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All Girl's School: A Cunt Fest

Editor's note: this story contains scenes of incest or incest content.

Summary: A teacher's lez side is awakened by a hot teen. All characters in sexual situations are 18 years of age or older.

Note 1: This is a Nude Day 2019 Contest story.

Note 2:

This story was inspired by this caption photo by @Mistressr3:

At the top was the following text:

Ever since that young brat Sarah cornered you at school, she has been sending you the naughtiest snaps. Demanding you submit to her. You've been deleting them all week thinking you should just delete snap completely. Then you received this one. The one that broke you.

Then a picture of a girl's hand under a private school skirt with a look of moaning.

Caption: Your daughter is a lot better than you at following orders, Mrs. Walker. See you soon!

Note 3: Thanks to Text Beethoven and Robert for editing this story.



The opportunity was too good not to take.

A job teaching high school English at a private girl's school... the most elite one in the U.S. One attended primarily by daughters of the rich and famous.

I had a little trepidation since I'd be moving my daughter Zoe, in her senior year, to a different country: from Canada to the States. She'd be leaving her friends, her grandmother whom she adored, and a school where she was comfortable, if mostly a wallflower.

There was also my worry that she may not fit in with these rich and famous kids... after all, being a teacher, I was definitely neither rich nor famous.

Yet she got a full ride with my employment, a chance to leave a town of eight hundred to be near a city of three million, although the school itself was in the middle of nowhere, and many students graduating from the school went on to bigger and better things... even the famous Governor Greene, who'd be running for President in 2020 had graduated from there.

The good news was that this was only a senior year school, so Zoe wouldn't be stuck trying to insert herself into an already established hierarchy.

So the opportunities for my academically strong daughter outweighed that she was moving to a new country and entering a new school in her senior year.

Like in every high school, it became pretty clear a few days into the school year a pecking order was being established... and a Queen Bee was already planting her flag.

Sarah.

The daughter of a very rich defense lawyer, and it was clear she'd learned a lot from him.

She loved to argue.

She loved to play devil's advocate.

She loved to be in charge.

We had school uniforms at this all girls' school, and Sarah found ways to... not to break the rules exactly, but definitely to expand on them... and then other girls began following her lead.

For example, the uniform was pretty simple: blouse, skirt and socks... but a couple days into the semester, she began wearing thigh high stockings instead.



A day later so were a couple of other girls, and almost every day after that, another girl was beginning to wear them.

It was weird.

I like thigh high stockings and had worn them lots for the asshole, but I hadn't once set foot in them since my divorce. (I'd been the one that sued for it, on the grounds that he'd been consistently tyrannical and verbally abusive, making life a living hell for both Zoe and myself.) I'd returned to wearing pantyhose which were less comfortable truthfully, but more school appropriate.

Young people didn't wear nylons. So Sarah's fashion statement was quite a surprise to me. I mean, where were they even getting the stockings? The closest store that would have such attire was over an hour away, and the girls hadn't yet had a chance to leave campus. That was coming the following day... a day that I didn't yet know would initiate my downfall: our first field trip.

We went into the city, all forty-eight of us including four teachers, and we gave the girls three hours to shop and have dinner after a group trip to the museum. I was happy to see my daughter traipsing off with a group of friends, and after going and buying some necessities for myself, I headed to the café where we were supposed to meet at five o'clock... arriving fifteen minutes early.

I walked in to get a coffee, I desperately needed some caffeine, when I was shocked by what I witnessed.

Sarah was having coffee with Amber, her number two in command, while they watched four girls, including my daughter, all dressed inappropriately, kissing and caressing Zhin.



I stammered, "Wh-wh-what is going on here?"

The girls halted the show they seemed to be putting on for Sarah and Amber, and all four looked instantly mortified... my daughter turning white.

"They're just getting to know each other better," Sarah explained, not at all fazed by my outburst... which didn't surprise me at all. This girl clearly had no shame.

"Well, that is quite enough," I said firmly in my perturbed teacher voice.

"So sorry, Ms. Walker," Zhin and Asuka apologised sheepishly, neither of them making eye contact with me.

In contrast, "We were just playing around," Kioko justified forthrightly, surprising me by talking back. She was always very quiet and shy in the classroom.

"Yeah, Mom," my daughter added, also surprising me, "We were just killing time."

"That isn't a way a lady acts," I said, going from shocked to angry at my daughter's defiance.

"Not an old lady anyway," Sarah quipped, a big smirk on her face.

"You stay out of this," I said sternly.

She shrugged, "Whatever you say," although her tone dripped with condescension.

I shook my head and decided I needed to get away from this, so I headed to the washroom.

I went pee and replayed what I'd just witnessed. In truth, it was inconsequential. Harmless kissing. No groping or anything... although they were all wearing pretty inappropriate attire, especially for a private school. The headmistress Madam Monroe would not be amused if she saw the girls dressed that way.

In truth, I'd kissed quite a few girls in my college days and have had a good number of lesbian experiences throughout my life... although I've lived out only about one percent of the fantasies I've written about over the past seven years in over 400 stories.

In case you didn't know this, I'm a teacher by day and an erotica writer at night (well sometimes also in the morning while I run on the treadmill, in the morning on my iPad while my students are working, at lunch on occasion on my laptop in my classroom, in the afternoon when I have some free time and many other free moments (even on my phone while waiting at a doctor's office or in the checkout line at the grocery store).

All my stories are about a wide variety of my fantasies and they can be read on Literotica. My main themes include my favourite fantasies:

1. Being seduced and turned into a submissive pet by a student or students (usually female) in many stories including my lengthy Catching Mommy series, where a couple of strong-willed teen mistresses fight over each other's mothers, or the lengthy story Debutante MILF Lesbian Submissive).



2. Being taken and turned into a two- or even three-hole fuck slut for one or more BBC's (my White Slut series is an example, including my ultimate fantasy of sorts in 40th Birthday).



3. Being hypnotized by a teen's feet in nylons and my inner submissive being drawn out (although I've only written one of this type: last year's Hypnotic Hosiery: A Professor Falls).



4. Although I've written a lot of incest stories, over half of them mom and son, the truth is that the only incestuous relationship I seriously fantasize about is with my two older sisters (I've written a couple of stories about that fantasy, including Three Sisters: A Crazy Lesbian Orgy).



5. Although I can't fathom ever getting the chance to do it, the idea of pegging someone is incredibly stimulating... the role reversal... the power of being in control. I've written a few pegging stories, including the award-winning series Kinky Tales, where the two first parts both won awards by telling the story (of a couple's first time pegging) from each spouse's viewpoint.



I also enjoy the ideas of gangbangs, of turning straight men gay, and of using illustrations to bring some of my stories to life.

I'm getting off topic, but just letting you know a bit about me, and how in my current situation I found myself in over my head and with my panties suddenly wet.

I stayed in the washroom way longer than usual (almost as long as my ex-husband, who thought the throne was his kingdom) and by the time I returned, the majority of the group was back, as were the other teachers.

The trip back to the campus was uneventful, and no one else seemed fazed by some of the girls' rather provocative attire, so I didn't push it. I mean girls were just being girls. No harm, no foul.

It wasn't until I was in my room, working on a new Turning Contest story, that my brain replayed the moment.

As always, I was horny from my writing (yes, my writing turns me on... although I usually avoid touching myself while I write, since after I orgasm, I tend to be done for a while) when Sarah popped into my head.

Sarah... red hair, green eyes, wore nylons and was ultra confident... she was in essence the teen seductress I'd written about in many of my stories... except that she was now very real, and a temptation unlike any I'd ever had to face before.

Sure, I'd had crushes on students I taught, but the temptation never came to anything more than to sometimes inspire a story I wrote. Sometimes it was a cheerleader, sometimes a shy nerd who I imagined might have a devious side hiding inside her, sometimes a girl of colour (black, Asian, Hispanic or Indian: they'd all intrigued me at one time or another) or sometimes even a complete bitch. I was drawn to a lot of types.

But Sarah was the ripe apple that would have tempted Eve not to give a fig about Adam at all so the two girls could run off together. (Which would have been an interesting pre-emptive solution to the modern world's population explosion.)

Sarah was pure perfection.

And that was why as I was writing about an older woman seducing a younger one, I stopped.

Saved it.

Opened up another story I was working on for the 2019 Summer Contest story, about a real person I've been chatting with on Twitter and making one of her fantasies come to life. The story was about a beautiful teen seductress gradually seducing three, perhaps even four generations of a family (inspired by an earlier Lesbian MILF Seductress story subtitled Bride, which had partly inspired her own journey to become a young Mistress).

I re-read what I'd written and imagined the main character no longer to be named Raygan, but rather Sarah.

Before long my fingers were teasing my pussy... then I was reaching for my vibrator... then I was closing my eyes and fucking myself, imagining Sarah detecting the inner submissive I so carefully hide away from everyone, and just taking me right there in that café.

Pushing me against some lockers in the employee area... thankfully away from the eyes of my daughter and the other students.

Kissing me.



Pushing her leg between mine, and having me hump it like a bitch in heat.

And in no time I was coming... an orgasm as intense as any I'd had in a long, long time.

As I sat there, my cum gushing out of me when I pulled the vibrator out and switched it off, all I could think about was how I had to hide these inner demons... how I had to resist the temptation that I already could tell would be a yearlong struggle. As somehow, perhaps from my years of writing about seductive young women, I knew Sarah was a seductress, and if she didn't already suspect the natural submissive hiding behind my teacher's façade, it was only a matter of time before she teased it out... and then she'd be relentless... just like many of my teen seductresses, particularly Bree (from the many Lesbian MILF Seductress stories).

.....

I kind of expected a teacher to comment on yesterday's field trip, but no one did, and the school year continued on.

The only noticeable change was that Zoe began wearing pantyhose with her school outfit. This wasn't that big a deal in theory, as at least seven or eight girls were now wearing thigh high stockings every day, which was definitely in conflict with the school uniform, yet no one seemed to call the girls on it, so I sure wouldn't.

It was during my preparation period when I received a strange text. It was a picture of just a pair of nylon-clad feet.



Weird.

The phone number wasn't one I recognized.

I do have a nylon foot fetish, but no one knew that.

Other than my many fans... none of whom knew my everyday identity.

Sure, my ex knew about it (he was the one who'd started it), my sisters knew (we told each other everything... well, except that I wrote erotica and I wanted to eat both of their pussies), and a couple of friends... but no one here... not even my daughter. (I mean, who shares their sexual fetishes with their child?)

I looked at the very cute, perfectly manicured toes in the sheer hosiery and felt a tingle in my pussy. It being my preparation period I was alone, and I was considering touching myself when Chloe, a colleague of mine, came in and asked me a question.

I set my phone down, a little flustered, and addressed her question.

I forgot about the legs pic for the rest of the day until I was having dinner, replying to fan mail about my most recent story (I'd fallen behind and had over fifty emails I hadn't responded to) when I received a photo much more shocking than the first one, with an equally shocking text:



I stared at the picture of a girl's legs in nylons.

I stared at the feet that were undoubtedly the same ones as before.

I stared at the ripe pussy that had my mouth watering.

As I examined the photo, I realized it had been taken in the computer lab.

Here at the school.

This was a student.

Or perhaps a teacher, but far more likely to be a student.

What truth did she think she knew about me?

My nylon fetish?

My secret lust for teen girls?

My secret life as an author?

How would she know any of these things?

She couldn't.

Yet the words were ominous.

I know the truth Ms. Walker.

