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Awakening: 7 Slutty Blackmail Tasks

Summary: MILF's sexual awakening by being forced to do 7 slutty tasks.

Note 1: This is an April Fool's Day 2018 Contest Story so please vote.

Note 2: Thanks to DARKBREEZLY for collaborating with me and creating all the illustrations that bring this story to life.

Note 3: Thanks to: Tex Beethoven, thor_p, Robert, and Wayne for editing.

Note 4: A warning: the 'n' word is used a few times in this story; however it's never used to put anyone down, but only for the glory of worship.

An Awakening: 7 Slutty Blackmail Tasks

Being a teacher means being a pillar of the community twenty-four-seven, 365 days a year.

You are judged at school against the strictures of a Puritanical moral code, but that same moral code must also be adhered to in all public settings.

This joyless approach to public life usually isn't a big deal since I live a rather boring life.

I mean, I haven't had sex in three years, at least not with a real person. Thankfully, with the advancement of sex toys (my rabbit vibe and my personal massager being very effective) I didn't really need to endure the complications of an intimate relationship in public or in private.

My husband left me for his younger secretary just over three years ago (he wasn't a teacher or a minister so he could do whatever he wished without becoming unemployed) and I kept myself busy with teaching, writing a novel that I was now close to finishing, and my kids.

I have twin 18-year-old children, a boy and a girl, who are rather polar opposites and definitely not identical in any possible way.

Donald is very academic with a dozen scholarships to choose between from all the best Ivy League schools, although he hasn't chosen yet. He is a bit nerdy looking, awkward and socially inept, but a sweetheart with a heart of gold.

Charlotte only cares about gold... and her phone... and boys. She is a cheerleader, very outgoing and popular and gets tons of attention from the boys with her red hair, green eyes and large lively breasts. Every month when she gets her period I give a huge sigh of relief, truth be told.

In spite of the strictures on my public life I often spend my evenings watching porn (my favorite video is one of Britney Amber as a teacher masturbating in her class and getting caught and being used by four students... the idea of just being taken, used, dp'd is something so exhilarating and so polar opposite of the prim and proper persona I wear in the classroom) and reading Literotica to get myself off... as I find an orgasm (or two) helps me fall asleep faster. I was thus engaged one Saturday evening in the spring when my life came crashing down in a heartbeat.

My phone buzzed and I saw a text from an unknown number. Since students occasionally text me questions, although today was not only Saturday but also the beginning of a week-long spring break, I stopped rubbing myself, my orgasm just beginning to build as Britney on the screen had a cock in all three holes... something I had never done, never even had two cocks at once... and checked the message.

I gasped.

It was a picture of me sucking my ex-husband's cock!



Shortly after someone's wedding like six years ago.

The accompanying message said: Ms. Ambrose, I never knew this side of you existed.

I couldn't believe it! How could someone have this picture? I remember Barry convincing me to suck his cock in a secluded office adjoining a wedding hall. He often made me suck him in risky places as he got off on it and knew I would do it just because he asked. I am by nature rather sexually submissive and like to be told what to do when behind closed doors... or sometimes even in public, usually when I am tipsy and even more easily persuaded to be naughty. I had sucked my husband's cock in the back of a taxi, in a tent we were sharing with another couple while they were asleep, in an airplane on a trip to London (not in the bathroom where it would be relatively safe, but just under one of those tiny blankets in coach), and in the kitchen when my parents were visiting and watching TV in the adjacent living room. The craziest time was in my hospital bed just hours after giving birth to the twins. He even came on my face that time and made me keep it on my face, although he generously let me rub his cum all over my face so it wasn't so obvious. He had also fucked me at a funeral, inside a phone booth (no matter what Superman may think, those windows don't conceal much), at a beach with others in view and at an amusement park. He'd even had me give him a hand job, and a few quick sly sucks, at our wedding reception while we were being fêted at the head table with over 200 people in attendance. The crazy thing was I always said no at first, but still ended up giving in and obeying him and always got turned on doing it.

Now I want to stress I'm not a slut. Since college I have only ever had sex with my ex. I have to admit that I did go rather crazy in my freshman year of college and fucked maybe twenty guys that year, half of them one wild night at a frat party (all right, I really was a little slut for a while), but then I knuckled down and concentrated on my studies except for a brief lesbian encounter where I licked a girl while drunk at a party. I liked that, but was petrified to be outed as a lesbian and thus never considered doing it again. Once I fell under Barry's thrall I was constantly terrified of getting caught when he wanted to have sex in risky places, but those always ended up being the most pleasurable sexual encounters. The fear factor added such an edge that I just came and came! (And Barry had to stuff my panties in my mouth to stifle my boisterous excitement.) So once I was married I wasn't a slut except when ordered to be one by my husband. That doesn't count, does it?

Then during the past three years after he left I got into reading erotica and watching lesbian porn. I had a few go-to scenes when I was in a lesbian mood including: the always hot Kendra James seducing her daughter-in-law played by Veronica Vain in Almost Caught, the seduction of a son's girlfriend when he was there with Nina Elle and Cleo Vixen called Tasting Cleo, or my all-time favourite where MILF Lolo Punzel seduces her best friend's daughter played by Dylan Daniels while chatting with the mother. I realize in retrospect the idea of getting caught was also a major turn-on in the porn I watched.

As I pondered my slut-hood, or hopefully lack of it, a second text arrived.

I nervously clicked on it and found myself gasping at another picture of myself, this time with a full load on my face.



I recalled Barry making me rub it all over my face like a facial cream before returning to the wedding reception where a friend commented on how shiny my face was. I was mortified, yet that night back in the hotel room I let Barry fuck me hard to multiple orgasms.

This pic was followed by the words: Although I do like your choice of facial cream.

Who the fuck was doing this? My ex? He was the only one who had these pictures, which he'd promised he had deleted the next morning when I was sober.

I called him (he still lived nearby, wanting to spend time with our children, which I parsimoniously allowed) and asked, "You deleted those pictures from the wedding, right?"

"Of course," he answered, after a brief hesitation.

'You're one hundred percent sure?" I asked, and since I was staring at one of them I knew he was lying.

"Okay, okay," he admitted. "I transferred them to my laptop before you made me delete them."

"When?" I asked.

"After you passed out that night," he replied.

"And where is that laptop?" I asked, already thinking the worst.

"Oh God!" he said.

"What?"

"It was stolen a couple of weeks ago," he said.

"What?" I repeated, even though I'd heard him.

"The house was broken into and a few things were taken," he explained, "including my old laptop."

"And the pictures were still on it?" I asked, even though it was obvious they were.

"Shit, maybe," he said, before adding, "I hadn't used that laptop in a couple of years."

"Fuck, you idiot!" I snarled, and hung up.

I looked at the pictures again.

They didn't implicate him at all... sure his cock was in view and I could recognize it, but that was it.

Fuck!

Another text.

No picture this time, but just as scary.

Ms. Ambrose I'm going to help you re-live that inner slut.

I stared at the words.

Relive? Did this person know me?

I finally responded back: Who are you?

The response back replied: Your one-week Puppet Master.

What on earth did that mean?

I responded: ?

His response realised my biggest fear: If you want these pictures to stay secret and not go to the school board and online you will perform seven tasks I will assign to you.

Oh my God!

I pleaded a response: Please, do you want money?

He responded: I don't want money. I'm doing this for your benefit.

I scoffed.

I responded: For me?

He responded: Yes and that will become clear as the week progresses. Check your phone tomorrow morning. Task one will be sent sometime before noon.



I responded: And if I say no?

He responded: Well, we already know what Superintendent Walsh thinks of breaking the moral code. Any claims you made about not posing for these pictures or the cock in question belonging to your husband would fall on deaf ears. Correct?

My eyes went wide. Superintendent Walsh had let three teachers go for minor things: online twitter comments that were borderline sexist, a teacher who had a nude scene in a movie from ten years earlier (it was actually a real studio movie) and a sexting conversation that an ex-boyfriend released online to humiliate the third teacher.

Fuck!

How did the blackmailer even know this?

I asked: How do you even know this?

He responded: I did my research. Good night.

I responded back: Please, let's work something out.



Unfortunately he ignored three more pleading texts and when I phoned the number it went to dead air.

Fuck!

Fuck!

Fuck!

Not surprisingly, I didn't sleep much that night... petrified by whatever he (I assumed it was a he) had planned for me.





SUNDAY: TASK 1

I was stressed all morning, so much so both my son and daughter asked if something was up, yet I just told them I hadn't slept well last night.

I sure couldn't tell them I was being blackmailed by some stranger over sex pictures I took with their dumbass father years ago while we were drunk.

I went to church, like I do every Sunday, although for the first time I checked my phone during the service. Each time my phone buzzed, a nervous chill coursed through me. Four times I received texts, four times they were from friends and not from him.

Each time I sighed a big sigh of relief.

It was five minutes to twelve, the service was over and I was chatting with a couple of ladies. One of them was Fahara, the minister's wife, who was unfortunately somewhat of a bitch, and tended to be judgemental of other people's shortcomings. I was just beginning to think maybe this was all a bad joke when the text came. Recognizing the number, I went to my car to read it.

He texted: Ready for task 1?

I responded honestly: No!

He responded: The question was rhetorical. You are to buy a dildo or take one from your collection (if you have one, I sense you do) and take selfies of yourself with it in your pussy in two public places.

My eyes went wide. He couldn't be serious.

I responded: Please, don't make me do this.

He responded: I am doing this for you.

I already hated this person, but his pretentious he was doing it for me crap pissed me off even more.

I responded, fuming: Don't play the Good Samaritan bullshit. This isn't for me.

He responded: You'll see it is, all in good time. Send me the pics after each task is completed. And have fun.

I responded: And if I don't?

He responded: Your school board finds out and some MILF website gets an exclusive collection of photos starring mine truly. I didn't send you all of them.

I responded: This is blackmail.

He responded: Yes, it is. Now stop delaying and do as you're told.

I snapped: Fuck you!

He responded: Perhaps in time. But at least for now this is about you, not me.

His cryptic responses were so frustrating.

I didn't respond, because it seemed futile.

Instead, I cried.

Ironically, many of my fantasies have included being blackmailed into having sex. In my fantasies it was a turn-on just to let go and be forced into doing things no one would contemplate me doing. I have a few favorite videos about blackmail, such as Phoenix Marie being a journalist who is outed at home as being a pretentious bitch, who ends up taking it up the ass (something I had often been curious about, but never tried) and is used like a cheap slut. I also enjoyed 'Blackmail Our Asses', where two college girls get caught snooping in the Dean's office and end up giving up their assholes (Jillian Janson and Lyra Law both make taking it in the ass look exhilarating). Lastly, as twisted and taboo as it was, incest blackmail was also hot... which I always felt guilty about after I came, but 'Blackmailed Anal Creampie' where a mother is blackmailed by her son always got me wet. I mean I didn't really fantasize about my own children, but the taboo of someone else's incest often got me off.

When I read Literotica I read mostly: gangbang stories, incest stories, the odd lesbian story and in a perfect world when I was lucky enough to find one, a blackmail, incest gangbang story.

I was learning quickly that fantasy and reality were indeed not the same thing. I wiped my tears away and decided it would be easiest to go to an adult shop and pick up a dildo since I didn't have one. I had vibrators and my magic wand, but no dildo, plus I didn't want to go home and have to lie to my kids about why I was coming home just to be going back out.

I went to an adult shop on the other side of the city, where there was virtually no chance to bump into someone I knew. I spent a good half hour at the shop buying not only a pink dildo, but since I was there I ended up also buying a suction cock vibrator that I could use to fuck myself (I really missed bouncing back on a cock, preferably a real one) in my bedroom or in the shower.

I purchased the two toys and then decided to get the first public place shot done right here, right now. It would be relatively safe as I would use a dressing room which had a curtain so I could be heard, but likely not seen. The shop was also relatively empty, which eased my insecurities.

I grabbed some lingerie and asked, while acting dumb, "Shoot, I forgot I needed lingerie too."

The pretty cashier smiled, as if knowing I was going back there to fuck myself, as she nodded, "Use room 3."

"Okay, thanks." I nodded, feeling naughty as I went to the room to obey some stranger who was blackmailing me.

I walked into the room, closed the curtain and began to pull down my pantyhose and panties to my ankles to allow the photo to be taken.

As I was doing this, I got another text. I considered ignoring it, but I hoped maybe he was going to surprise me by saying that this was all just some sick joke.

Instead, he ordered: For all pictures today you may not wear panties or bra.

I sighed, but replied, with one word that I hoped he would understand meant I was pissed: FINE!

I took off my bra, pulled off my pantyhose and my panties, before putting my pantyhose back on, feeling too naked without them to at least cover my almost total nudity, especially with the dress I'd chosen to wear today being a little shorter than normal.

I then concluded it would be easier to get this done if I didn't have to pull down my pantyhose each time, so I grabbed the crotch and tugged. It didn't tear at first, but after a little extra muscle it ripped smoothly, giving me quick and easy access to my pussy.

I sat on a stool, spread my legs, took the dildo out of its packaging and rubbed it up and down my pussy, which was not lubricated enough to allow anything inside, especially a thick dildo. I had bought a thick dildo thinking it would be fun to use at home and really stretch my pussy, but I hadn't considered the reality I wasn't even remotely horny at the moment.

So I pulled up one of the videos that really got me excited called 'Five to One' starring the nasty but hot Veronica Avluv as a reporter fucking five soccer players after a game and taking all five loads on her face.

I'm not going to lie, few would believe that not only do I love sucking cock, but I also love swallowing cum and I get turned on getting a load all over my face. I love the submissiveness of it; I love the feeling of warm cum rocketing out of a cock and splattering on my face; I love the knowledge that no one would ever see me as a woman who would eagerly suck a cock and swallow the load like a porn star or take a load all over my face. Although I had a lot of unresolved fantasies, bukkake was one of my biggest.

I scrolled the vid to near the end as I rubbed the dildo up and down my pussy lips until I was wet enough and slipped it inside me.

As soon as I did, I began fucking myself slowly before realizing he hadn't said I had to come. Very well, I wasn't going to come for him.

No, fuck him.

So I turned my phone to camera mode and took a selfie that I hoped made it pretty fucking clear how much I didn't enjoy this.



As soon as the shot was taken. I pulled the dildo out of me, and put it back in the bag along with my panties and bra.

I then tried on the lingerie; I figured I should buy something to make it look less obvious I had just fucked myself in a change room. The lingerie fit well, a simple black nightie reserved for the day I finally found a man I wanted to impress. I returned to the till and purchased the nightie even as I could feel her eyes boring into me, her sly smile telling me she knew exactly what I had been doing in there. Plus, as she looked at my blouse she seemed also to notice I was no longer wearing a bra.

She didn't say a word about it, but humiliation burned through me.

Once in my car, I reluctantly sent the picture with the text: Done!

I wasn't sure where I was going to do one more picture as I checked my email. I was responding to a student asking a question about an essay due after break when he responded: That picture didn't seem too public. Photo #2 must have other people in it. Also, don't look so miserable. Fucking yourself is supposed to be pleasurable.



Fucking asshole.

Yet, he had all the cards, so I responded again with the one word answer: FINE!

I started driving wherever, having no idea where I could do a quick dildo fucking, to take a picture with others around and still not be seen. As I pondered this, I drove by a park.

Hmmmmmmm....

There would be people.

There would be trees and bushes.

I pulled over, parked, put my dildo in my purse and went for a walk in the park.

As I walked, I saw a few kids and was reconsidering attempting it here, but then I saw a perfect spot. It had a small entrance and then contained a totally covered area of bushes I could hide behind, but people could be seen in the background while all they could see of me would be the back of my head.

I found a spot, sat down and waited a couple of minutes to see if anyone could see me.

Confident I could do this quickly and still fulfill the ridiculous expectations of my blackmailer, I knelt, spread my legs enough to get the dildo inside me, put my phone on the ground to film myself, and looked around one last time before I fulfilled the second photo task.

As I slid the dildo inside me, I was still wet from the first time. To my surprise, I looked behind me and saw a couple nearby, talking. Perfect! Oddly, as I began pumping the dildo in and out of me, I felt a rush of excitement at the naughty exhibitionistic act. The thrill of getting caught stimulated me, just like those risky times with my ex had done.



I pumped the dildo in and out of me as the couple began walking closer to me, and surprisingly my orgasm was building.

I then heard some children's voices approaching so I quickly pulled the dildo out of me, putting it in my purse just seconds before two kids snuck into the secluded area.

I grabbed my phone, stood up, my face flushed as I scurried out of the area, out of the park and to my car.

I sent the second photo and texted: Fucking task done.

He didn't respond at first, as I started driving, my pussy on fire. I noticed an alleyway and before I even knew it I was pulling into it. It was narrow and empty and I decided to finish the task... this time not for my blackmailer, but just for me.

I pulled out my phone, continued watching the Avluv video, as she sucked one cock while taking another in her pussy, and I began fucking myself with the dildo.

Have you ever tried to fuck yourself with a dildo in a car?

It became incredibly frustrating as I couldn't spread my legs wide enough to really pump the dildo in and out.

So I couldn't get myself off and still look normal if someone perchance walked by.

Frustrated, I had two choices. Give up and head home or get creative.



I'm not a quitter and I was really fucking horny, so I looked around, repositioned my mirror so I could see anyone coming from behind, lifted my feet up to the dash to get easier access to my pussy and resumed fucking myself.

I furiously pumped my pussy as I looked in front of me and in the mirror, my orgasm building as I also watched the hot sex scene.

Yet, I couldn't come. The distraction of looking before and behind me was holding me back.

So one more check behind me and in front of me, confident I was alone, I closed my eyes and furiously fucked myself while groping my tits.



Just allowing the pleasure to overtake me, it took under a minute for my orgasm to erupt through me as I screamed, "Fuck!"

I allowed the pleasure to cascade through me, and due to my vulnerability to a possible voyeur, this orgasm was more intense than my past hundred.

Once my orgasm began to fade, I quickly opened my eyes to make sure I was still alone.

Thank God, I was. No voyeur.

Suddenly mortified by my reckless activity, I pulled the wet dildo out of my cunt, a gush of cum flooding out of me, and moved my feet back down.

"Fuck," I sighed to myself. "What the hell came over me?"

I tossed the dildo onto the seat beside me, put my seat belt back on and drove home, cursing my weakness and cursing my blackmailer.

Once home, I received a text back: Good girl, Task #1 is done.

I didn't bother responding to the text, still frustrated by my own weakness and still angry at this stranger.

As I was getting ready for bed, I received another text: Tomorrow you get to taste something sweet.

I replied back, showing my annoyance: What the fuck does that mean?

He replied: You'll see tomorrow. PS: You looked hot fucking yourself in the car!

My eyes went wide.

He knew.

He saw.

One more text: I knew you would enjoy the exhibitionistic task.

I had nothing to say.

He then shocked me with a photo that showed he'd been incredibly close to me. He texted: Looks like Task #1 got you in a frisky mood.



Fuck, there had been a voyeur! Him! How had he gotten so close without my knowing?

How had he known where I was?

The picture was not obviously me. But the look of the car mixed with someone who looked and was dressed just like me made it pretty obvious it was me. Now he even had more evidence on me.

Fuck!

I finally responded: You're stalking me?

He responded: Just making sure you're being a good bad girl.

I snapped: Fuck you!

He responded again: Good night. Feel free to use that new suction cup toy to fuck yourself.

He knew that too!!! Had he been in the store?

I fumed all night and definitely didn't use my new toy as I tried to think of a way out of this. I wasn't sure I could handle six more days... especially if my own horniness made me even more vulnerable.

Anyone could have caught me fucking myself at the park. Or in my car.

I had to be more careful. I had to stay in control.

I took a sleeping pill to fall asleep, needing a good rest.

MONDAY: TASK 2



In the morning I woke up still feeling groggy from the sleeping pill, and in my fog I hoped that yesterday had just been a bad dream. Perhaps it had been! But my brief reprieve of denial came crashing down and my head cleared from a shot of adrenaline as I found a new text from my blackmailer: Today you must eat a woman to completion.

I stared at the task.

Like having sex while people watched, being with a woman was another of my fantasies. Although not one I'd ever shared with anyone, not even my husband.

I'd never thought much about lesbian sex in high school or college or throughout my marriage, but once I was single and alone, erotica and porn drew me into a fantasy world of lesbian submissiveness.

I blame silkstockingslover, an erotica writer, and Rebecca, an adult porn illustrator who introduced me to a kinky world of housewife submission to other women and teens. A few silkstockingslover/Rebecca collaborations included the wickedly vivid 1950's' series, the kinky MILF sex competition 'Summer of Slut: MILF Challenge' and the incest-driven '"Moms & Daughters": A Family Affair'.

This led me to buying a month's membership to Rebecca's website and becoming consumed by the story of Cathy, a housewife who is turned into a submissive plaything by neighboring women in the lengthy book series 'Housewives at Play'. Rebecca's 'Teens at Play' and 'Moms at Play' series were also amazing and I spent hours reading and downloading the thousands of images for later perusing. Yet, it was the Cathy series that consumed me. I imagined myself being that submissive housewife, and I even imagined my daughter being drawn into the kinky web of lesbian submission like Cathy's daughter Melissa was in the 4th chapter.

Of course once I came, I cursed myself for my inappropriate thoughts of my daughter.

I would never actually do anything incestuous, but the kinky taboo of it was indeed a turn on.

This, of course, led me to watching lots of lesbian porn from the naughty sneaky sex style of 'Friendly Fuck' where a teen is seduced right in the kitchen by her mom's best friend while her oblivious mother chats with another friend, starring Dylan Daniels, Lolo Punzel and Parker Swayze, to the wicked seduction of a mother who turns her son's wife in 'Almost Caught Again' starring the amazing Kendra James and Veronica Vain, to the accidental mind control as the always innocent-looking Mindi Mink entrances her bitchy step-daughter played by Samantha Hayes, into being nicer to her, way nicer to her, in 'Subliminal Parenting'. Although my new favourite was a story staring Charlotte Stokely, Scarlett Sage and Alex More in a teacher-student fantasy where Scarlett and Alex seduce their hot teacher played by Charlotte in 'Sucking Up in Class'. I would be lying if I said the idea of being seduced by a student wasn't one of my biggest fantasies: cheerleaders, a cute nerd, any of my daughter's friends... hidden behind my drab teacher persona was a horny little wannabe slut.

That all said, it's one thing to fantasize about licking a pussy, it is completely another to do it. As I read the task, I wondered how I would even attempt it.



I mean the task did not freak me out like the first one... this one turned me on a bit, but how does one go about looking for a girl who will let you lick her pussy?

I texted back, not giving any hint to the fact this task was kind of exciting: I wouldn't even know where to find a girl to eat.

I wondered if there was such a thing as a reverse glory hole... a place where girls could lick a pussy. I didn't imagine so, but that would be kind of hot.

He responded instantly: Craigslist.

I knew what Craigslist was, but had never checked it out.

I went online, went to Craigslist, found Casual Encounters and chose Girl Searching for Girls.

There were more choices than I expected, although most were one sentence things. I decided to create my own ad.

Straight woman looking to lick pussy for first time since college.



Hi,

I'm having a mid-life crisis. After being straight my entire married life, my husband's betrayal awoke a curiosity inside me.



I've never done this other than once in college, but am eager to lick a pussy again. I will add I am rather submissive and willing to do exactly as instructed.



Hoping I can come to you as I have children at home and they don't need to know I am exploring my sexuality.



I won't send any pictures as discretion is important but I am in my early forties, a brunette, with small but perky breasts.



Hoping to hear from you... really want to do this ASAP!!!

I questioned what I had written, wondering whether my desperation to do this in a hurry was too apparent, decided it was, but then thought, Fuck it! I AM desperate, and I'm also anonymous. I pressed Send and waited.

It took over half an hour for the ad to go live (I checked every couple of minutes), which was enough time to watch a full lesbian sex scene staring the wicked redhead Penny Pax, Karlee Grey & Sinn Sage, in a hot office threesome called 'Lady Boss Caught At The Office'.

So my pussy was already on fire when the emails started arriving (by the way I already had a secret email account I created mostly to respond to authors on Literotica, so I used that for my craigslist ad).

I got a few responses from guys, usually with dick pictures, who were either illiterate or were trying to convince me that if I tried them once I would never want a woman.

The first female response was simply: Can you host? I ignored that one since I'd made it clear in my ad that I couldn't.

The second female response was: I can't host either, but there are a couple safe places I know where we could hook up.

This one was from a woman called Lez694U and was intriguing enough to respond to.

Hi,

Where would these safe places be?

Can you tell me a bit about yourself?

Age, looks, etc.

As I waited for a response, I got another text from my blackmailer: By the way, no more pantyhose. Ever. Sexy sluts wear thigh high stockings or a garter-belt and stockings.

Finally, an order I could follow without much effort. I had a few pairs of thigh high stockings and I even had a white garter-belt and matching stockings from my wedding (although I hadn't worn either since).

I responded sarcastically: Yes, Master.

As soon as I sent it, I realized my tone wasn't likely going to be read from just two words and I was right. He responded: Master, I like that. Although how do you know I'm not a Mistress?

LEZ694U responded so I ignored his text, although I was suddenly curious if there was any possible way it was a female blackmailing me, although that seemed highly unlikely.

I clicked on the email:

Hi,

I'm 23, of Japanese descent, and a college student. At the college there are a few secluded places, the best being the 4th floor library washroom.



I hope I can taste you too.

As I read this, the idea of being licked too turned me on, as did the idea of a Japanese young woman... although from stereotypes they were submissive like I was and I was looking for someone who was a bit more dominant.

I didn't respond right away, instead responding to the blackmailer, trying to rattle his or her feathers: No female would blackmail another female like this.

The blackmailer responded: If you say so. Good luck with your cunt hunt.

I responded back: No female uses the 'c' word either.

In truth I actually loved the 'c' word in the heat of the moment, often spewing it out while my ex used to fuck me. "Pound my cunt," "Cum deep inside my cunt," and "Oh yes, fuck me, fill my cunt with your big dick," were all things that escaped my lips in the heat of the moment... and that I felt guilty for afterwards.

I hated that when I was horny as hell I became a different person... submissive... verbally nasty... a slut, per se.

Although fucking only one man since your freshman year doesn't make you a slut, I know.

He responded again: If you say so.

Another ad response popped into my email but it was a one-word answer and I ignored it. Somehow I felt if I was going to do this, I wanted someone genuine and willing to put a bit of effort into it. Like a few sentences.

I was about to respond to the Japanese girl when I got two more responses. The first from a guy again, the second from a woman and as I was about to learn, a black woman.

My dear,

You intrigue me. If you are still looking, I am hosting for the next couple of hours.

I am a BBW and a pillow princess.

If you come, you will come in, get undressed and crawl to me.

If you come, you will suck on my massive titties.

If you come, you will beg to eat my pussy.

If you come, you will eat my pussy until I cum all over your face.

If you come, you will then leave.



Be warned though, I have a pussy that will have you wanting to come back again and again.



I expect an answer ASAP as I have other white pets I can beckon to come and serve me.

Big Rosie



Her confidence intrigued me.

I quickly googled BBW and Pillow Princess to learn that BBW stood for Big Black Woman and Pillow Princess was a term for a woman who enjoyed being orally pleasured but didn't return the favour.

Although the Japanese girl had offered to pleasure me back, Big Rosie had me captivated by her words. I wanted a woman in charge. I wanted a woman who knew what she wanted. I wanted a women who could host. Plus, my biggest lesbian fantasy had always been submitting to a black woman. The racial undertones were a turn on, and I found this black woman's confident demeanour enormously attractive.

The Zebra Girls porn scenes often had me moaning like a bitch in submissive heat as a white woman was dominated by a black woman or two. I also loved a scene starring Madison as a white masseuse who ends up being used by two black dating girls Kaylana and Marie in 'Major Trust Issues'. Although truth be told, it was hard to find good interracial porn where a black woman dominated a white woman. Thus when in an interracial mood when I wanted to picture myself submitting, I often ended up reading erotica.

So I responded back:

Ms. Big Rosie,



I would love to come over ASAP and serve you. I have never done anything like this before but your requirements both intrigue and excite me.



If you are still willing to give this submissive girl a chance to serve you, I will come to you as soon as you respond with an address.



Submissively yours,

Lauren

I pressed Send before I realized I'd used my real first name.

I freaked out a bit, but then realized it likely wasn't that big a deal as she would automatically assume the name was fake.

She responded a minute later:

My pet,

Be at my house at exactly two o'clock.

Don't be late.



My address is 312 Elmwood Drive. Knock three times before entering, remove your shoes and your dress, drop to your knees and crawl down a hallway and into the second room on your left.



Once in my room, crawl to the edge of the bed and await further instructions.



If you accept these conditions email a final confirmation and then I'll see you at 2.

Big Rosie



I'd be lying if I said a gush of wetness didn't leak out of my pussy.

I replied mere seconds after reading the email:

Ms. Big Rosie

I accept all your expectations and will be there promptly at two.

Thank you!!

Sub Lauren

Once it was sent, I went to my bedroom to decide what to wear.

I knew I had to wear thigh highs, but as I scrolled back through the texts I noticed the instructions were not to wear a bra yesterday, but nowhere did that imply it was expected thereafter.

So, I mixed it up.

I wore a sexy bra as I always felt uncomfortable walking around braless, but I chose to go without any panties... something I occasionally did at school when in a naughty mood. The idea that I was teaching students who were oblivious that I was in thigh highs or sans underwear was always kind of exciting.

Yes, I do have a pathetic life.

I slipped on a simple sundress that I could get out of in a couple of seconds and put back on just as quickly and then waited for the time to pass.



It was only 12:40.

I googled Elmwood Drive and realized it was a good thirty-minute drive and in the sketchier part of town. This should have worried me, but it didn't... my excitement of making a fantasy come true was in control of me and I even forgot briefly I was performing a blackmailer's task.

So I left at 1, arrived at 1:40 and then drove around for fifteen minutes before parking at 1:55. I parked a few houses down, before getting out at 1:58 and walking to the house. It was small and old, but quaint.

You may wonder if I had second thoughts at all.

No. I truly wanted to do this. I did wonder if I was being followed by my blackmailer and looked behind me a couple of times as I walked to the house... yet I saw no cars that hadn't been here before I arrived, or any people at all.

At the door, I took a deep breath, knocked three times and entered... a rush of excitement coursing through me, which triggered a slight gush out of my pussy.

Once inside I slipped out of my heels, took off my dress, but decided to keep on the sexy bra and thigh highs.

I then got on all fours, feeling awkward and yet excited, and crawled down a hallway, past a bathroom on the left and another bedroom on the right before reaching my destination.

I crawled to the bed where I could see a large naked black woman lying on it talking on the phone.

"I'll call you back in a bit Krystal, my 2' o'clock pussy virgin is here," she said.

I could feel my face flush with shame at the description.

She continued, "I'll ask her. What do you do for a living?"

I could have lied, but my instinct was to tell the truth, so I answered, "I'm a teacher."

She chuckled boisterously, "Did you hear her answer? She's a teacher."

After a moment, she asked, "What grades?"

"Senior," I answered sheepishly.

"Subject?"

"English," I admitted, now having given her my real first name, my profession and my area of expertise.

"I got to go and train this cute white bitch," Rosie said to the other woman before adding, "Yeah, bye."

I remained stoically on all fours at the edge of the bed, both mortified by her words and yet excessively excited, which mortified me even more.

As usual, once horny, my lust took over.

She sat up, placed her feet on the floor and smiled down at me. "You're cute as a button."

"Thank you, Big Rosie," I replied, appreciating the compliment. As a woman, the older you get the fewer compliments you receive... especially because there is always someone younger and prettier to follow you... as I learned when my husband left me.

"Married?"

"Divorced."

"Kids?"

"Two, twins."

"Age?"

"Eighteen."

Again I kept telling her the truth... pretty soon she would have my Social Security Number and my bank account balances.

"Interesting," she said, as she moved directly in front of me and asked, "Ready?"

"Yes, Miss," I answered, excitement coursing through every pore of my being, so much so that I was shaking slightly.

"Suck on my tits, my eager pet," she offered, as I stared at her huge tits, which were literally bigger than my head.

I was like a fat kid in a candy store as I stood up, opened my mouth and took her right breast in my mouth while I used my hands to cup both her massive tits.

They were so big.

They were so heavy, I wondered how she could possibly walk with them all day.



