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1960s: A Gangbang

Summary: Housewife is gangbanged by landscaping workers.

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 11th 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.

In part 10: 1950s: Tit Attention, Kimmy seduces Mrs. Walker, and then she reads about her great-grandmother and her obsession with having her tits milked.

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.

1960s: A Gangbang

Although I wanted just to devour my great-grandmother's wicked illustrated sex-biography... I also wanted it to last forever.

So... I took a few days off from it.

Instead, I explored my desire to be the skilled seductress my great grandmother had been. Every woman I encountered, of every age, was now a possible target. The worker at the 7-11 with her sexy Russian accent; my next door neighbour who, although in her sixties, still dressed professionally and being a widow, could probably use some homemade dessert; the large secretary at our school with tits as big as my head; the nerdy Fiona, who avoided making eye contact with anyone; the cop who often worked the school area; and, of course, my own Mom. I'd never forgotten that in her initial cover letter to me, before I'd even begun reading her epic scrapbook, my great grandmother had encouraged me to approach my Mom and say the words, 'Sit pet', and she would immediately know that I was replacing my great-grandmother as her Mistress. But despite my other sexual adventuring, I hadn't yet gotten up the courage to do so.

I did however, add someone else's hot Mom to my growing list of pets, in a rather unorthodox way. I should note that I occasionally deliver pizzas for my Mom's friend's pizzeria. I did a couple of deliveries on a certain day, and then I got a call from Nadine, who was a high school pet I'd seduced a couple of months ago. She told me she had a major surprise for me, and she asked me to stop by her house after my last delivery. I told her I was just heading back to the restaurant to cash out... so she ordered a pizza... with pepperoni and mushrooms... and told me she had an amazing tip for me. I assumed she was hungry for some of my sweet pussy... and although that was partly true... she had a much bigger surprise. She told me to just walk in without knocking when I arrived... so I did.

My first surprise was seeing her on the living room couch, and although Nadine was wearing a red dress (but no panties), there was a naked woman between her legs.

My second surprise was when Nadine revealed the woman between her legs was her stepmother.

My third surprise was when she invited me to strip down a bit and put on the strap-on that was on a table beside the couch.

The mother protested, but Nadine, to my surprise, since she was always submissive to me ever since I'd turned her, demonstrated a wicked dominant side, when she ordered her stepmom to be quiet and do as she was told. The stepmom shut up instantly.

Three minutes later, Nadine helping me to get my jeans and panties off, and helping put the strap-on on, I was ready to fuck this sexy MILF.

"Beg her to fuck you, slut," Nadine ordered.

Although she was obviously mortified, the mother responded, lust and obedience overriding her motherly façade, "Kimmy, please fuck me."

"You can do better than that," Nadine said, as she tore off a couple slices of pizza and set them on a plate.

"Please Kimmy, fuck my slut cunt, and use me as your tip," she responded, as I went behind her.

"You want me to fuck you right in front of your daughter?" I asked, placing my dick against her wet pussy.

"Yes, yes! Show my daughter that I'm a dirty whore for any girl she chooses," she said, her brief resistance broken completely, with just the teasing touch of my cock.

As I slid in, the cock much larger than the MILF had anticipated I said, "Thanks for the really great tip."

"My pleasure," Nadine responded on behalf of her Mom.

Between her whimpers, the mother protested weakly, "Stop... it's too big!"



"Don't worry," I assured her, "your slut box will be swallowing this dick easily in a couple of minutes."

Of course I was right, since very soon, she was bouncing back to take the entire cock through her multiple orgasms... even eating her daughter out while I pounded her.

Once I'd arrived back home, I couldn't resist any longer, and I resumed reading my great grandmother's story... which had leapt to a few months into the sixties, when she and her husband had moved to a different city, so she was no longer beholden to the wicked lesbian society she'd been serving.

.....

So on to the 1960s... oh, it was a wild time!

For women... for racial equality and inequality... for a controversial war, and sometimes violent student uprisings demanding peace... and for me.

I'd gone a few months without tasting a pussy or sucking a man who wasn't my husband's dick, or getting fucked by one or more men I hadn't sworn an oath of forever to... all I had was my husband Steve's dick... and I became resigned to the idea that now that I was a mother, this would be the way it would be forever.

Sure, I missed pussy... I missed being completely submissive... I missed a variety of cock too... but I was no longer living my life just for me.

I was a wife... I was a mother... I had a child.

I no longer came first.

Sadly, I no longer came at all.

Like... never.

I even stopped masturbating, since it didn't bring me the pleasure I was accustomed to.

I accepted this as the way it was... until one day when everything changed again.

I was doing the mundane choirs of a housewife, which I really resented, even though that was what I was taught to do in high school, and I likely would even have enjoyed it, if it hadn't been for my wild sexual liberation during my senior year and for a while afterward. But... now I wasn't even twenty, and I already felt like I was way past my prime.

I was just vacuuming... while my baby girl slept... and a landscaping team my husband had hired was working outside. Men who were all shirtless, which made my pussy tingle with temptation.



I took out the garbage... a task that was supposed to be one of the men's jobs.



I did notice their eyes on me.

I'd gotten my body back after having the baby... taking great pride in looking good for my man, but also for myself. I liked getting appreciative looks from men... or on some very rare occasions these days... from women.

I gave them all a quick smile, and then returned into the house... hearing a couple of catcalls.

Part of me was flattered... it was nice to get some attention for a change.

But I sensed that things just didn't feel right.

I'd been back in the house for only a couple of minutes, before a few of the men walked uninvited into the house.

One of them said, his sweaty body only a couple of feet in front of me, "It's damn hot out there, ma'am."

"It is, isn't it?" I agreed, trying not to stare at his muscular body... my pussy secretly tingling for attention. "Would you all like a cold drink?"



"Yes, ma'am, please, that would be great," he said.

"I'll be right back," I said, heading to the kitchen. I took a deep breath... fuck, these men were hot. Maybe this visit would finally be enough to get me off when I masturbated as soon as they returned outside to get back to work. I poured a few glasses of water, and I had one in my hand, when I heard the same man say, "Mrs. Martin, please come out here." It sounded more like a demand than a request, which I thought was odd.

I went back into my living room and gasped, "What? What are you... doing?" I dropped the glass onto the floor, which thankfully didn't break, but of course the water went everywhere. But the important thing was that all three men were naked... and their cocks were rock hard!





"You've been teasing us all week in those sexy dresses," he accused.

"This dress isn't sexy," I denied, even as I stared at all three big hard cocks... all three of theirs much bigger than my husband's.

"Debatable. But I bet you'll look even sexier without the dress," he said, as he lifted me into the air like I was a leaf.

"What do you want? Money?" I asked.

"No, we want a different kind of payment," he said, as he threw me over his shoulder and carried me towards my bedroom.

"Put me down, I'll scream. I'll call the cops," I threatened. "Stop!!" even though my threat was pretty weak, since I was nowhere near a phone.



"We can do this the easy way, or the hard way," he threatened, as he tossed me onto my bed.

"You'll wake the baby," I protested, as I kicked him in the leg, just missing his balls.

"I see that you're choosing the hard way," he sighed, as I noticed the other two men had some rope in their hands.

"No," I said, kicking and swinging my arms, as he pulled my dress off of me.

"No bra," he said, "only a real slut goes without a bra or panties."

"It's hot in here," I pointed out, even though I knew my nipples had been visible through my red dress.

"Bind her," he ordered, and even though I fought and fought, I knew I was no threat to these three strong young men.

"Please, oh please, don't do this to me," I pleaded... I'd finally reformed from my wicked past... and was now a respectable housewife. Sure, I wasn't loving the life, but I loved being a mother.

As my legs were being tied to the bedposts, I kept trying to negotiate something, "We have savings in the bank."

"Oh, your husband will pay us for our work, so just consider this a tip," he said.

"A very big tip," another joked, as my legs were tightened spread-eagle to the bedposts.

"I'll call my husband, he'll pay you, I swear," I said, although I'm not sure what I would tell him. 'Hey, the three guys you hired are about to rape me. Can you please pay them extra?'

"Don't pretend you don't' want this," the main perpetrator said, "you've been checking us out all week."

Although I had been, I wasn't going to admit it. Instead, I played the victim who wanted no part of this, even though my pussy was so wet it was leaking a bit, "I can't believe you're doing this. Please let me go," as my wrists were bound to the other bedposts... rendering me completely helpless... again, although not during the past few years. How did this kind of stuff keep happening to me? And why was my pussy so fucking wet?



"Look at that ripe pussy," one of them said.

"Shit, she's leaking," another one said.

"I knew this bitch wanted dick," the main guy claimed, as he went behind me.

"No, I don't want it," I said, but with an involuntary moan, as I felt his ginormous cock parting my pussy lips.

"You're soaking wet, slut," he said, which unfortunately I knew was true. Although I knew that this... this... call it what it was... rape... was wrong, a part of me wanted to feel his big cock filling me up. "I've been admiring you all week, we all have, and letting you go untouched isn't on the menu."

He then slid his dick into my pussy, and I began letting out loud moans and mindlessly mumbled through more moans, "You're... so... big."



"Shit, she loves it," one of them said.

"I do not," I denied, as tears streamed from my eyes. I was once again violating my marriage, once again somehow trapped in a situation I had no control over, and once again, my body was giving in completely to the pleasure that always overwhelmed me the moment I was filled with a big, fat cock. But at least, given my wild, mostly submissive past, I wouldn't come away traumatized by this rape.

