowed my cum. I wasn't sure if she was talking about her orgasm, my cum or both. It didn't matter. I was in heaven, and I knew that she was too. I couldn't believe how wonderful life had gotten all of a sudden.

We kept licking each other through our fading orgasms.

"Ladies? Shall we move on to something else?" Mrs. Madison asked.

We didn't respond, each of us totally consumed with each other's cum.

Mrs. Madison raised her voice. "Are you listening?"

When we still didn't respond, neither of us wanting this intimate moment ever to end, she finally yelled, making us stop, "Slaves!!!"



"Yes, Mistress?" I reluctantly asked.

"It's time to heat this party up" Mrs. Madison said.

"Mistress I'll never deny you anything, but I'm already way overheated," I joked.

"Me too," Mom agreed.

"Stand up, Rebecca," Mrs. Madison ordered.

I did, my legs very wobbly, and I noticed two things. Ms. Winston had a camera and Mrs. Madison had a massive strap-on harness in her hand.

"You too, Catherine," Mrs. Madison added.

Mom did... slowly and stiffly. Apparently I had done as big a number on her as she had done on me.

"Ready to get fucked by your Mom, Rebecca?" Mrs. Madison asked as she moved behind Mom.

"Uh, yeah," I nodded, rather scared because of how long and thick that strap-on was.

"Address me properly, slut," Mrs. Madison scolded.

"Sorry, Mistress," I quickly apologized.

"Now answer the question properly," She ordered. "Do you want to get fucked by your Mother?"

I moved over to a sideboard, bent over, wiggled my ass invitingly and answered forcefully, "Yes, Mistress, I want my dearest Mistress Mommy to fuck me as hard as she can with that fucking big dick."

"That's a much better answer, my pet," Mrs. Madison purred, as she bent down to fasten the harness on my still dishevelled Mom.

I turned my head, while standing upright, my hands clasped behind my back in formal slave posture, to watch as Mrs. Madison fastened the strap-on to my mother's waist and thighs.

"Hold still, slave," Mrs. Madison ordered, "while I snug this up. We don't want it slipping off in mid-fuck now, do we?"

"No ma'am," Mom said, her hands in the air, her tits looking so ripe, her nipples protruding excitingly. She was obviously as submissive, if not more so, than I was.

Mrs. Madison asked, as she tightened the harness, "Are you anxious to fuck your daughter, Cathy?"



Mom answered, her big dick pointing directly at me, "Yes, I am Mistress, very anxious." The way she stressed the word 'very' excited me even more.

Once the harness was on, Mrs. Madison said as she slapped Mom's ass, "Well then slut, go and fuck your hot live-in slut toy."

"Yes, Mistress," Mom obeyed, walking eagerly towards me.

Hearing the descriptor 'live-in slut toy' made my pussy literally gush. The news that Mom and I could play with each other whenever we wanted was super exciting. Actually, that was whenever she wanted, but from the lustful look in her eyes as she approached me, I didn't think I would have a problem.

When Mom reached me she paused, as if suddenly realizing she was about to fuck her own daughter. Which, considering we had already gotten each other off to screaming orgasms with our tongues was rather too little, too late.

I encouraged her, "It's okay, Mom. I want you to. I really need you inside my slut hole."



As she kept looking at me, but still motionless, I added, wanting to talk dirty, to let her know I already understood my place, "Fuck my brains out, Slut Mistress Mommy Dearest. Show me what I'm really good for."

"Fuck our slut, you dumb bitch," Ms. Winston demanded, as she snapped a picture.

Mom moved the cock to my pussy and asked me, "You sure?"

"Yes, Mommy sweetheart," I nodded, "I want to be your pussy slave, your fuck toy, your full-service daughter. Let me give you the pleasure Daddy won't. Use me whenever and however you want and I will be the happiest slut daughter in the world!"

Mom shook her head slightly as she said, "This day is so surreal."

"And the beginning of a new era," Mrs. Madison added, as she moved behind Mom and pushed her butt, shoving Mommy's cock deep inside me. Ms. Winston snapped another picture.

The cock stretched my pussy, creating an amazing pleasure, but also a sharp pain. The sounds that came out of me were incoherent except words like 'big' and 'Mommy'.

Mom whispered, "Just relax, Sweetheart, and do what Mommy says." Holy shit. Mom was taking charge and I couldn't be happier.

"Oooh," was all I could say at first, before I resumed babbling again, my head light. "Make it all gone, Mommy." Then, thinking if she fucked me harder the pain would dissipate and the pleasure take over, I begged, although still not able to formulate a sentence, managing only, "fuck," and "hard."

"My darling big girl," she purred, as she obeyed my babble, beginning to fuck me harder as she wrapped her arms around me.



All I could find to say as she slammed into me over and over again was "Fuck," over and over and over again.

Mrs. Madison commented, "You two look perfect together. It almost makes me wish I could have kids."

"I want my own fuck toy daughter someday," Ms. Winston added.

Mom surprised all of us by saying, "You two can have mine whenever you want."

"Mommy!" I said, then giggled and asked mockingly, "Are you really willing to share your innocent daughter with the entire community?"

"When I'm not using you myself," she answered, now fucking me so hard the sideboard kept banging into the wall.

Ms. Winston added, "I think my wall will need a new paint job after you two are done with your fuck session."

And I couldn't disagree as I was fucked and ravished by my dear, sweet, slut Mistress Fuck-Mother.



I kept talking, enjoying hearing the nasty words flowing out of my mouth, "Yes Mommy, fuck your daughter," and "Pound my pussy, Mommy," and "Make me your personal fuck-toy, Mama," and "Please make your slut come, Mistress Mommy."

My words gave Mom some much needed confidence after her own humiliating submission, and she got verbal too, "You like Mommy's cock, you little slut?"

"Yes, Mommy," I moaned, "I love my Mommy's cock."

"You want to be Mommy's live-in cunt muncher?" Mom asked.

"Yes, Mommy," I agreed, "I'll munch your box for breakfast every morning. I'll pour syrup all over it if you want and you can lick your cum off my face."

"You like Mommy's home cooking?" Mom asked.

"I can't live without it," I whimpered, "I'll eat anything that comes out of your hot oven," my orgasm again building.

"I plan to use you every day, Rebecca," Mom promised.

"Only once?" I complained.

"You're such a slut Rebecca," Mom laughed, at my response.

"I'm your slut, Mommy, anytime, anywhere, anyhow." I promised.



"Excuse me, pet?" Mrs. Madison interrupted.

"Sorry, Mistress, I'm everyone's fuck slut," I corrected.

"Good girl," Mrs. Madison said, as Mom kept fucking me.

"I'm going to come, Mommy," I announced, so close.

"Pull out, Catherine" Mrs. Madison ordered.

"No," I whined.

"What did you just say?" Mrs. Madison snapped.

"Sorry, Mistress, I was so close," I explained.

"It's time for you to have your third hole fucked," she said.

"M-m-my third hole?" I stammered, even though I knew exactly what she meant.

"It's time your mother takes your final virginity," Mrs. Madison said, "as your mother, it's her right and her duty now that she's one of us," coating Mom's cock with lube.

"Oh," I said, with trepidation.

"You must understand, my pet," Mrs. Madison said, as she poured something between my ass cheeks and poked her finger at my rosebud. "All pets need to be three-hole fuck sluts."

"Yes, Mistress," I whimpered, as her finger slipped into my virgin back door.

She fingered me briefly. It was uncomfortable, but not overly painful... and experiencing such a forbidden thing somehow turned me on.

"Do I have to?" Mom asked, as Mrs. Madison's finger left my ass.

"Yes, slut," Mrs. Madison nodded. "But don't worry, once she gets past the original pain and awkwardness, she'll discover a unique pleasure.

I turned around, wanting to be nasty, wanting to impress Mrs. Madison and wanting to make Mom comfortable with what she was being tasked to do... sodomize her teenage daughter. "Fuck my ass now, Mom. I really want you to. I really need you to. Mistress Mommy please make me your ass slut!"



"It will be easier if you are on the floor, my pet," Mrs. Madison suggested.

"Thank you, Mistress," I nodded, instantly dropping to the floor.

Mom moved behind me, rolled me onto my side, and rubbed the cock up and down my ass cheeks. "You ready, baby?"

"Yes, Mommy, please Mommy," I trembled, her hand on my hip.

"Here it comes, sweetheart," she said, as she slowly pushed forward.

An intense pain instantly hit me as the thick cock stretched my ass to proportions it was not made to go. I screamed, as if I had been stabbed, "OH GOD, MOM! Oh God!!!" A bunch of other inarticulate sounds escaped my mouth as I tried to say, "It hurts... it hurts so much." I think it sounded more like, "murph...umpth... oooomfer... ooooooo!"





Mom asked, her cock now deep inside me, "Do you want me to stop, hon?"

I didn't want her to for a few reasons. One, I wanted to please Mrs. Madison. Two, I wanted to be a three-hole slut for my Mommy and for all comers. Three, I wanted to give my ass virginity to my Mom; I wanted to come with her fuck stick in my asshole. Her fuck stick. Four, I wanted to feel the pleasure Mrs. Madison had promised would come, although at the moment that didn't seem very possible. I answered, as I tried to deal with the pain, "Nooooo! I have to learn."

"Good, pet slut," Mrs. Madison said, as she promised again, "Just relax, my pet and soon the pain will fade away."

I couldn't fathom this pain ever leaving, and I grimaced as Mom continued invading my shit hole, "Ok, Mistress, I'll try."

Once she was all in, Mom said, "I'm so proud of you, sweetheart, you took my entire schlong up that sexy tight ass of yours." Mom giggled like a schoolgirl. "I never thought I would have my own schlong!"

"Thank you, Mommy," I said absurdly. Then, wanting to feel her fuck my ass, wanting to experience the pleasure I had been promised would usurp the pain, I begged, "Now please, Mommy, fuck my ass, sodomize your incestuous daughter's shit hole."

"Fuck, bitch, you sound so hot with that nasty wicked mouth of yours," Mom groaned, as she indeed began to slowly fuck my ass.

And as promised, the pain slowly faded... and a pleasure slowly grew.

"I love fucking you, sweetheart," Mom said a few minutes later, as she got more vigorous and began to slam into me with each forward thrust.

I concurred. "I love being fucked by you, Mommy. It feels really good now."

Mrs. Madison ordered, surprising me, "Slut Zelda, go and munch on Rebecca's cunt."

"Pardon?" Ms. Winston asked surprised.

Demonstrating that there was indeed a hierarchy in the housewife's club, Mrs. Madison ordered, "Just do as you're fucking told, you husbandless slut."

"Y-y-yes, Mistress," Ms. Winston stammered, as I moved onto all fours to give her access and watched as my teacher crawled underneath me and began licking my clit. The sudden cunt pleasure, mixed with the growing anal pleasure, instantly had me at a fever pitch.

Suddenly wanting and needing to come and come now, I began bouncing back on Mom's cock as hard as I could.

"Such a sexy ass slut," Mrs. Madison purred, as she watched me begin to fuck myself.

"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, as my orgasm quickly grew again.

"Come for me, my ass slut," Mrs. Madison ordered a couple of minutes later, as my breathing increased and sweat began to drip off of me.

"Come now, my daughter fuck slut," Mom demanded, meeting my backward bounces with hard firm thrusts.

"Yes, Mommy!" I screamed a moment later as my third orgasm of the night erupted through me.

Once my orgasm was done, Mrs. Madison said, "Very good. Let's take this to the bedroom."

I braced against Ms. Winston's legs to get up and said to her, looking at her face wet with my juices, "Thanks for the orgasm, Ms. Winston."

She smiled, "You taste delicious, Rebecca."

"I hope to find out how you taste, and soon," I smiled down at her.

"Me too," she said.

I then followed Mom and Mrs. Madison into a bedroom.

Once in the bedroom, which I could barely stagger to, my whole body jelly, Mrs. Madison ordered, "Catherine, take off that strap-on and get on the bed."

"Yes, Mistress," Mom obeyed, seeming to be excited about the opportunity that maybe it was her turn.

Mrs. Madison then handed me a different, much bigger, strap-on cock. "Holy shit," I said, "That monster isn't going to fit in anyone."

As she fastened it on me, she said, "Your slut mom will take it all, won't you, Catherine?"

Mom looked at the massive cock, which was even bigger than the one she had fucked me with earlier, "My cunt is yours to use as you wish, Mistress," she answered like a good submissive, even though the look on her face told me she didn't think she could fit that massive snake inside her without hemorrhaging.

"Good, answer, slut," Mrs. Madison said, as she tightened my harness snugly. "Now slut Rebecca, go become a mother fucker."

Suddenly feeling a power, a brief moment of Mistress inside me, I moved to the bed with confidence and asked my spread-eagled Mom, "K, Mom. Ready to get fucked out of your mind?"



Mom gasped, as I moved on top of her. "Your father's is only five inches."

"They say bigger is better," I purred, as I rubbed the long, thick cock up and down her pussy lips and leaned in to kiss her.

I added, "Plus, Daddy should be the last thing on your mind." After I broke another kiss, still teasing her pussy, I added, "I'm gonna' fuck you into the next neighborhood."



"Fuck me, sweetheart," she moaned, breaking yet another loving kiss. "I want you to fuck your Mommy like the dirty slut I have always wanted to be."

"You fantasized about being a slut, Mommy?" I asked, as I rubbed up and down her pussy lips.

"Yes, baby," she admitted. "But I never thought I would ever act on it. And I never ever dreamed you could be one with me!"

"Now you can be a slut whenever you want, Mommy-slut," I promised, "and whenever you want me to be your three-hole slut, you just have to snap your fingers." With that pledge still on my lips, I slid my cock deep inside her pussy and watched her eyes go big as the huge cock stretched her pussy and reached new depths.

"Holy fuck!!!!" she screamed, as the cock disappeared inside her.

I watched my massive tool slowly fill her, in awe that my body kept moving forward without resistance.

"So big," Mom moaned, as her legs seemed to lift themselves up in the air.

"Take it all, Mommy-slut," I ordered, revelling in the brief role reversal from submissive to Mistress.

"Yes, sweetheart, use me as your Mommy-slut," Mom moaned, looking into my eyes with a love and lust that were undeniable.

As my entire cock reached bottom, I said, remaining in dominant mode, ""Only a real fucking slut could take my entire dick in her cunt."

"I guess I'm a huge fucking slut, darling," Mom whimpered, as she lifted her ass up as if wanting somehow to have the cock go even deeper.

I began fucking her hard, in awe that she could take all ten inches of my cock with such ease.

She babbled, "I love you fucking me. I love that you are such a dirty girl, such a Mother fucker."

Being called a 'Mother fucker' by my own mother was surreal, and a huge turn on, and I kept fucking her hard.



Mom came a couple of minutes later just as I heard a voice say, "Wow, this is unexpected."

"Jen!" I gasped, looking at Eleanor's college aged sister wearing a huge strap-on.

"First Mom and Eleanor, and now you two," she said.

"Did you fuck Eleanor?" I asked.

"Hell, yes," Jen nodded. "It was exhilarating to make baby sister my bitch."

"Wow," I nodded, wishing I had a sister of my own. But Eleanor was an excellent substitute.

Mrs. Madison interrupted our reunion, my cock still deep in Mom, "You two can catch up later. It's time for Catherine to get her first double penetration."

"Oh God," Mom whimpered, lying on her back and shivering. She hadn't yet finished coming from her single penetration.

"Time to double fuck you, Mommy," I said, pulling her up into me.

"I can't," she weakly said, as she looked back and saw the mammoth cock Jen was wearing. Her eyes went big as she clarified, "I physically can't."

Mrs. Madison informed her, "It's the same size as the one you sodomized your daughter with."

"Oh," Mom said, as I pulled her in and kissed her.

Breaking the kiss, I held her close as I said, "Hold on, Mom. C'mon back. Let's make room for Jen Jen."



Mom whimpered, while we cuddled as if I were the mother encouraging her daughter, "I-I can't, please, don't."

Assuming full control, I whispered, "Shush... it's okay, sweetheart."

Jen joined us on the bed and said, "Ready or not, here I come." This made her giggle at the pun of the word 'come'.

I leaned back slowly, pulling Mom down with me, as Jen moved behind her.

"Is this a virgin ass?" Jen asked.

Mom whispered, "Yes."

"Yes, what, slut?" Jen demanded.

"Yes, Mistress Jen," Mom robotically responded.

"Better," she said, as she began to push her cock inside Mom's ass.

"Fuck," Mom grimaced, as our eyes locked.

I whispered, "Just relax, Mommy. I'm right here. And like Mistress Madison told me, 'there is pleasure after the pain.' I promise you it is true."

"I think I'm going to pass out," Mom said.

I pulled her down and kissed her, trying to distract her from the pain. My own cock still deep inside her.

"Fuck, she is tight," Jen declared.

"You were, too, before I took your ass," Mrs. Madison said.

"True enough," Jen laughed, before adding, "Thanks for giving me two virgin asses today."

"Well, you've been a good slut and, of course, you deserved to have first go in your sister's back door."

"She took it well," Jen said.

I wished I could have watched that. I hoped Eleanor was okay.

"Please stop," Mom begged, breaking the kiss.

"I'm almost all in, slut," Jen reassured, reaching around and cupping Mom's tits.

"Okay," Mom weakly said, tears flowing from her eyes.

I pulled her back in for another kiss.

"All in," Jen announced.

"That is so hot," Mrs. Madison said. "Think about it, Catherine. Who would have thought when you woke up this morning that by the end of the day you would not only eat my pussy, but your daughter's pussy too. That you would take your daughter's anal virginity, get fucked by her and then lose your anal cherry with Rebecca still in your cunt."

Mom broke the kiss and somehow laughed, "Not in a million years."

Mrs. Madison laughed too. "Maybe not in a million more, but on this one day it all happened."

"Time to ream her ass," Jen said, suddenly. "Beg, slut. Beg for me to pound your ass."

Mom surprised me and she replied, still with tears and trepidation, "Fuck my asshole, Jen. Make me your ass slut. Use me as your cheapest whore."

Jen obliged as she began fucking Mom. Unlike Mom, who had started slow and allowed me to get used to having a cock in my ass, Jen fucked Mom... hard.

"Holy fuck," Mom screamed, as her tits began jumping around.

"Oh yes, just another prude mother turned into what she really is," Jen purred, as she grabbed Mom's hips.

"Yes, I do want to be a slut," Mom admitted.

"A three-hole slut?" I asked.

"Yes, sweetheart, I want to be a complete full service three-hole dirty slut whore just like you are. You're my hero!" Mom cried out, trying to kiss me, but the fucking was so rough that her mouth just bounced all over my face.

"Oh Mom, you say the nicest things," I teased, as I bucked my ass up to meet Jen's thrusts down.

"Oh, Rebecca," she screamed, as she really began to get double fucked.

Like it had for me, eventually the pleasure overcame the pain and Mom was breathing heavily and getting animated. "Oh God, it feels so good," and "I love having two cocks fucking me," and "I'm going to come."

I abused her with love in my heart as I scolded, "Only slutty Moms come from getting double fucked, you cheap three-hole whore!"



"Then I'm the sluttiest Mom ever," she moaned, beginning to bounce on both cocks, which seemed to somehow make my cock go even deeper inside her.

"Mother fucker," Mom screamed.

"That's me!" I smiled, loving to see Mom's many facial expressions as she experienced such intense pleasure.

"Fuck me every day, sweetheart," Mom moaned, "I want you to make me your Mommy-slut. Will you be my Mistress, baby?"

This astounded me. I thought I was the submissive and Mom the Mistress. Yet, the idea of being submissive usually, but having my own pet, especially my own Mommy-pet, was too good an offer to refuse.

I looked at Mistress Madison, who smiled and nodded her permission.

I sealed the contract. "Yes, Mother, you are now my full-time Mommy-slut. You will eat my cunt when and where I ask. I will fuck you when and where and how I want. I will share you with who I want to, when I want to, where I want to."

"Oh yes, Mistress Rebecca," Mom shouted, "Use me as your Mommy-slut."

Witnessing her complete euphoria was completely satisfying, as was the idea of having her as my full-time Mommy-slut.



I said, assuming control, "Come now, Mommy-slut. Come from getting ass fucked like a cheap whore. Come for your Mistress daughter, come for your Mistress Jen, come for your Mistress Carol, come RIGHT NOW!!"

"Yes!" Mom screamed, my command breaking her invisible dam and the floodwaters consumed her.

Jen and I continued fucking her throughout her orgasm, until she struggled away from both of us and collapsed onto her back. "No more, I can't handle any more," she gasped through her deep gasps for air, as her whole body trembled and her pussy leaked continuously into the bedclothes.

Mrs. Madison said, "Rebecca, go downstairs. I believe you have a promise to keep with Ms. Winston."

"Yes, Mistress," I said standing up.

"Take off the strap-on first," Mrs. Madison said. "I have a college coed to fuck."

Jen said, "Thank God, Mistress," as she removed hers. "My ass needs a good fucking."

I took off my strap-on and offered the tip to my Mom to kiss, which she did gratefully. I wanted to watch Mrs. Madison and Jen, but instead headed downstairs.

Arriving down there, I was surprised to see Mrs. Stroman already between Ms. Winston's legs.



Ms. Winston smiled, "I'll be with you in a minute, Rebecca."

"Of course, Mistress," I nodded, wondering where Eleanor was.

I watched for a couple of minutes as Ms. Winston came and I replayed this surreal day in my head, a day that had totally eclipsed all my other wild crazy days and made them seem very pale in comparison.

Everything had changed now that Mom was involved. Having my very own Mommy-slut was better than my wildest dreams.

Ms. Winston stood up once her orgasm was done, and asked, looking directly at me, "Want one more fucking, Rebecca?"

"I can always use one more fucking," I smiled.

"You really are the best pet we have ever had," she said.

"Don't forget my Mom," I smiled. I'm now her daughter-Mistress and she's my Mommy-slut, and Mistress Madison approves. I can give her to you whenever you want.

"A buy one, get one free deal," Ms. Winston laughed.

"There is also Eleanor," Mrs. Stroman added, as she got off her knees and got to her feet.

"I've never had a buy one, get three deal," Ms. Winston laughed, as she attached a strap-on to her slender waist.

"Well, I had never heard of a secret housewife lesbian club before a month ago," I joked, as I bent over the sideboard and eagerly awaited my next fucking.

"Shit, you really are an eager slut," Ms. Winston said.

"Pandora's Box has been flung open," I shrugged, "and now it can't be shut."

As she moved to me, she said, "Out of all the high school seniors, you were literally the last I would have thought would be the pet."

"Really?" I asked, hurt by that.

She apologized, as she reached me. "I didn't mean that the way it sounded. I meant you just seemed so sweet and innocent."

"Do I still?" I asked, smiling.

"Now you're sweet and slutty," she smiled, as she slid the cock easily inside me.

"Yes, Mistress, please fuck your sweet slut," I moaned.

"You will be participating in a lot of teacher's pet activities at lunch under my desk," she predicted, "sometimes with lots of people in the room, possibly curious about the expressions on my face or the rustling sounds from under my desk," as she fucked me slowly at first.

I pointed out, "You and Mrs. Parks may have to fight over me."

"Don't forget about Mrs. Quinn," she said.

"Mrs. Quinn is a member too?!" I gasped. She was our librarian. Instantly I imagined her on her desk, gloriously naked. She was always shushing us. Now I wanted to shush her with my pussy.



"Just a couple weeks ago," Ms. Winston informed me.

"Well, I do love to spend time in the library," I joked.

"You are a well-rounded person," she said back, as she pulled out of my pussy and slid quickly into my asshole.

"Oh fuck," I moaned, as she fucked my round end.

"I love fucking people in their ass," she said, as she fucked mine.



As she fucked my ass, she leaned into me and pinched and yanked my nipples, creating a new pleasure and pain combination.

She pounded my ass forever, my orgasm stubbornly teasing me relentlessly, but refusing to erupt.

"Come for me, Rebecca," she ordered, "Come from just getting ass fucked."

"Please call me names, Mistress," I requested, thinking that might get me off.

"You love being treated like a whore, don't you?" she crooned, yanking painfully on my nipples.

"Yes, Mistress," I admitted.

She began a litany of name-calling as she fucked my ass hard and manhandled my tits. "Come now, ass slut," "Come, my nerdy lesbian pussy pleasing, ass taking, incest committing, cock teasing, slave."

"Oh yes, more, please more," I begged, getting so close.

"Come, you sinner, come, you mother fucking, shit hole begging cunt," she continued.

