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Best of Both Worlds: A Surprise

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

Summary: Jasmine's secret fantasies are revealed.

Note 1: Thanks to the real TX and Babygirl for requesting this story, and for coming up with the idea.

Note 2: This is part one of a series (the next parts are already written, for once). That said, this series will include scenes of BBC, anal, fisting, race play (including use of the 'N' word), and even golden showers (many of these in future parts).

Note 3: All characters are at least 18-years-old.

Thanks to Tex Beethoven and Robert for editing this story.



Being a writer of over 450 erotica stories (sequels included), without anyone I know or love, at least not face to face, having a clue of my secret hobby, can be pretty lonely.

No one to discuss my writing with.

No one to celebrate with when a story wins an award, or to tell of the extreme honour of winning Literotica's Most Influential Author, which I did for 2019... only a nice solo bubble bath and a bottle of wine.

But it's not all bad.

I love the recognition I receive on the Literotica site, the many emails I receive from readers and fans, and growing attention on Twitter, with over 7700 followers. Like many erotica writers, I love the accolades, I love the responses (both good and bad... the bad ones, if they are constructive and not telling me I should burn in hell), and I thrive on readers' reactions.

I also, sadly, don't live out or explore 99% of my fantasies. I mean most people keep their darkest, dirtiest fantasies to themselves, not even sharing them with the people they love... since society has led us to believe we shouldn't speak our intimate truths, and we shouldn't explore or even think about our darkest desires. Very few of us declare them to anyone else... even fewer live them out... although I have reason to believe (voluminous correspondence) that number is increasing every year.

For example, I've never been with a younger girl... neither a student of mine, nor even an ex-student... or even with a college girl. Although I have fantasized doing so many times, including:

LaCresha, a black cheerleader (who will play a key role in this story later on) who I imagined pushing me onto my knees and forcing me to eat her black pussy (I've also, sadly, never had the PRIVILEGE of dining on pink chocolate) after school in the library (a potential location I find to be a major turn-on):



Lately I've become obsessed with a cute girl who works at a tavern that I and some of my colleagues often go to. She has given me more than one look and, like me, she is always in nylons... I have often imagined licking her pussy behind the bar while she serves her customers, or being bent over and fucked while others watch, or I am just forced to dine on her pussy in some secluded spot while I rub myself.



Of course, another fantasy I have not yet fulfilled (sadly, it seems super unlikely) is getting fucked by a shemale. Being at a club, being led to the bathroom by a cute girl, bent over, and fucked by her hard dick.



Another temptation of late is a new intern who looks like she could still be in high school. She works in the math department, but I have envisioned her turning me into her playtime intern, and making me fuck myself on her foot (a position I have often wondered whether it would feel as good as I imagine it would).



If you have read very many of my stories, you know I love the idea of exploring my same sex side, mostly my submissive side, but I also like the idea of my being dominant... either fucking a girl with a strap-on, or pounding a guy with a big fake cock (not my husband, who is always in complete control in our bedroom... but some guy who needs to be taught a lesson: the football coach, some overpaid CEO asshole, or a complaining parent who pushes me too far).



Now to be honest, I have never been in a threesome or more... but the idea of getting triple-teamed is a big turn on. I have had my husband's cock in my pussy, or on rare occasion (usually after a lot of wine) in my ass, while a toy was in my other hole... but that's it. I have always wondered what it would be like to have two cocks working simultaneously in my pussy and ass... and if I had the coordination, also to simultaneously be sucking a third cock. Honestly, I'm not sure I would have such coordination at my age... although I'm not sure I would have had it even back when I was young and more flexible.

With that all said, it would sure be fun to try.



Or perhaps I would be better off trying to ride one, suck another one, and have a third one fucking my tits. Nobody would expect my tits to have much coordination, so I could just concentrate on the other two cocks while the overall experience overwhelmed me.



Another fantasy not yet fulfilled... joining the Mile High Club. I did masturbate during an overnight flight once, if that counts... and I did cum. Yet I'd love to suck a cock, or to get fucked on a flight.

Although perhaps the ultimate would be to end up scissoring a sexy stewardess. (I would also love just to try the scissors position... it looks so hot in porn, although it seems it would be rather impractical in real life.)



Some girls hate facials and find them demeaning, some tolerate them as part of the relationship, some like them... and then a very few... like me... actually love them. I love the anticipation... I love the feeing as it hits my face... I love the warmth... I love to rub it into my skin (I agree with some experts, who say it is good for the complexion, as I receive a load on my face every few days, and I have great skin).

What I have never had is a bukkake... a delicious cum bath.

One fantasy has me being a lawyer, and going into a jail and serving as the cell block bitch.



I've also, sadly, never been spit-roasted... which is the position I would most like to try. The idea of rocking back and forth is very intriguing. Taking a cock deep into my pussy, and then another one deep in my mouth, seems like a great bucket list experience.

I've imagined this scenario a plethora of times... for instance my husband and his brother... or two strangers in a back alley... two randoms while I'm on holiday... but my most frequent spit-roasting fantasy is in my classroom.



I also love cheerleaders... which I implied earlier... I also love nylons... which I have been saying ever since I started writing... so the idea of being forced to foot fuck two cheerleaders in my classroom is pretty unlikely ever to happen, but still pretty hot to imagine.



The idea of a foursome with my daughter, as two jocks dominate my nerdy, sweet daughter and me is also twistedly delicious.



Although I am the submissive in 95% of my fantasies... on occasion I like the idea of being in charge... especially if I feel someone has wronged me... such as a corrupt CEO... where I sit on her face... atop her expensive desk... and roughly use her face... while her secretary looks on, and is then allowed (by me) to use her once I'm done.



If you've been reading my stories for a long time, you know I have a major fantasy of being in a threesome with my two sisters. That fantasy is explored in detail in a couple of stories I've already released... but now that my niece is of legal age... the idea of a lesbian incestuous foursome has begun popping into my head. The idea of sitting on the eighteen-year-old's face makes my pussy leak.



Lastly, although I could likely go on forever... my other major fantasy is just to be taken by a BBC... preferably in my classroom. Forced, dominated and fucked.



Then... due to a wild twist of fate... a few of my fantasies happened to occur, all in less than a twenty-four hour period.

.....

Before I get to the actual wild twenty-four hours that rocked my world... and opened up a plethora of further possibilities... I should highlight that over the past few months I have been chatting online with a mid-thirties black couple who have as many wicked fantasies as I do...although they have actually lived out some of them... including group sex.

They have already requested a few stories I've written for them... each being hot, wicked and twisted, including:

BBBW Domination about two white young models who dominate two older and bigger black sisters.

Family Reunion: Mother's Day about an outcast son, now a female (well, except she retained her cock) who encounters her mom four years later, isn't recognized, and decides to teach her a lesson.

Daddy Daughter Date Days about a daughter who seduces her dad over a few weekly special date days with him, at the suggestion of her mother, who hadn't anticipated the direction their intensifying relationship would take.

The couple goes by Daddydick and Babygirl online and with the secrecy safety of the internet, we've been bluntly honest with our fantasies... they already knew all of mine from reading my stories, where I put all my twisted fantasies out there for anyone to see... and they shared theirs with me.

Babygirl is a submissive to her husband, but in her fantasies also to women... especially to white women. That began when she was seduced and dominated by a white girl she had used to babysit, when they bumped into each other many years later.

Bumping onto each other led to their going out for coffee, which somehow led to Babygirl getting her pussy rubbed by Cassandra's foot under the table, and then to her eating the younger woman in the bathroom (her very first pussy),



to her going back to the college girl's dorm, where she ate some more pussy, took a strap-on, and was fisted to orgasm while (willingly) being called a nigger.



From that moment on, Babygirl loved the idea of being dominated by white women... being called demeaning names... being used like a bimbo slut... and the nastier the racial talk, the more she got turned on.

She could never understand why it turned her on to be humiliated so intensely, but it did... and it led to her most intense orgasms, and soon with her husband, some intense roleplaying.

When she met her future husband, she got to live out a wide variety of fantasies, as did her husband... including:

A foursome with a white couple as both couples were on their honeymoon:







Which included Babygirl's first guy other than her husband sodomizing her:



It ended with Babygirl discovering that women ate pussy amazingly well, and Daddydick fucking a guy for the first time... something that would thereafter happen every few encounters in the future, as he discovered that white guys, even very straight white guys, loved taking black dick.



This triggered many play nights with other couples (almost always white... but they had one night with an Asian couple, and a couple of encounters with Latinos.

This led to Babygirl's first DP on their first wedding anniversary, with a hot guy they met online.



They also took a wild flight to a small island near Jamaica, where they joined the Mile High Club in the wildest way possible... in first class... with the stewardess.



Where Babygirl discovered how much she enjoyed watching another woman fuck her husband.





Which led to outdoor sex on the island, and even her first cum walk.





During this same trip, Babygirl watched as a married couple took turns sucking her husband, until he shot his usual massive load all over their faces.



Their adventures continued in Vegas, when they invited the service guy at the hotel to go down on her while her hubby fucked her from behind (although the kid couldn't get it up to fuck her for some reason), banging their Pilipino maid, and having a foursome with a couple who'd gotten married that day.

Yet their biggest conquest was dominating a bride, just minutes before she walked down the aisle to say, "I do."









Then a pregnancy occurred, and their wild life ended cold turkey.

Until... they discovered silkstockingslover stories on Literotica a couple years ago... some eighteen years after their real wild days.

That reawakened their wild side, and they resumed meeting the odd couple (so much easier with the internet than it had been eighteen years ago), and they contacted me.

Their correspondence began with flattery, increased to personal remarks, and eventually proceeded to nasty as fuck.

As they read silkstockingslover's stories, their most common fantasies began featuring the author herself... me.

Daddy had asked me lots of questions, including what was the biggest cock I had ever actually had... the answer: seven inches.

He promised (not behind Babygirl's back of course) that if we ever met in person, he would give me my first real cock... my first BBC... eight and a half inches, and fat.

He said he would stretch my mouth.

He said he would face fuck me.

He said he would fill my cunt deeper than it had ever been filled before.

It got me so hot... as did a few pics of his big cock, and a few pics of Babygirl in sexy lingerie and nylons... nylons they bought specifically so Babygirl could roleplay being me.

It started with Babygirl dressing like me, and even using a different voice, that she imagined I had... more sultry than unfortunately I really sound like.

They roleplayed bumping into me at a social function, and since I was afraid of being caught and outed, they'd imagine taking me out back, where they'd fuck the shit out of me... Babygirl conveniently having a strap-on cock in her purse.



Often as Daddy fingered Babygirl's creamy pussy, while licking, sucking, and biting her sensitive nipples, she would go into vivid detail about how she wanted to be my pet... my nigger slut (her words) and how she wanted me to do nasty, nasty things to her such as: racial humiliation, fisting, spanking, caning, piss play, and rough strap-on sex.

Daddydick's favourite fantasy starring me, has him playing a student who needs tutoring. Babygirl playing me, tutors him in a secluded library, where she notices he can't stay focused. She asks what is going on, and he says he can't stop staring at her stocking-clad legs.



Jasmine (not the real me, but I wish), deciding to finally give in to her black cock curiosity, slips out of her heels, and moves her sexy nylon-clad feet to his face.



Curious, she gets his pants off, and discovers his BBC.

She gives him a nylon-clad foot job...



...until he comes all over her nylon-clad legs.



Another playful fantasy of theirs is to catch me masturbating with a dildo in my classroom at lunchtime. The eighteen-year-old stud says, as Mrs. Walker looks devastated at getting caught, "Sweet little Mrs. Walker isn't so sweet after all. She's been a naughty girl, hasn't she?"



He then spanks me, before demanding I ride his cock... making me beg for it.



He then takes my asshole...



...before coming all over my ass.



He finishes by eating his own cum off my ass, plus the little bit leaking from it.

The more we talked, the more we learned about each other... including them learning all my fantasies, and my learning Babygirl's biggest ones. Such as:

Getting spit-roasted by a father and son duo, or two brothers (white of course).



She also imagined being triple teamed at a frat house, or being trained all night while her man watched.



Babygirl also gets turned on by being forced to suck the filthy dicks of homeless men in a back alley, and being a weekend sex slave for Cassandra, the girl she used to babysit, and her husband.

Besides submitting to me, her other biggest fantasy is being forced to service her clients and coworkers sexually at the massage parlor where she works.

Eating ass:



Eating pussy:



Getting fucked:



So, everything you've read so far has been a super long introduction, before getting to the actual story... hopefully you are still with me.

.....

I was quite concerned with how LaCresha, a popular black cheerleader at my high school, one I often fantasized submitting to, seemed to be bullying the sweet Eleanor.

When I called her on it, LaCresha accused me of being a racist, and she threatened to get her parents involved. Realizing this was getting out of hand quickly, I agreed to meet with her mother.

To my surprise, she arrived just as that same school day was ending. She was very pretty, and she actually looked too young to have a eighteen-year-old daughter.

She did not appear to be in a good mood.

"My daughter says you've been treating her unfairly," Mrs. Jones said, apparently having arrived with both barrels loaded.

Having dealt before with irrational parents who assume everything their child tells them is the gospel, I smiled and said calmly, offering her a seat like the students sit in, "Please take a seat, Mrs. Jones."

This soft tone often disarms an angry parent, and she did as I requested.

I then asked, still standing, finding that standing up puts me in a position of power, "What did your daughter tell you that I said?"

"She said you were bullying her because she's black," Mrs. Jones said, venom still in her tone. It was obvious she believed her daughter's version hook, line and sinker.

I kept my smile plastered on my face as I said, "I would never treat any student based on their race. I was simply concerned with how she was treating a fellow student."

"And let me guess: the other student was white," Mrs. Jones said, as I noticed a necklace around her neck that looked very familiar, yet I couldn't figure out why.

"She is white, but that is irrelevant," I said, the necklace really distracting me, as I tried to place where I'd seen it before.

"Irrelevant," she said.

Deciding to be a little aggressive, I said, as I sat on top of a desk and crossed my legs, "Look. I hate to be blunt, but your daughter has been bullying a few girls, all of whom just happen to be white. And that's her choice, not mine."



"Are y-y-you calling my daughter racist?" she stammered, as she looked at my legs.

I hadn't meant to say that to distract her, although it was something I would have done if a father had come... I had long ago learned that men are easy to manipulate.... But then the light bulb came on. I knew that necklace very well... it was in many of the pictures Daddydick had sent me of his wife. I had never seen her face, but I had seen the necklace, and of course her dark skin.

"No, I'm calling her a bully," I said, again standing up and walking over to her.

"How dare you?" she said, standing up as well

"Nice necklace," I said, wondering if it was possible for the woman I had been discussing filth with for months not only to live in the same city as I did, but even to have a daughter in my class. The odds against that seemed astronomical.

Yet I could tell there was a natural submissive hiding behind that Pitbull Mom persona.

"What?"

"It looks very familiar," I said, trying to convince myself she was definitely Babygirl. Her skin was the same color, the couple of pics of her lips I'd seen seemed the same... yet still how could I confirm without a doubt she was Babygirl? I certainly didn't want to risk my career on a hunch. But that necklace was unmistakable. "Actually, you look very familiar."

"I do?" she asked, surprised by my soft tone.

"In fact," I said, now supremely confident I was right. "You do, Babygirl."

Her eyes went wide.

"Y-y-you are?" she stammered, shocked at what I had just said.

"You know me as Jasmine," I smiled, as I moved my hand to her pussy.



"J-J-Jasmine?" she stammered... as shocked as I was that we were looking at each other face to face.

"The one and only," I smiled, a weight lifted off my shoulders finally to have a real person, and one with whom I shared a meeting of minds, knowing who I was.

"Jasmine the writer?" she asked, not pushing my hand away.

"Yes," I admitted, as I moved behind her. "And unless you've been making things up for all this time, that makes you my Babygirl pet."

"Jasmine, I..." she began, as I squeezed her ass cheeks.

"Go ahead and say it," I said, getting a massive rush at being in control of this hot woman. I then used a word I had never actually uttered from my lips in my life (although I had written it lots of times in stories with certain themes), knowing it was a word that made this particular woman weak to her knees, and turned her into a completely submissive slut, "Tell me you want to be my nigger slut."

"Oh, God," she quivered, as I moved my hand around her, back to her pussy.

"Say it, slut," I repeated softly but firmly, as my hot breath swept over her ear and neck, "Tell me you want to be my pet, my nigger slut."

"Oh God, Jasmine," she moaned. "I can't believe it's you."

"I can't believe it's you, either," I said, as I slowly rubbed her pussy. "But here we are."

"But how?" she asked, clearly trying to process this shocking revelation.

"The odds are so inconceivable, it can only be Fate," I answered, believing it.

"Oh, fuck," she moaned.

"Do you want to be my pet?"

"Yes," she whispered.

"My slut?"

"Yes."

"My nigger slut?" I questioned, the word so taboo, yet in this situation, with this specific woman, so hot. "That isn't a word I ordinarily use, but I think you want me to call you that."

"Yes please, Mistress Jasmine," she answered. "I want to be your nigger slut."

"Tonight?" I asked.

"Anytime you like," she moaned, as I kept rubbing her pussy.

"Can you rent a hotel room for two hours from now?" I asked, thinking I needed the time to fetch some sexy attire and buy a toy.

"We have a cabin half an hour out of town, if you want to meet me there," she answered. "It's completely private."

"Perfect," I said, as I rubbed her faster.

"Oh yes Mistress, rub my nigger cunt," she moaned.



I stopped... before she could come.

"Nigger sluts don't get to come before their white Mistress does, now do they?" I said, moving my hand away.

She dropped to her knees before me and begged, "Then may I service your white pussy, right here and now, Mistress?"

"I'd love that," I said, loving the idea of having her munch on my pussy right here, right now; but the janitor would be here any minute. "But we'll have to wait."

"Yes, Mistress," she nodded.

I went to my desk, wrote down my number, and handed it to her. "Text me the address, and I expect to see you dressed in something sexy, with white nylons, and to be on your knees when I arrive."

"Yes, Mistress," she nodded, still on her knees.

"And don't tell Daddy yet," I said. "He'll have to know of course, and I hope join in, just not yet."

"Okay," she nodded, looking a little nervous about that.

"Tonight I own your three holes," I said. "Is that clear?"

"Yes, Mistress," she nodded.

"Good girl," I said, pulling her up and slapping her ass. "Now go."

"Yes, Mistress," she said, completely forgetting she had arrived here to deal with a racist teacher.

She walked out, and seconds later she texted me an address.

I smiled as I packed up my things and headed home to change into some sexy lingerie, and then off to a store to buy a strap-on (something I had never owned, but had always wanted to).

Tonight was going to a life-changing night.




Best of Both Worlds: Black Slave

Editor's Note: this submission contains raceplay and racial kink content.

-

Summary: Jasmine dominates a black submissive.

Note 1: Thanks to the real TX and Babygirl, for requesting this story, and for coming up with the storyline.

Note 2: This is part two of a series (the next part is already written, for once). That said, this series will include BBC, anal, fisting, race play (including liberal use of the verboten 'N' word), and even a golden shower.

Feel free to read the first chapter: Best of Both Worlds: A Surprise to see how Jasmine ended up in a remote cabin with a black submissive woman.



I arrived at the secluded cottage and walked in, feeling butterflies in my stomach. I was a natural submissive, and although I have written many stories about being a dominant Mistress, I had never been one myself.

But today, after more than seven years of writing erotica, I was going to live it.

I knocked on the door.

"Come in, Mistress," a distant voice responded.

I did.

I walked in, and saw her kneeling on the bed, looking sexy and coy, not wearing lingerie as I'd anticipated, but rather a shirt with a monogram that made me smile: Keep calm and fuck me. And white stockings, just like I'd instructed her to wear.



"Nice shirt, my pet," I said.

"Thank you, Mistress," she replied. "I liked the message."

"Me too," I said.

"You look absolutely beautiful, Mistress," she replied, looking at me with the same lust I was looking at her with.



"Thanks," I said, always appreciating a compliment, as I walked over to the bed and climbed onto it.

"I didn't say that just because you're my Mistress, I really meant it," she said, admiring me with obvious sincerity. "I've imagined what you look like thousands of times, but the images in my head couldn't do justice to your true beauty."

"Ditto," I said, "you're absolutely gorgeous;" then I ordered, "Stand up."

"Yes Mistress," she obeyed, standing up and letting me take a good look at her shaved, wet pussy.

"Looks like you're excited to see me," I said, as I slithered underneath her to get a good look at her pussy.

"My black pussy has been leaking ever since I left your classroom," she admitted.

"Did you touch your pussy without my permission?" I asked sternly, as I moved my fingers to it.

"No, Mistress," she asserted, as she rested her hands on my shoulders for balance. "I was definitely tempted, but I understand from your stories that a good nigger slut only comes when she's given permission by her white goddess Mistress."

"You understand my expectations well," I approved, as I slid a finger inside her.

"I've read every story of yours, most of them more than once, and all the lesbian ones dozens of times," she admitted.

"I see," I said, as I began to finger her. "And what did you learn from them?"



"For starters, a pet must obey her Mistress without hesitation," she answered.

"And?"

"She must give herself to her Mistress mind, body and soul," she added.

"And who owns your cunt-licking lips?" I asked.

"You do, Mistress Jasmine," she moaned.

"And who owns this pretty pink pussy?" I questioned, pumping my fingers in and out of her.

"You dooooooo, Mistress Walker," she moaned.

"And who owns this big black ass?" I continued my inquisition, smacking it once.

"You do, Mistress."

"Are you hungry?" I asked, my pussy on fire from my two hours of anticipation.

"Famished," she replied fervently, as I pulled my fingers out of her sopping wet pussy and placed them in my mouth. "Mmmmmmmmm," I said, as I sucked off her wet cunt juice.

"Do I taste good, Mistress?" she asked.

"Delicious," I nodded, as I repositioned myself and spread my legs open, resisting my natural submissive nature, and the temptation to bury my face between those chocolate legs. But today I mustn't do that... for I was the Mistress... today I would follow the rules I'd created in my stories for my plethora of mistresses... which I suspected wasn't much different from most real mistresses... and I wouldn't lick my pet... although God, I was tempted. I added, "But I bet I'll taste even better."

"I bet you will," she said, as she moved between my legs.

"Tell me how badly you want to taste my pink peach," I ordered, as I parted my legs further.

"Mistress, I've dreamt about this moment ever since I started reading your stories," she said.

"What did you dream of specifically?" I asked, slowly rubbing my pussy in front of her.

"Serving you unconditionally," she said, then added, sounding and looking so hot, as she looked up at me with eyes both of lust and admiration. Those initial words were sweet and tender, but then she got nasty, which was equally hot. "Devouring your white cunt, licking your nylon-clad feet, eating your pink asshole, and being used in any way you wish. Such as sitting on my black face, fist fucking my cunt, drilling my asshole, or pissing all over my face. Whatever nasty items may be on your bucket list, I hope you'll use me to check them off."

I planned to do all those things before tonight ended, and I moaned, "Go ahead my slut, you may begin by eating my pussy."

"Thank you so much, Mistress," she said, sounding so excited, as she leaned forward and began licking me.

"Oh yes, lick me," I moaned, my orgasm rising instantly, after its two hours of inner bubbling.

"So delicious," she said as she lapped hungrily.

I knew I wasn't going to last long but that was okay, because this was going to be a lengthy night of orgasms... for both her and me.

"Oh yes, don't stop slut, I'm so close," I said, after just a minute of licking... imagining this must be what it was like to be an eighteen-year-old boy who was so excited he couldn't last even a minute before spewing his load.

She sucked on my clit, and I erupted, "Oooooooooooh, fuck!"



She eagerly lapped my flooding pussy while I had the most intense orgasm I could remember ever having... my body shaking uncontrollably, as a tornado of pleasure spun inside me.

"So yummy," she said, not stopping her hungry, lustful licking.

"So good," I moaned weakly, as I gave myself a couple moments to enjoy and recover.

"Agreed," she said, savoring my cunt cum, as I savored her tongue.

"Not your first time doing this," I said, smiling down at her.

"No, I've been practicing for this moment," she smiled back up at me.

"On whom?" I asked, curiously.

"My daughter's best friend," she answered.

"Dalia?" I asked, remembering the name from our many online conversations.

"Yes," she admitted. "She loves face fucking me with a strap-on, and making me eat her out, and always on my daughter's bed."

"Kinky," I smiled, imagining both of those visuals.





"Yes, she's very dominant, and I love that," she said.

"Good to know," I smiled, as I sat up.

"She'd love to dominate you."

"Has she said so?"

"No, but she only seduces older women like us," she revealed.

"I've always wanted to be with a cheerleader," I said, as I got on my knees with my feet over the edge of the bed.

"I can roleplay that for you anytime, too," she offered.

"I'll keep that in mind," I said, as I snapped my fingers and pointed to the floor. "Knees, slut."

"Yes, Mistress," she obeyed, hurrying off the bed and kneeling at the soles of my feet.

"Sniff," I ordered.

"Yes Mistress," she replied, moving her nose to my feet, that had been enclosed in my heels all day.

"How do they smell?"

"Sweaty sweet," she answered, as she pressed her nose against them.

"Want to lick them?"

"Very badly, Mistress; may I?"

"Lick every inch of the soles of my feet, my foot slave," I said, having never had that done to me, even though I had written about it many, many times... it was indeed something else I wanted to do one day... but not today.

"Yes, Mistress," she repeated, as I discovered I enjoyed being called Mistress... that I enjoyed being the one in charge... something I had never done before. I was always submissive to my husband, and had either been a slight submissive or an equal in my rare lesbian encounters over the years.



I enjoyed the slow tongue bath on my feet, for even though I had always enjoyed foot massages, this was an entirely different level of sexual relaxation... making my pussy continue burning and ready for more.

I ordered, as I rolled over and laid back on the bed, extending my foot in the air, "Now do my toes."

David had sucked on my toes a few times in the past, so I already knew how good it felt, but for some reason, maybe it was the euphoria in her eyes, her soft moans as she sucked each individual toe, or just the hotness of the situation, but the pleasure sent sparks right through me.



She sucked all ten toes one at a time into her mouth, her hands also massaging my feet as she did so, constantly telling me how good my silky toes tasted.

I then gently pushed her against the wall and asked, "Ever been foot fucked?"

"No, Mistress," she said, as my right foot insinuated its way up her leg.

"I've never given one either," I said, but added, "but I've always wanted to."

"That sounds like a bucket list item to me, and I'd love for you to foot fuck my black pussy," she said, as my foot reached her wet pussy.

"Your what kind of pussy?" I asked.

"My nigger pussy, Mistress," she quickly corrected herself. "I'd love for your white foot to fuck my nigger pussy."

"Good slut," I nodded, as I placed my entire foot where it needed to be, and rubbed it up and down like I had watched in those 'Bratty Babes Own You' videos. I liked the sex scenes, but always wished they would have a little more plot to them... as this time I was entitled to make up my own plot on the go.

"Oh yes, that feels so good," she moaned, as I could actually feel her wetness on the sole of my foot.

"Your cunt is soaking wet, slut," I said.

"Yes, and it's all because of you, Mistress," she moaned, as she leaned against the wall and let me rub her pussy with my foot. Previously, I couldn't imagine this ever really happening.

"Sometimes reality turns out to be way crazier than fantasy," I said, as I moved my toes between her pussy lips so I could take a look at her bright pink, so perfectly framed by her dark, chocolate skin.

"Oh fuck yes, Mistress," she moaned, as I lifted my entire body off the bed for extra pressure on her pussy. "This is so much crazier, and so much hotter."



"You look so hot with my foot in your cunt," I said, as my toe poked into her hole.

"I love this," she moaned, clearly stimulated by this unorthodox act. I had always wondered if this was as hot in actuality as it was in my writing, and it was good to know that it was.

"So do I," I said, as I enjoyed hearing her moans and feeling her wetness. "By the way, I brought you a special present to mark today's special night, and our new beginning."

"You did?" she asked with a moan, clearly surprised.

"Yes, it's for something I plan to do to you later, and something I know that you already are," I said.

"A nigger bimbo for white cunt?" she asked wickedly.

"Well yes, you're that too," I smiled, loving her wicked tongue. "But what I'm talking about would be very hard to find."

"Oh, that feels so good, Mistress," she moaned, as her orgasm was obviously rising.

"Do you want to come, nigger?" I asked, knowing from our earlier conversations that in the heat of the moment, that question really drove her wild.

"Oh yes, Mistress, may your nigger come all over your foot?" she asked.

I pulled out, and like in the 'Bratty Babes Own You' series, I frantically rubbed my foot in a circular motion, wondering whether that worked the same in real life as it did in the videos, and ordered, after a few seconds of aggressive foot rubbing, "Yes my nigger, coat my stocking foot with your cunt cum!"

"Ooooooooooooh, yes," she moaned, and trembled instantly, as she came the moment my permission was granted.

"You really are a dirty nigger slut," I scolded, as my foot was soaked. "Coming all over your daughter's teacher's foot."

"Yes, I'm such a dirty nigger slut," she agreed weakly, as she leaned against the wall while her body quaked.

"A hot nigger slut too," I added, loving to see her cum... God, she was beautiful.

"Thank you, Mistress," she said, her eyes closed, as she enjoyed the orgasm I had so generously allowed her to experience.

After a moment, I moved my foot away and said, "I have to go pee; and when I return, I'll give you your gift."

"Thank you," she repeated.

"The night is just beginning," I promised, thinking of all the things I still had in mind for her.

"I'm yours all night," she said, still resting against the wall. "I told Daddy I was spending the night with Dalia, so he knows I'm having sex, he just doesn't know it's with you."

"Good plan. So when you tell him you were with me it will be a nice surprise I trust, but not a shock," I praised her. I went pee, then I went to my purse and grabbed the special necklace I had serendipitously seen while waiting in line to pay for the strap-on. It was something that was too perfect not to buy for her.

It was hot.

Sexy.

Nasty.

It was even true.

I walked over to her and pointed to the floor.

She got off the bed and knelt before me... so obedient... a perfect submissive from any of my many nasty lesbian stories.

I pulled the shirt off of her and tossed it aside.

I bent down and showed her the necklace.

"Do you like it?"

"It's perfect," she smiled, as I then fastened it onto her. "And so true."

"I thought so too," I said, as I looked down at her once it was in place. "It looks perfect on you."

"I'll wear it with pride," she smiled.

"Pose for me," I said, grabbing my phone.

She did... looking so sexy as she did.



"Come back to the bed," I said.

"Yes Mistress," she replied, and without my prompting, crawling to it, while I walked. God, she was the perfect submissive.

I sat on the bed and spread my legs, "Come to me."

"Yes Mistress," she obeyed.

She assumed she was going to lick me again, but instead I pulled her close to me, wrapping my arms around her. As I moved a hand to her pussy, I said, "So... tell me a nasty true story, or a wicked fantasy you have yet to tell me."

"There are so many," she moaned, as my fingers traced her pussy lips.

"Then tell me some of them," I ordered.

"Well," she moaned. "I really want to have a threesome with a tranny."

"Interesting. And what position would you like the most?" I asked... the idea kind of hot.

"I'd love to get DP'd, and then watch Daddy fuck her, then suck her cock while Daddy ass fucks her, and then I'd eat his cum out of her gaping asshole," she said, moaning as she described the series.

"That sounds hot," I purred, as I envisioned that exact scene, and having never eaten cum out of anyone's asshole.



"We're also hoping, once this whole COVID thing is done, to do a massive road trip in our RV, driving across the country while picking up men, women and couples to play with," she said.

"That would be the best road trip ever," I purred, tugging gently on her ear with my teeth.

"Maybe now that we've met, you could come along," she moaned.

"Ohhhh, that is tempting," I purred, both by the idea of meeting strangers to suck, lick and fuck everyday... but also because I have always wanted to do a coast to coast road trip... but alas, my husband hates the idea, as he travels all the time for work.

"The offer is open," she said. "And I have no doubt that Daddy would welcome the idea!"

"I'll keep that in mind," I smiled.

"Lately, in addition to imagining serving you in every possible capacity," she said, "we've been strongly considering seducing our next door neighbor here at the lake."

"Go on," I said.

"She's a sixty-year-old white MILF, with huge tits. Daddy would love to fuck those white tits, and I'd love to suck on them and eat his cum off of them," she continued.







"Sounds delicious," I replied, smiling at my own wordy word play.

"So yummy," she moaned, and added, "She just oozes sexuality, and she's been flirting with both of us."

"What's stopping you?" I asked.

"I don't know," she admitted.

"Then your next task is to seduce her," I said. "That is an order."

"Yes Mistress," she agreed, as I continued slowly rubbing her.



"Good girl," I said.

"Anything for you, Mistress," she moaned, and I felt confident she meant it.

"Want another snack?" I asked.

"Now that I've found you, I want you for my complete diet," she answered.

"Well fortunately for us both, I always have a fresh supply," I smiled, as I pushed her onto her back.

"I'll just be a text away whenever you want me," she said, looking up at me as I stood up and slowly, balance not being my strong suit, lowered myself onto her pretty face.

"I'll be texting you often," I promised, meaning it. The ideas of texting her to go down on me in a restaurant bathroom, in the back of an uber, or in my garage while my daughter and husband were in the house, all popped into my head.

"Please do," she said, before I was sitting on her face, and she began licking.



"Oooooh," I moaned, as her tongue was magical... able to send waves of pleasure through me, and creating a fire inside.

For a couple minutes she licked me, before I said, "My craziest fantasy would be a foursome with you, Daddy, and my husband."

"Oooooooh," she moaned, loving the idea.

"Except that my husband has no idea I'm silkstockingslover," I admitted, not sure how he would take it... even though I've always thought he would be okay with it, and I can't figure out why I've never told him.

"Then, if I may be so bold, I think you should tell him," she said, between licks.

"Perhaps I shall. And then soon afterwards, I imagine both of us would be on our knees stroking each other's husband's cocks," I said, Daddy's huge eight-and-a-half inch black dick overshadowing my husband's decent six-inch white one.



"Mmmmmmm," she moaned, "I'd love to suck your man, sight unseen."

"Then they would each dine on our sweet pussies," I added, my man being great at giving head.

"Daddy loves eating white cunt," she said. "And your white cunt would be an extra special treat!"



"I'd sit on his face while stroking his huge cock," I added.

"He'd love that."

"Then we'd both get fucked from behind, while lovingly holding each other's hands," I added.

"Mmmmmmm," she moaned, both from my visual, and from my delicious twat.



"Then I'd kiss you, as we both got fucked," I added.



"Then we'd both ride each other's man until we got off," I added.

"So hot," she said.

"Of course then you'd get spit-roasted while I watched."

"In my nigger asshole?" she asked.

"If you wish."

"I do wish."



"And then you'd get a strap-on, and I'd get triple teamed by the two of you, while getting air tight by sucking my man," I said, that ultimate visual bringing me close to orgasm.



"Oh God, don't stop nigger, don't stop eating my cunt," I demanded, my orgasm so close I could taste it.



She didn't stop, and I erupted all over her face, as my second orgasm cascaded out of me and onto her.

She eagerly lapped up my cunt cum, as I trembled above her.

As I got off of her and laid on my back to recover from my heavenly bliss, she said, "I hope we can finish this foursome with a double facial."

"Well, that goes without saying," I laughed.



"And then we can eat all the cum off of each other," she added.

"Again, that goes without saying," I agreed.

"And then a nightcap 69?" she queried, as she smiled at me, her face glistening with my wetness.

"You just can't get enough of my cunt, can you?" I smiled.

"Now that I've found you, never," she agreed, as she lay on her side beside me.



"My I please go pee, Mistress?" she asked.

"Sure," I nodded. "And then it will be time to really heat things up."

"I'm already overheated," she smiled.

She went pee, and I went and grabbed my strap-on. It was time for some fucking. I had never worn a strap-on before... never fucked a woman... never fucked a man, either.

She returned and smiled, "Oooooooh is that for me?"