I swirled my tongue around her huge hard nipple.

I sucked it between my lips.

I splattered her tit with butterfly kisses.

I then moved to her other breast and replicated the dedicated attention as Big Rosie moaned softly.

I could have sucked on these tits forever, but she said, "Hungry?"

"Very," I nodded, looking up at her, still cupping both her breasts, holding onto them until I was no longer allowed.

She lay back down on the bed, spread her legs and ordered, "Come and get it, my pet."

"Yes, Miss," I nodded, eagerly climbing onto the bed and between her legs, staring at her hairy pussy and smelling just the lingering of a mysterious scent.

As I went to lick her, she stopped me, "Tell me what you want, my pet."

"To lick you," I answered, my mouth watering, her scent drawing me in.

"You can do better than that, English teacher," she said, rubbing her pussy slowly right in front of me.

"I want to lick your cunt and become your white submissive slut," I declared, like I often did in my fantasies, becoming a character in so many of the lesbian stories that had turned me on the past couple of years.

"You like my black cunt?" she asked, spreading her lips so I could see the pure pink... showcased so beautifully against her dark skin.

"I love it," I admitted, before adding, "I've never wanted to taste something so badly."

"Go ahead my pet, begin your journey as a submissive lesbian," she offered.

Offer given, I moved forward, extended my tongue and licked.

Her taste was like fireworks on my tongue. I knew I was tasting heaven.

Her scent was extremely strong when my nose became buried in her big bush, but all my attention quickly returned to the taste, which was exquisite.

I really wanted to get my tongue between her lips, so I moved my hands under her thighs and began probing her cunt.



"Oh yes, my white slut, eat my black cunt," Big Rosie ordered with a moan. "Get that tongue deep in my twat."

I did as I was told, using my tongue like a swirling mini-cock as I explored her pussy and especially her cunt hole with the eagerness of an explorer on a hunt for treasure... pussy cum.

"Oh yes, you're a natural, my slut," Big Rosie moaned, as I began doing wide up and down strokes like I was painting her pussy.

"You taste incredible," I declared quickly, wanting her to know how much I was in lust with her cunt.

"I know," she answered, as if she was told this all the time, and I imagine she was.

"I could die and go to heaven," I said ludicrously, as I kept licking and licking.

"Time to take me to heaven," she replied, as she reached for the back of my head.

Suddenly I realized I needed proof. I looked up and asked, "Can you please take a picture of me with my face buried in your cunt?"

"You want a photo memory of your submission to nigger cunt?" she asked, using the 'n' word in a way that somehow was fucking hot as hell.

"Yes, Miss," I nodded.

"Go get your phone," she ordered.

"Yes, Miss," I nodded, quickly scurrying off the bed and to my dress where I'd left my phone.

I hurried back and returned to the bed and she said, "Give me the phone."

I handed it to her and buried my face back between her legs, not at all worried that she could use my phone to discover my true identity, look at pictures of my kids. Who knows what?

Nope, I just single-mindedly resumed licking her pussy, now focusing on her big swollen clit.

I wiggled my tongue back and forth across her clit, making her body quake and shiver.

"Oh my, don't stop," she moaned, as she filmed me, exciting me even more.



I continued my eager tongue attack on her excessively wet pussy, only focusing on one thing: getting her off. Her taste was already amazing and I couldn't wait to discover what her full flood of cum could possibly taste like!

"You eager slut, suck on my clit, eat my cunt, become a nigger cunt lover," she demanded, grabbing my head once again and this time I didn't protest as my face was planted strongly against her cunt.

She began grinding up and down, and I just extended my tongue and enjoyed the ride while she used my face for her personal pleasure... just like what had used to happen when my husband fucked my face.

"Oh fuck, keep that tongue extended, my nigger-loving pussy-munching slut," she rapidly listed, each name only enhancing the burning inside my own cunt.

Finally, after a good couple of minutes of rough riding, my own breathing becoming somewhat stunted in the confined space... my face continually getting wetter... she screamed, "Here comes my cum, slut!"

Then my face was splattered with excessive wetness, so different from warm ropes of male cum. Instead, it was like being overcome by a breaker at an ocean beach. I eagerly lapped up her cum, which was even stronger and tastier than the samplings I had been delighting in for minutes.

She then ordered, "Look up, my slut."

I obeyed, still dazed and feeling drunk on cunt cream, as I looked up at the camera.



"I filmed the entire thing, my pet," she informed me, "so you can watch it over and over if you wish."

"Thank you," I said, as I tried to regain my senses... feeling a deep satisfaction as if I had come even though I hadn't.

She handed me the phone and said, "Unlock it."

"Yes, Miss," I agreed weakly, taking my phone and unlocking it, not at all worried she would use this access for nefarious purposes.

She took my phone, quickly typed something in and handed it back to me.

I took the phone and just then her phone buzzed. I looked and saw she had entered herself in my contacts as 'Big Rosie' and had texted herself simply, 'Slut Lauren'.

She explained, "I may text you on occasion down the road to service me or my friends."

"Please do," I replied, dying to do this again, feeling a deep sadness that this time was done. Feeling the same way I did when my parents flew back home knowing I wouldn't see them for months. The idea of serving her friends should have scared me, but instead it excited me.

"You may go now," she said, as she got off the bed.

"Yes, Miss," I nodded, reluctantly getting off the bed, my time over.

She walked to the bathroom and I walked out of her room, put my dress back on, slipped back into my heels and walked out, feeling both the rush of fulfillment at finishing the task and a polar opposite rush of disappointment that the task was over.

In the car I watched the video, creating a picture from one moment and sending it to my blackmailer with the text: Task #2 done, asshole.

I stopped at the mall and picked up a few new pairs of thigh high stockings in a variety of colours, drove straight home, happy that both kids were out, went to my room, discarded my dress, heels and bra and grabbed my suction cock, wanting a black cock in me... wanting to be a black cock slut.

I put it on a post, grabbed my iPad, pulled up a gangbang scene and scrolled it ahead to where the slut was riding a cock while sucking several others in tandem... imagining that being me.

I got on my knees, backed myself onto the cock, it easily slipping inside my very wet cunt, and began fucking myself.

In seconds I was on all fours, bouncing back on the cock furiously, taking it all inside me as I mentally replayed my submission to Big Rosie and the euphoria that had come from my lesbian submission.



So horny from the wild afternoon, I only needed a couple of minutes of riding the big black cock, to feel my orgasm rise and quickly erupt through me.

I collapsed forward, allowing the orgasm to course through me just as the brunette on the screen also came.

God, what was happening to me?

I lay on my bed for minutes, enjoying the afterglow of an orgasm while also cursing myself for my weakness.

What if the next tasks were even more extreme? How would I be able to control myself?

As I questioned myself, the blackmailer responded: Looks like you enjoyed yourself.

I ignored his text and went and took a shower, trying to process how much my life had changed in just two days. I was confused by the combination of the exhilaration I felt after completing the tasks (that part wasn't surprising), plus a strange excitement I was already feeling at what tomorrow's task may be (I'm looking forward to them?!).

Fuck, I was feeling excited at being blackmailed.

What the fuck is wrong with me?

Tuesday: Task 3

I woke up and immediately checked my phone for a text from the blackmailer or Big Rosie.

I had three texts but none were from either of those two.

All day I expected the text from my blackmailer, all day it didn't come.

Oddly, the longer the blackmailer didn't text me, the more anxious I got.

I was still looking forward to the task... was definitely curious what the task would be, excited even. I knew it was sick and twisted but my humdrum life had suddenly become exciting.

Every time my phone buzzed I checked it with excitement, but then was disappointed to see it was my mom or a friend or spam.

My daughter even asked, "Are you okay, Mom?"

"What? Yes, I'm fine. Why do you ask?" I asked.

"You look agitated," she acknowledged.

"I'm fine," I said, even as my phone buzzed and I checked it to see it was an email from Amazon.... Sigh.

"And you keep checking your phone," she added; apparently my daughter was quite observant.

"Um, I..." I tried to come up with an excuse; I wasn't known for using my phone all that much and often complained about my children's obsession with theirs. "I'm expecting an email from my bank."

"Oh, okay," she said, looking concerned. "So nothing is wrong?"

"On the contrary," I smiled. "I'm in a great mood."

"Awesome," she said and she helped me with dinner.

All three of us were at the table for dinner when my phone buzzed. I resisted checking it, even though I could feel every neurotic bone in my body begging me to hurry up.

Once dinner was done, the kids offered to do the dishes and I went to my bedroom to check my phone.

It was from the blackmailer: Hungry for dessert?

I responded, still trying to seem like I wasn't excited by his texts: I don't even know what that means.



His meaning became clear when he responded: There is a gloryhole at an all males elite club on Johnson Trail called Fenway. Go to the back door, the green one, knock three times and someone will let you in and lead you to your seat. While you're there suck at least three cocks. Swallow one, take a facial and take some on your tits. Have fun. The password is 'cream'.



My eyes went wide.

First, a gloryhole had been a fantasy of mine forever. Online I haven't found a lot of good gloryhole scenes, or gloryhole stories, but the idea of sucking strangers' cocks has always been a fantasy.

I love sucking cock.

I love how every cock is different.

I love the feeling of a cock in my mouth.

I love cum in and on me.

I responded, acting mortified, then rushed to grab my purse: You can't be serious?

He responded: Don't pretend this doesn't excite you. It's obvious you're an eager little cock sucker.

Although he was right, his presumptuous attitude pissed me off: Don't you dare try to judge me. YOU DON'T KNOW ME!!!

To my surprise, he apologized: Sorry, perhaps I am wrong about what you want and need. Either way we are about to find out. Have fun.

I responded as if I were reluctant, even as I prepared to leave: Fine, whatever.

I told the kids I was going out for appetizers with Joan, which was half true, I was indeed going to get some appetizers, and headed out.

I felt bad for lying to my kids, but I sure as hell couldn't admit the truth.

I did notice, or thought I noticed, Donald staring at my nylon-clad feet as I was telling them.

I drove to the address with some help from Google maps and parked around back. I took a deep breath, giddy with excitement, but nervous about knocking on a door where whoever opened it would know exactly why I was there.

Yet, I walked to the door and knocked three times. I wondered if how many times you knocked meant different things.

A moment later, a pretty blonde in her late twenties, give or take, and dressed in a hip version of a maid's outfit, opened it and said, "Hi, what can I do for you?"

"Cream," I said, hoping that was what I was supposed to say.

"First time?" she asked.

"Is it obvious?" I asked.

"You look nervous and excited," she smiled.

"Check and check," I said, somehow not feeling weird talking to a stranger about what I was about to do.

"There is a bit of a wait," she said.

This surprised me. I didn't fathom I would have to wait my turn to suck cock at a gloryhole.

"Ten to thirty minutes," she continued.

"Is there usually a line-up?" I asked.

"Sometimes," she said. "There's no other place in the state as safe as this to get your fix."

"Yeah, its not some backroom of an adult shop," I nodded, thankful for that.

"And these men have all been tested. They're mostly married," she said.

"Good to know," I said, not sure what else to say.

"What brings you here?" she asked, making small talk.

"Curiosity," I said, which was true, not comfortable mentioning the blackmail.

"Well, you'll likely come back," she said. "Most women do."

"How many women come here?" I asked. "What kind?"

"I've seen probably a couple hundred different faces over my three months here," she said, before adding, "most are middle class and in their forties, although we also get the odd college girl."

"I see," I said, unable to fathom so many women like me coming to a place just to suck cock, yet here I was. Sure, I could blame the blackmail, but in truth the blackmail task had opened up what felt more like an opportunity. I then asked, "Does the number of knocks mean different things?"

"Yep," she nodded, but didn't continue.

"Can I know?" I asked.

"There are no one or two knocks, but four is a guy cock sucker, five is a guy bottom, six is for the orgy room and seven is for a performance," she revealed.

"Orgy room?" I asked, very curious. It was obvious what four and five were, although the idea guys came here to suck cock or take it up the ass was weird.

"Yes, it's for women who want to be gangbanged, or to be part of an orgy, as often two or more women will come together," she explained. "Groups of women usually get really loud and I hear lots of cum-screams and hysterical laughs, even through the soundproofing."

"Oh, wow," I said, the idea making my panties damp.

"Wow, indeed," she nodded.

"And performance?" I asked.

"Well, there is always entertainment at the club. Usually it's just women stripping, but sometimes they will put on shows as well," she said.

"Shows?"

"Strap-on fuck shows usually, pegging on occasion, and so forth," she said.

"So women come here to strip for free?" I asked.

"You'd be surprised," she said.

"I am, but I'm not judging," I agreed, being a stripper or doing a lap dance both things I had fantasized on occasion.

"This is a men's club, but over the decades it's also become a safe place for women to explore their fantasies," she explained.

"I don't know if I'm impressed or mortified that we still live in such a sexist world," I said.

She gave me a look. "The reality is that no women are forced to come here. They choose to do so of their own accord."

"I didn't mean to be dismissive," I said, before adding with a smile, "I am, after all, here and quite eager to suck some cock."



She laughed, "Sorry. I get pretty defensive over sexist stereotypes. The reality is that society has dictated to men and women what their roles should be in the workplace, in family dynamics, and sexually. Yet, it's 2018 and the lines of sexuality have blurred so much, and these days any man or woman should be able to explore who they are without being judged."

"I bow down to your view," I said, indeed bowing down.

"Do you lick pussy too?" she asked, with a wicked smile.

"I've begun exploring that side of my sexuality too," I said, just as a buzzer sounded.

"Rain check," she smiled. "Booth 3 is open."

"How many booths are there?" I asked, excited, but annoyed by the timing. The idea of eating out this hot blonde was quite appealing.

"Three more for women and one for men, plus a room for the bottom boys," she said.

"Wild," I nodded.

She took my hand and led me down a hallway, past two closed doors and said, "Just a minute, they're still cleaning it up."

"Oh, that's nice of them," I said.

"Like I said, it's a safe, clean place," she said.

"Is there a place for when a woman wants to please another woman?" I asked, flirtatiously.

"Usually onstage," she answered. "or in a private room."

"Oh I see," I said.

"If you're interested, come back one day and you and I can have some fun," she said, as the blue light changed to green.

"I may just do that," I smiled, and brazenly leaned forward and kissed her.

As I'd hoped, she kissed me back for a few seconds before breaking it and said, "There is a five cock limit."

"Only five?" I joked.

"Unless there's no line-up and then you can go to town," she said.

"I may have to move in here," I joked, as she opened the door for me.

As I walked in, she said, "Have fun." I was surprised by the simplicity of what I walked into.

There were two toilet stalls.

A sink.

A water dispensary.

Clean towels... actually as I moved closer... they were warm towels.

The door closed behind me and I walked into the stall labeled Women and closed the door, a rush of excitement coursing through me, so much so my panties dampened.

I wasn't sitting down thirty seconds when the door to the corridor opened and a man's voice said, "Anastasia says this is your first time here?"

Her name is Anastasia, of course it is. Fifty Shades and all that.

I responded, "Yes, it is."

"Well then, I'm lucky to be your first," he said, as he walked into the other stall and I sat on the toilet, legs crossed, waiting for his cock to pop through the hole.

When it did, I reached for it with my hand and replied seductively, "I think I'm the lucky one."



He chuckled, "I guess we're both about to get lucky."

"We sure are," I said, as I moved off the toilet, onto my knees and kept stroking his nice hard cock.

"I like a nice slow blow job, babe," he said.

"And I like to nurse a cock for as long as it takes to erupt," I responded, as I extended my tongue and swirled it around his mushroom top. This was my first real cock in over three years, so I was going to take my time and enjoy it.

"We have all night," he said, as I slithered down his shaft, annoyed the wall was in the way of his balls, yet way more confident to be an eager cock sucking slut with the anonymity the wall was giving me.

"Such a nice cock," I complimented, as my tongue slithered back up his shaft, while I also stroked it with my hand.

"And I already love your tongue," he approved, as I resumed swirling it around his cock head.

"Let's see if you like my lips," I purred a minute later as I wrapped my lips around his cock and just sucked on the cock head, backing up slowly until my lips left and a popping sound echoed.

"Oh, you're a creative one," he moaned, as I did this a couple of dozen times, although after the first twelve (yes it was exactly twelve) I began to take more of his cock in my mouth each time.

After six more, I then began three bobs of half his cock and then pulling back.

Then six bobs and taking two-thirds of his cock.

I was sure I could take it all in my mouth but I didn't want to gag and ruin the moment, so I worked my way up to it.

The good news is giving head is like riding a bicycle: once you have mastered it it's a skill you always have... but I was a bit rusty, my jaw a little sore already, as I kept taking more of his cock in my mouth.

"That's it, take it all," he groaned, as I was close to doing just that.

I pulled out and asked, "Like this?" as I reached for my phone, before I forced my way forward and took it all in my mouth.

He chuckled with a moan, which was a weird sound, "Yeah, just like that."

I then began bobbing while I multitasked by turning my phone on and beginning to film myself sucking cock.

Not fast.

But with a smooth slow.

"Oh yeah, worship my dick," he groaned, as I got into a steady rhythm.

As I did, I held the phone over my head, thinking it would be a good angle to get both the cock and my lips sucking it.



I moaned on his cock in response, deciding I was now going to bob until I got his first load.

After a couple of minutes, he warned, "I'm going to come soon."

I'd originally planned to swallow the first load, craving a load of cum, but he added, "Jerk me off, I want to baptise you with a load all over your pretty face."

I sat up on the toilet, my knees definitely okay with a brief reprieve, and began jerking him off even as I asked, "How do you know I'm pretty?"

"I know you are," was all he managed to say as I furiously pumped his cock, wanting to see his cum rocket out of his hard cannon and onto me.

Seconds later the first wad spewed out of him as he grunted.



Two more ropes hit my face and some landed on my chest before I took his cock back in my mouth and extracted all last remnants of cum.

He said, a few seconds later, "Thanks, babe."

"No, thank you," I replied, as his cock disappeared through the hole.

He added, "I hope to use that mouth again."

"I'll be back," I promised, and sensed that was not a lie. Now that my inner slut had been re-awakened, I had no intention of putting her back to sleep.

The door closed and I looked at the video of my first cock in years. I had to admit I looked pretty good. I created a couple of screenshots and sent one to my blackmailer stating: one done.

As I did, the door opened and this time there was no talking, just a cock appearing through a hole looking for a mouth.

I took my dress off and returned to the floor and sucked a second stranger's cock, while rubbing myself the entire time. This cock was slightly shorter, but easily the fattest cock I'd ever seen in real life. My mind wondered as I bobbed, about how it would stretch my long neglected cunt.



Unfortunately, before I could really imagine taking another risk and fucking this stranger's cock, the idea indeed exciting, he finally spoke, "Jerk me off and let me come on your tits."

"Yes, sir," I obeyed, in natural submissive mode.

I stroked his fat cock for a couple of minutes, while also licking his cock head, until he grunted and shot a load just above my tits.

He didn't shoot a lot actually, but enough to make a splattered mess on me.



I was rubbing his cum around a bit, when he pulled out and left, so different from the more interesting first guy.

I realized I'd forgotten to take a selfie this time, so I quickly took a picture of the cum on my chest as evidence of cock number two before sending it.

As I waited, I took off my bra, figuring it didn't need to get drenched in cum. I waited a couple of minutes before a third guy entered and shoved his cock through the hole. After two pretty nice sized cocks, this one was rather disappointing. What? I thought, am I becoming a size slut? I easily took the entire four inch cock in my mouth and deep throated him without actually needing to use my throat.

I wasn't bored, but this one I didn't worship, I just sucked.

After three or four minutes of sucking, he demanded, "Place your slut mouth over the hole so I can fuck it."

I obeyed and he began face fucking me. If it was the first cock this would have been a challenge, but for this teeny weenie it was pretty easy.



A couple more minutes and he grunted and spewed a load down my throat. I easily swallowed it all as it exploded against my tonsils and slithered down my throat.

He kept pumping until he was completely spent before he pulled out and said, "Thanks, slut."

"My pleasure," I responded, the size slut in me hoping the next cock was bigger.

I moved back up to sit on the toilet when I realized I hadn't sent a pic of the third cock. I shrugged; I could happily suck at least one more.

I waited a few minutes, likely close to ten, just beginning to think maybe I was done for the day, when a man walked in.

I eagerly waited to see what my fourth present was.

And as it popped through the hole I realized it was worth the wait.

It was fucking huge!

It was glorious!

It was black!

My one hand reached for the massive black cock while my other hand went to my wet panties even as I said, "Holy fuck mister, you're huge!"



He chuckled, a deep sexy chuckle, "So I've been told."

I lowered myself back to my cock-sucking position and stared at the massive member in a complete lustful trance. I opened my mouth and took it in, knowing there was no way I could ever deep throat this cock. It was well over twice the size of the last guy.

I sucked, taking more and more with each bob, while rubbing my clit through my panties.

Fuck, was I horny!

God, did I need to get fucked!

Hmmmmmm.

I'd always wanted to get fucked by a black cock.

In my mouth was a black cock.

Synchronicity.

What the fuck? You only live once!

I took his massive member out of my mouth and asked, "Would you mind if I rode this big black monster in my tight white cunt?"

"Go ahead, baby," he chuckled again, I imagine not the first time a white slut had made such a request.

"Thank you, sir," I said, with giddy excitement as I stood up and quickly got out of my panties, feeling like a horny female 'The Flash'.

"No problem, babe," he said, his deep voice only enhancing my excitement.

I turned around and slowly backed up on the big black cannon to have my first cock in my cunt in over three years.

I moaned as it easily slipped inside my excessively wet cunt, "Ohhhhhhhh!"

I kept backing up until it was all the way in.

Then I sat there in awe of having such a massive cock in me. I'd never felt so full. In truth, I hadn't even fathomed ever being so full.

"Oh God, you're so fucking big," I moaned.

"You're so tight," he groaned.



"Now fuck yourself, babe," he said, after a few seconds as I got used to having such a massive cock inside me. I reached for my phone so I could capture this moment forever.

"God, yes," I moaned, as I began to fuck myself on his massive cock and tried to film it.

After a couple minutes of slowly fucking myself on this stranger's huge dick, I began really fucking myself and my orgasm was building at the speed of light.



I snapped a quick closeup and tossed my phone carelessly away as I put both my hands on the opposite wall and really began to fuck myself.

I also began to babble. "Oh fuck, I love your cock," and "You're so big," and as he began pumping too, "Yes, fuck my white box with your black prick."

The wall between us was shaking as I bounced back and he pumped forward until I screamed, "Yes, I'm coming!"

As I stood still, the most intense orgasm in my life cascading through me (I had never come standing up before), he kept pounding away in my cunt, allowing my pleasure to last long after the initial intensity of my ongoing orgasm.

We enjoyed a good three or four more minutes of fucking before he said, "I'm about to come."

I wanted to taste his cum.

I quickly spun around, dropped onto my knees, extended my tongue and opened wide to catch his full load.

I milked his cock with both hands and in a few seconds he grunted and shot a laser of cum directly into my open mouth and hungry tongue.



He came buckets and once he was done, I closed my mouth and swished his salty seed in my mouth, savouring the biggest load ever.

I then swallowed it all, before taking his cock back into my mouth and nursing it to completion, tasting my own cunt on his cock.

"Thanks, babe," he said, a minute later as I lavishly sucked his cock.

"No, thank you," I replied, stroking his cock until he pulled it away.

He left and I was done.

Exhausted.

Satisfied.

A little shocked at my reckless behaviour.

I put my dress back on, put my bra and panties in my purse, and went to grab a warm towel. I looked into the mirror first and saw the cum drying on my face and tits.

Wow!

I looked like a slut.

A real-life cum slut.

I shook my head before wiping the cum off my breasts and chest before also cleaning my face.

I then walked out.

Anastasia asked, "Enjoy yourself?"

"No comment," I responded, with a playful smile.

"You fucked that last one, didn't you?"

"Yeah, I did, isn't that okay?"

"It's fine., many can't resist Barry's black cock. Don't worry, I think it's hot! I hope to see you again," she said.

"Count on it," I promised, knowing I would be back here again... and again... and again.

I headed out and drove home feeling sexually satisfied, but as I drove and my moral code returned to replace my lust code, I began to worry.

I was losing control.

Worse yet, I was enjoying it.

I got home, went right to my bedroom and crashed, not even getting out of my dress, and slept for twelve straight hours.

WEDNESDAY: TASK 4

I woke up late the next morning, again refreshed, and instantly checked my phone. My blackmailer had never responded to me last night even after I sent the third and final pic of me fucking a black cock.

I was oddly kind of annoyed he hadn't responded, which was equally bizarre. Did I want his approval for my twisted sexual submission?

He did respond shortly after I woke up though, with a few texts:

Great pictures, Ms. Ambrose. You look really hot with cum on your face.

You must really have been enjoying yourself if you decided to fuck someone.

Was it because he was black?

I'm happy you are beginning to really get into this. I told you this was for you.

Be ready for today's task at noon. You will need to tell your daughter you will be out all afternoon.



I responded: Why?

He responded: Because today's task is a bit of secret voyeurism.

I responded, still waking up and clearly not understanding what he was saying: Huh?

He responded: All in good time. Make sure to let her know you will be gone all afternoon.

I responded: Okay, but this is weird.

He didn't respond, so I got up and headed downstairs, where Charlotte was on her laptop. She smiled, "You slept in."

"I was exhausted," I admitted.

"What are you doing today?" she asked.

"I have to go to school for the afternoon. Mrs. Walker and I need to do some collaboration and this afternoon is the only day she's available," I lied.

"Cool," she nodded.

"How about you?" I asked.

"I'm supposed to do something with Dean this afternoon," she said.

"Doesn't he have class?" I asked. Since he was in college he didn't have the same week off as we in the public system.

"On Wednesdays he is done at lunch," she answered.

"Oh, well, he is welcome here," I said, trying to figure out what my blackmailer was planning.

"Awesome, I'll let him know," she said, standing up and kissing me on the cheek. "Thanks, Mom."

"No problem," I said, as I instantly wondered if she was planning to fuck him while I was gone. I mean I knew they had sex, I'd put her on birth control eight months ago, but still not in my house. She wouldn't fuck him in my house... would she?

I had a late breakfast, showered, and checked my phone again after I got dressed.

Task #4 was on my phone and this one was even more shocking than the first three: Pretend to leave at 12:00, then sneak into your daughter's room and film her while they fuck at lunchtime.

How could the blackmailer know they were going to have sex in my house at twelve?

How could I do that?

Where would I even hide?

Why was I even thinking of doing this?



I couldn't violate my daughter's privacy.

I responded: How do you even know they are going to have sex?

He responded: I just know.

I responded: I couldn't violate my daughter like that.

He responded: She will be disrespecting you by having sex in your home.

I sighed. I then added, having faith in my daughter respecting my house rules: She would never have sex in my house.

He added: Hey, just be ready and if I'm wrong I will still count it as today's task.

Somewhat confident she wouldn't do this, I agreed: Fine, I'll do it.

He said: Film it all.

I said: I'm not sending you the video.

He agreed: No problem. Just one screenshot.

I said: Fine! That is all you get.

He responded: Have fun.

I shook my head at what I was agreeing to.

Right before twelve I told Charlotte, "I'm off."

She replied, "Me too. I'm going to go pick Dean up."

"Okay," I agreed, thinking I was going to be right on this one.

I headed out and drove the car a couple of blocks away, parked and walked back through the alley. I was feeling guilty at sneaking into my house to spy on my daughter. Yet, this was the only way to prove to my blackmailer I was right.

She was gone when I got there. I went to her room and looked for a hiding spot on the slender chance I was wrong. The closet was an option, but then I thought of the armoire and thought it was perfect. She may walk into the closet, but it was less likely she would walk into the armoire. I went to it and looked inside. It was somewhat of a tight spot, but I could fit.



I went to my bedroom and took off my heels so I could move quietly in case she came home.

I had just pulled up a porn scene, a new one I hadn't seen called My Daughter the Babysitter starring Brandi Love and one of my more recent favourites Carter Cruise (you just watch her interracial scene where she is interviewing for a job and is seduced by the boss-to-be Chanell Heart in The Interview) when I heard doors slam outside.

I shut off my iPad and hurried into Charlotte's room just as the front door opened. I climbed into the armoire, keeping the door slightly open and waited.

Part of me was curious... would she actually do it?

Part of me was mad at myself... why had I agreed to this?

Part of me was intrigued... at the slight excitement of being a voyeur.

"She'll be gone all afternoon," Charlotte was saying as she walked into her room with Dean.

"Good, because our weekly Wednesday lunchtime fuck session is the highlight of my week," Dean said, as I covered my mouth not to gasp at the revelation that they did this every Wednesday. My next thought was, How on earth would my blackmailer know this?

"Even more than the threesome with Amber last weekend?" Charlotte asked, as her hand went to his crotch.

He leaned in and kissed her as I mindlessly began filming.



"That was pretty wild too," he agreed, between kisses.

"Yeah the look on your face before I went down on her was priceless," Charlotte added.

"You can munch cunt anytime you want, babe," he added, as I tried to process my daughter's shockingly wicked sex life.

"I still prefer your big cock," she said, rubbing his cock through his jeans.

"And I love these fucking titties," he said, as he spun her around and kissed her neck while putting his hand inside my daughter's bra.



"Amber loved them too," Charlotte added.

"Everyone does," he added.

"They are a couple of my best assets," my daughter agreed.

"And your legs and ass," he added, cupping her ass with both hands.

"What about my eyes and lips?" she questioned with a pout.

"I love your lips when they wrap around my dick," he answered.

'What a gentleman,' I thought to myself as he took off his shirt and my daughter dropped to her knees.

I watched as she unbuttoned his jeans and tugged them down to reveal a missile of a cock. Not as big as the black cock I'd ridden last night, but pretty damn impressive.

My mouth watered as I wanted to be on my knees sucking that cock.

As I filmed, the angle perfect, I realized I was pretty vulnerable where I was sitting.



If she looked up, she would likely see me.

So I leaned back so I was out of the way, kept filming and just listened to their nasty talk.

"God, I love this fucking big dick," my daughter said.

"And it loves those cock sucking lips," he responded.

"And my tight cunt?" she questioned.

Hearing my daughter use the 'c' word was shocking, but undeniably a turn on.

"And your even tighter ass," he answered, as shock compounded shock.

"I don't even know how my little asshole takes this massive cock," she said, as I tried to keep up processing all the shocking revelations.

"Practice makes perfect," he said, as I grabbed my tit and kept filming like I was watching a live movie.



"Well, we do practice a lot," she said, as I couldn't resist peeking out of the armoire. As I did, she was sucking in his balls while caressing his ass.

My shock was compounded exponentially when he added, "Think your mom takes it in the ass?"

My eyes went wide and I again covered my mouth to keep a gasp from escaping.

Charlotte laughed, "My mother is the June Cleaver of 2018."

He asked, "Who?"

Oddly, I was furious at her perception of me. Although I suppose in her eyes it was true. I was a teacher. I was her mother. I exuded the unadventurous persona that was expected from both those roles, especially now as a single mother. I smirked as I wondered what she would think if she saw the pictures of my last three days or if she knew where I was at this exact second.

She answered, "A 1950's mom. I doubt she has even been laid since my dad left."

"Your mom is hot," he said.

"You think so?" Charlotte purred, her tone seductive as she moved back to his cock.

"I'd fuck her in a heartbeat," he added, as he grabbed my daughter's head and slid his cock into her mouth and face fucked her.

My daughter had obviously been face fucked before by this big dick as she didn't gag at all, just allowed her mouth to be fucked like a porn slut.

"Oh yeah," he continued, "I bet she is a nasty slut just like you underneath that prim and proper façade."

I couldn't believe he was talking about me like this, and even more shocked he was doing it while face fucking my daughter. I had met him a few times and he had been incredibly polite and respectful.

I also couldn't believe that although his words sounded ludicrous, his calling me a nasty slut was completely accurate. But how did he know? Was he my blackmailer? Seemed unlikely, but still. Or was he simply calling me wild names because it turned my daughter on?

He pulled out and my daughter said, as saliva dripped off her chin, "I imagine she could really use a good hard fucking."

"You'd like to watch me pound your mother wouldn't you?" he observed, as he tapped his cock on her lips.

"You're so bad," she moaned, as she took her shirt off.

"Answer the question," he ordered.

"Fuck, yes, it would be really hot," she admitted, as she unclasped her bra and tossed it aside.