Suddenly I heard Mom's voice order me, "Come my daughter whore, come like Mommy did, you fucking ass slut."

"Yes, yes, yes," I screamed, soaring way over the top as another orgasm surged through me.

Once I had finished coming, I flew to my Mom and we ended up in an intimate embrace. "I love you, Mommy."

"I love you too, sweetheart," she said, kissing me.

I looked at her intently for a moment. "But, Mommy-slut, I thought we agreed that I was your Mistress."



She regarded her Mistress daughter with an insolent grin. "Maybe it would be fun to take turns?"

I agreed and grinned. "Yes, Mistress Mommy, I bet it would. When you commanded me just now, it penetrated to my core and I came like a mother fucker!"

"My darling daughter, from this day forward you'll never be able to come like anything but a mother fucker."

We exchanged loving grins and returned to kissing each other.



Mrs. Madison laughed, "Look what we created."

"Incest at its best," Ms. Winston added.

Mrs. Stroman joked, as both her daughters massaged her feet, "I think my two beautiful sluts would argue that claim."

Everyone laughed as the orgy came to an end.

Next morning, Mom woke me up with her head buried between my legs. I have no idea where my dad was as I came loudly for her.

The morning after that, after being awakened by my Mommy-slut the same way, I went to pick up Eleanor and ended up late for school again as we team pleased Mrs. Stroman, where I learned the period of time she loved having her nipples sucked... forever.



On Friday at the drive-in with Steve, when he asked why I had been acting so weird, I didn't answer, but just fished out his cock and sucked him off as 'The Blob' played on the screen. Or something did, anyway.

He came in under a minute, but while I spent the majority of my time serving the housewives of the community, I also began to regularly suck Steve off and swallow his cum, which although not as addicting as pussy, was okay.

Over the next month, I slowly made my way through the rounds of other housewives in the community. I surprised yet another teacher who was apparently in the club, my math teacher, Mrs. Parton, by coming to her house and silently handing her a folded gift card (while I knew her husband was out bowling)..

She accepted it and read the outside: 'For a Special Teacher'. When she opened it she gasped.

Mistress,

I'm this year's housewife pet and tonight I am yours to use as you please.

Once she got over the initial shock, I lifted up my skirt to show her I was already wearing a strap-on cock and as soon as she invited me inside, I indeed did get inside and fucked her right then and there on her couch.



I also ended up licking her to multiple orgasms.

To my surprise, I also learned our school secretary Mrs. Gray was a member of the secret society. I pleasured her in the office one day after school, right under her desk. While she was chatting with a couple of male teachers and our egotistical, chauvinistic principal. I was amazed that she could make witty small talk just before coming and not give away a thing.



I was even once left roped securely to a kitchen table for two hours completely naked, legs spread, a lit candle deep inside me and flickering steadily closer, until Mrs. Green came home from a PTA meeting, blew out the flame and fucked me with the candle, hot wax spattering me as she did.



These are just a few of the many submissions I performed over the next couple of months, all the while pleasing teachers under their desks, Mrs. Madison wherever she wanted me, Mrs. Stroman regularly and often with Eleanor fully participating, and so forth.

Eleanor and I, our initiation periods now completed so that our orgasms were no longer regulated even when our Moms weren't around, also often ended up licking or fucking each other as well, trying a variety of household items to get each other off. Spatulas, brushes, coke bottles, a wooden spoon, cucumbers, a tennis racket, a baseball bat (if you can get fisted you can do a baseball bat), and our favourites because they were easily available, bratwursts, just to name a few.

Also, my morning wake up call, without fail, had become my mother's tongue.

NOW KIMMIE I UNDERSTAND RIGHT NOW YOU MAY BE JUDGING ME AND THE GREAT-GREAT-GRANDMOTHER YOU NEVER MET! BUT, INCEST IS ONE OF THE MOST POWERFUL WAYS TO SHOW TRUE LOVE. AND, BELIEVE IT OR NOT, IT HAS BEEN A TRADITION IN YOUR FAMILY EVER SINCE CATHERINE AND I BEGAN IT IN 1954.

YES, YOUR MOTHER HAS SERVICED ME. YES, YOUR GRANDMOTHER SERVICED ME (MY DAUGHTER) AND YES, IF I COULD HAVE LIVED A LITTLE LONGER YOU WOULD HAVE SERVICED ME TOO.

I HOPE YOU DON'T QUIT READING NOW... THERE ARE A LOT MORE SEXY, FASCINATING STORIES AHEAD.

NOW MY BABY GIRL... GO FUCK YOURSELF WITH ONE OF THE ABOVE LISTED ITEMS LIKE A GOOD GREAT-GRANDMA PET.

.....

I was stunned to the core.

The whole story was unbelievable and surreal.

The whole story had my pussy on fire.

The whole story had me questioning my own thoughts about incest, something I had never seriously considered before this night. And according to the understanding I was now gaining, if I wanted incest, all I would have to do would be to say to my mother, "Sit, pet." She would know I was taking over for great grandmother and I was pretty sure she would thereafter assume the role of my submissive slave. My great grandmother had told me so in her introductory note to this entire saga, and by now I had figured out what her words had meant.

I instantly wondered if Aunt Beth, Mom's younger sister, had also committed incest. She was a few years younger than Mom and was a no nonsense lawyer.

Somehow compelled to obey my deceased great-grandmother, as if she were my Mistress, I got up, grabbed a robe, went downstairs, grabbed a bratwurst, wondering if it was too soft to be successful, and headed back up to my room.

As soon as I locked my door, I scurried back into my bed, closed my eyes and slid the bratwurst into my burning pussy. It needed no lubrication.

I still was trying to fathom my mother licking pussy... never mind licking my great-grandmother's pussy. It just didn't seem possible.



Yet, why would great-grandmother lie?

But as I continued fucking myself with the flexible fuck food, I closed my eyes and wove a fantasy around Aunt Beth. The idea of her being my pet was incredibly enticing.

"So you're a lesbian?" I asked bluntly, at a family barbeque, sitting at a picnic table.

"Pardon?" she asked, surprised by my words.

I said, "I know about you and Mom."

"What do you think you know about your Mom and me?" she asked, trying to act innocent even though the guarded look on her face spoke volumes.

"I know that you and my Mom are very, very close sisters," I smiled.

"So what? Lots of sisters are close." she shrugged, trying to brush me off.

"Does Mom's cunt taste good?" I asked.

"Kimmie!" she gasped.

"Answer the question, slut!" I demanded. I removed a bratwurst from my paper plate, moved it under my skirt and inside my cunt. She watched.

"Kimmie, enough!" she demanded, standing up.

"Sit down!" I ordered, before threatening, "Or I'll tell everyone that you're an incest slut."

As I'd hoped, she sat down.

I pulled the bratwurst out of my pussy, and held it close to her mouth. "Eat the bratwurst."

"What?" she opened her mouth to speak and I shoved the pussy coated bratwurst right into her mouth.

"Eat it!" I demanded.

She obeyed.

I stood up and said, "I expect you in my bedroom in five minutes, Auntie."

She wanted to say something but was chewing the bratwurst.

I walked away before she could clear her mouth.

I grabbed another bratwurst and headed to my room. I got naked and waited under my covers.

It took seven minutes, but there was a knock at my door.

"Come in," I said.

She came in and closed the door.

"We need to talk," she said.

"Eat first, talk later," I instructed, as I removed the covers and spread my legs.

"Kimmie!" she sighed.

"This isn't a negotiation," I said. "Get over here and show me what you do for Mommy."

"Kimmie, please," she said. "This is wrong."

"Now!" I snapped, "We don't have all day."

"If I do this once, will you let it go?" she asked, negotiating like the lawyer she was.

"Maybe," I shrugged.

"Fine," she said, starting towards me.

"Get naked," I ordered, "I want to see those tits of yours."

"Seriously?" she asked.

"I heard they cost you 10 grand," I smiled, knowing she had gotten breast implants a couple of years ago.

"Your mother talks too much," she said flippantly.

Once she was naked, she got onto the bed and moved between my legs. I purred, "I bet you have fantasized about this for a while."

She didn't respond as she leaned down and licked my pussy.

She had an amazing tongue. She was actually really good at this.

My orgasm was building quickly so I handed her the bratwurst and said, "Fuck me, Auntie."

She took the bratwurst and smiled, "You're just like your mother. I think we're going to get along fine from now on, Mistress."



I suddenly came all over the bratwurst I was fucking myself with.

As I lay there in my own cum, I thought to myself, 'I need to start watching Mom.' Having my own live-in Mommy-slut was suddenly looking very, very appealing.

With great-grandmother gone I knew that it was my duty to emulate her... and become the new Mistress of the family.

THE END... for now.
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1950s: Munching the Cheerleaders

Summary: Teen submissive becomes a pet for the popular girls.

Note 1: Thanks to Rebecca, the famous artist whose artwork inspired and was used for this series. Especially her series 'Housewives at Play', 'Teens at Play' and 'Hot Moms'. Thank you for access to your entire book catalogue as well as your website for this massive series.

Note 2: This is the sixth chapter of a multi-chapter story about one woman's journey of sexual submission and lesbian exploration through the decades and through several generations of family members.

In part 1, 1950s: 1st Time With a Girl, our 2015 protagonist Kimmy is given the gift of a scrapbook from her recently deceased great-grandmother, Rebecca. When Kimmy opens the scrapbook, she is shocked to find that the scrapbook is a journal of her beloved great-grandmother's sexual adventures...with drawings. Kimmy reads in awe of Rebecca's first time with a woman. Once done reading, Kimmy pleasures herself while reliving her most recent seduction of her nerdy science partner Zelda.

In part 2, 1950s: Housewives' Lesbian Society, our protagonist reads the next chapter in her great-grandmother's scrapbook. Rebecca is caught masturbating while babysitting, and has a sexual encounter with a MILF. Rebecca learns of a secret lesbian society that is many years old, and she is offered the opportunity to become the newest submissive housewife pet. To earn the privilege of being the housewife pet for her senior year, she must meet the head Mistress and service her. Lastly, present-day Kimmy, so horny from the idea of a housewife sex club, envisions dominating one of her neighbours.

In part 3: 1950s: Housewives' Pet Training, our protagonist learns about her great-grandmother's training to be a pet to a community of housewife lesbians. Rebecca is forced to suck cock for the first time (and the second time, and...), she witnesses a massive housewife lesbian orgy, gets fisted and spanked before being ordered to seduce her best friend. Lastly, Kimmy gets herself off after a long night by imagining many different MILF's she would like to seduce.

In part 4: 1950s: Lick and Fuck Best Friends, our protagonist reads about her great-grandmother's seduction of her best friend. Rebecca becomes more brazen at high school and must fulfill the task of seducing her best friend, Eleanor. Lastly, Kimmy gets herself off with a pop bottle as she fantasizes about making her good friend Camree be her public slut.

In part 5: 1950s: Moms & Daughters, our protagonist reads about her great-grandmother Rebecca's further sexual adventures as she: submits to her best friend's mother to get her permission for Eleanor to also become a community pet; seduces Eleanor again, this time so her mother can catch them in the act; gets Eleanor's mother off in front of Eleanor; at an initiation/training for Rebecca and Eleanor, learns how her own mother had been recently seduced into the housewife lesbian community; has sex with her mother: oral, vaginal and anal, both giving and receiving; establishes a domme/sub relationship with her mother -- taking turns for who's in charge. Lastly, Kimmy fantasizes about dominating and seducing her unpleasant Aunt Beth as she masturbates with a bratwurst.

Note 3: Thanks to Tex Beethoven, Robert, Dave,

Note 4: Normal text font is present day; Bold is Kimmy flashing back to one of her own sexual encounters or fantasizing about one; italics is the scrapbook story of our hero Rebecca.

Note 5: Also, please note that although I've tried to make the main characters look as close as possible to those in the illustrations, the photos are selected from a massive collection from Rebecca's website. Thus, there will often be subtle differences (freckles, breast size, etc.). That said, I don't believe it should hinder the enjoyment of the story.

Note 6: Of course, all characters in the story are 18 years of age or older.

1950s: Munching the Cheerleaders

I stared at my mother. I couldn't believe that she was likely bisexual and had likely committed incest with her mother and her grandmother. It just didn't seem possible. She was the most boring person I knew... I mean she was the Principal of a high school... how much more boring can you get than that?

I also knew I had to find out. If great-grandmother was telling the truth, I had to know... plus, why would she lie? I wondered if one of my pets, Mom's friend Jenna, Mrs. Blythe, would know anything. Actually, I wondered if my pet was holding out on me. Did she and Mom ever munch cunts together?

It was then I vaguely recalled something from the cover letter great-grandmother had left me with her scrapbook. I grabbed it and reread it:

Use the code phrase 'Sit pet' and your mother will know that you are replacing me.

Just one sentence and my cunt was on fire... yet, I wasn't ready to say those two three-letter words.

So I grabbed the cell and called Jenna.



When she answered, I got to the point, not bothering with small talk, "Is hubby home?"

"He's at a meeting," she answered.

"Good, I'll be over there in twenty," I said.

"What? I have groceries to get and...." she began.

"Just be home," I interrupted and hung up. I had learned that my few adult pets all had something in common. They continued to deny their desire to please and obey, and yet always obeyed... especially when I was dominant. I wondered if I could ever be as dominant as my great-grandmother's 1950s Mistress Carol. That bitch really had it together!

Fifteen minutes later I was in Jenna's house, my legs spread, and asking as she licked, "Have you ever fucked my Mom?"

"What?" she asked with a start, looking up at me.

"Have you and Mom munched twats? Fucked?" I asked bluntly.

"No," she shook her head between licks. "Whatever made you think that?"

"I don't know," I shrugged, disappointed. "It was just a hunch."

"Your mother is as straight as they come," Jenna scoffed... carefully, not wanting to piss me off.

"Too bad," I said, "I bet she would make a great pet."

"Oh my," Jenna said.

"What?" I asked. "They say incest is best."

"You're so bad," Jenna said worshipfully, shaking her head as she resumed licking, always a different person when she was between my legs.

"And you're eating your friend's daughter's cunt," I pointed out, loving to remind her just how big a slut she was.

"And loving it," she purred, as she really began sucking on my clit.

"Aren't you supposed to be getting groceries," I moaned. "Like a good wife and mother?"

"Wives and mothers need to have lunch too," she countered.

I moaned and leaned back, enjoying her eager tongue.

I came a couple of minutes later, and then ordered, "Do a little strip tease for me."

"Really?" She asked.

"No, I'm lying," I shook my head perturbed.

"Sorry," she apologized, as she began getting undressed. The totality of our relationship was that I came over, spread my legs and she got me off. That, plus a little teasing to keep her off balance. I decided it was time to expand her boundaries.



"You have a great ass, slut," I complimented.

"Thank you," she replied, her body shivering either from being naked in front of an unpredictable Mistress, or the chill in the air.

"It's time to see just how tight it is," I declared, as I went to my purse and pulled out some lube and a vibrator.

"What?" she asked, not comprehending where I was going, but worried.

"Get down on your knees," I ordered, not one to repeat myself for pets.

"Okay," she obeyed, reluctantly dropping to the carpet.

"All fours, like a puppy," I instructed, trying to be dominant like Mistress Carol.

She again obeyed.

"Crawl to your bedroom," I ordered.

She again obeyed.

"Climb up on your bed."

She again obeyed.

I moved behind her as I joined her on the bed and quietly lubed the toy. "Ever been ass fucked, my pet?"

"What? No!" she said, suddenly clear about my intentions and leaping from worried to alarmed.

"Fuck, yes," I countered, as I moved the lubed toy against her puckered asshole.

"Please, Mistress, no, not my ass," she pleaded.

"If you ever want to eat my cunt again, you'll beg for me to take your anal virginity," I threatened, rubbing the toy up and down between her ass cheeks.

"Oh God," she sighed, "why can't I ever say no to you?"

"Because I'm pussy perfection," I answered, slowly pushing the toy into her ass.

"Oooooooooh," she moaned, as the sodomy began.

"Tell me you want to be my ass slut," I ordered, as I pushed the toy deeper in her tight ass.

"Oh God," her whole body trembled as her asshole was stretched and filled.

"Tell me," I repeated, a little threat in my voice, my inner Carol coming out to play.

"Please," she whimpered, clearly in some discomfort. "Fuck my ass... Mistress."

"Good girl," I purred, transitioning from stern domme to tender Mistress.

"Please, just go slow," she begged through gritted teeth.

"Of course," I agreed, before adding, "at least until you're begging to have that asshole of yours reamed."



And for a couple of minutes, I slowly filled her, keeping it gentle.

I slowly fucked her.

I slowly got her comfortable with having a toy in her ass.

And then I began rubbing her clit with my free hand.

Her whimpers became moans, and I kept teasing her and getting her more and more excited, until the inevitable occurred... she begged me to fuck her ass. "Oh please, Mistress, fuck my ass. I need to come so bad!"

"Only dirty fucking sluts come from getting their asses pounded," I pointed out, "really dirty ones!" as I began pumping the toy in her ass more energetically while tapping her clit.

"Oh shit," she moaned, leaning her head into a pillow.

"Such a sexy ass slut," I purred, as I kept double-teaming her.

"Oh God, please don't stop," she begged, as her breathing got heavier... her orgasm was close.

I didn't stop, and her orgasm rolled into the station with several loud screeches mere seconds later.

Keeping the vibe in her ass buzzing on high, I had her bring me to a second orgasm with her eager tongue before I headed back home, planning on reading more of great-grandmother's diary... the once a week rule I had created impossible to limit myself to... it was more enthralling and addicting than a soap opera.

Back home, my pussy hopefully satiated for a couple hours, I opened the diary and continued reading.

.....

After our incredible night of incestuous extremes, for the next couple of weeks Mom and I had sex with each other every chance we got.

Mom would crawl into my bed after Daddy left for work, and we would have breakfast in bed... in the form of a sixty-nine.

Sometimes I would be secretly licking Mom's cunt while she was at the kitchen table chatting with her mom.

Occasionally we would go down on each other in the kitchen while Daddy was in the living room watching television.

Mommy fisted me.

I fisted Mommy.

Mommy used a strap-on on me.

I used a strap-on on Mommy.

Mommy ass fucked me.

I ass fucked Mommy.



Of course, I also played with Eleanor sometimes and continued my training... and began my new hobby of illustrating potential seductions.

I wondered what it would be like to seduce Mrs. Parker, my piano teacher, as well as her daughter, Sophia, who was a basketball star and a bit of a bitch.



I even asked Mom, "How would you go about seducing someone?"

"You're the one who seduced Eleanor," she pointed out. "I'm just the one who got seduced."

"And dominated," I added playfully.

"By you," she added.

I laughed, "Only after we both succumbed to Mistress Carol."

"Two peas in a pod," she smiled, before guiding me to my knees and having me service her.

"I'm thinking about trying to go after Mrs. Parker," I said.

"You are, are you?" she asked with a smile, as her hands pushed me deeper into her wetness.

After Mommy came on my face a few minutes later, she added, "By the way, Ashley is a member of the society too. Eleanor seduced her a couple of days ago."

"What?" I gasped. "How do I not already know this?"

"It was in the newspaper," Mom joked, pulling me up from my knees.

"Was it the top story?" I asked, as I guided Mom to her knees so she could return the favour, annoyed that Eleanor had seduced someone before I had, although I seduced Eleanor first, so I guess I had seduced someone before she did... so I decided I was now proud of her for taking the initiative... her virginal, shy demeanour apparently totally exorcized by our big incest orgy. (Can you exorcise innocence?)

Mom laughed, "It was also broadcast on Headline News. With pictures!"

"Enough! Now give me some head," I smiled, grabbing her head and guiding it into my cunt.

And then I enjoyed a nice orgasm around my mother's loving tongue.

I have to be honest here; the truth is that over the rest of my senior year I wasn't much of a seductress... that would take me years to master... to become a switch... someone who can be submissive or a domme... but back in high school and even through my entire twenties I was definitely only a submissive... and as my senior year progressed, I began to lose my assertiveness, and also to lose my best friend.

Eleanor, on the other hand, really came out of her shell after I'd seduced her and she discovered who she was... a complete lesbian... and surprisingly a true dominant.

Not only did she seduce Mrs. Parker and bring her into the secret society... she seduced her daughter too... turning her into our pet plaything.

Meanwhile, I wasn't a dominant at all, always feeling a rush at being told what to do by anyone... especially by Eleanor... who slyly became my Mistress without the word ever being used. She would call me over and I'd go down on her... sometimes even joined by another of her growing number of pets to serve her at once. Eleanor seduced nine seniors and four adults before the year was out... including Valerie, a cheerleader who was even more submissive than I. Eleanor, I soon realized, really enjoyed having two girls eating her cunt at once.

It first happened when we were studying for an English test: Valerie, Eleanor and I. I didn't yet know Valerie had submitted to her (although we had discussed the possibility a few times).

Eleanor declared, "I need a break."

By this time, I should note, it had been three months since the Moms and Daughters orgy (although there had been three more since then... now including Mrs. Parker and her daughter Sophia), and Eleanor had clearly established herself as the one in control of me... although it had never been spoken... just a silent understanding (I had licked her in the school bathroom, I had licked her under the kitchen table while she had dinner with her mom... actually I'd licked them both that time... I had licked her in the bedroom while she studied or read, and although Eleanor occasionally repaid the favour, that was happening less and less).

I agreed, "Yes, enough Shakespeare."

"To thine own self be true," Eleanor smiled.

"And it must follow, as the night and day," I continued.

"Thou canst not then be false to any man," Valerie finished.

"Or woman," Eleanor corrected, as she shrugged off her dress and asked, "Are you hungry?"

My eyes went big.

She spread her legs, revealing her beautiful pussy, as she continued, "For some homemade pie?"

"Eleanor!" I gasped. Valerie was right here in the room with us!

"Come have a snack," she ordered, smiling wickedly.

To my surprise, I watched as without hesitation Valerie dropped her dress to the floor, moved quickly to Eleanor, and buried her face in her cunt without a word... never once looking at me as she kept her head down... so unlike her usually somewhat belligerent personality.

Eleanor smiled at me, as I realized she was actually outing Valerie, and not me.

I watched in awe as the popular cheerleader eagerly obeyed and licked Eleanor... the social hierarchy changed through pussy munching.... THE ONE TRUTH FROM THE MOMENT I DISCOVERED THE JOYS OF CUNT UNTIL THE DAY I PASSED.

My sweet Kimmy, always remember that... pussy, cunt, twat, vagina, lillypot, snatch, cock socket (that one always amused me), hoo hoo or kitty (just to name a few...) are special to women and with having one comes a power that most women don't know they actually have. Always remember that... you have unfathomable power... use it for good... and for fun.

After a couple of minutes, Eleanor pointed to me and then to her pussy.

My eyes again went wide.

"Now?" I mouthed.

She nodded.

And my cunt on fire at watching the cheerleader do what I felt was 'my job', I obeyed Eleanor with a slight jealousy, like I always did, as I removed my clothes and moved between her legs to join her other pet.

"Oh yes, share my cunt, you two," Eleanor moaned.

And for a few minutes, Valerie licked... then I licked.

We went back and forth like two halves of a lesbian yoyo until Eleanor screamed, "I'm coming!"

She sprayed everywhere, which was epic, as I watched Valerie get her off in awe and hunger.



From that time on, we often double teamed MILFS or classmates.

Whether it was the new teacher who replaced Mrs. Welsh while she was on maternity leave, the newly married Mrs. Roberts... in her classroom after school one day... where I licked her ripe cunt and Eleanor finger fucked her asshole.



Or the time we ended up double penetrating Mrs. Valentine, who had caught Eleanor with her daughter and so ended up being the next member of the secret lesbian society... Eleanor somehow able to turn being caught into an opportunity to get a 'seduce one girl, get one free' type of bargain.



Even more amazing, was taking Sarah, my cheerleader fantasy girl, while her college sister watched, who Eleanor had already seduced while on a college tour a week earlier.



Unfortunately, as Eleanor flourished as a seductress, I languished in inadequacy.



In the end, the problem was simple... I wasn't a seductress, and as Eleanor prospered... slowly I faded and became insecure about who I was and about my friendship with her.

The last few months of my senior year, Eleanor and I became more distant... and when she did see me... she used me... dominated me... which, ironically, I loved... but our time together became less and less as she actually became a cheerleader during our last semester. (A year ago that would have been unimaginable!)