"Don't pretend, Mrs. Martin," he groaned, as he slowly slid his amazing dick in and out of me. "Everything about you screams submissive gangbang fuck toy!"

"Oooooh," I moaned, as he slammed into me hard, just once.

"See boys? I told you once she got a sight of our big dicks, she'd give in," he said.

"I'm not giving in! You tied me down, and now you're raping me," I pointed out, although again with a moan, since his dick was driving me crazy... shame and arousal battling each other inside of me.

I was a wife now.

I was a Mom now.

I had a baby girl.

Shit, I forgot about my baby girl!

"My daughter," I moaned, unable to say any more, as he began fucking me faster, harder, deeper.

"Don't worry, my girlfriend Sarah is looking after her," he said.



"Your girlfriend is okay with you barging into my home and raping me?" I asked, although along with my moans and gasps, that question took thirty plus seconds to articulate.

"Yeah, as long as I let her sit on your face when we're done with you," he said. "Now shut the fuck up, and take this dick we all know you want."

"Oh fuck," I moaned loudly, as he really slammed into me... my attempt not to enjoy this coercion fading away like it had done every other time in the past. Once a pussy was in my face, a strap-on in my pussy, or a big naked dick was anywhere near me, I became an insatiable slut for cock or pussy.

"Yeah, she's all revved up boys," he said, as the other two guys stroked their incredibly large cocks.

"Man, your cunt feels good," he said, as his great big dick continued to destroy my pussy, and in so doing, get my orgasm rising quickly... an orgasm I hadn't had in months.



I moaned wildly, even as tears continued streaming down my face, the humiliation of enjoying being raped... again... the day at the hospital flashing back into my head... somehow being resurrected inside my mind, as today's pleasure consumed me.

"You're so tight, even after poppin' out a kid," he said, as he continued his assault on my married pussy. "Oh yeah."



"Oh God," I moaned, my orgasm close... imminent... uncontrollable!

"Arrgghh," he grunted, as without any warning, he exploded his load in my pussy.

"Nooooooooo," I screamed in protest, as my unprotected womb was filled with a stranger's cum, and I felt even more humiliated, since feeling his big load exploding in my pussy triggered my own orgasm.

"Shit, she's coming from feeling my load deep in her cunt," he said, as he kept pumping his load deep inside me, and thus making my orgasm even more intense.

"Noooooo!" I repeated, mortified I was coming from being raped, and yet enjoying the orgasm that was ripping through my body with an intensity I hadn't felt since I was back home in the town where I'd grown up.

"Shit, she's even a bigger slut than I thought," the violator said, as he pulled out of me and I felt his cum oozing out of me.

"My turn," someone said.

"Why are you doing this?" I asked weakly, even as the orgasm continued its seemingly forever journey through me. "Money?"

"She still thinks this is about us doing her yard work. You're a hot piece of ass."

"Oooh... stop it... please... stop it," I begged weakly, the orgasm finally beginning to fade away, and my moral code beginning to return.



A few seconds later, I felt someone else getting onto the bed.

"Please, no more," I pleaded, even as I felt the tip of his cock touch down on my cum-filled pussy.

"If you thought Harold was big..." the man said, as his dick easily slid inside my soaking wet pussy.

"Noooooo," I moaned, as indeed he was fatter than Harold, and as his dick went deeper into me... I learned he was longer, too.

"Now open wide..." he said, and he chuckled, "...not that you have any choice."

"You're... ooooooh... even.... bigger," I moaned, as another wave of pleasure surged inside me.



"I'm next," the third guy said, even though the second one had just begun fucking me.

"No more," I protested, even as the second guy filled me completely.

"Don't pretend you're not loving this," the guy in my pussy said, as he fucked me slowly. "Your telltale pussy is tightening around my dick."

"So big," I mumbled, as pleasure again began taking control of me, and once again my moral code faded into oblivion.

Suddenly another large dick was standing in front of me, and the third guy said, as he shoved his cock into my mouth, "I'm tired of listening to her whine."



"That will shut her up," the guy fucking me said... and all of a sudden, I was being spit-roasted... taking cock in both ends.

"Let's really tag team her," the guy in my mouth said.

"Fuck yeah," my cunt guy said, and soon both dicks were pumping into my mouth and pussy simultaneously... and... fucking hell... I was really enjoying it! My inner slut took over, and I just lay there (not that I had any choice) and enjoyed the pleasure that was once again taking me over.

Yes, I knew it was wrong.

Yes, I felt guilty.

Yes, tears continued streaming from my eyes and down my cheeks.

And yes, my second orgasm today was rising quickly... as always, shame and rapture were at war with each other, with rapture... as usual... crushing its opponent.

"Oh yeah, she loves getting spit-roasted," the guy in my mouth said.

Even as tears rolled down my face, I moaned as he said those words, unable to conceal the pleasure that was controlling my body.

A minute later, both going as deep into me as they could, the guy in my mouth pulled out and ordered, "Open wide, slut."

I mindlessly obeyed, suddenly wanting that load... craving that load... just as his cum exploded out of his cock and into my mouth.

"That's a good girl. Swallow it all," he said, as he fed me his creamy cum.

I moaned, "Mmmmmmm," as I swallowed all of his delicious, salty seed.



"This bitch is a submissive little thing," the guy said, as he finished coming in my mouth.

"Yeah, I'm sure she needs more than just the three of us," the first guy... Harold... said, as the second guy kept fucking me hard... my second orgasm imminent.

"Nooooooo," I moaned, even though at the moment, I'd willingly suck any cock offered to me, and take any cock in my pussy.

"She's moaning no," the guy who'd just finished in my mouth chuckled. "Really convincing!"

"You've got a great body. Thanks for sharin' it with us," the guy pounding my pussy said, as I continued moaning... my only desire now was a second orgasm.



He stopped moving while he was deep inside me.

"Don't stop now," I pleaded, my orgasm close, and my only concern right now was a second orgasm, and having this dick slamming into me as hard as possible.

"I thought you said before that we should stop?" he asked, bucking his hips three times, each time balls deep inside me.

"Ooooooooh... please... just fuck me," I whined. "I'm so close!"

"Beg some more," he ordered, giving me three more deep, rough thrusts.

"Fuuuuuuck!" I screamed, his deep... but way too few... thrusts driving me wild. "Please fuck me! Give me that big dick!"

"You want to be our slut?" he asked... three more deep thrusts.

"Yes! Yes! I want to be your personal fuck toy!" I declared in utter desperation. At the moment, I would say anything to get this man to fuck me and make me come.

"Our housewife cum slut?" he asked... three more deep thrusts.

"Yes, your slutty, cock-taking, cum-swallowing, housewife whore," I declared, lifting my hips to take his cock even deeper.

"As you wish," he said with a huge roar of laughter, as he resumed fucking me.

"Oh, yes! Fuck me, fuck me with your huge fucking cock," I demanded, as soon as his cock was slamming into my needy hole again.

"Such an insatiable slut," Harold chuckled.

"Oh yes, yes, I love big cock! Give it to me," I babbled, returning to being the cock-hungry, cum-craving whore I'd tried to leave behind in my past... but alas, as soon as this side of me was triggered, all I wanted was cock... cum... cock... cum... cum... cum...

"I'm about to come," he warned.

"No worries, go ahead and fill me up," I responded, knowing that feeling his cock pulsing and unloading in my pussy would trigger my orgasm number two.

"As you wish," he said again, and after another dozen deep thrusts, I felt his cum fill me up, and my second orgasm followed a few seconds later.

"Ohhhhhh, yes, fuck!" I screamed, and my body quaked while my second orgasm of this wild afternoon cascaded through me.

"Shit, she's milking my dick," he said, "I think that's called a snapping pussy," as my pussy tightened repeatedly around his cock throughout the duration of my orgasm.

"So good," I moaned, unable to move in my bound position, as my orgasm explored my entire body.

When he pulled out, again I felt cum leaking out of me... thankful that lots of it was exiting... since I definitely wasn't protected against getting pregnant... plus... the first time I ever took a man's cum in my pussy, I got knocked up.

I was completely spent... figuring the gangbang was done... three men, three loads... but was I wrong... so, so wrong.

First, guy one... Harold... I still had no idea what the other two guys' names were... slid back into me, and fucked me again.

I just laid there and took it... so completely spent... so defeated... but also so content.

He fucked me for a few minutes, until a third load of cum was deep inside of me, and some of it was gushing back out.



"No more," I said, so uncomfortable in this bound position. "Please untie me now."

"Yeah, we probably should untie her," one guy said, just as I heard some other men's voices.

"Nice!"

"Wow!"

"Man...."

"Mmmm."

I looked back and saw four more men... four men who'd been working down the road on another yard.



I was untied by my first three fuckers, while the four new men all got undressed. All of them were chiseled, great-looking men... and all of them had big, hard cocks.

One lay down on my bed, and he ordered, "Come and straddle me, slut."

The unwilling me had faded completely away by now, so I was just teasing when I said, "I'm not sure I can ride all that dick."

"Am I bigger than your husband?" he asked, as I crawled across the bed to him.

"Way bigger," I said, as I straddled his dick and lowered myself onto it. "Oh fuck," I moaned.

"See, I told you boys," Harold, who was still the main perpetrator, said, "if we looked past her sweet, innocent housewife façade, we'd find a nasty slut."

"She sure is," someone else said, as he got onto the bed and shoved his dick in my mouth.

So I rode one dick and sucked another one.