"Just for your mouth, pussy and ass," I said, as I sat down on the couch and pointed to the floor.

Like the ultimate obedient submissive she was, instead of walking to me and dropping to her knees, she lowered herself to the floor first, and then crawled to me... she was the perfect combination of every submissive lesbian slut I had ever created in all of my more than 450 stories.

As she reached me, I ordered, "Suck my cock, slut. Get it nice and wet for your other two holes."

"Yes Mistress," she obeyed, as she took it in her mouth while stroking it as if it were a real cock.

"Good slut," I moaned, having never seen a woman in real life suck a strap-on cock. Once again, the reality was hotter than the imaginary version.

I said, as I admired watching her suck 'my' cock, "I bet it would be so hot for me to see you sucking Daddy's cock."

"His cock is so amazing," she said, as she briefly took my cock out of her mouth. She then smiled as she added, "But it would be even hotter for me to see you sucking Daddy's cock."

"I'd love that too," I said, the idea that I may finally get that longed-for BBC in my mouth... and in my pussy, and perhaps even into my ass, was cunt-leaking stimulating.

"I'm sure he'll be planning all the ways he's going to use you, once he finds out we've met," she added. "May I assume you'll be willing to submit to him?"

"Yeah," I nodded, "hell yeah," as she resumed sucking, and I contemplated the good and bad of what had just transpired.

The good: I'd finally gotten to be with a black woman.

The good: I was getting to explore the dominant side I'd long suspected, but didn't really know I had.

The good: I got to wear a strap-on... I got to taste a black pussy.... I got to fist a woman... soon... and much more.

The good: The possibility of being fucked by a real, flesh and blood BBC was suddenly very, very, very real.

The bad: I had been with a few women since my getting married... but never with a guy. I know this may sound lame, but I didn't see eating pussy as cheating, since David didn't have a cunt for me to munch on. On the other hand, sucking Daddy's dick, or letting him fuck me, was cheating without a doubt.

Sure, I could rationalize that my husband didn't have a black cock... but I realized that was a pitifully weak argument.

The good: I could accomplish many of my fantasies, and in a very short amount of time.

Clearly the good outnumbered the bad... but the single bad was very, very bad.

But pushing those thoughts aside for the moment, I again watched Babygirl sucking my cock.

Fuck, she was hot.

After a minute or so, I began slowly to buck my hips up to fuck her face.



After a minute of that, I decided I wanted to be on the giving end of something my husband often did to me... face fucking.

I ordered, "Turn around, and hands behind your back."

"Yes Mistress," she obeyed without hesitation... trusting and obeying me completely.

I moved around her, stood in front of her, and slid my cock between her sweet cock-sucking lips.

I started slowly at first, pumping about half of the cock in her mouth, but as it was obvious she was accustomed to having someone face fucking her, which I assume Daddy did often, I began going faster and deeper.

I pulled out and asked, "What do you want, slut?"

To be face fucked as deep as humanly possible, Mistress," she answered.

"As you wish," I smiled, as now being assured of her competence to take it, I slid the cock back into her pretty mouth.

I felt a rush of power adrenaline course through me, as I grabbed the back of her head, and began to really face fuck her. I grabbed the back of her head, so I could slam the entire cock inside her mouth, until it tickled her tonsils.

The sounds coming from her mouth were so hot... as were the moans, since it was obvious she was highly turned on by being used so roughly...



Wanting to push her even further... to learn if there was anything she wouldn't do for me... I pulled out, and pointed to the kitchen counter. "Go."

She crawled to the kitchen counter, and I ordered, "Get onto it."

"Yes Mistress," she obeyed.

Once she was on it, I spread her legs and admired her body... and in particular, her pussy. Yes, I know that in my stories, and perhaps in real life, the Mistresses almost never lick the pussy of their pets... yet maybe it was my natural submissiveness, maybe my hunger for cunt, but I suddenly thought that at least for me, this was a really stupid rule.

Why wouldn't a Mistress want to taste her pet?

A pet's role is to give herself to her Mistress mind, body and soul... but it was also the Mistress's role to look after the needs of her pet.

Either way, I said to myself, Fuck it, and I dove between Babygirl's chocolate-surrounded pink pussy, and I lapped.

"Oh yes, Mistress, thank you for licking your dumb nigger," she moaned, as I probed her pussy... the first pussy I had sampled in more than two years.



"You taste delicious," I said, loving her sweet taste.

"Thank you," she moaned.

I licked for a few minutes, enjoying her sweet nectar, before I rolled her on her side. "Now let's taste that asshole of yours."

"Oh yes, Mistress, if you wish, please eat my black asshole," she moaned, as I pulled her ass cheeks apart.

"So puckered and perfect," I said, as I admired the inviting hole.

"Thank you, Mistress," she said.

I leaned forward and began licking her asshole... her sweet sweaty backdoor so tangy.

"Oh yes Mistress, eat my dirty back door," she moaned, as I also began slowly fingering her.



"So good," I purred.

"Yes, Mistress, it really is," she moaned, as I swirled my tongue around her rosebud.

After a couple more minutes I spun her around, moved between her legs and asked, "Ready to get fisted, slut?"

"Oh yes please, shove that fist into my black cunt," she cried, as I moved my hand to her pussy.

"Think you can take it all?" I asked, having never fisted anyone.

"Just shove that entire fist, and even your arm up to the elbow if you like, into my black pussy cunt, Mistress," Babygirl begged, looking up at me with eager anticipation. "I'm so fucking wet."

"As you wish," I smiled, as I moved three fingers to her pussy, and then slid them in.

I pumped my fingers in and out for a minute before adding a fourth finger, and then I shoved my entire fist into her cunt.

"Oh yes, fist fuck me," she screamed, as she welcomed my entire fist.

"Wow," I gasped, as my wrist disappeared inside of her.

"Now fist fuck me like the cheap nigger slut that I am," she begged, really wanting it rough.

"You're such a dirty fucking slut," I scolded, as I pumped my arm in and out of her.



"Oh fuck yes, Mistress," she moaned, clearly in pleasure delirium, and her next orgasm very close.

"Are you going to come from getting fisted like some ghetto cunt?" I demanded nastily, feeling a rush at the power, and from being allowed to talk so nasty... it's one thing to write it... it's completely another thing to say such words out loud to someone.

"Oh yes, may I please come, Mistress?" she asked, looking desperate.

"All over my hand?"

"Yes, Mistress," she nodded, "May your nigger come all over your white hand?"

"You may, my slut," I said, in awe of the beautiful black and white colour contrast between the two of us. We were both so beautiful, each in our own way.

"Oh God, oh fuck, yes, mother fucking, hell," she babbled, before her second orgasm hit, ripping through her entire being.

I continued fisting her, although more slowly now, as I watched her face while she came and came... and quaked and quaked.

She looked so hot, and so vulnerable.

"Thank you, Mistress," she said weakly, as her orgasm began to dissipate.

"You're most welcome, my lovely nigger. Now do you want to get fucked?"

"Well, it would be a waste for us not to use that big cock of yours," she smiled.

"Yes, I agree that it would," I agreed, as I helped her off of the counter.

I took her hand and led her to the bed, not giving her the chance this time to lower herself to the floor. After that rough fisting, I wanted to shift the tone a bit.

I wasn't going to make love to her... I was going to fuck her... but I wanted it to begin with intimate, and then proceed to hardcore.

I wanted to worship her body. (I know that's not very Mistress-like, but all the decisions were mine to make, and that's what I wanted, so get over it.)

I also wanted to worship her chocolate skin.

Her hypnotic eyes.

Her sexy lips.

Her beautiful face.



I also wanted to cup her beautiful tits.



To suck on those chocolate tits, and to ease her hard nipples.



I wanted to kiss her tenderly. (Yeah I know, but I've already made the point.)

Allowing our tongues to dance with each other.



We kissed for many minutes.

Nothing more, nothing less... well, but I also cupped her tits for the entire time.

And Babygirl moved her nylon-clad knee to my pussy and rubbed it ever so slowly... I was tempted to grind my pussy on it, to fuck myself to orgasm that way... another thing I had written about a few times, and yet had never experienced to see whether it was as pleasurable as I had written... although from this tease, I concluded that it was.



Keeping the moment intimate, I slid back down her body, parted her legs again, moved between them, and licked.

I really couldn't get enough of her chocolate pussy.

It was the perfect meal.

I had to keep reminding myself I was the Mistress in this encounter, even though it would have been so easy to fall back into my natural submissive nature.

I licked her slowly, as I moved my hands up and down her nylon-covered legs... loving the feel of her sheer nylons.



Hearing her moans, I decided it was time to fuck her.

I slid into her slowly, and watched her changing expressions as I did.

She was so sexy, and despite the many sexual experiences she had told me about experiencing, also so innocent.



I listened to her moans, and watched her intently as she watched me.

This tender intimacy was a change of pace, and one we were both enjoying.

No talking for now.

Just tender fucking.

Just sensual moaning.

Just constant eye contact.

I began moving faster... she finally closed her eyes, as the pleasure increased, while my strokes did too.



After a couple dozen strokes I leaned forward, placed my hands in hers, and I kissed her as I continued fucking her... impressed by my own multi-tasking skills.

She kissed me back.

When I broke the kiss, I asked, "Enjoying yourself?"

"So much," she groaned, with a look of complete trust and lust in her eyes.

"You're so fucking beautiful," I said, admiring her up close and personal, as I kept fucking her. Her lips pursing ever so little, adding to her sexiness.

"You too," she replied. "Even hotter than I'd envisioned during all my fantasies of you."



"Did you imagine doing this?" I asked.

"I imagined this exact moment."

I bucked hard into her.

"Oooooh, and this too," she moaned, still maintaining complete eye contact.

"Want to come again?" I asked.

"But then I'd have come more times than you have," she said, all concerned for my wellbeing.

I smiled at her thoughtfulness and natural submissiveness, "Ohhh, no worries sweetness, I'll be having lots more orgasms."

"Good," she smiled.

"For instance, I want to watch you ride me," I said.

"Ooooooooh," she nodded her agreement.

I pulled out and rolled onto my back, and she quickly straddled me.

"Go slowly for now," I ordered. "I want to watch."

"Yes, Mistress," she obeyed.

I watched as she lowered herself onto my cock... watched it slowly disappear.

"Ooooooh, God," she moaned, as she sat down on the cock completely.

"Go slowly, Babygirl," I reminded her. "I want to lay back here and just admire your beauty."

"Yes Mistress, whatever you wish," she moaned, as she... oh so slowly... began to ride my cock.

For a few minutes I just laid back and watched her, in awe not only of the reality I was fucking such a hot black woman, but also that the woman was the same one I had been conversing with online for months... it just seemed too surreal to be true.

"Oh yes, you're so fucking hot," I said, after a few minutes of silence, except for the squelching sounds of our fucking.

She turned to look at me and smiled, "I fucking love serving you, dear Mistress."



"And I love you serving me," I replied.

"I hope this isn't a one-time thing," she said.

"Ohhhhh, it definitely won't be a one-time thing," I promised, knowing there was no way I could resist doing her again.

"Awesome," she said, as she ground on my (store-bought) cock.






"Now let's give you that orgasm I promised," I said.

"Mmmmmm, yes please, Mistress," she said, in the most sultry tone ever.

I spun around and said, "Now ride me face to face."

"Yes, Mistress," she agreed, as she straddled me again, this time very excitedly.

"I want to watch you come," I said.

"Mmmmmmmmm," she purred, as she sat on the cock.

"Now fuck yourself, my sexy slave," I said.

"I want to be your full-service sex slave," she said, as she began to ride the cock, and I played with her tits.



I cupped her tits.

I licked them.

After a couple of minutes her moans increased, and sensing she was close to orgasm, I began to buck my ass up to meet her downward thrusts.

"Oh yes, Mistress, fuck me, fuck me hard," she moaned, as she began to bounce on me.

"Ready to come, slut?" I asked, shifting from our lengthy sweet fucking to a rough pounding.

"Oh yes, Mistress, your bimbo black slave needs to come so bad," she moaned, writhing like crazy. "May your nigger slave come for her white goddess?"

It was obvious the racial play really got her off and enhanced her orgasms, so I went along with it, "Yes, nigger, come you dumb bimbo slave, come for your dominant white Mistress!"

"Oh yes, Mistress, fuck yes!" she moaned.

"I own your nigger pussy!" I added.



She then collapsed on top of me, and we both fell back onto the bed.

"That was amazing," she said, even as she continued trembling on top of me.

"Agreed," I said, as I wrapped my arms around her, and allowed her the time to enjoy her orgasm.

After a couple minutes she said, "Now we need to give you your third orgasm."

"Why yes, you thoughtful creature, I agree that we should," I smiled.

"And in pursuit of that lofty goal, may I please eat your delicious cunt, Mistress?" she asked.

"You most certainly may," I smiled, as I moved to the edge of the bed so I could admire her on her knees licking away... the most common position I use in my stories (so much so that I'm criticized for using the word 'knees' too much... although asking someone to drop to her patellae doesn't sound nearly as erotic, does it?).

She licked me for a good fifteen minutes, as I pondered whether we would have enough energy to continue while I fucked her final sexy taboo hole. I had never fucked a girl in the ass, and man it was something I wanted to do... actually I also wanted to fuck a guy in the ass too, but David would never go for that.

Eventually though her tongue was too much, and I moaned, as I grabbed the back of her head, "Oh yes nigger, eat my cunt, and get ready to be baptized as my black slave!"

She sucked my clit into her mouth, and instantly my orgasm collided with me like a ton of erotic bricks.

"Yesssssss, you fucking nigger," I screamed, as my entire body quaked with euphoria.



She kept licking, although slower now, throughout my orgasm, before I pulled her up and kissed her... tasting my own wetness on her lips.

"Mmmmmm, I taste good," I said.

"Heavenly," she smiled her agreement.

"So, do you think you have enough energy left for a little sodomy?"

"Am I not your nigger slave?" she asked.

"Why, yes you are!" I smiled, as I kissed her again, and readied myself to fuck her black ass.




Best of Both Worlds: Butt Pounding

WARNING: This is a racially themed story that was requested and critiqued by TX and Babygirl (a real life black couple) who enjoy racially charged stories. They, like I and my editorial staff, believe strongly in the BLACK LIVES MATTER movement and its importance in achieving true equality in the world. I considered not releasing this series and keeping it private for TX, Babygirl and myself, perhaps one or two others, but in the end I decided that hopefully most readers will realize it is fiction, and during the course of the story, it celebrates (instead of demeans) the beauty of the black body, as well as of the white body (and other races that pop up throughout the story).

With that said, this is a fictional story that uses the taboo 'N' word in erotically charged situations directed towards submissively charged black and white women. If this offends you, please do not read further. This story was not written to offend, but to create an authentic fantasy for TX and Babygirl, and in turn, for myself and any like-minded readers.

I hope you read this for what it is: a celebration of submission in all its diverse forms.

.....

.....

.....

Summary: The girls explore rough anal fucking.

Note 1: Thanks to the real TX and Babygirl for requesting this story and coming up with the idea.

Note 2: This is part three of a series (the next part is already written for once). That said, this series will include BBC, anal, fisting, race play including the use of the 'N' word and even golden showers.

Part 1: Best of Both Worlds: A Surprise introduces many Jasmine fantasies and sets up the plots as she bumps into a fan that leads to a wild night at a remote cabin with a black submissive woman.

Part 2: Best of Both Worlds: Black Slave where Jasmine explores her newfound dominate side as she fucks her new black submissive.



After we both downed a couple glasses of water each, needing to replenish all the liquid we had had leak out of us... we were back in the bed, I still had my strap-on on for my next first... fucking an ass, when she sat at the edge of the bed and took my foot in her hand.

"You have me wearing nylons every day now," she said, as she massaged my foot.

"You didn't wear them before?" I asked.

"Sure, for work or church or weddings of funerals," she said, as she massaged a toe. "But not for sex."

"Nylons are a powerful accessory," I said.

"So, I've learned," she smiled, as she moved my foot to her mouth.

"So, what is your favourite position?" I asked.

"Oh, any position serving you," she said.

"I'll give you the pet points," I smiled, as she licked the sole of my foot. "But I mean to get fucked."



"Ohhhh, well I love being on my knees," she said. "So, I love getting my ass reamed doggy style from Daddy's huge cock."

"I bet that would be amazing," I said, wondering if I could take a cock that big in my ass.

"But my favourite position of all is on all fours again, but while being spit-roasted," she said.

"Funny," I said.

"Why?" she asked, as she kept licking my foot.

"Well," I smiled, "that is the position I'm most curious to try."

"It's fucking amazing," she said. "I especially like when I get to be in control and rock back and forth taking a big cock deep in my cunt or shit hole and then deep throating a cock."

"Sounds so fucking hot," I said, as I moved my foot to her pussy as she went to suck on my toes.



"It's amazing," she said. "I come so hard every time."

"I will have to try it," I said.

"I can make that happen, Mistress," she offered.

"We will see," I smiled, liking the idea, yet still full of trepidation to actually cross the line and cheat on my husband with another man.

"Are you worried of cheating on your husband?" she asked.

"Yeah," I nodded. "Is it that obvious?"

"Well, I have read all your stories and your essays and I understand your thinking that having sex with a woman isn't the same sort of cheating as if you are fucking another man."

"Yeah, exactly," I said, before smiling, "I have had some interesting emails offering to be that man or condemning me for my bizarre logic."

"Everyone is a critic," she said.

"Twitter has made that the way of life in 2020," I laughed.

"But you have to be you," she said. "You don't want to hide behind a computer screen your whole life while ignoring all your fantasies do you?"

"It's worked for a decade," I joked... just realizing that it had been a decade as my first story was released April 20, 2010... actually two stories the first chapters of The Complete Submission (a story that is terrible to read now) and A Perfect Fall (a series I have rewritten recently to make better).

"Well, consider this your sexual awakening or your mid-life crisis," she said, as she sucked my toe.



"I am that age," I joked.

"I refuse to have any regrets when I go to my grave," she said.

"So, what is the deep dark fantasy you have not yet fulfilled," I asked, wanting to shift the conversation.

"Daddy and I have one but it is really, really dark," she said, looking a little nervous to tell me.

"Now you have me curious," I said. "Do tell."

"I don't know," she said.

"Go ahead, this is a safe place," I said. "You did just tell me to have no regrets."

"Fine," she smiled. "But in these crazy times this is pretty fucked up."

"I'm not sure after a decade of erotica and the things sent to me as requests you can shock me," I said. Truth be told I had been shocked many times in my ten years.

Shocked to learn how poplar incest stories are.

Shocked to learn that more people willingly committed incest than I would have ever imagined.

Shocked to learn how many men secretly suck cock.

Shocked to learn how many men want to be pegged (a term I didn't even know existed when I started writing).

Shocked to learn how many men enjoy watching their wife get fucked by another man... Daddy did it seemed.

Shocked by the terms of cuckold and cuckqueen.

Shocked by a plethora of other requests by readers.

"I suppose that is true," she said. "But as a black woman, a black woman who supports the Black Lives Matter movement, this fantasy is pretty bad."

"You want to be fucked by white men," I shrugged. "I want to fuck black men, it doesn't make me racist."

Truth is I don't believe I am racist, yet I have been called every possible name in the world because of some of my interracial stories and especially the use of the 'N' word... which, of course, is used in this series more than once.

Yet, I admire black people.

I also find them sexually attractive.

I admire all races regardless of colour.

I love history.

I love a worldwide movement that is beginning to see the world through a new lene...a lens of equality... one that is about so much more than one race, it's about the human spirit. It has been the one positive of this shitshow of a quarantine.

"Our biggest fantasy is for me to be spit-roasted by two cops while Daddy is handcuffed and forced to watch," she revealed.

"Aaaaaah, I see why that is dark," I nodded based on the last few months,

"I know," she nodded.

"But that doesn't make it wrong," I said, even as I imagined that exact scene.



"I know," she said, sucking on the toes of my other foot.

"I mean I want to be gangbanged by black cock, dominated by cheerleaders and become a submissive to my sisters," I listed, just three of my many twisted fantasies. "So, we both have some dark fantasies."

"Daddy has one about you that is not dark at all," she revealed, really sucking on my toes now.



"He does, does he?" I asked playfully.

"He wants to not only be your first BBC," she said. "He wants to give you backshots."

"Backshots?" I asked, not a term I was familiar with.

"Fucking someone from behind in the pussy or ass," she explained.

"Oh, fun," I smiled.

"Yes, he loves fucking white women from behind, especially really reaming an asshole, especially a woman who had never given up her backdoor," she added.

"Well, too late for that," I laughed.

"He actually gave backshots to a colleague of yours a couple weeks ago," she revealed.

"No way," I gasped, instantly curious. "Who?"

"Ms. Parker," she revealed.

"No way," I gasped again, Amy our cheerleading coach and just twenty-five... and super hot.

"Yeah, she was being a bit of a bitch to LaCresha and well after just ten minutes with Daddy she was sucking cock, ten minutes and two orgasms later from getting fucked in her cunt she was taking backshots from him."

"I can't fathom," I said, even as I imagined just that.

"It took her a while to handle Daddy's big dick in her asshole," she said, before adding, "it was fun to watch."



"I imagine," I said, "she is quite the bitch."

"She knows her place now," she said.

"Hot, hot, hot," I said.

"Soon, she was loving the backshots," she said.

"Who wouldn't?" I asked.



"I know you'd take it," she said.

"In a heartbeat," I agreed.

"Then I made her take a facial," she said.



"You took charge?" I asked, a little surprised by that.

"When Daddy is fucking some white slut I usually get dominant," she shrugged. "I'm an enigma."

"So you are," I laughed, as she took half my foot in her mouth. "Oooooooh," I moaned, as my toes teased her pussy and she rubbed her own clit slowly.



After a couple of minutes, horny as fuck again, I asked, "Ready to be sodomized?"

"Ready to ass fuck and dominate your nigger's asshole?" she asked back. God, she sounded so sexy and hot when she talked so nasty.

"I think I am," I smiled, as I got off the bed and said, "Follow me."

"Yes, Mistress," she obeyed, those words aimed at me still a little surreal.

I went to the sauna as it seemed like a place someone should go if it was available and once in there pointed to my cock.

Babygirl, who had crawled behind me, that too being surreal, came right to me and took my cock in her mouth.

"Get it nice and wet for that asshole of yours," I ordered.

She moaned on the cock in response as she obeyed and bobbed on my cock.

After a couple of dozen bobs, I grabbed her head and began to face fuck her. I loved the sounds she made as I roughly used her.



After a brief face fucking, I pulled out, sat down and said, "Come ride my cock in that cunt first."

"Yes, Mistress," she obeyed, coming over to me, straddling me and lowering herself on my big cock.

"Really fuck yourself, slut," I ordered, "get my cock nice and slick for that asshole of yours."

"Yes, Mistress," she moaned, as she began to bounce on my cock, taking the entire cock deep in her with each bounce.



She was really bouncing on my cock when her phone suddenly rang.

"It's Daddy," she said, as she stopped bouncing sitting completely on my cock.

"Oh," I said, this not something I had considered.

"I have to get it," she said.

"Okay," I said, as she got off of me. As she left, I said, "What are you going to tell him?"

"The truth," she called back as it kept ringing.

"Oh shit," I said to myself, but called out, trying to be casual, "come back here."

"Yes, Mistress," she called out just before she said, "Hi, Daddy."

I couldn't hear his words so I called out, needing to hear him, and hear his voice, "put him on speakerphone."

Babygirl returned just so I could hear Daddy say, "You."

"At the cabin," she answered, as she returned to me and lowered herself back on my cock.

"Why?" he asked, his voice deep and sexy... just as I had imagined.

"You won't believe me if I tell you," she said, as she began to slowly ride me.

"You met Kim Kardashian," he joked.

"Better," she said.

"You're actually there with someone?" he asked, his tone one of surprise.

"I am," she admitted.



"Who?"

"Who is your number one fantasy?" she asked.

"Jasmine" he said.

"Say hi, Jasmine," Babygirl said, leaning back onto me.

"H-h-hi," I stammered, shocked to be outed.

"Fuck off," he said, not believing it.

"She's LaCresha's teacher," she said.

"That I am," I added, suddenly feeling giddy at admitting it.

"You're actually there with Jasmine Walker the author?" he asked, still in the same state of shock I had been in when I had realized I was standing in front of Babygirl just a few hours ago.

"The one and only, Daddy," I answered, wanting to let him know I understood he was in charge.

"Jasmine Walker who writes our stories? He said, still processing.

"Yes, Daddy," I answered. "Babygirl is busy riding my cock right now."

"You're fucking Jasmine Walker?" he asked.

"Well, actually she is fucking me," she said, although truth be told she was fucking herself.

So, I slapped her ass and she got off me and I pointed to the bench.

She understood and got into a position as he said, "I have so many questions. Like why didn't you tell me."

"Mistress Jasmine told me not to," she answered, as I moved behind her.

"She did, did she?' he asked, his tone changing.

As I slid inside her pussy, I defended, "Sorry, I just wanted a night with your wife."

"I see," he said, seeming to be contemplating something.

"She isn't sure she can fuck you," Babygirl added, as I began fucking her.

"Babygirl," I said.

"Really?" he said.

"She isn't ready to cheat on her husband," she added.

"I see," he said.

"It's just a lot," I said, trying to defend myself as I could hear the disappointment in his voice.

"I see," he repeated, seemingly a man of few words.

"Harder, Mistress, fuck me harder," she said, seeming to want the attention on her.



"When you're done fucking my wife, I want your slut to call me," he said. "Is that clear, slut Jasmine?"

"Yes, Daddy," I said, getting instantly wet from being called a slut and needing to respond as the obedient submissive I naturally was.

"Good girl," he said, his tone so strong, confident and dominant. This was not a man who was used to being told no.

"Now fuck her asshole good," he said and then hung up.

"You heard Daddy, Mistress, fuck my asshole good," she said, looking back at me as she put the phone down.

"Well, I'd better obey Daddy," I said, as I pulled out of her pussy. "Get on all fours, my slut," I ordered, pointing to the floor.

"Yes, Mistress," she eagerly obeyed, getting on the floor and offering up her perfect black ass.

"Fuck, you have an amazing booty," I said, caressing her ass.

"It was made for fucking," she said, wiggling it playfully.

"Yes, it is," I agreed, as I positioned my cock at her asshole.

"Just slam it in my shit hole, Mistress," she said, "it's always ready for big cock."

"Here it comes," I said, and watched as my cock disappeared in her puckered back door.

"Oooooooooh, yes," she moaned, "fill my asshole entirely."

"As you wish," I said, and was soon buried in her.



"So good," she said, as I began fucking her ass slowly.

"This is awesome," I said, sounding more like an eighteen-year-old boy than a mid-forties year old woman.

"So awesome," she moaned.

I fucked her slowly for a couple of minutes knowing my ass needed to be slowly gaped before I could handle a real ass reaming... I assumed it was the same for her.



"Remember the sassy attitude when you walked into my classroom to teach me a lesson," I asked, bucking my hips while deep in her ass.

"Yes, Mistress, I was a pretentious Mommy bear bitch," she moaned loudly.

"Who is the teacher here?" I asked, bucking my hips three times.

"You're the teacher, Mistress and I'm the dumb student who needs to be taught a lot of lessons," she added.

"And your daughter was being a pretentious bitch too, wasn't she?" I asked.

"Yes, Mistress. But I---"

"But what, bitch?" I asked going into dominant mode as I really began to slam into her ass.

"Ahhhh, fuck, fuck, fuck!!!"

"That's right, bitch. Now look at you on your knees getting your," I slapped her ass, and did again after each word, "black... ass... fucked."

"Oh God, Mistress fuck me," she moaned, so turned on by the domination.

"Look at me, bitch," I ordered, a rush of adrenaline at having such power over another person, especially a black goddess like Babygirl.



She obeyed, even as she moaned again from the deep ass drilling.

"Who owns your black ass?" I questioned.

"You do, Mistress," she moaned. "You own my black ass."

"Louder, nigger," I demanded, using the word only at the height of sexual power and when she was completely in the throes of sexual submissive lust.

"Ahhhhh shit, fuck. You do, Mistress. You do," she declared, willing to agree to anything I said, just like so many of my submissive characters when they were being dominated by their Mistress or Master.

"And don't you forget it, nigger," I said, continuing to pound her ass, surprised at how much work being he fucker instead of the fuckee was. I was really burning some calories tonight.





"Yes, really fuck my asshole, Mistress," she begged. "I've been such a bad girl being a bitch to you and fucking you and not telling Daddy. I need to be punished."

"You want me to fuck you like Daddy would?" I asked.

"Yes, Mistress fuck the living shit out of me," she said, again sounding so hot when she talked so nasty. It was crazy someone so sweet looking could be such a nasty slut... of course it wasn't really that crazy.

I looked sweet and innocent and was perceived by most that way... no one would believe I was actually a nasty submissive slut and that I wrote erotica... nobody.

I wasn't sure what Daddy would do, but I imagined it would be rough and wild. So, allowing my inner dominant to take control, I asked, "Ready to get your nigger ass reamed, you dumb slut?"

"Yes, Mistress, punish my ass for being such a dirty fucking whore," she responded as I started slamming into her ass hard... already harder than I had ever been ass fucked.

Feeling another rush of adrenaline at being in charge and encouraged from Daddy's words and Babygirl's moans I lifted my foot and placed it over her head.



And then down on her head... a kinky scene I had envisioned to dominate but never fathomed ever doing.



"Oh yes, Mistress, dominate me," she moaned, as I slammed my cock deep into her asshole.

I fucked her as hard as I could... as deep as I could... realizing the power a man had in many positions like this one.

"Oh fuck, God, drill my asshole," she begged, her moans getting louder and wilder.

"Come my dirty ass whore," I demanded, slamming into her as I rested my foot on her head feeling so powerful.



"Oh yes, Mistress, fuck," she moaned, so close.

I used the word that seemed to always get her to erupt, as I used a dominant tone, and pounded her hard and deep, "Come right fucking now you dumb nigger ass slave."

"Fuuuuuuuuck," she screamed, my nasty degrading words the final straw that made her erupt as she squirted everywhere... which was so hot and something I had only seen in porn.

I kept fucking her as her body quaked uncontrollably and the sounds escaping her mouth were sexy as fuck.

When I pulled out, I said, feeling a little guilty for the whole foot on her head thing, as I looked at the puddle of wetness all over the floor, "I'm so sorry about stepping on your head."

"That was so fucking hot," she said, rolling onto her back and looking up at me. "Daddy has never even done that before."

"I don't know what came over me," I said.

"You're a natural dominant," she said.

"I don't know about natural," I smiled, but this sure did awake a side of me I hadn't known existed.

"I need to call Daddy now," she said.

"Okay," I nodded, suddenly nervous.

"Don't worry," she said. "He isn't mad."

"He sounded annoyed," I said.

"Oh, he was definitely annoyed," she said, standing up and grabbing her phone. "But I guarantee you that motivated him."

"Motivated him for what?" I asked concerned.

"I don't know," she said, calling him. "But the way he finished our conversation was one I had heard before.... Hi, Daddy."

"Yes, Daddy," she said. "He wants me to put him on speaker."

"Did you ass fuck my wife, slut Jasmine?" he asked in a stern voice that instantly had me revert to my natural submissiveness even as my pussy tingled

"Yes, Daddy," I answered.

"Did you enjoy ass fucking my wife, slut Jasmine?" he asked, again his tone so firm... no nonsense.

"Yes, Daddy, I really enjoyed ass fucking your hot wife," I answered, somehow sensing the need to add details.

"But you're not sure you can submit to me?" he asked.

"I want to, Daddy," I answered, but added, feeling guilty for being a faithful wife, "but I can't."

"I understand," he said. "So, I have an idea."

"What Daddy?"

"Babygirl is going to fuck you for me," he said.

"I am?" Babygirl asked, instantly excited.

"Yes, put on Jasmine's strap-on and then do exactly what I tell you do," Daddy said.

"Yes, Daddy," she eagerly agreed, handing me the phone and taking the strap-on off me.



"Slut Jasmine you will obey me and Babygirl without hesitation is that clear?" he asked, although is tone implied this wasn't a yes or no question.

Excited to get fucked.

Excited to be submissive.

Excited to role play getting fucked by a BBC... as close as possible to the real thing.

I replied, as Babygirl put the strap-on on, "Yes, Daddy, I will obey like a good girl."

"Good girl," he said, his voice softening slightly for the first time in this conversation. "I'm not happy I had to find out this way and I'm not happy you are not ready to submit to me, but I sense you will soon, so for tonight you will be my virtual slut."

"Yes, Daddy," I agreed, a little nervous of his confident assumption this was only a temporary resistance.

"First though for being a deceitful bitch and fucking my wife behind my back you need to be punished," he said.

"Yes, Daddy," I agreed, "I'm sorry for being such a deceitful bitch but your wife was impossible to resist."

"That I can understand," he chucked heavily.

"Babygirl go sit on the couch," he ordered.

"Yes, Daddy," she obeyed, as I wondered if she always called him Daddy. It was only now I realized I had no idea what their first names were... although a quick look in my attendance would give me that piece of missing information.

"Slut Jasmine, go lay across her lap," he said. "We are going to recreate a brief scene from one of your older stories."

"Yes, Daddy," I agreed, knowing already what story he was referring to and what his intention was.

"What story are we recreating, slut Jasmine?" he asked, as I lay over her, finding it a very awkward position, something I had not considered when I wrote the story many years ago.

"Spanked to Submission, Daddy," I answered.

"So you know what is coming next, slut?" he asked.

"Yes, Daddy," I replied, having never been spanked before. Although I wrote about bondage a little, it was always pretty tame as I didn't like violence.

"What, slut?" he asked.

"Babygirl is going to spank my naked ass for being such a presumptuous bitch and turning your wife into my personal slave for the night," I answered.

"Exactly," he said. "Although I think it's fucking hot that you did that, I'm quite hurt that it was done behind my back."

"It's because I know I couldn't resist you if you were here," I said, which was likely true. If a big black cock was before me now, in this overheated situation where my cunt was on fire I doubt very much I could possibly resist the temptation. As I thought that I realized he did respect my position, as he could have driven here, but he hadn't.

"I know that is likely true," he agreed. "So, you will get ten spanks."

"Yes, Daddy," I said, thinking this was really going to hurt and I was quite a wimp when it came to pain.

"You will thank Daddy and Babygirl after each spank, is that clear, slut?" he asked.

"Yes, Daddy," I said, as Babygirl gently caressed my ass... the calm before the storm per sey.

"You will also call yourself a name before thanking us each time... each time a new name. Is that clear, slut?"

"Yes, Daddy," I agreed, as he seemed to be taking a page right out of my style of writing.

"Are you ready, Babygirl?"

"Yes, Daddy."

"Are you ready to take your punishment, slut Jasmine?" he asked.

"Yes, Daddy," I answered, although the truth was I really wasn't at all... alas my submissive nature overrode my current discomfort.

"Here it comes," Babygirl said, as I glanced back to see her hand high in the air.

"Spank my ass," I said, as I grabbed her ankle for support.



SLAP.

It came down fast and stung like a bitch.

Yet, even as pain burned on my ass I said, "Your dumb white bitch thanks you for that slap."

"Again," Daddy ordered.

SLAP.

"Your submissive bimbo thanks you for disciplining me for being such a dumb fuck," I said, my self-degradation somehow turning me on. Yes, I liked being called names in the heat of the moment, but I had never called myself names.

"Again."

SLAP.

"Oooooh," I whimpered, that one really stinging. "Your black cock and cunt craving slut thanks you."

"Again."

SLAP.

"Fuck," I grimaced, each slap hurting more than the one before, although I also noticed a little leakage out of my pussy. Was this turning me on? "Thank you for that slap against your white whore's white ass."

"Again."

SLAP.

"Oh, God," I whimpered, thinking I was only halfway through my punishment. "Your eager to serve slut thanks you both for that slap."