I, on the other hand, was often sent by Mistress Carol to serve in nearby communities as an evening toy to be used by a MILF in the community, or as an actual birthday present for an eighteen-year-old girl who was now eligible to learn the 'fun' way of the secret lesbian society.



For example, Courtney, a cheerleader from a nearby town, got to use me for a whole weekend on her 18th birthday, including me going down on her at least a dozen times, her mother half that many times, and her experimenting on both my cunt and ass with a variety of objects from candles, to a wooden spoon, a cucumber, a fist and some lego toys that belonged to her kid brother.



Except for my lack of time with Eleanor, my senior year was fine as I came to accept my weaknesses and revel in my natural role of obedient submission.

I still got good grades, I still spent time with my boyfriend (who somehow was oblivious to the turmoil of my life so long as I sucked his cock and swallowed his load on almost every date) and I still served a couple dozen women as the school year continued... but no matter what I did, my pride in my submissive role was compromised, I still felt lost...as if I weren't fulfilling my true role... I wasn't fulfilling my purpose.

And I realized for certain that things had changed between Eleanor and me when she called me the day before graduation and said, after my not serving her or spending any time with her the past two weeks, "I have a task for you."

"I can't wait," I answered, eager to be between her legs again... her pussy was one of the ones I missed the most... but I also missed our close friendship.

"Great, go to Valerie's house now," she ordered. "She wants a pet for the night."

"Oh," I said deflated, covering quickly, not wanting to show her my disappointment, "Okay, sounds great."

"Love ya, bye," she said, hanging up without our actually having a conversation... which hurt, as we had been best friends forever... often talking on the phone for hours at a time... and now we'd just concluded, without a doubt, our shortest conversation ever.

I sighed... tears filled my eyes... as I realized not only was I losing my best friend... she had just pimped me out.

Reluctantly, not at all excited to be going over to the girl who had stolen my best friend from me and replaced me between her legs, I trudged to Valerie's house like the obedient submissive I was. Talk about spineless! I used to consider Valerie the most submissive girl I knew!

When I got to her house, Valerie smiled and said, "You really just do whatever you're told, don't you?"

My face went red at the question, "I don't know."

"Come inside," she ordered.

I did, realizing that by doing so I had obeyed yet another order.

"Knees," she ordered.

Again I obeyed... unable to stand up for myself... back then, my need to obey being all I knew.

"Shit, the girls are going to love you," she laughed, as she snapped her fingers and ordered, "Crawl and follow."

My cheeks burned red as I wondered who the 'girls' were, yet as always, I followed.

As soon as I entered her living room I saw two other cheerleaders, Sarah and Pam, sitting on the couch... and Sarah was my fantasy cheerleader. Sometimes I even had dreams about her where she did me the unimaginable favour of actually liking me.

Sarah gasped, "Eleanor wasn't lying."

"Nope," Valerie said. "We have our very own pet for the night."

My face burned at Valerie's words and Eleanor's betrayal. Being a pet for the night wasn't a big deal... I would probably actually enjoy it... being a cheerleader's pet a pretty big fantasy. But to be treated as nothing more than a disposable plaything by my best friend... just given away as a bimbo to be used... that hurt.

"Get naked, Becca," Sarah ordered, but not in a bitchy way.

I stood up and got undressed.

Sarah said, once I was naked, "Wow, you have quite the body behind that conservative attire."

"Thank you," I said, flattered by the compliment.

Pam added, "Apparently nerds can hide some pretty good secrets behind their goody-goody exteriors."

Suddenly deciding to enjoy the evening, the fantasy, I smiled back, "Yeah, for instance we can be great pussy munchers."

"Oh my," Sarah laughed, shocked at my words.

"Let's see if that's true," Pam said, patting a spot on the couch for me.

I went over like a good pet, and sat between them. "Such nice tits," Sarah purred, as she cupped them and leaned in and kissed me.

I had been expecting to be used... but the kiss was a tender and welcome surprise... her lips were soft and caring.

I, of course, kissed her back gratefully as I felt Pam leave the couch, followed by my knees being spread open.

I wanted to look down, but I was completely intoxicated by the kiss even as I felt fingers sliding inside me... making me moan into Sarah's mouth.

Sarah broke the kiss and explained, "Pam has been our pussy licker all year, and she's become an addict."

"I see," I moaned, as I felt Pam's tongue begin licking me. I added, wanting to make it clear I wanted to eat Sarah's cunt too, "I've been told I'm a pretty good pussy pleasing plaything too."

"Oh, I look forward to confirming that," Sarah smiled, as she resumed kissing me.

I kissed her back for several minutes as she gently cupped my tits, tweaked my nipples, all while Pam licked my cunt hungrily and slowly fingered me.

Suddenly I felt my pussy stretched to its limit as Pam slid her entire fist in me... I moaned loudly, breaking the kiss. I didn't want to, Sarah's lips against mine felt so good, so warm and soft. But a fist in my pussy commanded all my attention, sending erotic lightning bolts shooting through my entire body!

Sarah explained matter-of-factly, "She also likes fisting us."

"So I seeeeee!" I moaned, my orgasm building quickly.

Sarah leaned in and kissed me again as Pam, still fisting me, resumed licking me. "Ooooohh!" I moaned into Sarah's open mouth just before her tongue began passionately exploring mine.



Not surprisingly, in under two minutes of being fisted and having my clit attacked, I again had to break Sarah's kiss as I moaned, "Oh God, yes, Pam, fist fuck my slit, I'm going to come!"

"Come Becca, come, you sexy nerd slut," Sarah purred, moving to my ear and tugging on it with her teeth.

Her hot breath and soft order was the final straw that made me burst, and I screamed, "Yesssssssss!"

"So sexy," Sarah whispered, her open lips again pressed against mine, as I came.

Pam kept fucking me throughout my orgasm until my body stopped twitching, and she pulled her hand out and my cum leaked out of me.

Sarah sat up on the edge of the couch and smiled warmly, "Becca, I think it's time to take you up on your generous offer."

"My pleasure," I smiled, my body still trembling as I leaned over and buried my face in her trimmed pussy.

"Oh yes, sweetheart, lick me," Sarah moaned,

And I did... for minutes. I licked... I probed... I fingered... enjoying her sweet taste... her honey nectar... her intoxicating scent.

God, I wanted to get her off... to taste her come... to prove I was a good pet... to show that I was worthy....

Sarah finally begged, "Fist fuck me, Becca, I want you to pound my pussy."

I obeyed, so intoxicated by her that I didn't even hesitate, slowly sliding my extended fingers and thumb inside her, then bunching my hand into a fist and jerking it back and forth.

"Fuuuuuuuuck!" she screamed, as half my forearm disappeared inside her pretty pussy.

I copied what Pam had done to me minutes ago, moving to her slit and furiously licking and tugging on it.

"Oh my, oh my, fuck, yes, fuck, yes, yes, fuck!" Sarah babbled, before her body shook intensely and she came. I quickly pulled my fist out, wanting to savour as much of her honeydew as I could possibly devour. I hungrily lapped up her flooding sweetness throughout her entire orgasm.

Until she pushed me away, "Stop or I'm going to pee on you."

So in lust at the moment, I shrugged, "If you want."

Sarah shook her head, "Not on the couch, and besides, you don't deserve that," and hurried to the bathroom.

Pam laughed, "You really are a kinky little slut, aren't you?"

I shrugged, "Says the girl who loves fist fucking people."

"Fair enough," she agreed, as she said, "I also like tribbing."

"What's that?" I asked, as she got undressed.

"Oh, you haven't lived until you've tribbed," Pam enthused, not actually answering the question.

Once naked, she took me to the bedroom, where books were strewn about... obviously they'd been studying and I was the break (a very lengthy break). She ordered, "Lie on your back."

I did.

She moved and joined me on the bed.

I watched, confused, as she moved her legs toward me and ordered, "Lift your ass up."

I did.

Her one leg went under my leg, her other leg went over my thigh and suddenly our pussies were kissing each other. I moaned on contact.

Pam explained, "This is tribbing."

"Oh," I moaned, as Pam began grinding on me... pussy to pussy. "Very acrobatic."

"You could be a cheerleader," Sarah said, watching us from behind.



I laughed, "Those are words I never thought I'd hear."

Valerie, who, I just realized, had disappeared for quite a while, added, "Eleanor said the same thing."

"Focus on me, Becca," Pam ordered, "grind with me. Pay attention and I'll really make it worth your while."

I closed my eyes, concentrating on the delicious sensations of our wet cunts making out with each other, forgetting I was being watched by two cheerleaders, and began to grind my ass as our pussies tribbed together faster and faster... deeper and harder... creating a new unique stimulation I had never felt before. Not as amazing as a tongue on my cunt, but it definitely stimulated me, and quickly my second orgasm of the night grew.

"So hot," Valerie said.

"Indeed," Sarah agreed.

Pam's breathing got heavier and mine did too, and both of us began grinding more aggressively... each using the other to get off.

And as rare as it happens... it's happened in less than one percent of my hundreds of sexual encounters... we came simultaneously.

Pam screamed, "Yessssss," just as my orgasm hit too... but I just collapsed and allowed the pleasure to cascade through me.

I was still orgasming, my eyes closed, when I felt wetness on my face. I opened my eyes to a close-up of a pussy and heard Valerie order, "Get licking, Becca... I'm the only one you haven't got off yet."

I extended my tongue and licked Valerie for the first time... the several times she and I had served Eleanor, we'd served only Eleanor and not each other. But now I discovered that her cunt, like the others, was sweet and heavenly, and once I started licking I wanted more.

"Oh yes," she moaned. "Eat my cunt, you eager nerd."

I was already doing that, so her words were redundant, but it was obvious she was trying to make it clear she was above me (at the moment physically as well as hierarchically).

I licked for a few minutes, Pam eventually moving away until Valerie suddenly grabbed the back of my head and began grinding on my face... coming a minute later.

After silently sharing some refreshments, we ended up in a four way daisy chain... where my face was buried in Sarah's sweet snatch again, while Pam munched on mine, Sarah on Valerie and Valerie on Pam... before I headed home in the wee hours exhilarated by my night with the cheerleaders... a fantasy coming true. I didn't have to dream about Sarah's liking me, she had treated me with respect and caring from start to finish!

I would go down on Sarah at graduation (before the ceremony) and into the summer... before she went away for camp the last two weeks of summer and then to a college up north... which made me sad and ended an ever so brief period in my life where I thought I might find romantic love with another woman. Sarah was sweet... tender... and even loving. All the while, I kept dating my boyfriend... who would end up being your great-grandfather, Kimmy. It was a confusing time... one I always go back to and wonder what if...

By the way, when I returned to my house, Mom was on her knees in my bedroom licking Eleanor... my dad out bowling.

Eleanor asked, "Did you enjoy your present?"

"My present?" I asked, watching her grab Mom's head and pull it deeper into her pussy.

"Yes, I knew you had a crush on Sarah and I thought I'd make your fantasy come true," she explained.

"Oh," I said, everything suddenly making sense.

Eleanor moaned, multitasking as she asked concerned, "Did you not like it?"

"Oh yes, it was awesome," I nodded, as I realized Eleanor hadn't sent me there as a submissive slut to be used and tossed away, but for my own pleasure. Wow!

"I knew you'd love it," she moaned again.

"I learned about tribbing," I said.

"From Pam?"

"Yes."

"It's her favourite way to get off," Eleanor moaned, before adding, "and this is mine."

I watched Mom get my best friend off.

Once she was done, Mom stood up and smiled and asked casually, "How was your night, honey?"

"Great," I answered. "And yours?"

"Boring until Eleanor got here," Mom answered.

I laughed, "I'm happy my best friend can keep you entertained."

Mom shrugged as she left us alone, "She's very entertaining."

Eleanor explained, "Isn't Sarah delicious?"

"To look at or eat?" I smiled wickedly.

"Well both, of course," Eleanor smiled.

"Both indeed," I said, as I gave her a hug... thankful that my best friend was still my best friend. Sure she had other friends now... but as I would soon learn... so did I.

The summer was great... Eleanor and I returned to being besties... one night I shared with her about my insecurities. She apologized sincerely and held me in her arms while I cried, admitting that the sudden power trip had gone to her head. Of course, she used that power trip for a nice lesbian orgy for July 4th weekend.



Sarah and I played A LOT, often with her college sister watching and ordering us both around. She loved to make Sarah fuck herself with items including pop bottles. Her sister also loved to have me eat her cunt while Sarah ate her ass.



Also... my life changed forever when I succumbed to a moment of weakness and your great-grandfather took my hetero virginity (I'd already had dozens of fake cocks and other items in my cunt) at the drive-in ... a moment of weakness that led to the birth of your grandmother (which was a blessing in disguise... otherwise there would be no you... but at the time I was devastated... as it changed all my plans for a self-sufficient future.

.....

Great-grandmother had had sex with a guy only once, and immediately gotten pregnant.

That would suck.

I'd already known that great-grandmother never went to college because she got pregnant so young, but I had never put much thought into it. I also knew that they rushed the wedding so my grandma wouldn't end up being called a bastard.

For the first time I didn't want to masturbate after reading the journal. Truthfully, it made me reflect. For one thing, I realized how it took only one mistake (or fate, depending on how you looked at it), and everything had changed. For the second, I realized I hadn't been spending much time with my best friend Julia.

So I closed the journal and called Julia, deciding I needed to work on my friendship... Julia my present-day Eleanor... although she was definitely the submissive one in our relationship.

I smiled as I recalled some of our crazy adventures, including having her go down on me at lunch in our advanced calculus classroom a couple Saturdays ago when we were participating in a United Nations competition. We snuck away to have lunch... and then I offered Julia dessert.

As she lapped away at me, Mrs. Walker walked in on us and we gave her the shock of her life.



Mrs. Walker was shocked, but recovered quickly and just ordered us to get dressed and return to the competition.

Once she was gone, I ordered, as Julia stood back up, "No, no, finish what you started."

"What about Mrs. Walker?" she asked.

"Maybe she will be our next target," I said, guiding her face back into my pussy.

I texted Julia: Hungry?

She texted back a moment later: Famished.

Half an hour later, I was in her bedroom and she was between my legs... I smiled as I pondered great-grandmother's lessons (don't allow your friendships to fade... and stay really close to your intimate friends... really, really close).

I closed my eyes and enjoyed Julia's unique pussy pleasing style... so teasing... long burning... until I begged her to suck on my clit.

She wasn't my submissive; I wasn't her Mistress.

We just loved to play with each other... although she mostly loved to lick me and I mostly liked to be licked... it was perfect... and I would have to make sure I didn't allow us to drift apart once high school was done.

But for now... I had two seductions to ponder... one being Mrs. Walker and the other being Mom.

Mom... I still couldn't fathom her as a submissive... that said, there was no doubt I planned to make her my pet in the very near future.... a gift bequeathed to me by my wonderful great-grandmother Rebecca.

As I went to close the book... I saw one more picture and a note.

I was bored one day and envisioned by a kissing booth in modern times... with an inspiration piece with you as the submissive and me as the seductress.

I hope you don't judge me... but God my biggest regret is the reality I ever got to taste your sweet kitty, fuck your tight twat or have you munching on great grand-mother's cherry pie.

I hope you enjoy....



The end of 1950s: Munching the Cheerleaders

Up next: 1950s: NAUGHTY BRIDE

If you enjoyed Rebecca's artwork and this story, please feel free to check out my other Rebecca collaborations:

Straight Housewife Blackmailed

"Moms & Daughters": A Family Affair

Summer of Slut: MILF Challenge

Coming Out in Costume

New Family Tradition: Lezmas Eve

MILF's Teen Craved Cunt Fantasy


1950s: Naughty Bride-to-Be

Summary: Nerd teen continues her training as submissive.

Note 1: Thanks to Rebecca, the famous artist whose artwork inspired and was used for this series. Especially her series 'Housewives at Play', 'Teens at Play' and 'Hot Moms'. Thank you for access to your entire book catalogue as well as your website for this massive series.

Note 2: This is the seventh chapter of a multi-chapter story about one woman's journey of sexual submission and lesbian exploration through the decades and through several generations of family members.

In part 1, 1950s: 1st Time with a Girl, our 2015 protagonist Kimmy is given the gift of a scrapbook from her recently deceased great-grandmother, Rebecca. When Kimmy opens the scrapbook, she is shocked to find that the scrapbook is a journal of her beloved great-grandmother's sexual adventures...with drawings. Kimmy reads in awe of Rebecca's first time with a woman. Once done reading, Kimmy pleasures herself while reliving her most recent seduction of her nerdy science partner Zelda.

In part 2, 1950s: Housewives' Lesbian Society, our protagonist reads the next chapter in her great-grandmother's scrapbook. Rebecca is caught masturbating while babysitting, and has a sexual encounter with a MILF. Rebecca learns of a secret lesbian society that is many years old, and she is offered the opportunity to become the newest submissive housewife pet. To earn the privilege of being the housewife pet for her senior year, she must meet the head Mistress and service her. Lastly, present-day Kimmy, so horny from the idea of a housewife sex club, envisions dominating one of her neighbours.

In part 3: 1950s: Housewives' Pet Training, our protagonist learns about her great-grandmother's training to be a pet to a community of housewife lesbians. Rebecca is forced to suck cock for the first time (and the second time, and...), she witnesses a massive housewife lesbian orgy, gets fisted and spanked before being ordered to seduce her best friend. Lastly, Kimmy gets herself off after a long night by imagining many different MILFs she would like to seduce.

In part 4: 1950s: Lick and Fuck Best Friends, our protagonist reads about her great-grandmother's seduction of her best friend. Rebecca becomes more brazen at high school and must fulfill the task of seducing her best friend, Eleanor. Lastly, Kimmy gets herself off with a pop bottle as she fantasizes about making her good friend Camree become her public slut.

In part 5: 1950s: Moms & Daughters, our protagonist reads about her great-grandmother Rebecca's further sexual adventures as she: submits to her best friend's mother to get her permission for Eleanor to also become a community pet; seduces Eleanor again, this time so her mother can catch them in the act; gets Eleanor's mother off in front of Eleanor; at an initiation/training for Rebecca and Eleanor, learns how her own mother had been recently seduced into the housewife lesbian community; has sex with her mother: oral, vaginal and anal, both giving and receiving; establishes a Domme/sub relationship with her mother -- taking turns for who's in charge. Lastly, present-day Kimmy fantasizes about dominating and seducing her unpleasant Aunt Beth as she masturbates with a bratwurst.

In part 6: 1950s: Munching the Cheerleaders, our protagonist reads about her great-grandmother's high school senior year as she questions her fading relationship with her best friend, tries to handle all her commitments (school, boyfriend and being a housewives' pet) and even gets a night with three popular cheerleaders. Lastly, this leads to Kimmy realizing she needs to spend more time with her best friend Julia.

Note 3: Thanks to

Note 4: Normal text font is present day; Bold is Kimmy flashing back to one of her own sexual encounters or fantasizing about one; italics is the scrapbook story of our hero Rebecca.

Note 5: Also, please note that although I've tried to make the main characters look the same as close as possible in the illustrations, the photos are selected from a massive collection from Rebecca's website. Thus, there will often be subtle differences (freckles, breast size, etc.). That said, I don't believe it should hinder the enjoyment of the story.

Note 6: Of course, all characters in the story are 18 years of age or older.

1950s: Naughty Bride-to-be

After the shock of discovering my grandmother was an accident, thus meaning my birth was one of luck, I began admiring Mom even more.

I made a promise to myself then and there no more boys until I decided to get serious about them... which, let's be honest, may be a little after the twelfth of never. Girls were sexier, girls were more fun, girls understood another girl's body, and girls couldn't get you pregnant.

The knowledge that my great-grandmother, the woman I'd loved the most in my life, had wanted me to be her submissive grandchild really had me horny as fuck.

This led to my making a decision not to read any more of her scrapbook until I had at the very least planted some seeds with my hot teacher Mrs. Walker... who had caught Julia between my legs at school a couple of weeks ago and didn't give us crap at all... which made me wonder if she was a little bi-curious. Since then she'd avoided eye contact with me, which only enhanced my theory she may want to cross the line and have some same-sex fun.

Truth was, originally, Mrs. Walker, although beautiful, hadn't been on my list of potential prey. She was a good teacher, married, and someone I respected. Yet the more I thought about it, the more I thought that made her the perfect choice for my next seduction.

Truth also told, until she'd caught me in flagrante, my next prey had been the principal... she was cute... but kind of a bitch... and I enjoyed the idea of taking her in her own office.



Although I was a lesbian and I loved the idea of seduction... until Mrs. Walker had caught us and after reading more of great-grandmother's diary, I'd been able to mostly stay focused at school. I wasn't some horn-dog boy who thought about sex 24/7.

Yet, as I stared at Mrs. Walker teaching us about quadratic equations, I couldn't help but fantasize about doing her.

I imagined her on her desk teaching us some biology instead of algebra (which seriously, what the fuck is the point... when will I ever use algebra in the real world?).



Or giving us an up close and personal look at the inner workings of a sweet pussy.



Yet I couldn't quite read Mrs. Walker. At times I imagined her to be a natural submissive: she was caring, liked to help, and something about her just screamed that she needed to be told what to do.

Yet on the other hand, if you pissed her off or didn't do your work, she could crush you like a bug. The idea of her as a dominant was also pretty hot. The idea of her wearing a strap-on and ass fucking the cheerleader bitch Ann was a pretty hot scenario I created in my mind.



Ann was someone high up on my list to knock down from her high school pedestal and put her on her rightful position on her knees before me.

And although I preferred to be in charge during my sexual encounters, I did sometimes enjoy a tasty twat treat. And for whatever reason, I was sure Mrs. Walker would taste delicious. Plus, the idea of eating a teacher on her desk was one of my biggest forbidden fantasies.



I mean doesn't that look like fun homework?

Fuck algebra... give me this any day.

Anyway, after a couple days of fantasizing about Mrs. Walker becoming my pet, or perhaps just mutual cunt munching buddies, I came home hot and horny... thus I did what I'd been doing since I received great-grandmother's confessional diary, I read the next story.

.....

Now Kimmy, I don't want you to feel sorry for me. Being pregnant, although exhausting, didn't slow down my playtime at all... although it did change the dynamics of my life.

I had to marry.

I had to become a housewife.

I had to end up living the stereotypical 1950s life of a woman... at least that was my image portrayed before my boyfriend, who then became my husband.

Truth was... the months before the wedding... were pretty fucking wild.

First, you don't show for a while... so I kept playing submissive pet for different members of the community as well with some of the cheerleaders. I also kept exploring every aspect of lesbian play with my best friend Eleanor and had Mom-daughter time regularly.

If anything, the further along my pregnancy became, the fucking hornier I became... but before the wedding... which was planned when I would only be four and a half months pregnant (I wouldn't even be showing when I walked down the aisle... most of my family oblivious to my predicament), I got to be the community pet.

MRS. JONES & EXPLORING MY DOMINANT SIDE

Mom, whose pussy became my morning breakfast, sometimes lunch, often dinner, dessert and always a bedtime snack, sent me over to her good friend Becky Jones, a mother of two children in elementary school, whose husband had somehow lost interest in her. Stupid fucking man.

I arrived and she gasped, "Your Mom sent you?"

"Is that okay?" I asked.

"I can't believe she sent you," she said, looking at me dressed in pigtails... my perky hard nipples poking through my white t-shirt. "I mean, you've always been such an innocent."

"Not so much anymore; Mommy and I have gotten very close lately," I smiled.

"Rebecca, do you even know why you're here?" she asked.

"I'm here to do what your dumb husband won't do anymore," I said bluntly. "Eat your pussy and fuck you hard."

Her tentativeness broke as she laughed, "I see you're just like your Mother."

"Like Mother slut, like daughter slut," I shrugged as she invited me in.

Once inside, I pushed her against the wall and kissed her, Mom having explained that Mrs. Jones was very submissive and wouldn't make the first, or for that matter, any move. Mom had also explained that although I was generally a submissive and a very good one at that, there would be times in the community or elsewhere where I would need to be more assertive... perhaps even the dominant. This was my first test of that role.

She melted into my kiss. I broke the kiss and said, "You're very beautiful, Mrs. Jones."

"Thank you," she trembled as she looked into my eyes.

I lowered myself before her and pulled down her panties from beneath her long dress.

"You're wet," I purred, noticing a wet spot on her panties.

"I'm so embarrassed," she said, looking down at me.

"Don't be," I rebuked her sternly, as I moved a finger to her pussy, "getting wet thinking about eating teen pussy and getting fucked by me should be a turn on."

"I still can't believe Cathy sent you," she said, her body trembling from my touch as I just traced her wet lips.