"Maybe that should be our next threesome," he said, as Charlotte cupped her tits and squeezed them around his cock. I couldn't believe the conversation, and I also was jealous of my daughter's bigger tits. I had tried getting tit fucked before, but it never went that well because of both my lack of coordination and my small tits.

"You want me to eat my mother's cunt?" she asked, as she began moving up and down slowly.

"And she yours," he agreed.



"So you want me to 69 my mother," she purred.

"That would be so hot," he agreed.

"Especially if you were pounding her ass while I munched on her cunt," Charlotte continued the nasty incest talk.

"Oh yeah," he groaned, apparently loving the idea.

My cunt gushed into my panties as I filmed and listened. God, could I use that big cock. If Dean was the blackmailer maybe it would be inside me in the near future. I couldn't fathom why whoever it was would put me through all this if he didn't want to fuck me.

I could also use a live-in cunt like Charlotte I could lick any time I wanted, my hunger for pussy consuming me after my Big Rosie experience.

As I pondered this, I shook my head. Stop it! She's your daughter!

"Maybe I could get my strap-on and fuck her ass as you pounded her pussy," she added, really getting into the idea of a threesome with me.

"Dp-ing your own mom," he chuckled, "You really are a nasty slut."

"For you and this cock I'll be the nastiest slut in the world," she said, as she stood up and pulled off her shorts.

He got out of his jeans and Charlotte tossed her shoes aside, one actually hitting the armoire door.

Soon they were both completely naked, on her bed and making out like bunny rabbits.

I loved watching their raw passion... something I hadn't felt for another man since I was twenty. Sure, yesterday was raw... but it was raw lust, not passion.

He sucked on her tits.

She wrapped her legs around him.

Then he went down on her.

"Oh yes, lick my cunt, baby," Charlotte moaned.

And like her eagerness at sucking his cock and tit fucking him, he seemed equally eager as he moved his head up and down between her legs.

And unlike my husband, who hated going down on me, he seemed to love doing it. He was between her legs for a good three or four minutes while Charlotte moaned and writhed on the bed before she declared, "Oh yes, suck on my clit, yes fuck, yes, I'm coming!"



Even as she kept coming, he sat up and slid his cock into her cunt.

"Oh yes, fuck me, baby," Charlotte moaned, her orgasm still coursing through her.

"You want it rough, my sexy slut?" he asked, as he grabbed her leg and really fucked her hard.

"You know I do, baby," she moaned, her hand going to her cunt and she rubbed her clit while he fucked her.

"I'm going to fuck your mom, baby," he said confidently, as he slammed into her. They weren't making love, they were fucking.



"Oh yes, I'd love to watch you seduce my mom and make her your MILF fuck toy," she said, as her hand frantically rubbed herself.

"Oh yeah, like daughter, like mother," he said, backwards from normal, but I agreed with what he meant.

"Fuck one slut, get one free," she moaned, before they got into a somehow smooth and yet frantic rhythm for minutes.

This guy could really fuck.

He pounded her pussy fast, hard and deep.

He flipped her onto her knees and slammed back into her from behind as Charlotte moaned, "God, yes, pound me, fuck me, drill me!"

"What if your mom walked in right now?" he asked.

"I'd demand she get on this bed and take your big cock," she said, as she began to bounce back on his cock.

"While she ate your cunt," he added.

"Oh yes, I want her buried in my cunt until I come all over her face," Charlotte said, and I could tell a second orgasm was close.



I was so fucking horny watching this wild, wicked, fuck fest.

I began rubbing myself ever so slowly, entranced by the hot sex. I had to be really careful not to get caught, but in the face of all this, I couldn't not touch myself!

"Fuck!" she screamed, as she came again as he never slowed down. I couldn't believe he hadn't come yet.

He then pulled out, rolled onto his back and ordered, "Now ride me, slut."

"Which hole?" she asked, as she straddled him.

"Which hole do you want this cock in?"

"All three," she answered, as she lowered herself onto his cock... and into her ass.

My eyes went big as I watched his cock disappear inside her ass... until she was sitting on it and it was all gone... as if she were a magician's hat.

"So full," she moaned with a clear pain coursing through her, as she sat on his cock and seemed to be getting comfortable with such a massive log up her ass.

"Your ass should be used to it by now," he said, as he moved his hands to hold her hips for balance.

"Not sure I'll ever get completely used to this tree-trunk fucker in my ass," she said filthily.

"Practice makes perfect," he said, as she began slowly riding his cock, her face a mixture of pleasure and pain.

"Then I'll be a perfect ass slut pretty soon," she moaned, as she slowly rode his cock.

I wanted to see more, so I zoomed in my phone to get a better look at Dean's big cock in my daughter's ass.



I was completely captivated as I stared at my phone and she took that entire cock up her ass.

For a few minutes, give or take, I was transfixed on the sight of my daughter's sodomy and the sound of her moans.

Eventually she began riding his cock faster, her moans increasing.

Then she began bouncing on his cock as if the bed were a fuck trampoline.

"Oh God, fuck, shit, ream my asshole," she babbled, as her tits bounced around like basketballs competing for attention, as he bucked up to meet her downward bounces in perfect opposition.

He suddenly flipped her onto her back, lifted her legs way up, spread them wide and held her by the ankles and slammed back into her ass.

"Oh yes, so fucking good," Charlotte moaned, clearly only feeling pleasure now.

He pounded her ass for a couple minutes before he ordered, "Come with my cock in your ass, slut," he ordered.

She instantly moved her hand to her clit and rubbed herself frantically while taking the entire cock deep in her ass and babbled, "Oh yes, fuck my ass, pound my butt, ream my rear, fuck, fuck, shit!"

She came for a third time.

She came from getting ass fucked.

I wondered if I could possibly ever enjoy it the way she just had.

He then pulled out, straddled her chest and began fucking her tits again.

I continued rubbing my pussy, still slowly as to not alert them, as she squeezed her tits together and begged, "Come all over my tits and face, baby."

"Oh yeah, you want my cum squirting all over your pretty face?" he demanded, fucking her tits.

"Yes, baby, I love your fucking cum spurting on my face, in my throat, in my cunt and up my asshole," she listed, and I assumed he had dumped his load in all those locations.

"And on your mom's face?" he asked, clearly close.

"Oh yeah, shoot that load all over my mom's pretty face," Charlotte said wickedly, and I was so into it I opened my mouth in anticipation of the cum I wouldn't be receiving.

"Here it comes," he grunted, and shot a thick stream of homemade cream all over my daughter's face and into her open mouth.



God, I needed to come.

As soon as he was done spewing his load all over her face, she leaned up and took his cock back in her mouth and nursed it to completion.

A minute later he pulled out and said, "That was awesome."

"It always is," she agreed, as he got off her.

"Want to go for lunch?" he asked.

She scooped a big wad off her face and put it in her mouth, "I think I have some right here."

He laughed, "Well, let's go and get a bite to eat and maybe go for round two."

"Sounds good to me," she nodded, taking another wad into her mouth.

I quietly closed the door and waited for them to leave. It took a few minutes before I heard the front door close.

I quickly staggered out, my legs having gotten numb in the tight space, and went directly to her bed looking for something to fuck myself with, needing to come right here, right now.

I stretched, my body sore from being cramped in the tight space for almost half an hour, before I noticed her panties on the floor.

I knew I shouldn't, yet I walked over to them, picked them up and brought them to my nose. A quiver went up my back and more wetness gushed in my panties as her strong coursing scent drew me in.

Her panties were soaked... just like mine.

Needing to come, I looked around her room for something to fuck myself with. Seeing her hairbrush, I went and grabbed it, got out of my panties and dress and got onto her bed.

I laid on her pillow, put her soiled panties on the pillow too, spread my legs and slid the handle of my daughter's brush in my sopping wet cunt while simultaneously sniffing my daughter's panties.

I furiously fucked myself, shoving the brush as deep into me as possible, allowing my desire to come to take over as I closed my eyes and imagined the brush was actually Dean's big cock.

I moaned, "Oh yes, Dean, fuck my cunt."

I imagined him yanking me to the end of the bed, holding me by the ankles and really fucking the living shit out of me.

"Oh yes, pound my slut cunt," I moaned.

As my orgasm built, my sick twisted mind took control and suddenly Charlotte was in the room and straddling my face as she ordered, "If you're going to fuck my boyfriend, you're going to eat my cunt."

"Yes, let Mommy eat your cunt," I responded, my orgasm so close.



As I imagined licking my daughter's cunt while getting drilled from her boyfriend, I babbled to an intense orgasm, "Oh yes Dean, fuck my cunt while I eat my daughter's wet cunt," and "Oh yes, Mommy loves your cunt, baby," and "Oh fuck, I'm coming!"

My orgasm was rushing through me just as my I heard my daughter cry out, "Mom!"

At first I thought it was part of the fantasy, but as my orgasm continued to take control of my body I heard her say, "What are you doing?"

My eyes went wide, as I froze with the brush still inside me as I rolled over and looked at my daughter with her mouth gaping open in shock. I stammered, as I pulled the brush soaked with my cum out of my pussy, "I-I-I can explain."

"I just came back to get my phone," she said, looking mortified by what she was staring at.

"I'm so sorry, honey," I said, sitting up, the brush still in my hand.

"Did you see us?" she asked.

Lying, not needing her to know I'd been hiding so I could watch and listen to her incest role play, I said, "I just heard you guys at the very end."

"Oh," she said, clearly unsure what to say about this awkward situation.

I got off the bed, put the brush down and put my dress back on. I then repeated my apology, "I'm so sorry, honey. I heard you two guys having sex and it rekindled feelings inside me I've long ignored."

"What do you mean?" she asked, looking at me with concern.

"It's just, since your father's betrayal I haven't trusted any men and... well... hearing you two made me..." I paused, not sure how to say this to my eighteen-year-old daughter.

"Have you had any sex since Dad left?" she asked, going to the heart of the matter.

Lying again, but only about the last few days, I answered, "Only if toys and fingers count."

"Oh Mom," she said, hugging me.

"I'm sorry, Charlotte," I apologized again.

"It's okay," she said, keeping me in her embrace. "I know it's been hard since Dad left."

"You don't need to know about my lack of a sex life," I said.

"I'm eighteen, Mom," she said, letting me go and looking me in the eyes. "You can share your feelings with me."

"Oh, honey," I said, thinking how nice it would be to have someone to talk to about serious things. Yet, I said, "Honey, I don't need to burden you with my problems."

"Stop that!" she scolded me. "We are family and we should be able to tell each other everything."

"Okay," I nodded, tears beginning to form in my eyes.

"I love you, Mom," she said. "You've been a rock for Donald and me our whole lives. I can at least be a pebble for you."

"Metaphors are not your strong point," I joked, trying to lighten the mood.

"You're the English teacher," she joked back, as her phone rang. "Oh shoot, Dean is likely wondering what's taking me so long."

She went to grab the phone and answered it, "Sorry, I couldn't find it." After a pause, she said, "Be out in a minute."



As she hung up, I said one more time, "Sorry."

"Stop that," she said, looking at her panties she had tossed on the floor but were now on the pillow, before adding, "I know you have needs too."

"I'll buy you a new brush," I said, hoping to distract her from the fact I had used her panties to come and thankful she hadn't mentioned anything about what she must have heard.

She laughed, "Please do," as she hugged me again before heading out.

I stood there until I heard the front door close again before I shook my head, grabbed my panties and headed out of her room... God, I was letting my submissive nature and obedience to a blackmailer take control of my life and risking not only my career, but my family.

I likely couldn't get out of the blackmailing... he had too much on me.

But I could at least control my libido.

Angry at myself for my weakness, I went and had a bath, determined to regain my life beginning... beginning three days from now!

I was watching the new 'One Day at a Time', Donald on his PS4 downstairs and Charlotte getting ready to go out for the night, when I got a text from Big Rosie.

Instantly, I got excited.

I read it:

Hungry Slut

If you want some more pussy and to be used as a submissive lesbian plaything I have a friend who has requested an obedient plaything for the evening. You would go to her office downtown and serve her as she wishes. Discretion is assured, but understand she is very demanding. If interested respond in five minutes before I offer this opportunity to someone else.

PS: I gave you first right of refusal as I think you are just beginning to discover your inner submissive side.

Big R

As was becoming the usual, wetness leaked out of my pussy.

As was also becoming the usual, I let my lust make my decision for me, not even hesitating about the risk to my career or my moral code.

Miss Rosie

I would love to.

Sub Lauren

I got up and went into my room, knowing the pajamas I had put on after my bath wouldn't be good enough.

I was choosing an outfit when Big Rosie responded with a time, 9PM, and an address. She also added that I should tell the security guard at the front desk I was there for Ms. Martinez. I responded I would be there at the time expected and thanked her for the opportunity.

I was rolling a pair of blue thigh highs on my legs, otherwise wearing only my bra and panties when Charlotte walked into my room.

"Oh, sorry," she apologized, looking at me surprised.

"Um, what can I do for you, honey?" I said, she having seen me in my bra and panties before... not to mention the massive oops of earlier today.

"I was hoping to borrow a pair of your heels," she said.

"Oh, yes, go ahead," I pointed to the closet.

"Where are you going?" she asked.

"I have a date," I said, which wasn't a lie.

"With who?" she asked.

"It's a blind date," I answered.

"Who is setting you up?" she asked, looking curious.

"Jill," I lied.

"The thigh highs are a nice touch," she acknowledged.

"I prefer them over pantyhose," I admitted, which was true since I started wearing them. They made me feel sexier and more confident. I added, "I think they are sexier."

"That they are," she agreed, as she looked at me wearing only lingerie.

"You're welcome to wear them anytime you want," I offered, which was weird. Why was I inviting my daughter to wear my lingerie?

"Thanks Mom," she said, "I may do that." She went and grabbed a pair of heels, gave me a hug and added, "Now don't you do anything I wouldn't do."

I laughed, thinking of all I had witnessed her doing, "I'll keep that in mind."

She left and I finished getting dressed, switching outfits three times, including thigh highs from black to blue before I was finally happy with what I had chosen. The dress I wore was very revealing, one we had bought in Europe many years ago and I had never worn, since it was way too revealing for a teacher. I also decided to go without panties or a bra.

I looked like someone going to a bar to get laid.

I did my make-up and headed downstairs and was about to walk out the door when Donald startled me.

"Mom, where are you going?"

I froze. Shit, I had assumed he wouldn't leave his room as usual didn't when he was online playing some shooting game with his nerd friends.

"Um, I have a date," I said, not turning around, which would show him my rather revealing dress that displayed way too much of my breasts.

"Oh, okay," he said, before adding, "you look very nice, Mom."

I couldn't hide from him any longer without acting really suspicious, so I turned around and said, "Thanks, honey."

His eyes went wide when he saw what I was wearing.

He literally couldn't speak. He stared at me not as a son, but as a horny, awkward nerd checking out a hot woman.

I felt good at the power I had over a younger man, even if he was my son.

I asked, "Is it too much?"

"It's very nice," he gulped, even as he looked down and likely noticed that the top of my lace top thigh highs were in view as the dress was too short before his gaze continued down to my feet.

"Thank you, honey," I said, moving in and giving him a hug.

A hug that informed me his penis was rock hard as it pressed against my thigh.

I couldn't help but smile.

I had never considered my son in a sexual way, just like I hadn't my daughter before earlier today, but suddenly I saw my son as a youthful 18-year-old with a hard cock and likely an intense libido. I felt his cock flinch against my leg three times... as if giving me a deliberate signal I was making him horny. I even considered joking he should look after that thing, but I didn't.

I gave him a motherly kiss on the cheek and headed out, oddly flattered that I had turned on my son. As I drove, I couldn't help but wonder if he was a virgin. He had no girlfriend. He was pretty nerdy, but decent looking.

I also wondered if he ever fantasized about fucking me.

If Literotica told me anything, it is that most boys fantasize about fucking their mother. In truth, I would be insulted if he hadn't.

I also wondered if he had a big cock.

It had felt pretty big pulsing against my thigh.

If Literotica was correct there were two truths: all black cocks were huge cunt tearing missiles, and all nerds were secretly hiding impressive cocks.

As I pondered this, my cunt got wet and some wetness leaked out of me and onto my car seat.

Fuck, I was turning into a sick pervert.

I arrived fifteen minutes early.

I waited for ten minutes, feeling so weird to be waiting in my car for sex.

Not just sex, but lesbian sex.

Not just lesbian sex, but lesbian sex with a stranger.

Not just lesbian sex with a stranger, but lesbian sex with a stranger where I was there to be a complete submissive plaything.

Plaything... God, that word turned me on.

I got out of the car, walked into the building and up to the front desk which was manned by a uniformed guard.

I said, "I'm here to see Ms. Martinez."

He looked up at me, smiled and said, "Forty-third floor."

"Which office?" I asked.

He chuckled, "She has the entire floor."

"Oh," I nodded, suspecting he knew exactly why I was here. I likely wasn't the first women sent to serve her.

"The elevator is over there," he said, going back to his phone.

"Thank you," I said, feeling my cheeks burn with shame at the fact he knew I was a lesbian slut for some high-powered woman.

I went to the elevator, pressed Up and waited.

It opened instantly and I walked inside and discovered forty-three was the top floor. Like most days this week, polar opposite emotions coursed through me. Yet, as always, my lust overrode my alleged common sense.

When the elevator reached the floor, the doors opened and I walked out.

Ms. Martinez must be a lawyer for the most elite firm in the city, if not the country.

To my surprise, even though it was mid-evening there was a woman at the front desk. I whispered sheepishly, "I'm here to see Ms. Martinez."

"Last office on the left," she pointed, looking me over, obviously also knowing why I was here.

"Thank you, ma'am," I replied, even though she was much younger than me, and then I headed down the hallway.

Reaching the last office, the door was slightly ajar and I took a deep breath and knocked.

"Come in," a woman's voice said.

I walked in and saw a pretty woman sitting at a desk. I was slightly disappointed she wasn't black. Yet that was quickly pushed away by three words. Each its own sentence:

"Knees."

"Crawl."

"Desk."

This woman was efficient with her words and her actions as she simply pointed underneath the desk while I lowered myself to the floor.

I didn't say a word to her as she kept working, reading a big booklet at the moment.

I crawled up to her desk, seeing her legs part silently like the opening of the final portal into a sex club.

I crawled straight ahead and under the desk and between her spread legs, noticing she too was in thigh highs and she too was not wearing any underwear.

The assumptions of this woman that I would just obey were ludicrous and yet that was exactly what I was doing.

Her pussy was shaved clean except for a patch above.

I extended my tongue and licked.

"Slowly," she ordered, another one-word sentence and instruction.

So for at least fifteen minutes, maybe more, I licked her pussy, exploring every inch of it.

I listened to her soft moans.

I savoured her sweet nectar.

I explored her pussy like I was preparing to draw a map of it.

I teased her clit.

I parted her lips.

I poked her hole with my tongue.

She then lifted her legs up onto the desk, rolling her chair up so my face was plastered in her cunt and ordered, for the first time using more than a single word, although not many more, "Lick my asshole."

That was not something I had ever done before, nor anything I had fantasized about, yet I pulled her ass cheeks apart and swirled my tongue around her puckered hole. It was a little dark under the desk so it wasn't easy to see clearly, but to my surprise the task, although humiliating by the nature of it, was actually exciting. Her hole was tight, with just a hint of tangy sweat that was different from the taste of her cunt.

I must have licked her butt hole for five minutes before she ordered, "Now get me off!"

Music to my ears! I buried my face in her cunt and started licking quickly as her moans increased.

Suddenly, a female voice startled me and had me freezing mid-lick.

"I am done with the filing, Ms. Martinez."

"Did I tell you to stop?" Ms. Martinez rebuked me.

"Sorry, ma'am," I apologized, resuming licking even though I assumed the secretary was behind me and able to see my feet beneath the desk.



As I resumed licking, Ms. Martinez, asked, "The Jones file is ready for me?"

"Yes, ready and on Mrs. Appleton's desk," she answered, as I licked.

"You may go, or if you wish you can have this slut eat you out after she is done with me," Ms. Martinez offered.

My eyes went wide at being offered like I was some piece of meat, yet it was equally exciting to be perceived as just a pleasure vessel for other people to use as casually as they pleased.

"No thank you, auntie," the girl said, "I need to get home."

"Okay, bye," Ms. Martinez replied.

"Good night," the niece said and then left.

"Now fucking eat my cunt," Ms. Martinez ordered, as she grabbed the back of my head and held me deep in her oasis of wetness.

I hungrily licked her cunt for a couple more minutes, barely able to get any oxygen until she let out an oddly quiet moan and my face was coated with her fluids.

I licked her pussy cum until she pushed me away and said, as she crossed her legs, "Suck on my toes."

"Yes, ma'am," I replied, as I repositioned myself under the big desk to get off my knees and suck on her nylon-clad toes.

She then began to talk, assumedly on her phone, "Hi, is the meeting planned?"



And I don't know how long I sucked on her toes. At least fifteen minutes on each foot, taking each toe between my lips, kissing and licking the soles of her feet until she had me lay on my back and she placed both her feet on my face as if I were a stool.

I then kissed and licked and smelt her feet for a few more minutes while she talked to at least four people on the phone.

It was humiliating.

It was exhilarating.

I was dripping with anticipation.

Then with my back sore, she asked, "Want to get fucked?"

"God, yes," I answered, the hour plus of licking her pussy and worshipping her feet and being used as nothing more than a submissive to this stranger had my cunt on fire.

"Crawl over to the middle of the floor," she ordered, and she got out of her dress as I obeyed the order.

She kept her bra on as she opened her desk drawer and pulled out a strap-on cock.

She put it on and walked over to me and ordered, "Get out of your fucking dress."

I quickly obeyed, discarding my dress.

"No bra or panties," she smiled. "You really did come here as a slut."

"I am here to obey," I said.

"Married?" she asked, as she slid the cock in my open mouth.

When she pulled it out I admitted, "Divorced."

"Kids?"

"Two."

"Any daughters?" she asked, as she slid the cock back in my mouth and face fucked me for a moment.

"One," I answered, when she pulled the saliva dripping cock out of my mouth.

"Age?"

"Eighteen."

"is she a submissive slut too?"

"To her boyfriend," I admitted.

"She would likely be for me too," she told me, as she pushed me roughly to the floor.

"I imagine so," I said, thinking she may indeed as I did know she ate cunt, too.

I was suddenly on all fours, like some bitch in heat, which wasn't far from the truth.

She moved behind me and pushed my head and chest into the carpet as she warned, "I fuck hard."

"Yes, Mistress," I whimpered, just at being manhandled, not even realizing I was using the word 'Mistress' until I had.

"You really are a submissive slut, aren't you?" she asked, as she rubbed the cock up and down my pussy lips.

"I obey without hesitation, Mistress," I replied, this time using the term 'Mistress' on purpose. This was all me. I wasn't being blackmailed. I had chosen to come here. I was choosing to stay.

"You're so wet," she pointed out.

"Serving you got my cunt sopping wet, Mistress," I answered, dying to have her fuck me hard.

"Beg," she ordered, teasing me relentlessly with that cock between my lips, but not going in.

"Please fuck your slut's cunt with that cock and use me as you wish," I begged, desperate to have that cock deep inside me.

"I may have to add you to my regulars," she mused as she slid the cock in me.

"Yes," I moaned loudly as the cock filled my needy cunt.

"To the cock in your cunt or being one of my regulars?" she questioned, as she held me in place on the floor and began bucking her hips, making the cock go deep as fuck in me.



"Oh fuck, yes, pound me," I begged and moaned as she roughly fucked me.

"Would you let me fuck your daughter too?" she asked, fucking me harder than I ever recalled getting fucked.

"Yes," I blindly agreed.

"Yes, what?" she asked, without slowing down her rough deep drilling, as I began to worry I may get rug burns on my face and tits, so I lifted myself off the carpet.

"Yes, I'd love for you to fuck my daughter," I admitted, meaning it, so close to coming.

That's when my phone rang.



The ring tone told me who it was. For some reason I needed to let her know this as I explained, "It's my daughter."

"Delicious," she said, before ordering, pulling out of me, "answer it."

"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, remaining on all fours, crawling to my purse and answering it on the third ring. "Hi, honey."

I turned around to see Ms. Martinez, whose first name I realized I had no idea of, point to the desk. I obeyed nervously, standing up and leaning against it as my daughter said, "Hi, can you come pick me up?"

"What's wrong?" I asked, as I bent over the desk, knowing I was about to get fucked willingly while talking to my daughter.

"We all had too much to drink and the party is getting out of hand," she said, just as the plastic cock slid inside of me.

"Oooooooh," I moaned, uncontrollably.

"You okay, Mom?" she asked.

"Yes," I answered, trying to control my sounds as Ms. Martinez slammed into me.



"Take it all, slut." Ms. Martinez ordered, my fear that she might talk now coming true.

"Who's that?" she asked.

"Oh," I moaned again, the hard fucking really making me unable to control the sounds of pleasure escaping from my lips. "Nothing, just some people talking."

"Oh right, you're on a date," she said.

"Yes, I am," I agreed, this being a rather unorthodox date for sure, my orgasm building regardless of the fact I was talking to my daughter.

"I forgot, I'll call a taxi to pick us up," she said.

"Okay," I moaned, trying desperately to hide the truth.

"Do you want to come, slut?" Ms. Martinez asked, stopping deep inside me, just as my daughter asked a question of her own.

"Is the date going well?" my daughter asked, her tone implying she'd heard.

"Yes," I answered to them both.

Suddenly she laughed, clearly realizing what was happening, "Sounds like it's going really well."



"Keep taking my cock, my slutty little lez," Ms. Martinez said, louder, making certain my daughter would hear.

"You're with a woman?" she asked, this time surprised.

"Oh, God," I moaned loudly, my orgasm about to erupt. I then said, "I've got to go, honey," as I dropped my phone.

"Think your daughter knew you were a submissive lesbian?" Ms. Martinez asked.

"She does now," I moaned, praying I'd hit the hang-up button before I dropped it... or that she'd hung up.

"I bet it's like mother, like daughter," she said, fucking me so hard the desk moved.

"Oh God, I'm going to come," I declared.

"Scream your daughter's name when you come, slut," she ordered.

Seconds later, I did just that as I screamed, "Yes, Charlotte, Mommy is a submissive cunt licking, strap-on taking slut and I'm fucking CUMMING!"

She fucked me throughout my orgasm before ordering, "Get on the floor, slut."

I weakly collapsed to the carpet and laid on my back, my body still trembling.

She went back to her desk before returning with a strange contraption and put it on my head. Suddenly I had a strap with a dildo on it covering my mouth.

She then straddled my face and dropped her cunt on the dildo and began riding.

I just lay there as her cunt bounced on my face... getting the ultimate closeup of a woman fucking herself.








As she rode me, she moaned, "Oh yes, you're a good little Mommy slut."

I would have agreed if I could, but my mouth was blocked by the contraption.

"It's obvious you want to submit to your daughter too," she moaned. How could that be obvious? I wasn't even sure if it was true.

"I bet you would crawl into her room, onto her bed, under her sheets and between her legs for the perfect breakfast," she said, her moans getting louder as she really began to ride my face.

My phone buzzed, alerting me I had a text from my daughter.

A sigh of relief coursed through me: she wasn't still on the line.

"Oh yes, I'm going to come just like your daughter would all over your face," she declared before coming hard.

She remained on my face, no longer moving, as she enjoyed her orgasm.

She then got off and dismissed me, "You may go."

I weakly got off the floor, took the thing off my head and crawled to my clothes, getting dressed wordlessly.

She said, "Don't wash your face until you get home."

"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, as she picked up my phone.

"Password?" she asked, as I put my heels on.

"2786," I answered.

She entered my password and said, "Your daughter got a ride home."

"Good," I said, my orgasm done, my worry now rising.

She handed me my phone a minute later and said, "Text me if you are interested in being a full service maid for an all-female gathering at my home a week from Saturday."

"Okay," I agreed, as I took the phone and saw she had added her cell info with the name MistressM.

"And feel free to bring your daughter," she added.

"Okay," I agreed again, unsure I would do that, although already curious about the maid thing.

"Now get out of here, I've got work to do," she said.

"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, walking out, down the elevator and past the guard who gave me a knowing leer as I did my walk of shame past him.

At home, to my relief, Charlotte was home, and already in bed. I really had no idea what I would have said if she'd asked me any questions.

Thursday Task 5

After once again being controlled by my own lust, and this time I couldn't even blame the blackmailer, I had to double my resolve to just get the fucking tasks done and do no more. There were only three left. I could manage to do three more and then hopefully the blackmailer would keep his word and leave me alone.

It was early afternoon when the inevitable text came.

Today's task is simple. Take two facials and then go to Starbucks and order a coffee with cum on your face. You can then wash it off. Have fun. PS: White nylons today and no panties.

I responded, simply: Fine.

As I pondered this, I figured it would be an easy task. I could go back to the Fenway club, suck a couple of cocks, take a couple of facials, drive to some faraway Starbucks, complete the task and go home.

I tried on several dresses with the white nylons, white nylons not really something that went with many outfits.

I drove to Fenway.

Knocked on the door and said "Cream."

Was disappointed not to see Anastasia... then realized it was one less temptation to draw me back into my submissive weakness, so that was good even if it didn't feel like it.

Another girl led me directly to the same room three.

A couple of minutes later a cock was in my mouth.

A couple minutes after that I had a load all over my face.

A few minutes after that I was sucking on another nice cock, my pussy beginning to tingle and betray me.

Unlike the first guy who shoved his cock through the hole, I sucked, he grunted, he left, this guy was verbal.

"Oh, yeah, suck my cock, you dirty slut," and "Take it all, bitch," and "Faster, cock sucker."

The name-calling turned me on and again my pussy was leaking as I cursed myself for my weakness.

He then ordered, "Beg for my load, slut."

"Please sir," I replied out of submissive obedience, "shoot your load in my open mouth and give me your yummy cum."

"Oh yeah," he said, as I stroked his cock. "Get ready, slut."

I opened wide, my other hand filming the eruption as his load shot out of his cock and into my open mouth.



Craving cum, I caught the first couple of ropes before letting the rest hit my face.

Once he was done and pulled out, I stood up and waited for him to leave even as I swallowed his sweet load.

I could sit here all day, sucking cock after cock, but I needed to resist the temptation. I had to regain my life.

As soon as he left, I walked out of the stall, out of the room and out of the building, keeping my head down the entire time until I reached my car.

I googled Starbucks and found one twelve minutes away, on the opposite side of town from my home, and drove there.

I recalled wearing a load on my face in Cuba once for my ex and finding it kind of exhilarating, but this time it was just nerve-wracking. In Cuba I did it for my husband and he was with me, enjoying my display and the people's reactions. This time I was doing it for a blackmailer and all on my own, which wasn't the same.

I arrived at the Starbucks, parked and walked the half block and into the shop, thrilled to see it only had one person in the shop besides the person working the counter. It seemed 3:30 was a good time to come.

I walked to the front and ordered an ice cap acting like I didn't have a load and a half of cum on my face. To my surprise, the girl didn't even look at me as she asked what I wanted and told me how much it was.

I moved to the till to pay and waited as the other woman left, not noticing the cum on my face. I felt like Tom Cruise in Mission Impossible avoiding being detected.

As the Starbucks girl brought me my drink, another girl came out of the washroom just as the first girl finally looked at me and gasped. So of course the other girl looked, realised what she was seeing and gasped as well.



I acted like it wasn't a big deal as I joked, "I'm told it's a good facial cream."

She seemed about to say something, but I simply turned and walked out.

A rush of adrenaline coursed through me at completing the task. A gush of wetness leaked out of me. I walked into a gas station, headed directly to the washroom, went to a stall, closed the door, sat my drink down, sat on the toilet, spread my legs and began to pleasure myself.

I cupped my breasts.

I slid two fingers in my cunt.

I closed my eyes and just allowed the need to come take control. My head replayed my masturbation in public, tasting Big Rosie's sweet cunt, the gloryhole and that amazing black cock in my cunt, watching my daughter get fucked and the completely intense submissive domination of last night, and my orgasm quickly reached climactic proportions.



I came hard... like every orgasm seemed to be since this crazy ordeal had started.

I allowed myself to recover for a few minutes before washing my face and returning home, happy that I had more or less controlled myself today. 'Control' I suppose being a subjective term.