"Again... three times fast."

SLAP. SLAP. SLAP.

"Oh my god!" I screamed, as my ass burned.

"Thank us, bitch," he ordered, when I didn't immediately respond.



"Thank you Daddy and Babygirl for teaching this submissive slut her place," I said, hoping this counted as six, seven and eight.

"Again."

SLAP.

"Thank you Daddy and Babygirl for spanking your submissive white plaything," I said.

"Do you want to be our plaything?" he asked.

"In theory," I answered, knowing that was a dangerous question.

"Last slap," he said.

SLAP.

"Thank you Daddy, thank you Babygirl for helping this secret slut to explore your real self," I said, as both my pussy and ass burned.

"Now make her feel better now, Babygirl," he ordered, "splatter that amazing ass with kisses."

"Yes, Daddy," she eagerly said, as I weakly got off her and she gestured for me to bend over... which stung a little bit.

She then began licking my ass which indeed felt so nice.

"Is your cunt wet, slut?' he asked.

"Soaking," I admitted.

"Because you want some big black cock in that pretty mouth of yours, in that white cunt of yours and in that tight asshole of yours," he said.

"Yes to all the above," I agreed, wishing ever so briefly that he was here and that BBC was available to do just what he had described.

"Don't you wish I were there right now?" he asked, as Babygirl licked every inch of my ass, helping the pain fade.

"The dirty slut side of me says fuck yes, the moral me says thank God you're not," I answered my very true truth.

"Because if I was there you couldn't resist me could you? He confidently surmised.

"Unlikely," I admitted. "But I would try."

"Weakly," he said.

"Likely," I laughed awkwardly as Babygirl began to lick my asshole which felt really, really nice.



"I'll keep my word and I won't fuck you tonight," he said, although his tone somehow implied he planned to fuck me sometime soon.

"Thank you, Daddy," I replied.

"Is the slut's ass looking better, Babygirl?"

"A lot better, Daddy."

"Good. Now go to the wall near the window and rest against it, slut Jasmine," he ordered.

"Yes, Daddy," I obeyed, loving just doing exactly as I was told.

"Babygirl do your backwards pussy munch," he ordered.

"Oooooo, yes Daddy," she said, sounding very excited at whatever a backwards pussy munch was.

I leaned against the wall which was a little cold and watched as Babygirl moved underneath me, backwards, leaned back and began licking my pussy.

"Oh my," I moaned, both at her flexibility and the sudden pleasure of her tongue on my very wet and needy pussy.

"Isn't she flexible?" he asked.

"Very," I agreed. "I wish I were even half that flexible."

"Years of gymnastics," Babygirl said from underneath me as she licked.

"I see," I moaned, as I closed my eyes and allowed her expert tongue to build the fire already inside of me.



"Now don't let her come, Babygirl," he stressed. "Just get her nice and ready for my cock."

"Y-y-you're cock," I stammered, opening my eyes.

"Not literally," he chuckled, very amused at my reaction. "But figuratively."

"Oh, of course," I said, sounding like a fool.

"Although it's obvious how badly you really want and need a real BBC," he said.

"I know," I admitted, continuing to betray the moral code inside me.

"Ready to get fucked?" he asked.

"God, yes," I moaned, "Babygirl really knows how to eat pussy."

"You're pretty good too," Babygirl said as she kept licking me ever so slowly... teasing the fuck out of me.

"Let's start with the vertical," Daddy said. "Slut Jasmine, go lie down on the fur carpet on the floor."

"Yes, Daddy," I eagerly agreed, looking forward to having that black cock in me.

"Babygirl, now go to her and rub your black cock up and down the slut's wet pussy," he ordered.

"Yes, Daddy," she obeyed, as she moved to me and did exactly as he ordered.

"Do you want my cock, Jasmine?' he asked.

"God, yes, Daddy, I want it so bad," I moaned, desperate to have that black cock in me... wishing it was indeed a real BBC.

"How bad?"

"So bad, Daddy," I moaned, "I need a black cock in me so fucking bad."

"Bad enough to be my white submissive slut?" he asked.

"Yes, Daddy, I'll be your white submissive slut," I moaned, as Babygirl parted my pussy lips with her cock, smiling at me so knowingly. "I'll do anything for your big black cock."

"I'll keep you to that," he said, as alarm bells went off in my head at the obvious implications of those five simple words and my earlier declaration... yet at the moment, like so many of the characters in my stories lust consumed logic and I became a victim of my own desire... although I didn't feel like a victim at all.

"Lift her legs up in the air and slide that cock in her, Babygirl. Go slow, but get really fucking deep," he ordered.

"Yes, Daddy," she obeyed, sliding her cock all the way in me.

"Oooooooooooooooh," I moaned, imagining it was actually that many 'o's' if not more. Pleasure instantly consumed me as I finally had a black cock in me... albeit it a plastic cock. But for the rest of this night I was going to imagine it was a real cock... it was Daddy's cock. "Yes, Daddy, fill my white cunt with your big... black... cock." I purposely paused briefly after each of the last three words for dramatic effect.

"Such a tight cunt," he said, as Babygirl began to slowly fuck me.

"It won't be after your monster cock is through with me," I moaned.



"Yes, I'll tear that pussy of yours apart so much you won't even feel your husband the next times he fucks you," he said.

Hearing my husband mentioned should have brought the guilt back, especially when he was slyly belittling his manhood, yet at the moment I was his slut, not my husband's wife. "Plus, even as he is pounding me I will be imagining it is you."

"I know you will," he agreed, as I closed my eyes and let Daddy fuck me.

"Oh yes, Daddy, I love your cock in me," I moaned.

"And Daddy loves fucking his newest white pet," he said.

"Yes, I want to be your pet," I said, the idea of being a pet to a black stud one of my fantasies I'd never imagined becoming a reality and although I knew I had to resist ever giving in one hundred percent to him and his cock... I could at the very least live it out this way as authentically as I could.



"My fuck toy?" he questioned.

Yes, your white bimbo fuck toy," I agreed so completely drawn into the role play.

"Lift her ass up and fuck her, Babygirl," Daddy instructed.

"Yes, Daddy," Babygirl said, as she lifted my ass up "I love this position when I'm getting dicked."

"Yes, fuck me Daddy," I moaned, as this new position repositioned the cock in me at a new, more stimulating, angle... although the position was going to test my agility.

"I can get really deep in that white cunt in this position," Daddy said, as Babygirl began fucking me and I had to agree.

"Oh yes, Daddy, so fucking deep," I moaned, trying to keep my ass up as this position was fucking amazing.



"You like Daddy's dick?" he asked.

"I love it so much, I moaned, imagining a real BBC fucking me as I kept my eyes closed.

"Daddy loves fucking white MILFs," he said.

"Teacher loves getting fucked by her student's black Daddy," I countered, the fact that Babygirl and Daddy were parents of a student I was teaching adding to the taboo kinkiness.

"Imagine me bending you over your desk at lunch," he said.

"Oh, God," I moaned, the idea so fucking hot, that it made me lose my balance and fall, the big cock slipping out of me.

"Scissor fuck her, Babygirl," Daddy ordered.

"Yes, Daddy," she obeyed, as she grabbed my hips, repositioned both of us and slid back into my fevered box.

"Oh yes, Daddy," I moaned, as I was again full of cock.

"I bet you'd love a BBC lunch," he said.

"Oh God, yes, I'd love a big black sausage followed by a cream chocolate dessert," I wickedly said, no one other than my husband knowing that I did really love the taste of cum.

I'd coat that pretty face with a massive load," he promised.

"Mmmmmmm," I moaned, also really liking taking a facial. I liked the humiliation. I also liked the warm load splattering my face. I also liked to scoop it up and eat it or even rub it all over my face as I had read and had since come to believe that cum is great for the complexion. As I looked at Babygirl's flawness complexion I bet she used cum as a beauty ointment.

"You want my cum for lunch?" he asked.

"Yes, Daddy, I'd love your big load for lunch," I moaned, the idea having my pussy on fire and y orgasm rising.



"Ride my cock, slut," Daddy ordered.

"Yes, Daddy," I obeyed, as I eagerly got up and gently pushed Babygirl to the ground.

"Drop that cunt on my cock and show me you want it," he ordered, as I straddled the big cock and did just as he ordered.

"OOooooooh," I moaned, as the cock reached new depths as I dropped right on it.

"Ride my cock, slut," he ordered.

"Yes, Daddy," I moaned, as I bounced on his cock recklessly... desperate to come.

"Faster, slut," he ordered.



I obeyed, although this was a position I really enjoyed, it wasn't one I had ever been able to come in. I don't know why... but I never had.



"Faster," he ordered.

"Yes, Daddy," I obeyed, a minute later, but likely sounded frustrated.

"What's wrong?" he asked.

I can't come in this position," I frustratingly said.

"Babygirl, backshots time," he said.

"OOooooh, yes Daddy," Babygirl said, before ordering me, "Lie down."

"Okay," I obeyed, laying on my belly.

She grabbed my hands and pulled them behind me as if I were wearing handcuffs and ordered, "Keep these hands behind you at all costs."

"Yes, ma'am," I said, feeling both helpless and excited, as she straddled my legs.

"Ready to really get fucked?" he asked.

"Yes, Daddy, fuck the living hell out of me," I said, as I felt the cock at my pussy lips and was willing to do almost anything to finally come.

"Fuck her, Babygirl, fuck her like I fuck you in this position," he ordered. "Fuck her to orgasm."

"Yes, Daddy," she replied, as she didn't slide the cock into me, she slammed it into me.

"Fuck!" I screamed, as the cock filled me completely.



"Like that big black cock, slut?" he asked.

"I love it," I moaned, knowing I was going to be coming pretty fucking quick in this submissive intense position.

"Pull her hair, Babygirl," he ordered.

"Yes, Daddy," she obeyed, grabbing part of my air as she slammed into me hard as fuck.

"Oooooooooh," I moaned, as the rough treatment drove me wild.

"Come, my dirty teacher slut," he ordered, "come all over my big black cock, become my white slut."

"Oh, yes, more Daddy," I moaned, both wanting to be dicked harder and also wanting to be degraded more too.

"Who owns that filthy white cunt?" he asked firmly, his deep voice also a turn-on.

"You do, Daddy," I said without hesitation.

"Who gets to destroy that white asshole of yours?"

"You do, Daddy, you do," I repeated about to erupt.

"Then come for Daddy, come all over Daddy's dick, come like the nigger loving cock slut you really are behind the conservative teacher façade," he ordered.



"Fuccccccccck," I screamed, as the orgasm ripped through me like a tornado touching ground after hours of teasing and damage.

"Good slut," Daddy moaned, as I wondered if he was jerking off as his wife fucked me.

"Thank you, Daddy," I weakly said, as I collapsed to the ground the moment Babygirl let go of my hair.

"You're welcome, slut," he said, before adding, "but I'm just getting started with you."

"Yes, Daddy," I agreed, completely spent and yet excited at the possibility of Babygirl ass fucking me.

"Babygirl, I want you to gape our new slut's asshole and get it ready for my big cock," he said, as she pulled out of my pussy and I felt my juices leaking out of me.

"Yes, Daddy," she said, before she ordered, "Come to the bed, Jasmine."

"I think you broke me," I joked, as I weakly got onto all fours and this time crawled to the bed.

"Oh, wait until we are done drilling that asshole," Daddy said.

"Yes, Daddy," I said, as I crawled onto the bed.

Babygirl parted my legs and licked by asshole.

"Oh yes, eat my asshole," I moaned, as she swirled her tongue around my rosebud.

"Such a tasty shit hole," Babygirl said, which sounded so fucking nasty hot.

"Finger fuck that hole," Daddy ordered.

"Yes, Daddy," she said, as she looked up at me and winked before she moved a finger to my long-neglected back door.

"I want that asshole nice and gaped," he said.

"Yes, Daddy," she repeated, as she pushed a finger inside my asshole.

It burned a little, as I was used to being tipsy and having lube during anal play, but it also felt good. "Yes, Babygirl, finger my asshole."

She wiggled her finger inside my asshole, gaping from the inside out, before sliding a second finger in... I had never been fingered in the asshole and the way she did it felt so good.

"That feels so good," I moaned, as my next orgasm seemed to be building even as the last one hd just begun to dissipate.

She wiggled two fingers inside me before she began to finger fuck me.





"Oh fuck, yes, finger bang my white cunt," I moaned.

"Is her asshole ready for my cock?" Daddy asked.

"I think so, Daddy," she said, as she pulled her fingers out and looked at my gaping hole.



"Get on the floor on all fours, slut," Daddy ordered.

"Yes, Daddy," I moaned, quickly getting off the bed and onto all fours like a bitch in heat.

"What do you want, slut?" he asked, as Babygirl moved behind me.

"Your big black cock up my ass," I answered.

"You want to be my ass slut?"

"Yes, Daddy, I want to be your three-hole cum deposit," I replied, as the cock teased my anal entrance.

"Fuck her ass, Babygirl," he said. "Slowly."

"Yes, Daddy," she obeyed, sliding her cock in my ass.

"Yeeeeeeeeeeees," I moaned, as my ass was filled.



"You like that black cock in your ass, slut?" he asked.

"I fucking love it," I said, as Babygirl slowly fucked my ass.

"Such a tight asshole," he said.

"Such a big cock," I moaned back.

"I'm going to be fucking this asshole regularly," he promised.

"My asshole is always open for your big cock, Daddy," I moaned, at the moment saying things without thought of consequences.

"I'll keep you to that," he said.

After a couple of minutes of slow ass fucking, Daddy asked, "Ready to be ass fucked hard and bent like a pretzel?"

"Yes, Daddy, ream my asshole," I said, unsure what positions he had I mind.

"Do the backwards push up, Babygirl," he ordered.

"Yes, Daddy," she nodded as she instructed me to rest on my elbows and lift my ass up as high as I could.

It was a weird position and got weirder when Babygirl straddled me and slid the cock in my ass upside down.

"Ooooooooh," I moaned, this angle unlike anything I had ever experienced and stimulating me in a unique way.



"You like that, slut?" Daddy asked.

"So good," I moaned before adding belatedly, "Daddy."

"It is a position Babygirl loves," he said. "It finds a way to stimulate her ass and pussy at the same time."

"Yes," I agreed, suddenly realizing that was exactly what made it feel so unique.

It was a slow ass fuck, but so stimulating, so good.

After about a minute though, I suddenly couldn't handle the position anymore as I got a cramp and said, as I collapsed on the ground, "Sorry, cramp, cramp, cramp." I moved my leg up and down to get rid of it.

Babygirl laughed, "It's a tough position."

"It was amazing," I said, still moving my leg and actually standing up. "But I'm not twenty anymore."

"Who is?" she laughed.

"True enough," I laughed too.

"Let's stretch her out with the pull back fuck," Daddy said.

"Ohhhhh, you'll love this one," she said, pointing to the floor. "Lie back on your belly like earlier."

"Okay," I said, having loved the last position I was in when on my tummy.

Babygirl slid into my ass from behind, then once all in said, "Give me your hands."

It was awkward, but I did, and she grabbed both of my hands and pulled me back which made the cock somehow reach new depths inside me.



"Ooooooh, my," I said.

"Feel that cock deep in that asshole?" Daddy asked.

"So deep," I said, as she rested deep in me.

"Ready to really feel the power of black cock?" Daddy asked.

"Yes, Daddy, destroy my asshole," I said, learning that asshole sounded so much hotter than ass as I spoke it.

"Triple bucking, Babygirl," he ordered.

"Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck," I screamed, as she bucked her hips into me three times hard and deep.



"Like that, bitch?" Daddy asked.

"Love it," I replied, my body on fire again.

"Again," Daddy said.

"Fuuuuuuuuuck," I screamed again, as the three hard quick ass thrusts drove me wild... especially when I was completely at the whim of Babygirl... this being a wild submissive position.

"Again," Daddy said.

"Mother fucker," I screamed, the pleasure so intense.

"Again."

"Oh fuck, Daddy, I love your big black cock in my shit hole," I said, as my head was getting light in this wicked position.

"Finish her by returning the favour from behind," Daddy said.

"Yes, Daddy," she said, as she let go of my hands and I knelt up to get on my knees expecting now to finally just get ass fucked... hard.

"Ready to get ass fucked hard by my big black cock?" Daddy asked, as Babygirl again went behind me.

"Yes, Daddy, your white slut needs to be ass fucked by your big black cock sooooo bad," I said.

"Pound that asshole, Babygirl, pound it like I pound yours," he said.

"Yes, Daddy," she repeated, as she slammed the cock into my ass.

"Yes, Daddy, pound my asshole," I moaned, as Babygirl began to fuck me from behind.

"Harder, Babygirl," Daddy said. "I want to hear your body slam into hers."

"Yes, Daddy," she said, fucking me as hard as I imagine she could.

"Oh God, yes," I moaned, loving the hard backdoor reaming.

"Put your foot on her head," Daddy ordered. "Treat her like she treated you in this position."

"Yes, Daddy," she said, as I suddenly felt her foot on my head which was just as hot as when I had done it to her.

"Rub that dirty white cunt as she fucks your slut asshole," Daddy ordered.

"Yes, Daddy," I moaned, rubbing my very wet pussy as I got ass fucked.



"Harder," Daddy ordered.

"Yes, ream my asshole," I moaned, as I furiously rubbed myself... feeing another orgasm rising although I had never come from anal sex before... although I also hadn't been ass fucked while sober since college.



"Who owns that shit hole?" Daddy asked.

"You do, Daddy, you own my shithole," I moaned, frantically rubbing myself.

"And you'll let me fuck it whenever I want?" he asked.

"Yes, Daddy, plow my backdoor in my classroom at lunch, or in my garage when my husband is home," I said, both sounding so hot even though I knew both were actually terrible ideas.

"Come from getting ass fucked by black dick," he ordered, as I really got ass reamed and really was rubbing myself.

"I'm so close," I moaned, desperate to come and yet beginning to get frustrated that I could feel the orgasm so imminent and yet refusing to erupt.

"Now nigger lover," he ordered, knowing that word drove me wild in the heat of the moment, even though I would never utter the word at any other moment other than in the heat of lust.

"Fuuuuuck," I screamed, not from orgasm, but frustration.

"Fist fuck her to orgasm, Babygirl," Daddy ordered, realizing my frustration.

"Yes, Daddy," she said, pulling out, flipping me onto my back, spreading my legs and covering my mouth as she slid her entire fist in my cunt.



"Fuuuuck," I moaned into her hand, the fist inside me an intense new feeling.

"Look into my eyes," Babygirl said, as she began to fist fuck me.



I obeyed and felt my orgasm building at an accelerated pace as Daddy said, "Come for us, Jasmine, come for us and become our white submissive fuck toy."

And as her wrist filled my pussy it was too much and I closed my eyes again as yet another orgasm exploded inside me... somehow feeing as intense as the others. Usually each multiple orgasm was weaker and weaker and yet tonight every orgasm was a 12 on the Richter Scale (yes, I know it only goes to 10).



Daddy then said, "Get into a 69."

"Yes, Daddy," Babygirl eagerly obeyed, as I just rolled onto my side as my entire body seemed to have been usurped of all its energy.

"Eat my black pussy, Jasmine, fucking you has got me so wet," she said.

I generously did, loving the taste of her black pussy as we leisurely licked each other for a good ten minutes.



I just enoyed her heavenly nectar until she came all over my face.

I enoyed her tongue, but I suddely had to go pee.

"I have to pee," I said, hating to end this 69, but about to pee all over her face if I didn't.

"Pee on her," Daddy said, having not spoken the entire time we were in a 69. I actually thought he may have hung up.

"Daddy, no," she said, not really seeming to like the idea.

"I know you want my golden shower," I said, suddenly liking the idea of peeing on her.

"I don't know," she said tentatively.

Suddenly wanting to impress Daddy and regain my Mistress persona I said firmly. "Does a nigger slut ever disobey their Mistress?"

"No, Mistress Jasmine," she said.

"So tell me what you want," I ordered.

"I want you to piss all over my face," she said, lying on the floor.

I couldn't hold back much longer, no way I could make it to the bathroom so I stood above her face and instantly emptied my bladder all over her pretty face and open mouth.





"Thank you, Mistress," she said, once I was finished, as she sat up and licked my pussy again.

"You really are an insatiable pet," I smiled.

"I'll see you soon, Mrs. Walker," Daddy said before hanging up.

It was then as Babygirl cleaned up my pussy that I wondered if he understood that what we had done was role play or if he took any of my plethora of promises in the heat of the moment seriously.

"Want a quick shower before you go?" she asked.

"I'd better," I smiled. "I smell like a dirty slut."

"You are a dirty slut," she smiled, looking up at me.

"Takes one to know one," I smiled, pulling her up and kissing her passionately.

A lengthy shower... one last orgasm from her tongue in the shower and I headed home.

As I drove, my head spun with the cold harsh realities of my decisions.

I had opened Pandora's Box and although I was clear that I wasn't going to cheat on my husband with Daddy in person... his tone implied he didn't believe me.

I sighed... fuck... what had I got myself in to?




Best of Both Worlds: Classroom BBC

Summary: Jasmine finally gets the BBC she has long fantasized about.

Note 1: Thanks to the real TX and Babygirl for requesting this story and coming up with the idea.

Note 2: This is part four of a series (the next part is already written, for once). That said, this series will include BBC, anal, fisting, race play including the use of the 'N' word, and even golden showers.

Part 1: Best of Both Worlds: A Surprise introduces many Jasmine fantasies, and sets up the upcoming plots, as she unexpectedly bumps into a fan known as Babygirl, which leads to a wild night at a remote cabin with a submissive black woman.

Part 2: Best of Both Worlds: Black Slave where Jasmine explores her newfound dominant side as she fucks her new black submissive.

Part 3: Best of Both Worlds: Butt Pounding where Jasmine fucks Babygirl's ass, and then submissively gets her own ass pounded by Babygirl, as Babygirl's husband interrupts them by phone, and takes control of both women remotely.



I was driving home, replaying the events of this evening and all of my transgressions, when my phone rang... I'd left the phone in my car when I'd arrived at the remote cabin.

It was my husband, prompting guilt to swarm through me.

I clicked on my steering wheel to answer it, and greeted him cheerily (on the outside), with renewed guilt washing through me (on the inside), "Hi, honey."

"Thank God you're okay," he said, sounding very concerned.

"Why? What's wrong?" I asked, suddenly feeling concerned as well.

"You haven't been answering your phone," he said. "I've called you like ten times!"

"Oh my, I'm sorry," I said, trying to come up with a lie... something I'm terrible at. Yes, I've been concealing my erotica writer persona from everyone around me for a decade, but that isn't a lie, it's an omission. Easy peasy. This time I had to invent a lie out of thin air. Although suddenly I realized that I didn't. I just told him the complete truth. "I was visiting a new friend, and I left my phone behind in the car."

"Well, thank God you're okay," he said, sounding relieved.

"Yes I am, and I'm sorry for worrying you," I apologized, knowing I was actually sorry for so much more. No, I hadn't fucked another guy, but emotionally I had, and I was now wracked with guilt.

"No worries," he said, it never occurring to him that he might need to worry about my doing anything kinky, such as fucking another woman, and then getting ass fucked by her, while roleplaying I was being sodomised by her dominant black husband who was in fact... not fantasy... with us via speakerphone. "When will you be home?"

"About fifteen minutes," I said.

"We should both arrive around the same time then," he announced, surprising me, since he was supposed to be on a week-long work trip a couple provinces away.

My eyes went wide as I asked, pressing on the gas, "You're coming home?"

"Just for the night," he replied. "Or what's left of it."

"Great," I said with partial sincerity as I sped home, needing to get out of this sexy dress, which would be difficult to explain.

"I hope you're not too tired; I have a load that needs depositing," he said, always the flowery romantic.

I asked, like I always did when he said something indicating there'd be some fucking soon, "Mouth, pussy or ass?"

"We'll see," he laughed. "I haven't touched myself since I left, so I've saved up a massive load for you."

"Face it is, then," I offered, running a red light.

"That's always a decorative location," he said.

"It also keeps my skin looking perfect," I said, having long ago shared that theory with him.

"I'm always here to help," he laughed. "When I'm here, anyway."

"I have missed you," I said, which was true... ignoring tonight's lengthy transgression. Could I justify counting it as only a single transgression?

"I missed you more," he said, like he always did.

I responded the same way I always did as well, "I miss you the most-est."

"We'll see if that's true once I get home," he said.

"Oh, I'll show you," I teased, momentarily forgetting what I'd done tonight.

"I can't wait," he said. "See you soon."

"Love you," I said.

"Love you too," he said before hanging up.

I arrived home.

I hurried out of my dress... but kept the lingerie on, as all of you who've been paying attention know he loves me in nylon.

Not even two minutes later, I heard the front door open. I took a deep breath and called out, "I'm up here, baby."

He walked through the door and I immediately asked, "Why are you still wearing clothes?"

"Good question," he said, as he quickly got out of them. "You look hot, baby."

"Just for you," I smiled sexily.

Once he was naked and I was down to my garter belt and stockings, feeling horny and aggressive, perhaps a lingering effect from my surreal evening plus my guilt, I pushed him against a wall and kissed him.

We kissed passionately for a couple minutes, as I tried to kiss the guilt out of me. I then dropped to my knees, and took his hard cock into my mouth.

"Oh yes, I missed that mouth," he groaned.



I sucked on his cock for a couple minutes before he led me to the bed and fucked me for a good ten minutes.

I tried to focus on him, but recent memories of Babygirl fucking me and Daddy verbally dominating me kept intruding into my mind.

As he slammed into me, I didn't even realize I was saying it until the words were out of my mouth, "Yes, fuck your submissive slut with that big black cock, Da...." Fortunately, I caught myself before completing the word 'Daddy'.

He stopped deep inside me and asked, looking and sounding confused, "My big black cock?"



I grinned cheekily, covering myself pretty smoothly, "Can't a girl have a fantasy?"

"For big black cock?" he asked, still deep inside me.

"You have a thing for younger girls in nylons," I teased, his laptop full of porn not a secret between us, and not a problem. "Why can't I have some fantasies too?"

"First, you can have any younger girl in nylons that you want," he smiled, knowing about my sometimes lesbian past, and on occasion we had discussed having a threesome with a hot woman... although usually only when we were drunk, and only during throes of passion.

"You'd love to see me munching on some pussy, wouldn't you?" I asked, knowing how much that idea turned him on... actually it turned us both on... at least in fantasy.

"I plead the fifth," he joked.

"Yeah, yeah, yeah," I brushed his evasion off, as he still remained deep inside of me.

"And you want a big black cock?" he asked.

"Well, I wouldn't reject one if it was offered," I smiled playfully.

"Really," he said.

"Well, I've always been curious about it," I said.

"Any other dark, twisted fantasies I should know about?" he asked, as he pulled out and flipped me onto my side.

I was happy my slip of a moan hadn't created complete chaos, but instead was opening the door to some sly admissions. "Truthfully, there are too many of them to list."

"Really?" he asked, as he slid back into me.



"Hundreds. I'm home alone a lot you know," I pointed out, as his work often had him gone for days, or even weeks at a time.

"So one of them is to be a submissive slut for a big black cock?" he asked me again, as he resumed fucking me hard.

"Is that really bad?" I asked.

"Actually, it's kind of hot," he said, offering an opinion I wasn't expecting to hear.

I took his words, and decided to explore them, as I asked in the sexiest voice I could muster, "So you're saying you'd like to see your hot wife with a big black cock deep in her pussy?"

"I didn't say that, exactly," he laughed, as he began slamming into me.

"Ohhhhhh," I moaned. "But I can tell it turns you on, doesn't it? Your sexy bride, with ten inches of black dick slamming into her? How do you feel when you imagine that?"

"It is kind of hot," he agreed, before adding, "ten inches, hey?"

"Well in my mind as you know, the black cock size myth is a reality," I smiled, before adding, "although do I love your big cock, baby."

"My big white cock," he smiled.

"Yes baby, I love your big white cock," I moaned.

"Since you've brought up race, I've always wondered what it would be like to be with a black woman," he said, emphasising the word, and still fucking me hard.

"Really?" I said, my voice all sing-song surprised and playful... the possibilities of our future... maybe even our immediate future... suddenly looking very intriguing... knowing if he gave it a chance, he'd love Babygirl... for if he considered me submissive, he'd be in absolute awe of Babygirl's completely submissive nature.

"Yeah," he admitted. "There's just something about a black woman."

"And about a black man, too," I added.

"So, you'd really like some black cock," he said, processing this idea, as he pushed me onto my back and began really fucking me hard that way. (He'd already been fucking me really hard on my side during this conversation; not that I'm complaining.)

Deciding to advance this theme, figuring then I could pretend it was just roleplay if necessary, I admitted, "I'd do anything to have a big black cock pounding my pink pussy."

"Even while I watched?" he asked.

"Especially then! If you were into it, I'd love that, baby," I moaned, my orgasm rising, even after the plethora of climaxes that had coursed through me earlier, while I was with Babygirl.

"Slamming his big black cock deep in your cunt and ass?" he embellished.

"Oh yes, baby," I moaned, "there too!" imaging Daddy's dick in my ass. "I'd love a big black dick reaming my shithole." 'Shithole' being a word I'd never used with him before.

"Shithole?" he questioned, as he kept pounding me hard and deep.

"It's a nasty word, and thus it's a perfect one for me to use, since I'm a nasty slut for Big Black Cock," I moaned, bucking my ass back to take his cock deeper in my pussy.

"In this scenario, do I get a black slut?" he asked.

"Of course," I moaned before adding, "so long as afterwards, I get to eat your cum out of the slut's chocolate cunt."

"Fuck!" he groaned, that over the top visual clearly turning him on incredibly.



"Maybe we could do a foursome with a black couple," I added, sending out feelers for the possibility of an actual foursome with Daddy and Babygirl.

"Sounds amazing," he moaned, as he pulled out, ordered me to the floor, and readied himself to unload on me, following a rough face fuck... a one-two punch that I loved.

As his cock slammed deep into my mouth, I wondered whether I could take Daddy's cock this deep, and I wondered whether David was as serious as I was, or if this was just fantasy talk in the heat of the moment.





I deep throated his cock as he speculated, "Oh yeah my slutty bride, I bet you really could deep throat a ten-inch black cock."

I moaned on his cock in eager response to the visual, as I bobbed hungrily.

Once he was about to burst, he pulled out and pointed to the bed.

I quickly rose and sat on the edge of the bed, just in time for him to unload a massive load all over my face. He absolutely had been saving it up for me!



"Mmmmmm," I purred, as I rubbed his warm moisturising cream all over my face.

"So, you're up for some black cock, hey?" he asked, looking down at me.

"So, you're up for some black pussy, hey?" I countered, looking up at him.

"I clearly need to be home more often," he said.

"Especially if we're going to invite a swinging black couple over for a marathon foursome."

"Marathon foursome?" he asked, as I finished rubbing the cum into my facial pores.

"If we're going to have a foursome at all, it has to be epic," I insisted.

"You seem to have thought about this for a while," he said, as he sat down beside me.

"For years, off and on. You know I've always wanted to be double penetrated," I smiled.

"I've done that to you," he said, having fucked me in one hole while I had a toy in the other. He'd even done it both ways.

"Two real cocks would be way hotter," I said.

Especially if one was a black cock?" he asked as an open question.

"That certainly wouldn't hurt," I smiled.

"It might," he laughed, kissing me. "Especially if your theory about black cocks is correct."

"Touché," I laughed. "I need a shower."

"I'll join you."

Later on in bed as my husband snored away, my head was filled with a wild mixture of emotions.

Guilt and excitement... as I replayed my marathon encounter with Babygirl, and longed to do it again. There's nothing like your first time doing something: my first lesbian dominant experience and my first real life BBC (albeit with a fake black cock) submissive roleplaying experience. Today's encounter had changed me... there was no denying it, and there was no going back. 'Once you go black...' you know the saying. It's at least partly true. I wouldn't ever stop having sex with David, but neither would I ever again be able to resist having sex with black people for too long.

Confusion and hope... because of my David's reaction. I hadn't meant to let anything slip, but his interested reaction was quite the pleasant surprise. He'd always been pretty possessive of me, although when fucking we'd roleplayed quite a few scenarios... although it was just roleplaying, and this was the first time it had been racially driven.

In our roleplaying for instance, I'd been a cheerleader rewarding the star quarterback for winning the championship:



I'd been a nurse who nursed him back to health with a very unprofessional hands-on approach:



We often played MILF cowgirl, as that was how he had lost his virginity... to a woman in her forties in her barn, where he had worked during the summer before college (neither of us losing our virginity until after high school... a true story, and I'm not just saying that because this website only allows us to describe sex between legal-age adults).



Just like every man, he had a fantasy of fucking a maid:



We had a fun fantasy where I was a stripper... something I've always wanted to do... just once; I'm sure I'd hate doing it as an ongoing profession:



He also had a major crush on a local news reporter, so our most common roleplay during the last few months was my pretending to be said reporter. I had fun making up fake news stories... always sexual ones...



I wondered if our next roleplay would feature 'his' black cock....

With all that said, I was still stuck in a sexual no-man's-land, with no idea of what to do next.

Should I tell my husband what I did this evening? Or what I wanted to do next with Daddy and Babygirl? Or that if he gave me the green light for a foursome, I already had the perfect black couple lined up just waiting for that green light?

Or should I keep it a secret? It's one thing to talk about a sexual adventure in the heat of the moment; it's completely different to actually go out and do it.

I got out of bed to go pee, and I saw my phone flashing... it always went into silent mode after ten o'clock so I wouldn't be disturbed by any alerts.

I checked my phone and saw a text from my friend Rose. I didn't respond, figuring she could easily wait until tomorrow; she wouldn't expect me to reply before then anyway.

Curious, and knowing there just had to be an email from Daddy, I checked my silkstockingslover email. Wearing my 'prestigious smut writer' hat, I average between ten and thirty emails a day (occasionally more if a new incest story has been released... especially if it's a Mom and Son story).

I should have just returned to bed and ignored any new emails I might have, yet of course I was curious. I had to see if Daddy and Babygirl had sent me anything.

I had eighteen new emails. Nine feedback comments about stories, two requests for sequels, three responses to ongoing conversations, a commission inquiry, and three... yes, THREE... from Daddy.

I ignored all the others, they'd have to wait until I set aside the time to read and respond to them (I usually tried to do that three or four times a week, and tried to respond to all of them, since I truly appreciated the effort readers made to contact me... [Side note: if you like an author's work, leave them a comment or send them an email... all authors will love your feedback, as we crave the attention... why else would we bother to write, and to put ourselves out there to possibly attract slings and arrows, in addition to your potential praise, in the first place?] and I clicked on Daddy's first message.

Slut Jasmine,

I hope you enjoyed tonight as much as we did and we all three know you did. Here are some pictures of what I did to Babygirl when she got home, while we imagined she was you.










Seeing his huge cock made my mouth water... and I couldn't help but wonder whether I could possibly take that huge cock in my ass. (This time I just mean physically possible... never mind for now how David might feel about it.)

I clicked on the second message, and saw that it was a video. They sent me videos a few times a week (mostly lesbian, some BBC, the odd shemale and so forth, so this was nothing new... I had many similar kinks with them when it came to porn). The message with the video was: Best amateur video ever!

I should have gone to bed, but curious (I always find amateur videos so much hotter than most professional ones, because of their raw realness.) I pressed on the video.

And gasped!

It had been filmed tonight.

It starred me!

And Babygirl!

Oh, my fucking God!

It was definitely me... and Babygirl. Naked! Easily recognized faces and all! Having sex! We were... well, I'm sure you can remember what we did. Definitely not something I'd want the world to see and get back to me (or her) about.

Panicking, I clicked on the third message. Don't worry. We would never out you, and would never show this video to anyone but you, but also watch over and over for our own personal pleasure. But Babygirl thought you would like to see it. Have a good night... *we* both did.