"Are you disappointed?" I asked, knowing she wasn't, but wanting to hear her say it.

"God, no!" she stressed. "It's just I had heard there was some incest in this secret lesbian society, but I never imagined Cathy and you."

"I love eating Mommy's cunt," I purred, to the mother of two children in elementary school, both at a day camp today, allowing us this alone time. I added, "Actually, I love eating any Mommy's sweet cunt. For instance..."

I leaned forward and licked her pussy as she moaned, "Oh, God! Yes."

"Such a yummy Mommy cunt," I whispered, as I parted her pussy lips and explored.

"Don't stop," she moaned.

"Don't stop what? Eating this yummy Mommy cunt or talking so dirty?" I asked, as I flicked her clit with my tongue, making her moan loudly.

"Both," she answered as I expected.

"I want you to come all over my Mommy-cunt-eating face," I said, as I slid a finger inside her while licking away.

"Oh God, you're such a good bad girl," she moaned, as I pleasured her inside and out.

I loved the oxymoronic description of me. A 'good bad girl'. It seemed perfect. As I explored my sexuality, I'd become an enigma even to myself.

"You be a good Mommy and give me your cunt cum," I continued, sensing she was close already, and knowing the power nasty words had over her.

"Oh yes, eat my cunt, finger bang me," she moaned, leaning against the wall while arching her back.

"Such a delicious cunt," I approved, as I attacked her clit.

"Oh yes, yes, don't stop, you dirty cunt-eating slut," she ordered surprisingly, as she grabbed the back of my head and began grinding on my face, even this prim and proper woman letting loose when given the right stimulus.

"Ride my face, Mommy," I encouraged, although I have no idea if she heard me in my muffled state.

I fingered.

I licked.

She came. "Fuck!" was all she uttered, as her body trembled and my face was plastered with her cunt cum.

I lapped up her creamy cum like a good bad girl until she let go and said, looking down at my glistening face, "Sorry."

"Don't be sorry," I said, standing back up and kissing her. "You can ride my face any time you want, you sexy Mommy slut."

"I just can't believe this! You're now so naughty," she giggled, as if she were the schoolgirl and I the older woman.

"You think so already? Wait until I get you into your bed," I foretold, kissing her again. "Lead the way, Mommy."

"I still can't believe I'm doing this with you," she said, shaking her head as I took her hand.

"Believe it, Mommy," I said, "I'm going to fuck you like you've never been fucked before."

"Oh God," she said, as she led me down the hallway.

"You'll soon be screaming those words," I promised with a wicked smile she couldn't see.

"It really is like mother, like daughter," she said, as she led me into her bedroom.

I laughed, "Indeed." I then asked, playing on her obvious incest turn-on, "Do you want to eat your little girl's cunt?"

"Oh God," she repeated, in constant shock at what was happening.

"What Mommy?" I asked, posing at her innocently, "does Mommy not want to eat her little girl's cunt?"

"Oh God, yes," she answered, my role play really drawing her in.

"Lie on the bed, Mommy," I ordered.

She quickly got onto the bed and lay down.

I climbed on top of her, having arrived in her home without bra or panties of course, and straddled her pretty face. "Eat me, Mommy."

"Oh God," she repeated, before she began licking.

"That's it, Mommy," I moaned, feeling a strange rush at being the one in charge. No doubt I was submissive... but this role reversal was a bit of a rush.

Although she may have been shocked when she realized it was me who'd been sent to have sex with her, and had been timid when I first kissed her, she came alive when I devoured her cunt... yet that was nothing to the way the light bulb burst into incandescence the minute my cunt was above her. She ate me like I was her last meal: aggressively using her tongue and lips.

"Oh yeah, Mommy," I said, my orgasm building pretty quickly. "You're an amazing cunt muncher, Mommy."

"Come on me, my little girl," she begged as if I were her nine-year-old daughter, as I lifted my dress up and over my head so I could watch her.

"You're so hot eating my pussy, Mommy," I moaned loudly.

Another minute later, I was coming all over her pretty face. She lapped up my cunt cum like I had hers... eagerly.

Once my orgasm was spent, I got off her and asked, gazing down upon her glistening face, "Did you like it, Mommy?"

"It was delicious," she said, looking up at me in a lustful, satisfied daze.

"What was?" I asked, as I went to the bag and reached into it for my strap-on.

"Your wet cunt," she answered, any nervousness or insecurity now gone... the power of teen pussy being godlike.

"You can snack on it any time, my sexy Mommy slut," I offered, as I donned the strap-on.

"You may want to move in," she smiled, as I tossed her a bottle of lube.

I laughed, "Your hubby may wonder?"

She sat up and laughed, "He probably wouldn't even notice."

"Not notice another wet cunt in the house? Men," I sighed.

"Men," she agreed.

"Get that dress off, Mommy," I ordered.

"Yes, baby," she said, as she began taking it off.

As I posed with my massive cock, I asked, "Ready for your lesson, Mrs. Jones?"



"Definitely," she said, tossing her dress onto the floor.

"Pussy or ass?" I asked. "My Mother said you were a nasty ass fucking slut."

"I need to hear what you two talk about," she said, shaking her head.

"Mostly it's the sound of licking," I replied playfully, as I got onto the bed.

"Pick a hole," she said, as she got on all fours.

I smiled, "Eenie meenie miney moe," before I slid into her pussy.

"Oh yes, fuck me," she moaned, as this was a fucking session... not a making love session.

I slammed into her hard.

She begged for more.

I fucked her so hard and fast I could feel sweat pouring down off me.

She came a second time.

I pulled out, generously lubed my cock, and slid into her ass.

She came a third time.

I took the strap-on off, laid on her bed and she returned the favour, giving me two more orgasms with her amazing tongue.

As I got dressed, she said, "Same time next week?"

"It's a date," I agreed.

.....

MRS. JOHNSON'S OVERNIGHT BABYSITTER

When I went to babysit for Mrs. Johnson, she requested I stay the night, as she wouldn't be home until at least two am and would likely have had a few drinks, and she lived on the other side of town (and her husband was gone for a couple of days).

I agreed, assuming she was another of the secret society of lesbian MILFs... but then she didn't ask me to go down on her or want to go down on me. Perhaps she wasn't a member. Perhaps she was normal. Normal seeming like a distant memory.

I actually fell asleep before she got home, and it wasn't until the morning when I discovered I'd been right in the first place. She was a member of the secret society.

"I brought you breakfast in bed," a voice said, awakening me.

I groggily opened my eyes, and as I went to sit up, I banged my face on something soft and wet. This got me instantly awake, as an unmistakable pussy was directly above me.

She repeated, "I brought you breakfast in bed."

I said, just before I began to dine on the best breakfast ever (usually it was Mom... occasionally Eleanor or someone else), "Did Mom tell you this is the breakfast she brings me every morning?'

"She just did five minutes ago," Mrs. Johnson replied.

"Mom's always looking after me," I added, before I began licking.

"A mother's work is never done," she moaned.

It was a leisurely breakfast. I licked. I probed. I teased.



She moaned softly before she revealed, a few minutes into my breakfast, "Your Mom seduced me into the family."

"Sometimes I still can't believe Mom is a part of this," I said, between lapping. I added, "Other times I believe it wholeheartedly."

"She's a woman of many different personas," she agreed, before adding, "I suppose we all are."





I imagined that was a very true statement as I kept licking until she came on my face and lips.

When she got off me, she said, "Come join me for an actual breakfast."

"Okay," I said, getting up.

"And get undressed," she added.

"What about the kids?" I asked.

"A friend picked them up already," she said, before walking out.

Since the discovery of the lesbian society, every day was an adventure.

I followed her to the kitchen, where she ordered me onto the kitchen table, spread my legs and said, "I love a warm homemade breakfast."

"Then I think you'll really enjoy this," I said, with a smile before she leaned in and began licking.

I closed my eyes and enjoyed a morning licking.

A few minutes later, after an orgasm and a bowl of cereal, the MILF asked, returning from the washroom and now wearing a strap-on, "Do you want a good fucking before I drive you home?"

"I'd love one," I said.

"Get back up on the table," she ordered.

I got.

She joined me on the table, moved behind me and slid her cock easily into my always wet pussy.

"Oh yes," I moaned, enjoying any time I was on the receiving end of pleasure... just as much as I enjoyed giving it.



She fucked me for fifteen minutes before I had my second morning orgasm.

I then dined on her pussy once more before she drove me home.

BEFORE THE WEDDING TRAINING

Of course, my fiancé Steve and I had to take marriage classes.

They were boring and sexist, as the minister stressed my subservient role as a wife.

Before learning of the secret lesbian sex club, I likely would have been happy to be getting married and would have believed every word he said... but now I resented every word.

To make me even angrier, he handed me an article from 'Housekeeping Monthly' called 'The Good Wife's Guide' which, again before the discovery I likely would have agreed with and just assumed that was my role. It was still the world I saw from my Mom when my father was home, but now it had me in a fury. [NOTE: There really was such an article in the 13 May, 1955 issue of Housekeeping Monthly. And although I left out a few items, these are direct quotes. Don't believe me? Google it.]

Each suggestion only added to my inner fury.

1. Have dinner ready. Plan ahead, even the night before, to have a delicious meal ready on time for his return. This is a way of letting him know that you have been thinking about him and are concerned about his needs. Most men are hungry when they come home and the prospect of a good meal is part of the warm welcome needed.

Are you kidding me? During the day I would not be thinking of him... no in my first years of marriage I would be servicing all the housewives in the community (that will be told later in the 1960s stories).

2. Prepare yourself. Take 15 minutes to rest so you'll be refreshed when he arrives. Touch up your make-up, put a ribbon in your hair and be fresh-looking. He has just been with a lot of work-weary people.

I would definitely be preparing myself: for whoever I was servicing that day. My make-up would be a lovely homemade gleam. He may have been working all day, but I would have been too.

3. Listen to him. You may have a dozen important things to tell him, but the moment of his arrival is not the time. Let him talk first -- remember his topics of conversation are more important that yours.

I imagine he would love to hear about my day, as mine would DEFINITELY be more interesting. Reading the belief that men's topics are more important than mine had my fury bubbling. Alas, I would have to feign I believed this as the female revolution slowly marched forward.

4. Clear away the clutter. Make one last trip through the main part of the house just before your husband arrives. Run a dustcloth over the tables.

This one was fair enough. I'd be sure and tidy away all the sex toys before Steve got home. And if anyone's cum was on the tabletops, I'd be sure and have it cleaned up.

5. Don't complain if he's late home for dinner or even if he stays out all night. Count this as minor compared to what he might have gone through that day.

Stay out all night. I don't care.

6. Arrange his pillow and offer to take off his shoes. Speak in a low, soothing and pleasant voice.

Oh my God! This makes me want to suffocate the minister. I mean I do love Steve, and I don't resent him (he ends up being a good husband and a good man), but the discovery of the possibility of a female revolution where equality could one day be achieved had me thinking woman first.

7. Don't ask him questions about his actions or question his judgment or integrity. Remember, he is the master of the house and as such will always exercise his will with fairness and truthfulness. You have no right to question him.

This philosophy was exactly the reason a female revolution was needed.

8. A good wife always knows her place.

That would be something I would tightrope the rest of my life. Being a good wife to a man who would never discover my other side. My marriage was partly love and partly a façade.

But while the sessions with Minister Martin were boring, excruciating and insulting... time with his wife was a lot more educational.

Session 1:

I walked into church at nine in the morning and Mrs. Martin ordered, in her stern voice, "Over here, Rebecca."

I walked over nervously, as she was standing at the podium her husband often stood at as he preached and judged all us sinners.

"Hi, Mrs. Martin," I greeted sheepishly. She scared the hell out of me (ironic I know, since we were in a church).

Her hair in a bun, her expression stoic, she asked, "Are you ready for your marriage training?"

"Yes, Mrs. Martin," I nodded, beginning to think this may be worse than the marriage counselling her sexist husband led.

"Get undressed," she said.

"Pardon?" I asked, surprised by her words... even after all I'd discovered in the past while. No way was she a member, was she? Plus, we were in church. Where anyone could come in.

"Get undressed, now!" she repeated, her stern voice somehow even scarier when she was unperturbed.

"Yes, Mrs. Martin," I said, my hands trembling. I removed my shoes and pulled my dress over my head and was then simply naked... since I was, as usual, not wearing panties or a bra.

"Only a slut goes out without undergarments," she said, as I stood before her naked.

"Yes, Mrs. Martin," I agreed, not sure what else to say. Although I'd briefly assumed she must be part of the lesbian society, these words had me reconsidering my assumption.

"Only a slut gets pregnant at eighteen," she continued to degrade me, making me feel small.

"Yes, Mrs. Martin," I nodded, my cheeks burning with shame as I shivered from a cool breeze.

"Come here," she said, as she moved away from the altar and moved to a bench.

I started to walk to her and she said, "Crawl."

"Yes, Mrs. Martin," I said obediently, as I lowered myself to the floor and looked up to see she was dropping her skirt to the floor. She too wasn't wearing any underwear.

"Time to repent for your sins," she said, as I crawled towards her.

"Yes, Mrs. Martin," I repeated, as I crawled to her with a slight smile, as her comment about sluts and undergarments now proved she was indeed a member of the movement.

"Time to discipline you for your behaviour," she said her tone not changing at all.

"I understand, Mrs. Martin," I said, reaching her.

"Climb onto my lap, slut," she instructed.

"Yes, Mrs. Martin," I obeyed, not exactly sure how to go about that.

I stood up, and went to sit on her lap. "No, you dumb slut," she snapped impatiently, "over my lap."

"Sorry, Mrs. Martin," I apologized, as I tried to figure out how to actually do that.

"Just climb on top," she sighed. "For someone with such high grades, you're pretty fucking stupid."

Being scolded so harshly and hearing such language coming out of a minister's wife's mouth was shocking... likely would have been the most shocking thing ever if it wasn't for the whole lesbian society and my mother is bi and I dine on her pussy almost every breakfast. I climbed on top, using the bench for stability.

"About time," she said, before her hand slapped my ass... hard.

I gasped.

"Repent for your sins," she said, another slap.

"I repent," I declared rather loudly... pain burning my ass.

"For what?" she asked, slapping my ass again.

"Being a slut," I answered.

"And a cock sucking whore?" she questioned, as she slapped me again.

"Yes, Mrs. Martin," I admitted.

"Yes, what?" she asked, another slap. My ass cheeks burned and yet, inexplicably, my pussy was wet.

"Yes, I'm a cock sucking whore," I declared, even though I had only sucked nine cocks so far. Eight of them on the night of my initiation to the society, and my boyfriend Steve's lots of times since surprising him that time at the drive-in. Cunt, on the other hand, I couldn't even begin to keep track of anymore.

"And you'll keep being one if that's needed for the revolution?" she asked, as she caressed my burning ass.

"Yes, Mrs. Martin, I'll suck every cock I'm told to," I agreed, even though I preferred eating pussy.

"Is being punished getting you horny, slut?" she asked.

"Yes, Mrs. Martin," I admitted, unsure why it was... although I knew the name calling always made my loins burn and my pussy leak.

"Your cunt cum is dribbling on my leg," she said.

"I'm sorry, Mrs. Martin," I apologized, "I'm always a horny slut."

"Hump my leg," she ordered.

"Yes, Mrs. Martin," I obeyed, as I moved one leg under her leg and the other over it. It was awkward at first, but once I got into a position I began fucking myself on her leg... like a dog.

"Such an obedient slut," she mused, as I moaned in pleasure.

"Yes, Mrs. Martin," I replied, as my pussy soaked her leg.

Then... a hard slap on the ass. But it wasn't a hand... it was a paddle.

PS: KIMMY you will see some pictures where I look different in the rest of this chapter. As I began to feel the baby inside me, I became self-conscious of my looks... my body... my everything. So, what you see here is partly me, partly my imagination.



I moaned and yelped at once.

A very unique sound.

"Only sluts get wet humping someone's leg," she mused, as she spanked me again.

"Yes, Mrs. Martin," I agreed, with a wince that also brought pleasure through me.

"You're a sinner," she scolded, slapping my ass.

"Yes," I admitted, feeling a burn on my ass.

"You ready to repent for your sins?" she asked again, even though I had already agreed to this.

"Yes, Mrs. Martin," I agreed. I then added, as each paddle spank, mixed with my grinding, sent waves of pleasure through me. "Punish me for my sins."

"You like to be punished?" she asked.

"Yes."

"Your pussy juice is now all over my leg," she pointed out.

"It's because I'm a lesbian slut," I declared.

"You prefer cunt to pussy?" she questioned.

"I like sausage, but I love fish," I replied, looking up at her.

"Well, come and dine on mine," she said, before I was allowed to come.

I moved off of her, moved between her legs and looked at her hairy pussy, a bit daunted at the tangle.

"Worship, slut," she ordered.

"Yes, Mrs. Martin," I said like a sex parrot, as I leaned forward and began licking... smiling inside at both her strong scent and wetness... I had turned her on.

I licked her to an orgasm where she didn't speak once... rather unorthodox... and when she came it was just the smallest moan... although even that isn't the right word for an utterance that quiet.

Once I was done, she said, "Same time tomorrow," before she stood up and walked away.

I quickly got dressed as she said from a distance, "And no coming until tomorrow's session."

"Yes, Mrs. Martin," I nodded, as I put my outfit back on. It seemed rather cruel of her, since she'd gotten me all hot and bothered in today's session, and hadn't let me come.

She scared me when she added, just as I was beginning to leave, "Tomorrow meet me at my home."

"Yes, Mrs. Martin," I agreed.

Session 2:

I arrived at her home a couple minutes early.

She had a woman I didn't recognize over, having coffee at the kitchen table.

"Under the table, slut," she ordered.

"Yes, Mrs. Martin," I obeyed, lowering myself to the floor and crawling under the table.

"Welcome my friend from Wallesburg," she instructed.

"You were telling the truth," the woman gasped, as she felt me arrive between her legs.

"I don't lie," Mrs. Martin said, before adding in an amused way, "it's a sin."

"And you never sin," the woman replied with a similar amused tone, as she parted her legs for me.

I moved to her pussy and began licking.

"Oh my," she moaned.

"She's a great rug muncher," the church woman approved.

"I must agree," the woman I was licking moaned.

I licked.

They talked.

The stranger came on my face.

I spun around and had a second yummy breakfast (a third if you include Mom's an hour earlier).

I licked.

They talked.

Mrs. Martin came.

"Want to play with her?" Mrs. Martin asked, once her orgasm was done.

"May I?" she asked.

"She's all yours," Mrs. Martin said. "I have to go shower before going to a meeting with some parishioners."

"Okay," the other woman said.

"Get up here, slut," Mrs. Martin ordered, not yet once using my name.

"Yes, Mrs. Martin," I obeyed, crawling out from beneath the table.

"Get naked. Climb on the table and do as Mrs. Brown says," she ordered.

"Yes, Mrs. Martin," I nodded, getting undressed. "Hi, Mrs. Brown," I smiled, as I pulled my dress over my head.

"You're adorable," Mrs. Brown said.

"I can be whatever you want me to be," I offered, as we were left alone.

"Get on the table," she ordered, admiring me.

"Yes, Mrs. Brown," I smiled, kissing her gently, before getting on the table.

She fingered my pussy.

She licked me.

She fingered my ass.



I eventually came when she had two fingers in each hole.

Mrs. Martin came down just as I was recovering and asked, "Has she been a good pet?"

"Very good," Mrs. Brown said, as she licked me some more.

"Well, play with her as long as you want," Mrs. Martin offered, before heading out.

Mrs. Brown straddled my face and I got her off a second time.

Mrs. Brown fucked me with a rolling pin... and I took almost all of it.

We ended in a 69 for an eternity as we each gave each other a third orgasm before she gave me her card, and I promised to come spend a weekend in her community to help promote the cause.

Session 3:

I was again summoned to Mrs. Martin's home.

This time I ate her at the breakfast table while she read the newspaper.

She then fisted me to three orgasms... the last one so intense I actually passed out.



Session 4:

I met Mrs. Martin at her home, and she drove me to a house on a farm a few miles out of town.

I followed her inside and she said, "Put this on."

"Yes, Mrs. Martin," I replied, taking a cheerleading outfit... something I'd always fantasized wearing.

I put it on as Mrs. Martin went upstairs.

She returned just as I had it on and said, "You're a cheerleader, and you're seducing your mother."

"I am?"

"Role play," she sighed. "Fuck, you really aren't too bright for a smart girl."

"Oh, okay," I nodded.

She led me upstairs and she said, "She is already in her role."

"Okay," I nodded again and I opened the door. I went in while she remained in the hallway, shutting the door behind me.

A pretty blonde was in a cheerleader outfit top, without the skirt, and was grinding on a pair of pom poms. I gasped, "Mom, what are you doing on my bed?"

"C-C-Cameron," the mother stuttered, looking back at me.

"What are you doing to my pom poms?" I questioned, becoming a character, just like I had when I'd played Ophelia in Hamlet a few months ago.

"I can explain, Cameron," she said, getting off the pom poms.

"I'm all ears," I replied dubiously.

"It's just I miss my cheerleader days," she said.

"Did you fuck yourself with pom poms back then?" I asked bluntly.

"Cameron!" she gasped.

"Mom!" I mocked back, assuming I was supposed to seduce her. That therefore I was to be in charge.

"Don't speak to me like that," she said, trying to be stern.

"You're the one on my bed, fucking yourself with my pom poms," I said, as I got onto the bed. "I think I'll speak to you however I like."

"Cameron!" she repeated, but more sheepishly.

I moved my hand to her pussy from behind and asked, "Were you fantasizing about me, Mom?"

"Cameron, what are you doing?" she gasped, even though she didn't move my hand away.

"Feeling your wet pussy, Mom," I answered matter-of-factly. "Why are you so wet, Mom?"

"It's just been a while," she admitted, looking embarrassed.

As I slowly rubbed her pussy, I asked, "What were you thinking about as you fucked this wet cunt with your daughter's pom poms?"

"Oh God, Cameron," she moaned, as I teased her pussy.

"Was it me, Mommy?" I asked, using the word that always turned my real Mom on.

"Cameron," she said weakly.

"Tell me, Mommy," I instructed. "Tell me what you want me to do."

"Oh God," she said, still not giving in.

"Do you want your daughter to eat your cunt?" I asked point blank.

"Cameron, please," she said, looking so vulnerable and playing guilty.

"Please what, Mommy?" I asked. "Please eat your cunt?"

"I-I-I...."

I moved my finger away, began to pull up her top and kissed her. "Sssssssh, Mommy, you're my pet now."



I kissed her passionately.

I took off her top.

I pushed her onto her back.

"Let me take care of you, Mommy," I purred, as I spread her legs.

"This is wrong," she protested.

"Making my dear Mommy feel good can't be wrong," I argued, looking up at her with a cute smile.

"But you're my daughter," she pointed out.

"And loving families must look after each other," I countered, as my finger went to her pussy.

"I don't know," she said weakly.

"I do, Mommy," I smiled, before I leaned down and began to lick her pussy.

"Ohhhh, honey," she moaned, as my magical tongue began to go to work.

I lapped for a few minutes before she begged, "Yes baby, get Mommy off."

"Come all over my face, Mommy," I urged her, as I hungrily devoured her wet cunt.

"Oh yes, baby," she moaned.

"Come now, Mommy," I encouraged.

"Oh yes, God, yes," she screamed before she came on my face.

"Yes, Mommy," I said, as I lapped up her cunt cum.

"Such a good girl," she moaned.

"Anything for Mommy," I replied, licking up her come until she was done.

To my surprise, that was it.

No orgasm for me.

Just a quiet drive back and being told to meet at the school tomorrow at lunchtime. Being a Saturday, I was curious why.

SESSION 5:

I arrived at school and saw the football team on the field. Mrs. Martin let me in.... of course she had a key.

She had me put on a wedding dress and led me to the staff room. The dress was far from new, a bit tattered in places, and yellowish from obviously many dry cleanings. And it fit me only more or less, the bodice actually gaping open to show my breasts unless I held it in place, which I knew without asking that Mrs. Martin wouldn't allow. Thank heavens we didn't encounter anyone in the hall.



As I entered the staff room I was a bit curious... I'd always wanted to see what it looked like inside.

It was disappointing.

Small.

Old couches.

A fridge.

A coffee pot.

What wasn't disappointing, but rather surprising, were four of my male teachers from my years of high school in the room... all naked.

I gasped.