I sent the picture from my bedroom.

He returned me a different picture an hour later.



He'd been there when I was at Starbucks!

Where had he hidden?

How had he known I'd go there, was he always following me?

I texted back: Stalker.

He texted back: Just making sure you are fulfilling the tasks.

I responded: Two more then it's over, right?

He responded: Yes.

I responded: Good!

Yet, as I waited for a response that didn't come, I wondered how weird it would be to go back to work next week and not have any tasks to complete.

Sure it had only been five days, but it also seemed like eons ago that this... adventure? had started and although I hated to admit it... the wait for each task of the day excited me.

It had awakened me.

It had made me feel alive again.

And that scared the shit out of me!

That night, Charlotte asked how I was doing and I said fine. I even joked that as her loving mother, I was supposed to ask her how she was doing.

She seemed to want to say more, but chose not to.

I considered asking her what she was thinking, but was worried what she might say.

I assumed she'd heard me moaning about fucking her boyfriend; I assumed she'd heard me fantasise about eating her out; I assumed she knew I'd sniffed her panties. I also was certain she knew I'd had sex with another woman. I just prayed she hadn't heard me admit that I was also willing to have sex with her.

She then asked, just as I thought the conversation was done, "Mom, are you a lesbian?"

My face went red.

I replied, "No." I then paused and decided she may as well know the truth, "Although I am bi."

"You were with a woman last night?" she asked, even though it was obvious she knew that.

"Yes," I whispered, shame coursing through me.

After a moment, she surprised me by saying, "Cool."

"Cool?" I asked.

"Having a bisexual mom is so 2018!" she said approvingly.

"Is it?" I laughed. "I'm not sure I know of any other moms like that."

"Then I have the cool bisexual mother," she said.

"This doesn't weird you out?" I asked.

"I'm bi, too, Mom," she admitted.

"I see," I said.

"Are you okay with that?" she asked.

"It would be pretty hypocritical not to be," I pointed out.

"True," she said, before asking, "so do you just take a strap-on or do you eat sushi too?"

"Charlotte!" I gasped at the question.

"Well I think it's so cool," she said, before adding, "I heard you taking that strap-on. It couldn't have been anything else."

"I can't believe you heard that!"

"Why did you answer the phone if you were having sex?" she asked.

"She made me," I answered, not sure why I was allowing this conversation to continue.

"She made you?" she questioned.

I sighed. "I've already said too much; you're my daughter."

"No, tell me," she said.

I sighed again.

She then realised the truth: "Are you submissive in the bedroom, Mom?"

"Yes," I nodded, my cheeks likely as red as the flames of hell.

"Me too," she revealed, which I already knew.

I wasn't sure what to say. So I just stood there.

She said, "Well, I guess it's like mother, like daughter."

My eyes went wide. Had she heard Ms. Martinez say those exact words? "what did you say?"

She shrugged. "You're bi, I'm bi. You're submissive, I'm submissive."

"Oh," I chuckled awkwardly.

"But we're both strong women outside the bedroom," she added, giving me a hug.

"That we are," I agreed, thinking obtusely that perhaps she would like to come to this sex party next weekend. I mean I assumed it was a sex party, Ms. Martinez had never said it in those words, but it was strongly implied.

At this moment, Donald came into the room and asked, "Did I miss something?"

I wanted to say 'everything', but just said, "Girl problems."

Charlotte laughed, "Yes indeed, girl problems."

That night I fucked myself to orgasm imagining being a maid at the party with my daughter, both of us in slutty maid outfits, both of us serving Mistress Martinez.



As usual, I came hard and crashed harder... completely spent, shaking my head at just how unforgivably naughty my fantasies were becoming.

FRIDAY: TASK 6

It was the weekend and the kids were across town with their father. So after a couple of strange days of awkwardness after being caught on my daughter's bed, I was home alone until Sunday afternoon.

Oddly, I wasn't sure what to do while I waited for the inevitable text.

I cleaned the house.

I did laundry, resisting the temptation to smell my daughter's panties.

I ended up in my son's room and saw his computer was on.

I knew I shouldn't, but I couldn't resist. I sat down and saw he hadn't shut it down.

I went to his browser and checked out his most recent website visits. I was disappointed. They were all gaming sites.

I went to his files and searched around. At first I didn't find anything out of the ordinary, until I followed a hunch and searched for 'mom'. As I had somehow suspected, there were a whole bunch of text files in a folder innocently named Homework. I clicked on the folder to find hundreds of incest stories and a couple dozen videos. Almost every story was about a mom and son, or a sister and brother, with the odd mom and daughter story thrown in there too.

Titles like 'Pet Mommy', 'Backseat Mommy', '50s family', 'Blackmailing Bitch Sister' and 'Revenge of the Nerd' were just a few of the titles.

Videos like 'Submissive Mommy', 'Mommy Tamed', 'Sister Submission', 'Family Slaves', 'Brain Washing Mom', 'Mom, Sister and Me', and 'Anal Mom' all had my cunt wet.

My sweet and nerdy son obviously fantasized about fucking me and his sister.

Not just fucking us, but dominating and controlling us.

A week ago I would have been horrified!

Today, I was intrigued.

Today, I was impressed.

Today, I was horny at the idea of a live-in cock I could suck and fuck anytime.

Today, I was excited about a dominant son who could give me what I needed.

Yet, there were a few big problems.

1. It would be incest, which is definitely illegal.

2. It would be incest, and even if it were legal it is morally wrong.

3. As a mother it is my duty to protect my children.

4. Fantasy is one thing, reality another.

5. If I set all the above aside and found the courage, how would I even bring it up?

I took pictures of the video titles and the story titles, exited the folder and erased the browsing history of the last half hour and headed to my room.

I pulled up some of the stories and read a few.

Each one was about a dominant son, usually nerdy, who seduced or blackmailed his mom or sister to become his cum slut.

That was when it hit me.

Could my son be my blackmailer?

As soon as I thought of it, I realized it was a ludicrous idea. He may want to fuck me, maybe even to make me his fuck toy (oh God how those words turned me on), but no way he could have planned all these twisted, kinky tasks.

I was slowly rubbing myself when the task came.

Today you have a choice. You can go to the amateur strip night at Hamilton's and do a strip-tease number or you can go back to the Fenway Men's Club and offer to strip there. You are welcome to wear a mask at either location to protect your identity. As usual, have fun.



My orgasm was building and reading this had me coming almost instantly.

The idea of doing a strip tease in front of strangers had always been exciting, even more so after Anastasia had revealed the complex situation at the club and turned my fantasy into a very real possibility.

I knew instantly which choice I was making.

I also hoped Anastasia would be there... the idea of doing a double striptease or even a lesbian sex act live onstage was equally stimulating.

I also noticed for the second straight time, the task was rather simple. I wondered whether he was running out of ideas or setting me up for a massive final task.

Oddly, with the weekend to myself, I kind of hoped for the latter.

I decided to go shopping for something stripper-worthy before heading over to the club. I spent almost an hour trying on outfits from cowgirl, to see-through nun, to schoolgirl, to Snow White, until deciding on something I hoped I could also use on Valentine's Day with the right partner (usually I would have said 'man', but now gender was less significant).

I bought a red necklace with a heart, a skimpy lace bra with hearts, a heart skirt that was literally only three inches wide, red thigh highs, black with red five-inch pumps and unfortunately simple white panties, as they didn't have any heart-themed ones. I also bought a mask that I hoped would hide my identity in the unlikelihood that someone I knew was here.

I put them all in a bag and headed to the men's club. It was 4:30 on a Friday. I really had no idea if it would be busy or not.

I knocked on the back door and was ecstatic to be greeted by Anastasia.



She smiled, looking so beautiful, "Welcome back."

I smiled back, "We have some unfinished business."

"We do, do we?" she asked coyly.

"We definitely do," I responded, my tone implying exactly what I meant.

"I'm stuck back here until 5:30, but after that I'm wide open," she said.

"Oh I so hope that is true," I flirted aggressively, something coming over me. I had to have sex with this woman.

"I never say anything I can't back up," she said, leaning in and kissing me.

When she broke the kiss she said, "It's Friday, the glory holes are quite busy." I looked and saw two other women waiting their turn.

One was chubby, older and looking more like a grandma than a glory hole cock sucker.

The other one was in an actual cheerleading outfit from our local college.

"I'm not here for that," I said, holding up my bag.

"Is that a bag of dildos?" she asked.

I laughed, as she looked in the bag, "Shoot, I didn't bring any props."

"Don't you worry, I have some for you, but I don't think you'll need them onstage," she winked. She then added, "These are cute."

"Wait until you see me in them," I said.

"Go change in this room here and I'll sign you up for a time," she said. "You'll likely be on in fifteen minutes."

"Okay," I said, excited and nervous.

"Also, think of what songs you want. You get three numbers," she added.

"Okay," I nodded, not sure at all what songs I would want.

I went into the change room and put on my stripper outfit. As I did, I wondered what songs to dance to before choosing slow ones for the first two, 'Red, Red, Wine,' and 'Lady in Red' to fit my theme and because I had no idea how to dance and strip to fast music.

For the third song I still had no idea when she knocked on the door. "Ready?"

"It's now or never," I joked, as I opened the door.

"Wow! You'll be very popular," she said, checking me out.

"So you like?" I asked demurely.

"Later on I'm going to devour you whole," she promised.

"I'll make sure my peach is fresh and juicy for you," I returned, as she took my hand and led me the opposite way from the glory holes.

"Songs?"

"'Red, Red Wine' and 'Lady in Red'" I said before adding, "You choose the last one."

"Mmmmm," she smiled. "I have the perfect one."

"What is it?" I asked, curious.

"You'll see," she said, before adding, "and I expect you to fulfill it later tonight."

"Okay," I agreed curious.

"So during the first song just dance, second song show your tits and third song you can show that ripe peach I plan to dine on later," she wickedly revealed to me.

"Sure you don't want to have a quick snack now?" I asked, dying to taste her and have her taste me.

"Not while on duty," she said, giving me a kiss before adding, "you're on after this song."



"Okay," I said, suddenly nervous as she left me alone.

What was I going to do? I hadn't even danced once in the past three years. I didn't have a lot of time to think about this as the song ended and a male announcer said, "And now a first timer. Please give a warm welcome for Heart Breaker!"

I giggled to myself at the stage name Anastasia must have chosen for me.

I took a deep breath and walked past a curtain and onto the stage.

The song started and I sauntered across the stage... shivering both out of nervousness and a surprisingly cold chill.

I walked on with my head down, suddenly not sure this was a good idea.



I glanced up and saw a couple men watching and instead of that making me nervous, it relaxed me.

I had a mask on, I had men watching me, I was free just to let loose.

I went to the pole, took hold of it and just let my body move, although I was still keeping my head down.



As the song progressed, I began to spin around the pole, wiggling my ass at the man closest to me.

Going around and around the pole, I awkwardly lifted up a leg and held it, allowing more of my ass to be seen.

As I got more comfortable, I used the pole for stability as I bent way down, allowing my ass to really be showcased.

As the song neared its end, I finally felt completely comfortable, as I lifted a leg way up and spun completely 360.



As the song ended, I got a major rush when there were a couple whistles and someone yelled, "Let's see those tits, Heart Breaker!"

As the second song began, I sauntered up and down the stage feeling like I was a model on a runway, but still more or less hiding my face.

I dropped to my knees in front of one man, and looking away, grabbed my tits and shook them in front of him. I was being totally demure from the neck up, but the rest of me was red hot!

I rolled over to another man, spread my legs and put my hand on my pussy and tapped myself three times, this time coming out of my shell and looking him straight in the eye.

I was getting bolder as 'Lady in Red' played.

I crawled to the other side to a hot guy, moved my hands behind my back and tugged my strings loose.

I held onto the front of the bra and shook my body, teasing the guy who was watching intently... waiting for me to drop the bra.

I stood up and let the bra drop, giving him a wink before sauntering back to the pole.

I spun around the pole, my nipples hard from the cold breeze, before hopping onto the pole and bending backwards, using my gymnastics past to really showcase my body and my flexibility.



As the song ended, I went for an erotic ending, spreading my legs as far as I could while hanging from the pole.



There was some clapping this time, more whistles and a great rush of adrenaline as I slid down the pole.

Then the third song started.

I couldn't help but smile.

It was Katy Perry.

It was 'I Kissed a Girl'.

I hoped I would soon be kissing a girl... and kissing both pairs of her lips.

I strutted my stuff, enjoying the faster pace after two slow songs.

I wiggled my ass at a few guys, suddenly more men entering the room to see the New Girl.

I slid the skirt down my legs slowly before continuing to walk around, now only wearing panties and thigh highs.

I lay down on my back and did some leg stretches.

Legs closed and up.

Legs spread and up.

I rolled onto my side and did some leg lifts, before rolling onto my other side to face the other way and replicating the leg lifts.

I then returned to my back, put my arms behind me and bucked my hips up... humping the air.

Then as the song was nearing its end, I crawled over to two cute men who were watching me, lay on my back, pulled my panties up and then off, before sitting up and slowly parting my legs.

The men stared intently, as I opened sesame, per se.

Then after showing the quickest glimpse of my pinkness, I closed my legs, waved my finger no-no, stood up and sauntered around the stage.., giving everyone quick glimpses of my cunt, but never giving a full reveal until the song ended.

Then I looked at the two men I had been teasing the most and made one final move, offering a perfect view of my pussy to one and all.



There was a large round of applause as my song ended. I picked up my discarded outfit, gave a wave and walked off. Task six of seven was now completed.

Backstage, the next girl smiled and said, "You were great."

"Thanks," I said, feeling great.

I got dressed, and wasn't sure where to go now.

I had no idea what time it was.

But fuck was I horny! Stripping in front of strangers was incredibly freeing and stimulating and I needed to get off.

I walked out and to the change room hoping to find Anastasia, but also fucking freezing. I got to the room and put my dress back on and grabbed my phone.

5:30. Anastasia was off work!

There was a knock on the door, followed by a voice, "Ready to play, you sexy Heart Breaker?"

A chill went up my spine as I opened the door, Anastasia walked inside and she kissed me.



I melted into her.

My hands went to her hips, wanting to feel her against me.

Her hands went to my breasts.

Our tongues explored each other's mouths as our hands explored each other's bodies.

It was so exciting!

It was so different in comparison to the raw fucking of Ms. Martinez or of any of the wild sex acts I had committed the past six days.

When she broke the kiss, she asked, "Want to come to a private room where we can be a little more comfortable?"

I nodded as I said, "I'll go anywhere with you."

"You're so cute," she said, as she grabbed my hand and led me out of the room, down a hallway and into one of six rooms down the hallway past the gloryhole rooms. It made me wonder just how many rooms this club had.

As soon as the door was closed, she pushed me against the door and kissed me with much more intensity than our earlier intimate kiss.

As she kissed me passionately, she got me out of my dress.

Once I was only in my panties and thigh highs, I took her dress off, happy to confirm she had no underwear on, although from the cleavage she'd been displaying both front and back, it had been pretty apparent. She smiled, "I usually go commando."

"I may have to start doing that," I said, as I watched her lower herself to take my panties off.

"I highly recommend it," she smiled.

"I need them to avoid creating puddles wherever I sit," I only kind of joked.

"You're just leaving someone else a special treat," she said as she leaned forward and gave me one wide slow parting of my lips.

"Oooooh," I moaned.

"Yummy," she purred, standing back up and leading me to a couch.

I sat on the couch and she sat on my lap and resumed kissing me, neither of us in any hurry to fuck.

Our hands roamed.

Our tongues explored.

Wanting to suck on her big breasts, I grabbed her, leaned forward and took a hard nipple in my mouth.



"Oh yes, suck on my nipples," she moaned, as I spent an eternity lavishing each nipple with attention. I sucked, I licked, I nibbled.

She then pushed me onto my back and explored my entire body, beginning with one foot.

She sucked each toe into her mouth.

She kissed the sole of my foot.

She replicated the attention on the other foot, before slithering up my leg, splattering me with butterfly kisses.

When she reached my pussy I spread my legs further in anticipation, but after moving close and savouring my bouquet by drawing in a big luxuriant breath, she moved up to my chest... teasing me.

She swirled her tongue around my belly button, not something that had ever turned me on, but this time it did. Her tongue never left my body as she continued up to my breasts.

She cupped them while she went back and forth between them, worshipping them in a way no one ever had. Usually they were manhandled, but Anastasia knew how to stimulate them in a way that went straight to my cunt.

She moved up and kissed me again before asking, "Want to try something strange?"

"K," was all I could say, so completely mesmerized by this woman.

She moved onto her ass, spread her legs and said, "Rub my cunt with your foot."

I did as she instructed, this being something entirely new.

"Oh yes, nice and slow," she said, as I grazed her wetness with my foot.

After a moment, she moved her foot between my legs and we were giving each other's girl parts strange foot jobs.



Her toes parted my pussy lips, so I did that to her in return.

And then we started to get each other off with each other's feet.

My pussy got wet.

My foot got wet.

After a few minutes of unique foot pleasuring and teasing, she said, "Don't move," as she got up.

"I'm not going anywhere," I smiled.

She went to a drawer, pulled something out and came back.

It was a double-ended dildo... an eighteen-inch double-ended dildo.

She asked, "Wanna fuck?"

"Desperately," I answered, as she sat back down and slid the dildo into my very wet cunt.

As she did I moaned as it filled me and also because it had a bunch of ridges to enhance the pleasure.



She fucked me for a few seconds with it before moving close to me, getting into position and putting the other end into herself.

It was so hot.



She then said, as she began moving her hips, "Our goal is to get our cunts kissing."

"Oh my," I said, as I began moving my hips too and we slowly brought ourselves together as the ridged pleasure cock drilled deeper into us both.

Eventually, with a fair amount of work and pleasure, our cunts were indeed not only kissing, but French kissing, with the double dildo playing the part of a very saucy double tongue.

She then sat up, pulled me up and kissed me, both our pairs of lips writhing against each other.

It was so hot!

Then she began moving her hips again, all the while kissing me.

I did the same and we were soon fucking each other.

The sitting position had the dildo bending up and stimulating me in a unique way.

A couple minutes of kissing and bucking, and my orgasm was imminent. I reluctantly broke the kiss, leaned back and bucked my hips furiously.

"Let's come together," she said, as she leaned back and we began frantically fucking each other in desperation.

"Come for me, honey," she moaned.

"Oh yes, I can't hold back any longer," I declared, before seconds later letting out a primal scream, no doubt heard by everyone in the entire building, "FUCK!"

"YES," she screamed in reply, just seconds later as we both climaxed almost simultaneously.

I was still coming a few seconds later when she pulled the dildo out of both of us, rolled onto her back and ordered, "Straddle me, babe, I want to taste your cum."

I quickly obeyed, straddling her pretty face and feeling her tongue on my still leaking cunt.

Wanting to taste her cum too, I dropped down and buried my face in her cunt... suddenly I was in my first 69.

"You taste so good," she purred, as she licked.

"You taste like heaven," I replied back.

Then for a good fifteen, maybe twenty minutes, we licked each other.

We savoured each other's cum, but then we lavishly licked each other as we stimulated and eventually triggered our second orgasms.



I came first, then a couple of beats later she did as well and after again licking up each other's sweetness, I rolled off and lay beside her.

"That was amazing," I said, the carnal lust and intimacy something I hadn't realized I had missed.

"Yeah and we didn't even get to the more adventurous toys," she smiled, as she pulled me to her and kissed me again.

When she broke the kiss, as I tasted myself on her lips, I asked, "Next time?"

"Definitely next time," she agreed.

We lay there silently for a few minutes, enjoying the afterglow of multiple orgasms and the simple pleasure of being with each other.

She said, "I hate to end this, but I'm meeting a friend for a nine o'clock movie."

"Oh," I said, knowing this would have to end at some point, but not really ready for that to happen.

"By the way, I'm Anastasia," she said, as she got up.

"I know, and I'm Lauren," I said, giving her my real name without hesitation, as she helped me up.

"So Lauren, my friend and I are going to see Fifty Shades Free if you would like to join us," she offered.

"Really?" I asked, feeling like I had when I was first asked out back in high school.

"Yeah, I want to spend some more time with you," she admitted.

"Really?" I repeated, stunned.

"You're adorably cute in your naivety," she laughed.

"That I know," I said.

"Plus, maybe we can pick up some new ideas for the future," she winked, as she grabbed her dress.

I joked, then wondered if I was going too far, "Well I've always wanted to be tied up or handcuffed."

"Mmmmmmm," she smiled, moving to me again, "And I've always wanted a submissive pet."

"I think I'm in love," I joked, as she kissed me again.

"Get dressed, babe," she said. "I'll follow you home and then you can come with me."

"How will I get home tonight?" I asked.

"Maybe you won't," she said, slapping my ass. "Or maybe I won't; we'll have to negotiate."

"Oh!" I said, a big smile crossing my face.

As I got dressed, I couldn't believe how crazy today had gotten, nor the fact that all of it other than the striptease was completely of my own accord.

I was beginning to wonder if I should be thanking my blackmailer for the precarious situations he had forced me into. Whether he had intended it or not, he had reawakened my sexual submissiveness, and rekindled a fire inside me that had long ago flickered out.

And as I was about to discover, the night was still young.

Anastasia followed me to my home where I changed into something a little more comfortable, although still in nylons, of course, and in retrospect that was still sluttier than my norm. I changed into a cute blouse and stole a pair of my daughter's jean skirts (she had three) and then noticing a hole in my nylons, I changed into a new pair.

I looked like I was going to a club and not like a mother of two attending a movie.



She complimented me on my attire as I returned to her car, and she rested her hand on my leg while she drove.

She went home too and changed into something new. A t-shirt that said 'I love Sushi' with a cartoon picture of a girl going down on another girl which made me smile: I loved that she knew who she was. With a skirt that was barely a garment, and mocha nylons, a colour that really looked good on her.

We talked about life while we drove. She is originally from Florida, I'm a Boston native bred and raised.

She has three sisters; I a sister and a brother.

She is twenty-five... so much younger than I.

When I told her my age sheepishly, she said in a sexy tone, "I like older women."

I smiled, "Good, because I like strong, younger women."

"We're a perfect pair," she said, as we reached the theatre.

I was introduced to her friend Casey who was dressed much more casually and we chatted before the movie started, with Anastasia in the middle of us.

Most of the movie was just watching, although Anastasia took my hand in hers about an hour into it, and spent lots of time caressing the pad between my thumb and forefinger, which I found very sensuous.

As the movie reached its pinnacle sex scene, Anastasia surprised me as she let go of my hand and moved her hand under my skirt and to my wet pussy (the movie pretty fucking hot) and following her earlier advice, I wasn't wearing any underwear.

I let out a moan, which caused a couple of people to look my way, but I didn't care.

If Anastasia was attempting to take control of me, to show me she was in charge, I was most definitely going to let her. So I spread my legs wider to allow her to play with my cunt as much as she wished.

She slowly traced her fingers around my pussy lips, teasing me relentlessly, just like Mr. Grey often did to Anastasia... the irony that the submissive's name in the movie was Anastasia and yet in this real-life scenario she being the Mistress (could she actually be my Mistress?) wasn't lost on me.

I was definitely the movie's Anastasia character, both in her innocence and submissiveness, but with a strong inventive streak mixed in. I hoped that Anastasia was up to being the female version of Christian Grey... able to be passionate and disciplined... able to know and understand my needs... needs I was still trying to process myself.

I tried to watch the sex scene that was on the big screen, but her fingers were stirring such intense feelings of submission that all I could think of was becoming my Anastasia's pet.

I closed my eyes and allowed her to tease me.

I imagined lowering her to the floor, moving between her legs and licking her pussy in this mostly full, mostly female, crowd.

I imagined licking her until she came.

I then imagined her urging me to lick her cute friend Casey, which I would do eagerly.

I imagined then being instructed to go up and down the rows licking every pussy: the just-legal 18-year-olds, the lonely mothers like myself, and even the older women in attendance who were likely trying to discover their own lost sexuality, whatever that may entail.

I imagined crawling into the lap of a young girl and discovering as she parted her legs and drew me inside that it was my own daughter Charlotte murmuring, "Make me come, Mommy darling!"

I moaned again, this time more quietly, as Anastasia continued to just barely trace my pussy lips and I opened my eyes in shock at where my dirty subconscious had led me.

As a loud moan came from the screen, I opened my eyes and was brought back to reality. I tried to watch the movie and control my taboo fantasies... fantasies that of late were becoming reality at a fast and furious pace.

Anastasia's finger never stopped teasing me, until the climactic ending where she suddenly slid her finger inside me while using her thumb to tap on my clit three times and I let out a very loud moan indeed.



Many women stared at me and my face burned red with shame at being caught getting off in a movie theatre.

Anastasia pulled her wet finger out of me and put it to her lips as the others were still staring and sucked my pussy juice off it with an audible slurp.

A couple of women gasped, a couple shook their heads in disapproval, and the one man in view stared in awe until his wife slapped him and told him, "That's disgusting, don't you dare look!"

Anastasia finally spoke up and said, "On the contrary, ma'am, it's absolutely delicious. Want some?"

She moved her finger to my cunt, slid it back inside quickly, making me moan again, and then offered her dripping digit to the woman, as her husband looked like if she didn't want it, he most certainly did.

"I'm complaining to the management," the woman snapped, standing up, ironically just as the credits rolled and people began to leave.

"Well, that was climactic," Anastasia quipped.

"Not literally," I said, playfully, as I wasn't all that concerned about the woman who was trying to leave as her husband tried in vain to convince her that what they'd witnessed was actually a good thing and something to be encouraged.

"Oh, we will fix that soon," Anastasia replied to me, as she stood up and took my hand.

Casey said, "Well, I think you two were hotter than the movie. Definitely more believable."

Anastasia laughed, "The real thing is always better."

"And tastier," I added, sounding like the submissive slut we all three knew I was.

"Definitely tastier," Anastasia agreed, leading me out of the theatre hand in hand.

Casey said, "Well, thanks for meeting me. Jake refused to come see this, which is weird since it's pretty much a porn film."

"Men," I said sarcastically.

"I know," Casey said. "He has hours of lesbian porn, gangbang porn, fuck, even shemale porn on his laptop, but he's embarrassed to be seen in public at a Fifty Shades movie."

"Well, maybe it's time to use your strap-on on him," Anastasia suggested.

"I think it is," Casey agreed. "Tonight he can be the bitch."

The idea of fucking a guy with a strap-on had never occurred to me... until now.

Once we reached the sidewalk Casey and Anastasia hugged, and Casey kissed my cheek saying, "It was nice to meet you, Lauren."

"You too, Casey," I said, having enjoyed the witty banter between us.

As she walked away, I was startled to hear someone calling my name.

"Lauren?" a voice was saying in the form of a question.

My eyes went wide at being caught while holding the hand of a woman, a much younger woman. I looked up to see Cassandra, a colleague from my school, walking up to me.

"Um, hi, Cassandra," I greeted, not letting go of Anastasia's hand.... It would already be too little, too late anyway.

She looked at my hand before she asked, "Did you just see Fifty Shades?"

"Yeah," I admitted.

"Was it good?" she asked.

"Amazing," Anastasia answered, letting go of my hand and introducing herself, "I'm Anastasia."

"Oh, sorry," I apologized, always hating when my ex used to not introduce me to new people, always making the conversation awkward... for me at least. "Anastasia, this is Cassandra, a colleague at work, and Cassandra this is Anastasia...."

I paused, unsure what to call her. I mean I had met her a few days ago, had sex with her a few hours ago, and had been holding her hand in public a few seconds ago, yet I had no idea what she was to me.

"...her date," Anastasia finished for me, before adding, "it's our first one."

"Oh, that's nice," Cassandra said, seeming surprised but not averse to the idea. She then said, "Well, I'm going with some girlfriends to the midnight showing, so we can compare notes on Monday."

"Sounds great," I said, feeling many mixed feelings.

Had I just been outed as a lesbian?

Was this actually a date?

Could this turn into something more than sex? A relationship maybe?

I was pondering these questions and more as Cassandra left and Anastasia took my hand again.

I said, "I'm sorry, I wasn't sure what to say."

"It's okay, I'm just hoping you're okay with my saying this was a date," she said, looking slightly nervous herself for the first time.



Was she seeing this as a relationship possibility too?

She seemed to be antsy herself, as if my next response really mattered to her.

"I didn't know it was a date," I admitted. "But if it really is, then I'm thrilled."

"Well, then it's a date," she agreed, leaned in and kissed me.

I melted into her kiss again, but this time it was different.

This time it wasn't just flirtation or sex, it meant something real.

This kiss implied to me the beginning of something so much more, and oh so welcome!

The kiss lasted only a few seconds, but felt like an eternity as I didn't remotely care if anyone was watching, before she took my hand as I asked, "Now what?" But we didn't even get three steps before for the second time, my name was called out. This time though, it was worse.



"Ms. Ambrose?" a voice asked from very nearby.

Was it a student?

God, please don't let it be a student!

As I opened my eyes and looked to see who it was, my face likely paled.

"Hi, Sarah," I said, mortified to be outed by my daughter's friend.

She looked at my hand entwined with Anastasia's, couldn't have missed seeing the kiss and seemed completely dumbfounded.

Already caught, I decided to take control of the situation. "Sarah, I'd like you to meet Anastasia, my girlfriend. Anastasia, this is my daughter's good friend, Sarah."

I took the risk and called Anastasia my girlfriend for a few reasons:

1. I loved the idea of calling Anastasia my girlfriend. It was risky because I'm not sure I was, but it also was another hint from me that I was intoxicated by her. It was also risky because I wasn't telling my daughter's friend, who I could only assume was going to be texting my daughter in a few seconds, that I was a lesbian.

2. I wanted to show Anastasia I was secure with holding her hand in public and not at all ashamed... since I may have been rather awkward when I was first confronted by Cassandra.

3. It just felt right. Girlfriend. Just like her hand in mine felt right.

"Hi, nice to meet you Sarah," Anastasia smiled, using her other hand to shake hands, letting me know with a subtle squeeze that she supported me in this.

"You too," a clearly surprised Sarah said.

I added, "Of course, Sarah, I hope you can keep this between you and me. I don't need the entire school to know about my business." Although it was 2018 and being a lesbian was no longer the death sentence it had been when someone was outed a couple of decades ago, I hardly needed my sex life or love life, whatever this was, to be school gossip.

"Of course, Ms. Ambrose," she agreed. "I think it's kind of cool."

"She is really cool," Anastasia added.

"'Cool' is not a word usually used to describe me," I laughed.

"We should get going," Anastasia said, knowing this was getting awkward.

"It was good seeing you, Ms. Ambrose," Sarah said.

"You can call me Lauren," I said, something she usually did when at my house, but not at school. Sarah was in my advanced placement class, and she was also a cheerleader. One of those rare girls who were smart, pretty, and personable.

"Of course Ms. Ambrose, I mean Lauren," she said, clearly a little flabbergasted still by the reveal her teacher and her friend's mom was a lesbian.

Anastasia led me out of the movie theatre as she joked, "I didn't know you were a celebrity."

I laughed, "Being a teacher, it is rare to go to many places and not eventually bump into someone you know or who knows you."

"Well, where we're going next, there will only be you and me," she said.

"And toys?" I asked.

"And handcuffs," she added.

"Ms. Grey," I smiled playfully, "whatever do you have in mind?"

"In mind for you? Complete and utter submissive euphoria," she answered, my cunt leaking at the promise of the night that lay ahead. She then added as we walked into the fresh evening air, "and perhaps a little sodomy."

My eyes went wide.

Anal sex has long been a fantasy of mine, yet one I've usually been too scared to try. I had tried a couple of times while drunk, but it had still hurt and we gave up. Yet, for Anastasia I was more than willing to try again. The idea of being a three-hole slut was quite stimulating... one of my ultimate fantasizes was being fucked air-tight, preferably by three big black cocks. If I could get past the pain.

Alas, that seemed a bit out there in possibilities, even after my wild six days this week.

I said, letting her know I hadn't really done it before but was willing to do almost anything with her, "I'll try anything once."

"You're an anal virgin?" she asked.

"An anal attempted girl, but so far I'm zero for two," I said.

"Well, two strikes isn't three," she said cheerily, as we reached her car.

I just bluntly said, "Tonight, I'll do anything with you."

"'Anything' is a pretty big word," she said, as she leaned me against the car and kissed me.