(Thankfully Kimmy, I was very flexible back then.)

"I want a piece of her ass," someone else said.

"Oh yeah, triple team me," I said, taking the dick out of my mouth for a moment, as I leaned forward to allow whomever easy access to my asshole.

"Such a wild slut," someone said.

"Just shove it in my ass, no lube necessary," I ordered, before I took the cock back in my mouth.

"Shit," someone said, just as I felt someone's cock slide inside my ass.

"Oooooooh, fuck," I moaned, as I sucked cock, and I felt two more cocks going deep inside both my pussy and my ass.

"Jesus Christ," someone said, as I was now being fucked air-tight... three cocks working in unison.

I was in heaven. A cock in my mouth... a load I was craving. A cock in my pussy... a load I was trying to milk... a cock in my asshole... a load I was hoping would go deep inside my bowels.

For a few minutes, I was only a three-hole fuck toy for three men.

Eventually, my third orgasm imminent, the three men all unloaded inside me, one right after another.

First, the man in my mouth gave me my second creamy cum treat, as he spewed a massive load down my throat.

"Drink it all, sweetheart," he grunted as he did so.

"She's got a real tight, sweet asshole," the guy in my rectum groaned, before warning a few deep hard thrusts in my asshole later, "Gonna cum now."



"Oh yeah," the third guy groaned, as he shot his load up my pussy a few seconds after the guy in my ass erupted.

And... for a third time... feeling cum filling my pussy was the trigger that made my orgasm erupt.

"Fuuuuuuck!" I screamed, as I shook and quaked as both guys in my lower end continued pumping their dicks in me... pushing their cum as deep as they could.

Not even a minute later, three new cocks replaced the cocks that had spent their loads in me, and a second triple teaming marathon was launched.

Then after three more loads filled me... one more each in my mouth, pussy and ass... I enjoyed a third round of triple teaming. By then I'd had so many cocks in my three holes, I had no idea how many men had fucked me... or how many men had fucked me twice... I just enjoyed the marathon fuck session, as orgasms four and five erupted though me.

Whoever was drilling my ass at the time said, "Boy, she is getting filled to the brim," just as I took a third... or maybe even a fourth load in my asshole.

"I know. Every end," the guy I was deep throating chuckled. "For her sake, I hope she's on some kind of birth control."



Just before I swallowed yet another big load of salty seed, he added, "But then, maybe a little playmate for her daughter would be nice."

I swallowed his load, and then reached my orgasm number six, when the guy in my pussy spewed his load in me.

A couple minutes later, with excessive cum leaking out of my pussy and ass, I was pulled off the bed and to the floor, where I was put on my knees and forced to suck the five cocks surrounding me.

For a good twenty minutes... I sucked cock. Cock after cock after cock. Going back and forth between all five huge dicks. Sucking one, stroking two others for a little while, before advancing to the next group.

Eventually, five loads were shot into my mouth, onto my tits, or onto my face.

I totally enjoyed the cum bath.

No longer even feigning the least bit of resistance, I opened wide to take two loads in my mouth within a few seconds of each other, as someone ordered with another laugh, "Open up. All this protein is very good for you. Give you lots of energy."



Protein, maybe... energy, not so much.

I was exhausted.

Drenched in cum.

No way would these men have any more loads for me.

I asked, knowing my husband would be home in a couple of hours or so, "Please... may I clean up now?"



Harold, the one who'd started it all, chuckled, "You're not quite finished."

"Really?" I asked, as most of the men who'd gangbanged me were either gone, or getting dressed.

"Come with me," he said.

"Okay," I said, my submissive nature still dictating all my decisions, "but my husband will be home in an hour or two."

"Then we'd better hurry," he said. "My boss and his buddies want to meet you."

"W-w-where are we going?" I stammered, as he led me to the front door.

"Just out front to the van," he said.

"In public?" I asked, my eyes going wide.

"We've made sure no one is around," he said, as he took my hand and led me outside, completely naked.

I was led to a van where three more men were inside....already naked... I just climbed in the back, dropped to my knees, and took an older man's dick in my mouth.

As someone slid his cock into my gaping asshole, and I sucked the boss's cock, he asked, "Does your husband know what a horny slut you are? Or how much you love sucking cock?"

"No, he doesn't," I answered, as I sucked his big fat cock.

"I gotta say this was the best day ever," one stud said.

"Please don't tell him," I worried.

"Better than the time we gangbanged the minister's virginal daughter, his wife and mother in that church?" the bald guy who'd fucked me second, and had the biggest cock of all, asked.

"That was epic! But this is a close second," Harold said.



Wanting to be the biggest slut, even though that sounded utterly wild, I said, "I want you all to fuck me in any hole you want. Your cocks are so big..."

The boss began to face fuck me, and in the next hour, I took another dozen loads into or onto me... and I had three more orgasms.

I was just getting out of the shower... having cleaned the abundance of cum off of me... when my husband arrived home.

He asked, "Were those men here at all today? Nothing seemed to get done."

"Oh they were busy working on some other project," I said, recalling all those cocks and all that cum working me over.

Anyway, from that day on, my libido was in overdrive, and although today's men never came back for a sequel, I could no longer be just a housewife.

With my cock craving satisfied for a while... I now craved pussy... and well... like I said, I couldn't just be a housewife... I needed a job.

I knew my husband Steve would hate the idea... but I couldn't just stay home all day... the 1960s were underway, women were beginning to fight for equality, and I wanted to take part in that fight.

Although even that wouldn't go as I was expecting... but what happened will have to wait until my next scrapbook entry.

...

I shook my head. Although I liked women more than men, the idea of being gangbanged and the center of a bukkake was pretty hot.

I also loved how a woman who could be a complete slut for cock and pussy was also deep down, a feminist.



My great grandma was my idol... always had been, even before I learned through her long, rambling scrapbook how large a part sex had played in her life... and I wished she'd have told me these wicked stories while she was still alive.

God, the adventures we could have shared!

The idea of sitting on my great grandma's face while my Aunt Beth fucked Mom, was too hot not to imagine.



Alas, that could never be... but Mom... my Mom... according to great grandma, she was available to me, and it was time I started planting some seeds.

THE END... FOR NOW.
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1960s: A Neighbour

Summary: Young mom is drawn back into world of lesbianism.

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 12th 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.

In part 10: 1950s: Tit Attention, Kimmy seduces Mrs. Walker and then reads about her great-grandmother and her obsession with having her tits milked.

In part 11: 1960s: A Gangbang, Kimmy has sex with a friend's stepmom, but the real focus is on her great grandmother. After moving away from the wicked community where she'd been a complete sexual slave, she tries to turn respectable. But a wild gangbang with a bunch of strangers... all of them men... flips Rebecca back into her naturally sexually submissive self, and begins her journey into becoming a wild suburban 1960s housewife.

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.

1960s: A Neighbour

Inspired by my great grandmother's written testimony that my mother was secretly a submissive incestuous lesbian slut, I decided to start planting some seeds and taking note of my Mom's responses.

So while I was out for dinner with my Mom, I worked on gradually learning more about her secret life.

"So, Mom. Are you dating any men?" I asked.

"God, no," she said, shaking her head.

"Women then?" I asked with a playful smile.

"What? No!" she replied, a little too defensively.

"Why so adamant?" I asked. "It's the twenty-first century." I then paused so I could look into her eyes while I finished voicing my thought. "You're allowed to pursue pussy or dick... or even both."

"Kimmy!" she gasped.

"I know that I do," I added. Perhaps I was being a little too forward, but I wanted to assess her reactions.

"Kimmy!" she repeated.

"What?" I asked, acting innocent. "You know I've had sex."

"I do now," she said.

"And that I'm bisexual," I added.

"No, I did not know that," she said, her cheeks going red.

"Oh," I said. "I thought it was obvious."

"No, I had no idea."

"Then I'm sorry. I shouldn't have just blurted out a revelation like that," I apologized.

"It's okay," she said. "You're an adult; you're welcome to be..." There was a long pause, while she apparently tried to think of a word to express her meaning obliquely.

"Bisexual," I finished for her, bluntly.

"Yes, bisexual," she agreed.

"You're not grossed out by knowing that, are you?" I asked.

"No, no, honey," she said, reaching across the table to place her hand on top of mine. "You just took me a little bit by surprise."

"Sorry, I tend just to say whatever I'm thinking," I said.

"Just like your great grandmother," Mom said.

"I'll take that as a compliment."

"You should," Mom said, "she was a vivacious woman, who lived during some very difficult times."

"I know. She left me a scrapbook filled with stories about her past," I said.

"She did?" she asked, her eyes going wide... unable to hide her surprise... or perhaps her sudden worry about the nature of those stories.

"Yeah, she lived quite the life," I said, not hinting that I knew how scandalous that life had been.

"She certainly did," Mom agreed. Then after an awkward pause, she asked, a little nervously, "What did she write down?"

"Oh, so far I've just read some stories about her high school days, her wedding, having a baby, and moving to suburbia," I said offhandedly.

"Uh, I see," she said.

"Yeah, she had a real ability to write," I said.

"She was also an amazing artist," Mom added.

"Yeah, she sprinkled in quite a few of her drawings as well," I said.

"That's so her," Mom laughed, looking rather sad that she was gone.

"Mom, she lives on through us," I said, setting aside my original purpose for this conversation, and instead, just being a good and supportive daughter.

"I know," she said. "I just miss her so much."

"So do I," I said.

"I know. You two are so much alike."

"Really? How?"