"Holy shit, Mary, you really outdid yourself this time," Mr. Kendricks, my sophomore year math teacher said.

"Yeah, I never thought I'd ever see prim and proper Rebecca in the cum bath," Mr. Wade, my sixty-plus-year-old physics teacher said, staring at my fully exposed bosom.

Mrs. Martin said, "It's her wedding day soon, and I thought she should thank each of you for all you've done for her."

"It's the least you can do, isn't it Rebecca?" Mr. Stanger, my home room teacher directed his question to my tits.

"Yes, sir," I agreed, looking at his cock, which was a lot bigger than my husband's to be.

"Well, go suck their cocks, slut," Mrs. Martin ordered, as if that was obvious.

"Yes, Mrs. Martin," I obeyed, walking to Mr. Stanger first... his cock already hard and big.

I spent the next hour going from cock to cock, sucking one, stroking two.

Mr. Stanger came on my face first.

Mr. Pollack, the principal, decorated my face second.

Mr. Kendricks blasted a massive load on my tits next.

Mr. Stanger unloaded a second load on my face and tits.

Mr. Pollack also unleashed a second blast when he fucked my tits.

Mr. Kendricks asked if he could fuck me, but Mrs. Martin said no, so he pulled up my dress and spewed his second load all over my crotch and legs.

Finally after two loads from each, Mr. Wade finally came... splattering his tiny load on my tits.

I thought I was done, but then Coach Burks, the only black teacher in our school, walked in and said, "I'm happy she's still here."

"We wouldn't let her leave without sampling some of that dark meat of yours," Mrs. Martin said.

"She's a mess," he appraised, as he walked over to me.

"She'll be a cum portrait by the time you're done with her," Mrs. Martin said, as he pulled out his cock... easily the biggest I had ever seen in my limited real cock experience.

"Oh my," I said.

"I get that a lot," he said, as he shoved his cock in my mouth.

I had sucked the first four cocks.

With this one I was face fucked.

I gagged a few times and was instructed to breathe through my nose and focus.

So I did.

His entire cock never filled my mouth, and after a few minutes, although it seemed so long as he just roughly used me, he pulled out and spattered my entire body with what seemed a never-ending load.

"He shoots buckets," Mrs. Martin said as he finished.

"So I see," I laughed awkwardly, completely coated with cum.

Mrs. Martin said, "Look up."

I did as she snapped a Polaroid.



Kimmy... I felt their cum on me all day. Although I could eat a dozen pussies straight, from that day on, sucking cock was always just a task... nothing more.

BRIDAL SHOPPING

I thought that was all the tasks, but discovered that was just the end of the formal training.

I was wedding dress shopping with my mother and my mother-in-law-to-be when I learned my mother-in-law was also in the club.

At a private wedding shop (as in the door to the street was locked, and when you rang, the attendant answering the door would decide whether or not to let you in), after trying on a dozen dresses during what seemed like a normal day (for once), other than my morning breakfast of Mom's homemade cunt cum, while I was in a wedding dress (a nice one this time), Mrs. Carter ordered me, "Take off your panties, Rebecca."

"Pardon?" I asked.

"I've taught you better than that," Mom rebuked me.

"Sorry," I apologized, as I pulled my panties down and off... having worn some for the first time in days.

"Bend over the counter," Mrs. Carter snapped.

"Yes, ma'am," I obeyed.

"I don't want to hear her talking anymore," Mrs. Carter said. She'd loved me when her son and I were dating, but that love faded when she learned I was pregnant. If Steve and I hadn't assured her the child was his, there wouldn't even have been a wedding, no matter what else Steve might have said to her.

"I can fix that," the saleswoman said.

A minute later, as I stood there, bent over, while Mom and Mrs. Carter sipped on white wine, the saleswoman returned and put adhesive tape over my mouth.

"Actually take the dress off, but keep the veil on," Mrs. Carter instructed. "I don't really want to see your face."

I sat straight up, pulled the dress off and went to go back in that same position.

"No let's see how flexible you are," Mrs. Carter ordered. "Sit on that table."

I moved to the small table and sat on it. I looked at Mom, who silently gave me an apologetic look. Obviously she had no say in what happened to me here.

"Spin around, I told you I don't want to see your face," she ordered.

I did, my feet dangling over the table.

"Now lift up your ass."

I did, awkwardly.

"NO, use your arms," she sighed.

I managed that by leaning way forward, and I found myself in the most awkward position ever.



Mrs. Carter ordered, "Judy, fist her fat cunt."

"Yes, ma'am," the saleswoman agreed.

A moment later I was being fist fucked while Mom and Mrs. Carter drank their wine and chose my dress. They also agreed that every Wednesday I was to be Mrs. Carter's full-service maid. Mrs. Carter then ordered my Mother to go down on her.

I came twice from the fisting.

When I was allowed to turn around, I watched as Mrs. Carter poured wine down her belly, which ran onto her pussy and Mom's tongue.

I wondered what that flavour combination would be like.

I was also made to pose with wine... apparently for an advertisement for this wedding gown store for future members of the lesbian society.



DAY BEFORE THE WEDDING

We met Minister Martin about any last-minute changes, and then Mrs. Martin insisted I stay to have one last session.

I ate her pussy.

I ate her asshole.

I was fucked to orgasm with a candleholder.

I was then led into Minister Martin's office where I was instructed, "Make my husband happy, bride-to-be."

"Yes, Mrs. Martin," I smiled. "I'll make sure he is very happy."

I walked to the minister, who was walking around reading scripture, and dropped before him. I asked, "May I worship at your feet, Minister?"

"You may, my child," he said.

I fished out his cock, surprised to see it was already big and hard... I don't know why I assumed it would be small and flaccid.

I sucked on his cock slowly... deciding to indeed worship his cock.

Slow bobs.

He moaned, "You have a blessed mouth, my child."

Deep throat.

"Wash away your sins, my child," he groaned a couple minutes later.

Eventually he pulled out and grunted, "Be baptized pure, my child," before he splattered the left side of my face.



Kimmy... this picture was fun to create, as I imagined my hubby catching us in the act.

That night Eleanor, who'd gone blonde (much to my surprise), spent the night with me. She smiled, one last time before I tied the knot... although we would remain lovers until she passed away in the late 90s.

It was romantic.



It was tender.



It was heavenly... and the end of one chapter... with a new one beginning when the sun arose the next day.

.....

I smiled.

Even with all of great-grandmother's kinky sex... she was a romantic at heart.

She stayed married until great-grandfather passed away.

She stayed with her best friend until she passed away.

As I rubbed myself, I couldn't help but think about my next conquest... Mrs. Walker.

I imagined the ultimate parent-teacher day:



THE END FOR NOW

1950s: Wedding Day Slut (coming in 2020)
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1950s: On Her Wedding Day

1950s: On Her Wedding Day

Summary: The bride gets lots of pussy and some cock on her special day.

Note 1: Thanks to Rebecca, the famous artist whose artwork continues to inspire and to be used for this series. Especially her series 'Housewives at Play', 'Teens at Play' and 'Hot Moms'. Thank you for access to your entire book catalogue as well as your website for this massive series.

Note 2: This is the eighth chapter of a multi-chapter story about one woman's journey of sexual submission and lesbian exploration through the decades, and through several generations of family members.

In part 1, 1950s: 1st Time With a Girl, our 2015 protagonist Kimmy is given the gift of a scrapbook from her recently deceased great grandmother, Rebecca. When Kimmy opens the scrapbook, she is shocked to find that the scrapbook is a journal of her beloved great grandmother's sexual adventures in the 1950s...with drawings. Kimmy reads in awe of Rebecca's first time with a woman. Once done reading, Kimmy pleasures herself while reliving her most recent seduction of her nerdy science partner Zelda.

In part 2, 1950s: Housewives' Lesbian Society, our protagonist reads the next chapter in her great grandmother's scrapbook. Rebecca is caught masturbating while babysitting and has a sexual encounter with a MILF. Rebecca learns of a secret lesbian society that is many years old, and she is offered the opportunity to become the newest submissive pet to many local housewives. To earn the privilege of being the housewife pet for her senior year, she must meet the head Mistress and service her. Lastly, present-day Kimmy, so horny from the idea of a housewife sex club, envisions dominating one of her neighbours.

In part 3: 1950s: Housewives' Pet Training, our protagonist learns about her great grandmother's training to be a pet to a community of housewife lesbians. Rebecca is forced to suck cock for the first time (and the second time, and...), she witnesses a massive housewife lesbian orgy, gets fisted and spanked before being ordered to seduce her best friend. Lastly, Kimmy gets herself off after a long night by imagining many different MILFs she would like to seduce.

In part 4: 1950s: Lick and Fuck Best Friends, our protagonist reads about her great grandmother's seduction of her best friend. Rebecca becomes more brazen at high school and must fulfill the task of seducing her best friend, Eleanor. Lastly, Kimmy gets herself off with a pop bottle as she fantasizes about making her good friend Camree be her public slut.

In part 5: 1950s: Moms & Daughters, our protagonist reads about her great grandmother Rebecca's further sexual adventures as she: submits to her best friend's mother to get her permission for Eleanor to also become a community pet; seduces Eleanor again, this time so her mother can catch them in the act; gets Eleanor's mother off in front of Eleanor; at an initiation/training for Rebecca and Eleanor, learns how her own mother had been recently seduced into the housewife lesbian community; has sex with her mother: oral, vaginal and anal, both giving and receiving; establishes a domme/sub relationship with her mother -- taking turns for who's in charge. Lastly, Kimmy fantasizes about dominating and seducing her unpleasant Aunt Beth as she masturbates with a bratwurst.

In part 6: 1950s: Munching the Cheerleaders, our protagonist reads about her great grandmother's senior year as she questions her fading relationship with her best friend, tries to handle all her commitments (school, boyfriend and being a housewives' pet) and even spends a night with three popular cheerleaders. Lastly, this leads to Kimmy realizing she needs to spend more time with her best friend Julia.

In part 7: 1950s: Naughty Bride-to-Be, our protagonist, now pregnant, must repent as she prepares for her wedding... although her tasks to repent tend to include a lot of pussy and some cock.

Note 3: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing.

Note 4: Normal text font is present day; Bold is Kimmy flashing back to one of her own sexual encounters or fantasizing about one; italics is the scrapbook story of our hero Rebecca.

Note 5: Also, please note that although I've tried to make the main characters look the same as far as possible in the illustrations, the photos were selected from a massive collection from Rebecca's website. Thus, there will often be subtle differences (freckles, breast size, etc.). That said, I don't believe it should hinder your enjoyment of the story.

Note 6: Of course, all characters in the story are 18 years of age or older.

1950s: On Her Wedding Day

I didn't even make it through a night before I reopened the scrapbook. I just couldn't wait to read about my great grandmother's wedding day. I sensed it was going to be epic.

That said, I did have time to imagine Mrs. Walker naked... with her legs spread... just like any good submissive. Her never having mentioned anything after catching Julia munching on my pussy had me wondering if she'd be an easy conquest... there was just something about her that screamed secret slut... someone who behind that serious demeanour was wickedly naughty. Perhaps she was a secret Mistress pondering which student to order under her desk... or perhaps instead she was a secret submissive who was dying to crawl under a student's desk and lick her while the girl wrote a test... yes, a submissive felt more like the inner her... so perhaps she imagined being bent over her desk and fucked from behind by a hung student or a girl with a strap-on... and perhaps she longed to be positioned on her desk and get spit-roasted... and perhaps on her knees surrounded by an entire basketball team and getting a bukkake... and perhaps in the center of a lesbian orgy... regardless, once the idea got in my head, I couldn't get that visual of her naked and offering herself out of my head.



I sensed it would take only a nudge to push her over the edge, so I just had to decide how to give her that nudge.

For instance I could simply lie across her desk naked and offer myself to her.



Or perhaps I could strip us both down and seduce her right in her classroom.



Or perhaps go a more traditional way by seducing her twin daughters, making sure we'd get caught in the act.



And then blackmail her in her classroom to be my submissive pet or else I out her daughters.



So many ideas....

As I pondered them, I continued reading... about my great grandmother pregnant and about to get married.

.....

Late on the night before my wedding, Eleanor, after we'd brought each other to multiple orgasms, kissed me, told me she loved me, and slipped away to help with the preparations for my big day.



I was so exhausted... I crashed before I even heard her leave the house... perhaps Mom decided to use her before she left.

I drifted off to sleep, still naked.

.....

Then finally, it was my wedding day!

I was dazzled by a complex mixture of emotions.

Excited... it had always been my dream to get married, have kids, and become that perfect wife and mother we were taught we needed to be.

Terrified... I was only eighteen, and this was the rest of my life we were talking about.

Confused... although I wanted to get married, my newfound sexual explorations had gotten me questioning everything.

Nervous... after the crazy week leading up to my big day... I had no idea what the women running my life might have in store for me today. Although I did know that whatever it was, I wouldn't have any choice in the matter... and that was a good thing!

My Mom woke me up on my wedding day in the bets possible way... first she sat on my face, giving me the best homemade breakfast ever... for the last time while I was living in this house... having slept in this bed... the Martins had gotten my fiancé and me a small house only three doors away from theirs.

Then Mom gave me a going away fucking... although she stressed very clearly that this wasn't the last time she'd be pounding my cunt (it was still so surreal to hear Mom using the word 'cunt', plus of course spreading my legs, holding my ankles, and fucking me hard while calling me her slut, and while I of course begged my Mommy to fuck me harder).



After two orgasms... Mom kissed me passionately... then sat on my face to receive her second orgasm of the morning, and I received the most authentic facial any woman can ever receive.

I went and got my hair done.

I got my makeup done too... my hairdresser smiling at my glistening sheen... knowing very well that it was a natural glean.

I got to the church an hour early like Minister Martin had instructed me to.

I was naked and checking out the silly garter I was expected to wear, when there was a knock on the door. I assumed it was Mrs. Martin or my Mom... but it was neither.

"So I hear you trapped my brother," Valerie said when I opened the door and she walked right in.

Valerie was three years older than I was and lived in California. I said warmly, "Happy you could make it!"

"Of course I made it," she said, closing the door as she looked at me in the same way so many of my Mom Mistresses looked at me. "I also hear you're great at eating pussy."

Not wanting to waste any time in denials or feigning surprise, or even pointing out she was my husband-to-be's sister, which would be pretty futile, since she likely knew I ate her mother, and perhaps even knew I got fucked by her father, I responded with the confidence I'd gained from all the pussy I'd eaten and from how I was constantly being summoned to serve people over and over, "Oh, I got an A in pussy eating, just like I did in all my classes." (Yes Kimmy, I did say those words. And yes Kimmy, I know they sound ridiculous now.)

"Allow me to decide that for myself," she said, and she walked over to a very nice love seat, slipped out of her bridesmaid dress, revealing she wasn't wearing any panties (although she was wearing a bra) and spread her legs.

This being a common occurrence, and since I was always ready to dive into a pussy, especially a fresh new pussy, always excited to discover the unique scent and taste of a new woman, I lowered myself to my acclaimed position on all fours and leaned forward without any further instruction.

"Already well trained," Valerie said, although I wasn't sure if she meant for her brother or for the secret lesbian society.

"I aim to please," I responded, which was true. I enjoyed academia, reading, the movies and other things... but nothing gave me a better thrill, a bigger rush of adrenaline than pleasing another woman... yes, I also enjoyed getting fucked, fucking someone, or getting my pussy licked too... but at the very tippy-top of all my sins was licking a pussy... and hearing someone moan because of my tongue... noticing her body react as I stimulated her... listening to her growing rapture, and of course tasting the full nectar of her sweet cum when she reached orgasm and gifted me her homemade treat.

"Mmmmmmm," Valerie purred as I worked over her pussy... not giving her the special lengthy tease and please I was becoming famous for... since I was walking down the aisle in less than an hour... but my more aggressive approach, where I dived back and forth between her clit and her wet hole.

"You taste so good," I said, always wanting a woman I was licking to know how much I enjoyed her taste.

"Better than my Mom?" she asked.

"Oh, I won't get involved in that comparison," I said, sucking on her clit. "But you both taste heavenly."

Valerie laughed at my religious word play, "You're such a sexy nasty slut."

"Thank you," I said, loving sweet romantic rendezvous, but also verbal play equally.



"Yes, you'll make an excellent addition to the family," she said approvingly, placing her hand on the back of my head to guide me deeper into her wetness.

"I'll do my best to fit in," I said, and then I couldn't talk anymore because my face was plastered against her pussy.

"Oh, you'll fit in all right," she moaned, her body beginning to surrender to the pleasure I was delivering.

For the next two or three minutes I licked... sucked... and then just extended my tongue when she began grinding her cunt up and down my face.

"Oh, yes, you nasty slut, you pet slave, eat me," she moaned as she was nearing her climax.

I kept my tongue extended while she used my face to get off, until she screamed, although she covered her mouth to muffle it somewhat, "Yeeeeeeeees!!"

As she stopped grinding, a massive gush of cum exploded out of her and all over my newly applied makeup... thankfully it had been tasteful and minimal... and now I was wearing new makeup that was more appropriate to my new life. I then lapped up as much of her cum as I could, enjoying the treat shortly before I walked down the aisle. Knowing I'd be walking down the aisle with my sister-in-law-to-be's cum all over my face was a strange turn-on.

Once she was finished coming, she let go of my head go and said, "Shit, that was indeed worth an A."

"Not an A+?" I wheedled.

"You'll have to work even more skillfully to earn that," she said.

"I look forward to the challenge," I said.

Then she stood up, pulled me up too, and said, "You're missing something."

"Clothing?" I smirked.

"Well, that too," she said. "But that would only get in the way."

She removed my white veil from its stand and put it on me. "There, that's better."

"I may need something more for my walk down the aisle," I smiled demurely, assuming we weren't yet done with my pre-wedding playtime.

"Likely," she said, "although I'm guessing at least half of the women out there have already seen you naked, and they've also used your wicked mouth."

"Likely," I agreed, as she shoved me against a wall and kissed me.

We kissed for a few seconds before she said, "I hope you don't mind if I sample my brother's bride-to-be and make sure she's worthy?"

"I doubt that I have a choice," I said as she sucked on my left earlobe... I didn't say that in a negative way, but a flirtatious one.

"No, you really don't," she agreed. Then she splattered my neck with kisses.

She was languorously dragging her tongue up my neck, which no one had ever done to me before, when I heard a gasp.



Doing nothing to conceal our naked bodies, Valerie turned and grinned, "Hi, Daddy!"

"I see you took the opportunity to sample the bride-to-be before she walked down the aisle and committed her mind, body and soul to your brother."

"And to her sister-in-law too," Valerie added, bringing her lips to my hard nipple.

"Well, please finish up soon," Minister Martin said. "People are starting to arrive, and they're asking about you."

"Those people miss my tongue too, Valerie said, looking into my eyes.

"I'm sure they do," I agreed, hoping I'd get the chance to experience that gift before I walked down the aisle.

"Now either come and fuck me Daddy, or else leave us alone until I'm done testing our new slut," Valerie said, making my eyes go wide.

"Yes, Daddy fucks me too," Valerie smiled. "We're a very close family."

"Just hurry up," he said, shaking his head, and to my surprise resisting the temptation to fuck his daughter... which I would have liked to see (although I would watch them fucking each other many times during my marriage).

He walked out the other door and she said, answering the question spinning in my head, "And no, I haven't fucked your husband-to-be, and he knows nothing about the secret society or our Dad's devious lifestyle."

"I wouldn't mind if you did," I said, meaning it... I loved Steve, I'd be a good wife to Steve... but I much preferred pussy... so if someone else could take care of his dick sometimes, all the better.

"Mmmmmmm, good to know," she smiled as she lowered herself slowly to my tits... then my belly... and then to my pussy.

Feeling horny as fuck... although I didn't know why... perhaps it was pleasing her... or the idea of becoming their family slut... or maybe the thought of Valerie's potential incestuous sibling sin with Steve that had my pussy on fire... or... I could simply be feeling horny because I was always horny... I closed my eyes and luxuriated in Valerie's obviously skilled and experienced tongue.

I came within a few minutes, and when she stood back up, my wetness glistening on her lips, I suggested, "You should teach your brother how to eat pussy like that."

"Yeah, guys need a lot of practice and training to become effective down there," she said. "Mike is still a work in progress."

"Aren't they all," I joked, Mike being her husband of two years, and also a minister.

"Tell me about it," she sighed. "Well, I guess we should get you ready for your big day."

"You already did," I smiled.

"Oh, this was just the beginning of your big day," she said, her tone of voice hinting at something nefarious and kinky. Or perhaps many somethings.

"I can't wait," I said, curious about what else was in store for me on this special day.

Mom arrived. Eleanor arrived. And fifteen minutes later, I looked like a radiant bride... and only a few would know... okay, probably lots more than a few would know... that the special glean on my face and the reason I was radiant was only partially because I was walking down the aisle to marry the man of my dreams.

The ceremony went as planned.

Photos went as planned.

Then to Steve's and my surprise, I was whisked away with a bunch of the ladies for the rest of the afternoon... their telling Steve and the wedding guests only that it was time for the women of my new family to initiate me... which I assumed meant I'd soon be eating more pussy.



We carpooled to the Martins' home, where Mom and I served as the sluts for the family.

I was fucked by some aunt, while Mom had her face sat on by a family friend... and then yet another minister's wife fucked me (I was learning that if you were a minister's wife, you were always secretly a lesbian).



I offered my young, ripe pussy to Minister Martin's wheelchair-bound sister.



And I face fucked and then fucked Mrs. Martin herself at the request of her mother, who enjoyed watching her daughter getting used by girls and younger women. This experience got even hotter when Minister Martin walked in and caught me naked for the second time today... this time with my strap-on cock fucking his wife's face.



And although I didn't get to participate, I watched in perverse glee as his mother-in-law, wielding an impressive strap-on, bent him over and fucked his ass... something that suddenly intrigued me as something I should do with my new husband.

Then, when I thought it was time to return for the banquet, Mrs. Martin gifted me my own present... Mrs. Brandt... who'd called me a cheap slut in public when she learned I was pregnant, and had also accused me of trapping Steve. To make it even better, her husband... a politician of some sort... was required to watch us.



And she was now a pet I was allowed to keep as my very own and to use whenever I wanted... which I thought was a very thoughtful and useful gift... the gift that keeps on giving.

After I came on her face, I climbed back into my wedding attire, and we returned to the hall for supper, speeches and the dancing.

As I'd expected, my night of sexual exploration wasn't over... except unexpectedly none of it included my husband, or even a mention of consummating our marriage.

First, my Mom was gifted two special cocktails from Steve's two uncles... while my Dad was outside having a smoke (which was and is such a filthy habit).



I excused myself after dinner and before the speeches to show two of the caterers my gratitude for a delicious meal and an even more delicious dessert... the cutting of the cake still another hour away.



The speeches, with the aftertaste of cum in my mouth, were so heartwarming... or at least most of them were. Minister and Mrs. Martin delivered amazing speeches about how I was now a member of their family, and they promised they'd treat me as one of their own. (The ways they'd both already treated me like they owned me was a secret their son my new husband didn't know.) But then my Dad, now drunk, gave a long, rambling speech as well until someone led him away, and then it was time for the first dance.

Steve and I danced to The Penguins' 'Earth Angel', which you may recall was played at my funeral (at least it had better have been, since I specifically requested it... and yes, the band was actually called 'The Penguins').

After the father-daughter dance, which was my favourite song at the time, Mr. Sandman by the Chordettes, the dance got going with rocking versions of Rock Around the Clock, Shake Rattle and Roll, and the Muddy Waters blues classic You Upset Me Baby (Kimmy, they really don't make music like they used to).

For a good half hour I just danced... with anyone and everyone... I was just alive from the power of music.

Then I was whisked away by a woman I didn't recognize or know at all, who guided me around a corner, lifted up my dress, dropped to her knees, and fist fucked me.

Neither of us said a word.

She just fist fucked me to an orgasm.

It was so intense... I thought I might scream and alert all the guests and my husband to what was happening to me... and I did make a sound loud enough to get the attention of one man I didn't know (it turned out it was the husband of the woman fisting me, so no harm done), and even Steve glanced over, but luckily he didn't see anything compromising.



To this day I have no idea who fisted me. I never saw her later that night. or ever again.

She did get up, lick her fingers and walk away just as Steve walked over. My dress fell back into place, and he asked, "Are you okay?"

"Never better," I answered, even though I was still recovering from my intense fisting orgasm.

"You're very flushed," he said.