What truth? I kept repeating to myself.

Who sent this?

Was she the girl in the photo?

Unlikely.

Fuck!

My entire world could come tumbling down if the truth this girl knew was my secret identity.

Fuck!

No, would come crumbling down.

Fuck!!

I considered texting back, but I didn't want to give this girl any satisfaction that she was affecting me.

I examined the photo again, looking for clues about who she was.

Also, I can't deny, I couldn't help lingering over her inviting, enticing pussy and her sweet nylon-clad legs and feet.

I was feeling crazy mixed emotions: fuck, did I want to eat that pussy and suck on those toes; and fuck, did I need to know who this girl was and which of my secrets she knew.

I was horny and stressed... an oxymoronic mix.

As I pondered this... my pussy on fire... my mouth watering... my head spinning... another text arrived.

It seemed to be the answer to my earlier question... or at least to one of my questions.



How did this person know I was secretly a lustful lesbian who would eagerly eat a teen's pussy when given a safe opportunity?

Who was sending me these?

Was this the same girl again in the photo? If so, she'd revealed some more of her body, as her large breasts were perfectly showcased by the sexy bra... her nipples just peeking around it.

As I examined the girl on her knees, I realized I knew who she was.

Ms. Burns.

The chemistry teacher.

How?

When?

Wow!

She was the quietest teacher in the school.

Not someone you'd ever guess would be on her knees lapping on a teen cunt.

Yet there she was.

Wow!

I studied the photo for a long time.

Ms. Burns.

The teen.

The caption indicating that someone knew I was a secret submissive lesbian wannabe.

Surreal.

Of course, my pussy was on fire. I moved my hand to my fevered twat and began rubbing as I continued staring at the photo.

Imagining that was me on my knees licking that teen cunt.

Imagining it was me cupping those big tits I wished I had access to.

Imagining it was me being told what to do by a student... perhaps in front of an entire class... perhaps even in front of my daughter.

Again my orgasm hit me quick.

Again my orgasm hit me hard.

Again I was a muddled mess as I recovered from an orgasm fueled by a dangerous fantasy that could end my career.

I shook my head after recovering from the fluid-flooding orgasm and cursed myself for my weakness... just like so many of my characters in so many of my stories did after their giving in to their lust and temptation.

I took a shower and changed.

I noticed I had another message on my phone when I returned, and a chill went up my spine, knowing this would be another picture.

Having the benefit of a clear mind after my orgasm, I knew I had to figure out who this was... what she really knew, and what her end game was likely to be.

If she was like many of my teen seductress characters, this would be a ploy to make me submit unconditionally to her. A ploy the fictional me could happily succumb to, but a ploy the real me had to resist at all costs for the sakes of my career and my daughter.

I reluctantly opened the text from the same unknown number and examined the new photo.



How could this person possibly know I'd just had an orgasm?

Was she just assuming?

Was there a camera in my room?



Paranoia coursed through me as I frantically searched the room for a hidden camera.

For an entire hour.

Every nook and cranny.

I found nothing.

I was completely stressed out and when my phone buzzed again, I rushed over to it. I sighed when I saw it was from my mother... she was coming to visit in a couple of weeks. I responded to her text, confirming she could stay in my room, which was pretty spacious for an expanded dorm suite, and then looked back over the texts from the mystery girl.

I don't know who you are, but what you are doing constitutes sexual harassment and if you send me any more inappropriate photos I shall have to report your phone number to the police.

I pressed send and waited for a response.

One that didn't come.

I sighed a huge sigh of relief as I went to bed that night, thinking I'd solved the problem before it got out of hand.

It was the following Monday, a week before homecoming, which was a major event where alumni returned for an extravagant weekend kicked off by a dress-up banquet and a dance. Although being from Canada I'd never met her, there would even be a keynote speech from Governor Daphne Greene, who'd recently announced her candidacy for President in 2020. I couldn't wait to meet her, as well as some other famous women in business, politics, television and movies.

On top of my desk was a new picture, this one printed on paper. It wasn't completely inappropriate, but it continued the theme of kinky accusations in the earlier texts.



I stared at the words.

I stared at the long nylon-clad legs.

I even noticed a hard and enticing nipple just peeking out from the edge of the photo.

Fuck!

I went to reach for my phone, when students started coming into my class. I hastily opened my desk drawer and tossed in the evidence, slamming the drawer shut and making a much louder noise than I'd anticipated.

Some girls looked up and I apologized, and I felt my cheeks burning red as if I were guilty of something.

"You okay, Ms. Walker?" Ashley asked.

"Yes, yes," I nodded. "I guess I just don't know my own strength."

This got a few laughs and I relaxed, and I eventually taught my lesson after delivering the morning's announcements.

The morning went uneventfully, other than my noticing Kyko, a foreign exchange student from Japan, was now wearing thigh high nylons too. It seemed every day or two someone new was wearing them. Which I loved... since, of course, I loved nylons, but there was still something fishy about it.

If this were one of my stories, wearing them would be a declaration of obedience to their Mistress.

But that was only in fiction, not the real world.

I was going through today's assignment submissions at lunch to make sure I had them all when I froze. Sandwiched between some assignments was a second printed photo.



Again nylons.

Again addressing me.

Again making my pussy wet.

Again causing me anxiety.

This was my own fantasy occurring before my eyes.

Yet it was also my nightmare.

Fantasy is just that: fantasy... an imaginary place without any consequences that extend to the real world, a place where anything and everything can happen with no real harm done.

Reality is a lot more complex. And dangerous.

Fuck!

This teen was so hot, and she knew just how to push my buttons.

I looked for whose work this photo had been sandwiched between. It was between Penelopa's and Dalla's. Neither girl was one I could fathom doing such a thing, yet both were now wearing thigh high stockings with their uniform. Penelopa, a Norwegian student, had just started last Friday if I recalled correctly (and, of course I did. She looked amazing with those long legs in pink thigh highs).

Plus, I couldn't just go up and accuse them with this picture. If I was wrong it could mean my job, not to mention how awkward it would be.

This teen was playing me like a puppet master, pulling at my submissive nature and my fetishes, yet keeping herself at bay.

God, was I horny.

Desperate even.

Yet I had to resist getting drawn into this game.

This game that I knew I'd lose if I did play it.

I knew I was weak deep inside, having submitted sexually to men and a few women with relative ease when the situation arose.

So I did what any horny woman trying to regain her senses would do... I went to the staff washroom and got myself off, knowing after I came I'd be thinking straight again (pun intended).

Back in class, I focused on who could be the puppet master ... the likely Mistress.

It didn't take much thought, it had to be Sarah.

She'd worn the thigh highs first.

She often looked at me as if I were her prey.

She had a lot of followers... most of whom had begun wearing thigh highs soon after she did.

But I couldn't just accuse her because she was the obvious one; I needed proof.

And although I pondered asking her to stay after class, I was worried that if I did, she'd take that as an invitation and if I was right, she'd seduce me.

Sure, fantasy me wanted that to happen.

But gainfully employed me did not.

Fuck!

I returned to my room before dinner and found a third photo sitting on my closed laptop.

Fuck!

How did this get in here?



The picture looked so hot. Just the idea of being fucked on your wedding day... or fucked in your wedding lingerie... or fucked in your daughter's room... are all pussy-leaking delicious.

Yet the bigger focus was how the fuck did this picture end up on top of my laptop behind a locked door?.

Someone had to have a key.

My daughter? She had a key. And she'd begun spending time with Sarah and her posse, who I was still pretty confident was the one doing this.

I just couldn't prove it.

Nor could I figure out how she knew any of these things about me.

Was she like many of my fictional seductresses... just able to see through my conservative teacher exterior?

Perhaps my subtle glimpses at their legs in nylons or sometimes their feet in nylons... especially Sarah, who often slipped her feet in and out of her shoes during class... her feet like a hypnotist's watch.

Again my pussy was on fire.

Again I let my lust take control.

Again I came hard... this time imagining I was the one on all fours getting fucked by Sarah.

Again I was frustrated by my weakness.



Again I was no closer to solving my dilemma.

I graded a few papers, which wasn't easy as I struggled to focus, when there was a knock at the door.

I went to answer it and saw a picture lying just inside my door.

I snatched the door open as quick as possible, but the hallway was empty.

I sighed, closed the door and looked at the picture.



One word.

One teen twat.

One pair of nylon legs spread, and I was a muddled mess again.

I forgot about grading papers, went to my laptop and began writing again.

A lesbian story.

I drafted a new Lesbian MILF Seductress story where I imagined Sarah playing the part of Bree. It wasn't my best work (not good enough to release at this point), but it let my juices flow both creatively and biologically.

I ended up going on twitter just to let loose, to add a few captions and respond to a few comments before going to bed... after one more orgasm.

I woke up the next morning and decided to check my twitter author account to update it about an upcoming story and check on any fan chat, when I gasped.

There was a tweet with my author hashtag silkstockings69 and a photo of the same girl from the other pictures with a caption that already had thirty likes, seven retweets and two comments.



Things had just gotten an order of magnitude worse.

Whoever had been sending me these pictures... whoever was tempting me... knew full well that I was not only their teacher, but I was also Literotica writer Jasmine Walker. By now, tons of people were familiar with the name Jasmine Walker, but I should be the only one on the planet able to connect it with my real name: Jenny Walker. And my surname couldn't be the tell because Walker was the 28th most common surname in America, shared by over half a million people.

Fuck!

How?

Fuck!!

Now what?

Fuck!!!

I was screwed... unfortunately not physically, but the other way.

The tweet was from TeenMistress69.

There was no photo in her profile, but a cutesy cartoon of a woman between a teen's legs.

The bio read: Eighteen and a nylon fetish dominant. A girl who loves seducing older woman and making them serve me and my classmates as submissive pets... especially teachers. Currently working on turning all my teachers into playthings. So far four have submitted to me.

I looked at the comments:

Jasmine would eat both those holes in a heartbeat (from one of my regular followers).

The other was from Dominantdaughter who wasn't one of my followers and seemed to have set up her account just last night. It said I bet her daughter would love to use her too.

This thought made my pussy wet.

One of my biggest recurring fantasies was getting seduced and dominated by my sisters, but now that my daughter was of age, the idea of her seducing me was also quite erotic... a fantasy I'd written about in a lengthy illustrated series called Cheerleader Moms a few years ago.

How the hell did Sarah, or whoever this mystery girl was, know that Jasmine Walker the eroticist was also Jenny Walker the teacher?

How?

How?

How?

I ignored my burning inferno and went to shower.

I showered, had breakfast, and checked my phone to see if there were any other comments from the photo.

There weren't.

But there was a new photo I was tagged in with the words: You're next @silkstockings69.

Then another caption photo.



This time she used my author name.

Just confirming that she knew who I was.

God, those tits were amazing, and very like Sarah's.

God, that pussy was tempting.

God, was I fucked.

This girl was becoming more brazen... and giving away that she knew way too much about me.

The surprises kept coming when I'd walked out of my room and had reached the hallway of the dorm floor my daughter was on. She was dressed in her school uniform as usual, but she was now wearing thigh highs.



I asked, "What are you wearing, Zoe?"

"My uniform," she answered as if I was asking a dumb question.

"I meant the nylons," I pointed to her legs.

"Oh, yes. Aren't they cute?" she asked, posing for me.

"They're inappropriate for school."

"Lots of the girls wear them."

"You're not like the other girls."

"And you wear them lots too," she added.

"Pardon?"