She looked into my eyes and said, "You both know who you are, and you're comfortable with living your own truth."

"And you're not?" I asked.

"I struggle with the balance of life sometimes," she said.

"Then you just need to let go of whatever is holding you back," I advised.

"That was easy for your great grandmother, too," Mom said.

"I know it's not easy," I said. "But you shouldn't care what anyone else thinks, except for yourself."

"That gets tougher when you get older," Mom said.

"Did it get tougher for Rebecca?" I asked, preferring to use her first name, now that I felt I knew her so well from all the secrets she was sharing with me posthumously in her scrapbook.

"Not at all. She was like an ageless Wonder Woman until the very end," Mom said with a soft sigh.

The waitress came with our meals, and our conversation paused for a while. Then when we resumed talking, Mom shifted the topic to summer holidays, and I silently processed what we'd discussed.

I had to seduce my Mom.

She needed it.

I sensed that she wanted it.

But I had to do it correctly.

Hoping great grandmother's scrapbook would give me some more guidance, I spent that night reading about her next wild adventure.

...

Kimmy, I want you to know I tried to be faithful to Steve, but I can understand if you're judging me right now.

[I most certainly wasn't doing any such thing... I idolized the woman, and I wanted to be just like her! Well, more like the opposite, since I didn't have much of a submissive side. But I loved wild and crazy sex just as much as she did.]

I wished I could have been the perfect wife... the perfect mother... but alas, I couldn't... my experiences in the 1950s had shaped who I was... had awakened my true sexuality... one that was complex and feminist, within the wicked boundaries of submissive sex and lesbian rendezvous.

Actually, I sense you do understand.

I know you're a lot like me. Not submissive like me, but I didn't grow into my dominant side until later on, so you haven't read about that part of my life yet.

[Damn, was she a mind reader? I swear this wonderful woman knew me better than I knew myself!]

Anyway, after the wild gangbang... and somehow I didn't get pregnant... although the possibility had me stressed for the next month... I couldn't focus on anything.

Yes, I still looked after my daughter.

Yes, to all outward appearances, I still resembled the humdrum wife I was supposed to be.

But deep down, I was going crazy.

Now whenever I was at yoga class, I couldn't stop fantasizing about those sweaty sessions becoming lesbian orgies.



Where I was fisted by the trainer:



And got double penetrated:



And ate some ass:



NOTE: KIMMY, I SHOULD MENTION THAT I DREW THESE PICS WHILE YOUR MOTHER WAS UNDER MY DESK LICKING ME TO MULTIPLE ORGASMS. (Have you turned her into your Mommy-pet yet?)

[As I read those words, I froze.

Mommy-pet!

According to Rebecca, it would be just as easy as reciting the words, 'Sit, pet'.

Yet, as much as I wanted to do it... I struggled to make it into a reality.

I resumed reading... hoping for a deeper glimpse into her mind.]

I resumed masturbating... imagining myself becoming someone's lesbian pet again... I needed someone to take control of my life.

I also resumed drawing... which I'd also stopped doing when I moved to suburbia... although I had no idea why.

I drew dirty pictures of the women across the street.



I drew the teen who'd smiled at me while I was buying groceries. Except in my drawings, she was doing lots more than just casually smiling.



I drew one of Patty, my next door neighbour... you'll meet her soon... and she reminds me a lot of you.



Anyway, once you get gangbanged... there's no pretending it didn't happen.

As I've mentioned before, my libido had shifted into overdrive.

At least inwardly, I was completely out of control.

I was always horny.

I rediscovered masturbation, as I replayed the couple of dozen loads that had filled me that afternoon.

I rediscovered the thrill of a vibrating washing machine.

I was horny twenty-four seven.

Whenever I was alone... I was getting myself off.



And off again...



I craved cum...

I craved cock...

But... eventually I craved pussy even more.



I'd see a pretty blonde, and automatically imagine eating her pussy.



Even the coffee shop barrister seemed like someone I could have sex with.





I knew this was bad... and that I could easily end up back in a sexually submissive role with someone if I didn't control my lust.

And then... Patty moved into her new house.

My new next door neighbour.

We became friendly over the next couple of months.

It was strange to have a friend again. Who was... you know... just a friend.

We chatted about everything. Like me, she'd had an oops that resulted in a young marriage, although she was a couple of years older than I was.

Like me, she didn't really love her husband, but she understood the financial reality of the times.

Like me, she also didn't want to hurt him.

Like me, she wanted to be more than just a housewife.

Like me, she wanted to go to college and become her own woman... to stand on her own two feet.

Alas, also like me, that dream now seemed like no more than a pipe dream.

As we got to know each other better, we mutually admitted that our husbands didn't get us off.

It was so wonderful to have someone to talk to... about absolutely anything.

Someone who understood me, and I understood her.

Someone who was in the same predicament as I was.

She was so understanding.

So friendly.

So much fun.

We started daring each other to do stuff.

Like going shopping without panties.

And still without panties, flashing a complete stranger.

Masturbating in public. Not being obvious about it so anyone could tell, but for instance subtly rubbing our clits while sitting across from each other in a café, and gazing into each other's eyes until we each climaxed.

These dares were fun, and they rejuvenated me... made me feel alive again.

Then she suggested one day while she was visiting me in my home... in my bedroom, no less, "Hey, let's take some sexy photos."

"Really?" I asked.

"Yeah, just for us," she said, as we both sipped some wine.

"I don't know," I said, although I often said 'I don't know' to her, and yet I always ended up doing whatever it was. That was how I'd ended up flashing my tits at three people at the mall last week. I'd been reluctant at first, but once I did it, we couldn't stop giggling for about half an hour afterwards!

"Get naked, slut," she ordered. She'd often called me a slut in the past couple of weeks. It was always in a playful way, but it had the effect of resurrecting my past, and my naturally submissive nature.

"Oh, Patty," I said, like I often did whenever she told me to do something naughty.

"Oh, Rebecca," she mimicked me with a smile, as she came over to me, tugged me to my feet, and pulled my sweater over my head.

"I'm not sure about this," I said, as I trembled from the sudden chill.

"That's okay," she said, as she unclasped my bra and removed it. "I know what's best for you."

"You do, do you?" I asked flirtatiously.

"I do," she said, as she lowered herself in front of me and pulled my skirt down.

"Patty, this is an entirely new level of playing for us," I pointed out.

"Yes, and we're just beginning," she said, as she pulled my pantyhose and panties down, and I was now standing totally naked in front of my new best friend... this scenario beginning to feel very, very familiar.

"Oh," was all I could muster, as I looked down at her.



She stood up, spun me around, slapped my naked ass and ordered, "Now bend that sexy ass over."

"What am I?" I asked. "Your naked Barbie Doll?" Barbie having gone on the market in 1959, and all the rage in the 1960s.

"Exactly," she agreed, slapping my ass again. "You're my slutty next door neighbour Barbie Bitch."

"Jesus," I sighed, as I bent over obediently and started posing.

She grabbed her polaroid camera and said, "You have an amazing ass, Rebecca."

"Uh, thanks," I said, appreciating the compliment.

SNAP. She took a photo. It had better be just for us, since I was pretty sure that not only did it show my pussy, but also my face!



"Oh yeah," Patty said, "such a great ass and a delectable pussy."

"Your ass is pretty amazing too," I said, unsure what else to say in this awkward moment.

"Damn straight," she said. She then ordered, "Turn around and spread those legs. We need to get a good pic of that pussy of yours."

"I don't think that's such a...."

"Just do it, slut," she demanded, slapping my ass again... which, as usual, made me feel compelled to obey her. It also made me wet.

So, I went ahead and did it.

"Good girl," she purred, using that term for the first time... and making a chill go up my spine. "Now, spread those pussy lips for me, my pet."

"Okay," I said, the term 'my pet' drawing me right back into my teenage years... a time when I couldn't say no... when I was an obedient, submissive pet to just about anybody.

CLICK.



"Oh, yes," she purred, "rub that pussy."

I didn't' say anything, but I did obey, rubbing my pussy for her and the camera... getting turned on by her words... and the photo session... feeling alive.

SNAP. SNAP.



SNAP. SNAP. SNAP... in a variety of positions.



Before I knew it, I was lying on the floor, and she asked, her hands going to my very wet pussy, "Ready for the next level?"

"The next level?" I asked, with a slight moan.

"Yes. The level where you do whatever I tell you without hesitation," she explained, parting my very wet pussy lips with her right hand. She must have undressed in the past couple of minutes without my noticing, since I was startled to see she was now as naked as I was!

"I need to do anything you want me to?" I asked, feeling myself being drawn back into the once very familiar world of submission.

She laughed playfully, "Ha, ha, that's right. Anything I want." As her fingers teased my pussy masterfully, And I want you to call me Mistress, slave."

Her soft but firm tone.

Her fingers on my pussy.

Her order to call her Mistress... a term I used to love saying.

Her calling me slave... another term I'd missed hearing.



I stammered, overwhelmed by her sudden shift from best friend to bossy seductress, "Yes, Pat...er... Mistress."

"And you will obey my every order, my pet?" she asked, as her finger slid inside me.

"Yessssss, Mistress," I moaned, the word coming out so naturally... a rush of adrenaline coursing through me, because of her touch and my acceptance of my new role with her.

"I own this sweet pussy," she said, as she pulled her finger out, and placed it on her lips. "Mmmmm, you taste good."

I didn't respond... I wasn't sure what to say... I was still processing this sudden turn of events.