"Must be the wine," I said... this being decades before society decided that drinking while pregnant was a bad thing.

"You sure?"

"Yes, honey," I said, taking his hand as Lovey Dovey by the Clovers came on. "Let's dance to Lovey Dovey."

"I love you so much," he said, kissing me.

"I love you just the right amount," I responded, repeating the same line I'd used the first time he told me he loved me.

We danced.

We cut the cake... which almost became another outing... although this time not me... out of his peripheral but within mine... my sister and one of his cousins were making out. Their bodacious boobs were totally uncovered, but they were facing away from Steve and me, so that was all right.



I had a wine bottle shoved into my pussy and a candle up my ass (which I don't recommend... not something up your ass, that's often fucking amazing... but a candle isn't a recommended insertion product for that hole).



Again I was almost caught by Steve, who glanced over and saw me bent over... but he didn't see Mrs. Maple or her handiwork. Luckily he was distracted by his cousin, and another orgasm later, I was back on the dance floor.

More dancing... more drinking... and then Steve and I were inside a limo that was taking us to the hotel Mrs. Martin had booked for us.

In the limo... I gave him a blow job... I figured after all the sex I'd had today, it was the least I could do.

Of course he unloaded in my mouth in like a minute... which I'd expected.

As we reached the hotel he said, "I'm not feeling very well."

"Too much alcohol?" I asked.

"I don't know," he said. "But I'm completely exhausted all of a sudden."

"I'm tired too," I said, which was the truth.

"I'm sorry, but I don't think I'll be up for any sex tonight," he said.

"That's okay," I said.

"No, it's our wedding night," he said, as he grabbed his stomach.

"We have a lifetime together to fuck," I said, having gotten accustomed to speaking bluntly with all the women.

"Rebecca!" he gasped.

"Sorry... to make love," I corrected. "Maybe I'm a little drunk too."

"You're so beautiful," he said as we got out of the limo.

"You're just saying that because I swallowed your cum a few minutes ago," I teased.

"Rebecca!" he repeated, not used to hearing me talk like this.

"Sorry... because I sucked your big dick until you unloaded in my mouth," I said wickedly, having fun by talking crude and seeing his shocked face.

"Rebecca, that's enough," he said sternly.

"Sorry," I apologized, needing to accept he wasn't as outgoing and kinky as most of this fucked up community.

"I don't know what's gotten into you," he said, taking my hand and leading me into the hotel.

'A strap-on, a fist, a candle, and even a wine bottle,' I wanted to say... 'but not your cock,' I wanted to add... but alas, I remained silent like a good wife.

"Or what's gotten into me," he added, holding his stomach.

"Let's just get you to the room," I said, as I pressed the seventh floor button.

"Okay," he said, not looking so good.

We got to our room, I unlocked the door, we walked in, and he stumbled to the bed and fell onto it... and not even twenty seconds later, he was snoring.

No fucking way!

Five minutes later, there was a knock at the door as I was lying on the other bed... the room not a real honeymoon suite (my new in-laws hadn't upgraded for that), so it had two beds.

I went and opened it, and Eleanor asked, "Is he out cold yet?"

"Yeah, can't you hear him?" I asked. If I had to listen to that snoring for the next forty years, I might not make it.

"Good," she said, and I noticed she was wearing nothing but a robe. "I gave him a lot of drugs to knock him out."

"You did what?"

"Because I wanted to spend some time with you tonight," she explained, dropping the robe.

"Oh my God, Eleanor," I said.

"Those are words I hope you'll be screaming in a few minutes," she said. "Now get onto the bed."

"What about Steve?" I asked; he was fast asleep on the other bed.

"He isn't waking up, not with all the stuff I gave him," she said, as I got back onto the bed and looked across at my sleeping new husband,

"You're sure?" I asked.

"Oh, I'm sure," she assured me.



That night Eleanor and I made love... a lot. She fucked me to orgasm. I fucked her to orgasm. We shared a 69 for over thirty minutes with each of us reaching multiple orgasms.

And later on, as she sauntered out and into the hallway stark naked (carrying her robe), I couldn't help but wonder if marrying a man when I 110% preferred women had been the right thing to do. I mean this was the mid-50s... an era when where women either got married or were called spinsters... and when very few women could survive on their own... it was very much a man's world... yet Kimmy, I want you to know that although I did a lot of bad things back then and in the years to come... ate so much pussy and fucked so many men... I did love your great grandfather... just in my very unorthodox way.

.....

I pondered great grandmother's final paragraph. Back then she'd needed a man so she could be financially stable... but I didn't. I wasn't saying I'd never marry a man... maybe I would. But unlike the time she lived in... I lived in one when a woman could be anything she wanted to be, and she sure as hell didn't need a fucking man to get what she wanted.

I noticed the section I'd been reading was almost done, so I resumed reading.

.....

My wedding shower the next day was another wild event. Back then, the men went out golfing or hunting or bowling, or some other guy shit (I really don't recall where Steve went with the boys and maybe I didn't even ask), and I opened our gifts.

Before the guests arrived, I'd arrived early, and Mrs. Martin gave me my first gift of the occasion... a good hard fucking... and she was more than a little dismayed to learn Steve and I hadn't consummated our marriage last night... even after I explained he wasn't feeling well (I sure didn't let her know Eleanor had drugged him and we'd fucked all night in the bed right beside his).



So I was punished for not making Steve fuck me last night... my Mom walking in on me getting paddled.



Lastly, the gift opening was unlike anything I bet you can imagine (although I'm guessing that everything I've been telling you has been more than you could have ever imagined).

After each gift I opened, I needed to crawl between the legs of the woman who'd given it to Steve and me, and to thank her with an extended kiss on her lower lips and thus an orgasm.

Thanks for the toaster... eat a pussy.

Thanks for the sheets... eat another pussy.

Thanks for the blender... eat yet another pussy.

I received twenty-seven gifts that afternoon... and I munched twenty-eight pussies... since Steve's sister Valerie told me her pussy itself was her gift.

My knees were very sore by the end of the afternoon, and my stomach was so full that it audibly sloshed.

This concludes part one of my journey.

It told you how I discovered myself... got married... and eventually gave birth to your grandmother... although my experiences during my continuing pregnancy and its aftermath constitute a whole different story.

But for now I'll end with this last picture I drew recently. It's a wicked one depicting me when I was eighteen... or perhaps it's you, since you're now eighteen, and your mother like she is now... but if you don't want to see it that way, I understand... since it's a bit perverse even for me... but this is a dream I had one night, and I just had to draw it.

It was me imagining that for your eighteenth birthday present I'd reveal the truth to you, and then I'd unwrap you (meaning strip you naked) and bring you into the fold (make you eat my pussy for the first time). But alas, I was too sick by then, and too frail even to attempt something like that in person. It's sad when your mind is still sharp, your image of your body still has a burning libido, but your real body is withering away uselessly.

Anyway, enough of that depressing shit.

If I was still healthy, this is what would have happened on your birthday, my Kimmy!!!



.....

I stared at the picture for a long time.

My great grandmother totally and beautifully naked... me also naked while staring into her cunt rapturously... and my Mom looking on approvingly.

Contrary to her misgivings, I loved this picture!

God, how I wished I could have learned all I was now learning while she was still alive. I had so many questions, and although her scrapbook was still filled with adventures yet to unfold, I wished I could have spoken to her about them.

I was about to close the book for the night, when I saw a PS from her.

.....

PS: Do me a favour, Kimmy... you may not yet be ready to use those words I told you about earlier to make your mother into your pet (or maybe you are)... but I have a challenge for you.

Before you read any further, I want you to go out and get something you want. Just take it. Make it yours. Whatever you choose it will be a gift from me, and I'll watch from heaven, knowing you're doing it for me.

.....

I stared at those words for a couple minutes.

Then I smiled.

I looked up at the picture of great grandmother on my desk and said, "I'll do you proud."

I closed the scrapbook, picked up my art supplies, and drew my upcoming conquest... of Mrs. Walker... and to abide by great grandmother's request, I'd also have to do it for real before I could return and read any more of her wicked, life-changing, inspiring story... so I'd have to do her ASAP.

I didn't draw a practical picture of how I was going to seduce her... no, just a kinky one like many of the ones in her scrapbook... a fantasy... in a world where anything was possible and you couldn't get arrested for having sex in public... or in other words, a perfect world.
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1950s: Pregnant Slut

1950s: Pregnant Slut

Summary: Pregnant wife gets used excessively.

Note 1: Thanks to Rebecca, the famous artist whose artwork continues to inspire and to be used for this series. Especially her series 'Housewives at Play', 'Teens at Play' and 'Hot Moms'. Thank you for access to your entire book catalogue as well as your website for this massive series.

Note 2: This is the ninth chapter of a multi-chapter story about one woman's journey of sexual submission and lesbian exploration through the decades, and through several generations of family members.

In part 1, 1950s: 1 st Time With a Girl, our 2015 protagonist Kimmy is given the gift of a scrapbook from her recently deceased great grandmother, Rebecca. When Kimmy opens the scrapbook, she is shocked to find that the scrapbook is a journal of her beloved great grandmother's sexual adventures in the 1950s...with drawings. Kimmy reads in awe about Rebecca's first time with a woman. Once she's done reading, Kimmy pleasures herself while reliving her most recent seduction: her nerdy science partner Zelda.

In part 2, 1950s: Housewives' Lesbian Society, our protagonist reads the next chapter in her great grandmother's scrapbook. Rebecca is caught masturbating while babysitting and has a sexual encounter with a MILF. Rebecca learns of a secret lesbian society that is many years old, and she is offered the opportunity to become the newest submissive pet to many local housewives. To earn the privilege of being the housewife pet during her senior year of high school, she must meet the head Mistress and service her. Lastly, present-day Kimmy, horny from the idea of a sex club for housewives, envisions herself dominating one of her neighbours.

In part 3: 1950s: Housewives' Pet Training, our protagonist learns about her great grandmother's training to become a pet to a community of housewife lesbians. Rebecca is forced to suck cock for the first time (and the second time, and...), she witnesses a massive housewife lesbian orgy, then gets fisted and spanked before being ordered to seduce her best friend. Lastly, Kimmy gets herself off after a long night, by imagining many different MILFs she would like to seduce.

In part 4: 1950s: Lick and Fuck Best Friends, our protagonist reads about her great grandmother's seduction of her best friend. Rebecca becomes more brazen at high school and must fulfill the task of seducing her best friend, Eleanor. Lastly, Kimmy gets herself off with a pop bottle as she fantasizes about making her good friend Camree serve as her public slut.

In part 5: 1950s: Moms & Daughters, our protagonist reads about her great grandmother Rebecca's further sexual adventures as she: submits to her best friend's mother to get her permission for Eleanor also to become a community pet; seduces Eleanor again, this time so her mother can catch them in the act; gets Eleanor's mother off in front of Eleanor; at an initiation/training for Rebecca and Eleanor, learns how her own mother had been recently seduced into the housewife lesbian community; has sex with her mother: oral, vaginal and anal, both giving and receiving; establishes a domme/sub relationship with her mother - taking turns for who's in charge. Lastly, Kimmy fantasizes about dominating and seducing her unpleasant Aunt Beth as she masturbates with a bratwurst.

In part 6: 1950s: Munching the Cheerleaders, our protagonist reads about her great grandmother's senior year as she questions her fading relationship with her best friend, tries to handle all her commitments (school, boyfriend and being a housewives' pet) and even spends a night with three popular cheerleaders. Lastly, this leads to Kimmy realizing she needs to spend more time with her best friend Julia.

In part 7: 1950s: Naughty Bride-to-Be, our protagonist, now pregnant, must repent as she prepares for her wedding... although her tasks to repent tend to include a lot of pussy and some cock.

In part 8: 1950s: On Her Wedding Day, our protagonist learns of her great grandmother's actual wedding day, which is an amazing sex-filled day, including rendezvous with a wide variety of women and a couple of lucky men. Her great grandmother then orders Kimmy to help herself to a major gift she will cherish greatly... which Kimmy interprets as helping herself to Mrs. Walker, which takes us to part 9.

Note 3: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing.

Note 4: Normal text font is present day; Bold is Kimmy flashing back to one of her own sexual encounters, or fantasizing about one; italics is the scrapbook story of our heroine Rebecca.

Note 5: Also, please note that although I've tried to make the main characters look the same as far as possible in the illustrations, the drawings were selected from a massive collection on Rebecca's website. Thus, there will often be subtle differences (freckles, breast size, etc.). That said, I don't believe it should hinder your enjoyment of the story.

Note 6: Of course all characters in the story are 18 years of age or older.

1950s: Pregnant Slut

I woke up the next morning filled with determination.

My great grandmother Rebecca had instructed me to help myself to a major gift, and since her description of that gift gave me plenty of leeway, I took it as a clear sign from above that I needed to seduce and pettify (if that's a word) my math teacher Mrs. Walker, post haste.

I'd already been seriously considering her as a possible acquisition... and whenever I obsess about (which is stating it more honestly than 'seriously consider') acquiring something or someone, it's usually only a matter of time before I formulate a plan to make that into a reality.

It felt like the Gods of Lesbianism (I was beginning to think there really were such entities), were guiding me to this course of action.

And sure enough, I'd already come up with a plan.

I arrived at school early, snuck into Mrs. Walker's room, and placed this drawing on her desk picture side down where she couldn't miss finding it, having written a notation on the back in longhand: I bet you wish this could be you!



Although to throw her off track, I'd included Miss Collins' name on the blackboard... the younger gym teacher having more than a passing resemblance to Mrs. Walker.

I slipped out and allowed the effect of her imminent find to marinate. Truth be told, I had no idea what she'd think about the picture, or about the other ones I'd be arranging for her to find during the rest of the day... but hopefully they would stir something attention-getting in her loins.

She wouldn't be teaching a class I was in until just before lunch, so I wouldn't be able to witness her reaction, but I sensed that her continuing to find similar drawings throughout the day would help to make her increasingly suggestable to what I eventually had in store for her.

Inside an envelope with only her name on the outside, I unobtrusively slid a second drawing under her door during her second period spare.

This one was a picture of her with the caption: This is how I imagine you whenever you're teaching me in class.



Then I sauntered into her class totally innocently, and saw she wasn't in the room.

Perfect.

I slipped a third picture onto her desk... underneath her laptop... but with about a quarter of it showing... nothing that would stand out, unless she lifted her laptop and looked beneath it.

This time I wrote: Or do you sometimes imagine yourself fucking one of your students right on your desk? Perhaps Mary-Beth? Mary-Beth Porter was a student highly placed on the Honours Roll, and she'd recently come out.



I sat down in my desk... conveniently in the middle of the front row... and simply waited.

Mrs. Walker arrived a few minutes late, looking a bit flustered... her cheeks noticeably red... which made me wonder if she was tardy because she'd felt the need to slip into the teacher's lounge bathroom to rub one out... and in my head, that was exactly the reason.

She apologized for being late without giving a reason... not that the class would expect her to... and sat down to take attendance.

She immediately noticed the artwork I'd left for her.

Her eyes went wide.

She quickly looked up at the class who, just like I was, were all looking back at her. So she just as quickly looked back down. I smiled, not that anyone noticed. Although she was clearly rattled, she took attendance, and then she stood up and taught the class. I have to admit I was impressed by her ability to appear confident to everyone else, when to my knowledgeable eyes she was clearly stressed.

When class was finished and almost all the other students had left, I asked from my desk, "Are you okay, Mrs. Walker? You seem distracted."

"Oh, I'm fine," she said, although I could tell her mental gears were processing who she was having this conversation with.

"I want to thank you for not saying anything at prom," I said.

"Not to worry, girls will be girls," she replied, which gave me more confidence.

"Isn't that is the truth," I smiled.

There was a pause while maybe she was trying to decide whether to ask if I was the one leaving smutty artwork for her to find, before I said, "Well, thanks again, and I hope you have a great rest of your day."

"You too, Kimmy," she said, giving me a contemplative look... perhaps putting two and two together.

At lunchtime, once I'd seen her going into the staff lounge, I snuck back into her classroom and dropped off picture number four with the caption: Or perhaps you want to become a fuck toy for the entire school.



I then headed for lunch... hoping I'd be enjoying a delicious snack later on today... patience not being one of my virtues... I needed to expedite this seduction, pronto. I still don't know what it was, but I felt it was both divine intervention and destiny that I should seduce my sexy teacher. I also needed to do it for my great grandmother up in heaven, and I sensed Mrs. Walker needed it too.

Yes, I definitely sensed that.

I attended my afternoon classes... and arranged for my last dirty picture of the day to be delivered to her by the school secretary (simply by paper clipping a note to it saying to deliver it to Mrs. Walker ASAP and slipping it into the secretary's in box; and of course this one was inside a sealed envelope).

The caption said: I've often imagined you doing this to me... or me doing it to you.



Then when the school day ended, I simply showed up in Mrs. Walker's classroom and asked, "Can we talk, Mrs. Walker?"

"I believe we should," she said, as I closed and locked the door behind me.

I walked up to her desk where she was seated, and handed her one last envelope. "This is addressed to you."

"Kimmy," she said. "What you're doing is very inappropriate."

"What is?" I asked innocently.

"This," she waved her hands around vaguely, unsure of what to actually say.

"This what?" I continued playing dumb.

"I know your penmanship," Mrs. Walker said.

"Okay," I said.

"And I asked Mrs. Mills to show me some of your artwork," she continued.

"Okay. So?"

"So why have I been finding these pictures all day?" she asked.

"I think you know why," I said as I took the unopened envelope back from her and opened it. "Maybe you should punish me, if I've been such a bad girl."



I showed her the picture, and her eyes went wide. "Kimmy!"

"I look better from the front," I said.

"Kimmy!" she repeated, her cheeks getting very flushed.

"But I'm at my very best in the flesh," I grinned wickedly, undoing a button on my blouse.

"Kimmy!" she said once again... completely overwhelmed.

"I want you, Mrs. Walker," I said, walking around her desk to stand right next to the bewildered MILF, whereupon she was unable to keep herself from swiveling her chair, so she'd be facing me again. "And I think you want me, too." I added.

"Kimmy, this is so wrong," Mrs. Walker said, although she didn't move away... nor did she even when I reached a hand under her dress and felt that her panties were wet.

"And this is so disappointing," I retorted mildly.

"W-w-what is?" she asked, as my finger traced her pussy lips over her soiled panties.

"That you're wearing panties," I said. "In all my fantasies you're commando."

"Sometimes I go commando," she admitted, while I lightly rubbed her pussy.

"Mmmmmm," I smiled. "Why are you so wet, Mrs. Walker?"

"Oh God, Kimmy," she moaned. "Please stop doing... this." She did the vague hand-waving thing again.

"Do you really want me to stop?" I asked, sliding a finger inside her panties and inside her pussy.

"Yes," she moaned loudly.

"Yes you want me to stop?" I asked as I fingered her. "Or yes please finger bang me, Kimmy?"

"Mrs. Walker to the office, please," the secretary announced over the intercom.

I pulled my finger out of her pussy and brought it to my lips... then sucked her wetness off of it. "Mmmmmm, you taste as heavenly as I've been imagining."

"I-I-I've got to go," she stammered, completely flustered as she dashed out of her classroom, leaving her door wide open in her urgency.

"Fuck!" I cursed once I was alone. I was that fucking close to turning her into my pet. I sighed, sensing she wouldn't be coming back until tomorrow morning, so I headed home. This was a setback, but the end result was inevitable... soon I would take possession of Mrs. Walker and make three of us... my great grandmother, myself, and Mrs. Walker herself... very happy.

So there I was at home... horny as fuck... and although I hadn't completely accomplished my task, I felt I'd made enough progress to justify continuing reading some more about my great grandmother's sexual journey sixty or so years ago.

.....

Well Kimmy, I hope you accomplished your goal. If not, I know you will. You have that indomitable instinct inside you... I've always seen it in you.

Just so you know, being pregnant really sucks... especially the closer you get to your due date. Your back hurts; you have to pee all the time; you feel bloated all the time; your husband has no sexual interest in you... at least Steve didn't... he thought he was going to hurt the baby! These days we know that's ridiculous, but back then people thought it was a serious and rational concern.

That said, none of the women in the community found my pregnancy an inconvenience at all.

Now that I'd graduated from high school... and was literally a stay at home wife whenever I was home... my only purpose in life (apart from being careful not to miscarry) became pleasing every last woman in the community who belonged to the secret society. I ate pussy three or four times a day... got fucked at least once a day (usually by a strap-on, but sometimes by a guy one of my superiors required me to fuck).

I was used by my doctor's wife to teach her daughter about sex.



Sometimes I was the brunch for a sexy MILF or two:



Occasionally I served as the afternoon's entertainment for some of the women, by getting fucked and given facials by a guy, or two, or three.



Mom and I were often the featured submissive attractions at wild lesbian orgies.



Then as I began to show, they focused more on fucking me... women both young and old seeming particularly to enjoy pounding a pregnant woman.



Anyway (I really like that word), all of that leads to the crazy way I went into labour, gave birth, and what followed.

I was at home... already a day past due... feeling like a bloated whale... and oddly, for the first time in over a year not feeling remotely horny... and for the past few days I'd been left strictly alone by the women and by my husband for a lot longer than that... when there was a knock at the door.

It was my elder sister Cathy! I hadn't seen or heard from her ever since she'd gotten married and moved away with her new husband!

She gave me a big hug and joked, "Nice to see you again, but I can't even wrap my arms around you, fatty!"

"Hey!" I said, very self-conscious about my beach ball belly.

"Just saying," she said, walking into my house as if she were the hostess and I was her guest instead of the other way around.

I closed the door and she asked, after I poured a couple glasses of iced tea for us, "So when are you due?"

"Anytime... Thank goodness," I said, handing her one of the glasses.



"I'm like a typical library book: overdue," I joked.

"Then I guess I arrived right on time," she said.

"Yeah, pretty soon I'll need help just getting out of a chair," I joked. "I have to be careful how I bend... sorry about sticking my ass in your face."



"Th-that's okay," she stammered, as I presented her with a very good look at my ass... although it wasn't on purpose.

"Don't ever get pregnant," I advised her.

"Not planning on it," she said.

"I wasn't either,' I said.

"As you know, I prefer pussy to cock," she smiled.

"So do I," I said, rubbing my big belly. "But one indiscretion, and well... you know."

"So I see," she laughed. "You're fucking huge!"

"Thanks," I sighed. "I sure needed that."

"I mean you've always been so slender," she said.

"Yeah, but I don't even remember what being slender is like anymore," I sighed yet again.



"Bright side, your breasts are huge," she said.

"Yeah, and they're killing my back," I said.

"I can imagine," she said, checking out my enormous rack.

"My breasts have been so sore lately... and so swollen," I said, the bra keeping them in check, but not helping at all with the pain, so I reached around my back and unclasped it... which wasn't all that easy... at nine months plus pregnant, nothing is easy. "Ahhhh... that's better."



"Jesus," she joked. "Those cannonballs should be registered as dangerous weapons."

"You're so silly," I laughed.

"I'm serious," she said.

"I hate to say this dear sister, but I'm exhausted and I need a nap," I said. "But I'm so glad you came."

"No worries, I knew I should be here for you," she said. "May I stay here?"

"Of course you'll stay with me," I said. "We'll have such fun."



"Oh, I can't wait," she said in a tone I was used to hearing.

I laughed, "Trust me, I won't ever make you wait if I can help it."

"If you say so," she said.

"I say so." I said. I then went and took a nap. The only perk to being a beached whale was the way I could fall alseep instantly (although only for an hour at a time... I couldn't remember the last time I'd had a good, deep sleep). And not having an orgasm in four weeks... the women leaving me strictly alone once I hit thirty-six weeks... had me a muddled mess.

I had a pretty crazy dream where I was naked with both of my holes stuffed, and I was bound to a street sign.



The dream seemed so real... and girl after girl kept walking up to me and licking me.

I felt my pussy getting wet... the dream seeming so real... as if I was really getting my pussy licked.



The dream got so intense that I felt myself cumming in my dream while some pretty coed licked me... completely unaware from within my slumber that my sister was dining on my pussy for real.



I felt such intensity as I slowly began to wake up, and I was confused... feeling wetness leaking out of me.

Had my water broken?

I was still lingering somewhere in the transition from asleep to awake, when I heard my sister say, "Time to wake up. I hope you've got room enough for me in there, too."

I babbled incoherently, trying to process her words, as I felt my being legs spread wide apart. "Open wide, baby sister."



I shot 100% percent awake a few seconds later, when I felt a cock sliding into my pussy.