"Mom, I see you in lace tops all the time," she said. "I bet you're even wearing some right now."

"This is about you," I tried to keep the focus on her and not on whether she was correct, which she was.

"I'll take that as a yes," Zoe smiled.

"A yes for what?" a voice asked from behind me: Sarah's.

"Nothing," Zoe said.

"You look cute in those nylons, Zoe," Sarah complimented.

"Thanks," Zoe said, appreciating the compliment.

"Don't you think so, Ms. Walker?" Sarah asked, now standing right beside me, so close I could smell her seductive perfume.

"It's a little much for school," I answered.

"Clothing is about identity," Sarah said before adding, "it builds confidence and tells other people where a girl stands."

"I guess," I said, although the last part didn't make much sense.

"Seriously," Sarah continued, "your daughter looks really hot today."

I said, the conversation getting awkward and out of my control, "She does look nice."

"Sexy?" Sarah asked.

"I don't judge my daughter that way," I said, even though she did look really sexy in those white nylons, a colour that girls seldom wore.

"Well, I think she looks sexy as fuck," Sarah said.

"Sarah, language," I scolded, shocked by her bluntness.

"Sorry, I meant sexy as hell," Sarah smirked.

I shook my head and said, "Head to class, ladies."

"Yes, ma'am," Sarah said, her smile wide and smug.

I headed to class, once again wet... once again confused... once again rattled.

It was a few hours later when I got my next major shock... one that made my cunt gush... my body melt... my head spin.

Vina, one of my best students, from Italy, walked up to me in my classroom and handed me an envelope during my lunch break.

I asked, "What is this?"

"A gift from Mistress," she answered.

"Pardon?" I asked, even though I'd heard her.

"You heard me very well," she said. "You're next."

"Next for what?" I asked, continuing to play dumb even though it was obvious what she meant.

"You already know," she said, as she turned to walk away, her black thigh high lace tops in full view.

"Vina, how did you end up in this situation?" I asked, letting on I did know what she was talking about.

She stopped at the door and smiled back at me, "We are all either submissives or dominants and you, Ms. Walker, know which one you are."

She then added after holding my gaze through a dramatic pause, letting me know she knew the real me, both the teacher and the author, "You're about to live the story you haven't yet written."

I opened my mouth to respond, but she turned away and walked out the door.

What had just happened?

How many girls were involved?

Did the thigh highs mean what I thought they did?

I closed my door and locked it.

I opened the envelope.

And even after all the shocking photos and captions I'd seen up till now, I was in no way prepared for what I saw next or for my reaction to it.

In my hand was a photo of Zoe my daughter eating a completely shaved teen pussy.



The pussy was likely Amber's, Sarah's number two, since she was the only girl I'd ever seen wearing yellow nylons.

Like mother, like daughter it said.

Fuck! They've pulled my daughter into this.

Fuck!

Fuck!!

Fuck!!!

I then realized there was more than one photo... there were several.

I flipped to the next one and gasped a second time. My daughter was licking a black teen pussy, seemingly Gwen's, one of three black girls on campus, and Vina was watching, seemingly in charge.



Was Vina the one behind all this?

I briefly thought so, until I recalled her saying the envelope was from her Mistress.

Whoever it was also knew of my fascination with black pussy.

Whoever it was knew all my dirty, nasty submissive secrets.

I finally had evidence of a girl involved... Vina. Well, plus Gwen and my daughter, but they weren't in charge.

But Vina wasn't the one in charge either.

Nope.

And if I went to Madam Monroe I wouldn't only get Vina in trouble, but Zoe and Gwen.

Fuck!

Even though I was stressed out about my daughter, I was also envious of her.

She'd gotten to eat chocolate cunt before I ever had, and it had been a fantasy of mine since before she was born.

If I submitted... a word she obviously chose deliberately, (whoever she was)... I was being promised I could lick black teen pussy every day.

Fuck, was that twistedly exciting.

My pussy gushed into my panties.

My body betrayed any moral compass I was supposed to have.

More curious than nervous, I flipped to the next photo.



Once again envy coursed through me, as did wetness, as I stared at my daughter, this time with cocks in both her mouth and her pussy, although I couldn't see her pussy.

God, did I want some of that.

I wanted it so badly.

Right now.

The words 'Just surrender' were staring at me.

The words that broke me.

The words that shattered any faint resistance malingering inside me.

I flipped to the last photo and gasped again, surprised at my disappointment that it wasn't another photo of my daughter in some comprising act.

No, it was Madam Monroe in a compromising act: lying on the floor and eating a girl's pussy.



Wow, whoever this was had even gotten the head of the school to submit!

In her own office, it looked like.

Wow.

Hot.

The look of helplessness in Madam Monroe's eyes drew me in. A look I'd often imagined as I wrote about so many straight women who ended up as eager pussy pleasers and couldn't understand how or why.

The position of power of this teen enhanced the photo's erotic nature. As did her hand, which seemed to be pulling Madam Monroe's hair up to drive her face deeper into her teen pussy.

I was captivated.

The picture was one of the most authentic visuals I'd ever seen, and it had captured the sensation of submission I so often tried to portray with words.

Then... there was the simple word that added to my weak knees... my wet pussy: surrender.

Surrender.

A single word.

Yet with such depth in its intent.

If a picture can say a thousand words:

This word seemed to be provoking a thousand feelings, creating a thousand possibilities, opening a thousand doors.

I was startled by a knock at the door.

I asked, "Who is it?"

"Your daughter," my daughter's voice replied.

"Oh, okay," I said, hurriedly stuffing the pictures back in the envelope, hoping she didn't know I had them. A mother/daughter conversation about what I'd just seen would be intolerably awkward!

I tossed the envelope in my desk drawer and then hurried to unlock the door. I opened it and she asked, "Why was your door locked?"

"So I could have some undisturbed quiet time to grade," I lied.

"Oh, okay," she said, believing me, as I looked at her and visualised her between those sweet black legs.

"Are you okay?" she asked after a moment.

"Yes, I'm fine," I said, unable to push the image of Zoe eating pussy out of my head.

"Your cheeks are really red," she pointed out.

"It's hot in here," I said.

"No it's not," she said.

"Menopause," I countered with a smile.

"Fair enough," she laughed back.

"What can I do for you?" I asked.

"Just wanted to say hi," she said, which wasn't all that rare.

"Well, hi," I said.

"You're okay with my wearing these, aren't you?" she asked.



"Of course," I said, knowing so much more than I did last time I talked to her. The nylons now seemed to be the least of the issues. "They're just a little risqué is all."

"Not compared to some of the other girls," she said.

"True enough," I nodded.

"Have a good rest of your day, Mom," she said.

"You too, honey," I said, wondering if she'd been pressured into having lesbian sex or seduced, or simply because it was 2019 and that's what girls do now. "Honey, can I ask you a question?"

"Sure."

"Do you like it here?"

"Yeah, I love it here," she said, her smile going wide.

"You're fitting in okay?"

"Yeah," she nodded. "The girls here are so nice."

"Great," I said as the bell rang.

She headed out and I tried to clear my head and focus it on teaching the students that were coming in.

Even with all the stress and stimulation of the pictures, once I started teaching, I could quell the thoughts until the period when Sarah entered my classroom.

Then I couldn't help but obsess about whether it was she who was stalking me.

And if it was, and it likely was, how could she possibly know so much about me?

The mystery was driving me nuts!

My body and my mind were at complete odds, but like in many of my stories, it's always the body that wins.

Today she was wearing my favourite colour of nylons, too: mocha.

Just another hint it was her, especially when she slipped her feet out of her shoes and displayed them for me, teasing and tempting me ruthlessly, and almost certainly doing it tactically.

My cunt tingled.

My body surreptitiously quivered.

I was in complete lust.

I barely made it through the class, and I was thankful when I'd made it back to my living quarters.

Thankful for a moment.

As soon as I entered my room, a little after 3:30, I stepped on a picture that was a full eight by eleven.

I picked it up and read the words.



This time the picture was obviously of Sarah.

From behind.

In those same mocha nylons.

In a pose that would have any woman's cunt gushing instantly.

It was an order.

Well, a set of orders.

To be in my room at 4:30. Did she mean my private room or my classroom?

I was to be in thigh highs.

Ironically I was already obeying... as if my subconscious was already preparing me for this.

I was to be on my knees waiting for her.

These were expectations very like the ones I would attribute to one of my fictional Mistresses.

Then the last line, again words that seemed to be drawn directly from a dozen of my stories: Submit and become who you were born to be.

And at the moment... that was exactly what I wanted to do... how I envisioned myself.

My years of writing fictional submissive characters, many of them submitting to teens, had well prepared me for this moment.

I could pretend to have a long back-and-forth conversation between a cartoon angel and devil on my shoulders about whether I should obey those commands.

But just like my submissive characters, my submission was inevitable.

I could deny it.

I could fight it.

Or I could just accept my true nature.



Accept my long-neglected fantasy.

Accept that this was meant to be.

Remembering the photo of Madam Monroe relaxed me considerably, as it was a message from Sarah saying I wouldn't lose my job. She was assuring me, downright proving to me I was safe, removing my biggest worry.

The pictures of my daughter also packed a deliberate message. They told me that it was all right: I wouldn't alienate my daughter if I submitted just like Zoe had.

My biggest concern now wasn't my job or being outed anymore... no, my biggest concern was where the fuck was I supposed to be at 4:30?

My own room?

My classroom?

Which one?

I glanced nervously at the clock.

It was 4:04.

4:30 seemed an eternity away.

My panties were soaked.

I took them off and decided to go commando just in case Sarah decided to check under my skirt.

I didn't change the rest of my attire for the day though. I didn't want anyone to notice I'd changed into something sexier.

I paced my room.

I re-examined the pictures on my phone.

I went through the photos of my daughter.

I tried to figure out how she'd ended up in those pictures.

Was she seduced?

Was she blackmailed?

Was she a willing participant from the start?

Had she known the pictures were being taken? She sure appeared happy. Eager. Exactly the way I imagined I'd look in those encounters.

Was she aware I was being seduced?

So many questions.

No answers.

The future was a blank canvas... one that I was ready to have painted for me. I wouldn't be the painter, since Sarah had made it very clear she knew I was submissive through and through. I had no intention of trying to disabuse her of that notion.

I decided the stage for my upcoming surrender was likely to be my classroom... it just seemed logical... it also fit the approach of my stories. So many submission scenes had taken place in classrooms.

So many teachers.

And this time it was to be the teacher behind the teachers who took the fall.

I went into my classroom and closed the door. Checked. Yes, it was unlocked.

Slipped out of my heels. It just felt right.

I waited.

I got down on my knees at 4:29.

I stared at the clock as if the moment the digital number changed from 29 to 30, Sarah would magically poof herself into my room.

She didn't.

30 became 31.

31 became 32.

32 became 33.

33 became 34.

I was just about to get off my knees, when the door opened.

I looked up and watched Sarah walk in and close the door behind her and lock it. She was still wearing her school uniform.

She smiled, "Good girl, Ms. Walker."

I felt my cheeks burn at those words. Words I'd had my Mistresses utter so many times in my stories: 'Good girl.'

Those words had always felt good to write, and now they also felt so natural and exhilarating when they were being said to me.

"Thank you," I whispered, trepidation and excitement coursing through me, creating an inner whirlwind.



"Excited?" she asked as she walked towards me.

"Confused," I answered.

"About what?"

"How you knew."