"Get on the bed," she ordered, as she got up and grabbed something from her purse. She returned with a vibrator, and slid it right inside me.

"Oh my," I moaned, as the vibrations buzzed inside me.

She laughed again, seemingly amused at my utter weakness and mindless submissiveness, "Ha, ha, such a dirty little slut!"

I moaned at being called a 'dirty little slut'.

"Now rub your clit. I know you know how," She ordered.



I once again obeyed... bringing my hand to my clit.

"Oh yes, rub that pussy," she ordered, as I did just that.

"Oooooh," I moaned, my pleasure feeling intense so quickly.

"You like that, slut?" she asked, as she pumped the buzzing toy in and out of my sloppy wet pussy.

"Yes," I moaned, the pleasure consuming me like it always did.

"Take it," she said.

I just continued rubbing my pussy while she fucked me.

"Feel good, slave?" she asked.

"Yes, Mistress," I moaned.



"I knew you'd make a good replacement pet," she said.

"Replacement pet?" I asked with another moan.

"Yes, our community lesbian plaything pet Hannah moved away last month," she said.

"Oh," I responded, realizing that I might now be living out my own sequel. I'd already lived the life of a community pet... I'd thought that life was in the past... and yet... and yet... and yet...

"Are you ready to cum?" she asked, as she fucked me good with the toy, pumping it as deep inside me as she could.

I didn't hesitate as I responded in rapture, and so close to coming, "Y-yes, oh, yes... yes... please."

"Ask me nicely," she said, stopping with the toy's tip just barely inside me.

Which drove me wild, so I pleaded, "Please... may I... oooh... cum, Mistress?"



"You can do better than that, slut," Patty said. "You do want to be the community pet, don't you?"

Even though that question should have terrified me, since I knew how often I'd totally lost control of myself back then, how I'd become just a face to sit on or a pussy to fuck, at the moment that was exactly what I wanted. I responded, "Yes, Mistress, I want to be the community pussy-munching fuck toy, the bimbo slave, the cock-taking whore, and the lesbian mindless submissive."

"That's better," she purred, resuming her pounding of my pussy with the toy.

"Oh yes, fuck me, fuck your neighborhood pet," I moaned, desperate to come.

"Go ahead and cum for me, slut," Patty ordered.

With permission granted, I screamed, as my orgasm struck almost immediately, "Th-thank you, Mistress!"



"You're flooding," she observed as she pulled the toy out of me, and I felt the wetness gush out.

"So good," I said, as I just lay there and enjoyed the aftershocks of my intense orgasm.

"Just let everything go," she advised.

"I already did that," I smiled, looking up at her.

"You're one hot little bitch," she said.

"Thanks," I said, unsure of what else to say to that.

"So I assume you've eaten some pussy before," she said.

"Um..." I began, not sure how much I wanted her to know about my very sordid past.

She laughed, my lack of an answer serving as the answer, "Ha ha, eaten pussy. Licked cunt. Say it."

"Eaten pussy," I admitted shyly.



"A lot?" she asked.

"Yes," I admitted.

"Really?" she said, this info intriguing her.

"My senior year of high school was wild," I said... realizing it would be nice to be able to talk about it with someone... it had been lingering inside me unresolved for several years.

"Really?" she repeated, smiling wickedly as she kissed me.

The kiss was so soft and tender... just like I remembered the intimacy of being with other women.

"Yes," I said.

"I want to hear all about your past," she said, as she lay down on the bed. "But only after you begin your new duties as the community pet."

"Okay," I said, turning around to take in her spread legs and inviting pussy.

Then she gave me a one-word order. "Eat!!"



As I dove into her pussy, all my past experiences of eating pussy came flooding back... like riding a bike, it's not something you lose your skill for.

I parted her pussy lips.

I teased her labia.

I looked up at her with her eyes closed, as I listened to her moans.

.



As I probed her pussy... made her moan... I returned to my teenage self. Just wanting to please other women. Just wanting to hear them moan. Just wanting to taste their sweet, forbidden nectar. Just wanting to be in the moment.

As I got her off, I wondered how I'd managed to resist this thrill for all these years.

It was the first time I'd felt at home in forever... between a woman's legs was the place I was always meant to be.



"Don't stop, slut," she moaned.

No worries, I had no intention of stopping

"You're a natural little pussy muncher," she said, her hands going to my head to pull me in a bit deeper.

"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned, letting her know I loved licking her pussy. "You taste so good."

"I know I do," she said, pushing my face against her pussy. "But less talk and more fucking licking."

"Yes, Mistress," I replied, as I attacked her pussy... knowing she was close... an innate skill I'd been gifted... I sucked on her pussy lips.



"Oh, fuck, yes, right there, right there," she said, her legs stiffening.

I kept licking... I kept lapping... I devoured that pussy... until she erupted all over my face!



"Yeeeeeeeeeees!"

Once she recovered from her orgasm, she pushed me up and kissed me... for a few minutes. Just kissing. Intimate. Tender. Passionate.

She then asked, "So you eat pussy. Do you also take it in the ass?"

"I used to," I admitted, the idea of getting ass fucked again was very appealing.

"I'll bet you love it in the ass," she said, as she flipped me onto my stomach.

"I used to," I repeated.

"Well, let's see if that used to can become still do," she purred, as she reached for the vibrating toy she'd already fucked me to one orgasm with.

"Sounds good," I said, as I parted my legs a little to give her easier access to my anal entrance.

"You want me to fuck your asshole, Rebecca?" she asked.

"Yes please, Mistress," I admitted, "It's been years since I've had a dick in my asshole, and now you've mentioned it, I need it so bad."

"Such a nasty slut," she said, as she cranked the toy up to high and brought it to my asshole.

"And a mindless submissive slut too," I added.

"Yes, you'll be Hannah's perfect replacement," She said, as the toy slid inside my ass.

"Ooooooooh, yes, I moaned, as I enjoyed the sensations of a dick in my ass.



"Oh, yeah, your asshole is swallowing this dick right down," she said.

"Deeper, faster please," I moaned, loving to get ass fucked again after going for so long without.

"Such a nasty slut," she said. "And I know just what you need next. Don't move."

She got off the bed, leaving the toy buzzing in my ass... an amazing tease.

I heard my front door slam, and she was gone a good three or four minutes before she returned... wearing a strap-on. She'd darted next door to fetch it stark naked in the middle of the afternoon!

"Oh my! Be still my heart," I gasped when I saw it.

"Is this big enough for you?" she asked, getting back onto my bed.

"Yes indeed, Mistress," I said, as she pulled the toy out and slid smoothly back inside with her longer and fatter dick.

"Oh yeah, you're the perfect replacement," she said, her hands grasping my hips as she slammed into my asshole.

"Oh yesss... fuck me," I moaned.



"Fuck my ass," I whimpered, the pleasure and pain principle cascading through me.

"Yeah, you'll be very popular in this community," she said.

"Yes, I'll be your best slut ever," I said, in the heat of this moment wanting more pussy... more pleasure.

"I know you will," she said, as she fucked me good... and hard...

After a couple more minutes of deep, rough, anal reaming, she asked, "Can you come just from getting your ass sodomized?"

"Yes, Mistress, yes I can," I moaned, having come from anal stimulation many times.

"Then come for me, slut, come all over my dick, while I fuck your slutty shit hole," she ordered wickedly.

"Yes, Mistress, talk dirty to me," I moaned, my second orgasm close, "call me names."

"You like being called names?" she asked.

"Yes, yes, Mistress," I mumbled.

"My slut, my pet, my fuck toy, my ass-taking cum bucket," she listed off, as she slammed into me as hard and as deep as she could. "come for me, come right fucking now."

"Oh yes, Mistress, fuck me, fuck my ass, fuck your slut, fuck, fuck fuuuuuuck!" I screamed as I reached a chain of multiple orgasms.

"There you go," she said, slowing down, "only real sluts come from taking dicks in their asshole."

"I'm a real slut all right," I said weakly, as I enjoyed the string of orgasms parading through me.

After a couple more minutes, she pulled out and asked, "So... are we clear, slave?"

"Yes, Mistress Patty," I responded, although I wasn't sure exactly what I was agreeing to doing... I was completely spent, and struggling to process the past hour.



"Then tell me. Repeat it back," she ordered.

She pulled me up off the bed and kissed me.

Once the kiss was done, she looked into my eyes and repeated, "Tell me."

Sensing I knew what she wanted me to say, I replied, "You now have a lot of very explicit, naked pictures of me. If I don't do what you say, you'll use them to ruin my life... and marriage.



"Good. What else?" she asked.

I wasn't sure what else she wanted me to say, so I just said what I'd said in the past to other women in similar situations, "I'm your sex slave... my body and all my holes belong to you now... to use anytime and anyplace you want."

And as I said those words, I meant them.

I couldn't go back to being lonely anymore.

This was who I was.

A lesbian.

A cunt hungry slut.

An ass taking slave.

A submissive pet.



She laughed at my declaration, "And don't you forget it."

"I won't," I replied, knowing there was no going back.

She looked at the clock and said, "Well, that's the end of your Day One training."

"Day One?" I asked.

"Yes, we need to make sure you're in peak condition to become the community pet," she said, as she got dressed.

"Okay," I said.

Once she was dressed, she sat down beside me and asked, "your kid will be home from school soon, right?"



"Yes, yes, Mistress," I said, realizing she'd be home in just a few minutes... which suddenly worried me.