I stammered, trying to sit up, "C-Cathy! Wh-what... what are you doing?"

As she began fucking me (did she really bring a strap-on with her for the visit?) she replied, "Now that's a silly question, don't you think?"



"Cathy, ooooooh." I began trying to tell her we shouldn't be doing this, since I could go into labour at any time, but the pleasure consumed me, so I couldn't.

"Oh yes, this is just what you need, baby sister," she said as she slammed into me.

"I'm not supposed to have any more sex until after the baby comes," I blurted out between moans... my body giving into the pleasure... not that I was strong enough to to stop her anyway.

"Nonsense," Cathy said. "This is the best thing for you. It may even trigger your labour."

"I don't know," I moaned, unable to think straight while my first orgasm in weeks rose inside me.

"Oh, I've missed fucking you," Cathy said.

"Oh fuck, I haven't been fucked in weeks," I moaned.

"That's inexcusable, your husband's a real jerk," she said, slamming into me.

"Everyone keeps telling me it could harm the baby," I said.

Nonsense," she said, shaking her head.

After another dozen deeps thrusts, she asked, "Now... are you going to cum for me?"

I babbled incoherently for the most part as my orgasm rose, but somewhere in there were the words, "I don't have much choice... do I?"

"Good girl!" she purred, a term that always made a chill go up my spine... nothing made me happier than pleasing someone, or being called a good girl.



As my orgasm rose, Cathy somehow managed to lift my entire body off the bed to reach even new depths inside my pussy as she really pounded me, and she laughed, "Baby's first fuck."

A couple strokes later I felt myself coming, and also something weird, and I was pretty sure my water had just broken, "Uh... C-Cathy?"



As she pulled out and wetness gushed out of me, way more than could possibly be just cum, I gasped through my orgasmic daze, "I think the baby's coming, too."



Cathy laughed as she looked down at me, wetness continuing to flood out of me soaking the sheets, "Guess I got in a little deep, slut."

"Please, I need to go to the hospital now," I said.

"Of course," she agreed instantly, and she flung the strap-on harness away and assisted me... thus in an instant she'd gone from dominant sister fucking me into labour, to caring sister here only to help me in my time of need.

Twenty agonising hours later, I'd given birth to a baby girl.

Steve arrived in time... although back then he wasn't allowed to join me in the delivery room.

The next morning Steve was back at work (back then you stayed in the hospital for a few days; not like today's 'Gotcher baby? Yer outta here' shit), when my sister came to check on me.

"Your baby girl is beautiful," she said.

"I know, I'm so blessed," I said, topless because I'd just finished nursing my new baby girl, and my tits were still sore.

"Your tits are fucking huge," Cathy said.

"I think they might be too full of milk... all of this is so new to me. What should I do? Do we need to call the doctor?" I said, my tits leaking.

"Heavens no!" Cathy said. "I can help you with that. Here now!"



Tears streamed down my body at the discomfort and the humiliation, "P-please Cath... I'm so weak...I just had a baby... oww..."



"Mmm..." she moaned as she manhandled and squeezed my tits. "I know, sis. Look how full your tits are... yummy yum."

"This is wrong," I protested, but just like last night, my body had no energy to do much more than protest verbally.

"I sure do love milk," Cathy said, literally sucking it out of my leaking tits.

"This milk isn't for you," I objected.

"But you've got enough to feed the entire baby ward," Cathy purred, switching to my other tit.

"Please Cathy, this is going too far," I pleaded, so tired that I just wanted to go back to sleep.

"Hey! I'm just helping you get used to having lips on your nips," Cathy said smoothly, as she sucked on my nipple... which I had to admit did feel pretty nice.

I felt so helpless! But then I thought I was about to get saved, when a nurse appeared just inside the door and bellowed, "Hey! What's going on?"

I pleaded, "Nurse! Thank goodness. Help me, please."

"Uh, oh," Cathy said, caught red-handed in her twisted act.


\

Cathy, always able to adapt to an unexpected turn of events without freaking out, explained even though milk was dripping off of her chin, "Uh, hi. I was just... ahh... um... helping my sister get used to the idea of nursing."

Tears were streaming from my eyes as I sobbed, "Please."



And in a world... or at least a town... where all the women were secret lesbians, I should have known this quandary wouldn't go in my favour, sure enough, the nurse began unzipping her blouse and said, "Well... you really should have the help of a trained professional."



"You can't be serious!," I gasped in shock.

"It's my job to make sure you're 100% able to breast feed before you leave here," she explained, as she hopped onto the bed to join my sister.

I couldn't believe it! Instead of protecting me, this nurse was joining Cathy in taking advantage of my weakened state!

"You have to pull a little on the nipple first..." the nurse began explaining as she bit down, sucked on my nipple and tugged.

I whimpered, "Oww... ngf... sore..."

"...then hold it between your teeth while you suck... mff... ullmf," she continued.

"Ouch!" I yelped, pain coursing through me.

"Mff... I see... ulmm... slorp... mllffm..." my sister said extremely sloppily, as she replicated the nurse's rough treatment on my other swollen nipple.



For a couple minutes they double teamed my tits... with a surreal mixture of pleasure and pain... so intense!

"Yeah, there you are," Cathy said, bringing her hand to my hairy pussy (during the past month or so I'd totally neglected my grooming) and slid a finger inside... inside a pussy that just yesterday had pushed out a fucking watermelon-sized baby... fuck! She was so twisted... and I was so mortified... and yet my up for anything pussy was soaked!

"Yeah... there you are," my sister crowed.

"Ngh... oww... Cathy... don't," I mumbled weakly as she fingered me.

She pulled her fingers out and slapped my pussy three times, making my entire body quake, and I moaned incoherently.

"Stop it!" she scolded. "You know you want me to. Little slut...."

I shook my head in frustrated negation as she slid her finger back into my pussy and furiously finger banged me.

"...Now, cum for me," Cathy ordered, while she stimulated me in my pussy and both of my tits.



I was being completely subjected to the whims of my sister and the nurse... as I moaned in a long, incoherent babble... as they made me cum.

The two aggressive women didn't even pause in their assault on my tits while my orgasm erupted through me!



Pausing only briefly from nursing on my right tit, the nurse purred, as I was still coming uncontrollably and still babbling, "Mmmmm, she's hot."

Cathy offered on my behalf, "Want her to eat your pussy?"

"N-no Cathy," I stammered, overwhelmed and helpless. "Don't make me... please... Why are you doing this to me? Why?"

Cathy looked at me, my baby's milk all over her face, her response so wicked, but frustratingly true, "Because I can, cunt loving queer. That's why... and I want to."

Her words sent a chill up my spine, and I couldn't help sobbing and whimpering. I hated how much I loved such nasty talk... and such humiliation.

I was a tearful mess as the nurse ordered with a sadistic smile, "Eat me. Eat me."



"Lie back down, sister slut," Cathy ordered.

"Cathy..." I began as she pushed me back down.

"Just sit on her face," Cathy offered.

Just like always in the past year or so, I had no say in the matter even though Cathy was family! A blood relative! At least my Mom and I took turns ordering each other around!

"Actually, let's have her get onto all fours like the slut she is, and she can dine on me that way," the nurse said, whipping off her skirt.

"You heard her, slut," Cathy said, snapping her fingers at me.

"But I'm too weak," I protested.

"No, nobody... and especially you... is ever too weak to eat pussy," Cathy disagreed, as she helped me down to the floor.

Truth was, she was right. I loved eating pussy, and even though I was in pain and completely exhausted... this was something I could do... even in my current state.

I crawled between the nurse's legs as she parted them wide and smiled, "You look so hungry."

"Actually I am," I admitted, realizing I hadn't eaten anything in many hours. I'd assumed the hospital scheduled regular mealtimes for its patients, but apparently in my case it was the other way around... the postpartum mothers were required to feed their caregivers.

"Then you need to get more liquids into you," she grinned wickedly.

Okay, now that I'd fed her, she was at least showing some concern about my hydration. That was likely as good as I'd get, so I'd take it. I leaned forward and licked her hairy pussy.

"That's it, slut sister," Cathy urged from behind me. "Eat that pussy."

"Ooh, yeahhh... feels so good." the nurse moaned, as she reached for the back of my head and guided me deeper into her wetness.

As I licked her delicious pussy, she moaned, "Mmm... eat it, slut... oooo..."

Her calling me a slut enhanced my own lust... ridiculous, but true... as I hungrily licked her pussy.

"Eat my juicy pussy," the nurse moaned. "Ahhhhh..."



And indeed it was a juicy pussy... her fragrant scent was consuming me....

As I was bent over my libation with my naked ass in plain sight of my sister, I heard her saying, "Hmm... I hate to let those holes go to waste."



Then I felt her fingers in both my pussy and my ass as I continued licking the nurse's pussy. (It may seem strange that I was eating out someone whose name I didn't even know, but during the past year or so, I'd grown very accustomed to dining on the twats of strangers.)

"Oh yes, fuck that bitch's holes," the nurse told her, and my sister did just that.

"Oh yes, finger fuck my holes," I moaned, pleasure growing inside me, thus advancing my long-term conditioning just a tiny bit more into becoming a perfect slut, existing only to please and to be pleased.

"I can use these holes whenever I want, can't I, slut sister?" Cathy asked ritually.

"Yes you may, big sister, my holes are yours," I declared... my station in life so wickedly perverse that it actually made my entire body quake in anticipation of whatever she decided to do with me.

As her fingers banged both my holes... I kept licking the nurse... and both of us came almost simultaneously.



"Oh yes, get ready for my cum, you nasty bitch," the nurse gasped, as her cum flooded out of her and into my wanting mouth. Hydration! Yummy!

I lapped up as much of her sweet cum as I could reach while my own orgasm ripped through me.

Once the nurse was content, she stood up and said, "Well, that was fun!"

"Yeah, so it's definitely my turn now," Cathy staked her (next) claim, pulling her fingers out of my two holes, and sitting down to replace the nurse in the chair.

"I'm so tired," I said weakly, both from giving birth recently, and my subsequent multiple orgasms.

"Shut up and eat me," she ordered, parting her pussy lips with her fingers.

"Okay," I said. Her pussy now in my face, my need to please and eat her took control, overriding any objections my weak body might have attempted.

"Oh, yes sis, you really are a great pussy licker," she moaned.

"Thank you," I replied absurdly as I licked her pussy.

After a couple minutes she moaned, reiterating her compliment, "Ooooohh... ohhh... what a good pussy eater you are... nn."



"For you, always," I moaned, loving the sinister sensation of being a sister submissive slut sincerely serving her.

"I'll keep you to that," she promised, grabbing my head and shoving it roughly into her pussy.

I licked and licked until I provoked my sister's sweet cum and it coated my face.

"Oh fuck, you nasty slut," she moaned.

Once she was finished with me, I collapsed onto the floor, completely spent.

"So who owns you?" my sister asked, as I lay there.

"You do," I said weakly, only half conscious.

"And I can use you however I wish?" she asked.

I could only lie on the floor and groan, "Uhhhh... oooh... unnhh... Do whatever you want to me, Cathy... please... ohhhh..." My words and other utterances dwindled away, and I'm not certain, but I may even have started snoring at that point. I was completely humiliated... thoroughly exhausted... yet still wanting more... although you couldn't' tell that from my weak and pathetic position collapsed on the floor. I'm guessing I gave her a last gasp: "Anything." I drifted off for a brief nap, Cathy's sardonic laughter lingering in my ears.





When I awakened a while later, I heard the nurse I hadn't realized was still in the room saying, "If you want to make some quick money Mommy, I have a wicked idea."

"Do tell," Cathy said, still offering me for whatever no matter how I felt about it.

"There's a men's bathroom where you can make ten bucks a blow job," the nurse said.

"No!" I gasped. I just wasn't up for it! All I wanted was to go back to sleep.

"You promised me anything, slut," Cathy reminded me tersely.

"Oh, that's right, now I remember. Anything for you," I agreed weakly.

"You'll be making me some money," she pointed out. "So that's definitely for me."

"Let's go right now," the nurse said. "There are usually lots of doctors looking to drop their loads at six o'clock... some of them preparing to leave, some others arriving for their shifts, and some on a break."

"Get up, sis," Cathy said chipperly, muscling me to my feet. "It's time for your supper. They have some nice tasty protein drinks on the menu. Probably lots of them!" She sounded like a peppy and irritating Richard Simmons, except he was only seven or so years old at the time.

"But I'm so tired," I groaned.

"Then I'm sure you'll sleep well tonight," Cathy rationalised, unfazed and still chipper.

A couple minutes later I was led into a men's bathroom only a few doors down from my room (weren't they supposed to wheel us patients around in wheelchairs? Oh well) where three men were already standing there... stroking their dicks.

"About time," one said as if I was late for an appointment, as he walked over to me... then pushed me down to my knees and shoved his cock in my mouth.

With a cock in my mouth, I automatically began sucking.... impressed by the size of all three cocks I'd caught glimpses of.

As he face fucked me, I couldn't help but think, 'Boy... these guys are huge. Certainly a lot bigger than my....' I needed to stop thinking like this. I was cheating on Steve... just hours after delivering his baby! It was one thing to eat pussy after pussy... he didn't have one of those for me to eat... but sucking cock after cock was an entirely different matter. On the other hand, this wouldn't be the first time I'd hosted a cock... not even since we'd gotten married. So with all of those considerations thought through, I just reverted to being the core slut that I was, and obeyed my sister... just like I obeyed all of my Mommy mistresses.



The first guy spewed his load into my mouth in under two minutes.

The next two didn't last much longer... easily three loads in under ten minutes... each load gliding past my throat and warming my belly... as I was no more than just a cock sucker for every cock offered to me.



Oh yes, and then three more cocks. And then lots more.



By the time the nurse and Cathy returned to collect me from the men's room... a good twenty or thirty minutes into my cock sucking humiliation... I'd sucked between ten and fifteen cocks or so... I'd literally lost count, since often I'd been doing two or three at a time... some of them shooting cum... sorry, I mean protein drinks... down my throat... others squirting cum... um, moisturizing lotion... all over my face....

"So how much money did you make, slut?" Cathy asked as I sat on my heels with wads of money clutched in my hands... cum... or lotion...still dripping down my face following one final facial.

"I-I think around $100 or $150," I answered... this being the first time I'd ever made this much money for myself... or more accurately, for my sister. "I lost count... there was so much cum... so much."

The nurse, indicating I wasn't done yet, said, "Well, get used to it, whore... you're just getting started."



Seven or eight more doctors then walked in, including the one who'd delivered my baby.

"I see you want to thank me in person for delivering your baby," he said.

"Dr. Burnhart," I greeted, as Cathy took the money I'd earned and guided me onto my back.

Soon I was being spit-roasted in a very uncomfortable position, while Dr. Burnhart manhandled my leaking tits.

"Wow! Her tits are really full. Look at all this milk," Dr. Burnhart exclaimed.

"Well, I know one thing," the other doctor replied. "I'm going to fill her up with some 'milk' of my own."



The 'milk' doctor spewed a load deep inside my pussy a couple minutes later, and then Dr. Burnhart got between my legs and said, with a smirk on his face, I being lost in a pleasure daze, "Well, well... it seems like I was just here a few hours ago..."

Seeing his big cock and still feeling horny as fuck, I stammered deliriously, "Dr. Burnhart... p-please."

"Please what?" he asked, stroking his big member.

"P-Please... please fuck me," I mumbled, still delirious, but still wanting that dick inside me right fucking now... since at the moment I was just a vessel of pleasure... a cum rag... a cock slut... wanting more cock... more cum... endlessly...



"As you wish, young lady," he said, sliding his cock into my well-gaped pussy hole.

"Oh, yes doctor, fuck me, fuck me with that big cock," I moaned, wrapping my legs around him.

"I'm going to stuff you full, baby girl," the older man said.

"Oh fuck, doctor," I moaned as he slammed into me hard, a few other men standing around me stroking their cocks and watching me get pounded.

Another dozen deep strokes, and he unleashed his load deep in my pussy. "Take it all, baby girl."

"Fill me up, doctor," I moaned.

"Our turn," someone said, so I was then lifted flipped over like a Raggedy Ann doll, and was suddenly on all fours, and a moment later had new dicks stuck in both ends of me.

"Suck it slut," yet another new voice moaned as I bobbed on his dick.

"She's a little sloppy... but who cares?" the guy fucking my pussy from behind said conversationally... and since I'd already had two loads dropped in there recently, that was likely true... not to mention an entire baby had squeezed her way out of this same hole less than eight hours ago!



For the next twenty minutes I remained on all fours as countless men (at least I couldn't count them) rotated through my two holes... another load filled my pussy... another two loads were deposited in my mouth just before I received four more loads... all at once... all over my face.



Just when I thought I was done, Dr. Burnhart asked, "Ready for one more load, slut?"

"Yes doctor," I said, his huge cock one I couldn't possibly say no to.

Ten minutes later... yet one more load was deposited into my well-fucked pussy.

As everyone left, I was collapsed against the wall, completely exhausted, the doctor said, "Thank you for the... uh... entertainment. Although as your doctor I really can't endorse such behavior."



I was beyond help by then, and all I could do was remain collapsed against that wall for I don't know how long. Cathy had the nurse (still unnamed) between her legs, and it wasn't until she got off on the young woman's pretty face did she help me up. She scooped some cum off my chest and fed it to me.

I mindlessly swallowed the sticky goo.

"You made me over two hundred dollars; thanks," she said, leaning in and kissing me.

"I'm so sticky," I said.

"Yeah, that was a lot of cum you took from all those doctors," she said as I felt cum leaking down both of my legs.

"Please help me back to my room," I asked. "I really need to crash."

"You sure do," she smiled. The nurse gave me a fresh robe to wear and to cover up the excessive cum smeared all over me. Although anyone who caught sight of me from the neck up would probably draw some accurate conclusions.

Back in my room... finally left alone... I got the chance to catch some sleep.

And although I didn't know it yet... today I'd discovered a new kink for me to embrace... which is having my tits nursed... I know that's wicked, Kimmy... but it's true... but anything more about that will have to wait until later.

.....

My pussy was on fire from the wicked story... all of it so fucking kinky....

I closed my eyes and imagined turning Mrs. Walker into my willing teacher pet.

Having her go down on me at school....



Or making her fist herself in front of her class:



I was in the middle of rubbing myself to an orgasm, when I decided... no... no... no... it was time to do this!

I closed the scrapbook... and drove myself straight to Mrs. Walker's house. I knew her husband was out of town... she'd mentioned to the class yesterday he was traveling all week. No idea if her daughters were home... but I didn't care... I wanted Mrs. Walker right now. And with fresh inspiration from my great grandmother, I was about to turn another fantasy into a reality!
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Summary: A lactating Rebecca has her tits worshipped... a lot.

Note 1: Thanks to Rebecca, the famous artist whose artwork continues to inspire and to be used for this series. Especially her series 'Housewives at Play', 'Teens at Play' and 'Hot Moms'. Thank you for access to your entire book catalogue as well as your website for this massive series.

Note 2: This is the tenth chapter of a multi-chapter story about one woman's journey of sexual submission and lesbian exploration through the decades, and through several generations of family members.

In part 1, 1950s: 1 st Time With a Girl, our 2015 protagonist Kimmy is given the gift of a scrapbook from her recently deceased great grandmother, Rebecca. When Kimmy opens the scrapbook, she is shocked to find that the scrapbook is a journal of her beloved great grandmother's sexual adventures in the 1950s...with drawings. Kimmy reads in awe about Rebecca's first time with a woman. Once she's done reading, Kimmy pleasures herself while reliving her most recent seduction: her nerdy science partner Zelda.

In part 2, 1950s: Housewives' Lesbian Society, our protagonist reads the next chapter in her great grandmother's scrapbook. Rebecca is caught masturbating while babysitting and has a sexual encounter with a MILF. Rebecca learns of a secret lesbian society that is decades old, and she is offered the opportunity to become the newest submissive pet to many local housewives. To earn the privilege of being the housewife pet during for her senior year of high school, she must meet the head Mistress and service her. Lastly, present-day Kimmy, so horny from the idea of a sex club for housewives, envisions herself dominating one of her neighbours.

In part 3: 1950s: Housewives' Pet Training, our protagonist learns about her great grandmother's training to become a pet to a community of housewife lesbians. Rebecca is forced to suck cock for the first time (and the second time, and...), she witnesses a massive housewife lesbian orgy, then gets fisted and spanked before being ordered to seduce her best friend. Lastly, Kimmy gets herself off after a long night, by imagining many different MILFs she would like to seduce.

In part 4: 1950s: Lick and Fuck Best Friends, our protagonist reads about her great grandmother's seduction of her best friend. Rebecca becomes more brazen at high school and must fulfill the task of seducing her best friend, Eleanor. Lastly, Kimmy gets herself off with a pop bottle as she fantasizes about making her good friend Camree serve as her public slut.

In part 5: 1950s: Moms & Daughters, our protagonist reads about her great grandmother Rebecca's further sexual adventures as she: submits to her best friend's mother, to get her permission for Eleanor also to become a community pet; seduces Eleanor again, this time so her mother can catch them in the act; gets Eleanor's mother off in front of Eleanor; at an initiation/training for Rebecca and Eleanor, learns how her own mother had been recently seduced into the housewife lesbian community; has sex with her mother: oral, vaginal and anal, both giving and receiving; establishes a domme/sub relationship with her mother - taking turns for who's in charge. Lastly, Kimmy fantasizes about dominating and seducing her unpleasant Aunt Beth as she masturbates with a bratwurst.

In part 6: 1950s: Munching the Cheerleaders, our protagonist reads about her great grandmother's senior year as she questions her fading relationship with her best friend, tries to handle all her commitments (school, boyfriend and being a housewives' pet) and even spends a night with three popular cheerleaders. Lastly, this leads to Kimmy realizing she needs to spend more time with her best friend Julia.

In part 7: 1950s: Naughty Bride-to-Be, our protagonist, now pregnant, must repent as she prepares for her wedding... although her tasks to repent tend to include a lot of pussy and some cock.

In part 8: 1950s: On Her Wedding Day, our protagonist learns about her great grandmother's actual wedding day, which was an amazing sex-filled day, including rendezvous with a variety of women and a couple of lucky men. Her great grandmother then orders Kimmy to help herself to a major gift she will cherish greatly ... which Kimmy interprets as helping herself to her math teacher Mrs. Walker, which takes us to part 9.

In part 9: 1950s: Pregnant Slut, our protagonist attempts to seduce Mrs. Walker at school, but she's interrupted just as she goes for the kill. Frustrated, she goes home and reads the story of her nine months pregnant great grandmother being fucked by her own sister, and then becoming a complete cum bucket for numerous doctors at the hospital just a few hours after giving birth. The chapter ends with our protagonist heading for Mrs. Walker's house, determined to turn her teacher into her lesbian plaything.

Note 3: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing.

Note 4: Normal text font is present day; Bold is Kimmy flashing back to one of her own sexual encounters or fantasizing about one; italics is the scrapbook story of our heroine Rebecca.

Note 5: Also, please note that although I've tried to make the main characters look the same as far as possible in the illustrations, the drawings were selected from a massive collection on Rebecca's website. Thus, there will often be subtle differences (freckles, breast size, etc.). That said, I don't believe it should hinder your enjoyment of the story.

Note 6: Of course, all characters in the story are 18 years of age or older.

1950s: Tit Attention

With the same determination my great grandmother's sister Cathy used in dominating her, I drove to Mrs. Walker's house... thankful for google maps.

I arrived... parked... took a deep breath and marched up to the front door, giddy with excitement at the conquest I was about to attempt. Usually my prey was unaware of what was about to happen... but this time Mrs. Walker would know what I had in mind the moment she opened the door.

I waited for a minute maybe... although it felt like an eternity... before the door opened and Mrs. Walker's eyes went wide. "Kimmy!" she gasped.

"Hi, Mrs. Walker," I smiled, stepping past her and into her house before being invited. "We haven't finished our conversation from this afternoon."

"Kimmy, this still isn't appropriate," she said.

"Are your daughters home?" I asked, ignoring her protest.

"No, they're at the movies," she said... information she shouldn't share with someone she knew was trying to seduce her... unless... unless... deep down, she wanted to be seduced.

"Excellent. That gives us lots of time," I smiled.

"But Kimmy, I'm your teacher," she objected as I stepped close to her.

"That's right, and now I'm going to teach you," I said, and started kissing her.

She didn't kiss me back... at least not at first. But when I placed my hands on her ass and pulled her into me, she did respond. When I broke the kiss after a minute or so, I added, "To be my teacher pet."