"How I knew what?" she asked, although her tone made it clear she knew very well what I was asking.

"Who I really am."

"Silkstockingslover?" she asked, straddling me and revealing she wasn't wearing any panties either.

"Yes," I admitted, as I stared up at her pussy.

"That's a little tidbit for another day. But no worries, you'll know eventually and your secret is being guarded with the utmost care."

"Okay," I replied, at the moment not caring how she knew, just that she did know, and my submission was upon me. God, did I want to taste that pussy hovering over me.

"Hungry?" she asked, either reading my mind or reading the lust on my face.

"Yes," I answered, unable to break my gaze away from her pussy, even as I mindlessly extended my tongue like a submissive in heat.



"How hungry?"

"Let me show you," I said, leaning towards her, not pretending for a moment I wasn't ready to give myself to her completely. I'd already written countless 'should-I-shouldn't-I' contemplations; I knew where they all led: and that was to the same place I wanted this one to lead.

"Lie down," she ordered sternly.

"Yes, Mistress," and I quickly obeyed, realizing only after the title had automatically popped out of my mouth that I'd addressed her as my Mistress.

"You're just like the submissive characters in your stories," she mused.

I responded with a phrase I'd first encountered in a creative writing class, "Write what you know."

"And do you know how to please a teen Mistress?" she asked.

"I've never done it in real life," I admitted, "but I feel my years of crafting the details of my fantasies have prepared me to be the perfect pet."

"Do I remind you of Bree?" she asked, my most popular teen Mistress, with fifteen stories written in my Lesbian MILF Seductress series.

"Very much so," I admitted, as she did have many of the qualities Bree had: she was young, pretty, dominant, confident.

"I love nylons too," she said, as she moved a foot to my mouth. As I eagerly sucked on her nylon-clad toes, another fantasy on my bucket list I could check off, one I'd written about in many stories throughout the years, she continued, "They're sexy, feminine, and they showcase my legs and feet."

I replied with a chuckle, "Now you're quoting me," then moaned as I went back to sucking on her silky sheer nylon-clad toes... this act as her submissive was just as humiliating and exhilarating as I'd imagined it to be the many times I'd written about it in my stories.



I sucked on each of her toes, sometimes more than one at a time.

She switched to her other foot and said, "I expect you to write this story too, Ms. 'Jasmine' Walker."

"Of course, Mistress," I replied, knowing I'd gladly be writing a marathon story to recapture the thrill of this submission.

"And I want it with pictures, like your Cheerleader Moms story," she continued her expectations as I sucked on a toe.

"Of course," I agreed.

"And it had better be hot," she added.

"Aren't mine always hot?" I asked coyly.

"Yes, they are," she laughed softly. As I resumed sucking each toe.

Once all ten toes had been worshipped, she moved her foot away and said, "Good, pet teacher."

"Thank you, Mistress," I replied, eager for the opportunity to eat that pussy. The pussy I craved.

"Have a good night, Ms. Walker," she said, as she slipped back into her heels.

"That's it?" I asked, surprised and disappointed.

"For now," she said. "A good pet must earn the privilege of eating my pussy."

"Yes, Mistress," I said, my disappointment obvious.

"Don't worry, you eager little slut," she said. "I'm not chintzy with my pussy, and neither are many of the other girls here. But first you need to prove your obedience."

"I'll do anything," I said quickly, hoping to convince her to let me please her now.

"I know you will," she said, "but tonight, another teacher pet will have dinner between my legs."

"Who?" I asked.

"I don't dominate and tell," she said, "at least not until it's time to tell you some more," opening the door and walking out, leaving it wide open.

I quickly got off the floor in case someone walked by... or came in.

I shook my head at what had just transpired. On the one hand, she'd played that little submission ritual perfectly. She'd pulled me deeper into obedience, yet also left me desperate and wanting more.

But I was frustrated as hell.

I went back to my own room, hopped onto my bed with my vibrator and fucked myself to multiple orgasms, the entire time imaging Sarah using me, putting me through my paces.

Once I recovered from my pleasuring I had dinner, which was indeed anti-climactic, especially knowing someone else was having the dinner I really wanted. and I opened the file where I'd begun writing a new story. It had no title yet, but it was going to be part of my Jasmine Fantasies series... even though this was the one that was true.

However, I didn't start writing. Instead I started working on selecting and adapting the right models for the story I was now living. I needed ones that looked like Sarah, Zoe and myself... but also ones that looked like Amber, Madam Monroe and many of the other students who I figured were part of this growing lesbian hierarchy.

It took all night just to get Sarah, Zoe and myself. Choosing the model, and playing with the hair, the eyes, the body (especially the tits, ass and pussy) was time consuming... but fun.

The next day was uneventful.

No pictures.

No nothing.

That night I selected and fine tuned the rest of the models, again taking hours at it, and I still didn't have any pictures yet, other than sample photos of each character.

Next day at lunch I was called to Madam Monroe's office; I was terrified.

Did she know?

Did it matter? I already knew about her, and there was no doubt that her secret was safe with me.

That said, it was just a check in about the semester so far and her asking if I had any needs. I wanted to say I really needed to eat a pussy right now... even hers perhaps... but I wasn't that brazen. I probably wouldn't get in trouble with her, but most likely I'd get in Dutch with Sarah for taking such a giant step without her guidance.

I went to my classroom and saw Sarah sitting on top of the table where my grading usually went. She warned me, "You may wish to close the door."

I did and locked it before saying, "We can't do anything during school hours."

"Mrs. Parker, Ms. Appleby, Mrs. Scribante and Madam Monroe would all disagree with you," she smiled, as her heel dangled on her foot.

"They've all succumbed?" I asked, both surprised and yet not really, based on Sarah's seductive persona.

"Of course," she said, before adding, "you're the last remaining holdout."

"I'm not holding out," I pointed out, approaching her and lowering myself to my knees.

"I know you're not, sweetie," she smiled, then ordered, "Remove my heels."

"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, no longer caring that I was in my classroom and other people could be just outside the door.

"You really are a natural submissive," she said, as I slipped off her heels.

"I always have been," I said.

"But never to a teen?" she asked as she repositioned herself, now offering me a glorious view of her pussy.

"Only in nighttime fantasies and fiction," I answered.

"Well, that will change fairly soon," she promised. "But for now, I just want you to worship my feet again."

"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, excited to lick the salty sweat from her soles.

"I expect complete obedience from my pets," she said, as I licked the soles of her feet. "You understand that, right?"



"Just like Mistress Bree," I responded.

"Exactly," she nodded as she watched me worship her feet. "She was quite the inspiration for me when I was an aspiring mistress."

"Do you have many pets?" I asked, wanting to know more.

"All the teachers here now that you're joining the fold, the janitor, a dozen students and growing, and back home, my elder sister and my mother," she listed off.

"Your mom?" I asked, intrigued yet not surprised.

"Just like you, the idea of incest really turns me on," she said.

"In fantasy," I pointed out.

"You don't want to be Zoe's pet?" she asked.

I paused.

Part of me did indeed.

Another part of me most certainly did not.

Horny me wanted to bury my face in my daughter's pussy and be a superb Mommy-pet for her.

Moral me knew that I needed to be a responsible mother. There were lines a mother didn't cross... even if they turned her on immensely.

"I know, I know," she said, again reading my mind, "you have conflicting emotions. Morals versus libido."

"I'm a mother first," I said.

"You're a sexual being first," she countered, "which is something you were at least nine months before you had a child, and likely long before that." And I'm not just saying that because you've been sexually active. A track record of over four hundred stories and counting, many of them hot as blazes, says that your sexuality is one of your core values.

"But everything changes when you have a child," I pointed out.

"Plus, there is nothing more special than the bond between a daughter and her mother," she added.

"I agree," I nodded, knowing that all we had was each other.

"And there's nothing better than expressing that love," she added.

"You know very well that I find that argument a compelling one in my stories, but here and now? I'm not sure," I answered, it also being no secret that the idea was really turning me on.

"I am sure," she said, just as the warning bell rang.

She hopped off the table and put her heels back on and someone needed to open the locked door.

I quickly got off my knees and went to my desk as Sarah went to open the door. I asked, "What are we going to say?"

"If asked, that you were helping me study," she shrugged as she opened the door.

A few more days went by, including a weekend where Sarah flew home to visit her family, and I had a couple conversations with my daughter, although I couldn't broach any part of the discussion I really wanted to have. I also wrote a draft of the first month of this story... although the longer Sarah made me wait to service her... to become a fulltime pet... the crazier I was getting.

Then three days before Homecoming, Sarah left me a note saying to remain in my classroom after school.

Again, she had me worship her feet.



Again she didn't allow me to service her cunt.

But after twenty minutes of licking her feet while she texted on her phone, she said, "I'm very pleased with you, you know. I don't let you serve my pussy, which is obviously what you want more than anything, yet without any complaint you do whatever I tell you. Tomorrow you'll be rewarded for your obedience."

"Thank you, Mistress," I said, excited to finally be able to eat that pussy and actively become the submissive slut I craved to be.

"Be in the gymnasium change room at precisely noon," she instructed.

"Okay," I said, tomorrow being Saturday and hopefully the school would be empty.

"Okay, what?" she asked, suddenly tersely.

"Okay, Mistress Sarah," I quickly corrected myself.

She then walked out, and I went back to my room trying to ignore the fire inside, and wrote more of my Jasmine Fantasies story, praying that tomorrow I'd finally have a hot continuation for this story.

All morning I was giddy.... I was finally going to eat some teen pussy.

Sarah's teen pussy.

I dressed in a pair of mocha thigh highs, sans underwear including no bra, and a dress that would give easy access to my pussy, should that be in the cards.

The school was empty.

I'm wasn't even convinced Sarah would be there.

Yet as I walked into the locker room, a light was already turned on.

I walked in and got another surprise of my life.

First, Sarah wasn't there.

Second, Tamara and Rose were. Each of them more or less naked.

Third, Tamara had a cock. Not a strap-on. It was a real flesh-and-blood cock that was currently residing in Rose's mouth.



This was even better... she was a shemale, and she was also black.

Rose looked so hot bobbing on that cock.

I began taking off my dress as if I'd been instructed to, figuring they'd both known to expect me and likely had a game plan.

"You're very observant," Tamara smiled, before adding, "yes, remove your dress, Ms. Walker."

"You sure?" I asked, even though I'd already begun to obey.

"Aren't you?" she asked, Rose continuing to bob on that chocolate stick I wanted for myself.



"Yes, I am," I smiled, taking my dress the rest of the way off. Since I'd dressed to provide easy access to my body, I was now excitedly nude except for my beige thigh highs. I couldn't wait to begin... well, to begin whatever these two teens had in store for me.

"Go watch the door, Rose," Tamara ordered.

"Nice body, Ms. Walker," Rose said, looking up at me from her submissive position on her knees.

"You too," I said, "delicious, even," admiring hers as she stood up.

"Enjoy," Rose said to me, giving Tamara's cock one last tug.

"Oh, I imagine I will," I said, walking over to Tamara, who was now standing.

I silently lowered myself before her then asked, "May I please suck this nice cock?"

"Yes, you may," she chuckled at my politeness.

"So hot," Rose added, as I took it in my mouth.

"I'm going to fuck her face," Tamara said, using her hand and grabbing big fistfuls of my hair.

"Oh yes, skull fuck her," Rose urged, our brief sweet conversation taking a sudden swerve to nasty.

And she did just that.