"Since you were such a good girl today, I'll let you go and clean up before she gets home," she said.

"Thank you, Mistress," I said, giving a sigh of relief.

"But if you're ever disobedient," she warned, "I can be very vindictive."

"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, as she kissed me once and walked out of my home... fully dressed this time.

I got up, shook my head at what had just transpired, and headed to the shower to wash away all my sinning.

.....

.....

..../

PS:

I know this is wrong, but I'm devastated I never got to tell you any of these stories in person, never showed you my drawings while I was alive, and never got to devour your sweet, ripe pussy. That said, here are some fun pin-ups I drew of you.

One of you in the same fifties diner where my fate was forever changed:



Okay, two from that diner, this next one with me thinking of how I would DINE on you!!!



Lastly, one where you're the community submissive slut like I used to be... I know you're much more of a dominant... but the idea of you being a pet to me, to my friends, and to the entire community of my past made this old woman's pussy gush.






Okay, I now need to go and sit on your mother's face (while you're in your bedroom). I'll write more soon.

Kisses, Rebecca.

.....

.....

Wow, learning that my Mom ate my great grandmother's pussy while I was home, was just so wicked! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!

Horny as fuck, seeing the pics my great grandmother had drawn with me in mind, recalling her wild yoga time and my own passion for yoga, I drew my own fantasy pic.



Unfortunately, I'd never get to have sex with my great grandmother. Never be her submissive. Never be her dominant. Never be with her again at all.

Only through these illustrated diary entries would I ever come close to the world I'd never be a part of.

Yet... my mother... my mother was a possibility. Someday soon I'd need to summon up the courage to say 'Sit, pet," to her, and make her my slave.

THE END... for now.

Coming next: 1960s: A Threesome.


1960s: A Threesome

Summary: Young mom enjoys wicked lesbian encounters with two women.

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 13th 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.

In part 10: 1950s: Tit Attention, Kimmy seduces Mrs. Walker and then reads about her great-grandmother and her obsession with having her tits milked.

In part 11: 1960s: A Gangbang, Kimmy gets a friend's stepmom, but the real focus is on her great grandmother, where after moving away from the wicked community where she was a complete sexual slave, she tries to go clean. But a wild gangbang returns Rebecca back into her natural sexually submissive persona, and starts her journey into a wild suburban 1960s housewife.

In part 12, 1960s: A Neighbour, Kimmy starts planting some seeds with her mother, and Rebecca gets drawn back into the world of lesbian submission with her pretty new neighbour Patty.

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.

1960s: A Threesome

Super horny, the next day I went into full seduction mode. The cute church minister's daughter and band geek Silvia was just too adorable to resist. So after school, with Mrs. Walker playing lookout (sorta, she was more like perving on us), I seduced the ripe eighteen-year-old in the band room.



Yet even after a successful seduction, and multiple orgasms (a couple from Silvia and another two from Mrs. Walker), I was still horny, and I still needed to see what happened next in my great grandmother's sordid and wicked life... it was like a real life soap opera... a real life sexual soap opera.

.....

So, following a single afternoon with Patty, everything changed... again!

I constantly craved pussy.

I continually craved submission.

I incessantly craved attention.

For the next week... each weekday... while my husband was at work, and my daughter Mellissa was at school... I was Patty's lesbian slave.

And I loved every minute of it.

The following Monday:

Patty had me get naked and pose for her again.

"Like this?" I asked.

"Yes, but spread your legs wider," she ordered. "I want to see everything you've got."



"Yes, Mistress," I responded, a rush of adrenaline coursing through me with each order she gave me, each order I obeyed, and repeatedly uttering my favourite phrase, "Yes, Mistress."

She fastened her strap-on back onto her slim figure, went behind me, and fucked me good.

"Oh yes, fuck me," I moaned.

"Now shut up and fuck, slut," she ordered, making me bounce back on her cock.



"Yes, yes, yes Mistress," I babbled, as pleasure consumed me... her cock much bigger than Steve's, and her ability to fuck way better than his too.

She didn't make love to me, she fucked me.

She wasn't gentle, she pounded me.

She used me as a slut, nothing more.

"You like it rough, don't you, slut?" she asked.

"Yes Mistress, I love when you fuck me deep, hard and rough," I moaned. I then added for reasons I wasn't even sure of, "Way better than my husband."

"Because your only purpose in life is to be a slut, isn't it?" she asked, continuing to pound me from behind.

"Yes Mistress, that's my only purpose," I agreed, as I allowed the pleasure just to take over.

A few more deep hard thrusts, and she asked, "You're a lezzie slut, aren't you?"

"Y-yes, ma'am," I moaned, to the woman only a couple years older than I was.



"And I own this pussy," she continued.

"Yes ma'am, my pussy is all yours," I agreed.

"And henceforward, you'll eat any pussy I offer you," she added, as she really pounded my pussy.

"Yes. Yes, Mistress, I'll eat every cunt in the community that you direct me towards," I agreed willingly, like I always did in the heat of the moment with an orgasm imminent .

"And you'll service any cock, too," she added.

"Yes, I'll fuck all your young friends, too. My pussy wants all your cocks and cum," I declared, as my orgasm crashed into me just from thinking about that... and recalling my recent gangbang.



"Did I give you fucking permission to come?" she demanded, pulling out of my pussy and giving my ass a painful smack.

"Sorry, Mistress," I apologized, even as I enjoyed the pleasure pulsations of my orgasm.

"You only fucking come with my permission," she scolded, next slapping my pussy, which made me moan with pleasure.

"Yes, Mistress, I understand." I said, even as wetness gushed out of me.

"Because of your disobedience, you don't get any pussy today," she said, and stormed out furiously.

TUESDAY

Patty barged into my house and asked bluntly when she found me folding laundry in my bedroom, "Are you going to be an obedient slut today?"

"Yes, Mistress," I said, craving her pussy and more verbal abuse, but also to know I was on her good side again.

"Good," she said. "You didn't get to eat me yesterday, so I had to fuck my husband instead."

"I'm so sorry," I said, knowing she had no interest in her husband, except as a source of revenue.

"Of course he didn't come close to getting me off," she sighed, as she got undressed.

"I can rectify that for you," I offered, "getting you off is my specialty," and once she was naked, she got onto my bed and spread her legs.

"I want multiple orgasms, slut," she said.

"If you want, I'll eat your sweet peach all day, Mistress," I said, as I went between her legs and buried my face in her pussy.

"Oh, yes I do," she moaned, as my tongue made contact.

And so I did.

Over the next hour... I brought her off five times....

As I lapped up her fifth and final orgasm for now, she said, giving me a rare compliment, "You're so good at that!"



"Mmmmmmm," I moaned in response, getting as much satisfaction from giving pleasure as I did when receiving it.

"So good," she moaned, as I lapped up the last of her juices.

WEDNESDAY

The next day Patty didn't show up until mid-afternoon, when she fucked me good, reminding me of my earlier telling her that Steve didn't satisfy me in bed any more than her husband ever satisfied her.

"You did tell me Steve doesn't ever take care of your needs, didn't you?" she asked, after she'd fucked me to three orgasms.

"Not sure," I responded, in a complete daze from being fucked so damn good, hard, and long.



Two more orgasms later, I was utterly spent, but she didn't stop getting me off. I pleaded, my pussy so oversensitive by now, "I can't cum anymore... I'm too sore and tired. Don't."

As she ate my pussy as hungrily as I ate hers, she ordered, "Just cum for me, slut. Dirty lez."



"Ooooooh," I moaned.

Once I came, she left me lying there in a muddled mess... so exhausted I could barely get dressed before my daughter Melissa got home from school.

THURSDAY

My daily sexual encounters were enthralling... exciting.... and exhausting.

Steve asked why I was so tired. I told him it was just that time of month, even though if he paid attention at all, he'd know that was just over a week ago.

Like everyone else in my life except Patty, he was oblivious... and although I should have been happy about that... it actually annoyed me.

Anyway, that's irrelevant, because his role was only to make enough money to look after Melissa and me, and my role was to perform my domestic wifely duties. His marital duties didn't include pleasing me sexually, and mine didn't include pleasing him. Although I did allow him to rut on me occasionally, just to keep the peace.

"Hungry?" Patty asked, sauntering into my house just after lunchtime.

"I've just had lunch, but I could use some dessert," I grinned eagerly.

"I know just what you want," she said, sauntering through the living room and to my bedroom. (Sometimes she liked to fuck me in the living room, and other times in my bedroom.)

Once we were naked, she said, as she got onto all fours and wiggled her perfect ass at me, "This bed needs some action."

"In our house, it's pretty much just for sleeping," I said, as I got behind her and buried my face in her pussy... a position I hadn't done much in my many, many, many, times dining on a pussy. I had to crane my neck a little to get to that that delicious pussy.

"Then you and I will have to make sure this bed gets the workout it deserves."

This made me think of the massive gangbang I'd had with the landscapers, which made me smile... which reminded me of just how fucked up I was... reflecting on that gangbang made my pussy tingle, so eating this pussy was all I wanted to do at the moment. "Mmmmmmm," I purred, as I parted her wet pussy lips, and enjoyed her sweet scent and tantalizing taste.

"How do I taste, slut?" she asked.

"Heavenly," I answered, which was the truth.

"Then worship your goddess," she moaned.

Yes, that was corny, but it made me smile... while reflecting on the glorious sins I'd committed with my new sister-in-law in a church on my wedding day.

"Mmmmmmm," I repeated, less talk, more action, please. I licked her pussy, loving the sound of her moans.