When she broke the kiss, I nodded vulnerably, "I want to do anything with you; everything you say."

"Fuck, you're hot," she said, as she opened the door for me as if she were the man and closed it attentively once I was in.

As she started to drive she asked, "Your place or mine?"

"My kids are gone all weekend," I said, offering my place and liking the idea of being at home. It had been awkward after finishing at Big Rosie's or Ms. Martinez' about leaving. At my own home it would be different.

'Well, then it's decided," she said, before adding, "I hope you allow sleepovers."

"I haven't had one of those in decades," I laughed.

"And likely never one like I have planned," she added, giving my leg a squeeze.

"Mmmmmmm," I moaned, so excited for whatever lay ahead.

"Mmmmmmm, indeed," she agreed, as she drove.

Fifteen minutes later she was pulling into my driveway.

We walked into the house and she said, as I noticed she was bringing along a large duffle bag, "Lead me to your bedroom, my sexy pet."

"Am I walking or crawling?" I asked, a not even remotely vague hint of my willing submissiveness.

"You are submissively stunning," she said, as she took my hand and I led her into my bedroom... the first person apart from immediate family to be in my bedroom since my husband's betrayal.

As soon as we were in my room, Anastasia pushed me against the wall and kissed me passionately.

I returned the kiss with urgency and lust.

She pulled my blouse down and cupped my tits while never stopping kissing me.



Our tongues swirled around each other, the kisses having an intimacy that I didn't recall having ever experienced.

I needed to kiss her, to touch her, to make love to her.

She broke the kiss just long enough to lift off my blouse, before returning to kissing me.

Anastasia moved to my ear and kissed me as she whispered, her hot breath sending chills down my spine, "You're so fucking hot."

"Says the hottest woman I have ever met in real life," I responded back, my entire body trembling at her touch.

"I want to eat your cunt until you cum all over my face," she offered, as her teeth tugged on my earlobe, just one of my many erogenous zones.

"And I want to eat your cunt until you pass out from multiple orgasms," I countered, willing to dine between her legs for eternity.

"That offer is difficult to refuse," she said, before moving to nibble on my other ear.

"Then don't refuse," I suggested. "We can just have a marathon of orgasms."

"That is something I can definitely agree to," she said, her hot breath warming my entire body.

She returned to kissing me before moving to my breasts. "I love your tits, baby," she complimented, as she cupped both breasts while sucking on an erect nipple.

"They're kind of small," I pointed out.

"I think they're the perfect size," she said, swirling her tongue around my nipple. She added, "Not too big and not too small."

"They're just right," I finished, as if we were talking about the porridge in Goldilocks and the Three Bears. Or their bed.

She went back and forth for a couple of minutes, plastering my tits with kisses.

She then slithered her tongue down my chest as she began to pull down my skirt.

"I like your multi-tasking," I said, watching her adore my body.

"Your cunt is already wet," she noticed as I lifted up my feet one at a time for her to get rid of my skirt... well, my daughter's skirt.

"You're to blame for that," I said, as I anticipated her licking my cunt. Yet, she moved back up and kissed me again.

I then said, once she broke the kiss, "Although I love this shirt, I think it's time for it to come off."

"I'll be sure to get you one," she said, as I pulled her shirt off, now staring at her nice tits.

I leaned forward and sucked her hard nipple into my mouth.

"That's it, suck my nipples, baby," she moaned.

I didn't speak, I just worshipped her breasts... one at a time.

She then said, "I need to eat your cunt right fucking now," grabbing my hand and leading me to my bed.

She tumbled me onto my bed and pulled off her skirt to reveal she too wasn't wearing panties.

She spread my legs, buried her face between them and began licking.

I moaned as I watched her between my legs. She was so beautiful and her tongue so amazing.

As I watched, I cupped my tits, and allowed her to give me the pleasure only an experienced woman could.



I don't know what she was doing, her tongue seemed to be everywhere at once... as if the Road Runner was between my legs zipping all over the place.

My orgasm that had been brimming since her teasing at the movie theatre quickly built. I moaned, after a couple of minutes of licking, "Oh God, I love your tongue."

"You taste so good," she purred, hungrily lapping my pussy.

Suddenly wanting to be in control if only briefly, I ordered, so unlike me, "Get on your back, baby."

"I thought you were the submissive?" she asked, looking up at me with a slight gleam on her face.

"Right now I just want to ride your pretty face," I said, a position I had never tried before but had watched often in my porn video time. I recall a couple of super-hot amateur ones that really got me going. One where a brunette cute girl-next-door type no older than eighteen is sitting on a blonde's face. Her hands are on her head keeping her in place as the blonde's arms are reaching under and then around the brunette's hips. The brunette's soft moans, so sweet and sexy at first, slowly increase as the blonde pleasures her. The camera angle is amazing as we get to see the blonde's tongue at work and the brunette, as she gets hornier, increases her moans and she begins grinding her cunt on the eager blonde's face. The blonde eventually begins rubbing the brunette's clit while it looks like the brunette reaches back and rubs the blonde's cunt. The brunette's eyes are closed the entire time and when she comes it is so fucking hot! The fact that this is just two teens having sex and not some big budget porn scene makes it even hotter... such raw, natural lust. It is simply 7:22 of pure pussy pleasing perfection, which made me want to both ride a face and be the recipient of a face-sitting experience. It also helps that in my head it's a story of a shy brunette taking control of a bitchy blonde cheerleader and making her into her pet. The scene is called: Homemade Lesbian Facesitting 2

There is another scene with, I believe, the same girl riding a face while she plays a video game, which is also sexy, but not as hot. Partly because the camera is all over the place, close-ups and then way back, and it is also quite short. Although the idea of having my face sat on while a woman plays video games, watches television or whatever is quite hot... kind of like my lengthy foot pleasing and cunt licking of Ms. Martinez.

I'd watched many other face-sitting scenes since, but I almost always ended up back at the raw, authentic beauty of the amateur teen one.

"Well, ride away," she smiled, moving onto her back.

I straddled her face, lowered myself and felt her tongue resume her masterpiece of pleasure.

"Oh, God," I moaned, this a position I liked when riding a cock, being on top, but it was completely different when partnered with an experienced tongue.

"So fucking yummy," she said between licks as my orgasm that had been bubbling under literally for hours was getting ready to erupt like a previously dormant volcano.

"Don't stop eating my cunt," I moaned as I closed my eyes like the teen, began grinding my hips like the teen and focused on my pleasure... something I had almost never done in my history of sex with other people. It had always been about them, with my own orgasm an afterthought... even this entire week that had mostly been the case.

But for this brief moment, it was all about me.

Although not for long, as her tongue, my grinding, and my orgasm hit me like a ton of bricks in less than a minute, as I leaned back, my hands in my hair, my eyes closed and I just moaned loudly, again just like the teen.



Sometimes your body's actions, the uncontrollable sweet vulnerable sounds that escape your lips, your unconscious facial expressions as you give yourself to the pleasure, are all that need to be said, even when no words are spoken.

She licked my cum eagerly as it flooded out of me and onto her face.

I didn't move for a couple minutes as I enjoyed the aftermath of euphoria and the sweet sensations of her slowly meandering tongue as she kept licking throughout my orgasm.

Finally, I rolled off her and said, "My turn."

"It just was your turn," she protested playfully.

I laughed, "My turn to eat my hot girl's pussy and get her off."

"Hot girl? Not girlfriend?" she questioned, still smirking playfully.

I paused, looking her in the eyes: could this be more than sex? I mean I hoped so. Yet, the idea of an actual relationship coming out of this wild week of blackmail was rather surreal. A week that still contained one more task. I asked, not playfully at all, "Do you want to be my girlfriend?"

"I definitely want to get to know you better," she said, sitting up.

"I want to get to know you better too," I said, this conversation rather surreal in the middle of a sex session.

"Well, let's take it slow," she said, now as serious as I, as she leaned in and kissed me.

I kissed her back, before adding with a smile as I pushed her back onto the bed, "A little late for that."

She laughed, as I spread her legs and buried my face in her pussy.

I had no idea how to make such a relationship work. I mean I had two kids. How would they take it that I was dating a woman, and a woman closer to their age than mine? One who was fifteen years younger than I? I also had a blackmailer. I was, at the moment, pretty fucked up. Yet the idea of someone I could not only explore my sexuality with but also possibly love... well, was that possible?

I tried to push these thoughts out of my head as I focused on the task at tongue, tasting this tantalizing twat (I love alliteration, lol). And for the next ten minutes I did just that.



I licked her while she was on her back for a couple of minutes before she said, "Come and finger fuck me," as she changed positons and was suddenly on all fours with her lovely ass arched before me.

"You say the sweetest things," I teased as I moved behind her and slid two fingers inside her pussy.

"Oh yeah," she moaned, "finger bang me."

That was not a term I'd heard before, but I obliged, plunging my fingers in her as deep as they could go and as fast as I could.

She squirmed as she stretched out her legs, allowing her cunt to spread open wider.



As I fingered her, I wanted to lick her, but my current position didn't allow that.

So I pulled my fingers out, quickly flipped myself onto my back and slithered under her before sliding my fingers back in and reaching up to lick her.

"Oh," she moaned, but although I could lick her in this position, I couldn't finger bang her as hard or as deep and after a couple of minutes she decided, "Time for a little face sitting."

"I thought you'd never ask," I joked, as I quickly got onto my back and watched as she moved into position and lowered her glistening pussy onto my face, my tongue extended before it was even within reach.

I eagerly licked as she said, "I fucking love this position."

"Me too," I concurred, between licks.

And for a good few minutes, five, maybe seven or eight (I certainly wasn't keeping track), I licked and licked.

This position was amazing as besides being completely at the whim of the woman above you, her sweet scent was enveloping me. It was like hot box heaven.

I could have lain in this position for an eternity but she suddenly rolled off me and sighed, "Sorry, leg cramp."

I laughed, as she collapsed backwards, "At least it's not me."

"It's definitely not you," she smiled, as she stretched both her legs high in the air.

A sudden wicked idea popped into my head once she was done with her stretching. I lifted her ass up, pulled her entire body up against mine and dove into her cunt.

"Oh my," she moaned, as I devoured her cunt.

I licked, I sucked on her clit, and I tongue fucked her.

Her moans increased and as she was getting close she moved her hand to her clit and began tapping on it.



My aggressive tongue and her fast-paced slaps on her clit, something I would have to try on myself one day soon, had her moaning like crazy and seconds later she screamed, "Fuck!" as her orgasm hit her and her cum squirted out of her and onto my face... squirting being something I'd thought only happened in porn movies.

My face was coated with cum as I opened my mouth to catch as much as I could as if it were ropes of cum.

She kept slapping herself, her body vibrating against mine, as her orgasm flooded out of her.

When she was finally done, she said, "I've really got to pee."

I joked, "How can you have any liquid left?"

"I'm an enigma," she shrugged, getting off the bed.

"That you are," I agreed, before adding, "first door on your left."

"Okay," she hurried out, "be right back."

I got off the bed and went downstairs to get a drink of water. I downed a glass and then poured two glasses of wine before returning to her.

When I returned, she was on my bed, still naked, and said, "I hope you don't think we're done yet?"

"God, no," I said, hoping this night would last forever. "Just figured we could refuel and maybe put some more liquid in our bodies."

"You did drain me," she said, with a wicked smile.

"I do love cum baths," I shrugged.

"Me too," she said, as she accepted the wine.

I sat on the bed and we silently sipped our wine. She asked, "So where are your children?"

"Across town at their father's," I answered.

"Does he get custody every weekend?"

"Twice a month," I said, before adding, "and every second holiday."

"That sucks," she said.

"It's not ideal," I agreed, "but I got primary custody and I'm happy they'd both rather be here than with him."

"If you don't mind my asking, how did it end?" she asked.

"He cheated on me with a younger woman," I revealed, somehow feeling comfortable telling her the truth.

"I'm sorry," she said.

I shrugged, "I'm long past the sad stage. Although I still haven't gotten past the bitter and angry stage."

"Well, I think his loss is other people's gain," she said, finishing her wine.

I agreed, "Truth is, I don't want to be with someone who doesn't want to be with me. It's just that the kids were caught in the middle."

"At least now they're adults," she said.

"And in a few months I'll be all alone," I said, the idea of empty nest syndrome being my biggest worry the last while... well, before the whole blackmail thing.

"Maybe you won't be alone," she smiled. After a quick kiss, she asked, "I'm assuming you've never been to Le Chateau Club?"

"I don't even know what that is," I replied.

"A female version of the Fenway Club, but for anyone," she said, before adding, "anyone female that is."

"A lesbian club?" I asked.

"Yeah, and it can get pretty wild," she said.

"Wow," I said, the idea of going to a lesbian club pretty intriguing.

"You can dance, you can eat women under the table, get fucked onstage, ride a Sybian, or taste the most amazing pussy in the world," she said.

"Isn't that yours?" I smiled.

"Mine is damn good," she agreed. "But Big Rosie's honey is legendary."

"Big Rosie?" I questioned, my eyes going wide. What were the odds there was more than one woman in Boston named Big Rosie?

"Yeah, she's a black woman who women will line up to dine on," she revealed.

"That sounds crazy," I said.

"I thought so too until I lined up, for almost an hour, before tasting her amazing cunt," she said. "You've got to try it one day."

I pondered telling her I had already tasted big Rosie, yet I wasn't sure I was comfortable telling her about the blackmail. I mean, I thought about it. The idea of having someone to talk to about it was appealing, yet somehow I felt like I needed to finish this path myself. I felt sure as we became closer I would eventually tell her. I said, "Well, I guess you'll have to take me there one day."

"That can definitely be arranged," she agreed, leaning in and kissing me.

We kissed for several long minutes.

As we kissed, I thought about Big Rosie and the crazy coincidence that the one woman I'd met on Craigslist would turn out to have a legendary pussy. But she had tasted amazing; there couldn't be any mistake this was her.

She then asked, breaking the sweet intimacy and honest conversation, as she moved her lips to my ear and warned me, "I'm going to fuck your ass later tonight, baby."

"Words I did not imagine ever being said to me," I trembled. The idea of being ass fucked was a turn-on in theory, but so far a disaster in reality.

"Don't you want to give me your ass, sexy?" she asked, tugging at my earlobe.

"I want to give you my everything," I admitted, just her soft, nasty words, her hot breath and her lips enough to make me a submissive mess in seconds. I added, "But I've tried it before and it didn't go at all well."

"You haven't had the right partner," she pointed out.

"That I haven't," I agreed.

"Anal sex is about complete trust, especially the first time," she said, as she nibbled my earlobe, kissed my cheek, then my lips, then my other cheek, before replicating the attention on my other earlobe.

"Okay," I agreed again.

"Do you trust me?" she asked, as she shoved her tongue into my ear.

The question was so full of possibilities! In truth I barely knew this woman. Yet sometimes you just know, and I did. I nodded, as I admitted, "Yes; don't ask me why, but I do."

"Unconditionally?" she asked as she moved away from my ear and looked me in the eyes.

Maybe it was my submissive nature, maybe it was the look in her eyes or maybe it was just my nature to trust, but again I admitted, "I do." And after a pause added, "Unconditionally."

"Good," she smiled. "Because I want to be the one to take you there."

"Do you want to be my Mistress?" I asked. Could I have a Mistress who could be both intimate and caring, but who also understood when to be in control? In most stories I read or videos I watched the relationship was pretty much dominant versus sub at all times. And in truth, there were times where I did just want to be used, or fucked, or dominated, like I'd been with Ms. Martinez or at the glory hole... yet other times I wanted tenderness and intimacy. Could I have my pussy pie and eat it too?

She smiled, "Do you want me to be your Mistress?"

"Yes," I whispered, nervous at her response.

"I expect complete obedience," she warned.

"You'll get it," I committed, meaning it.

"But whenever I decide, such as for the next few moments, I'll just be your sweet girlfriend. Let's take this journey together, shall we?" she said, smiling wide.

"Oh my god! That combination is a dream come true!" I said, excitedly. I then asked, out of curiosity, "Have you been a Mistress before?"

She nodded, as she revealed, "I have been both a submissive to a very strong-willed dominant and a Mistress to a few submissive girls and women."

"A switch," I said, a term I'd learned from my lesbian reading.

"Yes, I see myself as a sexual chameleon, able to become whatever my partner needs," she said, sounding so mature and sexy while saying it.

"I'm not sure I'm anything but submissive."

"I don't know," she responded. "I mean you took control briefly when you pushed me on my back and sat on my face."

"I guess I did," I said.

"But there's no doubt your main persona is submissive," she said. "You're a pleaser."

"Always have been in work, family life and in the bedroom," I agreed.

"It's a role society creates for us," she said, so mature for her age. "And it's one we need to continue to work hard to break."

"Easier said than done," I said, knowing I had played my stereotypical role for years and only broken out of the humdrum life I was living through blackmail.

"Definitely," she agreed. "But that doesn't mean it doesn't have to be done."

"So you're a feminist?" I playfully teased.

"A sexual feminist for sure," she said. "My Mistress trained me to be a strong advocate for women, especially women who couldn't speak up for themselves."

"She sounds fascinating," I said, trying to imagine what this woman would look like.

"If all goes well maybe you can meet her one day," she said, before she ordered, abruptly breaking the mood, "On all fours, my pet."

Being called 'pet' instantly made me feel even more at home. I indeed wanted to be her pet and being on all fours was the ultimate submissive pet position.

I got into position, as I replied in true submissive mode, "Yes, Mistress."

She continued, as she kept up our conversation while ordering me around, "She is the most amazing woman I have ever met. She is a very powerful woman and she is changing the world every day."



"I'd love to meet her," I said, fascinated by Anastasia's vague description.

"And I imagine she would love to meet you," she added.

"Really?" I asked, as I felt her parting my ass cheeks.

"Oh yes," she said, "she would love to mold you into the perfect lesbian submissive."

"I'd love that," I said, wondering if I would be okay only being with women. I mean my experiences with men have not ended well, but God did I love a hard, real cock pounding into me. Sure a sex toy is nice, but it doesn't compare to the real thing.

"I know you would," she said, as I felt her tongue on my asshole.

"Oh, my," I said, surprised by the sudden wet sensation.

"I love eating an ass," she said, something I can say had never crossed my mind. She asked, as her tongue swirled around my rosebud, "Do you like it?"

I hadn't had time to process whether I liked it yet, as I tried to process what was happening. I answered honestly, "It's unique."

"Unique good or unique bad?" she asked, even as she kept licking my butt.

"Definitely good; weird, but good," I answered, that seeming to be the most accurate way to describe it.

"The first step to first-time anal is to loosen up your ass," she said. "It's not used to things going into it and needs to be trained to allow that."

"Okay, sensei," I joked.

She laughed too, parodying the Karate Kid, "Lick on, lick off."

"It is strangely relaxing," I mused, as she kept pleasuring my ass.

"This will make it even better," she said, as her hand went to my pussy.

"Oh yes, it does," I moaned, as I was suddenly getting multiple attention in two separate, as I was learning, erogenous zones.

"Eventually your ass will easily take a nice cock in it," she said, "but not until it is trained. And to be trained, you must be relaxed."

"And horny?" I asked, my pussy getting wet once again.

"And definitely horny," she agreed.

As she continued licking my ass, her tongue almost seeming to try and break through my tight one-way defense, I reached back and caressed her head, wanting to let her know I was enjoying her attentions.



"Ooooh," she said. "How did I forget?"

"Forget what?" I asked, as she moved away from me.

"Our Fifty Shades piece," she smiled, as she moved to her duffle bag.

"Rope?" I asked.

"Maybe next time," she said, as she pulled out a pair of handcuffs and walked back to me.

"Oh, I've never been handcuffed," I said, finding the idea of being helpless exciting.

"Well, another thing to check off your bucket list," she smiled, as she moved to the bed.

"Check," I agreed, as she handcuffed my hands together in front of me. It didn't leave me helpless, but I wouldn't be able to defend my bottom against anything.

"I hope to check off several things for you," she smiled, kissing me once, before returning to my ass. She resumed licking and eating my ass as she asked, "was this on your list?"

"It is now?" I joked.

After a couple more minutes of concentrated ass eating, she said, as she moved away, "Now let's go to stage two."

"And what is that?" I asked curious.

"Gradual gaping," she replied.

Gaping was a term I recognized from some porn stories where a girl was usually ass fucked really hard... usually by a thick black cock.

"I see," I said, as I watched her get off the bed and go to her duffle bag. She returned a moment later with not one, but two sex toys and a bottle which I assumed was lube. "What all do you have in that bag?" I asked.

"A plethora of toys for your pleasure," she responded, as she grabbed my hips and pulled me closer to the end of the bed.

"I like being manhandled," I smiled, looking back at her.

"Good to know," she winked, as she grabbed the lube and poured some between my ass cheeks.

"That's warm," I said, surprised.

"Good lube is critical," she said, as she surprised me again by then pouring some on her finger and moving it to my ass. I'd been expecting her to use a toy on me next.

"Good to know," I said this time, as I felt her finger poking my rosebud.

"You have a really tight back door," she said.

"It's been a one-way exit for over forty years," I joked, before adding, "except for a couple of brief wrong way collisions."

"Well, it will soon flow easily with two-way traffic," she said, as I felt a push and then a finger entering my ass.

"Ooooooh," I moaned, just a slight bit of discomfort at having something in there.

"Gaping is a process best done slowly," she explained, as I felt her finger moving around inside me, as if searching for something.

"Okay," I said, just enjoying the slow burn inside me. A finger in my ass wasn't really pleasurable, nor was it uncomfortable, yet I was enjoying it.

"I'm using my finger to open you up," she explained. "My cock is a lot bigger than my finger."

"I hope so," I joked.

"Fuck, you have a great ass," she said.

"Even with a finger in it," I joked.

"Probably would look even better with two fingers," she responded, as I felt her pull her finger out and then try to push two inside me. She then paused, "Oops, need more lube."

"And a crowbar," I joked, wondering how two fingers could fit in my tight ass.

"Or a lot of lube," she said, as more lube was poured between my ass cheeks.

After a moment of rubbing my rosebud with lube, she asked, "Ready?"

"I trust you," I answered.

"Good," she said, and I felt my ass widened as two fingers rather easily slipped inside.

"Oh my," I whimpered, the pain a bit sharper with a second finger. Like the first time, she wiggled her fingers inside me as I felt my ass gape.

"Your ass is accepting the gaping rather easily," she said. "Have you really never had anything else in this ass?"

"Only the tip of a cock a couple times long ago in college," I answered, "which had its invitation revoked quite soon," the pain still there as she widened me... although not intense.

"I plan to get a lot more than just the cock head in," she said, as she began pumping her two fingers in and out, while another finger teased my pussy, "and soon you'll be extending your welcome mat quite eagerly."



"That feels good," I said. "Weird good, but good."

"That's the plan," she said. "To make your ass want more, and to make you want more."

"I want to be your ass slut, Anastasia," I moaned.

"Don't you mean, Mistress Anastasia?" she corrected, as she kept fingering me.

"Sorry, yes, Mistress Anastasia," I corrected, as she finger banged my ass.

She then pulled her fingers out, stood up and grabbed the toys. "Ever been double penetrated?"

"Another unfulfilled fantasy," I admitted.

"Another first tonight then," she said, as I felt her hand reaching between my legs from behind and a cold dildo rubbed between my pussy lips.

"Oh, that is cold," I whined.

"Well warm it up then," she said, as she slid it deep inside me.

"Okaaaaaaay!" I moaned, not that I had any choice, being handcuffed and all.

She pumped the dildo in and out of me for a few seconds even as I felt another toy, one that was vibrating, poking my ass.

"Get ready for your first dp," she said, as I felt the toy in my ass slowly break through, the vibrations adding to the strangeness of the moment.

There was a slight pain.

There was a great pleasure.

And as the vibe went deeper into my ass I felt so full!

"Oh God," I said, the pleasure greatly overcompensating for the pain.

"You're liking this?" she asked.

"It's so weird and so good," I admitted.

"You look pretty hot with toys in your two holes," she said.

I moaned, "Too bad there's nothing to get me air tight." The air tight, filled with three cocks, fantasy still one of my biggest unfulfilled ones even after my six kinky days.

"I'll keep that in mind," she said, as she began moving both toys in and out of my two holes simultaneously.



"Oh my God!" I moaned, as the toys moved in and out of me. The dildo in my cunt filled me completely, while the toy vibrating in my ass enhanced the pleasure.

It made me wonder what a real pair of cocks would feel like moving in and out of me.



Pounding me.

Fucking me.

Using me like a cheap dp cum slut.

"Your little asshole is almost ready for my strap-on," she said, as she moved the vibrator around in my ass in a circular motion.

"That feels strangely good," I answered.

"Just finishing the gaping process, my pet," she explained.

"I'm just a muddled mess for you," I said, as I remained on all fours, handcuffed and completely at her whim... and loving it.

"Muddled means you're ready," she said, as she pulled both toys out of me at once.

Suddenly empty, I could literally feel my asshole was gaping, my innards being tickled by gentle air currents.

I turned my head and watched as she went back to her duffle bag of sin and pulled out a strap-on.

I watched her put it on, admiring her beauty while I knelt there ass up, gaped and waiting to be sodomized.

Today had been the strangest and wildest of not only the six days of blackmail, but of my life... the majority of it having absolutely nothing to do with the blackmailer.

Being dressed as a slut in public to be caught by a co-worker and a student was completely my choice.

Holding hands with a woman in public to be caught by my daughter's friend and she maybe even seeing me making out with my girlfriend had been my decision.

Being handcuffed on my bed getting ready to be ass fucked for the first time was my choice.

Today only stripping for strangers, which now seemed so long ago and more of a preliminary than a main event, hadn't been by my choice.

And as I waited... eagerly... watching this beautiful woman walk back over to the bed wearing a cock between her legs, I knew I wouldn't change a thing.

She ordered, "Move a bit forward, my little ass slut to be."

"I love your dirty talk," I said, liking people calling me names.

"You like being called names, my pet?" she asked.

"Most times," I answered.

She moved behind me, spread her legs wide, demonstrating her flexibility, and positioned the strap-on behind me.

I shuddered as I felt her cock between my ass cheeks.

"Take a deep breath," she ordered.

"Yes, Mistress," I said, as I leaned forward a bit, took a deep breath and got ready.

"Here it comes," she said, and the cock slid inside my ass.



"Oh," I moaned as it slid inside me, the gaping having made this entirely pleasurable.

"Just relax," she reminded me.

"I am relaxed," I said, surprised at how little pain there was, as she slowly began fucking me.

After a couple dozen slow strokes, I wanted it faster.

I begged, "Mistress, please fuck my ass faster."

"As you wish, my pet," she said, beginning to pump her hips, her nylon legs rubbing against mine.

"Oh yes, fuck," I moaned, as she picked up the pace.

As she fucked me, I began to meet her strides, taking the cock deeper in my ass, which created new pain, which created new pleasure.

As the pleasure continued to slowly increase, she said, "Shoot, cramp again."

I laughed, "I guess we need to do some stretching before having sex."

"I guess so," she said, as she got off the bed and stretched.

After about thirty seconds, she returned to the bed, grabbed my hips to spin me around on the bed and got behind me. She said, "This is my favourite angle when I take it in the ass."

"Okay," I said, as she moved behind me, straddled her legs over me and slid the cock back in my ass. "Oh my," I moaned loudly, this angle reaching new depths inside me. New pain, new pleasure.

She started slow and deep.

Each thrust going all in and almost all out.

After a couple of minutes she began fucking my ass faster and my moans got louder.

I babbled, "Oh yes, Mistress, fuck my ass."

"You look so hot, baby," she complimented, as she began slamming into me.

New pain, new pleasure.

"Oh fuck, harder, fuck my ass harder," I begged, loving the rough treatment.



I didn't know if I could come from getting ass fucked, since I couldn't touch my pussy while handcuffed, but I never got to find out as for the third time today my name was cried out, this time in a tone of complete shock.

"Mom!" Charlotte cried out from behind me. As the famous baseball player Yogi Berra once said, 'Déjà vu all over again!'



I froze.

Anastasia also froze, her cock buried deep in my ass.

Charlotte repeated, "Mom!"

Anastasia turned around, pulled out of my gaping ass and greeted, as if this weren't incredibly strange and awkward, "Hi, I'm Anastasia."

"Of course you are," my daughter responded with disdain.

"Please leave my room, Charlotte," I requested, mortified to be caught in such a situation.

"Whatever," Charlotte tossed off, walking out.

The mood shattered, Anastasia said, "I'll get the key."

"Please," I said, not knowing it was possible to go from crazy horny to frozen not-at-all-horny in a second, even as I heard Charlotte's bedroom door slam.

Anastasia returned to the bed a moment later and removed my handcuffs. "I'm so sorry."

"It's not your fault," I said.

"I know, but I still feel bad," she said.

"I hate to ask you to leave," I said, "but I need to deal with this."

"I understand," she nodded, kissing me tenderly.

"Thank you."

She got up and said as she took off her strap-on, "I'll leave you my number and you can give me a call if and when you're ready."

"I'll definitely call," I pledged, as I got off the bed too.

"You'd better," she said, as she quickly got dressed.

"You'd better answer," I said, trying to balance my possibly life-changing relationship future against the motherly duties that awaited me.

Once dressed, she wrote her number on a piece of paper, kissed me one more time and said, "This was a lot of fun."

"Understatement of the year," I replied.

"Next time, my place," she said.

"Definitely," I said, grabbing my robe, not able to recall the last time either kid had just showed up in the house on their Dad's weekend.

We headed out to the hallway together and Anastasia walked down the stairs and I gave her a wave before pausing at my daughter's closed door.

I stood there for a good two or three minutes.

I really had no idea what to say.

I mean I am an adult and allowed to do as I please. Yet life is never that simple... especially when someone walks into what she had walked into.

Finally, I knocked on the door.

No answer.

"Honey, we need to talk," I said.

Still no answer.

"Honey, please," I begged, for once not in a sexual manner.

"Come in." Listlessly.

I walked in and over to her bed where she was lying with her phone.

Worried, I asked, "Please tell me you're not texting anyone what you walked in on?"

"Now you worry about discretion?" she questioned sarcastically.

"Is that why you came home?" I asked.

"Yes! When you get a text that your mom is making out in a public movie theatre with some teenager while dressed like a teenager herself, I get worried," she said exasperated.

"She's twenty-five," I countered.

"She's still closer to my age than yours," she pointed out.

"I know," I nodded, wondering if a real relationship was possible with someone almost two decades younger than I. Although when we were together age was irrelevant.

"Is she your girlfriend?" she asked.

"I don't know," I said quietly, thinking... hoping... she may be.

"I mean Mom, I have no qualms with you being a lesbian," she said, softening. "It's just that you've been acting really weird lately."

"Menopause," I joked, trying to lighten the mood.

"Are you okay?" she said, putting her hand on my leg.

"Yeah," I said, before saying, "sorry, I didn't expect you home tonight."

"You're free to be with whoever you want," she said. "I guess I was mainly surprised to see you getting...." She stopped mid-sentence.

She'd seen me getting ass fucked. Oddly, I'd seen her getting ass fucked earlier in the week. I whispered, "I know."

She then joked, surprising me, "I can't believe my sweet mom takes it in the ass."

"Charlotte!" I gasped.

"What?" she questioned, before she added, "I think your exact words were, 'Oh fuck, harder, fuck my ass, harder'."

"I can't believe you heard that," I said, my face burning with shame.

"I can't believe I saw it," she said.

"Let's pretend you didn't," I suggested.

"I don't know if I want to, it was kind of hot," she smiled, squeezing my leg.

"Charlotte!" I said, not angrily, just surprised and shaking my head, even as her hand on my leg felt nice.

"What?" she repeated. "I've never seen someone get their ass pounded before. I didn't know you had it in you!" Then, realising there were two meanings to what she'd just said, "Oops."

"You're enjoying this, aren't you?" I said.

"It is cool to be able to push you off your moral pedestal," she said.

"Trust me," I laughed as I thought about not only my week, but my stash of online porn and my history with my ex, "I shouldn't be on anyone's moral pedestal."

"How long have you been secretly hooking up with women?" she asked.

"Three days," I answered, thinking she didn't need to know about Big Rosie but she couldn't help knowing about Ms. Martinez, although she didn't need to know that I had vaguely offered my daughter to her.

"Wednesday night was your first time?" she asked.

"I'm not saying that," I coyly said, feeling more comfortable. I added, "I've been very lonely since your father left."