"But Kimmy," she said weakly.

"Be honest with me," I said, reaching under her dress and touching her wet panties. "Have you ever fantasized about any of your students seducing you?"

"Kimmy," she repeated, this time with a soft moan.

"Or more to the point..." I asked as I rubbed her clit through her panties, "...have you fantasized about being my pet?"

"Kimmy, I...." she began to respond, but stopped when I kissed her again, while sliding two fingers into her pussy. As I slid my tongue into her mouth, she reciprocated, and for a couple of minutes we kissed passionately while I slowly fingered her.

When I broke the kiss, I said, "Let's go to one of your daughters' room."

"Kimmy, we mustn't do this, we just can't!" she protested, as I took her hand and began leading her towards the hallway.

"We are doing this, Mrs. Walker," I said. "And we both want this."

"Maybe, but...." she protested.

"No buts, Mrs. Walker," I said, as I stopped in front of an open door, which clearly was the bedroom of one of her daughters, "this is happening,"

I pulled her into the room, pushed her down onto the bed, got between her legs and dove in, pulling her panties aside and beginning to lick, before she had enough time to make any more protests.

"Oh my God!" she moaned as I attacked her pussy... knowing the power of pleasure.

"You taste so good, Mrs. Walker," I purred as I licked away. "Just like I imagined you would."

"Kimmy," she moaned, but no longer in protest, but rapture.

"Do you want to come, Mrs. Walker?" I asked a minute later, as her moans continued to increase in both volume and frequency.

"Oh God, Kimmy, please don't stop," she moaned, placing a hand on the back of my head.

Knowing she was close, I slid two fingers into her pussy, found her magical g-spot, and tapped.

"Oh my fucking God!" she screamed, as I simultaneously tapped on her g-spot and sucked on her clit... making her cum like crazy.

I lapped up her sweet creamy cum as it flooded out of her, removing my fingers to catch as much of it as I could.

"Jesus Christ," she swore, clearly overwhelmed with the pleasure I'd just given her.

"And that's just the tip of the iceberg," I purred, lapping up some excessive cum before I stood up and asked, "Have you ever eaten pussy, Mrs. Walker?"

"No," she admitted, looking up at me in a dazed state... the aftermath of her euphoria.

I discarded all my clothes, and after kissing her again, asked, "But you want to eat mine, don't you?"

"I don't know. Will that make me your slave?" she asked.

"Yes, or another term for it is my pet," I replied. "Do you now agree that's what you want?"

"Yes I do," she admitted looking at me with a lustful gaze.

"Good, then so you shall be," I smiled. I then helped her out of her clothes, and arranged us both on the bed to offer her my pussy. "Now come and get it, my teacher pet."

"I'm not sure about what to do," she said, staring at my pussy and looking helpless.

"You have a pussy of your own, and I'm sure you must have pleasured it at least a time or two. So just do what comes naturally," I instructed as she leaned closer to my pussy.

"Okay, "she said, clearly nervous.

"Just extend your tongue and lick," I instructed, indeed feeling like I was the teacher.

"Okay," she repeated, and she did just that.

"There you go," I moaned ever so softly, as her tongue made contact with my pussy.

"You taste good," she said, after a few licks.

"So I've heard," I said as I watched her licking me... her look of curiosity shifting into eagerness as she discovered the joy of 'pussylingus'.

After another minute of her slowly licking me... and her becoming more relaxed and eager while she did... I placed a hand behind her head and said, "That's a good girl. You're starting to learn how to eat my pussy."

As she licked, she also responded, still unsure of herself and her ability, but surprising me by her preference in terms, "I want to be a good slave for you. Be patient with me."

"It's about time, too," I said, wishing I'd gone after her back when I'd first discovered my power of pussy persuasion.



"Better late than never," she said.

"Oh, I'm going to craft you into a perfect pet for me," I moaned. "A sexy submissive slave."

"Oh, yes," she moaned, my name calling turning her on.

"Yes, I'll have you eating me in your classroom, I'll fuck you while your daughters are home, making you scream in ecstasy, and use you whenever I want," I declared, our future looking so hot, it was turning me on too... as was her eager tongue, which seemed to understand so quickly how to pleasure a pussy.

"Wait! You're going to out me to my own daughters?" she asked, scandalised. "We'll be having sex right in front of them?"

"Yes, but only after you and I have agreed on a feasible plan to seduce them too. Wouldn't you love the two of us to be naked, kissing and fondling each other... maybe on your living room couch... while your daughters lick our pussies and make us come?"

"Mmmmmm, sounds like a plan," she moaned, both from eating my pussy and from my wicked plans for her family... as I was constantly learning from my own experience, and even more from the stunning revelations in my great grandmother's illustrated diary.

"Do you want my cum, Mrs. Walker?" I asked, my orgasm imminent.

"Yes please," she replied with an insatiable hunger that I loved seeing... so erotic and raw.

"Get ready, my pet teacher," I moaned, as I held her face deep against my pussy and began grinding on her pretty face.

She kept her tongue extended, licking recklessly, until I squirted all over her face. "Fuuuuuck!" I screamed.

I released her head, but she kept licking, lapping up my pussy cum as if she was in a desert and she'd just found the water she'd been desperately searching for.

"Clean up my pussy, my teacher pet," I moaned, watching her lick away, while I enjoyed the continuing orgasm.

Once I returned to earth, I pulled her up, her face shiny with my wetness, and kissed her tenderly.

When I broke the kiss a couple minutes later, I said, "I think you're a natural pussy licking pet, Mrs. Walker."

"I can't believe I just did that," she said.

"But it was inevitable," I smiled, kissing her again.

"We have to keep this a secret," she cautioned, looking concerned

"Of course," I agreed. "Except from your daughters, once we agree it's time. I always look after my pets."

"Pets? As in more than one? While you're still in high school?"

"Of course," I smiled. "Women are naturally drawn to me, especially the submissive ones."

"So I see," she smiled, and this time she was the one who kissed me.

We made out for a few minutes, before we went to the kitchen and had some tea.



I had her go down on me one more time on her kitchen table, and then was already inside my car when her daughters pulled up. I smiled as I wondered how their mom and I would seduce them too... By now Mrs. Walker seemed so happy to be my pet... or my slave, as she preferred calling it... that there was no question about her being able and willing to lend a hand... or a tongue... in their seduction. All that we needed was a plan!

Half an hour later... I was in my own bedroom... and opening my great grandmother's scrapbook again... curious to know what happened after her humiliating experiences at the hospital.

.....

Kimmy, I figured once I returned home with my baby Melissa, things might return to some sort of normality... of course since you've read this far, you know that was a silly expectation.

And sure enough, I quickly discovered that all the MILFs in the neighborhood absolutely loved milk-filled tits.

I was welcomed home by my sister fucking my pussy in baby Melissa's room while some other women were in another room, visiting with each other and holding Melissa... and quite innocently apparently, since I heard lots of cooing.



Every day I had visitors... all on the premise of seeing the baby... and I received a lot of presents... I mean a lot of them! (The community was always very generous when it came to gifts.)

Jane fucked me after nursing some milk out of my tits, continuing even when my baby girl woke up and began to cry. Jane stressed to me that you mustn't rush to your baby every time she cries, and she brought me to an orgasm first before she released me to go off and be motherly.



Jessie helped teach me some mothering skills, albeit it in a rather humiliating fashion, since I had toys inside both my pussy and my ass while she milked me with a strange contraption... which humiliatingly made me come twice... the humiliation exacerbated when her college son walked in on me being milked with a pacifier in my mouth.



This of course, led to my milking his cock... with my asshole... as I continued getting milked myself.

During my first few months as a mother, I discovered (which had first been triggered at the hospital that wicked day by Cathy and the nurse) that I became highly stimulated sexually whenever my nipples were milked by another woman... no, not by my child, I'm not some sicko... or at least not that kind of sicko... but whenever a woman touched my aching breasts or sucked on my sensitive nipples, it gave me intense sexual pleasure.

When my Mom objected to such rough treatment of my breasts, (as well as my pussy and ass, which were still consistently used), she was bound and gagged while I ate three pussies, was double penetrated to multiple orgasms, and then was milked... again.



For my nineteenth birthday, I was simply placed on a table with some wine... and with my legs spread wide...and almost every member of the secret community ate my pussy... or sucked on my tits...



...before they led me into the living room for a full out orgy... during which I was triple teamed by two strap-ons and a pussy to munch on for another couple of hours.

I came more than a dozen times, and ended up on my back, dripping with sweat and lying in a pool of my own milk.

A couple days later, a college coed returned home for the weekend, learned of my addition to the community, and used me for hours... fucking me over and over... before sharing me with her best friend.



It was three months later... three months during which I'd eaten pussy, been fucked and gotten milked every day without fail... that Steve and I finally went on our first date together since Melissa was born.

I'd had my hair cut shorter... sick of having it constantly tugged on by my baby girl... and I was excited to have a night out. Steve had been very patient with my constant exhaustion (of course he didn't know the principal reason I was always tired... he assumed it was what they now call postpartum)... but he was finally getting annoyed with it.

But I was of two minds about this date... not certain I was ready to go out and leave Melissa with a babysitter... even one as capable as Jenna.

So after dinner, but before the movie we were supposed to be going to, I demanded that Steve take me home. Whereupon he got furious, and he didn't even try to hide it. But after some arguing, he did bring me home, and we were standing in the front entranceway to the house still arguing, when Jenna walked in on us.



Steve stopped arguing in mid-sentence and stormed off to his man cave, and Jenna asked me, "Is everything okay?"

"Yes," I nodded. "Steve just doesn't understand about nervous mothers."

"Do you need to talk?" she offered, just as I heard Melissa crying.

"Sorry, I'll be right back."

I went and nursed your future grandmother, and just as I was settling her back in her crib to sleep... my tits still out in the open... I caught Jenna peeking in through the doorway. We both said, "Oh," simultaneously.



Most women would be embarrassed to be caught like I was, but after being a submissive plaything for as long as I'd been, not much could faze me anymore. So I simply apologized, milk leaking from both of my tits, "Sorry it's taking so long... I decided to feed the baby. Let me cover up and I'll fix you something."



"Oh, that's okay," she said, staring openly at my tits.

I added, "Sorry for wasting your evening."

"No, I don't think you did waste it," she disagreed, coming towards me. "I think it just got very interesting,"

"Oh? How?"

"Can I feel them? Your tits?" she asked, unable to tear her gaze away from them. "They look so soft and full."



Although the idea excited me... because ever since giving birth, my tits had become without a doubt my number one erogenous zone... my husband was downstairs....

But it seemed my hesitation was all the permission she required, and she came up behind me and cupped my firm tits, even though I protested weakly, "No. I-I don't think I'd feel right..." But I then trailed off and revealed my true feelings by moaning, "Oooh."

As she kept cupping my tits, I gave in completely and said, "Be gentle, Jenna."



"They feel so big and firm," she said.

"Ohhhhh, they're very sensitive," I whimpered, her hot breath and soft touch making me tremble.

She turned me around to partway face her and asked, "Can I taste your milk?" then she briefly kissed my lips. "Please? Another kiss. "Pretty please?"

I knew my resistance was futile... even with my baby just drifting back to sleep just a few feet away, and my husband down the hall. Yet I tried, saying, "What? No, I couldn't," even though I undoubtedly wanted to feel her red ruby lips on my leaking nipples.

"Well," she smiled, a wicked smile, "you did promise me a snack."

Before I could say or do anything else, my body and brain at war with each other, she leaned down and took a nipple between her lips, saying, "Ummm... just a little sip."

"I was still resisting her, but only inside my head, while outwardly all I could do was softly moan and groan, and I didn't follow that up by either begging her to stop or begging her to continue.

Either way, she wasn't leaving my tits. She purred, as she sucked the milk from my heavy tits, "You really are so, so sexy."

I replied as I watched her sucking on my tit, "Please stop. I can't let you do this." As far as I knew, Jenna wasn't a member of the community, which was why I'd chosen her to babysit.

She ignored my protest, saying, "And your milk is dee-lish!"



"Rebecca!" Steve called out.

"Shoot," I said, as by now I was really enjoying this teen sucking on my tit... but also a bit relieved, since this was pretty dangerous. Believe it or not, Steve still knew absolutely nothing about my active sex life. "I'll be right there," I called back to him, pulling away from Jenna.

"But I was just getting started," she objected mildly as I began to button up my blouse.

"I know, but I need to deal with him," I sighed.

"I understand," she said.

I left Melissa's room, and she followed me.

"What can I do for you, Steve?" I asked.

"Why are your cheeks all flushed?" he asked.

"I don't know," I said.

"I'm getting ready for bed," he said, trying to appear calm, even though I could tell he was still angry... but he saw that Jenna was still here.

"Okay," I said.

"You'll make sure Jenna gets home?" he asked, trying not to growl.

"Will do," I nodded. "But I promised her a snack first."

"Whatever," he did growl, then turned around and stomped out.

"He shouldn't treat you like that," Jenna objected.

""It's not all his fault," I reasoned, "I promised I'd be okay tonight, and I wasn't."

"He doesn't understand how hard it is for you," she said sympathetically.

"I don't think men have a clue what it's like for a mother to leave her young child at home," I said. "He does it every day without a backward glance."

"Well, I think you're an amazing mom," she said.

"I should get you home," I said.

"But you promised me a snack," she reminded me with a smile.

"I think you've had one already," I smiled back.

She laughed, "Then I could use some milk and cookies."

"I baked some chocolate chip ones today," I replied.

"Yummy!" she said. But she was staring at my tits again.

We went into the kitchen, where I plated some cookies and brought them to the table, along with a glass for her milk.

I then turned towards the refrigerator for her milk, but she halted me by grabbing a shoulder and said, "Actually, I'd rather have your homemade milk." And then she grabbed the front of my blouse and yanked it apart, buttons flying everywhere!

"Jenna!" I gasped.

"Here... let me help," she said, squeezing my nipple and milk leaking out.

"Easy, Jenna, easy," I said, then couldn't help moaning, "Ahh."



"I'll bet you can fill this whole glass with these magnificent udders," she said.

"Oh Jenna," I moaned.

"Go ahead, my sexy thing. "Fill my glass with your yummy milk," Jenna ordered.

"This is crazy," I said, but I obediently stood up and went to the glass.

"No, it's sexy," she corrected me, while I leaned over the glass and began literally milking my tits.

"Ooooh," I moaned, as the glass began filling.

"Fill 'er up," Jenna joked.



I filled the glass more than halfway, and when the milk began slowing down, she seized the glass and downed the entire thing... which was one of the most erotic things I'd ever seen!

"Mmmmmm, delicious," she said, setting the glass back down.

"Oh dear, I'm feeling a little groggy," I said, suddenly feeling spent.

"Then why don't you go sit on the living room couch?" she suggested, taking my arm solicitously and leading me there.

"Okay, good idea," I said, really needing to sit down.

"There you are," she said, helping me to be seated.

"Mind if I join you?" she asked.

"Sure," I agreed, although I wasn't quite expecting her to do what she did next... she laid down across the couch, her upper body resting in my lap, and then she turned and took my tit in her mouth again.

"Oh... oof... what are you...?" I began to ask. I moved my arm instinctively, draping an arm around her to protect her from rolling backwards and off the couch. It just felt like the motherly thing to do, and only for a moment or two, I felt like I was this grown girl's mother.



As she sucked... I flashed back to that time in the hospital with the pushy nurse... except this time I wasn't weak, exhausted and helpless... this time I could have stopped Jenna... since my husband was in the house and almost certainly still awake... and although it was unlikely he'd leave the bedroom and come out here since he was pissed at me... he could.

But what the hell, why not? I allowed myself to be nursed on by my eighteen-year-old babysitter.



And just like always since I'd begun lactating, I had to admit this felt so good... my nipples seeming to be switches that directly triggered my pussy... which was more than a little damp.

She sucked on my nipples for a few minutes... extracting more milk... and somehow... without my pussy even being touched!... I could feel an orgasm about to erupt through me.



An orgasm was rising, and I couldn't believe it... I was going to cum... just from having my tits nursed on.

"Oooooooh God," I moaned, and my entire body trembled, and a few seconds later, I did indeed cum!

Jenna looked up at me, milk on her lips, and she said, "Your boobs are soo pretty... sexy."

"Th-thank you," I stammered, still trembling from that surprise orgasm.

"Did you have a nice cum?" she asked.

"How? How did you know?" I asked, a little embarrassed for having come in such a way... with her in my arms and nursing on me.



"I felt your body trembling," she explained.

"Oh dear!"

"Don't be embarrassed," she said. "It was so hot!"

"It was?"

"Yes, it really was" she agreed. "And I want to do this all night."

"I'm not sure. I should probably get dressed," I said, trembling a bit from the chill.

"Don't! Can we pretend something?" Please?" she asked urgently, looking up at me.

"I think we've already done more than we should," I refused her, but my heart wasn't in it. And as I looked into her lustful eyes, I couldn't help being curious about what she was thinking, so I contradicted myself by asking, "What did you have in mind?"



"I... I want to worship you," she said. "To be your pet."

"Oh," I said.

I could tell she was nervous when she stood up, turned bashfully away from me, and said, "Never mind. It's dumb."

As I sat there topless, looking up at this sweet innocent girl, I certainly didn't think it was dumb!



Instead, I felt bad for making her feel so insecure, and I decided to do something about it. So I stood up and went to her, saying forcefully, "I don't think it's dumb at all!" And then far more gently and sweetly, I asked, "Are you saying you want to be my pet?"

"Actually, I want you to be my Mommy," she clarified.

"Then I'm your Mommy, you bad girl," I said in a scolding voice, roughly pulling her blouse up and over her head.

"Yes, I'm very bad. Maybe you should punish me," she said, as she undid my pants.

"Mommy expects her baby girl to be very good," I warned.

"I'll do whatever you tell me to," she said, as I was suddenly wearing just my panties... although not for long, since she knelt down and got rid of those too... staring at my pussy for a long moment, before standing back up.

I pulled her skirt down and off... then her panties... and then pushed her onto the couch... it was my turn to lavish some attention on a pair of tits.

I sucked on both of her tits... back and forth... and she moaned, "Yes Mommy, suck on my itty bitty titties."

"These beauties aren't little at all," I purred, as I sucked one into my mouth aggressively.

"Oh yes, dearest Mommy," she moaned.

I brought my hand to her pussy while keeping my lips on a nipple and said, "Let me just make sure my little baby is dry."

As I fondled her pussy, which was definitely not dry, she moaned with a little girl's giggle, "No, I'm not, Mommy."



"Why are you so wet, baby girl?" I asked.

"'Cause I just can't get enough of your titties, Mommy," she moaned.

"Me neither," I said, as I worshipped hers.

"Can I suck on them again please, Mommy?" she asked as I fingered her.

"You want to suck on these big things?" I asked.

"Please, Mommy. I need to nurse so bad," she moaned, staring at my leaking tits.

"Very well, I can't say no to my baby girl," I said, harsh Mommy now gone, replaced by tender Mommy as I sat back down, and she returned to nestling in my lap and nursing on my tits... and for a good five or ten minutes she sucked... her excessive attention to my nipples making a second orgasm rise inside me.



When she said like a three-year-old, "Rub my pee pee, Mommy," I gushed, coming for a second time from the nasty baby talk. So of course I brought my hand to her pussy and began rubbing while she kept sucking.

Suddenly she said, "I want to suck on my biney. Can I, Mommy?"

I gasped at her question, but agreed that she could, so we repositioned ourselves so she was on her knees between my legs, licking away.

With her tongue on my pussy really working me over, a third orgasm was rising. And deciding to pretend this was wrong, since we were creating faux incest, I moaned, "Oh God. Ohh God. Stop. You... have to stop. This is wrong in so many ways... ohhh."

"But Mommy, I'm just showing you how much I wuv you," she said, as she sucked on my clit... it being quite obvious she was no lesbian first timer.

"But you're my daughter," I moaned.

"I'm eighteen," she pointed out in her normal voice. "We're both adults."



Her tongue driving me wild, I changed my mind and gasped, "Never mind, Don't ever stop."

"Not until you come for me again, Mommy," she said as she attacked my pussy.

"Oh yes, baby girl," I moaned. "I love you eating Mommy's pussy."

We changed positions a couple times as I straddled her face... Then she licked my asshole... then a few more positions... until she'd worshipped my entire body.



We eventually settled into an old-fashioned sixty-nine... dining on each other's pussies.



Each of us finally reached orgasm... my third... and just her first.

Once we recovered, we were getting dressed so I could drive her home, and she asked, "Will you leave your blouse off in the car? I'm addicted to your boobs."

Although there was no way I should have agreed to it... I didn't even hesitate before I agreed... so enamoured by this redheaded, freckle-faced girl, "Uh, sure. It's dark out."



I thought to myself, as more milk leaked out of my heavy nipples, 'This girl... what is it? She really does have me under her spell.' "I guess it'll be okay."

So under the cover of night, I went out to my car topless. But with the streetlights it wasn't totally dark, so anyone looking out their window could clearly see me. Which made me feel deliciously naughty.

I drove topless. Still not in total darkness.

I tried to make polite conversation as I drove... trying to forget I was topless.

"So you graduate this year? Have you picked a college?" I asked.

"The only thing I have picked out or care about..." she began.



She reached over and continued saying as she squeezed my tits, making some milk spray out, "...are your sexy, yummy titties."

"Oh! That feels soo nice," I moaned, my tits still in instant sexual trigger mode... even after my three orgasms.



But the car was swerving badly, so I had to say, "You're going to make me have an accident."

"Pull in right over there," she pointed.

"The school?" I asked.

"Sure, it's dark out," she said.

"I guess," I said, and I did as she instructed... hoping that perhaps this wild night wasn't yet over.

Once I stopped, she unfastened her seatbelt and said, as she leaned in to kiss me, "You did pay me to sit for the whole night."

"That is true," I agreed, as we began kissing again.



Next we both got totally naked before springing out of the car and into the otherwise totally deserted school parking lot, giggling like crazy, and dashed into the backseat of my car... where we spent thirty minutes in more breast sucking... some fingering... and lots more giggling... and a delicious sixty-nine, where we each reached multiple orgasms.



So... Kimmy... this is the last of my 1950s stories. Yes, I did lots more kinky things... but a few months later Steve accepted a job in another city, so overnight I went from daily pussy to no pussy at all. I became just a housewife... just a mother... and part of me was happy with that since I'd been worried about how deep I was falling into the twisted world of totally submissive lesbianism... but another part of me felt lost, with no idea of what to do with myself.



Luckily... the sixties would have their own way of returning me to my naturally sexual self... but that's a story for another day.

.....

I brought my hand to my pussy, closed my eyes, and imagined adding Mrs. Walker's twin daughters to my growing stable of pets.



But just like my great grandmother's story, that too would have to wait for another day... and tonight I just got myself off quickly, and went to watch some television with my Mom... still pondering what I should do with the wild information my great grandmother had given me about her... just a couple of words, and she'd be mine in every way imaginable.

Would it be that easy?

'Sit, pet,' I said to myself.

Such a simple phrase.

I could say it to almost anyone with ease.

But to my mother?

Thus turning our mother-daughter relationship totally upside down?

I didn't know... that was an entirely different level of kink I wasn't sure how to deal with.

Maybe reading more of my great grandmother's story would help guide me into crossing that line into lots of incest right here at home... certainly after reading great grandmother's story and her plethora of incest, it was now definitely planted in my subconscious. And my Mom was undeniably sexy...

Fuck!

I shook my head and headed downstairs... with many possibilities spinning around in my head.

THE END OF 1950S: TIT ATTENTION

COMING NEXT: The 1960s... and a scandalous gangbang.

AUTHOR'S NOTE:

Thanks again to the amazing Rebecca, who generously allowed LOTS of her artwork to be used for this and other stories.

If you enjoyed Rebecca's artwork and this story (and even if you hated the story, I'm sure you loved the artwork), please feel free to check out my other Rebecca collaborations:

Straight Housewife Blackmailed (2014)

"Moms & Daughters": A Family Affair (2015)

Summer of Slut: MILF Challenge (2015)

Coming Out in Costume (2015)

New Family Tradition: Lezmas Eve (2015)

1950s Series (2016-present)

Milf's Teen Crazed Cunt Fantasy (2016)

Best VDay Ever: Mom & Daughter (2018)

Twisted: Blackmailed into Incest (2019)

A Mother-Daughter Lez Camp (2021)

Executive Park: A Close Shave (2022)
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