I just breathed through my nose and focused on not gagging as the head of her cock tickled my tonsils with its deep thrusts.

Fuck, did I love this.

Her cock slamming into my mouth.

Her balls bouncing off my chin.

Rose avidly watching my supposed humiliation.

When she pulled out following a few dozen deep thrusts, saliva drooled out of my mouth, drizzling primarily onto her cock.

"You have a great mouth, Ms. Walker," she complimented, looking possessively down at me.

"You have a great cock," I complimented back, reaching out and stroking it.

"Ready to get fucked, you eager teacher slut?" she asked, tapping my lips with her cock.

"Fuck, yes," I admitted, dying to have a real cock in my long-neglected cunt.

She pulled me up, led me to the lockers, bent me over and wordlessly slid inside me.

"Oh fuck," I moaned as she filled me.

"I'm going to be fucking you all year," she said as she pumped into me.

"That had better be a promise," I moaned, as two more bucket list fantasies could be checked off: getting fucked by a shemale and by a black cock.

"You better believe it," she said, as she pushed downwards on my head, showing she was in charge.



"Oh yes, use me," I moaned, loving her dominant attitude, my orgasm already rising.

"Come for me, you bimbo fuck slut," she ordered as my moans increased.

"Yes, call me names," I moaned as my orgasm continued rising.

"Want to know something, teacher fuck slut?" she asked.

"Yes, yes, yes," I answered, both because I wanted to know whatever she wanted to tell me, and because my orgasm was so fucking close.

"I took your daughter's anal cherry the other day," she revealed, slamming into me extra hard, which tipped me over the edge and made me erupt.

"Yes!" I screamed, praying no one was in the building to hear my screams of rapture.

"Oh yes, your daughter is one submissive slut just like you," she continued, pounding my pussy throughout my orgasm.

"Like mother, like daughter," I responded, although it took about twenty seconds to manage those four words.

"Indeed," she laughed, as she pulled out and I spun around, dropped before her and took her cock, coated in my cum, into my mouth.

"I'm not done fucking you," she said, as I hungrily bobbed on her chocolate cock.

She pulled me up a moment later, astonishing me with her strength as she lifted me up in the air and lowered me smoothly onto her cock. She was manhandling me unlike any man ever had. And I fucking loved it.

"Oh yes, fucking fuck the hell out of me," I babbled.

"You sure don't sound much like a teacher," she smirked.

"Right now I'm just your bimbo slut," I moaned.

"Yes, you got that right," she agreed, as she somehow continued to hold me in midair while fucking me.



A few more deep strokes, and she laid me on the cold floor and kept fucking me.

Hard.

Deep.



"Look at me while I fuck you, slut," she demanded, as I'd closed my eyes and just let the pleasure consume me, a second orgasm rising.

"Yes, Mistress," I replied, not even realizing I'd called her that until it was out of my mouth.



"You're going to have a lot of Mistresses this year," she replied as my second orgasm was about to burst.

"I can't wait," I said, as I looked into her eyes and bucked my hips up to meet her deep thrusts.

A minute later that second orgasm ripped through me.

I was still coming when she pulled out, sat down on the same bench she'd been on when I walked in and ordered, "Come get your chocolate shake."

"Yes indeed, Mistress," I cried eagerly, crawling over to her and devouring her cunt-cum-coated cock.

"Oh yes, you may be the biggest teacher slut here," she moaned as I bobbed as if I were in a porn movie (another fantasy on my bucket list).

I moaned on her cock in response before she pulled out a minute later and ordered, "Stroke it, slut."

"Come all over my face," I purred as I furiously jerked her off and got ready to take the facial.

I loved warm cum splattering on my face.

It made me feel so slutty.

So submissive.

"Here it comes, slut," she grunted, before erupting a massive load all over my smiling face.

"Yes, come all over me," I moaned, as rope after rope splattered my face.

"Good, slut," she groaned, as I kept stroking her cock even after her load was done.



"Any time," I said, meaning it.

"Oh, there will be many times," she said as I took her cock back into my mouth.

Eventually we all got dressed and silently went our separate ways.

I went back to my room and wrote down what had just happened at a feverish pace.

Then for the next few days... nothing.

No foot worship.

No shemale cock.

No pictures.

Then it was Homecoming.

Mom was coming.

And I wasn't.

Although I'd written the entire story up to this day.

It didn't feel complete yet.

I needed to submit to pussy.

I needed to submit to Sarah.

Maybe, just maybe, I also had to submit to Zoe.

The library was closed on Friday as it was being prepared for some part of the festivities, so I was surprised during my prep when I got a text: Library now, slut.

I didn't hesitate as I responded, already springing away from my desk where I'd been grading: On my way.

Two minutes later I was hustling into the library, where Karen was standing outside. She smiled and said, "Looking hot, Ms. Walker."

"Thanks," I said, not repaying the compliment, as although she probably knew why I was entering the closed library, I didn't want to presume.

"Go ahead, she's waiting for you," she said, turning my slight doubt into no longer a doubt.

"Thanks," I said.

"No problem," she smiled as I walked inside.

"Over here," Sarah called out.

I walked over and saw our librarian on her knees dining on the pussy I'd been craving for over a week now.

"Hi, Mistress," I greeted happily, wanting to make it clear I was here to serve in any way whatsoever.

"Miss me?" she asked.

"I've been in constant lust since last week," I admitted.

"Today you're about to have the submissive treat of your life," she said, as smooth as if she didn't have the librarian between her legs licking away.



"At Homecoming?" I asked, as I watched her getting licked... wishing it was me doing the honours.

"Oh, you'll be coming all right," she said.

"But my mother will be here," I pointed out.

"So?" she asked, as if this was the most ludicrous objection I could have ever pulled out of my ass.

"It's just that..." I began, and then said, "Never mind. I'm ready for whatever you expect of me."

"Good pet," she said, as she began to really grind on the librarian's face.

"Thank you, Mistress," I said.

"Be in your classroom at 5:45," she instructed.

"Yes, Mistress," I nodded.

"You may go," she said, "I need to give Ms. Walters the treat she's been working on for some time now."

"Yes, Mistress," I repeated. "Enjoy your treat, Joan," I added in a strange gesture of submissive solidarity.

After school I went to my room and wrote some more. I got dressed sexy, but not too sexy, intending to head to my classroom early, praying I was going to finally get to eat Sarah's cunt.

Just as I was getting ready to leave, my mother showed up.

I gave her a hug and said she should go and meet up with Zoe, as I had a couple of last-minute things I needed to complete for the event. She bought it and I headed to my classroom, oddly feeling guiltless for lying to my mother.

I waited, and Sarah arrived right on time.

"You look very nice, my pet," she said, as she closed my door and locked it.

"You look beautiful, Mistress," I returned the compliment.

"Thank you," she said as she slipped out of her heels, walked over to a student desk and sat on top of it.

"Kneel before me," she said.

"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, lowering myself before her.

"Turn around," she ordered.

"Yes, Mistress," I repeated, those two words becoming my new mantra of obedience.

"On all fours," she instructed.

"Yes, Mistress," I said again, as I got on all fours, my ass pointing towards her.

"You have some scenes in your stories where the submissive humps a foot," she said, and then added, "ever done it in real life?"

"No, just in fantasy," I admitted, as I felt her foot reaching underneath my dress.



"Well, it's time to change that answer," she said. "Hump my foot, my pet."

"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed from my submissive state, beginning to move my hips against her foot... happy I'd left my underwear in my dresser.

"You're already quite wet," she noticed accurately.

"I've been wet all week," I admitted.

"Well, today you're going to have many of your fantasies come true," she promised.

"I'll do anything," I moaned.

"Eat out your daughter?" she asked.

"Yes," I replied without hesitation, feeling inside that if that possibility occurred I'd be helpless to resist... my submissive nature would take over, so why not skip all the drama beforehand and just go with it?

"What about your mother?"

"If she agreed, I'd eat her too," I said, thinking that would be pretty hot... my mother still was a very pretty woman, and her body was in wonderful shape.

"Good to know," she said, as she moved her foot away after I'd begun moaning louder.

"Anything you tell me to," I pledged, desperate to be used.

"I know," she said, getting off the desk.

I waited on all fours for instructions.

"Put your phone on vibrate," she instructed.

"Yes, Mistress," I nodded.

"See you later," she said, as she slipped back into her heels.

"I can't wait," I said, standing up.

"I know," she said, before she left me alone.

I regained my composure and headed to the Homecoming evening, where I met lots of famous women including politicians, movie stars, lawyers, news broadcasters and many more.

After dinner, Governor Greene was introduced, and she gave a speech. I was in awe of her presence. I hung on her every word until I felt my phone buzz. I slyly looked at it; sitting on either side of me were my mother and daughter. Staffroom now!

I whispered, "I need to go to the washroom."

"Now?" Mom asked, knowing how much I idolized Governor Greene.

"I just can't hold it," I replied, getting up.

"Okay," Mom said, seeming quite surprised. I glanced at Zoe and she was smiling. Did she know where I was being summoned? And why? I sensed that she did.

I headed out, and to the staffroom which was at least a little ways away from the festively decorated gymnasium where the event was taking place.

"Enjoying yourself?" Sarah asked, as I walked into the room.

"I am," I nodded.

"Horny?"

"I am."

"Let me check," she said, as she gestured for me to sit on the couch.

"Yes, Mistress," I replied, as I went over and sat down.

"Show me how much you want me to finger fuck you," she ordered.

"Yes, Mistress," I repeated, as I placed my feet onto the couch and arched my back in a unique and vulnerable position.

"Impressive," she approved, as she positioned herself between my legs, her knees resting on the lip of the couch.

"Thank you, Mistress," I said, not at all worried about being caught, like I should have been. Was she going to eat me? Most of the Mistresses in my stories seldom eat pussy and almost never do it first, as she moved her fingers to my very wet pussy.

"Spread those legs so I can check out this MILF pussy."

"Yes, Mistress,"

"So wet," she said, as she traced my pussy lips with her fingers.



"All for you," I moaned, as she slid her fingers inside me.

"You ready to be my mindless submissive pet?" she asked.

"One hundred percent," I moaned, the idea so fucking appealing.

"Good," she said, as she pulled her fingers out, treating my libido like a pleasure yoyo. She stood up and said, "At our next meeting tonight I'll have something special for you."

"I can't wait," I said, my body trembling with anticipation.

"It'll be worth the wait," she promised, tracing her fingers across my lips.

I opened my mouth and sucked my wetness off her fingers.

"Soon," she said, and walked away.

Fuck, she was driving me to the brink of sexual insanity.

If she didn't get me off or at least let me get her off, I might just molest the next woman who came near me.

I now did have to go pee, or at least to calm down, so I headed to the bathroom only to get a pretty big surprise.

TMZ news anchor Joan Wallace was on the counter getting fucked by Amber.



"Take a picture, it lasts longer," Amber jibed, as I stood there gawking.

I stammered, "S-s-s-orry," and rushed back out.

I rested outside against the wall until I was in a suitable state to return to the banquet. Governor Greene was still speaking.

As I arrived, I knew this was just the beginning of a wild night of surprises.

I returned to take in the end of the Governor's speech, which included her vision of 2020, which had the entire room standing up and roaring with applause. God, did she know how to stir up feminine power. I only hoped the country was ready for a female President.

"You look flushed," Mom said.

"She's such an inspiration," I explained, although I was only partly referring to the Governor.

"Yes, she is," Mom nodded, in a tone that seemed to carry something else with it.