Several rushes of relief at his reassurance coursed through me. I knew he was telling the truth. We three had built up lots of mutual trust during our online conversations, and in spite of any sexy name-calling we might indulge in, we greatly respected each other. That trust and trustworthiness was even demonstrated today, with Daddy respecting my boundaries, and coming up with an imaginative workaround that definitely worked for me.

I watched the first few minutes of the video... but I found that watching myself in action was weird... and awkward... and soon I felt completely exhausted... so I shut it off, plugged my phone in to recharge it, and went to bed... I did have to teach tomorrow morning, after all.

.....

The next morning, David, already dressed and showered, kissed me and said, "See you in a couple of days."

"Okay," I nodded after I'd kissed him back.

"Love you."

"Love you too."

He left, and I got dressed and drove to the gym for my usual 6:30am workout. I was an early riser, and I loved working out in the early mornings when it was relatively deserted there. (I had tried doing workouts after school, but by that time of day I was always hungry, it was always so crowded there, then life would get in the way, so I would seldom end up even making it to the gym. Early mornings were far better.)

I worked out for about twenty minutes, replaying my exciting activities yesterday. Meeting Babygirl, driving out to their cabin and fucking her, then being fucked by her while Daddy ordered us around, and finally my wild and hopefully liberating conversation with David, while he fucked me.

Everything about yesterday had been crazy.

Life-changingly crazy.

Fantasy-becoming-reality crazy.

But for good or ill, today was the aftermath... and I had no idea what to do next.

I looked up and saw Jane and Allie working out together... two pretty women I entertained the odd fantasy about. As I jogged on the treadmill, my mind went places all by itself, and I was suddenly participating in a kinky lesbian threesome with them.



I shook my head as I imagined us in a rather gymnastic Daisy Chain.

Snapping out of it, I finished my workout, quickly showered, and headed to my favourite café for my morning caffeine to get me through the day.

Standing in line, I saw a goth chick walking by, and my mind once again wandered.



God, even after my surfeit of it yesterday, I was craving pussy again. I fantasised getting behind her in line... sort of.



I grabbed my coffee, knowing today would be a long day... my hormones were going like a teenage boy's, as last night had sparked a fire inside me that was now a burning inferno down there.

Every cute girl I saw, and every handsome guy, had my libido tingling, and my head spinning with naughty fantasies.

Latte in hand, I walked back to my car and saw a priest strolling through the park across the street.



God, he was hot.

I watched him walking, and imagined myself praying for his cock. Not on behalf of his cock mind you... well, you know what I mean.



Shit, I was definitely going to hell. Or at least someplace fiery.

I got into my car and drove to school. At a red light, I glanced at a black man walking by in a suit (there is just something about a man in a suit), and again my devious mind wandered.



I imagined he had a huge black cock. (He probably really did.)

I imagined sucking it like it was my last meal.

I imagined taking his massive load all over my face.



I often had fantasies during the day... but nothing like this morning's collection.

Every single woman... every single man... was a potential pussy to lick, a cock to suck, or a dick to fuck.

Meeting Babygirl in real life had opened the door to a side of me I'd managed to control reasonably well through setting my fantasies down on (virtual) paper... but now that some of those fantasies had become reality, with maybe more to come soon, I was a mess.

I arrived at school and was greeted by Pamela, our black principal (yes, I'd idly considered offering to be her submissive pet on many occasions), and my mind wandered to servicing her on the boardroom table.



The morning didn't get much better.

My first class was quiet; I just gave the class a test on Death of a Salesman (A play that becomes more and more significant the older you get), when I looked over at Jamie, the rich preppy bitch who had bullied my daughter when she was younger, and I imagined her spreading her legs and ordering me to eat her pussy, and in return, she'd allow me to give her an A for the class. Win-win, right?



As second period began, my attention was captured by our exchange student from The Congo (which consists of two neighbouring equatorial countries: The Democratic Republic of the Congo, and simply The Republic of the Congo). On average these countries boast the world's largest cocks... 7.1 inches... look it up; and in case you're curious, North Korea has the smallest average penis size at 3.8"; and if you're really curious, the average cock size globally is 5.5").

I imagined this student coming up to me and offering to prove by example that the Congolese did indeed have the biggest and most satisfying cocks.



Then showing me he knew very well how to use this massive cock by giving me backshots, kneeling on the classroom floor.



I made it through the period with a very wet pussy, knowing that at lunchtime I'd be rubbing myself off in the staff bathroom, hoping it would help me to start thinking straight... and even if nothing else, it would quell some of the burning fires of lust inside me.

I wasn't sure how I'd be able to look LaCresha in the eyes today, recalling the scandalously unprofessional things I'd done with her mother yesterday. I wondered whether the subject had arisen at their home last night about her Mom coming down and confronting her racist white teacher (me, according to LaCresha), and if so, what Babygirl had told her.

The last period before lunch was my advanced English class, which was full of adorable nerds... kids who reminded me of myself when I was in high school. Usually for my inner entertainment I imagined myself being their pet... but today I imagined turning them into my pets... using them all for my pleasure... exploring my newfound dominant side.







I had never been so happy to hear the lunch bell ring. I waited for the kids to leave the classroom, and I was about to rush out the door as well, to my assignation with myself in a restroom stall... couldn't wait... when I heard the door closing (which was normal, as it didn't stay open on its own), and then I felt a hand reaching around me from behind, going directly to my pussy.



I froze in shock.

I didn't have to turn around to know whose hand that was.

It had to be Daddy's!

Daddy was in my classroom, and he was immediately taking liberties!

Oh my God!

My pussy immediately caught on fire!

We mustn't do anything yet! I thought to myself, suddenly completely overwhelmed, as fantasy was becoming reality in the most surreal way ever. But I can't do this here... now. I can't cheat on David. If I can resist... David was so receptive to the idea of all four of us getting together, at least in theory, so if I can resist just a little longer, maybe we can make it happen as two couples... I think... no secrecy... I can't...Oh God... and David with Babydoll... ooooooh... and then Daddy and I... can... we can wait... wait... I'm at work, too... can't allow this here... Oh God, why is he here now? "Oooooooh," I moaned, his fingers getting my mind and body all disheveled, and totally unable to make any logical decisions.

My body was betraying me already, with my conscious mind... what there was of it... in full support of my complete capitulation to this compelling black man. I let out a moan again, while his fingers slowly rubbed my pussy directly, since I wasn't wearing any panties (my version of Casual Friday, or ofttimes Casual Any Other Day).

I turned around and asked, seeing Daddy face to face for the first time ever, "Daddy, please... must I?"

He didn't say a word.

He simply placed his big, strong hands on my shoulders, as I added, my mind a foggy cloud, "Right here and now?"

Yet even as I spoke, both my mind and my body betraying me, I allowed his firm hands to guide me down to the floor, unable to do anything but obey this masterful man... this black man, who knew exactly what kind of slut I was behind my façade of an educator.

I had written this scene many times in various stories... yet it was an entirely different level to feel it happening. The good news was that my writing had described it pretty accurately.



I felt completely helpless.

My mind went blank.

I was completely unable to think for myself.

I felt the overpowering need just to let go, and to be lowered to the floor like a leaf falling from a tree.

Balanced on one knee, I looked up at him, in a completely submissive daze.



Somewhere I knew this was wrong.

Somewhere I knew I was married.

Somewhere I knew I was in my classroom at a public school, where hundreds of kids were thronging through the hallway just on the other side of my door, and where there were ethical standards for the staff that were enforced with serious consequences.

At least I had the presence of mind to ask, desperately worried, "Did you lock the door? Securely?" And that was the full extent to which I could exercise any independent thought.

He nodded in the affirmative and I sighed in great relief, now happily oblivious, at least temporarily, to any other concerns. I willingly moved onto both knees... the required position of a submissive. A position that illustrated the hierarchy of our encounter.

Somewhere I still knew doing this was wrong, but those thoughts were far from conscious by now; I was completely subject to his will... just like I'd told him last night I'd be ... just like I'd always imagined I'd be if a living BBC was ever offered to me... those recurring, compelling fantasies often manifesting in this very room.

Once I was eye level with his crotch, he pointed to his BBC... not saying a single word ever since he'd materialised (at least so it seemed) in my classroom.



As I stared, speechless and momentarily paralyzed with indecision and awe because he'd yet to give me any commands, he quickly climbed out of his shorts... he wasn't wearing any underwear, of course... and I was suddenly staring at the BBC I had dreamed about for years... fantasized about for years... and the specific one I had desired for the past several months!



It was so fucking big!

Beautiful!

A masterpiece of a cock!

I knew then... even though in my subconscious I'd already known the moment I spoke with him on the phone... that I would do whatever I could do pleasure this...

BIG...

BLACK...

COCK!

He snapped his fingers... still not saying a solitary word... which only made this surreal encounter feel more taboo, yet compelling.

I'd like to say I protested, or at the very least hesitated... but alas I did neither. Instead, I immediately reached for his cock and began to stroke it... but only for a few seconds, before I desperately needed to have it in my mouth.

I had to feel that hard, chocolate rod.

To taste it in my mouth.

Stretching my lips.

I leaned forward and took it into my mouth. Unlike any other man I'd ever invited to put their dick in there, he didn't moan. He didn't even grunt. He made no sound at all, except for his quiet, regular breathing.

I began slowly bobbing, entranced by his dick, and wanting to serve as the perfect little white cock sucker for this perfect large black man... the BBC I had dreamt about for years, and had become obsessed with, ever since he'd sent me a few pictures a while ago... before we'd ever imagined actually meeting each other face to face... or in this case, face to cock.

Big... black... hypnotic... tantalizing... delicious... cock.



After a couple minutes, gradually advancing my abilities until I was taking over two-thirds of his majestic black cock in my mouth, I felt him move his hands to my head, as he assumed more precise control of me.

I expected him finally to speak.

To call me a slut or a whore, or something.

To order me to deep throat his massive member.

But all he did... was begin slowly to fuck my face.

To maintain my balance as he took control of the blow job, I wrapped my hands around his naked ass.



Unlike the lengthy positions and activities Babygirl and I had explored during our more than three-hour marathon last night, today time was of the essence. My lunch hour was 53 minutes long (I know, who the fuck is given a 53-minute lunch hour?) and even less time before the first bell rang and students would begin straggling through my door. Or today if I wasn't proactive, they'd begin trying my door, and questioning why it was locked in the middle of the day. Daddy seemed to be aware and to understand this.

So after a couple dozen slow strokes, he didn't face fuck me roughly like I'd imagined he would, but instead he pulled out, lifted me up like I was a feather (God, I loved a man with that kind of strength, especially one who knew what he wanted while he took control of me), and he lifted up one of my legs so he could slide his cock inside my soaking wet pussy, in one impressively smooth motion.



"Oh, God," I moaned, as his cock filled me.

He pumped my otherwise unsupported body up and down on his cock, which was an action I'd never experienced, and one that instantly stimulated me unlike any other position I'd ever experienced (and I'd experienced a lot of them).

"Oh, God," I moaned again, as my orgasm was rising quickly... this cock being so much better than the fingers I'd been planning on using down the hall to quell the fire inside me.

He only fucked me in this position for a dozen strokes or so before he held me in place, his cock deep inside me, and carried me to my chalkboard, as effortlessly as if I weighed as much as that same feather. Each step stimulated intense pleasure inside me, as his cock jerked around like he was a pirate plundering his treasure, which I guess I was. "Oh my God," I repeated, those apparently the only words I was capable of saying at this juncture. (Because of what was happening inside my juncture.)

Once we were next to the chalkboard he resumed fucking me, and I wrapped my legs around him for even better penetration.



This position once again lasted for only a minute if that, just long enough to continue building the orgasm dying to explode inside me, but not enough to get me off.



He lowered me off of his big cock and down to the floor, spun me around still wordlessly, almost completely soundlessly, and he bent me over and slid his cock back into my inferno.

"Oh yes, please fuck me, Daddy," I moaned helplessly, as he slammed his cock deep inside me over and over.

After a few more strokes I added, "I love your big black cock, Daddy! It feels so good in my little pink pussy!"



Still no verbal response, although at long last, a couple grunts of pleasure escaped his lips.

Two or three dozen strokes more, as once again my orgasm was getting close, he frustratingly pulled out yet again(!), teasing my pussy and my need to come relentlessly. He spun me around again to face him, picked me up again, carried me to my desk and set me down on it.

He spread my legs, bent down, and licked my pussy.

"Oh yes, Daddy, eat my pussy like Babygirl did for us last night," I moaned.

In addition to having a great big cock, he had a nice wide tongue, and he knew how to eat a pussy.

He licked.

He probed.



He sucked my clit between his lips.

Again, I was so fucking close to coming... actually trembling slightly... as I moaned, "Yes, Daddy, you eat my white cunt so well!"

He stood up and delayed my orgasm again... playing my impending climax as if it was his yoyo of lust.

He pointed to his dick, still declining to speak, which made him appear so mysterious and hot, and I told him, just before I devoured that chocolate dick again, "Fuck, do I love your cock, Daddy."



I bobbed like a well-trained porn star, sucking his cock with reckless hunger, taking as much of it as I could without gagging, and as quickly as I could, since I retained enough awareness to know time was of the essence.



After another minute of yummy cock sucking, he pulled out, and pointed to the end of my desk.

I got off of my desk and willingly bent over it right where he'd pointed, praying he was going to fuck me again... to orgasm this time... I'd never needed to come so badly in my life! I told him as much with my begging as he moved behind me, "Please make your dumb white slut come, Master Daddy."

He slid back into my cunt and this time, after so many fits and starts, he really pounded me.

"Oooooooh, yes, Daddy," I moaned, trying to control my volume, something I was well practiced at, since I never wanted my daughter to hear me while I was coming, or being sodomized when she was home. "Fuck, do I love your big, black cock!"



A couple dozen deep hard strokes more, and I was finally coming, biting on my lips as I did, controlling the screaming I desperately wanted to release, "Yes, Daddy," I moaned as I came, trembling uncontrollably.

He kept fucking me throughout my orgasm, and when he pulled out I spun around, lowered myself to my knees as he hopped onto my desk, and I gushed, "This is the most amazing cock I've ever felt or seen!"



"I'm going to suck this big cock until you come all over your cheap slut's face," I promised.



I deep throated his long cock and gagged on it, but I nevertheless held myself in place for as long as I could... saliva dripping off of my lips as I finally backed off of his glorious dick.



I bobbed.



I took it all in my mouth... getting a major rush from doing so.



Eventually he pushed my head back, and erupted a massive load all over my face.

As soon as he was finished shooting, I took his cock back into my mouth, wanting to milk out every last drop of his creamy cum.





I sat back up and looked up at him worshipfully, as his cum dripped down my entire face and off of my chin.



He stood up, grabbed his shorts, put them on, and silently headed towards the door.

Realizing I had cum all over my face, and he was about to open the door to a crowded hallway, I hurried to my desk, reached into my purse and used a large handful of wipes to get the cum off of my face.

He casually strolled out. He hadn't said a single word the entire time he'd been here.

As soon as he was gone, my trancelike state wafted away quickly, as I had immediacies to attend to.

I hurried to my purse for some wipes to get all the cum off my face, looked into my compact mirror to make sure, and collapsed into my chair, feeling wetness gushing out of me. I grabbed another wipe, and held it against my pussy trying to calm it down, just as a student entered the classroom.

She sat down in her seat as I desperately tried to look casual and to cool myself down.

Fuck... that entire experience had been amazing! What a man!

But fuck... what had I just done?

Fuck... my awareness of consequences came flooding in!

Fuck!

Fuck!

Fuck!

I had just given into... unconditionally surrendered to... pure lust.

I had totally succumbed to my carnal desires.

I had finally made one of my greatest fantasies come true.

And... I had indisputably cheated on my husband. And unlike yesterday, this time I had no defense at all, except perhaps temporary insanity, which was a card I refused to play. Babygirl had been nowhere around this time, and Daddy most certainly had been, while he fucked me bareback and I offered absolutely no objection... none! At least David didn't have a black cock, but that was a woefully thin excuse. Would David agree if I told him Daddy had a black and larger cock than his, so no harm, no foul? Pitiful.

Reaching... yes, I know I was reaching, and desperately.

My only hope now... was to get him to fuck Babygirl before he found out about today. I was pretty sure both parties would be more than willing, so perhaps it was just a matter of logistics; I'd have to see what I could arrange, and quickly.




Best of Both Worlds: DPed by BBC

Note 1: Thanks to the real TX and Babygirl for requesting this story, and for coming up with the idea.

Note 2: This is part five of a series (the next part is already written, for once). That said, this series will include BBC, anal, fisting, race play including the use of the 'N' word, and even golden showers.

Part 1: Best of Both Worlds: A Surprise reveals many of Jasmine's fantasies, and sets up the upcoming plots, as she unexpectedly bumps into a fan, which leads to a wild night at a remote cabin with a submissive black woman.

Part 2: Best of Both Worlds: Black Slave where Jasmine explores her newfound dominant side as she fucks her new black submissive.

Part 3: Best of Both Worlds: Butt Pounding where Jasmine fucks Babygirl's ass, and then submissively gets her own ass pounded by Babygirl, as Babygirl's husband interrupts them by phone and takes control of both women remotely.

Part 4: Best of Both Worlds: Classroom BBC where Jasmine floats the idea of a foursome with a black couple to her husband, unveiling intriguing possibilities. She is then shocked (but not surprised, for he'd told her he would) when Daddy shows up in her classroom at lunchtime, locks the door, and uses her as the white slut she is.



Following immediately after Daddy leaves, and I cleaned the cum off my face and inserted a tampon to prevent myself from leaking everywhere during my afternoon classes:

Immediately after Daddy left, I cleaned the cum off my face and inserted a tampon inside me, to stop myself from leaking everywhere during my afternoon classes.

A couple minutes later, LaCresha (Daddy and Babygirl's daughter) sauntered in and smirked at me, causing instant anxiety to surge through me.

Why was she smirking?

What did she know about what had just happened?

Fuck!

Fuck!

Fuck!

"So did Daddy give it to you?" she asked.

"P-p-pardon?" I stammered, terrified.

"I just talked to him in the hallway," she said. "And he told me he took care of you."

"That he took care of me?" I asked, those words having many possible ways to interpret them. He had indeed taken care of me in no uncertain terms... and yet I prayed that what she thought he meant was that he'd taken care of his daughter's concerns. I tried to appear calm as I said, "We did appear to think eye to eye."

"I'm sure that's what he said," she replied, still not really giving me a clear indication of what she knew, or thought she knew.

I sighed and said, "Nothing has changed between you and me, LaCresha. I still won't allow you to bully the other girls, although that's my only complaint against you."

"Okay," she nodded, still giving me nothing, although now appearing a little less smug. Oher students entered, and the class proceeded as normally as possible.

The day ended, and once I was alone in my classroom again, I pulled out the tampon, discarded it, and checked my phone, which I always put on mute during my teaching day. Usually I checked it at lunchtime, but today I'd been rather preoccupied while getting royally fucked.

I couldn't believe I'd sucked dick and gotten fucked instead of eating lunch.

I couldn't believe I'd cheated on my husband without any hesitation.

There were a couple of texts from my mother, one from one of my sisters, and two from David. I checked his; the first one asked how my day had gone, and the second was an image. I clicked on it, and saw a big black dildo with the question: Should I buy this for you?

That text was from ten minutes ago.

I texted back, feeling naughty, and yet feeling a slight rush at the possibility that I could make this all work: I'd prefer the real thing, but it will do for the time being.

He responded a few seconds later: Do you know anyone?

My eyes went wide.

Was he serious?

Could it be that simple?



I replied: Maybe?

He texted back: You're getting DP'd by a big black cock very soon.

I was giddy with the possibility. Maybe, just maybe, I could have my chocolate cake and eat it too (although that really is a dumb saying, when you think about it).

I texted back: I hope you mean with a real black cock.

He responded back: If you can find one.

I still assumed he was just playing along instead of being serious, but I was already formulating a plan to get the four of us together to see where it led.

I replied: I'm on the hunt.

He texted back: Bought it. I'll call you tonight. (He was still travelling for work.)

I texted back: Sounds great. Love you.

He responded: Love you too.

With endless possibilities and hope appearing before me, I decided to check my author emails on my phone before I left for home.

I had five new messages, including one from Daddy. I ignored the others for now, and clicked on the one from Daddy.

Hi my sexy slut,

I hope you enjoyed your lunch treat. I didn't get to finish you off with a cream pie, since I was concerned my cum would be leaking down your legs while you tried to teach, recalling my big black cock pounding that sweet pink pussy.

I hope you are free tomorrow night, as Babygirl wants to have you over for a special treat.

DADDY

Mixed emotions once again coursed inside me.

The idea of seeing Babygirl again excited me.

The idea of having his cock again was extremely tempting.

The idea of his cream pie was equally tempting, even though I wasn't fixed... David had gotten snipped after our first and only child, and a variety of health complications that had convinced us there shouldn't be a second child (although I wasn't certain I even wanted a second one in any case)... at my age, and given my past health issues, having another pregnancy would be very high risk.

The idea of cheating on my husband again was also not appealing. I wasn't proud of myself or of the weakness inside me, since I hadn't really put up any resistance at all when Daddy's big, strong, black hands had guided me down to my knees... although I was thrilled to realize that the descriptions I'd written many times about that exact same scenario had been very, very accurate.

I shook my head at my twisted thoughts, before I headed home to make dinner for myself and my daughter.

That night I had a pleasant dinner with my daughter, then I did a little grading, and I began writing a new series: this Best of Both Worlds series, that I thought my readers might enjoy: the true story of my finally finding the BBC I'd been craving since my very first story was released. That one had been entitled A Perfect Fall (ironically, a story about a sweet, innocent wife and daughter being drawn into black pussy and black cock by her new seductive black neighbour).

I also replied to over twenty emails, and to Daddy.

Daddy,

I can't believe I let you do that to me.

I can't believe you did that to me.

That said, I don't think I should come over tomorrow, as this situation has already gotten way out of hand.

Jasmine

PS: Nevertheless, I have begun writing a story based on my encounters with you and Babygirl.

I clicked Send, and instantly realized how my PS had really weakened my other statement that going forward with this relationship wasn't a good idea.

The other mistakes I made that evening were to continue writing the story of yesterday's first encounters with Babygirl, and I decided to make the story into a series. For if I stopped playing with this couple now, it would be a rather short series.

I was a good 2000 words into it, when I saw another email from Daddy.

Slut Jasmine,

We are flattered you are turning our encounters into a story, this knowledge has Babygirl sucking my dick and getting it ready for some rough backshots.

How about making it an illustrated story?

And we all three know you want to taste Babygirl's pussy again, to have my cock again, and to experience the DP you've always dreamed about, so my summons for tomorrow night is still in effect.

Daddy

Did I want to taste Babygirl's pussy again? Mmmmmm, my own pussy tingled as I recalled her beautiful pink pussy surrounded by her dark chocolate skin... an exquisite presentation, and a wonderful tasting dessert.

And Daddy's cock... fuck, our brief encounter had been so intense, although way too short, and I could still visualize his cock completely, it was so perfectly etched in my brain, likely forever.

And a DP... fuck! It was definitely on my fuck-it list.

And an illustrated story? Hmmm. I hadn't done many of those in quite some time. Only one in 2020, a Jasmine Fantasies story, and before that, the Catching Mommy alternate point of view illustrated back in 2018. And then there were the three Hedonism Island stories in late 2019 and two in 2020 (with more on the way), but although I'd written the plot for those ones, they were pretty much an artistic tour de force by my British friend Alison Hale. Truth is, illustrated stories take way longer to write, and they often end up focusing too much on the pics instead of the story.

Yet... creating hot images of Daddy, Babygirl and me interacting sexually was a way cool idea.

So I spent an hour playing around with my illustrating software, realizing I hadn't updated it in quite some time. So I ended up searching for more poses, models and locations. The program is good, but it's lacking in male models... especially anything other than white male models.

I responded to Daddy.

Daddy,

Exploring your illustration idea.

I didn't respond to anything else he'd told me, as he already knew the truth anyway, and I was desperately trying to resist the temptation he and Babygirl were consistently offering me even whenever they weren't in touch... a temptation that as I wrote, and as I played with the program, while in both cases picturing us playing together, became more and more enticing, while I got hornier and hornier... damn female hormones!

Then, just after I'd found a perfect model for Babygirl... a younger version of her called Paula, and I based myself (a little overly flattering) on the real-life Eliza Dushku (although she does slightly resemble me), my husband called.

"Naked?" he asked as soon as I answered.

"Well yes, except for my nylons, of course," I responded. My daughter always made a practice of spending the evening in her bedroom, perhaps doing sexual things, perhaps not, since I didn't feel the need to monitor her activities, given how twisted my imagination ran, so I felt free to strip down once I was ensconced in my own bedroom, with or without David present.

"Wanna play?"

"With you? Always."

"Tonight you're a college cheerleader, and your boyfriend owes money to a black bookie," he dictated.

"You and your cheerleaders," I joked, having three different cheerleader outfits in my roleplaying collection.

"You and your big black cock," he countered.

"Touché!" I laughed, feeing a little guilty, but also a lot liberated at having told him this fantasy... although not that I'd already fulfilled it... and only several hours ago.

"So doll face, your spendthrift boyfriend owes me a lot of money," he said, jumping straight into roleplay mode, as I imagined his voice being Daddy in the room with me.

"Is there anything I can do about that?" I asked in a sweet, innocent voice.

"What are you willing to do?"

"Anything," I said. "Just please don't hurt him. He's playing in a big game tomorrow."

"Well, you do have something I like."

"What's that?" I asked, still playing dumb and innocent.

"Your three holes," he said bluntly.

"I beg your pardon?" I asked, feigning shock.

"You heard me," he said. "All you white sluts want my black cock anyway. And you won't even have to feel guilty about getting it, since you'll be doing it for your deadbeat man."

"But I couldn't, I just couldn't!" I protested, as I pretended to watch him unbutton his pants.

"You could..." he said, guiding me down to my knees, "...and you will. Now get on your knees."

"Oh my God!" I gasped, "Your black cock is so big!"

"Most black cock is," he said, which sounded weird coming from my husband, but I imagined his voice being deeper, just like Daddy's.

"Mmmmm," I purred, immediately convinced to letting him do whatever he wanted with me. "Are you going to face fuck me with that big black snake, or what?"

"Think you can handle it all?"

"Only one way to find out," I said, as I imagined I was taking Daddy's big cock into my mouth again.

I imagined his hands on my pigtails as I braced myself on my hands, as he slid his cock in and out of my mouth.



"That's it, my sexy slut," he said. "Take my big black cock."

"Mmmmmmm," I moaned, as I imagined taking the entire delicious cock deep inside my mouth, as his balls bounced repeatedly off my chin like it was a bongo drum.



"Such a big cock," I moaned.

"Bigger than your boyfriend's?" he asked.

"Way bigger," I said.

"Want it in that white cunt of yours?" he asked.

"Yes, baby," I said, in real life reaching for my vibrator, deciding to make this roleplay feel as authentic as I possibly could.

"You sure you can take this big black cock?" he asked.

"Yes, or I'll die trying," I replied, sounding pretty corny, as I moved the vibrator to my pussy.

"You're such a slut for black cock, aren't you," he said, as I couldn't help but smirk at the actual truth of that statement.

"Just slide that big black cock deep into my pink pussy, baby," I moaned, the vibrator teasing that same pussy.

"Take it all, my white slut," my husband roleplayed, as I slid the (unfortunately blue) vibrator inside my pussy (I needed to get a black one, asap).

"Ooooooooh," I moaned, imagining Daddy's big cock sliding inside me again.



"Give it to me, Baby," I moaned. "Shove that huge black cock all the way into my pussy."

"Oh yes, that pussy is so wet and tight," he groaned, I imagined he was playing with himself as well... or maybe with the fleshlight he owned, that he didn't know I knew about.

"I love your big cock, baby," I moaned, as I pumped the vibe in and out of me... recalling Daddy's huge black cock being in there this afternoon.

"Ride me, baby," he ordered, a minute later. "Show me how much you want my black cock."

"I'll do anything for this big black cock," I moaned, something that after this afternoon appeared to be so true... God, was I weak.

"Drop that pussy right on top of my cock," he ordered, as I imagined myself doing just that.





I imagined bouncing on that cock, like he was my personal jungle gym.

"Grind and fuck my black cock, slut," he ordered, as I gazed down at him with awe and obsession.



"Yes, Daddy," I moaned, my pussy on fire.

"Daddy?" David asked, and I silently cursed myself, not realizing I'd let that word escape my lips.

"Not Daddy as in my Dad," I clarified, as the idea of doing him didn't remotely excite me (yes, I'd written a lot of incest stories, and I was indeed intrigued with the idea of exploring some same sex play with my two sisters, and recently with my recently come of age niece as well, but my Dad definitely wasn't in my sexual universe at all... hadn't been since I was five... even though back then I hadn't been sexual at all... but I had had romantic thoughts about some people). "But Daddy as in dominate me, Daddy."

"Okay," he said, still sounding either a little unsure or a little confused.

"Just go with it, Baby," I purred.

"Okay, you little slut," he agreed. "Fuck yourself on Daddy's big black cock."

"Oh yes, Daddy," I moaned, closing my eyes and imagining doing just that, and knowing it would drive me wild again.



"You look so hot riding Daddy's black cock," he moaned, seemingly as turned on by this interracial role play as I was.

"You love watching my boyfriend's dirty slut riding this big black cock, don't you?" I asked.

"Fucking love it," he moaned.

"Oh fuck," I whimpered, as my orgasm was rising.

"Get on all fours and bounce back on Daddy's dick," he ordered.

"Oh yes, Daddy," I moaned, imagining being on all fours, taking that delicious dick.

"Will you ever want white dick again?" he asked.

"Never, Daddy," I moaned, changing the familiar saying to, 'Once you go black, you'll never want a tiny little white cock again.'

"Not even your boyfriend's?" he asked.

"I'll fuck him if he wants, but that doesn't mean he'll be able to get me off like you do, Daddy," I moaned.



"You can fuck his tiny white dick, but only when I'm not around," he allowed, as I imagined our doing a couple of other kinky positions.







"Want my big cock in that white ass of yours?" he asked.

"God, yes," I moaned.

"Let me eat that asshole first," he said.

'Oh yes please, eat my asshole," I moaned, the idea nasty hot.



"Ready for Daddy's dick in your back door?" he asked, as I slowly fucked myself with the vibe, trying not to come yet... holding back for as long as I could... this roleplay driving me wild.

"Oh yes, Baby," I moaned. "Slam that big black dick in my shit hole!" wondering if I could take Daddy's real dick inside my backdoor.

"Ride it, slut," he ordered.



"Yes, Daddy," I obeyed, imagining lowering myself onto his black shaft, as I furiously pumped my vibe in my wet, wet pussy.





"Get ready for my load all over that pink pussy of yours," he said, as it was obvious he was about to burst.

"Yes Daddy, come all over my cunt," I begged, furiously fucking myself with my vibe, and trying to time my orgasm to his.

"On all fours, slut," he ordered.

I imagined obeying that order, and spreading my legs wide to open my pussy for his big load. "Yes, Daddy."

"Oh yes, fuck, here it comes," he grunted.

"Yes!" I screamed as I erupted just as he did, imagining receiving a cream pie from Daddy's big dick.





At my advanced age of mid-forties, I'm not sure I could still actually get into that position... or a couple of others in this fantasy, but hey, it's a fantasy.

"Was that good for you?" David asked after a minute of recovery.

"It was," I agreed. "You?"

"It was strangely hot as fuck," he admitted.

"Did you imagine watching me getting fucked by a big black cock?" I asked.

"I plead the Fifth."

"We're in Canada, so that isn't even a thing," I pointed out.

"Nevertheless, I refuse to answer that question, as it may incriminate me, and thus I might end up getting less nookie," he insisted.

"Then I'll take that as a yes," I said. "And since I'm feeling generous, you can have my nookie anyway."

"Fine," he sighed.

"You did imagine me with a big black dick in all three of my holes, didn't you?"

"I can't believe I did, but I really did," he admitted.

"Next playtime, I'll be a hot chocolate submissive slut for your white dick," I said.

"Mmmmmmmm," he said.

Deciding to push the envelope even further, I added, "Or perhaps I can find you a real black submissive slut to be your sex slave and eat my pussy."

"Fuck," he groaned, that scenario obviously turning him on.

"I'll take that as 'Jasmine, do that ASAP,'" I teased.

"Yes please," he laughed, although inwardly I decided to take his responses as a sign to try and make it happen... soon... very, very soon... as in this weekend, once he'd returned.

"Sir, you may consider me on the hunt for your black cunt," I said.

"You're so amazing, sexy and slutty," he laughed.

"And you love me for it."



"I do."

"For better or worse?" I asked, thinking of my doing the worst thing I'd ever done, earlier today.

"Of course."

"I love you."

"I love you, too."

We chatted for a few minutes about normal shit, including that he'd be arriving home around five o'clock Saturday afternoon.

After I hung up, I went right to bed... as I was completely exhausted.

.....

Next morning I checked my email, and saw another one from Daddy.

Of course I read it immediately.

Slut Jasmine

Happy you are considering illustrating the story. I'm sure it will be hot as fuck.

The next chapter can be about your first DP... which is happening tonight. The address is below and we expect you there at 7 o'clock.

This is an order from your Daddy (and you know that in this case Daddy means Master).

This isn't negotiable.

PS: In case you are worried, you likely know that the cheerleaders, including our daughter, are heading out tonight on a road trip for the big playoff game.

See you tonight.

Daddy

Instantly my pussy was awake.

Fuck!

He knew exactly how to make me wet.

And weak.

I didn't send a response, knowing I couldn't say yes, but also that I couldn't say no.

I showered. I went to work. It was an uneventful day, which was a relief and yet a little disappointing, which made me shake my head at my own lust and weakness.

When I checked my email once I got home from work, there were a few pics from Daddy that had been sent throughout the afternoon, beginning promptly at noon.

7 HOURS TO GO:

It was a picture of Daddy's big cock, with the line 7 hours to go.



WHAT A BEAUTIFUL COCK!

MOUTH WATERING!

PUSSY STRETCHING!.

ORGAMS INDUCING!

Then:

5 HOURS TO GO

A closeup of Babygirl's delicious pussy.



OH MY GOD, THAT'S THE MOST APPETIZING PUSSY I'VE EVER SEEN!

3 HOURS TO GO

Daddy's dick in Babygirl's ass.



FUCK, I WANTED THAT DICK IN MY ASS!

Fuck!

Fuck!

Fuck!

Again, I didn't respond. I couldn't tell him what I shouldn't, and I couldn't tell him what I should.

I made myself dinner, trying to ignore the growing lust inside me.

Of course I was on my phone a little after five, to see another email had arrived.

TWO HOURS MORE: HUNGRY?



It was a picture of Babygirl, with a ton of cum on the sole of her left stocking.



GOD, I WANTED TO EAT ALL THAT CUM!

I WANTED TO SUCK DADDY'S CUM OFF THOSE TOES!

I WANTED TO WORSHIP THAT NYLON-CLAD FOOT.

Daddy knew without a doubt all my weaknesses... which, unfortunately, were a lot of them.

Black cock... black pussy...nylon feet... cum from a black cock.

Fuck!

Fuck!

Fuck!

I knew I had to resist, but I was so tempted.

So... very... tempted!

Of course, a simple solution would be to stop checking my email. I ate my dinner alone, my daughter not coming home until after eight, and after a quick shower, I ended up checking my email at 5:45.

90 MORE MINUTES: DO YOU WANT TO BECOME MY NEXT WHITE ANAL SLUT?



It was a picture of Daddy's dick deep inside someone's white asshole.



This time Daddy added:

This is Beth, the most recent white slut I sodomized. She is married to a prominent politician, but, just like you, she can't resist my big cock.

I expect you to be here on time, my slut.