I spent a few minutes of slow, leisurely licking, just enjoying the nectar of her peach. "Mmm, yeah, that's nice," she moaned.

I loved both devouring a pussy and having my face ridden, just as much as a lengthy, meandering exploration of a pussy.

A moment later she instructed me, "But don't forget my ass."



"Of course, Mistress," I replied, not enjoying ass eating as much... although a sweaty, tangy asshole did have a sweet, unique taste and fragrance. It being so taboo and wrong always enhanced my pleasure in the task.

I pulled her ass cheeks apart a little, admiring her rosebud before swirling my tongue around it.

"Mmmmmm, you nasty slut," she moaned, as I bathed her puckered tiny hole.

As I licked and licked, I asked, "Does that feel good?"



"Oooh," she moaned, clearly enjoying my tongue bathing her butt hole. "Stick your tongue in."

I did as she requested, probing the best I could into the usually out only hole, only managing to poke a little way into the tight pucker.

"You're such a dirty girl," she moaned.

"And you've got such a deliciously tight asshole," I said, always wanting her to know how much I enjoyed being her submissive pet.

"A lot tighter than your gaping shit hole," she said wickedly, the term 'shit hole' so much nastier than the words ass or asshole.

"I imagine so," I responded. It would never be the same again, after that wild gangbang last summer. (I should note that on occasion or one another of those men would stop by and drop a load into my mouth, pussy or ass... which would continue happening pretty much a couple times a month throughout the rest of the 60s).

"Yeah, you love getting that fat ass of yours plugged, don't you, whore?" she asked, as I probed her ass.

"Yes, Mistress," I admitted, "I love sucking dick, getting fucked, and having my ass drilled. But mostly I love eating pussy."

"So you prefer women to men?" she asked.

"One hundred percent," I answered. Sure, getting fucked and dominated by someone of any gender was a turn on, but nothing was more exhilarating than being a completely submissive pet to another woman, and especially eating her pussy.

"Mmmmmm," she said, as she flipped onto her back and spread her legs. "I like the way you think! Now get me off. I need to come, so bad."

"Yes, Mistress," I replied, diving in eagerly, and shifting from slow and leisurely, to aggressive and hungry.

"Fuck, you're so good at that," she moaned, as her hand went to the back of my head and pulled me deeper between her legs and into her oasis of wetness.

"I've had lots of practice," I confessed, recalling my wild senior year in high school, and the plethora of pussies I'd eaten... including my own mother's... and after telling her I'd never do that again after Melissa was born, I now knew I would in a heartbeat, the very next time she came to visit.



"And you'll get lots more practice with me and some others," she promised, as she began grinding on my face.

"Mmmmmm," I responded in a muffled voice, keeping my tongue extended, and enjoying the face wash.

A couple minutes later she erupted on my face, and I lapped up as much of the sweet cum as I could reach. One she'd recovered, she ordered, "Get on all fours and wait for me to come back."

I did as she ordered, as she left the room. She returned a couple of minutes later, wearing a strap-on.

"Want to get fucked?" she asked.

"Yes please, Mistress," I answered, my pussy on fire after the lengthy pussy eating session.

"How about in the ass?" she specified, as she went behind me, and I noticed the dick was already slathered in lube.

"Whichever hole you'd prefer to fuck this time," I responded, my subservient nature on complete cruise control. A dick in the ass always felt uncomfortable, and it even usually hurt at first, but by the end, I typically had amazing orgasms, once the pain morphed into pleasure.

"Good answer, you sexy slut," she said, slapping my ass.

"Then go ahead and shove that dick in my shit hole," I said, looking back at her, and sounding as slutty as possible.

She pressed the fat cock against my asshole and warned, ""This one might hurt a little bit, so hold as still as you can."

"I can take it," I said, as I felt the cock head poking against my asshole.

"Oh, I know you can," she said, as she admired my ass, the dick barging past my anal defenses, "Mmm... such a tight ass you've got..."



"Ahhhhgh," I moaned, as it spread my ass wide open. I could feel her wedding ring on my ass. The pain was more intense than I'd anticipated, my youthful exuberance faded a little, and I whimpered, "E-easy... please... slow... slow."

"Don't worry, Becca," she said, as the cock kept slowly progressing deeper inside me. "I don't want to make this asshole into a gaping hole."

"Thaaaaanks," I whimpered, as her body now rested against my backside... the entire dick inside my asshole.

"Yes, it's such a great ass," she said, as she slowly began fucking me.

"Oh," I moaned, as the cock went in and out of me... the pain burning... but some pleasure ever so gradually rising.

"Yes, you're the perfect pet," she said, as she slowly fucked me.

After a couple of minutes... the pleasure began usurping the pain... and I moaned, "I can take harder now, Mistress, please fuck my asshole harder."

"As you wish," she said, her hands firmly grasping my hips as she began fucking me faster, although still not slamming into me and really pounding me.

"Oh yes, fuck, just like that, just like that," I moaned, the pleasure increasing with each pump.

"Take my cock, slut. Take it all," she instructed, not that I had any choice... she was the one in charge.

"Oh yes, I love your cock in my ass," I declared, as I bounced back on her dick, indeed taking it all.

"Oh, yeah, bounce on that cock," she ordered, "ride that cock in your slutty ass."

"Oh fuck, yes," I moaned, as I really rode that dick in my ass, taking it as deep as I possibly could.

"Such a nasty slut."

"More! More names," I moaned, as my orgasm rose quickly.

"You like being my lesbian fuck toy, don't you?"

"Yes, yes! I love being your lesbian fuck toy," I agreed. "Your pussy-munching next door neighbour, your cock-taking slut, your mindless submissive pet."

"Shit, you're the nastiest slut I've ever turned," she said.

"I want to be the raunchiest whore you've ever had," I declared. My orgasm was so close, I dared to ask, "May I come, Mistress?" I didn't correct her about turning me, even though I'd already been turned long ago. During my senior year in high school and for a good while afterwards before moving here, I'd been a full-time community pet, constantly fulfilling all manner of sexual requirements no matter how extreme, very much like what I was looking forward to doing in this new community.

"Since you've been such a good little slut today, you certainly may," she approved generously.

"Thank you, Mistress," I replied, furiously riding the dick in my ass, bringing a hand to my clit and rubbing it furiously.

"Now, you dumb slut, come right now, you slutty ass whore," she demanded, slapping my ass again.

"Fuuuuuuck!" I screamed, as the litany of names... the fucking in my ass... the rubbing of my clit... had my orgasm cascading through me.

"There you go," she said, as I collapsed forward and felt my wetness gushing out of me and soaking my bedspread... which I would definitely have to wash before Steve got home.

"Oh fuck." I groaned weakly, the intensity of the orgasm having usurped the energy from my entire body.

She slapped my ass yet again and said, "See you tomorrow, slut."

"Thank you, Mistress," I said, as I lay there in the afterglow of euphoria.

Twenty minutes later, the bedspread was in the machine and I was talking to my mother on the phone... she was coming to visit next weekend! During which I hoped to reignite my prior incestuous affair with her.

FRIDAY

Patty came over and surprised me just a few minutes after my daughter left for school, and after making me get undressed, she pushed me onto the couch, spread my legs open, and admired my pussy. One thing about Patty that made her unique to most of my Mistresses in the past, although not all of them, was that she enjoyed eating pussy... and she was damn good at it!

She teased my pussy lips with her fingers... flicked my clit a couple of times... and said, obviously appreciating my pussy as much as I did hers, "Mmm... there's that sweet, juicy cunt I love. But it looks sad."



At first I though that was a weird thing to say... even as I felt her hot breath on my pussy, yet I realized it was sad... it needed her tongue probing inside of it, or one of her dicks fucking it. At this moment, it needed to be fucked. I replied, "Yes, Mistress. That's because it's empty. I need you to fuck me."

"You do, do you?" she smiled, looking up at me from between my legs.

"Yes, Mistress, I love when you fuck me like I'm a cheap slut," I replied.

"Well, who could resist that offer?" she asked, before she sucked on my clit and tugged on it with her lips.

"Oh, fuuuuuuck!" I screamed, the sudden pleasure making my legs stiffen, and a rush of adrenaline shoot up my back.

She stood up and began to take her pants off, "But... first things first, isn't that right?"

"Yes, of course, ma'am," I responded, my pussy on fire, and now my mouth watering with anticipation.



As she finished getting undressed, I admired her beauty, in awe of how lucky I was to have found someone who saw past my bubbly, domestic housewifery and could see the real me... the unbridled submissive slut.

Once undressed, she got onto the couch, spread her legs, and offered me her sweet pussy. I needed no instructions. I knelt before her, leaned into the junction between her legs, extended my tongue, and licked... inhaling her intoxicating scent, allowing it to flow into me.

"You love the scent of my pussy, don't you?" she asked.

"It's the most intoxicating scent ever," I said, inhaling another waft.

"Good girl," she purred.

"Thank you, Mistress," I said, taking yet another deep breath, welcoming her scent deep inside me before I began licking.

"Ohhhhh," she moaned, "that's my obedient pet."

As I licked, she added, "You're getting so good."



"I'm the best," I corrected her, very confident about my tongue lapping mastery.

"Oh, you think so?" she asked.

"I know so," I continued airing my smug persona... knowing there were very few cunt-lickers as skilled as I was.

"You're making me into a believer," she laughed playfully.

"Consider me your full-time champion pussy licker," I said, before focusing on bringing her to an amazing orgasm.