"I need to go meet her," Zoe said.

"Go ahead, honey," I said, although I too was dying to meet this icon.

In the next hour there were dancing, visiting, and I did indeed get to meet the Governor, who was even more beautiful and awe-inspiring in person.

I'd just finished chatting with her when I got the much-anticipated text. Bio hallway now.

My eyes went wide at the idea of the bio hallway. Sure, it was a fair distance away from where we were all gathered, but it was also very open. No nooks or crannies. Hopefully Sarah was only going to meet me there before taking me to her dorm or some other place to use me.

I responded I was on my way and snuck out of the happening party, as an all-girl band played a 1980s medley which I would have loved to hear.

I arrived in the hallway, thankfully passing no one on the way, to see Sarah chatting with Amber.

When Sarah saw me, she told Amber, "Ten minutes."

"Of course," Amber replied, and walked out past me with a knowing smile on her face.

"Amber," I greeted.

"Slut," she responded, sauntering past me as my cheeks burned at the libel. Well perhaps not libel, since it was accurate.

"Lie on the floor on your back," Sarah ordered.

"Here?"

"Would you prefer the gym in the middle of the festivities?"

"No, no, here is just fine," I stammered, knowing if she'd read enough of my stories she'd know my submissives always gave in eventually. That said, the idea of being at the center of a lesbian orgy was another fantasy I often wrote about... usually in my fictional Le Chateau Club.

"Good," she said, pointing to the floor.

I lowered myself to the floor, shame coursing through me... was I really willing to have her use me in the middle of a spacious hallway? The fact I was now on my back answered the rather rhetorical question.

"Still hungry?"

"I never did get my dessert," I replied coyly.

"This is more of a full meal deal," she countered as she straddled my face. Last time she had teased me, this time she didn't.

She lowered herself right onto my welcoming face.

As soon as her intoxicating scent enveloped me, captured by her dress, I finally became the submissive lesbian I'd fantasized being for years.

I no longer cared that a teenager was face-sitting on me in the middle of a hallway that often swarmed with people.

I would have licked her pussy on my Mom's kitchen table.

I would have licked her onstage during this gala evening.

I would have licked her on my desk in my classroom during a test.

I would have licked her anyplace, anytime.

I extended my tongue and tasted her peach.

My taste buds came alive.

I reached my arms around her thighs so I could pull my head up and really attack this pussy I'd been craving for weeks, as anticipation had at long last led to cornucopia.

This was everything I'd written about for years and more.

Fantasy tingled my pussy and got me wet; reality gushed my pussy and flooded utter exhilaration throughout my body.

Clarity became crystal clear.

This was who I was.

I was a submissive.

A lesbian.

A pet for teen pussy.

Her pussy was tangy and wet, like I was licking the juice out of a peach.

She finally spoke, a good minute into my pussy exploration and mental revelations, "That's it, my eager pet, explore your new home."

My new home!

So exciting!

So where I wanted to live.

Between her legs.

Between all the girls' legs.

Between my daughter's legs.

Perhaps even my Mom's legs.



"Home is where the cunt is," she moaned, as I tried to get to her clit, but the position made it too difficult to reach.

She then greeted, "Hey, ladies."

"Oh my," I heard a voice gasp... a voice I knew all too well. My daughter's.



"Finally," someone else said.

My humiliation was multiplied when Sarah got off me and I looked up to see four high school beauties all staring down at me.



Amber, Sarah's clear number two whom I'd earlier walked in on tonight.

Dalla, a black beauty.

My daughter, looking radiant in a red dress.

Lastly Penny, in all black showcasing her blonde, tanned, Scandinavian looks.

"I can explain," I said, as I remained on my back, pussy juice all over my face.

"Explain what? That you're our newest pet?" Amber asked, walking over to me.

"I, um, I, uh," I tried to construct a sentence, but my desire to indeed be their newest pet overrode any moral stance that I was their teacher and for one of them, her mother.

"It's okay, Mom," Zoe said. "I know."

What did she know? Those two words could mean a plethora of scandalous things.

"Follow," Amber ordered.

"Me?" I asked.

"Yes, you," she said, shaking her head. "Not the brightest pet, is she?"

"She'll need some training," Sarah said, "but not a whole lot: she's a natural."

I went to stand up but she ordered, "Crawl."

"Yes, Mistress," I said to Amber, letting her know I understood the hierarchy and especially my position in it.

"No hesitation. She may indeed do well," Amber smiled, as I followed her.

"I'll obey anything you say without hesitation," I tossed out, crawling behind her into the ballroom, where I wondered why the social aspects of the night weren't in here instead of in the gym, since this was so regally decorated.

Once we were inside, Sarah went to a bag and removed what I quickly learned were two strap-ons.

"Mother and daughter sluts, get naked," Sarah ordered.

I looked up at Zoe, terrified to do this in front of her, even though deep inside it sent my excitement off the charts.

She smiled, "It's okay, Mom, I've wanted to do this with you for a long time."

"You have?" I asked, this being the biggest shock of all the revelations.

"Ever since I started reading your stories and learned how many daughter and Mom fantasies you had," she revealed.

"You know about that?" I asked, even though the answer was obvious.

"I have for over a year," she admitted.

"No way," I gasped.

"You left your laptop open one day and I went to google something and I found your author website. I spent the next six months reading every story you ever wrote."

"Oh, God, I'm so sorry," I said, mortified she knew all this about me.

"Oh Mom, I just love how kinky a submissive slut you are," she said.

I realized that Zoe had just explained how Sarah had learned that Jenny Walker was also Jasmine Walker, and how she'd been able to learn so much about what floated my boat. Once my trusting daughter had submitted to Sarah my secret identity must have become community property, and since in my Jasmine role I've always been very open about all my kinks and fetishes, I was almost literally an open book containing hundreds of stories about all my kinks. And anything that turned Jasmine on also turned Jenny on, since we were the same person. Case closed. And since I now loved where this journey was taking me, I couldn't be angry with Zoe for outing me. Not one least little bit!

But as thoughts are capable of doing, all that reflection happened in a flash, and in the meantime Zoe was on the move. She took me in her arms and shocked me again by kissing me. On the lips. Passionately.

My eyes went wide.

My brain shorted out.

I kissed her back in what quickly became the most intimate kiss of my life.

"So hot," Amber said, as she watched this mother and daughter kiss.

"Jenny, you'll have your own Mom between your legs before the weekend is out," Sarah assured me.

"No way," Amber said.

"I guarantee it," Sarah said with all the confidence of a veteran Mistress.

"I sure hope so," Amber said, as Zoe's tongue continued exploring mine. "Now let's fuck our new sluts."

"Agreed," Sarah laughed.

Zoe broke the kiss and crooned, "I love you, Mom."

"I love you too, honey."

She then helped me out of my dress.

I did the same for her.

Sarah said, "Come ride me, Zoey."

"Yes, Mistress," Zoe said easily, submissive like me.

"And come bend over and let me fuck that MILF cunt," Amber ordered.

"Yes, Mistress," I echoed.

A moment later Zoe was bouncing on one cock and I was being pounded from behind by another, as I realized the other two girls had disappeared.

No matter. Sarah and Amber were the two Mistresses I most desired to serve.



After a couple of minutes, perhaps more, as I admired my daughter's beautiful body bouncing up and down, we changed positions.

I rode.

Zoe got fucked, bent over the piano.

"Oh God, Mom, I love watching you getting fucked," Zoe moaned.

"I love our being fucked together," I replied.

"Let's do that," Sarah suggested.

A moment later we were side by side, a cock in each of our pussies, riding our Mistresses with reckless abandon.

No shame.

Just lust.

Sharing a moment that many moms may fantasize about but never get to live out.



"Oh God, yes," I moaned, as I tried to sync my movements with my daughter's.

"I want to eat pussy with you too, Mommy," she moaned, the term 'Mommy' one I used usually to show a daughter's submissive nature to her more dominant mom. Or vice versa.

"And I want to eat your pussy," I blurted out, then quickly covered my mouth at my shockingly inappropriate declaration.

"I can make that happen," Sarah said.

"I want to eat Mommy's cunt too," Zoe declared, removing the guilt that had washed through me at my naughty admission.

"All right," Amber said, "why don't we sodomize them at the same time?"

"Sounds like a plan,' Sarah agreed.

"Oh yes, fuck my ass, Mistress," I said, wanting to be the biggest slut I could be.

"And fuck mine too," Zoe added, both of us in complete submissive rapture.

A minute later we were in a very unique 69.

"Eat me, Mommy," Zoe begged, her ass filled with cock.

"Eat me too," I replied, my ass also filled with cock.

"Just get munching, you incestuous sluts," Amber demanded, as she bucked into my ass, making my face splash into Zoe's pussy.

"Yes," I screamed, as I began licking my daughter's pussy... yet another bucket list item checked off... one I'd never thought was a remote possibility.

"Oh yes Mommy, lick your daughter's cunt," Zoe moaned nastily, a word I'd never heard her utter before.

"And eat mine, you cunt hungry slut," I demanded, words spewing out of me I'd only ever imagined typing into something electronic.



And for a few minutes...

But which felt like an eternity in heaven...

We ate each other's pussies while getting our asses fucked.

We both came.

Within seconds of each other.

Me first: my daughter was a damn fine pussy muncher.

"Oh yes, eat Mommy's cum," I screamed as my juices flooded out of me.

"And I'm coming too, Mommy," Zoe declared, as her body trembled and I was finally rewarded with some teen cunt cum after so much teasing and waiting.

"So hot," Amber said, as she watched our kinky incestuous 69.

"Nothing is better than the sweet nectar of your own kin," Sarah said.

"I can't wait to do mine," Amber said.

"Mommy cunt is delicious," Zoe agreed mindlessly as she licked my cunt.

"Want to try something really kinky?" Sarah asked.

"Kinkier than being sodomized by teen students while willingly committing incest by eating my daughter's cunt while she eats mine?" I asked, liking the nasty description. "That I've got to hear."

"Perhaps not kinkier," Sarah admitted, "but I bet it's on your bucket list... or what did you call it in one of your stories? Your fuck-list?"

"I have a lot of fun things waiting on that list," I smiled.

"And tonight I bet we're checking lots of kink right off that list," Sarah said as she pulled out of Zoe's ass.

"That we are," I agreed, wondering which kinky act could be next.

"Put this on, Zoe?" Sarah asked, handing her a strap-on.

"Am I about to be triple teamed?" I asked, wetness leaking down my leg.

"Why, yes you are," Sarah said.

I was left sitting on the floor as I watched my daughter put on a strap-on. She saw me watching and said, "I've wanted to give you the fucking Dad couldn't for a long time."

"Then you'd better make up for lost time," I suggested.

"First, sit on your Mommy's face while you suck my cock," Sarah instructed Zoe.

That was twisted.

She was sucking a cock that had last been in her own ass.

"Yes, Mistress," Zoe agreed eagerly, as she sat on my face and took the cock in her mouth, which I could watch from the unique position I was in.

I felt hands on my legs and then a strap-on slamming into my cunt.

"Oh yes," I moaned as I watched my daughter suck Sarah's plastic cock.



A couple minutes later I straddled my daughter and lowered my asshole onto her cock.

Amber repositioned herself and slid back into my cunt.

Sarah shoved her cock in my mouth, and I was airtight for the first time ever.

It was so hot.

So exhilarating.

Another bucket list item checked off.



Eventually, I came for the second time.