I expect to have an ass to fuck.

And you have a double penetration fantasy to fulfill.

See you soon.

GOD, THAT COCK LOOKED SO AMAZING IN THAT WHITE ASSHOLE!

I couldn't help but imagine HOW AMAZING THAT WOULD FEEL IN MINE... ESPECIALLY IF I WAS EATING BABYGIRL'S PUSSY, OR GETTING DP'D BY HER STRAP-ON COCK!

I still hadn't decided whether I was going there... at least mentally I wasn't sure... but my body already felt willing and able, and without admitting anything to myself, I'd already shaved my pussy and put on some sexy red nylons, but nothing else for now.

I looked into the mirror and admired myself.

I looked pretty hot!

I put on a dress and heels, and at 6:15 I checked my email again. I now looked like I was about to go out on the town.

1 MORE HOUR

This time it was Babygirl masturbating.

He'd added the words:

Babygirl is impatiently waiting for you.



GOD, SHE WAS SO HOT, AND I REALLY FELT THAT I NEEDED TO GO... LIKE I NEEDED TO BE THERE FOR BABYGIRL.

At least that was the excuse I gave myself as I slipped into my heels and headed out the door.

I arrived a few minutes early, there being surprisingly little traffic, and sat in my car until it was time.

Was I really going to do this?

The first time with Daddy could (at least conceivably) be defended as a momentary moment of weakness, since he'd taken charge of my submissive nature in a situation he'd totally orchestrated and controlled in my classroom... I mean he'd been in control from the very moment he arrived.

Submitting to temptation over a period of time was the ultimate test, and I'd just driven all the way across town of my own volition with Daddy nowhere around; and furthermore, I was about to walk up and knock on their door, still of my own volition, so I could fail this test big time (BIG, BIG TIME)!

I checked my email again, and was surprised to see there hadn't been any more from Daddy.

He'd been tempting me all afternoon, but he'd left the final hour completely in my hands.

I looked out at the large house in the nicest area of town, and I saw Babygirl looking out the window.

She was waiting for me.

She was hoping to see me.

If I had any resistance left, it was blown completely away the moment I saw Babygirl.

I leapt out of my car and waved frantically to her.

She waved back, and stepped away from the window.

I hurried up the sidewalk, a rush of sexual adrenaline coursing through me.

Babygirl opened the door before I could knock and said, a huge smile on her face, "I was worried you weren't going to come."

"Oh, I do hope to come," I responded playfully, matching her eager smile.

"Oh, you definitely will," she said, ushering me in.

"Fuck, you look good enough to eat," she added, as I walked into her huge living room.



"My peach gobbler has been marinating all day," I smiled back, as I noticed her shirt reading 'Cum dumpster' and added, "nice shirt."



"Daddy's bought me a few slutty shirts, and he chose this one for today," she explained, posing for me.

"Good choice," I said, "as is the lack of skirt or panties."

"I don't wear either of those whenever LaCresha is away," she shrugged.

"Nice habit," I smiled, admiring her body and her nylons. "The mocha nylons are hot, too."

"That's a sexy dress you're wearing, but Daddy also gave me an outfit for you that he wants you wearing," she said as she stepped behind me and unzipped my dress.

"He does?" I asked.

"Yes," she said, as I allowed my dress to drop to the floor, leaving me completely naked except for my black heels and red stockings. "No bra or panties," she added. "Nice."

"I figured they'd be short-lived anyway," I laughed.

She leaned in and kissed me.

So tenderly.

So sweetly.



After a couple minutes of sensual kissing, the most intimate kissing I can recall ever taking part in, she broke our kiss, explaining, "I need to get you ready for Daddy."

"Where is he?" I asked, as she took my hand and led me to a table.

"He'll be here soon, so we need to get you ready," she repeated, and added, "Hop up on this table, sexy."

"Okay," I nodded.

She dropped to her knees, and began caressing my leg as she unbuckled my heel.



"That feels so nice," I said, as I enjoyed watching Babygirl... God, she was so beautiful! So hot. So sexy. So slutty.

Once my heels were off, she stood up and massaged my foot. "You have such sexy legs and feet."

"As do you," I moaned softly.



"Come with me," she said a couple minutes later.

"Anywhere," I replied, as I followed her into a bedroom and to a bed.

"Let's get you out of these sexy red nylons, and into the pink ones Daddy wants you wearing."

"Pink," I smiled. "Yummy."

She pushed me playfully onto the bed, slowly slid my sexy sheer nylons off of me, and then she draped a new pair of equally sexy sheer nylons onto me.

"You didn't even touch my sex, but that was still one of the most sensual things I've ever felt," I praised, as she continued sliding her hands up and down my legs.

"Then this should magnify the experience," she said, as she moved her mouth to my toes to kiss, lick and suck them.



"Mmmmmmm," I moaned, as I watched her slowly rubbing herself, as she sucked on each of my toes individually. "I love that."

"So do I," she said.

After doing all ten toes, she said, "I could do this all night, but I've got to finish getting you ready for Daddy. He'll be here any minute now."

"Rain check for more toe nibbling on another day," I smiled. "And both ways around, please."

"Anytime," she promised, as she stood up and grabbed a pink shirt... well, 'shirt' likely isn't the right word for it, since it didn't even reach down to my navel.

"He had this made just for you," she said, as she held it up for me to see.

"Oh my," I said, as I read the slutty play on Keep Calm and Carry On, changed to Keep Calm and Be Daddy's Girl.

"Like?"

"It's perfectly appropriate for tonight," I smiled, admiring the clever shirt.

"Is she ready?" Daddy called out. I heard his voice approaching as a door was closed.

"Yes Daddy," Babygirl called back, as she hurriedly pushed me down to my knees.

"Good," he said, as he walked in and began getting undressed.

I looked up and felt a rush of wetness gush out of me, as I was about to witness that big black dick again. God, I had to have it inside my pussy again... my weakness for his chocolate stick consuming me completely... consequences be damned. Imagining I was posing like I'd expect the pets I created in my stories to, I bowed my head and placed my hands behind my back.



"Hi, Pet Jasmine," he greeted, looking down at me, his big cock flaccid and dangling before me like an elephant's trunk.

"Hi, Daddy," I replied, looking up and into his eyes.

"I'm happy you obeyed me and arrived promptly at seven," he said, as I noticed him holding something black in his hand.

"I did try to resist coming at all," I admitted.

"But?" he asked, as he showed me the collar he was holding, which was inscribed: Daddy's Little Girl.

"But I couldn't resist you," I answered.

"I knew you wouldn't be able to," he said, and added, "Like your gift?"

"Yes," I answered, as he bent down and buckled the black collar onto me.

"So sexy," Babygirl murmured as she watched our mini-ceremony, following which I was officially Daddy's Little Girl.

Daddy stood up straight and ordered, "Look up at me."

I obeyed.



"Are you ready to obey me without hesitation, my slut?" he asked, as his cock swung back and forth like a hypnotist's watch, drawing me deeper into his BBC trance.

"Yes I am, Daddy," I replied with no doubt or hesitation, totally captivated by his big black cock.

He walked over to a couch and ordered, "Crawl to me, my married bimbo black cock slut."

Each name he called me sent a rush of lust through me, even including his reminder that I was willingly cheating on David. I prayed that his and my earlier roleplay would open the door to the foursome I'd already set up mentally.

"Yes Daddy," butt high in the air, I obeyed, having written about someone crawling to a Master or Mistress many times, but never having actually done it. Writing those scenes had always been a bit of a turn-on, but actually living this scene was cunt-leaking thrilling!





I took my time, knowing he was enjoying the show, and when I reached him he asked, "How badly do you want my cock between those pretty cock-sucking lips?"

"So very badly, Daddy," I answered sincerely, his now mostly erect cock pointing directly at me. This was already a far different encounter than the wordless one yesterday in my classroom... each one of them stimulating me in different, yet similar ways.

"Tell me what you are," he said.

"I'm a white slut for black cock."

"And if your husband were here?"

"Hopefully he'd be dominating Babygirl."

"He'd better," Babygirl tossed in from behind me.

"He'd be okay with your being a slut for nigger dick?" he asked, the way he said the 'N' word sending instant sparks directly to my pussy.

"I've promised to try and find him a black slut, and if he wants to collect, he'll have to be okay with my tit for tat," I answered, knowing there was simply no way I could never have this black cock again. Pandora's Box had been blown to smithereens, and there was simply no going back... not that I'd ever want to anyway. I just prayed I was right, and David would be as tempted by Babygirl as I was.

"Good answers, slut," he nodded, and he snapped his fingers

I took that as either permission or an order, and either way, I eagerly leaned forward and took his cock into my mouth.

"Rub that pussy slowly while you suck my cock," he ordered. "Get it nice and wet for it to penetrate you."

"It's already drenched," I hastened to say, wanting him to be aware of the power he had over me... as if that wasn't already completely obvious.

"I know it is," he said, slightly amused.

"Suck Daddy's cock," Babygirl said as she watched me pleasure her husband. I wondered what feelings I'd have if I was watching Babygirl suck my husband. I'd have to be okay with it, but would I be able to? It seemed hard to imagine, and yet also very easy to imagine... fuck, I was a mental mess.

I sucked his cock slowly, knowing the time I was taking this time wasn't important like it had been in my classroom yesterday, while I ever so slowly and gently pleasured my pussy.... Not wishing to come until his dick was deep inside of me. His hand gently resting on my head was another reminder of who was in charge.





"Daddy, watching this is so hot!" Babygirl offered.

"Just like you imagined, Babygirl?"

"Even better," she said, her tone sounding like she might be touching herself like I was doing.

After a couple more minutes Daddy ordered, as he stood up and moved around, assumedly to give Babygirl a better view, "Now come and suck on Daddy's balls, my teacher slut."

"Yes, Daddy," I obeyed, crawling the couple of feet to resume my worship of his perfect black equipment.

I reached up and stroked his hard shaft, while I sucked each ball into my mouth... and even his balls were big!



"Jasmine, you look so hot serving my husband," Babygirl said, likely watching me intently.

"You're so lucky getting to actually live with this cock," I said, admiring the beautiful black member as I worshipped the entire package.

"We're lucky to have each other," Daddy added, "and tonight, we're both lucky to have you," which were rather sweet things to say.

"Yes you are lucky, and so am I," I agreed, going back and forth between each ball before slithering my tongue back up his shaft and taking it back into my mouth. I couldn't wait to have it in my mouth again.

"I love you, Babygirl," Daddy said, as I bobbed on his cock.

"I love you so much too, Daddy," she said, and I soon felt her hand on my shoulder as they kissed each other... the ultimate surreal intimate moment occupying a moment that most people wouldn't consider remotely romantic.

I sucked. They kissed.

Daddy then said, "I want to see you two girls kissing."

"Yes Daddy," she said, as he pulled his cock out of me and sat down in a chair.

"Yes Daddy," I parroted, as Babygirl pulled me to my feet began kissing me.

"So sexy," Daddy said, as Babygirl and I explored each other's mouths with our tongues.

It was passionate... intimate... and so pussy tingling.



"Want to watch me fuck her, Babygirl?" Daddy asked.

Babygirl broke our kiss and said, "Yes Daddy, I've been longing to see that since long before I met her in person."

"We've roleplayed this evening with you many times, Jasmine," Daddy said.

"I've fantasized about it just as often," I replied, the idea of serving black cock having been a compulsive fantasy of mine for a decade.

Daddy stood up, led me to an empty spot on the floor, and guided me down. The floor was cold, but my body was on fire as he went between my legs.

Babygirl went to a couch and knelt on it, her hand going straight to her pussy as she urged, "Slide it in her pussy, Daddy. Fuck your new pet for me."

"She's our pet," Daddy clarified, as he rubbed the tip of his cock up and down between my pussy lips.

"Yes Daddy, please make me your bimbo fuck pet," I moaned, dying to feel that cock inside of me.

"Who owns this pink pussy?" he asked ritually, tapping on my clit, and thus making my legs twitch.

"You do, Daddy," I moaned. "You're the one who owns my pink pussy, my eager mouth, and my tight white ass."

"How badly do you want to fuck this big black dick?"

"So badly, Daddy," I moaned, his teasing driving me so fucking wild. "Just shove that black cock deep into my pussy, Daddy."

"Yes Daddy," Babygirl moaned as she rubbed herself. "Fuck our Jasmine, Daddy. Give her the big black dick she's fantasized about forever."

"Well, I do have to listen to my wife," Daddy smiled from above me, as he slid his cock inside.

"Ooooooooooh, yes," I moaned, as his cock filled my needy pussy.

"Such a tight little pussy," Daddy said, as his entire cock entered me.

"So big," I moaned in response.

"Yes, Daddy, give Jasmine a really good fucking," Babygirl moaned, clearly enjoying watching her husband fucking their white slut.

He lifted my hips up and began fucking me slowly... so very slowly... an intensely pleasurable slow burn.

"Thank you Babygirl, for sharing this magnificent monster with me," I said, looking gratefully at her, using alliteration in real life just like I liked using in my stories.

"You're most welcome," she smiled graciously as if we were sipping tea together, as we all actually enjoyed the beginning of what I assumed would become a long night of black cock for us both.

I looked up at Daddy and his sly smile.

I looked at Babygirl and her deliciously wide lips, as she moaned.

I turned away from looking at anything, and just enjoyed the sensations of Daddy's cock slowly sliding in and out of me.



"Now fuck her from behind, Daddy," Babygirl said, after a couple minutes of the slowest fucking ever.

"Come close and watch," Daddy said as he pulled out, pulled me up, and spun me around.

"Slam that dick back into me," I begged, as Babygirl came over and sat down beside me.

"She's so submissive," Daddy said as he slid back into me.

"Two peas in a pod," Babygirl said.

"Two sluts for your black cock," I added.

"Kindred sluts," Babygirl added lovingly, and I had to agree.

"Fuck!" I moaned, as Daddy slid his cock into me, now doing it faster, and at this angle more deeply.



Daddy's cock filled me so perfectly... so completely.

"I think she likes it," Babygirl giggled.

"I fucking love it," I moaned as his cock reached depths never before reached by man or toy... this angle feeling so fucking stimulating.

After a couple minutes of this intense fucking, that had me nearing apocalyptic bliss, he pulled out and ordered, "Come and ride me, slut."

"Yes Daddy," I agreed, as he lay down on the floor, his big cock standing straight up, which looked so fucking hot.

"I want to watch my newest slut riding me," he explained, as I straddled his big cock and lowered myself onto it with hungry, horny lust.

Babygirl said, as she lay on the floor beside me, "Me too."

"Me threeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee," I screamed, as I dropped myself onto his big cock, and once again it reached new depths inside me.

"Such a black-cock-hungry slut," Daddy said.

"For you Daddy, yes I am," I agreed, as I began grinding on his cock.

"So hot," Babygirl moaned as she rubbed herself.

"I love your husband's dick," I moaned.

"Everyone does," Babygirl smiled.





"I could ride this dick all night long," I moaned, loving this position, but also knowing I wouldn't be able to come in this position... never have.

Babygirl got up, straddled Daddy's face and said, "I can't just watch anymore."

"I don't know how you resisted for even this long," I smiled, as she leaned in and kissed me again.

Kissing an amazing woman while riding an amazing cock is more challenging than one would imagine... I was suddenly being greatly distracted from the fucking.





"May I play with her now, Daddy?" Babygirl asked a couple minutes later.

"Yes. Go take a seat," he ordered.

"Yes Daddy," she eagerly obeyed.

"Go to her," Daddy told me.

"Yes Daddy," I repeated, like the submissive bimbo I was for him.

"Come and kiss me some more," Babygirl ordered.

"Anytime, beautiful," I agreed.

We kissed, as Daddy came up behind me and slid back into my pussy.

"Ooooooooh," I moaned into Babygirl's mouth, as he began fucking me harder than previously.

I braced my hands against her shoulders for balance, as I got slammed.

"Oh yes, fuck," I moaned.



"Hold onto my titties instead," Babygirl suggested, as Daddy slammed into me.

"Good idea," I agreed, as I placed my hands on her firm tits. "You've got such great tits."

"They're a perfect handful," she smiled, as I indeed was holding two handfuls.

"Yes, perfect," I agreed with a moan, as her husband kept fucking me.



"Fuck her good, Daddy," Babygirl encouraged. "Slam that big dick in the teacher's pussy."

"I'm already doing just that," Daddy chuckled, as his body continued slamming into mine.

"I'm so fucking wet," Babygirl moaned, as she continued getting turned on by watching her husband fuck another woman.

"Me too," I moaned, my orgasm now rising quickly.

"Let me taste Jasmine on your dick, Daddy," Babygirl requested.

"Sure," Daddy agreed, as he went across and sat down in the chair.

"Let me taste that pussy too," Daddy said, as we both walked over to him.

Babygirl dropped to her knees and devoured his cock, while I wondered how to offer him my pussy.

"Climb up on the chair and straddle my face," Daddy suggested.

"Okay," I nodded.

I climbed onto the couch, but I fell back, Daddy grabbing me just before I tumbled down onto Babygirl.

"Thanks, Daddy," I said, "nice save," as he grabbed my ass and pulled my pussy into his face. "Oooooooh," I moaned as he began licking.

I grabbed the back of his head and held him deep in my wetness, partly for balance, and partly because it felt so good to have his face buried deep in me.



We all played in this position for a good three or four minutes, and I was once again getting close to the orgasm he continued refusing me, when I got a leg cramp.

"Fuck," I said, letting go of his head and hopping sideways off the couch.

"You okay?" they both asked in unison.

"Cramp," I explained, shaking out my leg.

"You put the left foot in, you put the left foot out," Babygirl sang with a silly grin.

"Funny," I laughed, as I got rid of the cramp.

Babygirl smiled, "Come eat me now, Jasmine."

"Mmmmmmmm," I said, as I moved to her, shaking my leg one last time, before I dropped to my knees before her.

"While I fuck her from behind again," Daddy added.

"Well, that goes without saying, my mighty stud," Babygirl giggled, as I began licking her sweet pussy.

"Yes Daddy, slide that big black dick back inside me," I encouraged him, as I felt his hands on my leg, pulling me into a strange extended position.

"In case you still have a bit of a cramp," Daddy said.

He then slid his cock back into my pussy as I feasted on his wife.

"Oh yes, Daddy," I moaned between licks.

"Finger my asshole too, Jasmine," Babygirl moaned, as I hungrily ate her pussy.

"As you wish," I said as I moved my finger to her asshole.

"Pretty soon this BBC will be in your ass, slut," Daddy forewarned, as I eagerly imagined that happening, and yet felt a little nervous as well, as I'd never had a dick or anything else that big in my ass.

"I can't wait," I said, putting on a brave front as my finger disappeared in Babygirl's asshole.

"Ooooooooh," she moaned.



A couple minutes later Daddy said, "Time to really fuck my new slut."

"Haven't you been doing that all along?" I joked.

"That? It was just an appetizer," he demurred.

"As is this," I said, licking away.

Daddy pulled me up and led me to another open area of the floor.

As he lifted my ass and legs up and slid back inside me, Babygirl came over, pulled my arms towards her, and she knelt on my hands while grabbing both of my ankles and also pulling them towards her.

"Make her come, Daddy," she said, looking fondly down at me as my moans increased... my orgasm bubbling inside.

"Yes, Daddy, please make your teacher slut come," I moaned, as I looked imploringly up at him.

"Harder, Daddy, fuck her harder," Babygirl cheered him on.

"Oh yes, fuck, Daddy, fuck, oh God, right now," I babbled, my orgasm imminent.

"Come right NOW, slut," Daddy ordered in a booming voice. "Come because you're a dirty white slut for black cock!"

"Oh fuck!" I screamed a couple of his deep thrusts later.



My body shook like crazy, as an orgasm set off fireworks throughout every inch of my body.

"Oh yes, Daddy," Babygirl encouraged him as she watched me coming.

"Oh fuck," he groaned, clearly close too, as he pulled out, flipped me onto my knees, and began fucking my feet.

"Oh yes, come all over her dirty white feet, Daddy," Babygirl cheered.

"Yes, Daddy," I agreed, closing my eyes and allowing the orgasm to continue exploding inside me. "Come on my nylon-clad feet!"

"Oh fuck," he grunted, as he spewed a few ropes of warm cum all over the soles of my feet.



"Yummy," Babygirl said, as my soles were drenched with cum.

"You may have a snack and play with your white slut for a bit," Daddy permitted. "I'll be back in a while."

"Thank you, Daddy," Babygirl said, as he left the room, and she came over to my feet and licked the cum off of one of them.

"Oooooooh," I moaned, as it felt good being tickled just a bit.

"Roll over and lay back, so I can lick off the rest of the cum," Babygirl ordered.

I did, moving my clean foot to her pussy as she licked the cum from my other foot.



After all the cum was cleaned off and swallowed, she invited, "69?"

"69 with you sounds great," I agreed wholeheartedly, as she pulled me to the floor, and we were both giggling like schoolgirls as we buried our faces in each other's pink perfection.





"Get her ass ready for my cock," Daddy called out from another room.

"Yes Daddy," Babygirl called back, as she kept licking my pussy, but also reached a finger to my asshole.



"Oh yes, finger fuck my asshole," I moaned, getting mentally prepared for a giant cock in my ass... usually I had to be drunk before I'd allow my ass to be plundered, but tonight I hadn't had a single drink, although one could say with reasonable accuracy that I was intoxicated with lust.



For three or four minutes she fingered my ass, wiggling it around inside, and gradually gaping me.

She then pointed, "Go over there and kneel on that chair; I want to really eat that asshole of yours."

"Yes Mistress," I agreed.

Once I was there with my legs open wide, she spread my buttocks and buried her pretty black face between my white-as-snow ass cheeks.

Licking.



Probing.



After a few minutes of the most sensual ass eating ever, Daddy returned and asked me, "Ready for round two?"

"I really have to go pee," Babygirl said. "Please don't start without me."

"Fetch the strap-on while you're gone," Daddy ordered.

"I bought it for tonight," Babygirl told me, all proud of herself.

"I can't wait to see it on you and feel it inside me," I smiled, as I stood up and stretched.

"Wanna try something while we wait?" I asked, as I got out of my shirt.

"I'm game," he said, checking out my tits as I pushed him to the floor, exploring my dominant side just a little. "Oh my," he said, surprised.

"Just have to make sure this cock is ready for my asshole," I explained, as I moved my hand to his still hard shaft and my foot to his mouth. "Suck my toes, Daddy."

"Mmmmmmmm," he moaned as he obeyed me, sucking a toe into his mouth.



"That's it, Daddy, suck them all," I ordered softly, while stroking his hard cock.

"I see you have a little dominant side," he said, as I put my other foot in his mouth.

"I didn't used to, but Babygirl awakened that side of me," I said.

"She has that ability."

"Definitely," I agreed. Once all ten of my toes had been sucked, I moved both my feet to his face and rubbed them up and down on it... just because I could.



He licked my soles briefly before saying, "Okay, it's time to get those pretty lips wrapped back around my cock."

"Yes, Daddy," I said, shifting naturally back into my accustomed role as the submissive.

He stood up, and I went to his cock and devoured it.

"Fuck," he moaned, as I began bobbing on his big cock.

"You started without me," Babygirl pouted as soon as she rejoined us.



"Not her sodomy, we didn't," Daddy said, chuckling. "Now finger her ass some more, while she sucks me," he then ordered.

"Yes Daddy," Babygirl agreed, and her hands went to my ass.

Her finger slid back into my ass, as I sucked Daddy's dick.

After about thirty seconds, Babygirl requested, "Daddy, please lie down so Jasmine can suck you, and I can get better access to her ass."

"Sure," Daddy agreed, lying down. I resumed sucking him, and Babygirl slid two fingers inside my backdoor.

Daddy placed his hands on my head as I was anally finger banged... it was exhilarating!

For a few minutes I sucked his cock, this time managing to take all of it into my mouth and down my throat, while I took two fingers in my ass and was gaped wide.



Finally Daddy decreed, "It's time."

"Why don't you bend her over the table, Daddy?" Babygirl suggested. "So I can hold her hands and watch."

"You always want to do it that way whenever we sodomize a new white slut," Daddy said, but not at all in a complaining way, as he let go of my head.

"And the Japanese slut, the Pilipino slut and the Spanish slut," Babygirl listed, as she wiggled her fingers inside me a little longer before pulling them out.

Daddy laughed, "That Spanish girl gave us the loudest whines I've ever heard."

"And she had a huge ass," Babygirl said, as she pulled me up from my knees.

"I may scream too," I joked... kind of.

Babygirl led me to a table and bent me over it. She then walked around, grabbed my hands and pulled them across the table. "Now relax as completely as you can," she advised, as I felt Daddy's hands suddenly gripping my waist.

"I think you gaped my asshole really well," I told her as I felt his cock knocking at at my entrance.

"It is pretty wide open right now," Daddy reported, just as he began to penetrate my ass.



"Ooooooooh," I moaned... and whimpered.

Even though I hadn't been drinking, it felt good.

It burned a little... but less than I'd feared.

"Breathe deeply," Babygirl reminded me, as her husband's cock went deeper and deeper into me.

"Oooooooh," I moaned again, now focusing on my breathing.

"So tight," Daddy enthused, as he continued drilling deeper and deeper into me with his never-ending cock.

Once it was all in, I looked up at Babygirl and she congratulated me, "You took all of it, you sexy thing you."

"I feel so full," I reported.

"Fuck her asshole, Daddy," Babygirl urged while we gazed into each other's eyes.

"Oooooooh," I moaned, as Daddy began slowly to slide his cock in and out of my ass.

"You like our Daddy's dick in your ass, Jasmine?" Babygirl asked after a couple dozen slow strokes.

"I love it," I moaned, as my pleasure began to rise.

"Now Babygirl, let's get your dick ready for the double teaming," Daddy said a minute later. He pulled out and lowered me to my knees in front of a chair, as Babygirl sat down in it.

"Suck my cock, slut," Babygirl barked at me, before adding with a wide grin, "I always love saying that."

"Mmmmmmm," I smiled, as I took her strap-on into my mouth while Daddy slid his cock back in my ass.

After a few bobs, she placed her hand on the back of my head, as I sucked her cock while getting ass fucked.



It wasn't a perfect spit-roast, as I couldn't really rock back and forth like I always described in my stories, but it was nevertheless quite the thrill.

"May I fuck her ass now?" Babygirl requested, after a couple minutes of their slow spit-roasting of my two holes.

"Only if I get to fuck yours," Daddy said.

"Then it's train time," Babygirl announced.

"Train?" I asked, a term I knew, but I was surprised to become part of one right now. I'd written about trains on a few occasions, but not too often. Now I could experience what being a part of a train would actually feel like... in a perfect word I would be in the middle... but it was obvious that in this case I wouldn't be the in the middle of the sex sandwich, Babygirl would.

"Go over there and bend over," Daddy ordered me.

I did as instructed, and I watched as Babygirl approached behind me. "Mind if I take a turn in that lily-white ass?"

"Please be my guest. Just slam that dick in my ass, Babygirl," I welcomed her, as I reached back and spread my ass cheeks for her.

"And Daddy, please slam that dick in my ass, too," Babygirl invited, as she slid her cock into my well-fucked asshole.

"Oh, yes," I moaned, as once again I had a dick in my ass... albeit this one a little smaller.

Daddy slid his cock into Babygirl's asshole, and an awkward dance ensued.



It took a while before the two of them got in sync, but then it got really hot.

"Two assholes, one black cock, and a bright yellow one," Daddy appraised, as he slammed into Babygirl, which in turn had her slamming into me.

"Oh fuck, it's so good," I moaned, enthralled to be in this kinky train threesome.



Both Babygirl and I were moaning, making it sound as amazing as it felt, but as usual, once the pleasure began to really take control of me, Daddy called a halt to this position.

"Knees, sluts," Daddy ordered, as he pulled out of Babygirl's ass and she pulled out of mine.

We both replied in perfect unison, "Yes, Daddy."

We knelt beside each other, and he silently positioned us exactly as he wanted, like we were anatomically correct sexual Barbie dolls... actually like very slutty submissive sexual Barbie dolls with working parts.

"Eat her asshole again Babygirl, and get it ready for our slave's first double penetration," Daddy ordered.

I was lying on my stomach, ass raised high, as Babygirl buried her face and her expert tongue back into my now well-gaped asshole.

I looked back and saw that Daddy was once again sliding his dick into Babygirl's asshole... which was pretty hot. I'd never witnessed another couple having sex in real life, and there was something so hot about actually being there... way better than porn... way better than reading about it... way better even than writing it.

"Such a delicious asshole," Babygirl said. "I could eat this shit hole all night."

"Mmmmmmm," I moaned, as she circled her tongue completely around my open hole.



"That needs to be another night," Daddy said, as he clearly had other fun plans for me tonight.

"Yes, I still have a double penetration in store for me," I pointed out.

"Yes, you do indeed," Daddy agreed, as he bucked his hips into his wife, which made his wife's face bounce deeper into my ass each time.

"I'm ready, Daddy," I said, and having already taken his cock in my ass, I was definitely ready to feel cocks pumping in both of my downtown holes.

"I get her ass first," Babygirl staked her claim.

"Yes you do," Daddy agreed. "Get it as gaped as possible, for when it's my turn to pillage her asshole."

Daddy pulled out and lay on his back. "We'll start with a traditional DP position."

"How utterly formal," I smirked as I got up, walked over to him, and lowered my pussy back onto his cock.

"Oh, Daddy has some absolutely unreal positions in his armoury that we can try if you're willing and able," Babygirl informed me, as she positioned herself behind me.

"Oh I'm willing all right," I said, before adding with a smile, "although these days, I'm not so sure about the able part."

"Oh, when a slut is ready for cock, she'll be able to do lots of things she normally can't," Daddy assured me.

"Until push comes to shove, probably quite literally in this case, I'll have to take your word for it," I smiled as Babygirl slid her cock into my ass.

"Oooooooooooh," I moaned, closing my eyes, as the sensations of having two cocks buried deep inside me simultaneously felt as enthralling and strange as I had always imagined it would. It felt almost as if their two dicks were kissing each other inside of me.



"Feel that, slut?" Daddy asked.

"I'm so full," I replied.

"Just imagine if it was two real black cocks," he gave me as a visual, as Babygirl rested deep inside me.

"Oh, I am imagining it," I said, visuals of a black cock train, a black cock gangbang, and a black cock and cunt orgy, all popping vividly into my head.

"Then also imagine black cock sliding in and out of all three of your holes," Daddy added, as Babygirl began slowly fucking my ass.

"Oh yes, Daddy," I moaned, the picture so enthralling.

"And two big black cocks inside you front and back, while you eat a delicious black pussy," he continued.

"Delicious," I moaned, imagining that exact scenario, with Babygirl's being the pussy.

"A lineup of giant black cock hard and ready for you to service," he described.

"Yummy!"

"Or we could take her to the Southside Gloryhole," Babygirl tossed in.

"Southside Gloryhole?" I asked, already intrigued just by the name.

"Yes, it's a place for white sluts to get their fill of black cock and black cum, but once you get inside, it's often difficult to leave, since there are just so many irresistible black cocks looking for a white slut to use," Daddy explained.

"Sounds like a dream come true," I said, having always wanted to visit a gloryhole... one more fantasy not yet checked off of my fuck-it list.

"It will be a dream come true," Babygirl giggled. "There'll be so much cum inside you and all over you! Just remember to strip down before you start doing anything, or your clothes will get all wet and sticky."

"Sounds like heaven," I said.

Daddy grabbed my hips to lift me off of him, and then he stood and tugged me to my feet, saying, "This next position will really enhance your double pleasure."

"Okay," I said trustingly, just as I suddenly felt both cocks sliding in and out of my pussy and ass. "Ooooooooh, fuck," I moaned, as this new position did indeed enhance the pleasure inside me.



"If my wife's cock had nerve endings, both of our cocks would feel each other in this position," Daddy explained, as he slowly fucked my pussy.

"It feels amazing," I said, as I enjoyed the two cocks sliding in and out of me in perfect opposing unison... Daddy sliding in as Babygirl slid out, and vice versa.

"I come like crazy in this position when Daddy and one of his friends double team me," Babygirl said.

"I can see why," I agreed, as my orgasm was rapidly rising in this unique position, as I imagined Babygirl getting reamed by two big black cocks.

"All right, it's time for me to take her ass," Daddy said. "Ever do the riding with a cock in your ass?"

"No, never," I admitted.

"Well, let's reverse that answer," he said.

"Okay, whatever you say Daddy," I agreed, as I repositioned myself to lower myself onto his cock with it in my ass this time. Babygirl held Daddy's cock, and she helped to guide it into my asshole. "Ooooooh!" I groaned.

His cock soon deep in my ass, I slowly rode it as Babygirl hurried off to wash her cock, just as Daddy had done earlier... both of them respecting the sanitary protocols necessary for going safely from ass to pussy... which I appreciated, but until now hadn't even thought about.

When Babygirl returned I leaned back onto Daddy, as Babygirl spread my legs and slid her yellow cock (which looked ludicrous, but I was in no condition to point that out) into my wet pussy.

I reached my arms and hands behind me for support, and Daddy held me up as well, as his cock rested in my ass while Babygirl fucked my pussy.



It was a slow fucking, and as I struggled to maintain my balance, Daddy helped by bracing my hand with his.



Unfortunately this position was too awkward for me, and I couldn't really enjoy it like I should, and eventually I collapsed.

"Sorry," I said.

"No worries," Daddy said, "It's not the best position. But this next one is."

We all got up, I stretched my legs a little, and Daddy said, "Now we'll see how flexible you are."

I was laid down on the floor.

My legs were pulled up in the air, and then even further up, until only my shoulders and elbows were resting on the floor.

"Hold your ass up with your hands," Daddy ordered me.

"Yes, Daddy," I obeyed.

Then I watched as Daddy straddled me awkwardly, and slid his cock in my ass. The angle was wild, and it created sensations unlike any other anal angle I'd ever tried.

Once he was all the way in, Babygirl straddled me too, which was impressive, and she slid her cock into my pussy... also at an angle that was stimulating as hell.





They once again took turns sliding in and out of me.

It was like they were pistons, and my body a well-oiled fuck machine.

It was amazing!

"Oh yes, so fucking good," I moaned.

"Isn't this position amazing?" Babygirl asked.

"Oh yes," I moaned, as my orgasm was now rising rapidly.

After a couple of minutes, Daddy ordered, "Spin."

That made no sense to me, so I just remained in this wicked position while the two of them spun around in one eighties, keeping their cocks inside me, so they ended up facing each other.



"Holy shit," I said, that being the most surreal sensation ever.

"Get ready for a real DP," Daddy said, before they both began filling me simultaneously. It now looked kind of like they were fucking each other, but it certainly didn't feel like they were!

"Holy fuck," I moaned, as pleasure erupted through me... an orgasm exploding out of me after just a few of their deep strokes.



They didn't slow down throughout my whirlwind orgasm... an orgasm that I thought would never end.

"My turn," Daddy said, pulling out. "Go lay down on the couch, Babygirl."

"Yes Daddy," Babygirl obeyed, as she pulled out of me and helped me get up, and caught me from falling when my knee gave out from the pleasure.

I watched as Babygirl lay down, and Daddy straddled her with his balls in her face.

Taking the initiative, I went to him and took his cock into my mouth as Babygirl sucked on his balls.

After less than a minute he ordered me, "Get ready for my load."

I pulled back several inches and opened my mouth, offering him a perfect target.



He then shot rope after rope of his cum all over my face.



"Thank you, Daddy," I said respectfully once he was done shooting.

"Anytime, pet teacher," he said, getting off of Babygirl.

"I certainly hope so," I said as Babygirl sat up.

Daddy asked, "So what about your husband?"

Babygirl ordered us some food, we washed up, and I told them about my husband's and my recent conversations.

"Shit, then it looks like he'll either be sucking my cock or fucking Babygirl, even before the weekend is over," Daddy said.