"I know," she said. "That's why I think it's awesome if you're getting back out there. Although it seems when you get back out there you really get back out there. I couldn't believe my eyes!"

I laughed, "I had no idea today was going to end up as it did."

"I noticed my jean skirt on your floor. You were wearing it?"

"I was trying to look younger."

"Well," she said, moving her hand up and down my leg, "wearing these silky garments in full view is either hip or slutty."

"Perhaps both," I said.

"I think I've got to try wearing a pair of these," she said, still moving her hand up and down my leg. Not sexually, but tenderly.

"You can borrow a pair of mine anytime you want," I offered. "I feel sexier in them."

"They do feel sexy," she said.

"The key is to buy the kinds that are sheer silk," I said.

"Like my thongs."

"Who wears underwear nowadays?" I joked.

"Mom!" she gasped this time.

"What?" I asked, acting like her.

"Goodness," she shook her head. "At least now I know where I get my naughtiness from."

"Like mother, like daughter," I agreed, getting off the bed... her hand on my leg beginning to turn me on. The idea of having sex with my daughter was back again. A temptation I needed to resist.

"Is she still here?" she asked.

"No, she left," I said.

"Sorry," she said. "I'm guessing you didn't get off."

"Who says that?" I asked, with a wicked smile as I began to leave her room.

"Mom!" she gasped again.

"What?" I repeated, before walking out, leaving her to deal with her shock.

As I went to my bed, took off my robe and slid under my sheets not even bothering to take off my nylons, I began rubbing myself, imagining our conversation having progressed into something more. I wondered if she was rubbing herself thinking the same thing.



TASK 7: BLACK COCK ORGY

I didn't wake up until almost noon, something I hadn't done since I was in college and recovering from an all-night bender.

The wild multi-orgasm night must have worn out my body.

I got up and saw the door to Charlotte's room was open. I went downstairs, recalling last night's conversation, to see if she was still home.

There was a note on the kitchen table.

Mom,

In case you want to finish what you started last night I promise I won't come home.

Love you.

C

I laughed.

She could have been furious with me, embarrassed by me, both of which in retrospect she must have been. Yet, she somehow understood and supported me. That meant a lot.

I went to find my phone, which I hadn't checked since before the movie and found it was dead.

I plugged it in and wondered what my last task would be.

I went and had brunch, realizing I was starving. Also realizing that other than Anastasia's pussy and some popcorn I hadn't eaten in over twenty hours.

I made myself pancakes and bacon and coffee and read the newspaper.

Once done, I grabbed my phone and turned it on.

As anticipated, there was a message from the blackmailer: Ready for your last epic task?

It was from two hours ago.

Instead of responding, I went upstairs, grabbed Anastasia's number and texted her:

Thanks for the great night. My daughter and I had a good talk and she seems okay with what she walked into. She even thinks it's cool to have a lesbian mom. I'm not sure I'm a lesbian, but I do know I'm not straight anymore... wink.

I pressed Send and waited.

The blackmailer responded: Oh my, apparently you did a lot more than the task I ordered yesterday.

My eyes went wide. I looked and realized I had somehow texted my Anastasia comment to my blackmailer!

Fuck!



I responded to the blackmailer: That wasn't for you.

I copied and pasted the message, created a contact for Anastasia and sent the message to the right person this time.

He responded: I'm just happy you're going all out for these tasks.

I responded, not wanting him to get any satisfaction or credit for what I did, even though he had indeed started the domino falling that had led to my time with Anastasia; in a way he had even introduced us to each other: Whatever. What is the last task?

He responded: You'll love it.

I sighed. I hated being teased... unless it was in the bedroom. I texted: Just fucking tell me. I need to get this over with.

He responded: I'll text you details later. But you will need to be at a certain location at 10PM. You MUST be wearing RED thigh high stockings. A sexy black dress would be cool too, but not mandatory. The RED thigh high stockings are a must.

I responded: Fine, but then we are done!

He responded: Yep, a deal is a deal.

I responded: Good!

I decided, for some reason, that I was going to look as hot as fucking possible for this final task. I already had red stockings, but I could use a new sexy black dress as I somehow felt like I needed to obey his suggestions (I was still pretty sure the blackmailer was a he). Part of me even wanted to. Must be my inborn submissiveness.

I got dressed and headed to the mall to shop, checking my phone constantly for a response from Anastasia.

I was back home after buying a new dress and new shoes when Anastasia finally responded. I quickly clicked on it.

Great to hear! I was very worried about you. Sorry for the delay in responding, but work policy is no cell phones while working which they enforce out of respect for their clients privacy. How are you today?



I texted back, excited: Good! Slept until almost noon.



She texted back: I wish I could have! I work until six and then have to drive out to Cape Cod to meet my Mistress.

I replied back, jealous she would be with another woman: Cape Cod is beautiful.

She texted back: As are you!

Feeling confident, I replied: I know. Thanks to you I feel beautiful!

She asked: I'll be coming back Monday. Do you want to meet for coffee or something then?

A rush of excitement coursed through me at the offer. Responded: Love to. I go back to work on Monday, but could meet you any time after four.

She answered: How about six? Maybe dinner?

I agreed while text flirting for the first time ever: Sounds great. I have a good idea what we can have for dessert!

She responded: My place this time!!!

I laughed to myself before I responded: Definitely!

She texted: Can I call you tomorrow?

I agreed: You can call me any time!!!

She replied: Same deal for you! Unfortunately, I got to go. I need to eat and then get back to work.

I asked: Real food???

She replied: Unfortunately.



Feeling good about myself, I responded: Bye. Have a safe drive.

She replied: Thanks! Bye XOXOXXX.

Feeling like a teenager again, I sent back an emoji wink.

Then I waited.

I showered again.

I had dinner.

I then ended up watching a new show, well, new to me, a show about a couple who end up in a polyamorous relationship with a younger college woman called 'You, Me, Her'. The first episode had me hooked... especially when the sexy Izzy gives the suburban wife, Emma, a foot job under the table which was easily one of the hottest scenes I had ever watched on television. The fact she was also in nylons only added to the hotness as did Emma's euphoric and stunning facial expressions.

I wanted to try that on Anastasia next time we were together.

Monday!

Monday seemed so far away from now.

Plus, I had one more final blackmail task to fulfill.

I binge-watched 'You Me Her' and was on episode eight of the first season (apparently there was a whole second season to watch as well, with a third season coming out on March 20th) when I got the text from the blackmailer.

It was simply an address.

I looked it up, both to see how far away it was and what it was.

It was about a twenty minute drive.

It was a bar called The Pit.

Weird.

Not what I expected for the last task until it hit me.

I was going to meet the blackmailer!

Of course I was.

The last task was likely going to be to fuck him... or on the unlikely chance it was a girl... her.

I finished episode eight, got dressed, leaving any bra and panties off and headed out to fulfill my final task.

Curious and excited... I was about to meet the blackmailer... if nothing else I would finally get answers to the questions I had been pondering forever. Or all week, anyway.

Who was blackmailing me?

Why was he blackmailing me?

How did he know so much about me? I mean each task had been in essence related to some sort of secret fantasy of mine.

And if this final task was three black men gangbanging me, I would have fulfilled pretty much my entire sexual bucket list in a week.

I guess it was time to start a new one.

I arrived at the bar, a somewhat sketchy looking place, and parked.

As I did I got a text: Your only task is to remain in the bar for an hour.

I texted back, a little disappointed with a rather anti-climactic final task (pun not intended): That's it?

He responded: I imagine spending an hour and resisting temptation will be very challenging.

I asked: What does that even mean?

He replied: You'll see. Lauren, enjoy yourself. This, I believe, is your ultimate fantasy!



I looked around. He must be in view. It would an extreme coincidence for him to text me the moment I'd parked.

I texted back: Where are you?

He responded: At home.

I asked: You're not going to be in the bar?

He responded: No! This is your night, not mine. This whole week was your week, not mine.

Such odd words.

He was still implying he was doing this for me.

Ludicrous!

Yet, oddly, I had loved every task... each one more than the one before... could that continue today?

I asked, suddenly needing to know: How do you know me?

He responded: Tomorrow. Everything will be explained tomorrow. Now go and make your hottest fantasy a reality.

I shook my head, now curious as hell what was in the bar. How could my biggest fantasy be here? I mean it wasn't like I was going to get gangbanged by big black cocks in a public bar.

Yet, curiosity killed the cat and it was no doubt going to be the death of me, too.

I got out of my car and headed into the unknown.... my pussy already tingling for whatever lay ahead for me.

God, I hoped it was somehow going to be a black cock. I mean this afternoon I had just watched a new hot sex scene staring the always insatiable Veronica Avluv as a real estate agent who is giving a tour to two black men who she learns work in porn (called Realtor Gets Double Penetration from Monstrous Cocks). Curious, she wants to know if porn guys really do have big dicks. She offers to show them her tits if they show her their cocks. That leads to her sucking two big black cocks, getting fucked by two big black cocks, and squirting all over the place. It ends with a wicked double penetration, something that suddenly became appealing after my first anal fucking yesterday. I wondered what two cocks at once would feel like. According to this scene, it was heaven on earth.

I paused at the door, took a deep breath, something I seemed to be doing before almost every task, and then walked inside.

I walked down a hallway and up to a bouncer who smiled and let me in without a word. He was a black man, which looked promising. I smiled back and sauntered into the establishment wondering how often he got hit on.

As soon as I entered the bar I slammed to a halt and gasped! I mean really gasped! I mean the air knocked out of me by what I was seeing!

Not ten feet inside the doorway, a young white woman, naked except for black thigh highs, was riding a black man with a huge cock! The sex act was totally blatant: anyone in the club could watch, although surprisingly few people were doing so.



I certainly watched! I stared in awe of it all: of what I was witnessing, the woman bouncing on the cock like it was a pogo stick of pleasure and just the sheer size of his cock.

"You want to join in?" the man asked, catching my eye, which was dead easy since I couldn't take my eyes off of him!

I stammered inanely, "I'm just looking," as I reluctantly turned away and struggled to wrap my head around what kind of bar this must be. I mean it was obvious what kind it was, but I'd never imagined such a place!

I realized why my blackmailer had sent me here for my final task.

Somehow he obviously did know my fantasies.

I was in a black men's bar.

The only white women I saw were busy servicing black cocks. I didn't see any white men at all.

I stared in awe even as my pussy juice leaked out of me and down my legs.

I was surrounded by black men.

A redhead was sucking a black man right in front of the bar while another black man seemed to be waiting his turn.



She was bobbing slowly as she reached back and found the other hard cock that was seeking attention.

I could see why the one-hour rule.

Resisting the temptation for an hour would be the most difficult task of my life.

That is if I even wanted to resist!

This was a dream come true.

Except.

This was very public.

What if someone I knew ended up here and saw me? Outed me?

As I pondered this, I went and grabbed a seat at an open table as, regardless of my choice to participate or not, I needed to remain here for an hour.

I watched the redhead, who was now going back and forth between the two cocks, although taking her time with both... seeming to worship them.

My own mouth watered at the idea of replacing her.

Back to my original thought: what if someone I knew saw me here? If it was a woman, she would unavoidably be here for the same reason I was apparently here: to get up close and personal with some black cock.

On the other hand, if a black man I knew showed up here... he would assume I was here to get fucked by black cock. Fuck... that could be career-ending! On the other hand, the only reason he would be here would be to fuck white women, so....

As I pondered the situation I noticed a card on the table. I reached for it even as I watched the redhead continuing to go back and forth between the two big cocks.

I looked at the card and gasped... again.

The Colour Code for The Pit

Ladies, the colour of nylon stockings you are wearing tells our male patrons exactly what you are interested in.

Beige.............first timer

Black.............full face fucking

Fishnet..........deep ass fucking

Pink...............mouth full of cunt

Red...............double or triple penetration (threesome or moresome)

White............hard cunt pounding

My blackmailer had instructed me to wear red nylons... which was the sluttiest of the colour options. I was pretty much alerting all the black men here I was a three-hole fuck slut for black cock... my ultimate fantasy suddenly looking not only very possible, but very likely. Theoretically I should have been in beige since this was my first time here.

I also pondered how the girls seemed to be in the wrong stockings. The girl in black stockings was getting a hard cunt pounding, while the girl in white stockings was sucking two cocks.

As I considered this, one of the men lifted her up onto the bar, and lowered her onto the other black man who had lain on the counter, his cock standing erect like a lighthouse beckoning her in. Once she had it all inside her, the other man climbed onto the bar, shoved his cock in her face and began to face fuck her hard.

Shit was that hot!

I looked back at the card.

I read the list again. Would a woman come in here just to get ass fucked? Apparently so.

Although I didn't see any black women here, the menu included cunt munching if you wore pink nylons.

I watched the redhead in perfect motion. She was riding a cock while now furiously bobbing on another... it was very impressive.

As I watched, I was startled by a deep melodic voice. "Enjoying the show?"

I broke my stare away from the live sex scene and turned to see a well-built black man. I replied, "She is very skilled."

"Practice makes perfect and Amber practices regularly here," he said.

"Oh," I said, feeling very awkward in this conversation where it was obvious he was talking to me for one of three reasons: he wanted me to suck his cock, or he wanted to fuck my cunt or my ass... or possibly all three.

"Is this your first time here?" he asked, acting casual and even courteous, considering that my nylons indicated I was a dirty slut.

"Is it obvious?" I asked.

"You have a stunned look I've seen many times," he said.

"This is pretty surreal," I admitted, looking at the two sex acts currently going on. The brunette was now on all fours and getting really hammered from behind. I wondered whether that massive cock was drilling her cunt or her ass.

"What brings you here?" he asked.

Deciding there was no reason to be demure; deciding that there was no way I wasn't going to remain in a room full of chocolate sticks and not get my fantasy fix; deciding I was going to just let loose one last day; deciding I was going to live up to the nylon colour I was wearing; I answered, "Big black cock! Do you have one?"

He smiled, "In fact I do."

I moved my hand to his crotch and nodded, impressed, "So you do!"

"Married?" he asked.

"Divorced," I answered, then curious because of his question, asked, "Do many married women come here?"

"They're probably eighty percent of our clientele," he said, as I began to unbutton his jeans.

"I can't fathom," I said, struggling to get this massive cock out.

"Women over forty are the majority," he added, as I pulled his jeans down to discover that like me he wasn't wearing any underwear.

"That's me," I said, as I took his massive, only semi-hard, cock in my hand.

"And you're here by yourself?" he asked, as I stroked his cock in a hungry daze.

"Yeah," I admitted.

"No girlfriend or anyone?" he asked, seeming surprised.

I answered, vaguely lying, as I moved my other hand to his big scrotum, "It was a dare. Come here for an hour and try not to end up with black cock in all three of my holes."

"I think you're going to lose that dare," he chuckled, as he moved his hand to the back of my head.

"I'd better," I replied sultrily, as I let my lust take control. I just had to have that massive black cock in my mouth... right now! I wasn't going to swirl my tongue around his cock, I wasn't going to slowly worship his cock, I was going to swallow it like a cock-hungry slut.



Tonight I was going to be a big-black-cock-hungry slut.

I didn't think there was any way I could possibly take the nine plus inch cock all in my mouth, but damn if I wasn't going to try!

I massaged his balls as I bobbed on his cock, using excessive saliva to get his cock nice and wet.

He groaned, "Oh yeah, what a great cock-sucking mouth you have."

I moaned on his cock in response, loving the compliment. I imagined he regularly got blown by white sluts and I was just the latest.

I just let go. For the night, I was just another white slut for black cock.

For the night, I was going to make my most adventurous fantasy come true.

For the night, I wasn't a mother of two, or a teacher, or a pillar of the community, or even remotely respectable.

As I bobbed on his cock and accepted who I really was, he pulled out and asked, "What do you do for a living?"

I slithered my tongue down his long, thick shaft, as I replied coyly, "What do you think I do for a living?"

As I lowered myself to my knees to get better access to his balls he said, "I'm guessing a teacher."

I asked, surprised by his accurate guess, "Why do you think that?"

He explained, as I sucked one of his balls in my mouth, "Your body language screams reserved teacher breaking out of her shell."

"Really?" I asked, wondering what about me screamed reserved teacher.

"Am I correct?" he asked.

"Yeah," I admitted, as I licked his big ball sac.

"High school?" he again properly deduced.

"Yeah," I again repeated, as I moved to his second big black ball.

"What subject?" he asked, the conversation weirdly mundane while I worshipped his amazing cock... as if we were beginning a blind date with polite small talk.

"English," I answered, moving my tongue back up his shaft.

"Kids?"

"Two," I answered without hesitation, licking his long hard shaft. I added, not that I needed to, "Twins."

"Age?" he asked.

"Eighteen," I answered, continuing to give strangers way too much personal information about me and my family.

"Both girls?"

"One of each," I answered, swirling my tongue around his thick mushroom top.

"Think your daughter would like it here?" he asked.

Truth? She likely would. Dean had a big cock, but here there was a cornucopia of bigger cocks.

Truth 2: it would be hot to watch her go to town on a black cock... even hotter than watching her suck and get fucked by Dean.

Truth 3: I wondered what it would be like to share a big black cock with my daughter.

So I continued to answer truthfully. "Likely."

"We have a few mom and daughter regulars," he said, as I kept bathing his cock with wetness.

"Really?" I asked, my tone of surprise becoming habitual.

"Not to mention some sister sharing, and a couple of three-generation female family regulars," he continued.

"That is so hot!" I admitted, although I was unable to imagine my mother willing to be the third generation in any activities she could find in here.

"Tell me about it," he said, as he slid his cock back into my mouth and slowly began fucking my mouth. As he did, he added, "Next time bring your daughter. She'll love it here."

I moaned my response, the idea hot, even though it wasn't a conversation I fathomed having with Charlotte. Not soon anyway, but on sexual topics we were barely acquainted so far, so who knew?

He fucked my face slowly, two-thirds of his cock sliding in and out of my mouth... the entire time I was thinking, God I want this cock in my cunt!

As if able to read my mind, he asked, "Want this jolly Roger in your pussy?"

"God, yes, matey," I answered with lust when he pulled out of my mouth, a string of saliva hanging between his cock and my lips.

He pulled me up and surprised me by kissing me. I kissed him back, the kiss a lot rougher than the intimacy of Anastasia. Yet, this was hot in a different, surreal way. Both were equally passionate but in widely different ways.

Breaking the kiss, he bent me over the table, lifted up my dress and acknowledged, "No panties."

"They get in the way," I joked, looking back at him, excited at the thought of his huge cock in me.

"True enough," he chuckled, as he rubbed his cock up and down my wet pussy lips. "You're soaked."

"That's your fault," I admitted.

"Tell me what you want," he ordered, his cock now between my lips and tempting me.

"I want you to shove that big black cock in my white cunt and make me your slut," I begged, wanting it inside me right now, not at all concerned that everyone in the room could watch.

"As you wish," he agreed, sliding his cock in me with one deep thrust.

"Oh my God!" I moaned loudly, his cock going even deeper than the black one had at the glory hole... no wall in the way to prevent full penetration. I had, without a doubt, never been so full.



He just stood behind me, his cock all the way inside me, his body leaning against me, allowing me to get used to such a massive invasion.

He said, "Fuck, you're tight!"

"I've never had something so big in me," I pointed out.

"I can tell," he said, as he began slowly fucking me.

"Oh God, so good," I moaned, as he began to fuck me.

He held my hips firmly and after a minute or so he began fucking me faster... his body slamming into me with each deep forward thrust... which somehow made his cock reach even greater depths inside me.

"Yes, fuck yes, pound me," I moaned, my orgasm building at an accelerated pace.

"You like my big cock?" he questioned, even though he knew the answer.

"I fucking love your huge black cock drilling my cunt," I admitted, euphoria spreading inside me. Seconds later my first orgasm of the evening rushed through me. I screamed, loud enough for all in the bar to know something that was no secret: "Holy fucking shit, I'm coming!"

He didn't slow down as my orgasm ripped through me like a pleasure tornado.

I was still coming, my eyes closed, when I felt hands pulling my dress off. Although I didn't want to be naked in a bar, I did want more black cock, so I willingly reached my arms up and allowed my dress to be lifted off. I returned my hands to the table for balance as a second cock suddenly appeared right in front of me. My fantasies kept becoming reality as I opened my mouth and had progressed to two black cocks inside me. I remembered this being called spit-roasting.

"She's a wild one," the guy in my cunt said.

"They all are," the other said.

"True enough," he laughed, as he kept fucking me hard while the other man fucked my mouth. I just stood there bent over, in absolute heaven, as I was used as a white fuck toy for two big black cocks.



I can't explain it, but having two massive cocks inside me was exhilarating. Each cock created different feelings inside me.

Call me crazy, but I was proud to be a submissive slut used by black men and black cock.

For a couple of minutes, two black cocks were pistoning in and out of my two holes, and a second orgasm was already rising inside me when the man in my cunt (we'd never even exchanged names!) pulled out and asked, as he moved his hand to my cunt and rubbed my excessive wetness, "Want it in the ass, teach?"

My eyes went wide and I was thankful for yesterday's anal gaping by Anastasia, or likely I would have passed out in pain when his cock went in my ass. Yet, completely at the whim of my own submissive lust and fulfilling my ultimate slut fantasy, I answered, "Yes, although I can't fathom it actually fitting."

His hand went to my cunt to gather my natural lubrication, then he rubbed my wetness all over my puckered butthole, before sliding a finger inside, which caused just the slightest amount of pain. "Oh, it will fit all right," he reassured me, as his finger explored inside me just like Anastasia's had just last night.

The other guy shoved his cock back into my mouth as I began bobbing on his cock as a distraction from the discomfort I was feeling in my ass, and the inevitable pain I was about to experience.

So with the only lube being my excessive cunt cum, he penetrated my ass.

The pain was excruciating, his cock way thicker than the cock Anastasia had used on me. The cock in my mouth slipped out as I grimaced, this time in intense pain, even as just his cock head had broken through my back door's defence, "Oh, God!"



As he pushed his dick deeper in me, stretching my ass in ways I couldn't have imagined, the pain multiplying, he asked, "Have you ever had a cock in your ass?"

"Only a strap-on once," I answered, as I clenched my teeth to try to deal with the pain burning in my asshole.

"I've never felt such a tight ass before," he admitted, seeming genuinely amazed.

The other guy slid his cock back in my mouth and now I had two cocks back in me... one in my mouth and one in my ass.

As I nursed on the cock in my mouth, I tried not to focus on the intense sodomy that was happening, but it was all-consuming. It seemed to take an eternity for him to get all of himself in my ass, his cock continuing to reach new forbidden depths. Every time I decided he was fully engaged, he went deeper.

Finally he said, "See? You can take it all in your ass."

I didn't respond, since I had a mouthful of cock, as he stood behind me with his massive cock lodged deep in my ass.

Pain still coursed through me.

Then he began fucking me... slow. He said, "Just relax, the pain will fade, and the more you relax, the quicker it will."



His cock moved in and out of my ass slowly, over a few minutes, helping the pain to fade as I got used to it, and a pleasure began to replace it.

As it did, I began bobbing faster on the cock in my mouth. This led the guy in my ass to begin to go faster too, and my ass gradually blossomed into another erogenous zone.

Just as I was really getting into having a cock in my ass, he grunted and for the first time ever I felt the unique strangeness of getting a load of cum up my asshole. He kept pumping, spewing a massive load up my ass before pulling out and saying, "Now you're well lubed for the rest."

I allowed the throbbing cock in my mouth to slip out, as I thanked him oddly, "Thanks for destroying my ass with that huge black pile-driver."

He chuckled, "No problem, babe."

As two more guys arrived, each with an already hard cock saluting me, one of them said, "Let's take her to the gangbang room."

"You guys have a gangbang room?" I asked, even though they obviously did.

He asked, "First time here?"

"Yeah," I nodded, as I felt cum leaking out of my ass.

"Red stockings on a first timer," he said. "Now that is interesting."

"It was a dare," I explained. "A dare that I had no idea was going to lead to this."

"To being triple-teamed by black men?" another asked.

"Apparently," I smiled, as I reached for the two new cocks. "Not that I'm complaining, mind you!"

As I reached, the guy I had been sucking picked me up, threw me over his shoulder like a caveman from thousands of years ago and started carrying me, like a trophy antelope, a feast for his tribe, to this gangbang room.

As he did, I looked around the room for the first time since that first black cock had slid into my mouth.

To my surprise there was only one live sex act going on besides mine and it was a white woman buried between a black woman's legs. My mouth watered at the thought of some black pussy, although I pushed that thought out of my mind... tonight I was strictly a slut for black cock.



As I was carried, I also noticed a pair of heels under a table... looking closer I realized there were two pairs of heels under a table where two men sat drinking beers and chatting casually.

I also saw a white woman, with bunny ears, on all fours, with a collar around her neck and a leash, being led across the room by a large black man.

I wanted to see more, but I was transported down a hallway and into a rather large room. A sigh of relief coursed through me when I saw the room was empty.

"We call this the Red Room," one of them explained, as I was carried in like a side of meat for a feast.

I laughed, "The Red Room, I get it."

The guy I had been sucking put me down on a large, round, yes red, cushion. He then laid down himself and ordered, "Get riding, slut."

"Yes, sir," I obeyed, tossing my heels off, excited to have a large black cock back in one of my holes... plus, the other guy had been a relative gentleman, I mean sure he'd face fucked me, pounded me in public, reamed my virgin asshole (I mean virgin to a real live pulsing cock) and came up my butt... but he hadn't called me names. What a guy!

However, in the submissive slut state I was in, name-calling only enhanced my excitement as I felt more cum leaking out of my ass.

I began riding this new man's cock as other big-cocked black men surrounded me. The next forty-five minutes were a black extravaganza of cock and cum.

Two big dicks were suddenly in front of me and I reached out and stroked both... a fun new multi-tasking experience... even as I wondered if I would realise my double penetration fantasy (which was now my biggest fantasy after getting ass fucked... I was dying to know what two cocks pounding both my holes would possibly feel like) so the dp and my three-cocks-at-once fantasy could both come true tonight.

"I'm taking her ass," the one on the right claimed me, after a minute.

"Okay, I'll use the slut's mouth," the other decided.

"Hurry up and triple-team this white slut," I hungrily demanded, wanting to feel a cock in every hole.

"So needy," the one laughed as he moved behind me. He pushed me forward.

I smiled at the guy below me. "I love your cock."

He chuckled, "You're one nasty slut."

"I am tonight," I agreed with a moan, as I felt a cock slide into my ass. It was smaller than my first black cock, yet his cock in my ass added to the cock already lodged in my cunt and I felt completely full.

"Open wide, you white triple-hole whore," the other ordered, so I lifted my head up and opened wide.

He slid his cock in my mouth and another fantasy was now coming true.

Three holes, three cocks.

Three holes, three black cocks.

For a moment none of them moved as if allowing me some time to accept my place as their three-hole fuck toy. Then, on some unspoken cue, the cocks in my mouth and ass began moving.

"Ooooooh," I moaned, as the pleasure began swarming through my very being the instant the fucking started.

Wanting to feel the other cock moving inside me too, I began riding both cocks inside me. At first it was awkward, hard to get into any sort of rhythm, but after a couple of minutes I was in fluid motion... all three cocks moving in and out of my well-oiled machine.

Suddenly I felt a cock tapping my hand and I lifted my hand off the table and soon was really multitasking.... Pleasing four cocks, although the one in my hand seemed small. I opened my eyes quickly to make sure it was a black cock... disappointed to discover that not every black cock was a massive missile of pleasure. If I hadn't had a cock in my mouth I would have demanded a fifth cock for my one free hand.



For the next couple of minutes, I pleasured four cocks in perfect unison until my second orgasm of the night hammered me like a machine gun of pleasure. I screamed, the cock in my mouth slipping out, "Fuck, I'm coming from your big fucking black dicks!"

Seconds after my orgasm hit me, the guy in my ass pulled out and coated my butt cheeks with his load.

Even as I was coming, I was flipped onto my back like a rag doll and the guy in my cunt spread my legs open and started pounding my cunt.

"Oh yes, shoot me your dominant seed," I moaned, as he really fucked me like the slut I was. I didn't get to watch as my head was grabbed, turned, and a new cock was shoved in my mouth.

Both men fucked my holes furiously, and in a minute or two both pulled out and spewed all over me, one splattering my face, the other rocketing all the way to my tits, before a little landed on my belly.

As soon as those two had finished, two more replaced them. While one reamed my ass, the other used my mouth.

Five or six minutes of ass reaming before the guy in my mouth pulled out and moved to my cunt. The guy in my ass moved around and stroked his cock in front of me.

Ass to mouth was not really something that turned me on and thankfully he didn't shove it in my mouth, instead he kept stroking his cock as he asked, "Where do you want my load, you nigger-loving slut?"

The 'n' word surprised me, but I answered in kind, "All over my face, you hot nigger stud!"

"You're a hot little cum slut," he groaned, pumping his cock as I opened my mouth wide.

To my surprise, the guy in my cunt grunted and I felt his load spew all over my stomach, seconds before I got a massive load all over my face.

My cunt guy returned to my cunt and fucked me a little while longer.

Fuck, I loved being coated in cum!



Another black guy moved between my legs and slammed into me. "Oh, fuck!" I screamed.

He pulled all the way out and slammed back into me, his hands firmly holding my hips.

Each time I expected my entire body to be hammered a few inches along, but his strong hands kept me in place... yet my body still quaked.

No man had ever fucked me so intentionally roughly.

So dominantly powerful.

Yet he never said a word.

Just looked me in the eyes as he pulled out and sledge-hammered back into me.

I, on the other hand, was a babbling fool as this hard, deep rough treatment had my third orgasm on the rise.

"Oh yes, use my white cunt," and "God, this is so good," and "Fuck my pussy," and "Don't stop."

This continued for a good five or six minutes.

Not once did he modify what he was doing.

He was driving me wild, keeping my orgasm on the brim of explosion and yet not letting me have it.

I begged, "Please, pound my pussy, I need to come so bad."

He smiled for the first time, as he kept his hands on my hips and began pounding me the same hard way, but now rapidly.

Literally in seconds, maybe ten, and maybe ten fast thrusts I was screaming, "I'm coming!"

He grunted seconds later too, becoming the first to deposit his load in my cunt.

"Yes, cum in my cunt," I begged, enjoying the feeling of cum shooting in me... something I had missed since my jackass of an ex had left.

"Yeah, breed the bitch," someone said.

I agreed, "Yes, breed this white slut with your big black baby-maker." The idea was hot, although I had had my tubes tied years ago, my pussy of an ex too scared to get snipped. In retrospect that should have been a hint he was a selfish asshole.

"What a fucking slut," someone else said.

"For black cock I am," I agreed, my third orgasm still making my entire body tingle.

When he pulled out, cum leaking out of my cunt, someone declared, "Bukkake!"

"Fuck, yes," I responded, another fantasy I could check off my slut list.

"Knees, whore," a chubby guy ordered.

"Yes, sir," I replied, getting off the round bed and onto my knees as five black cocks were suddenly surrounding me.

I took one in my mouth, while I reached for two others, serving three at a time.

I bobbed like a slut, devouring the cock as aggressively as I could for ten bobs, and then rotated to the next one.

And for fifteen minutes, I rotated like a lazy Susan cock slut, sucking one, stroking two.

It was so much fun!

As I did, I could hear moaning somewhere else in the room. Someone else was getting fucked. As I changed cocks I could see some white bitch's legs in the air wearing red nylons like mine, but that was it.

This somehow excited me. As if there was a wordless bond of submissive slut-hood between two strangers serving black dick.

"Look at me," the guy to my left ordered, and I turned just in time to feel cum splattering my chest and tits.

Hands grabbed my head and a cock slammed into my mouth even as it shot its load... his cum tickling my tonsils as I was forced to swallow his load. I enjoyed the warm cum in my mouth, although I wanted to point out that isn't how you do a bukkake.

Of course I didn't, as he pumped his load down my throat.

When he pulled out, another guy was furiously stroking his cock as I begged, "Coat my face with your big load, baby." (Do I even need to mention at this point it was a black cock? Take it from me, by this time my entire world was inhabited by nothing but black cocks! No other kind existed!)

"Oh yes, here it comes," he grunted a few seconds later as my face was again splattered with warm man-cream.

The last two loaded barrels were in front of me and I simply stared at them and waited for the cum bath.