Then our two Mistresses double penetrated Zoe to her second orgasm, before Zoe and I crawled between our Mistresses' legs and brought them both to orgasm... swapping back and forth between the two cunts for a good fifteen minutes.

One we were all dressed, Sarah told me, "Zoe is coming with us for the night. She has a lot more cunt munching to do."

"What about me?" I asked with a pout.

"Oh, I have a hunch your night isn't over yet either," Sarah said.

Zoe gave me a kiss... another passionate one... and repeated, "I love you so much, Mom."

"I love you with all my heart and tongue, sweetheart," I smiled back.

"Ditto," she laughed, before adding, "I expect your face in my cunt for your breakfast tomorrow."

I looked at the clock. It was after midnight. "Do you mean today?"

"I guess I do," she smiled.

Sarah led Zoe out, and I returned to the homecoming festivities to see they were dying down. Fewer than ten people were still mingling around. My Mom was gone, too.

Shit, I'd left her alone for over an hour. What must she think of me?

I headed back to my room, hoping she was still awake.

I walked into my room calling out, "Mom, you awake?"

"Yes, she certainly is," a voice responded. I turned the corner and gasped yet again.

The voice was Governor Greene's.

My mother couldn't speak, because her face was buried in the Governor's pussy.

"Oh my God!" I gasped.



"Hey, that's what I was about to moan," the Governor smiled, her hands holding my mother's face deep in her cunt.

"I can't believe this," I said, my pussy tingling again.

"You do know I hope, that pretty much every alumnus of this school is either a complete lesbian, bi or in a fake hetero relationship to advance the female cause," the Governor explained.

"I'm beginning to learn that," I smiled, now understanding why my mother had suggested I come to work here after my divorce. Although I was curious why she'd never sent me to this school during my last year before going to college.

Although what I was witnessing here was shocking, seeing it after what I'd just done with my daughter made it seem like a natural transition. Perhaps I could have my second sexual encounter in an hour with a family member.

"You l have that special gleam on your face," the Governor noticed.

"Guilty as charged," I admitted.

"It seems you're fitting in here," she continued.

"Actually I'm barely beginning to," I said, "but now I've begun, I'm loving every minute," still just at the beginning of the possibilities in a school filled with lesbian activity.

"Give me a moment," she said as she closed her eyes and was obviously getting close to coming from my mother's tongue.

Feeling brave, I walked over to the two of them and openly watched.

God, it was hot.

God, I wanted it to me.

Between the Governor's legs.

Between my mother's legs.

Between any girl's legs.

"Oh yes," the Governor moaned, letting out not a scream, but rather a dignified moan, which somehow made sense coming from her. She even had orgasms in a classy fashion.

A minute later, the Governor finally let go of my mother's head and said, "Go sit down, Angela."

"Hi, honey," Mom greeted, looking up at me, her face shiny just like mine. Although mine was from my daughter's pussy.

"Hi," I smiled back, unsure what else to say.

"Enjoying the home..." she paused for dramatic effect as she stood up, approached until her face and her huge smile were only a few inches away from my mirror image ones, and stressed the last word in her question, "...coming?"

"It's been a very warm welcome," I replied, playing along.

"Have you indulged in any home cooking?" she asked, the insinuation obvious. She was asking if I'd just had sex with my daughter.

"Yes Mommy, I've suddenly acquired a real taste for home cooking," I replied, insinuating right back at her.

"You two are so adorable," the Governor said, now wearing a strap-on. "Sit down Angela, and let your kid-let-loose-in-the-candy-store daughter gaze upon that beautiful pussy she once came out of."

That should have sounded so weird... such a sentence... yet coming out of the Governor's mouth it sounded erotic and natural.

"You're so bad, Daphne," Mom purred as she walked to a padded bench, sat down and spread her legs, the entire time holding my gaze with her own.

"Have you fantasized about your mother before, Jenny?" the Governor asked, coming over to my mother.

"Um, I...." I began.

"It's perfectly fine if you did, my dear. Incest is the purest form of love," the Governor continued in the same mellow tone she used in her speeches, as she dropped before my mother, who I should mention was now dressed in one of my daughter's school uniforms.

"It is?" I asked, completely compelled by not only the Governor's words, but by her simple essences of being.

"Of course," she nodded, looking back at me. "I've been fucking my daughter since she became the legal age."

"No way!" I gasped, this seeming to be too unbelievable to be true.

"Oh, Jenny," she smiled. "The world is changing and as it does, as we females begin assuming our righteous place on top, we need support from the ones closest to us."

"Of course." I nodded, that making perfect sense.

"And there's nothing closer than having a sexual relationship with your kin," she said. "Nothing purer."

"So it's okay that I just ate out my daughter?" I asked with a smile.

"It sounds like a very pleasant beginning," she smiled, before turning around and beginning to lick my mother, who'd remained silent during this surreal exchange.

"Oh yes, get me nice and wet for my darling daughter," Mom moaned, looking right into my dazzled eyes.

"You want to have your daughter serve you as your personal pussy-pleasing pet?" the Governor asked.

"I've resisted for way too long," Mom admitted.

"I can tell she'll obey your every command," the Governor said. "Won't you, Jenny?"



"Yes indeed, Mistress Governor," I said, wanting to make sure she knew I was a willing submissive.

"And who else?"

"Mistress Zoe," I added. "whom I will obey without hesitation like a good girl."

"Oh yes, I've dreamed of this!" Mom moaned, as she listened to my declaration of submission.



After a moment, as it seemed my words really revved up my Mom, Governor Greene said, "Come and watch me fuck your mother."

"Okay," I said, as the Governor pulled my mother up and led her to the floor.

"Yes honey, watch Mommy get fucked," she said. "And pay close attention: you need to know how Mommy likes it."

"I'll fuck you anytime you like, Mommy," I said, the idea of wearing a strap-on suddenly very stimulating. I can't explain it, but to me a strap-on on a woman is incredibly hot... a visual of my daughter wearing one before she fucked my ass popping into my head.

"And you must also eat Mommy's cunt," she added, as the Governor moved between her legs.

"Twenty-four seven, Mommy," I answered obediently. I loved this!

"Oh my, I should have trained you years ago," she moaned as she began getting fucked.

"Why didn't you?" I asked, that being a very good question.

"I thought it would make me a bad parent," she admitted.

"You're a such a very bad parent," I purred playfully.

"Oh fuck, do I love you, Jenny," Mom moaned, looking at me as she got fucked by the most prestigious woman in America.



"I love you too, Mom," I replied, really enjoying our frank conversation while she was being fucked.

"Am I getting in the way of you two?" Governor Greene asked playfully, as she continued fucking my mother.

"Never," I smiled, admiring her confidence and beauty. "But I wouldn't mind getting involved in this hot encounter. I've already promised to do anything either of you want, and that offer still stands. Anything at all."

"You want to have a threesome with your mother?" she asked.

"If I get to choose, I'd like to eat her cunt while you fuck her," I replied bluntly.

"I believe that can be arranged," she smiled as she pulled out of my mother and offered me the strap-on to suck.

I eagerly devoured it whole, sucking my mother's pussy juice off it. The nastier and more submissive the act, the more turned on I got.

I bobbed like a bitch in heat, trying to showcase my submissive nature.

"You truly are a natural submissive," the Governor approved, as she pulled out and pulled my mother up off the floor.

"I've always known that about myself, but now I'm finally getting thrown into the deep end of the pool and I'm thrilled!" I admitted, as I watched the Governor lead Mom over to a wall.

"Now come over here you happy slave you, and help me get your mother off," the Governor ordered jovially, as she raised one leg and expertly slid her strap-on into Mom's cunt.

"I'd love to," I said, hurrying to join them.

As I lowered myself in front of my mother, she smiled, "I've imagined this for a long time, sweetheart."

"Me too," I said, thinking of the many mother-daughter stories I'd written, especially Three Sisters.

"Well, get licking, my baby girl," she ordered.

"Yes, Mistress Mommy," I replied, wanting to make it clear I fully embraced my place as the bottom girl in this new hierarchy we were establishing on the fly.

"Mistress Mommy," she moaned as I extended my tongue and licked Mom's clit as the strap-on pumped in and out of her, "I love hearing that."





"I'm going to make my daughter start calling me that too," Governor Greene chipped in.

"So good," Mom moaned from the mixture of the dual pleasuring.

"So yummy," I moaned too, loving the wetness jetting out of her cunt with each thrust.

"A cunt a day keeps that doctor away," the Governor said.

"I like cunt a lot more than apples," I laughed between licks.

"Either can be very ripe," the Governor joked.

"Only one of them is always fresh," I added.

"Focus on me, you silly slut," Mom demanded, grabbing my head.

"Yes, Mistress Mommy," I obeyed, focusing on licking her cunt and loving to hear her moans increasing.

"Oh God, don't stop," Mom trembled as the double attack drove her wild.

"Come for your pet daughter, Mommy," I begged, wanting to get her off, wanting to taste her cum.

"Oh yes, yes, fuck, get ready for my flood," Mom moaned, before screaming, "Yes!"

The Governor pulled her cock out, and a massive gush of wetness splashed onto my face and lips. I attacked her flooding cunt, desperate to get as much of her sweet nectar flowing across my taste buds as I could.

"Eat it all up, Jenny," the Governor approved.

"So yummy," I repeated from earlier, this time the taste was so much better than before.

"Nothing better than a homemade snack," the Governor added, as she went and sat down.

"Agreed," I said mindlessly, as I kept licking and licking.

"Oh honey, you're such a good cunt muncher," Mom gushed, as she pulled me up and kissed me.

I kissed her back, and for a minute there were just the two of us.

"Okay you two, time to come and share a meal," the Governor invited us, spreading her legs, even though her strap-on was still in place.

"Do I get to eat the cunt of the most important woman in America?" I asked.

"I'm flattered," she smiled, "but every woman is the most important woman in America."

"Touché," I smiled as I went over to her.

"But you're indeed about to eat one of the tastiest pussies in America," Mom added from behind me as I sat down before the Governor.

I leaned forward and licked.

After so much temptation and teasing, I was finally getting an abundance of pussy to lick, and I was in heaven.

This was natural.

This was right.

This was exactly where I was meant to be.

On my knees and between a women's legs, worshipping.

This was my new religion.

"Don't get greedy," Mom said, as she gently shoved me aside a bit and sat down beside me.

"Share, you two," the Governor moaned softly.

"Sharing is caring," I quipped.

"Dinner for two," Mom added.

And we were indeed dining together. I licked and explored Mistress Daphne's pussy lips while Mom focused on the clit.

"Oh, I love double pleasure," the Governor moaned.

"Double the pleasure, double the fun," I added, vaguely recalling that being an ad for something in my past.



"Finger fuck me in both my holes and make it quadruple the fun," Governor Greene suggested wickedly.

"Yes, Mistress," I replied.

Mom added, "Daphne, fuck you're a nasty slut."

"Just like back in college," she purred.

"You two went to college together?" I asked, as I slid a finger in her pussy.

"For a year," Mom answered. "She was my sophomore pet the year I was a senior."

"No way," I gasped.

"Not many people know this, but I'm a switch," the Governor explained as I watched Mom slide a finger into her asshole. "Now finger bang me and eat me."

And we did.

Mom and I pumped our fingers in and out in unison as we both attacked her pussy with our tongues.

"Oh, yes," the Governor moaned, as her second orgasm rose quickly from this quadruple pleasure.