"I don't know about the sucking cock part," I said, "but I think he'll be as tempted by Babygirl as I was by you, Daddy. Especially if I encourage him, which I certainly will."

"When does he arrive home?"

"Saturday, around five in the afternoon."

"Well, invite us over to dinner then, and Babygirl will make sure to use her magic touch on him," Daddy said.

"On second thought, I'm not sure he'll be as weak as I've been."

"Then we'll just have to find out," Daddy said.

After we ate and drank some wine, we had one more lengthy fuck fest... where once I told them I couldn't come from being on top, Daddy took it as a challenge, and after twenty minutes of marathon fucking... maybe thirty.... I ended up riding two cocks... and coming again... the impossible becoming possible... the power of black (and bright yellow) cock.









It ended with Daddy finally doing what he'd wanted to do in my classroom, but held himself back from... he filled my pink pussy with his cum.

Babygirl lapped it all up, as Daddy went off to shower, and Babygirl and I explored each other through some romantic, intimate, tender, mutual orgasms.



"Think you can seduce my husband?" I asked.

"Am I your submissive slut?"

"Why yes, yes you are," I said, before kissing her again and adding, "but you're so much more than that."






Best of Both Worlds: Foursome

Summary: Jasmine gets husband involved for interracial fun.

Note 1: Thanks to the real TX and Babygirl for requesting this story, and for coming up with the idea.

Note 2: This is part six of a series (the next part is already written, for once). That said, this series will include BBC, anal, fisting, race play including use of the 'N' word, and even golden showers.

Part 1: Best of Both Worlds: A Surprise: introduces many Jasmine fantasies, and sets up the upcoming plots, as she unexpectedly bumps into a fan, which leads to a wild night at a remote cabin with a submissive black woman.

Part 2: Best of Both Worlds: Black Slave: where Jasmine explores her newfound dominant side as she fucks her new black submissive.

Part 3: Best of Both Worlds: Butt Pounding: where Jasmine fucks Babygirl's ass, and then submissively gets her own ass pounded by Babygirl, as Babygirl's husband interrupts them by phone and takes control of both women remotely.

Part 4: Best of Both Worlds: Classroom BBC: where Jasmine floats the idea of a foursome with a black couple to her husband, with intriguing possibilities. She is then shocked when Daddy shows up in her classroom at lunch, locks the door, and uses her as the white slut she is.

Part 5: Best of Both Worlds: DP'd by BBC: where Jasmine and her husband roleplay her being fucked by black cock, which encourages Jasmine in the possibility that her husband would be okay with her secret chocolate rendezvous. Jasmine then goes to their house and takes part in a wild threesome, including the first BBC in her ass, her first chocolate cream pie, and of course, her first double penetration (although one of the cocks is a strap-on).



Following my mind-blowing evening, I went home and straight to bed... completely exhausted... other than texting David back that I loved him too... for thankfully that was all he'd sent. I wouldn't have been up for composing any thoughtful replies about anything.

Friday was a busy day. I didn't have a lot of free time, and with LaCresha gone on a Cheerleader road trip, she was one issue I didn't have to deal with. Babygirl had confirmed that her daughter had no idea about any of our sexual rendezvous, and my own daughter was heading off to a debate championship immediately after school today, and wouldn't return until Sunday... making Saturday's plan to seduce my hubby into an interracial foursome look like smooth sailing.

So satisfied, but still quite exhausted from last night, I was able to make it through the school day without imagining myself fucking every person I saw.

The day went by rapidly, and that night I wrote the first two parts of the new story (this one), Best of Both Worlds.

Daddy had mentioned as I was leaving last night, they'd be at an engagement party on a friend's yacht Friday night (tonight), but they'd definitely be over promptly around four-thirty on Saturday evening tomorrow, which was half an hour before I expected David to arrive home.

I sent the first two parts to both Daddy and Babygirl, as well as to my amazing editor Tex.

By then I was fucking horny as hell, as I'd just relived my first time with Babygirl. I almost started writing about Daddy's cell phone domination of Babygirl and me, but instead, I turned on some new porn I'd downloaded... and imagined just we two couples were on the yacht.

I imagined one way to get David powerfully enticed into a naughty foursome... by setting things up so he'd catch Babygirl and me playing together.

To make it more enticing, even though I'm normally the domme between the two of us, this time Babygirl would take charge so she could draw him in.

(Yes this is a fantasy, so we're both wearing nylons and bikinis which makes little sense, but no doubt by now you're accustomed to my living up to my title of silkstockingslover).



As I licked Babygirl, playing the bare-assed submissive, she called out to my husband, "Hey sexy! Want to play with us?"

David stammered, "I-I-I...."

"Your wife is my husband's and my white pet," she explained. "Aren't you, nigger lover?"

"Yes, my nigger Mistress," I replied respectfully between yummy licks, loving to create a fantasy where I was submissive to a black couple... something I'd fantasized doing a plethora of times, and had often written down and posted.

"May your David fuck my black pussy?" she asked, letting go of my head so I could answer.

I turned around to look at my stunned husband and invited, "Hey, Baby, how'd you like to fuck my black Mistress? And it was very thoughtful of you to arrive already naked."

"Jasmine?" was all he said, looking completely bewildered.

"You're welcome to fuck her face, pussy or ass," I embellished. "She's a dirty slut, just like I am."

"Get back to eating, you dumb slut," Babygirl ordered rudely.

"Yes, Mistress," I replied with docility, although winking at my husband before she roughly pushed me back into her delicious delicacy.

"So do you want to shove that big white cock in any of my holes, David?" she asked.



"I can't believe this," he said. "Is this a trap?"

"Oh, you can believe it all right, and it's no trap," Babygirl said. "Tonight we make your fantasies come true, with my white slut's blessings. You have roleplayed watching your wife with a big black cock in her pussy and ass while you fucked a sexy black chick, have you not?"

"Um, I, well..." he continued to babble.

"Get over here slut, and suck Daddy's dick," Daddy called out from the sidelines, ending our lesbian playtime.

"Yes, Daddy," I agreed, as Babygirl let go of my head and I scurried over to Daddy, walking right past David saying, "Come and watch me with my favourite nigger, Baby."

I went straight to Daddy, bent down, and took his big hard black cock into my mouth.

Babygirl explained to David, "She fucking loves my husband's black cock."

"Wow," David said, as I bobbed on that cock, wanting to put on a real show for him.

Daddy, like he often did, put his hand on the back of my head, which meant I should take all of his eight-and-a-half inches in my mouth, which I did.

"Your wife can deep throat that monster cock with ease," Babygirl bragged on my behalf.



"Lie down, David," she said. "Jasmine tells me you eat a pussy really well. It's time to see if she's right."

"Um, I, well..." David struggled.

"Do it, man," Daddy said. "We're sharing our wives tonight. And I'll definitely be putting all three of your wife's holes to use."

I stopped sucking to add, "Go ahead and enjoy her, David. Babygirl is as big a submissive as I am."

"Even bigger," Babygirl claimed accurately, as she pushed him to the deck and straddled his face.

"I could use a snack myself," Daddy announced, as he stood up, easily snatched me into the air, spun me round, dropped me onto a deck chair, spread my legs, and buried his face in my quim, completing all of that procedure that likely in two seconds, maybe as many as three.

"He's started licking me,' Babygirl reported.

"Good boy," I moaned, happy he was giving into his lust like I had, as Daddy's tongue licked away, making my pussy burn to have his dick inside me. In my mouth, my pussy or my ass! I wanted it in all three holes... all the time....



After a couple minutes of the men licking us, I needed some black dick in me, and I couldn't wait to see David fucking Babygirl. I begged, Please Daddy, fuck me right now."

"Should I fuck your hubby too, Jasmine?" Babygirl asked.

"Yes, I'd love that!" I enthused, as I watched her get off of his face and drop herself right onto his cock.

"Oh God," David moaned, and he looked at me as Daddy thoughtfully repositioned me so I could watch my husband get himself blacked.

"Enjoy her, Baby," I said, as Daddy moved behind me.

"I can't believe this," he moaned, as Babygirl bounced on his cock.

"Can't believe what?" I asked, as Daddy put his strong hands on my hips. "That your wife is a bimbo slut for black pussy and cock?"

"Yeah, among other things," he said with a moan, as Babygirl really worked over his cock.

As Daddy slid into my pussy, I added, "Or that you have a beautiful black woman riding your cock while I love watching it happen?"

"Yeah," he moaned, so bewildered he didn't have much of a vocabulary.

"Oh fuck, Daddy," I moaned as I looked into my husband's eyes to appraise his reaction. "I love your big black cock in my pussy." He didn't appear to have a problem with hearing that, but then Babydoll was doing a great job of convincing him that 'Life is good!'



"Your hubby has a nice dick, Jaz," Babygirl said.

"As does yours," I agreed, bouncing back to meet his forward thrusts.

After a few minutes and a few positions Babygirl suggested, "Let's make one of your wife's fantasies come true."

"Which one?" David asked, having finally accepted this was really happening, and had been pounding Babygirl's pussy and ass with enthusiasm for quite some time.

"Triple teaming all three of her fuck holes," Babygirl said wickedly.

"Oh yes please, Babygirl," I said excitedly. "Triple bang your slut!"

"Shit," David laughed as Babygirl grabbed the bright yellow strap-on she'd used on me the other night.

I sucked my husband's cock, loving the taste of Babygirl on him, while Daddy gaped my asshole with his big, thick cock. Gone were the days when I'd needed someone's fingers in there first to prepare me.



I then sucked Daddy, as I straddled Babygirl's strap-on, and took David's cock in my ass.





I tasted my own asshole from my husband's dick, a first, as Daddy and Babygirl double teamed my downtown end.



And of course it had to end like all great porn scenes do: with a facial; or in this case, a double-double facial (two loads, and two faces to carry the loads).



I came hard on the heels of this wicked fantasy/hopefully prediction (minus the yacht)... praying that tomorrow evening would go just as well. (Or dare I say swimmingly?)

As I got ready for bed, I wondered what the odds were that this could all work out.

Could I have it all?

A gorgeous and malleable black pet to play with anytime I wanted?

A black cock to fill all three of my holes anytime Daddy wanted?

And still keep my husband happy?

Or would the entire house of cards come tumbling down?

Tomorrow.

Tomorrow.

Tomorrow.

.....

I spent Saturday sleeping in... then cleaning the entire house... grading some papers... anything to distract me... although it all failed... miserably... none of it distracted me in the least.

David called and confirmed he'd be home around five... I didn't spoil the surprise by telling him we'd be having guests for dinner.

Daddy called, and said they'd be here at 4:30. He also told me he wanted me wearing black thigh high stockings and of course, no bra or panties. I was also permitted a dress... at least for starters.

I resisted touching myself as well, as the clock crept along at a snail's pace.

I got dressed in a new pair of sheer nylons, and a cute dress that was easy to flip up to allow super easy access to my pussy or ass, in case Daddy or Babygirl wanted to play before David got home.

I looked in the mirror and pondered the past week or so... my plethora of indiscretions, as well as ten years of hiding the fact I was silkstockingslover... a somewhat famous writer... while my husband, and anyone else I knew face to face, didn't have a clue.

But today... he would.

Today... I would share all my truths with him.

Today... was either the beginning of a new life, or the beginning of the end.

Today....

The doorbell interrupted my worried musings, and an instant rush of excitement coursed through me. I dashed to open the door, and Babygirl smiled and said, "Hi, Mistress."

"Hi, Babygirl..." I smiled then added, "...and Daddy."

"You have a lovely home," he said, as he came inside, handing me a bottle of wine.

"Thank you," I said and added, "you didn't have to."

"Of course we did," he said. "And Babygirl baked a cake for dessert."

Babygirl added, "Unless you'd prefer a different homemade dessert."

"I'm greedy; I'd like both," I smiled.

I looked in the oven to check on dinner, and then gave them a tour, and I received a text from David saying he'd be home in fifteen.

In the bathroom, Daddy lifted up my dress and offered, "Let's give you a little appetizer before the main course later on."

"I could definitely use an appetizer," I said, and I dropped to my knees as he pulled his pants down.

Babygirl said, "I'll go check on dinner."

"Good girl, "Daddy said as I reached for his big cock.

"Thank you Daddy," I said, before realizing he was talking to his wife. I giggled before I took his addicting cock into my mouth for the first time today.



"Fuck, you're my favorite white bitch," he groaned, as I bobbed on his cock in my husband's and my own bathroom.

"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned, as I bobbed hurriedly on his cock, knowing we only had a few minutes before my husband would come home. A good wife wouldn't be doing this; a good wife would be worried he'd arrive a couple minutes early and catch us, but all I was right now was just a hungry slut for black cock... although a slut hoping to be seen as a very good wife when I offered him his own black slut to fuck in Babygirl... for all would be revealed soon.

"Want a quick dick in your pussy before your husband gets home?" he offered, as I bobbed hungrily on his cock, once again in complete submissive lust mode.

"Fuck yes," I mindlessly agreed, desperately needing that heavenly dick back inside my pussy.

He pulled me up and led me to a counter and bent me over, flipping up my dress (I toldja it was the right dress) and sliding himself easily into my drenched pussy.

"Oh fuck," I moaned, as he fucked me fast and hard... time being of the essence.

"Oh yeah, tonight your husband is going to discover how big a black cock slut you are," he said as he fucked me hard.

"Oh, God," I moaned, already excited about that possibility, yet equally terrified. "Yes Daddy, he really needs to know what kind of whore I am for black dick."

"You want to see him with his dick in our Babygirl? "he asked, my orgasm rising already.

"Oh, fuck yes," I agreed, praying it would go as well as I'd fantasized last night.

"Get ready slut, here comes a nice cream pie," he grunted, as I felt his cock pulse surprisingly soon, and before I had a chance to come... even though I was so close.



"Yes, fill me with your big load," I moaned, as his cock spewed deep inside me.

Once he was done depositing his cum inside me, he pulled out and said, "I did that on purpose. You don't get to come yet."

"You're mean, Daddy," I pouted, as he pulled his pants back up and I stood up, my magic dress of the evening falling conveniently back down, feeling some of his warm load leaking out of me. "Your cum is leaking down my leg."

"I guess I should have fucked you in the ass," he shrugged.

"I don't want to be walking bowlegged before my big reveal tonight," I joked. "I may have to hurry downstairs and get Babygirl to clean me up."

"I'm sure she'll love that," he said, as he followed me out of the bathroom and down to the kitchen.

As soon as I entered, I hopped up on the counter and said, "Slut, come clean your husband's cum out of my cunt."

"Yes indeed, Mistress," she quickly obeyed, rushing over to me, flipping up my convenient dress, bending down, and diving between my legs.



"Shit, that's hot," Daddy said, as he watched his wife lapping up his cream pie.

"Your wife is a great cunt licker," I moaned, as Babygirl hungrily ate my pussy just as well as she always did.

"She's had lots of experience," he explained.

"Mmmmmmm," I moaned, just as the door opened.

"Whose car is that in the driveway?" David called out, as Babygirl hastened to give me one more big lick between my pussy lips before standing up.

I hopped off the countertop, my dress did its thing, and I called back, "They're new friends."

"Oh, okay," he said, walking into the kitchen.

"This lovely couple is Chris and Breanna," I introduced, their actual names feeling so strange coming out of my mouth. "My dear friends, this is my husband David."

Daddy walked over and shook his hand, "It's nice to meet you, David. Jasmine has told us so much about you."

"Nice to meet you too," David said, looking confused, while trying to act not.

Babygirl came over, gave him a big hug and said, "I've been just dying to meet you, David."



Daddy explained, "Sorry, my wife is very touchy feely."

"You're supposed to get ten hugs a day, just to be content," Babygirl said. "I read that somewhere."

"Then I'm guessing he's down nine of them," I joked, as I went to hug him too. "Happy you made it home safely."

"I wish you'd told me we were having company," he said. "I definitely need to shower."

"I sent you a text this morning," I lied.

He pulled out his phone and showed me. "Nothing."

I grabbed my phone, having prepared for this conversation; my husband didn't like surprises unless they had to do with sex (and he didn't yet know that this one did), and showed him the message I'd texted, but never pressed Send. I showed it to him triumphantly. "See?"

"You know you have to press Send for it to actually reach me," he said, clearly happy to be proven right.

I looked at my phone, and acting surprised, shrugged, "Oops! Honey, we're having people over tonight, for dinner and whatever."

"I'll go up and shower," he replied.

"And I'll finish making dinner," I said.

"I'll be quick," David said.

Babygirl joked, "You silly! No girl ever wants to hear that."

"You're so bad," I laughed, giving my husband a wink as he looked at me, perplexed.

Daddy added, "Don't mind my wife, she tends to have a one-track mind."

"I don't hear you complaining," Babygirl said, giving him a kiss.

"And you never will," Daddy said, "I'm just letting him know."

Babygirl shrugged, looking at David flirtatiously, "What can I say? I like what I like."

David went red in the face and said, choosing his words more carefully, "I'll be back down in fifteen."

Once he was gone Babygirl whispered, "And I'll be up there in ten."

"Is that the plan?" I asked. "You already have him completely rattled."

"That is a Babygirl gift," Daddy said.

Babygirl said, "Yeah, I'm just going to walk in on him changing, and see if he can resist me."

"I can't fathom he'll be able to," I said.

"It's already hook and line..." Daddy said, "...and soon it will be sinker."

"When I sink to my knees and start sucking his cock," Babygirl completed the thought wickedly.

"And although you and I won't be able to watch..." Daddy said to me as he took his phone out of his pocket, and after doing a couple things, slid it inside her thigh high stocking, "...we will be able to hear it all."

"What if he fucks you?" I asked.

"I won't let him. I'm just sucking his cock this time," Babygirl explained. "David's and my first fuck is reserved for when the four of us are together."

"Mmmmmmmm," I said, my pussy leaking a little once again.

I finished making supper, Daddy helped a bit, and Babygirl said brightly, "I'm off! Wish me luck!"

"Good luck," I said, and meaning it.

"You don't need any luck," Daddy added.

"I'm off to suck your husband's cock, Jazzy," Babygirl said.

"He comes quick the first time," I warned her.

"That works for me," she said, popping out of the kitchen.

I took a deep breath as Daddy came over and said reassuringly, "Don't worry, this will all go according to our plans."

"I sure hope so, but I don't know," I said, suddenly very worried about how David might react, "What if he freaks out?"

"Did you see his immediate response to Babygirl?" Daddy pointed out. "He's already ready to climb aboard, even if he doesn't know it yet."

"I really hope so," I said, being a little... okay, a lot nervous about what might happen for good or ill in the next few minutes.

"Trust me," he said, showing me some tenderness I needed at this moment with a warm affectionate hug, just like I'd needed him to pound my pussy just several minutes earlier.

"Okay," I said, feeling supported, comforted, and understood in this tense moment... that would alter the rest of my life one way or the other, regardless what was about to transpire. Pandora's Box had been blown wide open, and my life was never going to be the same as it had until the moment Babygirl had stormed into my classroom to give her daughter's racist teacher a piece of her mind, but was then sidetracked by our intimate internet friendship.

"Here it goes," Babygirl said to us sotto voce through my phone, drawing me out of my concern and Daddy's hug.

"Here goes everything," I said, as Daddy pulled his phone up so we could both listen as best we could.

"Hey, stud," Babygirl greeted, her tone dripping with sexual intent.

"Oh, my, um... I'm still getting dressed," David said, sounding shocked by Babygirl's unexpected arrival.

"So I see," Babygirl said, as she seemed to be sauntering towards him. "Nice cock, David."

"Um... please, this isn't appropriate," David said, trying to resist Hurricane Babygirl.

"I won't tell a soul," she promised insincerely as we listened in. "I know you find me attractive. Don't you find me attractive, David?"

"Um, yes, you're very pretty," David struggled to say, clearly overwhelmed.

I imagined Babygirl was standing right before him.... and reaching down... and...



"You're very handsome, David," Babygirl purred.

"Your husband is right downstairs," David pointed out.

"And so is your wife," Babygirl added, every word she said dripping with seduction.

"We can't do this," he said.

"Do what?" she asked.

"Oh God," David moaned, as we heard sounds that were undeniably her beginning to suck my husband's cock.



"Such a nice cock," she purred.

"Please, stop," David protested weakly, but it didn't sound like he was taking any action to stop her.

"Just push my head away if you want me to stop," Babygirl said.

Then there was silence for a good fifteen excruciating seconds.

"Oh God," David moaned, letting me finally know he hadn't pushed her away... he'd allowed a woman he'd just met to suck his cock.

"Told you," Daddy told me.

"I can't believe it," I said, for even though I was relieved, because this seduction was opening all the doors I hoped to explore tonight, yet oddly part of me was sad... he had just cheated on me. (I know, I know, I was the one who cheated on him first... several times during the past week... and I'd set him up to cheat on me, Babygirl sashaying her ass upstairs with my blessings, yet a small part of me was sad. I couldn't explain it... clearly I needed therapy.)

"Part of you didn't want him to tumble," he said, reading me so well for only knowing me a few days... well longer, if you include our online chats.

"Yeah," I said, a tear beginning to trickle down my face.

"Oh fuck, I'm going to come," David warned.

"Come-down-my-throat," Babygirl replied in a rush of words, before her sucking sounds resumed.

"She has such a magic mouth," Daddy said.

Pushing my sadness aside, I asked coyly, "Don't I have one of those?"

"Oh, you most certainly do, and I plan to use it thoroughly, as well as your other two holes, before the night is through," he assured me.

"I can't wait," I said, as I wanted his cock back inside me... needed it back inside me... needed David to watch him doing it... for him to join me in my sexual journey of submission (except he wouldn't be the one submitting... Babygirl would be, once he was totally on board).

"Fuck," David grunted, as he obviously spewed his cum in her mouth.

"His giving in to Babygirl is an excellent sign. It means that things will all work out, and the fun all four of us will share tonight will make your marriage stronger than ever," he reassured me.

"I hope so," I said, as I squeezed his cock. "Because I can't live without this black mamba."

"That was yummy," we overheard Babygirl through the phone. "I'll leave you to finish getting dressed."

"I can't believe I just let you do that," he said, sounding very guilty.

"No worries, we're just getting started," Babygirl reassured him, although he likely didn't find it at all reassuring at the time, before leaving him, and we could hear her bouncing merrily down the stairs.

A moment later Babygirl returned to the kitchen and Daddy praised her, "Good job, Babygirl."

"Thanks, Daddy," she said, as she pulled the phone out of her nylon and handed it to him. She turned to me and said, "Your husband has a great cock!"

"I've always thought so," I said, as I finished adding the final touches to the meal.

Five minutes later we were all sitting at the kitchen table, Daddy across from me, Babygirl across from David. David was extremely quiet, and clearly racked with guilt.

"David, I need to tell you something," I broke the silence. "Actually, several things."

"I need to tell you something too," he replied nervously.

"Me first," I said. "please, let me speak first."

"Okay," he said, a look of genuine concern in his eyes.

"I've been keeping a secret from everyone, including from you, for ten years," I began, getting emotional. "One you likely will find hard to believe."

"Please honey," he said, tenderly putting his hand on mine. "You can tell me anything."

"I really hope that's true," I laughed awkwardly.

Daddy said, "Just tell him, Jasmine."

"David, I have a secret persona. I've been living for a decade as a writer of online erotica," I blurted out quickly before I could change my mind... for once the words were out there, I could no longer take them back.

"Oh?" he said, more a question from his piqued interest than anything else.

"Your wife isn't just any erotic writer, but she's the top writer on Literotica," Babygirl chipped in.

"You're not telling me you're..." David began, and paused without finishing.

"I'm not what?" I asked.

"You're not..." he paused again, as he seemed to be processing his thoughts. It seemed like an eternity but was likely only a few seconds, "You're not silkstockingslover, are you?"

It was my turn to be surprised. "H-h-how did you know?"

"I didn't," he said, "but as soon as your friend said you were the top writer on Literotica, it all came together."

"He must read your stories," Babygirl surmised.

"All of them," he agreed, looking stunned.

"All of them?" I repeated, shocked that he would even read the gay ones.

"Are those your actual fantasies?" he asked.

"Yes," I admitted sheepishly, feeling my cheeks go bright red.

Daddy interjected, "Don't be ashamed, Jasmine. This is who you really are, and you excel at it."

"So... these fantasies you've been sharing with me lately?" David asked, looking at both Babygirl and Daddy, although I noticed he avoided mentioning the racial aspect, which had been central.

"Yes, they're about us," Daddy spoke for me.

"And I hear you have some nice hot black pussy fantasies yourself," Babygirl added.

"Ooooooh," David groaned, as I assumed Babygirl was this very moment inserting her foot into his crotch... the tablecloth preventing me from visually confirming my assumption.

Sensing this was the exact moment to come clean about exactly what I wanted to happen going forward, I said, "Honey, I want to do everything with you. Instead of just writing them down, which I'll probably never stop doing, I also want to begin exploring all of my fantasies for real, and I want you to explore all of yours."

"I don't know," he said, even though he wasn't moving Babygirl's foot away from his crotch, since I could see the tablecloth moving enough to confirm my suspicion. "This is a lot."

Daddy said, his tone so calm he was speaking almost like a therapist, "Look David, I know this is a lot to take in."

"Oh yes you are, Daddy," Babygirl purred seductively, using that name in front of David for the first time.

"Not right now, Babygirl," Daddy said, doing the same.

"Sorry," Babygirl apologized sheepishly.

"Daddy? Babygirl?" David said. "I've encountered those names before. Or at least Babygirl's."

"I've called him TX online, and I've done several commissioned stories for them," I explained.

"Oh yes, yes," David started babbling, oddly excited. "The BBBW domination story, and that crazy Daddy Daughter Date Days story, where at the end they made her mother into their cuckquean."

"You really do know her work," Daddy said with a grin.

"Do you really read all my stories?" I asked.

Looking at me with admiration, he replied, "Every single one." He then added, "I'm alone in hotel rooms a lot. I just never twigged that the sexy writer writing all those hot stories was my own wife!"

"I should have told you a long time ago," I said, expressing my guilt.

"Why didn't you?" he asked.

"Shame and embarrassment," I answered.

"Shame? Embarrassment? For what?" he asked incredulously. "You're amazing! Your stories are read by hundreds of thousands of people, and judging by the comments, by both men and women."

"Millions, actually," Babygirl corrected him.

"Thanks, my pet," I said, deciding to reveal that delicious tidbit as well.

"Your pet?" David asked, his eyes going wide.

"And Chris is my Daddy," I revealed, figuring it was time to lay it all out there.

"Daddy?"

"He prefers my calling him that instead of Master," I shrugged.

"Have you...?" David began to ask, but stopped.

I avoided eye contact as I whispered, "Yes."

"Oh," he said.

Daddy interjected again, and thank God he was here, "Look David, as I was saying, you two have a couple of choices. One possibility is for you to end your marriage, since you've both cheated on each other, and yes, Jasmine and I both know that Babygirl was upstairs sucking your cock not long ago, and that she's giving you a foot rubbing under the table right now. Another possibility is for you two to begin exploring your fantasies together, with no more secrets. I can promise from long experience that it will change your lives in fantastic ways you can't even imagine."

"Please, David, I love you," I said, finally summoning the courage to look into his eyes and take his hands in mine.

"I love you too," he told me, with feeling. "Unconditionally."

"So are you saying you want to explore some of the things you've read me writing about?" I asked.

"I want to explore them all," he said boldly.

"All?" I asked. "There's some pretty kinky stuff in there, such as men topping other men, or guys undergoing sissy transformations."

"Well, almost all of them," he corrected himself with a smile.

But the important part was he leaned forward and kissed me with great tenderness.

I melted wholeheartedly into his kiss, but when he broke it, I set a completely different mood by asking, "So for starters, do you want to fuck my black pet, or what?"

"Jasmine?!!" he gasped.

Daddy took control, "Sluts, under the table and get your desserts while the men talk."

"Yes Daddy," we both chirped in perfect unison, as I winked at my dazed husband before crawling under the table to fish out Daddy's dick. And no hiding this time... he knew exactly what I was doing!

"You see David, many women need a take charge man," Daddy began.

"I've always been one in the bedroom," David said, which was true. He was a great lover, and he'd always understood what I needed in the bedroom... he simply didn't have the advantage of a black cock.

"I'm not saying you don't already do that, and Jasmine also says that you do," Daddy reassured him, as I took his flaccid cock in my mouth. "I'm just saying that our women need to understand who's is in charge."

"Like I said, I've always been in charge in the bedroom," David repeated with a moan, which could only mean that Babygirl had his cock back in her mouth. "And Jasmine has always been in charge of everything else."

"Yes, Babygirl is in charge of some of our things, too," Daddy agreed. "But it's important to know exactly what your wife wants, and even more importantly, what she needs."

"I thought I did that," David said, his tone making me feel sad for him... like he thought he hadn't satisfied me.

"I'm sure you have for the most part," Daddy said. "But being the man means taking charge, and pushing your wife to do things, even when she doesn't know she wants to be pushed."

"How so?" David asked, intrigued by Daddy's words, and yet clearly unsure of how to fulfill them. I too was intrigued to discover where Daddy was going with this.

"Babygirl has always been a little wild," Daddy said. "But she didn't know she was a submissive lesbian or a complete ass slut, until I pushed her into exploring those aspects of her sexual repertoire."

"I see," David said, contemplating these words.

"And once we had a kid, Babygirl started becoming less adventurous, and I had to remind her that one of her duties as my wife was utter sexual obedience," Daddy said, as his cock gradually hardened. God, I loved feeling a cock go from soft to hard in my mouth! There was just something so magical, so erotic, so powerful, and so all-consuming a feeling, that it always made me wet.

"I can't fathom requiring utter obedience from Jasmine," David said.

"And that's where you're going wrong," Daddy said. "Jasmine is the prototype submissive. She wants to be told exactly what to do. She was born to please. She also has a ferocious sexual appetite, which you likely already knew, but her stories prove she's never truly lived up to her sexual potential."

I felt so bad that Daddy was pretty much telling David he hadn't fulfilled his responsibilities of being a real man for me. But David didn't sound like he was taking it that way as he asked, "So you're saying I should take complete control of her?"

"Yes and no," Daddy said.

"Now I'm even more confused," David said, as was I.

Daddy suggested, "Let's continue this conversation in the living room, so you can watch your wife suck my cock, and I can watch my wife suck yours."

"Um, yeah, sure," David said doubtfully, in a tone that didn't really give me a clue as to whether he felt excited to see me with another man's cock in my mouth or not.

"Sluts, crawl into the living room," Daddy ordered.

Again we both replied in unison, "Yes, Daddy."

"Fuck, that's amazing," David said as he sat up straight (there's just something about receiving a good blowjob that makes a man slump), while Babygirl and I, our chins dripping wet with saliva, crawled out from beneath the table.

"Once a woman understands her place, understands who is in charge, and most importantly that she can trust you unconditionally with her personal safety, she will obey you mindlessly, and very contentedly," he said. "Kiss each other, my pets."

"Yes, Daddy," we both said again in unison, as we eagerly crawled to each other and engaged in a tender and passionate lip-locked embrace.



"Shit, is that hot," David said, as he watched me enthusiastically kissing another woman.

"Have you ever fantasized about watching your wife with another woman?" Daddy asked, as I eagerly listened for David's reply.

"I'm a guy," David joked. "I must have imagined that thousands of times."

"Well, your wife is a complete pussy craver, and she'd eat a pussy in front of you anytime you liked," Daddy said. "You just have to give her the opportunity."

David, surprising me, and perhaps Babygirl and Daddy as well ordered, although it wasn't as firm as Daddy's orders, it was actually a little tentative, which made it cute, "Get into a 69, uh... sluts."

"Yes, Master," Babygirl replied, as she pushed me onto my back.



I looked at my husband and asked with a wicked, sexy smile on my face, "Sweetheart, do you really want to watch your wife eat another woman's pussy?"

"A black woman's pussy?" Babygirl added.

"Yes I do, Jasmine," David said, his confidence beginning to grow. "Go ahead and eat that black pussy for me."

"I most certainly will, Baby," I replied, and buried my face into Babygirl's delicious, very wet, pussy.



"There you go," Daddy encouraged him. "That's exactly how you do it."

"It felt a little weird," David confessed, as Babygirl and I dined on each other's heavenly homemade desserts.

"It takes time to find it comfortable treating women as the submissive sluts they naturally are," Daddy said.

"Did you?" David asked.

"Not really," he said. "But being black is a different ballgame. We're perceived differently from whites in so many ways."



"I guess."

"I don't just mean the big black cock stereotype, although that's usually accurate," he said. "But the historical perception of blacks seen as inferior to whites. Over time, that persecution has led to blacks becoming stronger as a race, and really enjoying the sexual power we often have over white women. What doesn't kill you makes you stronger, you know."

"My Jasmine writes about that sometimes," he said proudly, which made me smile between licks at the lovely idea of David reading all my stuff.

"Yes, she's very intuitive," Daddy said. "Her philosophy of black cock obsession is pretty accurate."

"I imagine so," David said.

"You're pretty well equipped down there too, D," Daddy observed.

"Yes, Big D, you're very well equipped," Babygirl added between licks.

I smiled at her giving David such a nickname, one that would give him confidence, something important when he was comparing himself to Daddy.

"Big D," Daddy chuckled in the way he laughed... jovially. "That's perfect!"

"I certainly don't mind being called that," David laughed too.

"Ladies, crawl over here and show us how much you love our cocks," Daddy ordered.

"Yes, Daddy," both of us parroted again, like the complete obedient submissives we both were.

Babygirl crawled to David, pulled his pants further down and said, "Mmmmmmm, such a nice hard cock, Big D."

"Doesn't he have a nice cock?" I asked, as I took Daddy's cock in my hand.

"A Great White Cock," Babygirl added, as she stroked his cock. "Can I coin a new acronym in honour of your husband? GWC?"



"Two great cocks for two eager sluts," Daddy said.

"So true," Babygirl approved, as she took my husband's cock yet again into her mouth.

"So, you're okay with my sucking Daddy's BBC?" I asked David, as his dick was being sucked.

"Yes," he moaned, preoccupied by Babygirl's expert mouth and lips.

"Yes what?" I asked, wanting, and even kind of needing to hear him say the words.

"Yes, you have my approval to suck that big black cock, and to take it in that sweet pussy of yours," David generously offered.

"Thanks. But not in my asshole?" I asked, as I licked the big shaft under discussion.

"You think you can take that horse cock in your ass?" David asked.

"She already has," Babygirl revealed. "As well as my strap-on."

"Shit," he said, sounding amazed, and in a good way, like 'My woman is even capable of doing that?'

"You're a very lucky man," Daddy said, as I took his cock in my mouth, beaming with happiness that things were somehow going exactly as I'd hoped.

"I know I am," he agreed, as I began to bob on Daddy's cock. Wanting to put on a show, I deep throated it.

"Shit, she can take it all," David said, sounding impressed all over again.

"I told you; she's a naturally submissive cock pleaser," Daddy reiterated.

"I've never had any cause to complain," David said, as we both sucked the 'wrong' cocks.



"You better not have," I said, looking over at him.

"Never," he smiled at me warmly.

"You two are such a cute couple," Daddy observed.

"No one wants to be called cute," I pointed out, looking up at him sternly. Well okay, timidly sternly.

"Sorry, I misspoke; you're a hot couple we want to fuck," Daddy corrected.

"So why aren't you doing it?" I asked. "Especially after all that talk about how we women just want to be told what to do? Which you weren't wrong about, by the way."

"That is a great question," he agreed, as he guided me to the floor. "Ready to fuck each other's wives, Big D?"

"Yes he is," Babygirl said, as she quickly got out of her dress and lowered herself to the carpet.

"I guess I really am," David agreed as he straddled her from behind, while Daddy spread my legs wide.

"I really want to watch you fuck my pet, Baby," I said, as Daddy pulled my dress off of me before tossing it haphazardly somewhere and rubbing his cock against my wet pussy lips.