"Open wide, slut," one said.

I obeyed, just in time to be target practice for a rocket of cum. The first two ropes landed right in my open mouth just as the other guy grunted and splattered my face, getting me right in the eye. I had closed it barely in time!

Cum also hit my tits as I closed my mouth to swallow the cum that had landed in there.

"Look at us, slut," one said.

I looked up, completely spent, yet feeling a rush of adrenaline at so many fantasies coming true in rapid succession.



Exhausted, I got off my knees and collapsed on the bed even as the men all sauntered away, since they were done with their cum slut.

I heard a woman begging, "Oh yes, fuck me with that massive black dick."

I sat up almost as quickly as I collapsed back again. This was a voice I recognized!

I looked at the woman on the floor, her legs spread open, getting hammered, as I gasped, "Fahara?"

She looked at me and her eyes went wide at being recognized.



She seemed speechless as she got fucked by someone who definitely wasn't her husband.

She seemed speechless to see a cum-drenched parishioner watching her get fucked.

Fahara was the minister's wife.

"Focus on me, church slut," the same guy who had first fucked me ordered, as he looked at me and winked.

She looked away and returned to staring at him as he slammed into her.

The guy said, "Let's put on a show for your friend, church slut. Joe, come help me double team her."

"Sure!" Joe said, downing a drink and sauntering over, a big dick swaying between his legs.

The guy pulled out, rolled onto his back and ordered, "Show your friend what you really worship."

Fahara said, "Yes, Master. Should I ride your cock with my cunt or asshole?"

"Asshole, of course," he said.

"Silly me," she giggled, like she was a teenager and not the minister's wife who was, in truth, quite a bitch... that bitchiness normally super condescending.

She lowered herself on his massive cock, taking it all in her ass just like I had earlier.

Joe moved between her legs and slid his cock in her cunt, and began fucking her.

"Oh God," she moaned loudly.

"Don't use the Lord's name in vain," I quipped, something she had scolded the teenagers for many times in church.

"Oh God, fuck the shit out of me. Show Sister Lauren what kind of sinner I really am," she said, no longer concerned that she'd been caught.

She leaned back, laying back on the guy in her ass, as he cupped her small tits and her huge areoles, as they both hammered away at her two holes.

I walked over to her and looked down at her, noticing she was wearing a choker that said, 'Cum Slut'. I also noticed she already had a couple of loads on her face and body.



On a wicked whim, even as it was obvious she was close to orgasm, I straddled her face and lowered my cunt onto it.

"Eat my cunt, slut," I demanded, a rush of adrenaline at dominating the bitch coursing through me.

I expected her to protest, but I felt her tongue begin lapping obediently at my cunt.

"A bit of a switch are we?" the guy on the floor chuckled.

"I guess so," I said, as I rubbed my cunt up and down all over her face, grabbing the back of her head and shoving her face forcefully against me.

"Oh fuck," she moaned loudly, as she was obviously close to orgasm.

My knees sore, I stood back up without coming, as I looked down at her, my wetness and male cum making her face even a bigger mess and said, "Maybe at church tomorrow you can be baptized by my cunt."

"Oh God, fuck, don't stop, fuck me with those huge black cocks," she babbled, not responding to my generous offer, as I scooped a large wad from just under my eye and slurped it into my mouth.

I walked away, satisfied by the sudden power shift, and needing to go to the washroom. I looked around and saw one just off the room. I walked into it, even as she screamed, "Slam that nigger cock up my shit hole!"

Even after all I had been through this week, the deviant lives that seemed to be everywhere, seeing the church minister's bitch wife here and screaming 'slam that nigger cock up my shit hole' may have been the biggest and most welcome surprise yet.

As I reached the bathroom, "Oh fuck, yes, cum in my ass," Fahara screamed.

In the bathroom, once I peed, I looked in the mirror.

I definitely looked like a nasty cum slut.

My face and hair were soaked with cum.

My tits and chest were coated in cum.

My bukkake fantasy had come true! In spades, so to speak.

I didn't wipe all the cum off my face, somehow wanting to wear it like a badge of slut honour, but I did get rid of the cum near my eye... having gotten cum in my eye before and not liking the redness that came an hour later.

I walked back out into the orgy room thinking I wouldn't mind one more cock to go. As soon as I got out there, one of the guys fucking Fahara ordered me, "Get over here, bitch."

I walked over and he pushed me to my knees and shoved the cock that had just been in Fahara's cunt into my mouth.

I hated to admit it, but her cunt juice on his cock tasted pretty good.

I didn't suck his cock, he fucked my face.

In not even thirty seconds, he pulled out and ordered, "Close your mouth, I want to shoot my load all over your face."



I obeyed, closing my eyes and seconds later was getting another massive load on my face.

When he was done, he shoved his cock back into my mouth and I extracted the last droplets of cum.

God, I love cum!

I glanced over and Fahara was laying there coated in cum too... recovering from her own dp.

"Go over near the window," the same guy who had started all this for me ordered.

"Yes, sir," I obeyed, deciding to crawl there to show my complete submission and hoping maybe I could get one more load in my cunt or ass.

"Good girl," he acknowledged, as I crawled.

Once I got there, he pulled me up so I was on my knees with his flaccid cock dangling in front of me like a hypnotic elephant's trunk.

I smiled, looking up at him, expecting I was going to be ordered to suck his cock. Feeling it grow in my mouth was something I was looking forward to... loving feeling a cock going from soft to hard in my mouth.

Yet he said, as he showed me an identical choker to the one Fahara was wearing, "You earned this tonight."

I oddly felt like I was receiving a gold medal at the Olympics... the Olympics of white slut for black cock, of course. I said, absurdly, as he put a Cum Slut choker on my neck, "Thank you, sir."

"No, thank you," he said, before adding, "now pose for our wall of slut."

The me of a week ago would have balked at this... last week's me wouldn't have been here in the first place, but today's me decided to pose for the photo, not worrying at all at being added to a wall saluting white sluts for black cock.



I reached for his cock and requested, "One more load for the road?"

"You really are insatiable," he smiled, as I stroked his cock.

I shrugged, "I'm like the fat kid in a candy store."

He laughed, "Well, you're certainly welcome to more candy."

"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned, as I took his soft cock in my mouth.

I swirled my tongue around it and created excessive saliva as I created a whirlpool of pleasure to get him hard.

It didn't take long.

"Let's see these two church-going sluts do each other," someone said.

He pulled out, and shrugged, "Rain check?"

"Definitely," I agreed, as I looked at Fahara still lying on the floor.



"I see you two know each other," he said.

"She's the wife of my church's minister," I said.

"She comes here every Saturday night without fail," he revealed.

"And then judges others on Sunday at church," I said, with scorn.

"Maybe she asks for forgiveness," he chuckled.

"Well, I likely won't ask forgiveness for this," I said, giving his cock once more suck, fuck it was so perfectly delicious, and walked over to Fahara. I looked down at her and intoned, "You're my bitch now."

"Lauren..." she began.

"Shut up, bitch," I said, as I again lowered myself on her face, this time backwards so I could eat her cunt too. "From now on, I own you and this fuck box." I slapped her cunt as I said it.

"Oh!" she moaned into my cunt.

"Fucking hot," one guy said.

"Teach her a lesson," another added. "Get to know her in a Biblical way."

Realizing that Fahara and I were the only women in the room and six black men were watching us, I decided to put on a show... I wanted to put on a show. It was odd, but I suddenly felt a sexual power which was ironic considering I had just spent the last hour plus taking black cock in all three of my holes and was wearing perhaps a dozen loads of cum on me. Yet, I wanted to establish clearly to Fahara I was in charge of our suddenly awkward relationship.

"Well she is parting my pink sea at the moment," I wickedly replied, as I began to grind on her face... my second sexual wind suddenly rekindling inside me. As I did, I slapped her cunt every few seconds, her entire body quaking each time I did.

"Committing one of the slutty seven sins," someone joked.

I smiled, still slapping her pussy every few seconds, "So... gluttony for example. Your desire to consume as much black cock as possible."

One laughed, "There are many white sluts who could be accused of that."

I agreed, "I guess I'm committing gluttony myself."

"That you are," one agreed.

"And of course there is lust," I added, as she lapped my cunt.

"And greed," one added.

"Yes, I want all this black cock to myself," I declared, rapidly slapping her pussy five times in a row.

"We have enough to share," someone added.

I hoped I was going to get more cock, but one ordered, "Now stop being so proud and get to eating her cunt too."

"Yes, sir," I obeyed, adding, "I have no pride here."

I buried my face in her cunt, surprised by how wet she was, and began licking.

"That church slut had some pride until she discovered black cock," someone added.

"Then she envied all the white sluts who could worship black cock seven days a week."

I smirked to myself as they had now listed five of the seven. The only two left were anger and one I couldn't remember. Anger wasn't one of my weaknesses at the moment. Oh yes, sloth was the last one! Well as soon as I collapsed into bed tonight I'd be ready for some of that!

We rolled onto our sides and then for a couple of minutes, there was no more talking, just licking.



She began bucking her hips, making my tongue go deeper into her cunt and seconds later she came... I eagerly lapped up her juices, her cunt quite tasty.

Then wanting to come myself, wanting to come on her face, I flipped her back onto her back aggressively, even as she was still coming, and I straddled her again.

I began grinding and bouncing, as a big hard cock was suddenly right in front of me.

To my surprise, she moved her hands under my ass and pulled her face deeper into my cunt.



Like the slut I was, I automatically opened up and took the cock in my mouth as I furiously fucked the bitch's face.

I sucked for a couple of minutes until my own orgasm coursed through me as I screamed, allowing the hard throbbing cock to slip out of my mouth, "Oh yes, you prima donna prideful slut, eat your husband's parishioner's cunt cum."

She did, eagerly lapping my cunt cum as it splattered her face and lips.

I didn't get any time to recover from orgasm number four, as someone ordered, "Both of you sluts on your knees, side by side."

I got off her face and into position, my body still having aftershocks from the orgasm.

Fahara joined me, looking completely spent too, as I asked, "Like my cunt, Mrs. Adams?"

I was expecting a sarcastic response, but she answered sincerely, "It was delicious."

"Good," I said, as I felt hands on my hips. "Because you will be dining between my legs regularly."

"Yes, Mistress," she replied with no objection, shocking me again, just as a cock slid into my fevered, drenched, cunt.

"Mistress," I moaned, as the guy began fucking me hard. "I like that."

"Oh God, drill my gluttonous cunt," Fahara screamed.

I smiled, as we both got fucked side by side. After a couple of minutes of hardcore fucking, yet another orgasm on the rise, as I wondered just how many orgasms my body could release in one evening, I ordered, "Take it all, you prideful bitch," before adding, "in your ass."

"Yes, Mistress," she agreed without hesitation, easily the biggest slut I had ever witnessed... the shocking truth amazing to witness. "slam that massive nigger dick up my pretentious asshole!"

"As you wish," the man agreed. He pulled out and I looked back and saw the biggest, thickest dick yet. It was a good eleven or twelve inches and as thick as my wrist, No way could I take that in my ass! I watched as he slammed his cock into her ass in one deep motion.

"Oh, fuck!" she screamed, a mixture of pleasure and pain.

"Now ride that cock up your slut ass," I demanded, wanting to control her completely, even as I did the same, although in my cunt.

"Yes, Mistress," she moaned, as she obediently obeyed, bouncing back on that cock with impressive enthusiasm. She had obviously taken that cock, or one just as big, in her ass before.



Soon we were both bouncing back like bitches in heat, devouring the massive, black cocks.

My sixth orgasm ricocheted through me like an errant pinball, as I kept riding the glorious cock throughout my euphoria.

"Oh fuck, I'm coming," Fahara screamed, coming from being sodomized, just as the guy grunted and assumedly came in her ass.

We were both coming from orgasms only black cocks can give until they pulled out and the guy drilling my cunt ordered, "Get ready for my load, sluts."

Both of us quickly obeyed, as if we were trained cum slut bimbos (which I suppose by this time we were) and opened our mouths for the creamy cum we both craved.

Both men slammed their cocks in our mouths, thankfully only Fahara had ass-to-mouth (she was indeed a dirtier slut than me) and they face fucked us roughly.

My stud's cock filled my mouth completely, his balls bounced off my chin and I wished I could see Fahara take that massive black pecker in her mouth.

Eventually both pulled out and the one walked away saying, "I can't believe she's a preacher's wife."

Fahara turned to the cock that still had a load of cum and we both mindlessly opened our mouths, waiting to catch the creamy treat boiling in his black balls.

"Give me all your cum," Fahara begged. "Show her how big a whore I am."

"No, give me the cum," I pleaded, wanting it desperately.

"You two are insatiable sluts," he chuckled, as he moved his cock provocatively back and forth between our wide-open, desperate mouths.

"Shoot it all over me," I demanded, when his cock was again aimed directly at me.

"As you wish," he agreed, just as his load exploded a cannonball of cum right onto my face.

Three more ropes plastered my face and tits as Fahara watched, annoyed she didn't get any.

Once my face was painted with his hot sticky cum, Fahara surprised me, turning to me and kissing me.

I kissed her back until she broke the kiss and licked the right side of my face, cleaning it of cum.

I scooped a large wad off my tits, wanting to be as slutty as she was.

When she went for more, I pushed her away and ordered, "Go suck some more cock and get your own cum."

"Yes, Mistress," she nodded, and crawled over to two men sitting down with their flaccid cocks dangling between their legs.

I watched her get back to committing sin as I decided I was done. Sure, I could have sucked or fucked more big black cocks, but I now knew I could come here anytime I wanted, and tonight I was physically spent.

The past two days had taken a toll on my body and I needed some physical and mental rest. Also, I was starving for some food that wasn't cum. Something that would satisfy the hunger in my stomach.

I looked for my heels and then realized I had left my dress in the main part of the bar.

I found my heels, slipped into them and said, "Thanks a lot, boys."

"Anytime," one said.

"Next time I'm taking that ass," the huge dicked guy said.

I said, "How about my cunt? I'm not sure I can take that in my ass."

"Your friend can," he pointed out.

"She has God on her side," I quipped, which made everyone, including Fahara, laugh.

As I was walking out, the guy who had started it all walked in and handed me my dress. "I thought you might need this."

"Thanks," I said, taking it.

"By the way, the name is Jerome," he said.

"Not Horse Cock?" I joked.

"Well, that too," he chuckled, as I put my dress on.

"I'm Lauren," I said.

"I hope to see you back here again," he said.

"I think I can guarantee I'll be a regular here from now on," I said, knowing I would be.

"And bring your daughter," he ordered.

"I'll try," I said.

He added, "the last Tuesday of every month is family day. It's a blast!"

"I imagine it would be," I laughed, thinking he was making a pretty good pun. I asked, "Are there any other special days?"

He went to a desk and grabbed something. "Here's the schedule."

"Thanks," I said, as he slapped my ass and walked over to Fahara.

I looked at the schedule:

March 1-3: Female Wrestling Tournament (March 1st: tongue only; March 2nd: strap-on semi-final; March 3rd: everything goes finale)

March 5: Monthly Porn Night (do you want to be in a professional porn movie?)

March 6-10: White Slut Olympics (March 6th: Cum Catching, March 7th: The Train, March 8th: Spin the Slut, March 9th: Fisting Feast and March 10th Marathon Orgy)

March 13: Lick-a-thon (it's women's night... lick-erally)

March 15-17: American Slut Warrior (March 15th: Qualifying, March 16th: Semi-Finals, March 17th: Finals)

March 20: Friends Night (bring a first-time friend, win a prize you both can share)

March 23-24: Halloween In March: (March 23rd: come dressed as your favorite Disney character and then role play a much more fun version; March 24th: come dressed in the sluttiest costume and become that slut (prizes awarded in a variety of slut roles)

March 26: Hide & Fuck (find a cock, fuck a cock)

March 27: Family Night (bring a family member... remember the family that fucks black cock together, stays together)

March 30-April 1: Last weekend of the month orgy (self-explanatory)

My cunt got wet again at the lengthy list of wild possibilities, but I quickly left before I was tempted to have one more cock, which would lead to one more and so on.

I headed out, back into the bar area where other than a girl giving a guy head at a table, there were a dozen women of various races, all in nylons and strap-ons and nothing else, wrestling each other where the dance floor was.

A couple girls were being held down while others fisted them roughly. It was pretty hot. I considered staying to watch until someone said, "Get in there, slut."

That I wasn't ready for, so I scurried out and the bouncer asked, "Enjoy yourself?"

"I'll definitely be back," I smiled, reaching over and squeezing his cock. "I may have to try this."

"Anytime, pretty lady." He smiled.

"Good to know," I replied, and walked out feeling completely liberated... which some may see as odd considering I'd just been used as a cum slut for some dozen plus black men. Yet, I indeed did feel liberated.

Once in the car, I pulled my phone out of my glove apartment and took a good look at myself.

I had less cum on me than I had earlier, but there was still quite a bit on my face and even more on my hair, chest and tits.

I don't know why, this wasn't part of the order from my blackmailer, but I felt compelled to do it.

I snapped a selfie of myself and sent it to him: Done task 7!



I then grabbed a wet wipe from my purse (they are handy for many things, although this was the first time I'd used it for cum) and wiped the drying cum off my face and chest, and even got some out of my hair.

Once done, I drove to a nearby twenty-four-hour McDonalds and ordered a Big Mac meal... keeping up with my everything 'big' night.

As I paid the college-looking boy, he gave me a strange stunned look.

I asked, "What?"

"U-u-u-um, nothing, ma'am," he stammered, looking at my chest.

At first I thought I'd missed some cum or he was staring at my generous cleavage until I realized I was still wearing the 'Cum Slut' necklace.

When he returned to hand me my food, I decided to play with him, and asked sultrily, "Do you have any homemade mayonnaise?"

He stammered, "U-u-uh!"

I took the bag and said, "Maybe next time," and drove away, feeling giddy with my sudden sexual power.

I ate the burger as I drove.

Once home, I got a text back: Wow! You look incredibly hot with all that cum on you. You must have really enjoyed yourself.

I responded back, as I got undressed: No comment!

He texted back: : )! Tomorrow I'll reveal everything.

I asked: So it's done?

Part of me was sad. This had indeed been the scariest, yet most amazing week of my life. Being blackmailed had removed the invisible chains that had held me back from exploring my true sexuality... and now that I had been freed, I had no intention of being pushed back into moral social slavery.

He responded back: I keep my promises. Until tomorrow, Lauren. Good night!

I replied: Good night, sir.

As soon as I clicked Send I realized I had called him sir. He didn't respond back though, and I showered, got into some fluffy warm pajamas, got under my covers and went to bed.

I was asleep in seconds.

SUNDAY: THE SHOCKING REVEAL

I woke up and realized the church service was going to start in forty-five minutes... having slept straight through the night like a baby.

I got up, quickly showered again, got dressed, minus the underwear, plus the thigh highs, including wearing the same dress I'd worn that had started this wild adventure, had a quick breakfast and drove to church.

I arrived just as the parishioners were starting to head into church, the first hymn playing already, when I saw Fahara chatting with a couple women. I sauntered over and saw her face grimace ever so slightly when she caught sight of me.

I greeted pleasantly, "Good morning, ladies."

"Good morning, Lauren," they all greeted.

We chatted for a couple of minutes about an upcoming fundraiser before the other women headed in. I asked Fahara, "May I have a word with you in the office?"

"Please, not here," she pleaded quietly, even though no one was close enough to hear us.

I leaned into her ear and whispered, "Either get into your office and eat my cunt or during Sharing Time I'll share a very exciting story."

"That would out you too," she said.

"I'm single, you're married," I pointed out, "and I don't run a church," pretty confident she wouldn't call my bluff.

"Fine, can you wait until the service starts?" she asked.

"Sure, it will give my cunt a bit more time to marinate for you," I smiled, walking away and going to enjoy the beginning of the service... knowing she would be stressed out the whole time.

I sang the hymns, I shook hands with parishioners around me, I listened to the announcements, and then when the sermon began I watched for Fahara to leave. About ten minutes in, she did.

I waited a couple more minutes before slipping out myself.

I can't explain it, but the idea of domming someone, using blackmail if need be (ironic I know), was quite exciting. The excitement was doubled by the idea that I was going to dominate a church minister's wife. That excitement was multiplied by infinity at the thought of doing it in the church while a couple hundred parishioners were nearby listening to her husband preach about the sins of the flesh or something.

Her office door was open and, of course, the secretary wasn't there as she was in listening to the sermon.

I walked in and closed the door.

I then walked into her office; she had one of the three.

She was sitting at her desk. I closed her door and locked it, then closed the blinds over the interoffice window.

I asked, "Hungry?"

"Lauren, please, this needs to remain a secret," she pleaded.

"I agree," I responded, as I walked to her desk, around it, pushed her chair back and hopped onto the desk, "we wouldn't want a church scandal."

"Lauren, I'm sorry you had to see me like that," she apologized.

"Actually it was hot and made me see you in a whole new light," I said, spreading my legs. "I mean you are a bitch, always have been. But now I know you're just a bitch in heat for black cock."

"Oh, God!" she said, mortified.

"Yeah, I heard you praise his name a few times last night," I smiled. "Now get licking, my personal pussy pleasing pet. Time is of the essence."

"And you'll keep it a secret?" she asked.

"If you do as you're told and are a good pet, I will keep your secret," I promised, meaning it. I didn't really want my secret out either, but if I could gain from this... why not? I may normally be a submissive, but there was definitely a switch living inside me too.

"Okay," she said, seeming slightly relieved as she rolled her chair out of the way, dropped to her knees and was suddenly looking at my cunt.

"You eat much cunt?" I asked.

"Some," she admitted, as she moved between my legs.

"Just at The Pit?" I asked.

"Yeah," she said, but her tone told me she was lying.

"Are you lying to me, you fucking slut?" I questioned, lifting her head up and glaring into her eyes from three inches away.

Her eyes went wide.

"Answer me!" I demanded.

"There is a girls' club that meets weekly," she revealed.

"Church girls?" I asked, curious.

"Yes," she admitted.

"Who?" I questioned.

"Some of the church moms," she answered, without revealing names.

"Names, slut," I demanded, grabbing her head and shoving it in my cunt and then pulling it back up.

"Please, I don't want to out them," she pleaded.

"Their secret remains safe as long as you remain a good, obedient pet," I said, although I hoped to be invited to the next girls' night.

"Promise?" she asked.

"What would I gain from lying?" I asked. "I respect all the women here. I'm just hurt I wasn't invited."

"One did suggest you recently," she offered.

"Really?" I asked. "Who?"

"Mrs. Walker," she revealed, looking guilty at revealing a name.



"Jasmine?" I asked, a fellow teacher at my school. She was a cute slender brunette, always wore nylons, even on casual Fridays with jeans. We were often mistaken for each other as we did look somewhat alike.

"Yes," she admitted.

"Why did she recommend me?" I asked.

"I'm not sure," she said, before adding, "I think she thinks you're hot."

"Do you?" I asked.

"You definitely taste good," she answered, resuming licking me.

Glancing at the clock, and realizing time mattered, I didn't probe to learn the other names and instead enjoyed her tongue. I moaned, "Oh yes, worship my cunt."



She didn't respond, instead attacking my clit aggressively.

"Oh yes, you're a great cunt muncher," I moaned.

She licked me for three or four more minutes until my orgasm was close. I grabbed her head and shoved her deep into me until I came... wanting to coat her face with my gush of cum.

Which I did.

"This is your baptism to becoming my pet slut," I declared, as I rubbed my cunt all over her face.

She kept licking until I let her go.

Her face was a mess.

I considered making her go back out there like that, but instead I gave her a choice.

"You can either go back to the service without washing my cum off your face or tell me right now when the next girl's night is."

She didn't hesitate. "Thursday."

"Where?"

"At Joan's."

"Which Joan?" I asked; there were three, although one was in her seventies.

"Carter," she revealed.

That made sense. She was single, so there was no chance of kids or husbands walking in on them. She was also very attractive. A redhead and the owner of an online fashion shop. I bought some of my clothing from her. She gave me a good discount. I wondered why she hadn't thought of inviting me. We had coffee once a month and she'd been really supportive during my divorce.

"I see," I said.

Fahara added, "She said you were not ready for the group."

"Why?"

"Something about being worried about her friendship with you," she said.

"Oh," I said, understanding completely why she would think that. She was a very caring person. Yet, she had never hinted at all she was a bi... or maybe a lesbian, as I don't recall her ever dating anyone.

I got off the desk as she moved away and asked, "What time Thursday?"

"Seven," she answered.

"Don't let any of them know I know," I instructed. "Is that clear?"

"Yes."

"Yes, what?" I questioned, wanting to remind her of our clear hierarchy.

"Yes, Mistress," she corrected.

"Actually at church, you can call me Goddess," I corrected, with a smile.

She shook her head, "You really are a piece of work."

"Says the nigger-loving cum slut," I bluntly said, using the 'n' word for the second time ever.

"As are you," she countered.

"True, but I'm single," I pointed out. I asked, as I got to the door, "Where do you hide your choker?"

"Same place I hide the toys," she smiled.

"You're a piece of work too," I laughed, deciding it was enough for now.

"All of God's children are," she said, a line she often used in religious conversations at church.

I laughed before I added, "And I expect you in a skirt or dress and thigh highs all the time. If you dress up like a dirty, bimbo fuck slut for black cock, I expect you to dress, at least underneath, like a dirty, bimbo cunt muncher for cunt, is that clear?"

She shook her head in dismay, even as she nodded, "Yes, Goddess."

"That sounds really sexy coming out of your righteous mouth," I said, as I walked out, returning to the service, a bit of wetness trickling down my leg.

After the service, I chatted briefly with a few friends, including Jasmine, although the conversation was about the week-long break where I just said I got re-energized... which was the ultimate understatement of the year.

I checked my phone... nothing.

I was dying to find out who my blackmailer was ... as the more I had considered it, the more it had to be someone I knew... didn't it?

I drove home, walked in and Donald was home. I greeted, "How was your weekend at your father's?"

"Same old, same old," he answered, looking at my stocking-feet again.

Wanting to test my theory that he liked my nylon feet, I moved my feet around as we chatted, "What did you do?"

"Gamed," he answered, seeming to look down quickly every time I moved one of my feet.

"I see," I said. "Where's your sister?"

"Cheerleading practice or something," he said, definitely staring at my nylon-clad feet.

"So it's just you and me for lunch," I said.

"Yep," he agreed.

"Well, why don't I make us some grilled cheese?" I said, it being his favourite.

"Sounds great," he said, as he continued looking at my feet.

"Take a seat, this won't take long," I said.

"I'll be back in a couple of minutes," he replied.

"Okay," I said, as I pulled out the cheese and butter. As I was making the grilled cheese, my phone buzzed.

I quickly grabbed it and read the text: Ready for the truth?

I responded: Yes.

I put the phone beside me as I finished getting the grilled cheese ready and pulled out a frying pan.

I was annoyed when he didn't respond right back.

I texted again, just as my son returned to the kitchen: Well???

"So Mom, what did you do all weekend?" he asked.

"Oh, nothing major," I lied. It wasn't like I was going to tell him of my last wild 48 hours. I then added, "Went out with the girls last night." I mean there were other girls there so it wasn't totally a lie.

"Have fun?" he asked.

"It was one of the greatest nights of my life," I admitted, then realized I'd just said too much.

"Really? Why?" he asked, as I put the grilled cheese on the frying pan.

"Oh, it was just an unexpected night," I vaguely, but truthfully, answered.

"Meet anyone?" he asked.

"What's with all the questions?" I asked back.

"Just making conversation," he said, looking slightly nervous, which was weird, especially since he couldn't see my feet with the island in the way.

"Well, I may have met someone," I admitted, although it was Anastasia and Friday I was referring to. Sure I loved the black cock, and sure I planned to go back (there were a lot of intriguing theme nights to go to), but Anastasia... there was just something about her that captivated me completely.

Now that my blackmail week was over, I planned to tell her about everything when I saw her tomorrow night.

"That's great," he said, as I flipped the grilled cheese.

"You're okay with my getting back in the dating world?" I asked, my desire for my kids' approval being one of the many reasons I hadn't yet dipped my toes into the pool.

"Mom," he said, standing up and walking around the island.

"What?" I asked, as he was suddenly in front of me.

"Charlotte and I both want you to be happy," he said, "we don't agree on much, but we talked about you and we agree on that with all our hearts," giving me a hug.

"Oh honey," I said, enjoying my son's warm sweet embrace.

After a second, I blurted, "Shoot, your grilled cheese!"

I leaped away and quickly got the grilled cheese off the stove.

I put it on the plate and handed it to him. "Thanks, Mom," he said, as he quickly looked at my feet again.

"Anything for you," I said, wiggling my toes, for some reason enjoying tempting my son, before I put my own sandwich on.

He went to the fridge, grabbed the ketchup (he loved his ketchup), and glanced back to my feet before going to the table and sitting down.

I asked, as I made my grilled cheese, "Is there anyone special for you?"

He started laughing.

"What?" I asked.

"I'm not exactly popular at school," he admitted.

"Honey, that isn't true," I said, even though I knew he was a bit out of an outcast.

"Mom," he said. "You don't have to pretend for me. I know how high school works."

"Well," I said, trying to make him feel better, my heart breaking for him, "high school gives you the worst years of your life."

"Now there is a truth spoken," he said, as I pulled my grilled cheese off the stove.

"The most popular kids in high school end up big losers in real life," I pointed out.

"So Charlotte is going to turn out to be a loser?" he asked.

"Donald!" I said, but with a laugh. Charlotte was definitely one of the more popular girls in the school. I then added, "She may marry a loser, although I hope not."

"I hope not too," he said, although I wondered whether he meant it; they rarely got along.

"And you'll marry some hot lawyer just like yourself," I said, coming to join him at the table.

"Not a model?" he questioned with a smirk.

"Well, or a model," I said, as I sat across from him, but extended my feet out so they were fully visible to him in case he wanted to feast his eyes.

I wondered if he was a virgin.

Likely.

Briefly, I recalled his hard cock flinching against my thigh the other day.

Could I commit incest?

With Charlotte?

With Donald?

My cunt was suddenly tingling again as I shook my head at my thoughts.... This week had really fucked with me... literally.

He asked, "You okay?"

"Yeah," I nodded. "I haven't completely been myself lately."

"You seemed happier this past week," he said.

"Really?" I asked, moving one foot over the other, which got the attention I expected it would get.

"Yes, you seem rejuvenated," he said, addressing this to me but still staring at my feet.

"Well, surprisingly it has been a week of rejuvenation," I agreed. "I wasn't expecting it to be, but it was."

"So it's been a good spring break?" he asked, continuing to give quick glances to my feet.

"Yeah, it will be tough to go back to work tomorrow," I admitted, which was the truth. Although that still would have been the truth if I hadn't just had seven days of submissive, wild, multiple-hole sex.

"I know," he sighed.

"Only three months left," I pointed out.

"I know," he agreed, looking like he wanted to say something else.

I asked, "Is there something on your mind, Donald?"

"Yeah," he said, now staring at nothing but my feet, avoiding eye contact.

"What is it?" I asked. "You can tell your mother anything."

"You'll be mad," he said, still staring at my feet, seemingly afraid to look anywhere else.

"Honey, I can never be mad at you," I said.

"It was me," he whispered.

"What was you?" I asked, not making the obvious connection.

"Seven days, seven tasks," he admitted, sheepishly.

My eyes went wide as the revelation finally translated. I stammered, "I-I-It was you?"

"Yes," he whispered.

"Why?" I asked, my son seemingly incapable of doing anything so manipulative.

"Because you were so lonely," he said, finally looking up at me through almost visible waves of guilt.

"So you wanted to turn your mother into a slut?" I asked, really struggling to process what I was hearing.

His eyes went wide. "No! I was trying to make your fantasies come true!"

"What? How?" I asked, confused and overwhelmed.

"I was on your laptop one day and accidentally found a Literotica site you frequented," he explained.

"Oh." I said, still processing. I wasn't mad at him, although once I made sense of this I might very well become so. But for now I was just trying to comprehend what he was saying and to figure out how it fit with all that I'd experienced last week. My head was swimming!

He continued, "Although it was wrong, that led me to snooping through your whole computer and finding a lot of your..." he paused, even as I felt my cheeks burn red at what he must have found, "...your fantasies."

As I was beginning to process what he was saying, I asked, "How did you get those pictures of me with your father?"