"Come for me, you nasty little slut," Mom ordered, her dominant nature turning me on even as it shocked me. My normally meek and mild mother excelled as a dominant lesbian.

So fucking hot.

"Oh yes, Mistress Angela," the Governor moaned, shocking me yet again. "Show your hot daughter how you can use your pet."

"Come now, come right now," Mom demanded, moving her open hand to the Governor's clit and slapping it over and over.

This sent shockwaves through the famous politician as she began quaking and coming. I eagerly lapped up her cum as I became addicted to pussy juice.

A couple minutes later Mom said, "Now it's time to get my newest pet slut off."

"Would that be me?" I joked.

"It certainly would," she laughed.

I ended up on my back with my Mom sitting on my face, so I could dine on some more of her homemade cooking. (I sure wished I'd been able to sample this delicacy decades earlier.) Meanwhile the Governor proved to me she was good at everything she did as she ate my pussy at first leisurely, before getting more aggressive once my moans began increasing.



The Governor's tongue, the kinky threesome, and my mother sitting on my face all had me lost in sexual delirium.

Then the Governor slid two fingers inside me, quickly found my g-spot and tapped on it while she sucked on my clit.

My body quaked.

My orgasm hit.

My cum flooded out like a broken dam.

And I screamed into Mom's pussy as I discovered that a g-spot orgasm reached a whole new level of euphoria.

A couple minutes later, all my energy usurped from my body, the Governor moved away from me and I weakly licked Mom's cunt.

"It was a literal pleasure to meet you, Jenny," the Governor said, as Mom rolled off my face.

I sat up and smiled, "The pleasure was definitely all mine."

"Au contraire, it was definitely mutual," the Governor smiled back, then leaned down and kissed me, oh so sweetly.

"Great seeing you again, Angela," the Governor said as she went over and kissed my mother too.

When Mom broke the kiss, she said, "Now once you become President, I'll still expect you to find some time to come and be my plaything."

"Well, if you'd deign to come to me dear Mistress, I could service you in the Oral Office," the Governor made a playful counteroffer.

"Yummy," I said.

"Indeed," the Governor said, and went to find her dress.

"Want to try something fun?" Mom asked.

"Am I a submissive cunt licker?" I asked.

"Why, yes you are," Mom smiled, as she took my hand and led me back to the padded bench.

"We've kissed each other's upper lips, and now it's time to kiss with our lower lips," Mom said, as she laid me down and then placed her own legs between mine in a scissors-like position called tribbing (another thing I had wrote about a lot and never did).

"Now grind," Mom said, as our pussies kissed.

"Yes, Mistress Mommy," I responded, as another bucket list item was checked off.



"Oh yes," I moaned as I obeyed, this a very unique teasing pleasure.

"Show me how much you want to come again," Mom moaned, as I began rubbing faster... almost feeling like a man.

"Oh yes, Mommy, this feels so good," I moaned, this time the pleasure a slow, slow build.

"This is my favourite positon," Mom said.

"It may become mine too," I responded, the experience much different than any other. A slow burning pleasure.

"My turn to take control," Mom said, as she sat up, rolled me onto my side and did indeed take control.

"Oh yes, Mommy, show me who's the boss," I moaned, as she began grinding on me. Pussy to pussy; cunt to cunt.



Yet another orgasm was rising in me when I was startled by my daughter's voice, "Hey, I want to try some of that too."

"Hi, granddaughter," Mom smiled warmly, not appearing at all surprised to find her watching us.

"Hi, Mistress Nana," Zoe greeted, as she took off her dress, answering my unasked question.

"You've had sex with my daughter?" I asked, but just for a confirmation.

"Since this summer," Mom revealed, one more surprise in a night full of them.

"Oh," I said.

"Yes, Nana's trained me to be a good pet," Zoe said, as she joined us. "But she also trained me in the art of dominance."

"I hope she did a good job, Mistress Zoe, because going forward I'm all yours," I smiled, staking my claim for the bottom rank in this new incestual hierarchy.

"Let's show your mother what you learned," Mom said.

A minute later Zoe and Nana were in a new scissoring position while I watched.

"I love this position," Zoe said.

"You look so beautiful grinding against your Nana," I said, before kissing my mother.



"Watching you two kiss is hot, too," Zoe said.

"I love kissing the ones I love the most," I said, before adding, "both their pairs of lips."

"Well then, come kiss and lick our lower lips while my sweet granddaughter and I make out," Mom said a moment later.

So for a good fifteen minutes, perhaps more, I licked my mother's and daughter's pussies while they kissed and kissed. Every time I started going faster, I was scolded by one of them with something like, "Don't get too carried way yet, Pet Jenny."

I was just there to keep them stimulated.

Not yet to get them off.



Being their pleasure plaything was exactly who I wanted to be.

Yes, I wanted to get them off.

Yes, I wanted to taste their cum.

Yes, I wanted to remain on my knees pleasuring them both.

This was my natural place.

My inherent purpose.

All those years of writing erotic fiction had led me to this moment, and I was finally living it.

"How about a three-way daisy chain?" Zoe suggested.

"That sounds delicious," Mom pun-ingly replied (yes I know that isn't a word).

And so we did.

I ate Zoe, Zoe ate Mom and Mom ate me.

A few minutes later, Mom called out, "Reverse."

And we swapped pussies.

I dined on my mother, Mom dined on her granddaughter and Zoe devoured her mother.



It was heaven.

All three of us were eventually moaning and getting close to orgasm.

Mom demanded, "Hold back until I order you to come, sluts."

"Yes, Mistress," we both responded.

We all got more aggressive in our tongue attacks and soon we were writhing and gasping on the floor in pre-orgasmic tension until Mommy demanded, "Now, sluts, come right fucking now."

And we all did.

In unison.

An orgasmic moaning trio of ecstasy.

We lay on our backs for many minutes, exhausted, satisfied.

Finally Mom said, "Welcome to the new family tradition."

I joked, "It was a fucking long time in coming. Or I guess an unfucking long time."

"Unfucking," Zoey erupted with laughter, "you're hilarious, Mom."

EPILOGUE

The girls and women on campus, students, staff and alumni, fucked all weekend.

Oral.

Vaginal.

Anal.

We staged a special Saturday night incest alumni orgy of mothers and daughters and some grandmothers, including Madam Monroe and at least eight other families. It was an eight-hour eat-and-fuck-fest.

On Monday morning Mom had gone, but I learned what my new daily breakfast would be as my daughter had her legs spread and my breakfast marinating when I walked into her room still a bit groggy, but having walked openly through the halls from my room, still wearing last night's lingerie.

She smiled, "Ready for your new daily breakfast?"

"Is it hot?" I asked.

"It's been marinating all night," she said.

"Well, not all night," I smiled, we having had a lengthy goodbye threesome with my mother until almost midnight.

"Close enough," she said, as I dropped in front of her and we began a new family tradition.



After my lengthy breakfast, Zoe gave me a special shirt from Sarah for my first day of teaching post-submission that I was expected to wear... no objections allowed.

I was slightly mortified, even though I knew that by the end of the weekend the entire school knew about my submission to Sarah and the others. This was knowledge that would be used frequently as I became the bottom pet for not only all the students in the school, but also for every teacher, secretary and janitor. And of course for Madam Monroe in the cafeteria during everyone's lunchtime. I loved it all.

I ended up eating pussy usually a dozen times a day... although I learned immediately that during class time no sexual activity or even innuendoes were allowed.

Class time was about academics.

The rest of the time could be about extra-curricular.

So I sat on my desk, no shoes, legs crossed and waited for my students to arrive and the beginning of my new life.



THE END





AFTERWORD:

This story had lots of plot changes as I wrote and rewrote it, including an entire picture plot change.

So if you're curious, below are some deleted scenarios, unused photos and alternate photos.

I hope you enjoy peeking inside my twisted head.

DELETED SCENARIO

Originally the climactic submission was going to be during Halloween where all the teachers were to dress in the school uniform and all the students dressed as nuns (I don't know why I choose this other than it was fucking hot to me... I do want to do a nun story one day, I just need the right plot).

This was supposed to be Ms. Walker's first triple penetration, when the story originally wasn't going to have any incest, but instead was a story of Ms. Walker submitting to all her students while only her daughter was unaware.

Here are three pictures from the deleted plot:







There was also this photo for Halloween where Ms. Walker finally gets to eat Sarah for the first time, but before I'd decided that teachers should wear schoolgirl outfits.



Deleted Scene/Photo:

Foot Worship

I liked the pan out shot, but no matter how many times I tried, I couldn't get it to render properly... and I didn't want to show Sarah's tits yet. Alas, it had to go.



Knee Fuck

I love the idea of Ms. Walker fucking herself on Sarah's nylon-clad knee. I even wrote it in at one point, yet driving her nuts with unrequited anticipation somehow made more sense. I'll use this shot in some future story for sure.



Hallway Finger Bang

Originally I had Ms. Walker pulled out one more time before she ends up finally tasting Sarah's delicious cunt, but it just seemed too much. So this is the one that got deleted. Too bad: it took quite a while to get a photo I liked.



Oral before Grind

Originally I had Ms. Walker dine on her mother's cunt for a while before the grinding scene, but again it seemed too many different sex positions in different locations.

Alas, this scene went bye bye.

That said, I had two versions, one where Mom loses the skirt and one where the skirt is still on. I hadn't decided which to use, but in the end I didn't have to.

PS: It also has the wrong hair for Mom.

Here are both versions.





Homecoming: Amber Instead

I played with a lot of different plot twists and one was Ms. Walker submitting to Amber first (although I think you'd agree that didn't make much sense in the end). Here's one of Ms. Walker dining on Amber's teen cunt, and a second of Ms. Walker getting fingered in both holes.





Homecoming: A Teacher Instead

I kind of liked the idea of Zoe walking in on her mother in the act, but ended up deciding to go a different way. This is one of Zoe walking in on her mother in a 69 with Zoe's favourite (unnamed) teacher.



Homecoming: Mistresses Eat Cunt Too

I loved this photo and it was the one I regretted deleting the most. Both Sarah and Amber eating cunt is kind of hot... and if I told a longer story I'd show Amber eating pussy too, and perhaps even Sarah. Yet at this moment, it had to be about a clear hierarchy, and thus neither teen Mistress could be portrayed eating a submissive slut's pussy.



Homecoming: Foot Fucking

You know I love nylon-clad feet. I tried this scene three times in the story, and I ended up not using any of them. This one with Governor Greene foot fucking both older women was pretty hot, but it just didn't fit into the naughty sex scene I wrote.



Homecoming: Incest Threesome

Two deleted photos here as I wanted to make this scene a little more intimate than a dominant Mistress and sub scene, while still portraying a clear hierarchy.



The first picture was the original first picture when Zoe discovers her mother and Nana having sex. I liked the close up and the showcase on Nana's tits.

The second is just a different intimate kissing pose with Ms. Walker fingering her from behind, but it seemed a little bland sexually. Again... the wrong hair for Mom.





Lastly, a few Alternate Photos:

SARAH'S FEET

You know my foot fetish. I loved this photo. Yet there was no way this would work where I needed it, as I still needed to keep her face a secret. But this one really will excite my fellow foot fetish peeps.



BUKKAKE

I love facials in both photos and real life.

I chose a different one to put into the story, but this one was pretty yummy too (both the photo and the cum).



Tribbing

I tried almost every tribbing scene in the program. I used a few, but here's one I didn't... partly due to rendering. I do love Mom's look of lust and once again it is the wrong hair.



THE REAL END
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