"And I want to see that black cock disappearing in that pink pussy," David said, as he positioned his cock to fuck his new sex partner.

"Ready?" Daddy asked.

"Yeah," David agreed as he looked me in the eyes.

"I love you, Baby," I said, as I prepared to get myself fucked in front of my husband.

"I love you too," David said.

"Aaaaaaah," Babygirl said, before adding, "And I love my Daddy more than anything! Now SHOVE that white hammer into my pussy!"

"And SLAM that big black cock into mine,' I added.

"Okay," David said.

"On three," Daddy said.

"Oh, c'mon! Just shove it in already," Babygirl whined.

"One-two-three," Daddy counted rapidly, as he slid his cock inside me.

"Ohhhhhh, yes," Babygirl moaned, as David obviously did the same to her.



"Oh yes," I moaned as instant pleasure cascaded through me as I was filled up.

"Oh fuck," David groaned, obviously enjoying his first encounter with a woman of colour.

"Isn't she divine?" Daddy asked, as he slowly fucked me.

"Amazing," David said, as I glanced back to see that he too was slowly fucking Babygirl.

"Our wives are insatiable," Daddy said.

"Jaz always has been, I guess," David admitted. "I just never realized how much."

"You see, Big D," Daddy continued (I loved how they kept calling him that), "women like ours, and usually most women if their inner sexual desires can be unlocked and released, need a man to support them, and to accept their true sexual nature."

"Sexual nature?" David asked, as we both paid heed to the guru of fucking... while we were fucking.

"Yes, Jasmine is smart."

"I know," David said, "she's the smartest women I know."

"Aaaawwww," I said, finding that such a sweet thing for him to say, especially while I had another man's cock deep inside me, and he had his dick deep inside another woman.

"But she's also a slutty, brainless bimbo, given the right conditions. And now that her prolific writing has revealed her true nature to you, and her online friendship and serendipitous meeting with us has allowed her to make at least a few of her nasty fantasies into reality, there's no going back," he said. "She needs someone who loves her for who she really is, and who can allow her to explore her full breadth of sexuality. And from all appearances Big D, you're exactly the man she needs.

"But one thing is an absolute must," he continued. "No more secrets. You two need to begin sharing absolutely everything with each other, so you can learn to trust each other absolutely. And besides, you'll both probably get to hear some really hot stories from each other, and then Jasmine can write them down."

I was fascinated by the depth of Daddy's understanding of who I had now become. It was as if he could see inside my mind.

"Daddy does all of that for me," Babygirl added.

"Yes I do, my slut," Daddy said, calling her a slut in the most approving way possible, "Both of our wives are submissive, beautiful, bisexual, cock-crazed and adventurous... and we're both very lucky men."

"The luckiest," David emphasized, seeming to be bothered not at all by Daddy's blunt description of me.

"I'm pretty lucky too," I said, because of both a husband who seemed to understand my new sexual awakening (well an old one really, but new insofar as with some major help from my friends and lovers, it was actually becoming a reality), and because of Daddy for so generously sharing his big black cock with little ol' me.

"So going forward, you must allow her to fuck other men, mostly black men probably, since that's her fetish, and to be with other women," Daddy continued.

"And once you go black..." David joked.

"That's definitely true in my case," I moaned, the slow fucking as a background to the thought-provoking yet hot conversation, really turning me on. Daddy was having the conversation I figured I'd have to have with David, once this night was over.

"Of course you get to fuck other women too," Daddy said before adding, "and to suck or fuck, or be sucked and fucked, by other men, if you're into that kind of thing."

"Oh... I... well..." David said as a non-answer, just some mumbling, but I suddenly knew without a doubt he was possibly interested in exploring his same-sex curiosity too... the expression on his face said it all.

Daddy said, "You don't have to tell me, although I don't judge. For example, I don't suck dick or get fucked, but I do on occasion have a guy suck my dick, and on rarer occasions I'll even pound a guy's ass." He shrugged as I imagined David taking Daddy's big cock in his mouth or ass.





"I won't judge either, Baby," I said, looking over at him. "I've discovered through my writing and my resultant correspondence with lots of people, that many men are secretly bisexual."

"But that conversation is for another time," Daddy said. "Tonight is about our two hot wives getting the fucking they deserve."

I pushed away the tantalizing picture of David with a dick inside him as I agreed, "Yes boys, your sluts need a good dicking."

"A 'good dicking'," Daddy laughed, "you always come up with a new one."

"How about you start pounding me with that big black cock?" I requested.

"An oldie but goodie," Daddy laughed, as he obliged me.

"Fuck me harder, Big D," Babygirl demanded as well.

"Take it, slut," David grunted, as he began fucking her harder. I wasn't sure if his dominant side was taking him over, or he was trying to prove he was a man's man, following the gay talk.

"You're actually fucking another woman," I smiled, as I watched him pound Babygirl. "I love it!"

"And you're actually getting fucked by a big black cock, just like we roleplayed," he returned.



"Fantasies are supposed to become realities," I smiled.

"Then let's make all of yours come true," David said. "Although with something approaching 500 posted stories under your belt, that might be a tall order."

"But we mustn't forget yours too," I countered with a sly smile, hinting that I'd caught his hesitation when it had been mentioned.

"Yours first," he said.

"Daddy has already been doing that," I moaned.

"I do my best," Daddy shrugged.

"Let me take a turn riding you, Big D," Babygirl said.

"Sure," David agreed. Who would ever reject that offer?

"She loves riding cowboys," Daddy said, as David pulled out of her.

"Then I should go get his cowboy hat," I smiled, as David sat down.

"Oh, his cock will do just fine for now," Babygirl said, as she pushed him to the floor and took his cock in her mouth.

"She loves the taste of herself on a cock," Daddy said.

"Who doesn't?" I joked, although not really joking, since having tasted myself on cock before, I have to admit I taste pretty damn amazing.

"No good slut doesn't," Daddy joked.

"Suck his dick, slut," I ordered, wondering if David got turned on by my having a lesbian pet.

"Mmmmmm," she moaned, bobbing faster.

"Take it all, you cock-hungry whore," I ordered, getting a rush at being a submissive slut for Daddy while simultaneously being a Mistress to someone else.

"Oh yes, take it all, you dirty slut," David piled it on, as Babygirl bobbed like the porn star she could easily be if she wanted, as Daddy kept fucking me... seeming just to know how much I wanted to watch David and Babygirl together.

After a couple dozen bobs, David took control and ordered, "Now climb aboard and ride me, my black slut."

"Yes, Big D," Babygirl eagerly obeyed, straddling and dropping her entire slim body on his dick in a single quick motion.

"Oh, fuck," David groaned, as Babygirl began bouncing on his cock like he was a trampoline.

Daddy meanwhile, decided I needed to focus on him a little, as he began fucking me harder, drawing me away from watching David, and back to admiring his dick inside me.

"Don't forget about Daddy," Daddy said, bucking his hips and slamming his cock all the way into me.

"I could never do that," I moaned, as I returned all my attention to him and my own physical pleasure.



"Yes, Daddy, fuck me with that big black cock," I moaned, loving to say those three words 'big black cock' any time I could.

"Give my wife the fucking she so desperately needs," David added.

"Thanks, Baby," I moaned, as I looked at him to see him looking at me.

"You've always needed a regular chocolate intake," he smiled, knowing my weakness for chocolate... of all kinds.

"Now I can't get enough," I moaned, as Daddy began fucking me.

"Let's both bang our bitches from behind," Daddy suggested, liking positional variety, I was quickly discovering... something I perhaps don't do enough of in my stories, and definitely David and I didn't do enough of.

"Sure, man," David agreed, as both Babygirl and I got on all fours and offered our backends for each other's husband. "This is still a little unbelievable."

"Only a little?" Daddy laughed, as he got behind me.

"Nothing is little around here," Babygirl chimed in.

"Okay, it's a huge surprise," David corrected, positioning himself behind a wiggling Babygirl.

"Everything is huge tonight,' I said, as Daddy slid back into my inferno.

"Wild!" David laughed as he slid back into Babygirl.

"Can you believe your husband is finally fucking me?" Babygirl asked, as we both took it from behind.

"I really can't," I moaned, as I looked back at David, who winked at me. "Who would have thought when you barged into my classroom all fire and brimstone, it would end up like this?"



"No one," Babygirl laughed.

"And yet, here we are," Daddy said. "Two sluts getting exactly what they need from each other's fortunate husbands."

"Yes, Daddy,' we both agreed in unison.

"Now less talking, and more bouncing back on our cocks," David asserted, taking his turn at being in control.

Babygirl and I smiled as we said, again in unison, "Yes, Big D." (Great minds...)

"Big D," he laughed, as we both obeyed him and began bouncing back on the dicks in our pussies. "That's surreal."

"Everything is surreal and amazing, once you allow and support your wife to behave as her true sexual self," Daddy orated.

Babygirl and I bounced back on these glorious cocks for a couple more minutes, each of us moaning as our orgasms began to rise, when Daddy said, "I need a rest; turn around and suck my cock, teacher slut."

"Yes, Daddy," I said, quickly and obediently spinning myself around, and once he was lying on the floor, devoured his cock that was glistening with my pussy juice.

"You have yourself one amazing cock sucker," Daddy complimented David, as he lay there and watched me pleasure his dick.

"Yeah, she's always loved sucking dick," David said. "Which I've always felt blessed for."

"As well you should," Daddy agreed, as I sucked his cock.



"Your wife looks so hot with my man's cock in her mouth," Babygirl offered, as David continued fucking her from behind.

"She's amazing, all right," David agreed, as he watched me at work, and I looked up at him with a mouthful of black cock.

"Yeah, she's the best white cock sucker I've ever had," Daddy made my cock sucking praises unanimous.

I took his cock out of my mouth and asked, excited for his accolade to be true, "Really?"

"Yeah, you're a world class cock sucker and all-around slut," Daddy embellished.

"Daddy, you say the sweetest things," I smiled, before returning to worshipping his dick.

"I just say it the way it is," he said. "Always."

"Your wife's cunt is so tight," David observed before asking, "how is that even possible with that fat cock of yours?"

"Pussy exercises," Babygirl revealed.

"Really?" I asked, "that's a thing?" again taking the cock out of my mouth. It was weird we were sucking and fucking each other so casually, while also chatting and learning more about each other.

"I'll teach some to you later," she promised.

"Okay, since you want to talk instead of suck, I guess I'd better just fuck you," Daddy caved, as he stood up, picked me up. and positioned me back on all fours with great ease.

"Sorry," I apologized.

"And you can get on your back, my black slut," David ordered, following along with Daddy's dominance.

"Yes, Big D," Babygirl purred, as she quickly got into position, "just get that great white whale back inside me."

"White whale," I laughed, as Daddy filled me up again. "That is a description I've never used."

"You can use it when you write this chapter," Babygirl said. "Free of charge."

"You're writing this story?" David asked, "the one we're actually living?" as he moved between the black girl's white-clad legs.

"I'm sending in Chapter one soon," I said.

"And what would tonight be?" David asked, sliding into Babygirl.

"Chapter six," I moaned, as Daddy fucked me.

"Six?" David asked. "What have you three already done to fill up five chapters?"

"I'll tell you every dirty little detail after we're done getting those loads of yours," I said, now excited to give him the blow by blow of how this wild night had happened from the very beginning. "I'll even let you read the pre-publication manuscripts."

"Okay," he said, before joking, "my load likely won't take too long."

"That's why I sent Babygirl upstairs to extract that first load," I smiled.

"Extract," he said, shaking his head. "That is a silkstockingslover word for sure."

"I'm told I often use too many of the same words," I said.



"Wait a minute," he did a double-take; "You sent her upstairs to blow me?"

"Well, not exactly," I clarified. "She'd already decided to do it, but she did so with my blessings, while Daddy and I listened in through the phone wedged in her stocking."

"You three absolute sneaks!" David exploded with a self-effacing chuckle. "You're all fortunate I'm not a violent man, and that I'm thrilled with how the evening had turned out!"

"Less talk, slut,' Daddy rebuked me, as he grabbed my hair and began really drilling me.

"Sorry, Daddy," I moaned. "My attention is entirely on you, now."

"Oh yes, Big D, fuck my black pussy," Babygirl moaned, as all four of our orgasms were rising.



For a couple minutes there was just fucking.

Plus sounds of moaning.

And sounds of groaning.

Sounds of Daddy's body slamming into mine, and David's into Babygirl's.

Daddy then said, "Get her on all fours, then slam that dick inside her ass and fuck it roughly; that's how she comes the hardest."

"Really?" David asked. "You're asking me to ass-fuck your own wife?"

Babygirl quickly got up and back onto all fours. "Yes he is, Big D, we want you to slide that white dick between my nigger ass cheeks and really drill my asshole!"

"Holy fuck," he said, clearly stunned by the entire situation and likely double stunned by her casual use of the 'N' word.

As he went behind her, Daddy said, "She loves being called a nigger by a white man or woman when she's close; it really brings her to the brink."

"I'm not sure I can do that," David said, as he moved his cock to her pussy. "It seems so wrong!"

"Sweetie, just slam your dick in my nigger slut's asshole," I ordered, setting him a 'good' example, as Daddy was really drilling me from behind although he was still in my pussy.

"Shit," he said, looing at me in shock as he obeyed and pushed forward.

"Yes give me that white dick in my nigger ass," Babygirl moaned, laying it on thick, clearly close to eruption.

"Grab her arms and really rail that nigger ass," I ordered, going for overkill as Daddy really fucked me.

"You like it rough?" David asked, "umm... you nigger slut?" taking my cues and testing out whether he could actually utter the horrible word without the world exploding around him, while pulling both her arms back and holding them in place as he began to pound that lovely black ass.



"Oh yes Big D, fuck my ass, fuck your nigger," Babygirl screamed, as her ass was destroyed.

"Oh fuck, yes, fuck me Daddy, fuck your white trash slut good," I moaned, trying out a new demeaning term for myself, as I watched David fuck Babygirl's ass... watching a live sex act so much hotter than porn... watching my husband reaming another woman's asshole even hotter.

"Harder... yes, harder," Babygirl begged, as David fucked her as hard as he could.

"Oh yes, fuck, I'm so close, Daddy," I moaned.

"Come, you nigger lover, come all over my nigger dick," Daddy ordered.

"Yes, give me your nigger cock," I screamed, so fucking close, as was Babygirl, whose moans made it obvious she was about to explode.

David looked at me in shock, but then took the cue and ordered, as he didn't slow down, "Come all over my white cock, my nigger slave, come right... fucking... NOW!"

"Yes, Bigggggggg D," she screamed, while I followed suit.

"Fuuuuuuuck," I moaned loudly, as both Babygirl and I climaxed a mere second apart.



Both men kept up their fast fucking for another minute before they both slowed down, and then David stood up and ordered, surprising me a little by the relaxed way he was taking charge, "Sluts, get over here and finish us off."

We both moved from our doggy positions, still trembling post eruption, and crawled the couple of feet to the two standing men... their large respective black and white cocks rampant.

"Get sucking, sluts," David ordered as confidently as if he were Daddy himself.

"Yes, Big D," we both said, as usual in unison, before taking their respective cocks into our mouths.

"Let's face fuck them," David said.

"Fuck yeah, you're really getting into this role," Daddy approved, as they both guided the backs of our heads.



"Oh yeah, don't stop nigger," David groaned after only ten or fifteen seconds.

"You either," Daddy said to me, although as usual, I had no intention of stopping until I received his load either in my mouth or on my face.

"Oh shit," David grunted.

"Yeah, shit," Daddy moaned, as both men seemed to, just like we girls had earlier, come at almost the exact same time, as his warm cum filled my mouth and glided smoothly down my throat.



I continued bobbing, although more slowly now, as I savoured the aftermath of Daddy's orgasm, and the few slow swimmers still making their way out... assuming, including the preliminaries for all four of us this evening, that this was only round two.

Especially since my ass had not yet been tapped.

As we both nursed the men's cocks, Daddy said, "You see David? By being completely transparent with each other about our wants and needs, we've been liberated, again completely, from the ridiculous social norms of stereotypical monogamous marriages. It's not cheating if you're... and here's that same word yet again... completely honest with each other."

"I would never have thought," David said.

"Yeah, even in the black community this type of lifestyle is far from common, even though I believe almost every man and woman would happily explore such a lifestyle if society didn't judge it the way it does, and if the couple is in love and trusts each other completely."

"I trust Jasmine one hundred percent," David said, "especially now," making my body feel toasty warm.

"Why don't we go and have some more of that delicious dinner," Daddy said. "I'm sure we've all built up fresh appetites, and I'm not referring to our sexual ones this time."

"It's probably gotten cold, I'll go heat it up," I said.

"I'll help," Babygirl offered, and still naked except for our stockings, we headed to the kitchen.

The men chatted while we finished getting dinner ready again.

Then while we ate, I told David pretty much everything. Not that I deliberately held certain things back, but it's difficult to encapsulate ten years of writing into a half hour's narration.

David learned about my writing career... although I'm not sure I can call it a career, since I don't make a living off of it, lol.

About Daddy, Babygirl and my incredibly frank chats with them over several months.

About Babygirl raging into my classroom and raising the roof, before she learned it was me.

About my dominating Babygirl with her full encouragement.

About my being dominated by Daddy via Babygirl, and why, if David was feeling generous (by this point he was), it wasn't technically cheating.

About Daddy inducing my temporary insanity and taking me in my classroom, how that couldn't be anything but cheating, and how I'd felt about that.

About my first DP.

David listened to it all, asking the odd question, as for instance he realized where I was the night he couldn't get hold of me. (In the cabin having sex with Babygirl.) I apologized for lying to him, and promised never, ever to lie to him again... never to hide a single, solitary thing.

For his part, likely influenced mightily by everything we'd done together tonight, David told me he forgave me completely, repeated how unconditionally he loved me, and promised never to hide things from me as well (not that he'd ever hidden much).

Dinner done, all of us still naked except for the nylons of course, David asked me, "So what's a fantasy you'd like to fulfill tonight?"

I looked around at all three of them, and after a brief pause said coyly, "Well, I do have three holes... and three sexy companions."

"Then let's fuck her airtight," Babygirl cried out, suddenly full of energy. "I even brought my strap-on along, just in case."

"I have mine, too," I added.

"You have a strap-on?" David asked.

I shrugged.

"Of course you do," he said, shaking his head, as I imagine for him tonight's wild revelations were similar to the ones I'd experienced when I first dominated Babygirl.

Babygirl left the table, dashed daringly out to her car for the strap-on (daringly because she was still starkers, although it was almost pitch black outside), and we went back to the living room.

"I want to give you one of your fantasies too," I said to David.

"You've already given me so many," he said, before adding, "and that's just tonight. I can still remember that cum walk you did for me that time in Mexico."

"No more secrets," I reminded him.

"Never again," he agreed, as Babygirl returned wearing her strap-on.

"Why isn't she sucking anyone's cock yet?" Babygirl demanded theatrically.

I dropped to my knees as I laughed, "That is a great question. I certainly can't get triple-teamed with anyone's semi-erect cocks."

I took my husband's cock in my mouth for the first time tonight, while stroking the other two. I went back and forth between the three cocks, until both real ones were hard and ready to fuck me, and the fake one was dripping with salivary lubrication.



I asked, words I never imagined saying in real life, "So who gets to fuck which of my holes?"

"May I have her ass first?" Babygirl requested.

"Sure, and I want to fuck her pussy," David said. "It's been a while, what with my recent travelling."

"Hopefully Daddy didn't get it all loose for you," I said, as Babygirl lay on the carpet and I straddled her cock... slowly lowering myself onto it.

"So... fucking... hot," David said, once I was sitting with a cock in my ass.

"Ride it, ass slut," Daddy ordered me. "Show David some hot lesbian strap action."

"Yes, Daddy," I moaned, as I began to slowly ride the strap-on in my ass.

"Fucking hot,' David repeated.

"It never gets old watching the woman you promised to spend the rest of your life with, fucking or being fucked by another woman," Daddy said.

"I can't imagine ever getting sick of that," David chuckled softly

"You won't," Daddy assured him.

After a couple of minutes David joined us, and after some slight repositioning, double penetration positions not all as simple as I write them I was discovering, he slid his cock into my pussy.

"Yes Baby, fuck me," I moaned, as I reached for Daddy's dick.

"Just stroke it for now, slut," he ordered. "A good airtight triple teaming is best when you have to work for it."

"But I want your cock in my mouth," I whined and moaned at the same time, as David and Babygirl tried to get into a mutual rhythm.

"Soon, slut,' Daddy promised, as I stroked his hard cock and enjoyed the two cocks, working in tandem, trying to please me.



After a minute in this position Babygirl complained, "This isn't working for me, I can hardly move. I want to do some of the fucking."

"David, lay down on your back," Daddy instructed.

"Okay, sure," David agreed.

"Jaz, straddle your husband's dick, and then lean forward so Babygirl can get into that asshole," Daddy ordered, orchestrating the foursome.

"Yes Daddy," I obeyed, as I lowered my pussy onto David's dick and smiled into his face, "Sweetheart, I love you so fucking much."

"I love you fucking more," David smiled back from very close quarters.

"I love you the fucking most," I countered, as I felt Babygirl's cock poking into my asshole.

"I love you fucking infinity and beyond," David countered, Toy Story being both of our favourite movie, even though it had far less fucking.

"Babygirl is going beyond right now," I moaned, as she slid into my ass.

"Now suck my dick, and you'll be airtight, my white bimbo three-hole fuck toy," Daddy said wickedly, as he offered me his juicy cock.

"Yes please, Daddy," I moaned, as I leaned forward and mentally checked one more item off of my fuck-it list... being triple teamed... Although triple teamed by three flesh-and-blood cocks, preferably all of them black, was mentally added onto that list.

"So hot," Babygirl said as she began fucking my ass, now with all the room in the world to maneuver.

I moaned in acknowledgement to her, as I bobbed on Daddy's cock, while Babygirl fucked my ass and David bucked his hips up into me, coinciding with Babygirl's deep, rhythmic violations.



For two or three, or perhaps even four minutes, time became irrelevant. I was being triple teamed, which was all that existed in my universe for now... Babygirl and David getting into a pretty decent, although never a perfect rhythm together.

Daddy then announced, "It's time for me to plunder some of that fine white ass."

"Yes please, Daddy, drive that big black cock up my shit hole," I welcomed him, as I looked down at my husband.

"You're insatiable, you know," he said, as we all repositioned ourselves.

"Then we're fortunate to have such wonderful friends, so I don't wear you to a frazzle," I teased him.

Soon I had Daddy's dick in my ass from below, with Babygirl pounding my pussy, while I stroked my husband's cock.

Because of Daddy's impressive strength, it was a very satisfying position for me, and my orgasm rose quickly.



Eventually I was so close, yet the triple teaming and lack of any consistent flow wouldn't allow my much-needed second orgasm to erupt.

Daddy, sensing my frustration as well as how close I was, pulled out, stood up, lifted me way up in the air, and dropped me directly onto his cock. "Oh my GOD!" I screamed, pretty much being supported from falling only by my pussy impaled on his sturdy cock. So as you can imagine, his pounding into my poor little pussy was extreme!

"Come and each of you grab a leg," Daddy ordered, and both of them quickly did, as I looked down in euphoria at the wickedly wild position I found myself in.



Thirty seconds, maybe less, as he raised me up and then dropped me back on his dick a if I was a feather where he was concerned, but his prick was a battering ram where my pussy was concerned, and I was soon babbling like a bitch in heat, until I screamed loud enough to wake the dead, as my second orgasm hit me like a ton of bricks! "Fuuuuuuuuuuuck!"



One he'd given me some time to settle back down somewhat from my convulsions, Daddy gently set me on the floor, while I still quaked and quaked as the orgasm continued flowing through me while I babbled, "Oh God, fuck, fuck."

"My turn," Babygirl spoke up, as she quickly got out of her harness and asked, feigning annoyance, "Why are you two studs not inside me yet?"

Daddy laughed, "I guess we should rectify that."

"You'd fucking better," she said, "I'm a liberated woman, and I know my rights," she continued nonsensically, as Daddy picked her up and dropped her onto his dick, although with her, they were facing each other.

"I want to be spit-roasted," Babygirl moaned.

"Oh, I know," Daddy said. "You've never been much of an only-one-hole girl."

She shrugged while wrapping her legs around him, "You're the one who turned me into a cock-craving slut."

"You were already a cock-craving slut," Daddy pointed out. "I just helped to make all your wet dreams come true."

"Well then, this time make me get spit-roasted," she demanded.

"Upside down split?" David asked.

"Oh fuck, yes," Babygirl agreed excitedly.

I was curious to know what an upside down split could possibly be, until Daddy said, "David, come close, and while I release her shoulders, catch her."

"Um, okay," David said doubtfully, as Daddy slowly dropped Babygirl into David's arms while still somehow keeping his dick inside her.

Babygirl moved her hands to David's ass and pulled his cock into her mouth.

"Oooooooh," he moaned, understanding.

"Here we are, an upside down split," Daddy said.

"That looks nuts," I said as I watched from the floor, my orgasm still lingering around.

"It's challenging," Daddy said, as he kind of swung her gently back and forth in the kinkiest position I'd yet to see, and he'd had me almost in a pretzel when they double penetrated me a couple of nights ago.



"I couldn't do that," I said, knowing I'd get lightheaded.

"This one does require gymnastic flexibility on the woman's part," Daddy admitted, as the men continued slowly filling both holes.

After maybe a minute he added, while slowly lowering her to the floor, "It also can't be sustained for very long unless the men are serious weightlifters."

"But it's so fucking wild while it lasts," Babygirl crooned once my husband's cock had slipped out of her mouth. "Lay down, Big D; next I need some white dick in my pussy."

"As you wish," he said, winking at me... a phrase he used often when I asked him to fuck me in a certain way and no, he didn't get it from The Princess Bride, he's never seen that film (I know... crazy, right?).

Babygirl straddled his cock and began bouncing in a somewhat crouched position I'd never tried while riding a cock.

"Give me some chocolate, Daddy," Babygirl said, as she bounced on David's dick. Taking in the difference in skin colours between David and the other two was so hot... in a way so taboo, although it shouldn't be.

Daddy offered his dick to his wife, and I watched a different version of a spit-roast. Is it still a spit-roast like this? I think so.





I left and went pee, and returned to witness another wild acrobatic position, as Babygirl took two cocks at such different angles, I could believe they were sword fighting inside her.






They then carried her to the bed and double penetrated her in a couple of positions as Babygirl's moans got louder and louder, and her second orgasm was obviously imminent.





Then just when I thought things couldn't get any wilder, Babygirl begged, "Daddy and Big D, please double penetrate my ass."

"You're in that mood tonight?" Daddy asked.

"Yes please, Daddy, I want both of your big cocks in my ass," she confirmed.

"I'm sure we can manage that," Daddy said, as he looked around. "Let's go to the couch," he decided eventually. He pulled out of her and went to sit on the couch.

Babygirl scurried over and dropped her gaping asshole onto his cock and said, as she leaned back against Daddy, "Come and join Daddy in my asshole Big D, I want a nice white and chocolate swirl in there."

"Okay," he agreed, glancing over at me as I stared at the scene in stunned silence. This wasn't something I'd ever written about. It had never even popped into my head, and I can't recall ever even hearing about anyone ever considering doing it.

"You'll have to try it, Mistress," Babygirl said, her legs wide. "It's an entirely different level of kink. Two dicks rubbing together in your pussy or your ass."

"Maybe," I said, as I thought two in my pussy was maybe a possibility; that was something I'd actually heard of... but in my ass? I couldn't imagine that being pleasurable.

As David moved his dick to the target, Babygirl said, "Just shove it in. It will take some effort, but it will stretch to accommodate you, just like it has before."

"Okay," he said, still sounding a little tentative.

"Not to worry, her ass can take it," Daddy reassured him as David slowly obliged.



"Oooooooh, yes," Babygirl moaned, and while she sounded happy, her facial expression sure didn't look like it. Not at first.

Yet slowly the two guys worked together, and slowly fucked her asshole.

"Oh yes, double team my shit hole," Babygirl moaned, as she began loudly slapping her clit.

"She can even come this way," Daddy shared.

"I may come too," David said, "this is so tight."

After a few minutes of slow double ass fucking and slapping her clit, Babygirl screamed as sure enough, another orgasm coursed through her.

David pulled out and he said, "Shit, I m going to bust soon."

"Sluts, come and get your daily facials," Daddy ordered, as he lifted his wife off of him and he stood up.

Always eager for a load on my face, I quickly went to Daddy, as he stroked his glorious cock.

Babygirl, even though she was clearly spent, crawled over and opened wide for David.



Then we both got our faces nicely coated with warm cum.



Once they were done, we turned to each other and kissed each other passionately, before using our tongues to clean each other's faces of our men's sticky, gooey, yummy cum.

After a twenty-minute recovery break... we ended up having one final fun foursome to round out the night.









Eventually after quite a few positions, and two more orgasms for both Babygirl and me, we each received one last load... Daddy giving me another cream pie, and Babygirl swallowing every drop of David's load.



Daddy and Babygirl got dressed a couple minutes later, and promised we'd do this again.

David agreed eagerly, "Anytime." (I didn't need to agree... everyone already knew I'd always be up for whatever.)

Once they were gone David requested, "Do you mind if I do something I've always wanted to do?"

"You can do anything you like to me," I replied; but warned, "although right now, I am a little sore and tired."

"may I eat that cream pie out of you?" he asked sheepishly after a pause.

Wanting to talk nasty, I asked, "You want to eat Daddy's cum out of my cunt?"

"Yes, I've always wondered what it would be like," he admitted, as I willingly spread my legs for him.

"Why didn't you tell me?" I asked.

"It's not normal everyday conversation, just like you didn't tell me..." he said, as he moved between my legs, "...a lot of things."

"Touché," I agreed, as he began licking my cum-filled cunt. "Now eat all that black dominant cum out of your wife's cunt."

"Yes, Mistress," he said, which made my eyes go wide.



This might change everything.




Best of Both Worlds: Gloryhole

Summary: Jasmine goes to a gloryhole for 9 BBC's.

Note 1: Thanks to the real TX and Babygirl for requesting this story, and for coming up with the idea.

Note 2: This is part seven of a series (the next part is already written, for once). That said, this series will include BBC, anal, fisting, race play including use of the 'N' word, and even golden showers.

Part 1: Best of Both Worlds: A Surprise: introduces many Jasmine fantasies, and sets up the upcoming plots, as she unexpectedly bumps into a fan, which leads to a wild night at a remote cabin with a submissive black woman.

Part 2: Best of Both Worlds: Black Slave: where Jasmine explores her newfound dominant side as she fucks her new black submissive.

Part 3: Best of Both Worlds: Butt Pounding: where Jasmine fucks Babygirl's ass, and then submissively gets her own ass pounded by Babygirl, as Babygirl's husband interrupts them by phone and takes control of both women remotely.

Part 4: Best of Both Worlds: Classroom BBC: where Jasmine floats the idea of a foursome with a black couple to her husband, with intriguing possibilities. She is then shocked when Daddy shows up in her classroom at lunch, locks the door, and uses her as the white slut she is.

Part 5: Best of Both Worlds: DP'd by BBC: where Jasmine and her husband roleplay her being fucked by black cock, which encourages Jasmine in the possibility that her husband would be okay with her secret chocolate rendezvous. Jasmine then goes to their house and takes part in a wild threesome, including the first BBC in her ass, her first chocolate cream pie, and of course, her first double penetration (although one of the cocks is a strap-on).

Part 6: Best of Both Worlds: Foursome: where Jasmine, with the help of Babygirl and Daddy, reveals to her husband her secret decade-long author identity plus her recent indiscretions, and (without difficulty) convinces him to join in on a wife-swapping foursome. He thoroughly enjoys it (and especially Babygirl), and the future looks bright!



You know when you wake up hungover you regret everything you did the night before... well that wasn't remotely how I felt when I woke up on Sunday morning, still wearing only my sex-soiled stockings.

After our dinner guests (and wild sex partners) had left, my husband ate my pussy to yet another orgasm and we went directly to bed, both of us totally spent from our very first foursome (both individually and as a couple).

I rolled over and saw David still sleeping. I smiled as I replayed the previous night, and how it had gone far better than I could have possibly imagined.

David not only was okay with my being silkstockingslover, he actually read my stories. All of them! He'd turned out to be one of my biggest fans.

Deciding to awaken him in the fashion he considered the only proper way to wake up a man, I carefully, so as not to awaken him before I was ready, pulled the sheets off of him, and moved my face to his flaccid cock.

I didn't do this too often, but it was always fun when I did. Waking a man from his slumber by first encouraging his cock to get up and open its eye to face the day, was always pretty fun. It took longer to harden this way, since I was doing it before his brain was up to processing what was happening, but his cock was soon completely erect, with his enlivened brain also joining in on his morning wake-up call.

He asked groggily, "Didn't you get enough sex last night?"

"Your call, sweetheart. Do you want me to stop?" I asked, looking up at him as he wiped sleep from his eyes.

"I didn't say that," he smiled, as he looked between his legs at me .

"Then keep calm and enjoy your wake-up call," I said, misquoting the hot t-shirt Babygirl had worn the first time we'd been intimate, as I resumed sucking his cock, thinking that a nice load before breakfast was always a good thing for both parties... from my viewpoint it was a delicious homemade protein shake.

"I can do that," he agreed, as I slowly sucked his cock for a few minutes until he warned me he was about to come; he knew I loved swallowing, but was always the gentleman (well, sometimes instead he was a dominant fucker), so he gave me fair warning. "Get ready."



He wasn't asking me if I was going to swallow, he was just letting me know my warm breakfast load was about to arrive.

I continued sucking, and received my sweet/savory treat a few bobs later.

"Oooooooh," he groaned, as he coated my throat with his warm, creamy cum.

I swallowed some of it down, but I also retained some of his load, and recalling his eagerness to eat Daddy's cream pie from me last night, I crawled up and kissed him, surprising him by shoving his fresh cum back into his mouth... my version of recycling.

I usually close my eyes when I kiss, but this time I just had to watch, as he realized his own cum was inside his mouth. It took him a moment to process, but then his eyes went wide, and we were still eye to eye as I kept my tongue in his mouth.

Wordlessly, just using my eyes, I told him Swallow it, it and he did as we continued kissing for another minute or two.

"I can't believe you just did that," he said.

"I can't believe you just swallowed your own cum," I smiled delightedly.

"What choice did I have? he asked.

"Not to swallow it," I shrugged. I then added, "But I'm glad you did! It's hot seeing you eating man cum."

"Really?" he asked, looking a little rattled and uncomfortable with what had just happened, and with the implications of this conversation.

"You've read all my stories, so you must know how much I enjoy the idea of married men secretly sucking cock, or even just wanting to suck cock," I said, wondering whether this was something David was actually interested in.

"Yes, I still can't believe you're the one and only silkstockingslover."

"Are you okay with it?"

"Fuck yeah," he said, "except for you didn't tell me sooner. Do you know how many loads I've shot in bathrooms, hotel rooms, and even in my truck, while I was reading your stories?"

"Nine?" I joked.

"Nine hundred, maybe," he said. "Probably more. And to think that the twisted and inventive woman who originally dreamed up so many of my recurring fantasies is the actual one I sleep with, is fucking surreal."

"I always worried you'd be mad if you found out," I admitted.

"Mad?" he said. "I've even emailed you a few times, and you always responded; which by the way, is damned impressive."

"We've corresponded?" I asked, this pillow talk getting more and more surreal.

"Yeah, you even gave me some good advice," he said, and then paused, suddenly looking like he'd just said the wrong thing.

"What? What advice did I give you?" I asked, curious about whether I'd accidentally enhanced my own sex life.

"Um, nothing," he said sheepishly, now avoiding eye contact.