"I was bored at his house, found an old computer and was hoping I could play Minecraft on it. I couldn't. So I scrolled through his photos and found some ones of you being... well, naughty!" he revealed.

"Just sitting there with his other photos?" I asked, not mad at him, but my ex.

"Not completely," he said, before adding, "it was in a folder called bj."

"That asshole," I said annoyed. "He promised he'd gotten rid of those."

"I'm sorry, Mom," he said. "It's just that you were so lonely and I figured I would just set the spark. I didn't expect you to actually follow through with those tasks."

"Really?"

"Yeah, I only had two days planned. I really had to get creative when you began complying," he said, suddenly coming to life a bit after the sheepish responses until now.

"That excited you?" I questioned, as I decided I still wasn't mad at him, but I was intrigued. Before we were done, today might become very interesting! I moved my nylon-clad feet onto the table, so my soles were facing him in plain view. I wiggled my toes at him but didn't interrupt.

"I know it's sick, but it did," he admitted. "It got my creative juices flowing and I snuck back onto your laptop, figured out what I thought you would enjoy most and offered each treat to you."

"You thought I was yearning to watch your sister have sex?" I questioned, that being the one that definitely wasn't on my laptop.

"Okay, that one was for me," he admitted, his face burning red... both our faces burning red.

"Why?" I asked.

"She's always been a bitch to me and I wanted some evidence to use against her down the road," he admitted, staring at my feet.

"You were going to blackmail her too?" I questioned, even though it was obvious.

"Yes," he whispered.

"But I never sent you any pictures of her and Dean," I pointed out.

"I set up a tiny video camera to film it all," he admitted.

"But how did you manage to get all of those pictures of me this week?" I wanted to know, "I never saw you following me around,"

"I installed a GPS app on your phone that would send my phone a signal," he bragged. "So I always knew where you were without being obvious about it. Businesses like that sex shop and Starbucks aren't too careful about locking their back doors during business hours, so I snuck into them, and when you parked in the alley that first day, I just knew you must be doing something interesting, so I checked. The GPS is also how I knew when you arrived at The Pit, even though I was miles away at Dad's house."

"Well, I've always known you were way too smart for your own good," I gave him. "But wait a minute! On Tuesday we were both at the kitchen table with Charlotte when your text arrived. How'd you manage to pull that one off? I was beginning to think it might be you until that happened!"

He snickered. Yes, actually snickered, like the villain in a bad melodrama. "I was hoping that would throw you off! I'd pre-loaded the message in my phone so I could just hold it under the table and press Send. I knew you'd go upstairs to read it, so I was then free to continue the texts without you seeing me. Charlotte just assumed I was texting with some guys from school."

"You bad boy," I said, but in a voice telling him I wasn't angry.

"You're not mad?" he asked, startled.

"I'm a lot of things right now," I answered, which was all true.

I was angry.

I was impressed.

I was bewildered.

But above all, I was horny.

Horny enough to create my own Sunday Task Eight: Repay my blackmailer for rekindling my sexuality.

I took charge and donned a stern expression: "Donald, go into the living room and wait; we will continue this talk in a couple of minutes. I need to change out of my church clothing."

"Yes, mother," he said, the term he used the rare times he knew he was in trouble.

I walked out and up to my room, where I got naked and then put on some sexy lingerie and nylons... I was going to seduce my son!

Was it wrong? Yes.

Was it incest? Yes.

Was I going to hell? Likely.

Was I going to live my life on my own terms from now on? Fuck, yes.

I looked in the mirror, I looked pretty damn sexy if I said so myself.

No way would he be able to resist me!

This was going to be so much fun!

I walked to the living room and he was sitting on the couch watching the news.

From the entranceway I ordered him, "Turn off the TV and don't look around."

Once he'd obeyed, I silently walked up behind him, bent down and crooned in a little-girl voice, "So did any of the pictures of your sedate mother becoming more and more of a submissive slut turn you on, baby?"

His eyes went wide as from behind him, I reached out my hand ran it down his chest.

"Um, I...." he stammered.

"Be honest," I murmured, my breath hot in his ear.

"Yes," he admitted.

"Which ones?" I asked, as my hand moved slightly lower, drifting towards his hidden package.

"All of them," he groaned, even though I hadn't even reached his cock yet.

I asked bluntly, "Did you masturbate to my photos, Donald?"

"Y-y-yes," he admitted, completely overwhelmed.

"Did you imagine fucking me, you bad boy?" I asked, just as my hand reached his cock. "When you climaxed did you pretend your hot cum was shooting inside your slutty mother?"

"Oh God, Mom," he groaned, as I squeezed his hard cock.

"I think Donald Junior here needs to be released," I said, as I tugged at the buttons on his jeans. "He looks pretty confined in there."

"Oh God," he groaned again, as I fished his cock out.

"Is this naughty soldier standing at attention because of me?" I asked, as I gently stroked his very impressive cock.

"Y-y-yes," he stammered.

"You never answered my question, Donald," I pointed out. "Did you imagine fucking your mother and cumming inside her?"

"Yes, mother," he groaned, as I rolled my fingers around his throbbing cock head.

"Did you imagine Mommy sucking this big hard cock?" I questioned, enjoying being the one in charge for once.

"Oh God, Mom," he repeated, apparently my Harvard college-bound student was paralyzed with the sudden inability to think straight and could only process short phrases.

"Answer the question, Donald," I ordered, as I let go of his cock, sat on the top of the couch and moved my nylon-clad feet around to his cock.

"All the time," he groaned, as my feet wrapped around his cock.

"And you love Mommy's feet when she wears nylons, don't you?" I asked, as I began to give him a nylon-clad foot job.

"Yes," he admitted.

"How long have you been staring at Mommy's nylon feet?" I asked, as I rubbed his chest with one hand and combed my fingers through his hair with the other.



"Forever," he answered, as I pleasured my son.

"Is that why you made all the tasks include nylons?" I asked.

"Yeah, except The Pit," he answered.

"Yeah, you just innocently sent me to be gangbanged by black men," I scolded.

For the first time he seemed to find some confidence. "I just sent you there, I didn't make you do anything."

"True," I acknowledged, before adding, "but you knew I wouldn't be able to resist."

"I assumed so," he agreed.

"So you assumed I would be unable to resist a bunch of well-hung black men?" I questioned.

"A third of your porn is black gangbang porn," he pointed out.

"And you have a huge collection of incest porn," I countered.

"You searched my computer?" he asked, surprised.

"Tit for tat," I pointed out.

"Well, you're to blame for my incest fascination," he accused, before adding, "you in your sexy stockings and a half-naked cheerleader sister prancing around the house. Do you know people call her tits lively? How many guys have a sister with lively tits?"

"So you want to fuck both your mother and your sister?" I bluntly asked.



"Is that wrong?" he questioned, beginning to get comfortable with what was happening.

"No," I answered. "I just want to be clear what you want."

"I want to suck on your nylon-covered toes," he said, as he turned around, his cock now raging hard.

"You do, do you?" I asked, as I slid onto the couch.

"I've wanted to worship your feet forever," he said, as he took my right foot in his hand.

"You can worship them anytime you want, honey," I moaned softly, as he massaged my foot.

"That may be twenty-four seven," he joked.

"Well, then maybe not anytime," I laughed.

And for a couple of minutes, he massaged my feet with his hands and lips. He sucked each toe into his mouth, paying attention to each one individually. I noticed he was breathing heavily and his eyes were glazed.

I asked, after all ten toes had been serviced, "So did you like the different colours of hosiery I purchased?"

"Yes," he nodded, as I repositioned myself so I could stroke his big cock while he continued pleasuring my feet.

"I didn't know it then, but I was buying them for you," I said, as I stroked his cock, moved one foot behind his head and put the other in his open mouth.

"They do make me feel sexy," I continued. "The thigh highs. Plus, they give my naughty boy unfettered access to Mommy's pussy."



"Oh, God," he groaned at my nasty words, as he began staring at my wet pussy.

"Mommy's cunt is kind of wet, baby," I said, as he sucked my toes and I stroked his cock.

I pumped his cock and he suddenly groaned as a massive rope of cum shot directly into the air.



"Oh yes, come for Mommy," I purred, as I kept jerking him off as rope after rope of cum rocketed into the air.

"Oh, God, Mom," he groaned, as my kid came buckets.

Once he was done, I leaned down and scooped up some of the cum that had landed on the couch. "Mmmmmm yummy."

"I can't believe we just did that," he said, looking at me with a stunned contentment one can't fake.

"Oh, baby, we are just getting started," I promised, as I scooped up more of his cum and put it in my mouth. "Next time, I want this load directly in my mouth."

"Next time?" he questioned, as I stood up.

"Let's go to the spare bedroom, baby."

"Okay," he nodded, as I pulled him up and kissed him.

The kiss was soft and tender... intimate.

He kissed me back and for a couple of minutes we were not mother and son... but lovers lost in a kiss.

I took his hand and led him to the spare bedroom. Once in there, I pushed him onto the bed and said, "You made all my fantasies come true; time for me to make all of yours come true."

I dropped to my knees and took his cock, still hard even after shooting his first load, into my mouth.

He groaned as a rush of adrenaline coursed through me at the reality I had my son's cock in my mouth.



I was willingly sucking my son and committing incest!

Like last night, there was no blackmail, just pure uninhibited carnal lust.

Like last night, I sucked with insatiable hunger. I sucked like the cock hungry cum slut I had become.

The cum slut I had become because of my darling manipulative son.

I didn't devour this cock like I had the ones at The Pit, no, I took my time enjoying it in my mouth... enjoying pleasing him.

"Oh Mom, that feels so good," he said.

I took his cock out of my mouth and said, as I stroked his cock, "Is this what you fantasized?"

"Oh yeah," he nodded, looking down at me.

"What else did you fantasize Mommy doing?" I asked, looking up at him and trying to look and sound as sexy as possible.

"Everything," he answered.

"That's a pretty vague answer," I smiled, as I slithered my tongue down his shaft and moved to his balls. As I sucked a ball into my mouth, I asked, "Did you imagine this?"

"Oh, fuck," he groaned.



"Language," I teased, as I swished his testicle all around in my mouth.

"Sorry," he apologized, missing my sarcasm.

Before I found his other ball and replicated my dedicated testicle spectacle, hoping to heat up a second load of cum, I said, "Honey, I was joking. You can use any words you want. For example, I love this big hard cock and I can't wait to feel it slamming deep in Mommy's cunt."

"Oh God," he groaned at my nasty talk, as I sucked his other ball.

After a minute, I asked, "So tell me son, what happens next in your fantasy? What do you want to do to Mommy next? We can do anything you want -- no limits!"

He pulled me up without speaking and kissed me. This time he was the aggressor and I was happy to be putty in his hands. When he broke the kiss, still silent, he decided he should be my dresser. Or rather, my undresser, so I found myself being manhandled by my formerly timid son with my arms and legs being moved every which way as he plucked every stitch from my body (except of course for my thigh highs). I was thrilled with his assertive progress!

He then moved away from me and gestured for me to pose for him, which I happily did, assuming various positions to display every one of my charms while he caressed every inch of my body with his eyes, and his large cock throbbed visibly in approval. I found it so exciting as I twisted and stretched and touched myself for my darling boy! Throughout it all neither of us said a word.

Once we were both quivering with desire for each other he finally broke his prolonged silence and simply said, "Now I want to eat you, Mom."

"Eat my what?" I asked, demurely. I wanted to encourage him to talk dirty, I wanted to help him see he could dominate me if he wanted to. On the other hand, this sweet innocent awkwardness was cute in its own way.

"Your cunt," he answered, surprising me by saying cunt instead of pussy. "I want to eat your cunt."

"You want to eat Mommy's wet cunt?" I asked, as he surprised me again, turning me around without asking permission and gently pushing me onto the bed.

"I've wanted to bury myself between your nylon-captured legs and eat your cunt forever," he said, as he began to do just that. He moved between my spread legs and buried his face in my cunt.

"Oh yes son, lick Mommy's cunt," I moaned, as he licked randomly. It was obvious this was not something he was experienced with. His tongue just went everywhere. But what he lacked in experience, he seemed to be making up for with pure eagerness.

His tongue seemed everywhere at once and his tongue was the human energizer bunny... speeding around my entire pussy region.

He continued to surprise me when he moved a finger to my ass and wordlessly pushed it inside.

I moaned, as I asked flirtatiously, "Donnie-baby, is your finger in your Mommy's asshole?"



"Do you like it, Mom?" he asked, his tongue still licking me, while his finger explored inside my ass.

"All three of Mommy's holes are open for you, honey," I moaned, as I willingly offered myself to be his three-hole Mommy slut.

"I want you to come all over your son's face, Mom," he ordered, as he began to focus on my clit.

"Oh yes, I can do that, just keep eating Mommy," I demanded, my orgasm building quickly at the double assault down below.

"Come for me, Mom," he demanded, before he took my clit into his mouth and tugged, while his finger pumped in and out of my ass.

"Oh yes, baby, just don't stop finger-banging Mommy's ass," I demanded, before adding, "and don't stop eating Mommy's cunt!"

After another minute, I babbled, "Oh yes, baby, yes, yes, eat your Mommy, finger your Mommy's ass, use your Mommy!"



Then I came!

Hard!

"Yes!" I screamed, arching my back up and grabbing his head and holding it roughly against my flooding box.

He eagerly lapped up my cum until my orgasm ended.

I sat up and said, "That was amazing."

"I've never done that before," he said, looking at me with my wetness all over his face.

"I couldn't tell," I lied. I then asked, as I reached for his cock, "Have you fucked anyone before?"

He stammered, "N-n-no."

"Do you want to fuck your mother? Do you want to give Mommy your cherry, sweet boy?" I asked, the idea of taking my son's virginity just one more wicked twist in a week of unexpected wildness.

"God, yes," he answered, again back to nervous.

I stressed, "You don't have to be shy, honey. Today I'm yours to do with as you wish."

"Why?" he asked.

"To thank you for the wild week," I admitted.

"Really?"

"Yes, honey," I said. "I didn't know it at the time, but I was lost. Through these crazy tasks of yours I've found myself and my sexuality."

"That was what I'd hoped for," he said.

"Did you hope for this too?" I asked, pointing at my box as I moved up the bed and said, "Now come and fuck your Mommy."

"Only in my fantasies," he answered, moving to me.

"Well, today fantasies become realities," I smiled, as I reached for his big hard cock and guided it to my fevered cunt.



"I still can't believe you aren't mad at me," he said, his cock nestled between my pussy lips.

"Do I seem mad?" I asked.

"Definitely not," he said.

"Now just slide it in, baby," I instructed. "Mommy is already really wet."

"Oh, God," he repeated once again as he did as he was told and slowly slid inside me.



I loved the look on his face as he entered me.

I also loved the feeling of his big cock sliding inside me.

"Oh yes, baby, fill Mommy with that massive cock," I moaned, before adding, "if the girls at school knew what you were packing down below they'd line up for you."

He laughed awkwardly, "Yeah, right."

"Honey, size matters," I pointed out. "And once you get out of high school you will learn that."

"I hope so," he said, as he was now fully inside me and looking at me... but still looking somewhat vulnerable.

I looked into his eyes and said sincerely, like a mother usually would comfort her son, although she wouldn't usually do it while his cock was lodged deep inside her, "Honey, high school presents you with the worst years of your life, where everyone is judged superficially. But in the real world, being a good, smart person matters."

"And if I'm a good, smart person with a big dick?" he asked, with a smile.

"Then you get to fuck a lot of hot eager women," I said.

"Like you," he said warmly.

"The eager part or hot part?" I asked.

He had trouble finding words; even after a week of being the masterful Puppet Master via texting, he was still at a complete loss when faced with the grateful fruits of his labours.

"Definitely both," I answered for him, wrapping my nylon legs around him. "I'm hot, I'm eager, and I'm all yours! Now fuck your Mommy, baby."

"As you wish," he smiled, quoting my favourite movie of all time.

I laughed, "You have tainted my 80s innocence."

"And you have tainted my 2018 innocence," he countered, as he began slowly fucking me.

"Touché," I laughed with a moan.

"This feels so good," he said, his eyes wide open.

"Ditto," I replied, quoting another of my favourite movies.

Then for a few minutes we fucked.

After a couple minutes of slow fucking, he lifted my legs up high, leaned against them and began fucking me faster.

"Oh yes, fuck Mommy," I moaned, loving the incest angle.

"Oh yes, Mom," he groaned, "this is way better than in my fantasies."

"I hope Mommy's cunt is a lot better than your hand," I moaned.

"Better than apple pie too," he smirked.

"You better not have fucked one of mine," I moaned, apple pies my baking specialty.

"I plead the fifth," he said, as his body began to slam into me.

"Now just fuck Mommy hard, son," I demanded, wanting to get fucked hard.

"As you wish," he quoted again.

I couldn't resist, I quipped, "And I'm your princess slut."

To my astonishment, he burst into song: "Why do you fuck me up, Buttercup?"

We laughed like crazy even while we fucked like crazy for a couple of minutes, before we settled back into the serious business of getting each other off and he rolled me onto my side and fucked me that way.

He wrapped his hands around me, cupping both my tits, as he furiously fucked me.

In this intimate, yet deep-reaching position, my second orgasm was rising quickly. I said, "Yes, son, don't stop," and "Keep fucking Mommy with that massive prick," and "I'm going to come soon, son."

He somehow pounded me even faster and in a couple more deep, hard strokes, my second orgasm of the afternoon ripped through me. "Yes! You made Mommy come!"

He didn't slow down until my orgasm was done and he said, "Can I fuck you doggy style, Mom?"

"You can fuck me in any position you like," I offered, already planning on giving him my last remaining hole. I mean why not give him all three holes... be his first blow job, his first fuck and his first anal? It really would be the incestuous trifecta.

I got onto all fours, loving both getting reamed from behind and also being able to take control and bounce on the cock.

He moved behind me and in one quick thrust returned into my wet cunt. "Oh yes," I moaned, "Mommy loves your cock inside me."



"And I love fucking you, Mom," he groaned, as he kept fucking me, but slow.

"Then fuck Mommy, son. Fuck her hard and use her as your personal Mommy-slut," I offered.

"You want to be treated like a slut?" he asked.

"Did you not read all my fantasies?" I asked, looking back at him.

"I did," he agreed. "But I never imagined it would be with me."

"But you fantasized about it," I asked.

"Every day," he admitted, as I began to bounce back on his cock.

"This is one of Mommy's favourite positions," I revealed.

"Mine too, now," he groaned, as I began riding him faster, taking his entire cock in my cunt as deep as I possibly could.



After a couple more minutes, I asked, "Do you want to fuck Mommy's ass?"

"Really?" he asked, like every other time I'd offered him something new today.

"Mommy wants to be your three-hole slut, son," I said, wanting his cock in my ass.

To my surprise, he said, "I want to too, Mom, but can I fuck your cunt some more first?"

"Of course, honey," I smiled, wondering how many sons would reject, even briefly, the offer to fuck their mom's ass.

"Can I come in your cunt, Mom?" he asked.

"You can come in any of my holes or anywhere on my outside, son," I offered. "Mommy loves your cum everywhere!."

"Awesome," he said, sounding like the teenager he was.

"Now become a real mother fucker, son," I said, loving the nasty term 'mother fucker'.

He repositioned himself, so he could really take control and began really fucking me.

In this position he could go even deeper and faster and soon a third orgasm was building inside me. I begged, "Oh yes, son, fuck me harder, you're such a big-dicked mother fucker!"

As I said this, I turned my head and was suddenly staring at my daughter, who was butt naked... except for a pair of thigh highs. One hand was on her huge tit and the other on her cunt.



I was speechless and was caught in a sex act by my daughter for the third time... each one more taboo and twisted than the last.

This though, committing incest, was the most extreme.

Yet this time she didn't seem mortified... rather she seemed very turned on. And of course she was naked, which probably wasn't how she'd arrived here.

I didn't have a lot of time to process that we suddenly had an audience, as Donald took control just like I had wanted him to, but I just went with it.

He pulled out, flipped me onto my back, spread my legs and slammed back into me as he asked, furiously fucking me, "Ready for my cum, Mom?"

Overtly ignoring my daughter, returning into my submissive slut mode but perhaps with a bit more flair, playing it up for the crowd of one, I agreed, "Oh yes, son, fill Mommy's cunt with your big load."

"Oh yes, Mom, I'm so close," he said, his breathing getting more erratic.

"Fill my cunt with your cum," I begged. "Give your Mommy a nice cream pie."



"Oh yes, fuck," he groaned as he spewed his load in me.

"Yes, cum inside me, you nasty mother fucker," I screamed, wanting to put on the best show possible for my voyeuristic daughter, but with my son having gotten me so excited it didn't require much extra effort as I moaned and screamed and got ready to cum!

He kept pumping his load in me as my third orgasm hit me... his cum shooting inside me and my daughter watching and a slight added tingle from show biz bringing me right over the brink!

"Mommy's coming!" I screamed, my entire body quivering like an earthquake.

Once he was done, he collapsed on top of me and said, "That was amazing."

"What the fuck is going on?" Charlotte asked, letting Donald know she was here.

Donald's eyes went wide as he jerked around.

I took control this time, just as Donald pulled out of me revealing both his huge cock to his sister and the cream pie he had just created. I ordered, "Don't play all innocent with me, Charlotte. You're naked, wearing a pair of my nylons, your fingers are in your cunt, and you've been watching us for several minutes or more! You're just as big a slut as I am, especially a size slut and I'm thrilled to show you what your brother has been concealing all this time."

Charlotte did indeed look at her brother and gasp. "Holy shit, baby brother."

"I'm only five minutes younger than you," he said, annoyed.

"Well, maybe you're my big brother after all," she said, staring at his cock, glistening with my cunt cum.

I smiled, my fingers going to my cunt, "Get over here, baby doll. It's time for some family bonding."

"You serious?" she asked, seriously contemplating the offer, but not making a move.

"Deadly," I answered, before ordering, "Now dive in and eat my cream pie."

"What the fuck," she shrugged. "Watching you two commit incest has me so fucking horny."

She moved to me, dropped between my legs and buried her face between my legs even as she said, "I can't believe I'm doing this."

"I can't believe you haven't been practicing your lesbian licking on me instead of Amber," I said, letting her know I knew about Amber.



She didn't say anything though, instead she began licking my pussy.

"Did you fantasize this too, Donald?" I asked.

"Not quite like this," he said, watching the lesbian act.

"Well, we're both yours now," I offered. "Use us as you wish."

"Really?" he asked, yet again.

"Stop acting so surprised, son," I said. "You're the man of the house. You need to take control of your sluts."

Charlotte added, between licks, "You'd better have enough left in that missile to fuck your big sister."

"I think I can reload quickly," he said, as he walked over to me and slid his cock in my mouth.

"So fucking hot," Charlotte said. "Get his cock nice and hard for me, Mom."



So in the most surreal moment of my surreal week, I sucked my son back to hardness, while my daughter licked his cum out of me.

"God, this is my first cream pie," she said. "Hopefully not my last."

Donald, who I was quickly learning became more aggressive with his sister, told her, "You'll be eating mom's cream pie often from now on."

"Promise?" Charlotte asked.

"You can take it to the bank," he said, quoting his favourite eighties movie, 'Hard to Kill'... or was that a nineties movie?

"You can deposit your load directly in my ATM anytime, big brother," she purred.

"Both of you sluts bend over on the end of the bed," Donald ordered, like a bantam cock who had just learned what hens are for.

"That's what I like, a man who can take charge," I said, as he pulled his cock out of my mouth.

Charlotte was already almost in positon, so I joined her as I joked, "Fancy meeting a girl like you in a nice place like this."

"I was thinking the same thing," she laughed, "I understand you're called Mommy-slut around these here parts?" as Donald moved behind us.

"Fuck me now, Donald," Charlotte demanded.

Donald instead moved behind me and slid his cock into my cunt. "Oh yes, fuck me, son."



"What about me?" Charlotte questioned.

"I'm not sure you deserve my cock," he said, as he moved his hand to her cunt.

"What? Why not?" she asked.

"You haven't been too nice to me for the past eighteen years," he pointed out.

"Well, take it out on me with a rough fucking," she suggested.

"I don't know," he said, a confidence growing in him I'd never seen before.

"Donald, shove that dick in me right fucking now!" she demanded, frustrated.

"Your cunt is pretty wet," he acknowledged.

"You'd better fuck her soon," I added. "She's overheating."

"Fine," he sighed dramatically, pulling out of me.

He got onto the bed and ordered her, "Come ride me, slut."

"I can't believe you had the balls to call me a slut," she said, even as she got onto the bed.

"You're my sister slut," he clarified, before adding, "you ride my cock and you're my live-in sister slut fuck toy. If you don't want to be my slut, then don't ride my cock, is that clear?"

Charlotte was straddling him as he said this. She paused, "Are you serious?"

"Deadly," he said, copying what I had said earlier.

She looked at me and I shrugged, "He is the man of the house, and he's already claimed one slut. Join me?"

Charlotte looked down at her brother and challenged, "I don't think you can handle me."

He shrugged, "Stop pretending you don't want to be my slut. It's obvious you do."

"Fine, whatever," she said dramatically, as if she were doing this reluctantly as she began to lower herself onto her brother's big dick.

"Say it," he said, grabbing her waist and stopping her from falling on his sword.

"Say what? "she asked frustrated, not used to her brother being the one in control.

"What you will be from now on," he clarified.

"Fine!" she huffed. "I'll be your sister slut."

"You'll suck my cock whenever I want you to?" he pursued.

"Yes, fine, now let me ride you," she agreed, completely frustrated. I'm not sure whether it was over the expectations or the sexual denial... I'm pretty sure it was the latter.

He still held her in place. "And I can fuck you whenever I want to?"

"You can shove this massive dick in any hole you would like any time you would like," she agreed, pulling his hands away and dropping onto it like she was poolside doing a cannonball. "Ooooooooh, fuck!!" she screamed, as his entire cock disappeared inside her. Instantly I knew I needed to ride his cock in this exact same position very, very soon.

"Good, sister slut," Donald approved, as he leaned forward and began cupping and sucking on his sister's huge tits... something else I hoped to be doing very soon.

I watched for a minute, admiring my children having sex, as Charlotte rode her brother, before I joined them on the bed, moving behind my sitting son.

"I can't believe how big he is," Charlotte said to me.

"I know," I said. "A nice guy and a huge cock. That's a perfect package."

"He indeed has a perfect package," Charlotte agreed partway, as she rode it.

I leaned forward and kissed her... the passionate kiss that had warmed me when I was kissing Anastasia. God, what would she think of this? Would she be jealous? Shit.



And for a couple of minutes there was just fucking and kissing.

It was Donald who broke the intimate threesome by ordering, "69, you two."

"Men," I joked.

Charlotte laughed, "So typical."

"Mom, you lie down," he instructed.

"Yes, son," I obeyed.

"Straddle her," he ordered Charlotte.

"This keeps getting stranger," she said, as she obeyed, lowering her pussy onto my face and then burying her face in mine as she said, "You'd better put that dick back inside me."

"Oh, I plan to," he said.

"You'd better," she said, before beginning to lick me.

"Yes, eat my cunt, my sexy, slutty daughter," I moaned, as I licked hers... her cunt tantalizingly tasty.

"And eat mine," she said, grinding her cootch into my face as she parted my pussy lips and spread them wide.

As we ate each other, my son joined us on the bed a couple of minutes later, and suddenly right above me, he slid his cock in my mouth upside down.

As he did, he asked Charlotte, "Ready to be my ass sister slut?"

"Do you want to fuck my ass, big brother?" she purred.

I wanted to be his first ass fuck! I thought to myself, I but couldn't say anything as I had a mouthful of cock.

He didn't answer with words, instead he pulled out of my mouth and I watched, up close and personal as he slid his cock into her ass... using my saliva as lube.



"Oooooooooh, fuck," Charlotte moaned, with a sound just like mine the first time I was ass fucked... a mixture of pleasure and pain.

"Oh yes, fill her ass, son," I encouraged, as I watched his cock disappear into her ass, from easily the best close-up ever.

"Yes, fill my ass, big brother," Charlotte agreed. "I want all of you in my asshole."

"As you wish," he said.

She too knew the line as she said, "Am I your Anal Princess Slut?"

"That you are," he agreed, as he sank balls deep in her ass.

I kept licking her as he began slowly fucking her ass.

"Don't make love to my ass, fucking ream it," Charlotte demanded after a few slow thrusts.

"As you wish," he repeated, and began to slam into her ass.

As he did, she moved her finger to my ass and began fingering it while licking my cunt while getting ass fucked... my daughter was quite the slut multitasker.



And for a few minutes we were a family threesome.

Charlotte came first, squirting all over my face.

My fourth orgasm of this wicked Sunday followed a minute later.

Then finally Donald pulled out of his sister and ordered, "Knees, my two live-in sluts."

Both of us got off the bed, onto our knees and looked up at my son stroking his cock.

"Give me your cum, son," I begged, offering him a generous open target.

"Me too," Charlotte offered, as I was living a sequel... fighting for the last load of cum. Yesterday it was a battle with Fahara, today we could share.

"Come on both of us, baby," I suggested, our tongues touching, before adding, "baptise us both, we're all yours now."

"As you wish," he repeated one more time before a rope of cum splattered on my face.

A second rope hit Charlotte on her face.

Two more ropes hit us... some landing on her tits before he was done.



Charlotte and I then kissed, before she licked the cum off my face.

I licked the cum off her face and her tits, before I turned back to Donald and nursed his cock for any last droplets of cum.

When I let his cock out of my mouth, Charlotte took it into hers.

"Well," I said, "at least this sibling rivalry should come to an end."

"Definitely," they both laughed.

We got dressed, we talked about some ground rules for the future and ordered pizza, each of us starving.

As we waited for pizza, I got a text from Anastasia.

I clicked on it:

It was a picture... a really hot picture.



I texted back: Looks like a great treat.

She texted back: Can you be in Cape Cod tonight? Mistress G wants to meet you!

I looked at my kids, I looked at the picture, I looked at the clock, I answered: I can be there in two hours.

She responded: Great! I'll send you the address.

I responded, my well fucked cunt already tingling: See you soon!

I went for a quick shower and went to tell the kids I was heading out, only to find Charlotte sucking her brother's cock while he played a video game.



I laughed, "It's nice to see my children getting along."

Donald shot someone online as he said, "I think we will get along a lot better from now on."

Charlotte agreed, "As long as you fuck me with this big cock whenever I want it."

"Hey, I made that cock," I pointed out. "I get first dibs."

"There is enough cock for both of you," he said, now brimming with confidence.

"We will keep you to that," I said, as Charlotte turned around, apparently planning to ride her brother's big cock.

I said, enjoying watching my children have sex with each other, "Well, I'm heading out to Cape Cod and I won't be home until late."

Charlotte asked, giving me a wicked knowing smile, as she lowered herself on her brother's cock, Donald looking around her to keep playing, "Are you going for some sushi?"

"Definitely," I smiled. "You enjoy your brother's sausage,"

"Will do," she said beginning to bounce on her brother's cock.

As I walked out, Charlotte called out, "Don't be late, mother, you have school tomorrow."

I shook my head and called back out as I walked out the door, "Yes, Mom."

THE END....

This was originally supposed to be a much shorter story, but ended up taking on a life of its own. If you want to see deleted scenes and my mindset as I wrote this story over a month-long journey, please check out: Awakening: A Author's Mindset



This was also supposed to be a one-time story, but I have created several possible sequels....

So please let me know if you would like to read more adventures (shorter ones) about Lauren.

Possible sequels:

Awakening: Amazing Governor Greene

At Cape Cod, Lauren meets Anastasia's Mistress... the famous (and infamous) Governor Greene.

Awakening: Bible Study or Church Orgy

Lauren goes to a Bible study and becomes the centerpiece of an orgy.

Awakening: Four Mistresses (or Best Maid Plans)

Lauren decides to go work as a maid at Ms. Martinez's party... (maybe she brings her daughter). Other Mistresses include Bree (from Lesbian MILF Seductress series), Megan (from Bedding the Babysitter series) and Carolyn or Samantha (from 2 Mistresses series).

Awakening: Friend's Night

Lauren takes Jasmine Walker to The Pit for friend's night. One of them doms the other, but which way round?

Awakening: Fucking BBC

Lauren and Charlotte go to family Night at The Pit.
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