For five or ten minutes, I lavishly licked... exploring every crevice of her entire pussy region, including her pretty asshole.

As her orgasm got close, I was very gifted at creating a slow burn orgasm (God Kimmy, I wish I had the opportunity to prove this to you in person), and I could sense when to go for the kill. She moaned, "Right there, slave, make your Mistress cum."

Those were the words telling me to shift into climax mode, and I said, "Your pussy is so yummy," which I knew sounded like I was a bimbo... but for pussy, I was a bimbo.



I was soon rewarded with my daily treat, when her juices flowed out of her and into my wide-open mouth.

A couple minutes later, she gently pushed my head away and said. "You really are good."

"I know," I smiled, looking up at her with her wetness on my lips.

"Want to get fucked?" she asked, standing up.

"Always," I answered.

"Good," she said, as she grabbed her harness. "So now you get a little reward."



"Yummy," I repeated the silly expression.

Once the strap-on was firmly tightened onto her body, she slid the cock into my mouth.

I sucked like a good girl for a couple minutes, before she pushed me onto my back, spread my legs, and slid inside my pussy.

"You're already soaking wet," she noticed, as she began fucking me.

"I always am after pleasing you," I replied, which was the truth. My pussy always leaked just from pleasing someone else.

"Such a slut you are," she said, as she began fucking me.

"Oh, yes, fuck me, Mistress," I moaned, as she slammed into me... hard and deep.

"I don't think I'll ever get tired of fucking you," Patty said. She was using a larger strap-on than she had with me in the past.

"Ooooh... ow... so big," I moaned, the wide dildo spreading my pussy almost painfully.



"I bet you've taken bigger ones," she said, not slowing down.

"Yes, but not for several years, and nobody wields one like you do," I moaned, loving to have a friend like Patty who understood exactly what I needed.

"Don't forget it," she said, as she looked up at the clock.

"What?" I asked.

"Oh, nothing," she said, in a tone that revealed it was definitely something.

"Okay," I said, figuring that I had very little say in whatever it was.

"Let's move to the couch," she said, "my knees weren't made for this."

"You can fuck me anywhere and anyhow you want," I said, obeying her order, and actually preferring being bent over a couch rather than lying on the floor.

"Oh, I plan on it," she said, as she got behind me and slid into me from behind.

"Oh yes, fuck me, fuck my slutty hole," I moaned.

"Tell me how much you love my fucking you," she ordered, after a couple minutes of good fucking.

"I love it, Mistress, I love being your mindless... bimbo... housewife... slave," I declared, loving her dick pounding me from behind.



"Oh my God," a voice said.

My eyes went wide as Patty said while she pulled out of me, "HI, Beth. You're right on time."

"I can't believe this," Beth said, as Patty got off the couch, and I attempted to cover myself up... shame coursing through me at getting caught having sex with my next door neighbour... and painfully aware of the slutty words I'd just uttered.

"Can't believe what?" Patty asked.

"Sorry, but I'm confused. She's your friend?" Beth asked, perplexed.

"My best friend," she agreed, making me feel oddly good about myself. "She and I have a special arrangement."



"What kind of arrangement?" Beth asked.

"Rebecca is my submissive slut slave whenever we're having sex, and she's my best friend the rest of the time. Isn't that right, my pet?" Patty asked, as she unstrapped her strap-on.

"Yes, Mistress," I admitted sheepishly.

"Don't pretend you don't love being my pussy-munching, cock-taking slut," Patty admonished me. "We both know you're a nasty slut who'll eat any pussy that's offered to you, won't you?"

"Yes, Mistress," I answered, still embarrassed, but knowing from my past what was about to happen.

"You're welcome to join in," Patty offered.

"How do you mean?" Beth asked, seemingly still innocent to the Wicked Ways of Patty. (Sounds like the title to a novel, doesn't it? Believe me, if she ever wrote her memoirs, that could very well be the title.)



"Isn't it obvious?" Patty asked.

"I'm still a little confused," Beth said.

"Rebecca will do anything I tell her to," Patty explained. "Won't you, slut?"

"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, pushing away my shame.

"Seriously?" Beth said, looking about as bewildered as I imagine she ever could look.

Patty walked up to me and ordered, "Alright, slave. Open up those legs." And then while I obeyed, she added, "Wide."

"Y-yes," I stammered, a chill going up my spine at the order and the situation. So far as I knew, Beth was a perfect stranger. Except that Patty had obviously been expecting her, and she knew at least a little bit about me. [Kimmy, even though she was your Aunt Beth's namesake, this Beth was a lot nicer, and even prettier than the one you know.]



"Gosh," Beth gasped, as I spread my legs wide, like a cheap, mindless slut.

As Beth came over to me, taking a look at... or rather into my pussy, she said, stunned, "She did it."



Patty chuckled a little, "Of course. She's a slut. So now... show Beth your merchandise."

"Mistress?" I asked, unsure of what she meant.

"Bend over and show our guest both of your fuck holes," Patty said, as if it should have been obvious, even to an idiot like myself.

"Oh yes, Mistress," I said, and as I turned around, bent over and spread my wet pussy lips, I asked, "Can you both see all right? My dirty holes?"



"Jesus!" Beth said.

"You'll be screaming the Lord's name over and over once my slut gets you off," Patty said. "Let's take this party into the bedroom."

"Yes Mistress," I said, and once we were in my bedroom, which was getting a lot of use recently other than sleeping, and suddenly feeling excited, getting pulled into the wicked affair and my natural submissiveness, I looked at Beth and offered as I rested back against the pillows and spread my legs, "Do what you want with me. My body belongs to Patty... and now you, if she wishes."



"Oh my," Beth said, just standing in place and gawking at me.

Patty urged, "Go ahead. There's nothing like a mid-morning orgasm."



Beth pondered... staring at me a la deer in the headlights... then back to Patty... before she began getting undressed.

"Trust me, this is will be life-changing," Patty assured her.

"I'm not sure about this," Beth said, even though she was now naked.

"You won't regret it, Patty promised. "Just go and sit on her face."

I settled down onto my back, to allow her to do that.

"I don't know," Beth still hesitated.

"Go," Patty said, gently pushing her towards the bed.

"Just come and sit on my face, Beth," I said. "I guarantee I'll give you pleasure like your husband has never given you."

"This is so wrong," Beth said, even though she got onto the bed.

"But soon it will feel so right," Patty assured her, as Beth straddled my face.

"Such a pretty pussy," I said, as she slowly lowered it onto my face.

"Now show her what a world class cunt licking feels like," Patty instructed me flatteringly.

"Can do, Mistress," I rose to the occasion, immediately beginning to lick her pussy. It was already slightly wet.

"Oh my," Beth moaned.

"That's it, just allow her to get you off," Patty said.

"God, this is wrong on so many levels," Beth moaned after a couple minutes, as my tongue did what it did best. "But it feels amazing!"



A couple minutes later, I was lapping up her cum... she was a real gusher... as she bellowed, "Oh my fucking God!"

"Told you," Patty said smugly.

A few minutes later, the women double-teamed me, and Beth discovered her own lesbian side by tasting her very first pussy and getting me off.



Beth got comfortable with this new Wonderland pretty quickly, and a few minutes later, she was even sodomizing me!








The following Monday, Beth fucked my pussy for the first time.



Tuesday she sat on my face in her own house (which was only a few doors down the street), while she chatted with her mother on the phone.



Wednesday I was sent to a nearby lake by Patty, where I was spit-roasted by two construction workers (men), who really fucked me good.



Thursday Patty brought over a pretty coed for me to service... I ate her on my bed without ever even learning her name.



Friday Beth and Patty decided to find out how many orgasms they could give me in a single day. The grand total: 24.



Even the weekend didn't feature some time off... since I went down on Beth in her backyard, finishing just a few minutes before the entire neighborhood (all the women, anyway) trouped in for a barbeque.



Over the next few months, Beth really grew into her newfound power... fucking me even more than Patty.

Her favourite pastime was fucking my ass.



I also serviced a fair amount of cock (meat, not plastic). The mailman caught sight of me getting sodomized through a window, and henceforward every Tuesday I was required to blow him to keep him quiet about it. His dick was small, but his seed was a real salty-sweet treat.



A few days before my twenty-eighth birthday, Patty and Beth gave me an epic birthday present... a six-person anal train... all six guys being college studs.





Then, the day before my birthday, while I was getting my daily dose of Patty and Beth's pussies and fucking, my mother came into my house, unexpectedly arriving a day early, to witness me back in my full submissive lesbian mode. Needless to say, given our sexually adventurous and incestuous past together, she was surprised, but certainly not horrified in the least.



A few minutes later, Mom and I were both on our knees, kissing, as she too took some plastic cock in her ass.

It was a wild day, and a great birthday celebration, while Mommy and I rekindled our incestuous relationship.

Anyway, that was probably way too many details for a single story. This relationship continued for several years until I decided to get a job once Melissa was older... but that tale will have to be told in the next chapter. (As I write this, your mother seems to be in the mood to be sodomized... have you plowed your Mommy's ass yet?... if not, why not? Remember the magic words: 'Sit, pet.').

.....

My pussy was on fire... I closed my eyes and imagined Mrs. Walker fucking my mother... which made me come in no time.



I was still recovering from my orgasm when my cell rang. I closed the scrapbook, deciding I would save her next story for tomorrow.

THE END OF 1960S: A THREESOME

COMING NEXT: 1960S: AT WORK.
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