"What was it? Remember how Daddy said there should be no more secrets or lies between us, and why that's important," I reminded him, now curious as hell to know what secret kink he was ashamed of. I placed my hand gently on his bare leg and added, "You've read my stories, so you know all my fantasies. Some of them are way out there, and you don't appear to be judging me for any of them!"

"I guess yes I have, and yes I do, and no I don't," he laughed awkwardly while I parsed the intricacies of what he'd just said. He appeared to be agreeing with everything I'd just said.

"So what dirty taboo fantasy can I help you to fulfill?" I asked. "Or have you already fulfilled it?"

"I plead the Fifth," he said.

"Tell me," I said. "I won't judge you... guaranteed. Now that you know all my secrets, you should know that for certain."

"Well... ummm... you're not the only one who's explored some same sex activity," he revealed, which actually did shock me. I'd gotten excited by imagining him with Daddy's dick in his mouth, and even in his ass, but I never thought it was a possibility. He was a man's man through and through... although if I've learned only one thing from ten years of writing erotica and corresponding with thousands of people about their feedback, it's that nobody... absolutely nobody... is the way they appear to most people. Not even porn stars who are judged one way and yet are just like everybody else.

I've chatted with people about every possible fantasy there is, and there are some that are real (or at least I've been told they were... yes, I do understand it's the internet, and people can lie about anything at all). For example:

-a family who on their daughter's 18th birthday held a sexual celebration with her that included all of the adults in her extended family, and which culminated in a bukkake all over the Birthday Girl:



-a teenager (of legal age, of course), who's similar to the Bree character in my Lesbian MILF Seductress series, in that she brags of having dozens of pets

-a white girl who only seduces black, Asian and Latina women, and who has dozens of pets of all ages

-a guy who gets paid to fuck women in senior care facilities

-a family celebration held where the women were in charge, and all the men cross-dressed, got pegged, and if they wanted to get off, were expected to service each other orally



-a couple who only fuck other people while the other one watches, but never each other

-a black linebacker on an NFL team who services a few of his white teammates

-a Priest who gets serviced by naughty parishioners while he gives his sermon

-A married woman who pays her babysitter by eating her out every time



-a fireman who loves getting his ass fucked (which if you're like me and picture every firefighter as an Adonis, is wickedly wild)

- a wife who was submissive to every member (regardless of gender) in her husband's family (and he didn't know)

-a nurse in her late forties who loves to fuck her patients



Not to mention the countless men who either do, or who fantasize about, being cuckolded, sucking cock, getting pegged, cross dressing or even being remade into complete sissies. (Far more men have a submissive side than I could ever have imagined before I became a writer.)

Not to leave out the women... I believe that given the opportunity, every woman has a secret sexual side they'd love to set free, including: exploring their lesbian side, and many older women love the idea of being dominated by a younger woman; also, many older women would love to have a 'boy toy with benefits' at their disposal, or some of them just want to be fucked by a stranger; some have BBC fantasies, some want to be fisted, some want to wear a strap-on and peg a man (or their own man), and some even want to be cuckqueaned by watching younger (and prettier, which is rubbed in their faces) women fucking their husbands.

All of these are fantasies people have shared with me many times over ten years. Truth!

The moral of all this is simple, although I've just babbled lengthily about it: all men and women have sexual fantasies they keep very secret from almost everyone, most of us aren't fulfilling them, which often leads to discontent in our relationships, which then often leads to bitterness, frequently followed by either divorce, cheating, or at the least, unhappy marriages.

I said, my hand remaining on his leg to keep him calm and feeling loved, which I think was working, "Whatever you and I did before last night is in the past, and we need to consider that past as just one extremely long hall pass. So going forward there's no judging between us, just acceptance. But we still need to tell each other everything, whether it's things from the past or in the present, so that each of us will know how best to please the other. Plus, I've already told you everything I've done. If you want a refresher, you can re-read my Twenty, Twenty-One and Twenty-Two Questions essays, and also ask me any questions you'd care to."

"In both realms, you've told them to me in vivid detail," he smiled.

"You didn't like my descriptive retelling last night?"

"Oh, I loved it!"

"So spill it, lover, your naughty wife wants to know. Did you do something with another woman?"

"No."

"An alien?" I smiled.

"No," he laughed.

"A shemale with huge tits and a big dick?"

"I wish."

"Good to know. So then, was it a guy?"

"Yes, and the decision was based on your sage advice."

"So it was partly my fault; got it. But I encouraged you to be with a guy?" I asked, wondering which of the many men who email me for advice he'd been. Hardly anyone gives me their real name, of course.

"Your exact words were, 'You will always wonder and regret until you try it,'" he said.

"That certainly does sound like me," I nodded, advice I'd given to many men and women who had a fantasy that had become a curiosity to distraction, or an obsession.

"I've only done it twice," he said. "Both times in the past month."

"So, we each broke our vows around the same time," I smiled, trying to make this confession easier for him.

"Weird, hey?"

"No, it was Fate," I corrected. "With a capital 'W'. We were Fated to explore our true sexual selves, to find out who we truly are, and then both of us to give and receive one hundred and five percent unconditional support from our spouse."

"You certainly have mine," he assured me.

"And you have mine," I said. "So I'll just ask you direct questions, since you're still struggling to force out the words. Did you suck two different men's cocks on two different occcasions?"

"Yes," he nodded.

"Did they suck you?"

"No."

"Did you fuck them?"

"No," he admitted, "but."

"But what?" I asked. "You got fucked?"

"No," he said. "but I wanted to. I just couldn't go through with it."



"Swallow, facial, or spit-it-out?" I asked.

"I swallowed the first guy's load, and the second time I took a facial," he said before adding, "I can't believe I'm telling you this."

"You're telling me all this because you somehow know that I'd love to see you with a cock in your mouth, a load all over your face, and even a dick in your ass," I said bluntly, being absolutely truthful, but also trying to relax my still very clearly ashamed and uncomfortable husband.

"You're just saying that," he demurred.

"Not so. It was only last night that I wished I could see you sucking and getting fucked by Daddy," I told him. "Truth."

"Really?"

"What can I say? I'm a sick fucker," I shrugged.

"You're my sick fucker," he corrected me.

"Yes, I'm definitely your sick fucker," I nodded. "You're stuck with me for life."

"On that note, do you really want to have sex with your sisters?"

"Yes. But don't you want to watch me do it? And to fuck them yourself?"

"I refuse to answer that dangerous question, on the grounds of wanting to remain married to my sick fucker of a wife," he smirked.

"Did you like sucking cock?"

"Yeah, it was very different from being with you," he said, and then added, not wanting to hurt my feelings, "Not in a better way, just a different way."

"No worries, I understand; eating pussy is different from sucking cock," I said. "Which you'll learn when you begin reading the story we're currently living, is why I didn't feel very guilty about cheating on you for having sex with Babygirl, but I really did after having sex with Daddy. When I was thinking at all that is, which I was too obsessed to manage at the time."

"That makes sense," he nodded.

"But both genders are amazing," I said. "In different ways."

"Both genders are," he nodded. "Which I can now say from experience."

"Sooooo..." I said, "Nobody has ever gotten lucky with this cute ass of yours. Is that what you're saying?"

"I can see where you're going with this," he said before asking, "and when did you get yourself a strap-on?"

"Very recently," I said, before adding, "I've only used it once, and that was on Babygirl about a week ago."

"Well, that is a crying shame," he said. "Not that you used it on Babygirl, of course."

"Sooooo... does my husband want to get pegged?"

"I don't not want to be pegged."

"Don't play that game with double negatives that equal a positive with me," I said, kissing him.

After a minute I asked, super excited to explore being the one wearing the cock again, "So, do you want to get fucked... this morning?"

"You know, Jasmine," he drawled, "I'm not some cheap slut you can just fuck on a whim. I need to be romanced," he smirked, a line I often used on him before I ended up with his dick in one of my holes.

"I love you," I said, "sweetheart," getting out of bed. "There. That's the foreplay."

As I went to grab my strap-on, David's phone rang.

"Don't you dare fucking answer that," I demanded, his cell ringing at this time of the morning only meaning one thing... work.

"Hello," he said just as I finished my demand. I glared at him, even though I knew he had to answer it.

I stopped going for my strap-on, waiting to see if he had to leave. He was supposed to be home for at least five days before going away again for several days or more, but this was the time of year when shit usually hit the fan.

"When?" he said, giving me an apologetic look, one that told me he was leaving soon. "Yeah, I understand," he continued, before adding, "you're going to get me divorced, you know." He shook his head in dismay at me before adding, "See you soon."

He hung up and I asked, perturbed, "When?"

"Now," he said.

"Now, now?" I asked.

"There's a major fire at an oil plant in Alaska," he said.

"You're going to Alaska?" I asked, even though it was obvious.

"Yeah," he said, getting out of bed.

"For how long?"

"You don't want to know," he said as he grabbed his robe.

"How long?" I asked again tersely.

"Two weeks, likely," he said.

"Fuck," I said.

"I know," he said. "I'm super frustrated; we still have a lot to talk about."

"And a lot to do together," I added.

"Rain check?" he asked, kissing me.

"Definitely," I nodded. "Have fun up there if you get the chance, and I'll want to hear all about it. But... I'm the one who gets to be the first to fuck your virgin ass!"

"Words I never imagined hearing you saying," he laughed, as I slapped his ass.

"This is just the beginning," I promised.

"I hope so," he said, before adding, "come and join me in the shower."

"For sure! I'm getting one more dicking before you leave, whether you like it or not."

"If I have to," he whined in a begrudging tone, like he often did teasingly when I demanded that he fuck me.



"You have to," I insisted, leading him to the shower.

An hour later my pussy had been filled and then licked clean, then he was gone, and I was alone on my laptop, writing more of this Best of Both Worlds story you're now reading months after I am writing this.

I wrote all morning, wanting to tell the entire story (to date) while it was still fresh in my head.

I'd written and illustrated forty more pages, when my phone rang.

"Hi, Mistress," Babygirl greeted.

"Hey girl," I said, my discouraged tone of voice unable to conceal that I was upset.

She sensed it and asked, "What's wrong?'

"David was sent to Alaska this morning."

"What? Really?"

"Yeah, he's already on a private plane and in the air; I got an 'I love you, I'm truly sorry' text fifteen minutes ago."

"Shit," she said. "For how long?"

"He's not sure, it's an oil plant on fire. But probably a couple of weeks," I said.

"Want me to come over?" she asked.

"Naaaah, I'm just writing part three of our story," I said, not feeling horny at all.

"Then if we're not having sex, you're not my Mistress right now; you're my upset friend, so I'm taking you out for lunch," she said decisively. "I'll be picking you up in thirty minutes. Be ready and dressed, sexy."

"Just for lunch?" I asked.

"Yeah, but you never know what dessert might turn out to be," she said, and then hung up before I had a chance to agree or disagree.

As I worked on an illustration of her ass fucking me, I thought to myself how crazy it would be if we actually did end up as more than just sex partners, as close friends. It wouldn't be the craziest possibility, as we had so much in common in unusual ways.

I wrote for a few more minutes before changing out of my 'I'm-so-sad-and-lonely-sweats', and into some nylons, and a short skirt and blouse. An outfit that was sexy, but casual-ish, for wherever she was taking me for lunch.

We ended up in a quaint restaurant on the other side of town. The place was a little rundown, but they served amazing food.

We chatted about almost everything, agreeing beforehand not to discuss sex at all: our kids, our jobs, our husbands (outside of the bedroom), favourite places to travel and hobbies; and we learned that we really did have an awful lot in common.

It was awesome just to chat with someone who obviously cared about me; and right now I mean she truly cared about my welfare.

To tell each other some personal truths.

To cultivate a new friendship.

God, I hoped our having sex wouldn't prevent us from becoming close friends... neither of us fazed that each other's husbands' dicks had been inside all three of our holes at various points last night.

"So, I have a surprise for you," she said.

"Is it chocolate?" I asked, being the first one to break our rule about no sex talk... although I could have been hoping for some chocolate cake or ice cream for dessert.... Of course, I wasn't.

"It is," she nodded.

"I'm all in," I said, immediately craving her pussy.

"See that place across the street?" she asked.

"Yeah," I nodded. "The one with the sign reading 'The Dive'.

"Yeah," she nodded, "it's not to far off from location you have often written about."

"Wrote about it?" I asked.

"As a woman with your filthy imagination would expect, it's a bar that specializes in making white women's fantasies come true," she said.

"Reeeeeeally?" I asked, intrigued... my pussy tinging... like my 'The Pit' bar where white women wore nylon coloured stockings to let other black men use them in every possible way imaginable.

"Yeah, although it being Sunday, the bar isn't open until later," she said. "By the way, there are no nylon colours involved... but there is lots and lots of clack cock usually."

"You're killing me," I joked, some anonymous black cock suddenly sounding like a great distraction from today's unexpected loneliness.

"But if you go through the side door right there," she pointed, "it leads you directly into a men's bathroom, with a couple of...."

"A couple of what?" I asked, curious.

"A couple of holes in convenient places," she smiled gleefully, as if she were Santa, and I was a little girl receiving the bicycle I'd been longing for. "I shouldn't have to spell it out for you."

"It has gloryholes?" I asked, both surprised and excited about my shiny new bicycle! A gloryhole was indeed an item on my fuck-it list.

"Yeah," she nodded. "And it just opened for the day."

"And you're suggesting that..."

"That you go over there and get your pent-up frustrations washed away by a flood of black dick cum," she did spell it out.

"I could sure use a way to get rid of all this frustration and anger," I agreed.

"Then go," she ordered. "I'll wait here for you."

"Right here?"

"No, just text me when you're done," she said. "There are a couple of boutiques nearby, where I can do some shopping."

"Okay," I said, leaping to my feet with some urgency.

"I'll handle the bill, just go and get yourself some dessert."

"I will," I nodded, leaning down and kissing her lips.

I stood back up, and an older couple was staring at me in shock. I couldn't resist asking them, "What, you've never seen a white girl kiss her black slave?"

Babygirl made my quip perfect by wishing me brightly (and loudly), "Have a great time with all those big black cocks, Mistress!"

I then left, while Babygirl sauntered to the register to pay, I'm sure leaving the couple flabbergasted.

As I crossed the street, I felt a huge rush at the idea of sucking cock through a gloryhole. I'd fantasized about doing this for years, before I'd even started writing... sucking strangers' cock... strangers who would never see me at the time, and thus who couldn't ever recognize me afterwards.

I walked up to the door.

Stopped.

Took a deep breath.

Stood up tall and proud, and sauntered inside.

The bathroom was, not unexpectedly, sketchy as fuck.

But empty.

I sighed.

I'm not sure what I'd expected to find... a line of young, well-hung black studs just waiting for me to show up, perhaps.

I was so horny just from the looks and significance of where I was, that I figured rather than giving up immediately, I might as well wait for a few minutes and see if anything happened. I walked around a corner and found myself facing a couple of toilet stalls with no doors. I went into a stall and sat down on the toilet seat, and sure enough, there was a gloryhole in the right-hand wall. I didn't need to wait even a minute before I heard the door to the outside open and close. I took a deep breath and waited.



Twenty seconds later, a nice, long black cock popped through the clearly labeled hole.



I stared at the stranger's cock for a moment, until a gruff voice informed me, "It's not gonna suck itself, bitch."

"Sorry Sir," I oddly felt the need to apologize after being called a bitch, before I knelt down on the floor, wishing I'd brought something to protect my knees from the filthy bathroom, and I began to stroke his cock.

"I didn't come here for a hand job, bitch," he growled. "Get sucking."

"Sorry Sir," I repeated, before leaning forward and taking my second ever black cock in my mouth (yes, I'd already had Daddy's dick in my mouth a few times, but this was my second different black cock).

"That's better," he said, as I began slowly bobbing.



I bobbed for three or four minutes as he simply moaned and groaned, until he suddenly, without any warning, erupted his load into my mouth.

Unfazed, David having prepared me well, I swallowed every drop.

He pulled out and said, "Thanks, bitch, that was pretty good."

"No, thank you," I replied, as I was suddenly alone on my knees.

Although only for a few seconds, as unbeknownst to me, another guy had entered the bathroom, and his cock suddenly emerged before me.

Not wanting to be rude, and of course, wanting more black cock, I leaned forward and took this much fatter black cock into my mouth.

"Oh yeah, suck my fat dick," a voice groaned, as the thick cock really stretched my mouth.



I bobbed for a couple of minutes, taking the majority of his dick in my mouth, discovering a gloryhole had one fundamental flaw: because of the partition, I couldn't deep throat anyone's entire cock.

"Oh yeah, that's great, keep taking it all," he moaned.

I thought to myself I can't, but I did take all that I could.



A couple minutes later I was swallowing my second load in ten minutes, as he too without warning, silently shot his creamy cum in my mouth, just assuming I was going to swallow. Of course I did, and willingly, but his assumption was a little out there... you should at least tell your cock sucker you're about to deposit your load in her mouth.... It's the courteous thing to do. But I suppose calling your faceless cock sucking whore a bitch is also considered discourteous in some circles.

"Thanks," he said, as his cock disappeared from view.

I replied, "You're most welcome," and sat back up on the toilet seat.

I pondered whether to wait for more, or to leave.

I'd really enjoyed being on my knees and sucking black cock, but it had had an uncomfortable side effect: my pussy was on fire.

I figured I should leave, and have Babygirl extinguish it with her amazing tongue.

As I pondered, my decision was made for me when someone new came into the bathroom.

I mindlessly returned to my knees, my mouth already watering in anticipation for BBC number three.

I didn't have to wait long.

A big cock slid through the hole and its owner said, "Here ya go."

I laughed slightly, saying, "Indeed," before taking it into my mouth.



This cock was huge.

After a minute or so the guy ordered, "Gag on my dick, slut."

I tried to obey, and I deep throated it the best I could... thankful to have had Daddy's big dick to practice on.



"Hold it in deep, so it's tickling your tonsils, slut," he demanded.

I obeyed, holding his long dong deep inside my throat for a good thirty seconds before backing off, saliva dripping down my chin.



"Oh yeah, you're worthy," he said. His voice was beginning to sound slightly familiar, but I didn't think he was anyone I knew.

"Thank you Sir," I said, as I wiped the saliva from my face. "You have a very nice cock."

"Thanks, but I mean you're worthy to have this dick inside that white pussy of yours," he clarified.

"Oh!" I said, a little surprised to hear that. I'd only come here to suck a cock or two, but now I was already on my third, so my pussy was on fire, so I really liked the idea. Yet, I wasn't so sure. Yes, it was big. Yes, it was black. And yes, I needed cock. But sucking a complete stranger, and fucking one in plain sight, perhaps face to face, were two very different things.

"Back that sweet pussy onto my dick," he ordered. "We both know you want it."

I did want it.

I did want it very bad.

And the way he wanted it, unlike how I'd visualized doing it, was still completely anonymous.

I sighed to myself, and thought Fuck it... literally... as I hiked up my skirt and slid my very wet pussy directly onto his cock, which slipped inside with ease.

"Oh yeah," he groaned, "what a tight wet pussy."

"Your big cock got me all hot and bothered," I moaned, as I began to move back onto the cock, using the opposite wall of my stall for balance.

"You white sluts can't ever get enough of this dick," he bragged.



"I can certainly see why," I moaned, as my orgasm was already building quickly, from the wild cock sucking and from this kinky situation.

"Faster, slut," he ordered. "Fuck yourself on my big black cock."

"Okayyyy," I moaned, as I began to bounce back on his cock more rapidly.

He wasn't fucking me, I was fucking him, while fucking myself. I furiously bounced on his cock, giving myself quite the workout, as I desperately tried to get myself off.

"I want you to come all over my dick, my little white slut," he ordered, sensing I was close.

"Oh yes, just tell me what to do," I moaned, as my orgasm was imminent.



"Come, you dumb white whore," he ordered.

"Oh God, oh God yes," I moaned loudly, the orgasm imminent.

"Come right fucking now on my nigger dick," he ordered.

That broke the dam, and I erupted all over his cock screaming, "Oh fucking God, I love nigger dick!"

I collapsed forward, and as my cum leaked out of me he ordered, "Now get out here and finish me off."

I wordlessly obeyed, staggering weakly out of the stall and falling back to my knees, where I gasped to see a young black nerdish guy, looking like he'd just come from church.

As I stared up at him in shock, he shoved his dick into my open mouth and began to face fuck me, full throttle. "Oh yeah, gag on my dick."

His balls bounced off my chin for twenty seconds or so, before he pulled out and exploded a massive load all over my face, hair and blouse.

Once he finished his target practice, I stroked his cock and said, "That was amazing, stud."



"Catch that last drop, slut," he ordered, looking down at me, apparently spent, himself.

"Mmmmmmm," I purred, as I felt his warm cum all over my face, and I licked a little of it that was hanging from his cock head.



"The church choir would love you," he said, confirming my guess, as I took his cock back in my mouth.

A moment later I expressed, "If they're all this hung, I'll love the church choir."

"Most of us are," he said, as he tucked his dick away.

"Well, you certainly had me screaming the Lord's praises a moment ago," I smiled, looking up at the kid.

"I hope to see you here again," he said. "I come here every Sunday after church."

"Well then, this may be my new Sunday place of worship," I smiled wickedly, having not been inside a church in quite some time.

"Next time I'll bring the choir along," he offered.

"Mmmmmmmm," I purred, that prospect sounding utterly delicious.

He handed me a card. "In case you ever need some black dick, or a passel of holy black dicks."

"Thanks," I said. Looking at the card. His name was Eugene, and he was a DJ I listened to occasionally.

"Later," he said casually, walking out.

I quickly went back and sat in the stall, not wanting anyone to come in and see me, especially all coated in cum.

I didn't realize for a moment I'd gone into the other stall, as I sat there still weak in the knees, the final tremors of my orgasm just leaving me. I began to rub myself, as I was still so fucking horny.

The door opened again, just as I was considering leaving once I got myself off again. Shit, I may never get out of here at this rate, I smiled to myself, as an older looking guy, late fifties at least, began to walk into my current stall, saw me and must have noticed my adornment, smiled, then changed course and entered the stall next to mine. The absence of doors on these stalls don't make this adventure overly private, I sighed to myself, as I waited for my newest cock to appear, deciding to wait for it before I got back down to my knees.

I sat there filled with anticipation, it taking longer than I expected for it to pop through. But once it did, it was glorious!



I dropped to my knees and stroked the nice hard shaft, before taking it in my mouth.

"Ooooooh," he groaned.

I bobbed hungrily, savoring the idea of sucking off an older man... even though I had no idea why I felt it mattered. I'd read somewhere while doing research on something (no idea what anymore) that many older men take a long time to come. That was not the case this with this gentleman, since he grunted and deposited a load in my mouth in less than two minutes.



"Shit, you're fucking hot," his voice said, as I swallowed a delicious load, that literally oozed from the older man's cock.

I took the cock out of my mouth, and saw young black kid watching me... with his cock out... that he was stroking. It was absolutely huge!

I asked in a playful voice, "Are you eighteen yet?"

"A week ago," he smiled.

"Then I hope you're my next... umm, client," I smiled, as the old man walked past us and back out the door.

"I guess I am. Think you can handle this cock?" he asked.

"Yes, or I'll die trying," I smiled, and he walked into the other stall. I almost offered to have him just come fuck my face in the stall I was in, but the moment passed. But so much for the anonymity I'd counted on when I entered.

He slid his big cock through the hole, as I wondered how many black cocks went through it in a given day. I was already on my fifth, in only twenty minutes or so.

I took the extra-long cock in both hands and began to double stroke it, while also taking as much of it as I could in my mouth.



"Oh yeah, ma'am," he groaned, as I worshipped his cock in my new place of Sunday worship.

"You have an amazing cock, young man," I complimented him.

"Thank you," he moaned, as I devoured his cock like it was my final meal.

I sucked his cock for a couple more minutes, thinking how great it would feel in my pussy. He was a sweet boy, no older than some of my students, and he seemed so grateful for the opportunity to get sucked.

When he didn't shoot his load quickly, I couldn't resist any longer and asked, "May I please fuck this lovely cock, my sexy teenager?"

"Oh God, would you really dothat for me?" he asked, sounding like an insurance commercial.



"Yes; do you think you could let this old white woman take your cock in her pussy?" I asked, as I stood up and bent over like I'd done for Eugene the church-going DJ, facing away from the gloryhole,.

"Yes please," he said, clearly stunned by my offer and follow through. This was either his first time here, or his first time getting fucked here. Either way, he clearly didn't have a lot of experience with gloryholes. (As if I did!)

"I'm going to slide your big black cock into my pink white girl's pussy, sexy," I said, as I did just that, backing up onto his cock.

"Oooooooh," he moaned.

"Such a wonderfully big cock," I moaned back, as I began slowly fucking his dick.

"I've never..." he groaned, as I slowly rubbed myself with my hand, while fucking his big dick.



"You've never what?" I asked, wondering if he could possibly be a virgin... that would be the ultimate: to be a hung black kid's very first pussy.

"I'm a virgin," he blurted out.

"Not anymore, you're not," I moaned, fucking him more eagerly. "Now you're a stud who fucks white MILFs."

"Holy shit," he groaned.

"Are you okay with fucking a white slut who loves your black cock?" I asked, going a little faster.

"Yesssss, ma'am," he moaned, clearly having the time of his life.

"Most white women will bend over backwards to get this big black dick into their pussies, you sexy man," I purred, wanting to give him some confidence that perhaps he lacked.

"Really?"

"Oh yeah, all white women who know what's good for them crave black cock, and we just love young black meat, especially older women like me," I informed him, as I decided to try a position I'd seen once in a porn film. It was supposed to really milk a cock, and to feel amazing when the load filled you.

I crossed my legs and said, "Now sexy, fuck me... fuck your horny white slut."

"Oh fuck," he said, as he began to pump his dick into me and I rubbed myself at the same time, my second orgasm in this... establishment?... rising inside me.



"Oh ma'am, fuck ma'am," he groaned, clearly getting close.

"Faster, sexy, fuck my cunt, fuck it hard, get us both off," I moaned, wishing that damned partition wasn't between us to obstruct how deeply he could fill me.

"I'm going to come," he warned me; at last, a gentleman!

"Shoot that big load of yours in my white cunt, sexy, give me that load with your big fat dick," I moaned as I frantically rubbed myself... so fucking close!

"Oh shit, yes ma'am," he groaned, before I felt his warm cream fill my pussy, which triggered the next orgasm inside me.



"Oh yes, you made me come, you wonderful black stud!" I screamed, wanting him to know he'd fully satisfied me.

"Yes," he moaned, sounding excited to have gotten me off, too.

"Such a big cock," I purred as he slowed down.

"That was amazing," he said.

"Agreed," I said, as I leaned against the partition to recover, while his cock was still inside me.

"Thanks, ma'am," he said, while he finally pulled out.

"No, thank you, sexy," I said. "You're an amazing stud, with a huge cock."

"Thanks," he said.

"I'm serious; any white girl... fuck, any girl at all, will be begging you to fuck them, once they know what you're packing," I said.

"That hasn't been my experience," he said.

"Oh, it will be once the word gets around," I assured him as the door opened again. "Trust me."

"Thanks again," he said, as I reached down to grab some toilet paper to wipe the sweat and cum off of my face.

"Anytime,' I said, although that wasn't really true.

He walked by, stopping for a good ten seconds to gaze at me once again, as if to forever burn into his head the face (and hopefully the hot body) of the first woman he'd ever fucked.

I blew him a kiss as I cleaned up, deciding I was now done, at least for today's gloryhole visit.

Yet a voice behind me asked, "Think you can take one more?" There was yet another 'client' poking through the wall.

I smiled, thinking this afternoon might never end, and agreed, "I think I can handle that."

I turned around, returned to my knees, and took his cock in my hand.



I'd only stroked it for a few seconds, not even long enough to get it in my mouth, when a chubby trucker looking guy appeared, in a white muscle shirt and his jeans halfway down to his knees, and said, "It looks like you could use another nigga dick."



"Oh my," I said, looking up at him. Then I smiled and said, thinking When in Rome, "I have always been pretty good at multi-tasking."

I stood up, still holding onto the other dick...



...before he bent me over and slid his cock right into my still cream pied pussy, the very definition of sloppy seconds.



I grabbed the first cock again and stroked it awkwardly, as the guy behind me began to pound me.



"Oh yes," I moaned, as this guy really knew how to fuck a woman.

"You like that, Snowflake?" he asked as he drilled me.

"Yes, I love it," I moaned, although I'd never heard the term 'Snowflake' before; 'Snow bunny' yes, but not 'Snowflake'.

"Hey buddy, come on out here, I think this whooty needs some double black cock action," he called out.

"Oh yes," I agreed, as I wondered what 'whooty' meant.

The other guy's dick left the hole, and he asked from nearby a moment later, "You sure?"



I wasn't sure if he was asking me or the guy fucking me, but I responded anyway, "Yes, please do come and join us," as politely as if I were inviting him to tea.

He squeezed past me, sat down on the toilet, and suddenly I was being spit-roasted in a stall. Shit, I thought, this is turning into yet another wild day!

"This little slut needs it bad," the fucker behind me observed, as I bobbed on the younger kid's cock.



After a couple of minutes I needed to stand up, the position beginning to hurt, so I said, "Let's take this action out of the stall."

"Yeah, sure," the big guy agreed.

He pulled out of me, sidled out, and I turned around and went to him, bent down, and before taking his cock in my mouth to taste my pussy on it, I invited the other guy, "Slide that dick right into my pussy."

"Yeah, sure," he agreed, moving behind me, and soon I was getting spit-roasted in a more traditional way... a position where I could rocking-horse myself back and forth, taking one cock deep in my mouth, and then the other deep in my pussy.



For three or four minutes I was spit-roasted, with the big guy calling me a bunch of names, which of course enhanced my pleasure, until he said, "Let's double penetrate this pawg."

I knew pawg meant phat ass white girl (I learned later on that so did whooty), and although I didn't think my ass was all that large, I could sure use a cock inside of it.

The quiet guy worried, "You think we should?"

"This slut wants it, don't you?" he asked me, pulling out.

"Oh yes, gentlemen, please fill my pussy and asshole with your nigger dicks," I requested.

"Shit, she's a bigger slut than I thought," he laughed, as he walked over to a chair. "But almost no white woman can resist nigga dick."

"No, we certainly can't," I agreed, as I went over to him, straddled him, and lowered my asshole onto his cock. "Oooooooooooh," I moaned, grateful that my asshole had lately gotten used to being stretched and fucked by some serious meat.

"Well get over here nigga, she can't double penetrate herself," the big guy said.

The other guy came over and I said, "Welcome, stud! Just slide that nigger cock up my cunt."

"Crazy," he said, as he slid his dick inside me, and I wondered how often gloryholes ended up becoming fuck sites, or in this case a DP site.

"Oh yes, fuck me; fuck my white cunt," I moaned.

The two really fucked me over, both of them filling me in sync with each other, as a third orgasm rose through me quickly, and then erupted. "Oh fuuuuuuuuck!" I screamed, as my body quaked.



"Oh fuck," the top guy grunted seconds later, and shot a load in my cunt.

When he pulled out, cum leaking out of my cunt, the trucker dude ordered, "Now bounce on my cock, slut, I'm going to deposit a load up that phat asshole of yours."

"Yes Sir," I agreed, although by now I was exhausted.

Thankfully not even thirty seconds later, I felt his load of cum flooding into my asshole.

"Oh yeah, Snowflake, take my load up that white asshole," he groaned, as the other guy was leaving.

"Oh shit," I moaned, as his cum kept spewing in my ass, and I looked up to see yet another guy looming above me, looking down sporting the biggest fucking cock I'd ever seen!



"Yeah, it is big, isn't it? You couldn't handle this one in your ass," he said.

"Oh, I wouldn't say that," I said, since physically my body was done for the day, but my lust was not.

The guy still inside my ass said, "Go ahead, slut; I know you can't resist that big nigga cock."

"No, I most certainly can't," I agreed as I got off of him, cum oozing out of both my nether holes, approached the gay looking (although obviously he wasn't), black stud with a missile where his cock should be.

"Knees, bitch," he ordered.

I obeyed, feeing so slutty, as cum still leaked out of me.

"How bad do you want this big black dick?" he asked as he held my head steady, making me admire it. Not that I resisted. Nope, not one little bit.

"I've never wanted a dick more in my life," I answered earnestly.



"You don't suck my dick, I fuck your face," he dicktated, as he slid his cock into my mouth.

"Mmmmmm," I moaned; I couldn't say anything else, since I had a mouthful of cock.

"Enjoy the slut, Harold," the trucker said.

"Oh, I will," the new guy said, as he face fucked me deep, making me gag on his impossibly long dick.



He used my mouth for a minute or two before ordering, "Get up on that counter and spread those legs, slut."

"Yes Sir," I replied because that what I was calling studs today, even though he was younger than I was, easily by a decade plus... probably two decades... but I definitely had to feel what a cock that enormous... twelve inches maybe... would feel like inside me.

"You want this nigga dick?" he asked, as he sauntered over to me with a confidence that told me that totally unlike my virgin today, he fucked a lot of women, and they were all as enamored by this dick as I was.

"Sooooooo badly," I answered, shamelessly rubbing my cum-filled pussy, as I stared at his cock.

"Beg for it," he ordered, as he rubbed it up and down my pussy lips.

"Oh please, slam that nigger dick up this useless white slut's cunt!" I pleaded without hesitation.

"You like nigga dick?" he asked.

"Sir, I fucking live for it," I answered, which recently had become more and more true.

"Take it, slut," he said, as he slid inside me.

"Mother fucker!" I screamed, as all twelve inches filled me.



"I do mostly fuck mothers," he chuckled. "They appreciate this dick more than those dumb young chicks."

"Dumb bitches don't know what they're missing," I replied; and fuck, they didn't... although when I was young, I definitely would have appreciated this dick.

"But white MILFs love it," he said as he slowly fucked me.

"Oh yes, it's so fucking amazing," I moaned, knowing a fourth orgasm was on its way.

He pulled my legs up, shoved my body down, and really began pounding me.

My orgasm was rising at an accelerated rate, and I was moaning like a bitch in heat, when an authoritarian voice demanded, "What is going on in here?"

My eyes went wide, as I turned to see a cop glaring at us.



"Oh shit," the guy inside me groaned, disastrously (to me) pulling out, when I was so close to my next climax.

"Get out of here," the cop ordered, "before I arrest you."

The big-cocked guy hurried out in lighting speed, as I sat up, trying to come to grips with my surroundings.

"What's your name?" the cop asked me.

"Jasmine," I whispered, ashamed.

"Come over here, I need to frisk you," he ordered, pointing to a stall.

I was mortified! I was about to get arrested at a gloryhole! My teaching career would be over! My daughter would learn the very worst about me, and hate me forever!

Fuck!

"Yessir, officer," I began trudging in the required direction pleading, "Please don't arrest me, I'll do anything."

"Just do as you're told," he ordered, his tone firm and cold.

I was so fucked.

Which I know is ironic.

I got to the spot, didn't turn around since I knew from TV and movies that frisking happened behind the perp, which I guess is what I was, and after a moment he informed me, "Indecent exposure is a serious crime, Jasmine."

"I know; I'm so sorry," I apologized, tears forming in my eyes. "It won't happen again."

"Oh, with white sluts like you, it always happens again," he judged, as I heard the unmistakable sound of him unzipping his pants, and them dropping to the floor.

Really?! Was he going to fuck me? Good news!

Could I get out of this predicament by fucking him? Or sucking him?

I'd already sucked (or fucked or both) eight cocks (in addition to my husband's this morning)... so one more was definitely no big deal, especially since he had the courtesy to be black. Plus, I was still so close to coming from before he'd walked in and caught us in the act.

"Please, I'll do anything," I said again, more hopefully this time.

"I know you will," he said, as he moved behind me and unceremoniously slid his cock into my pussy.

"Oooooooh," I moaned, trying to be seductive. "I hope I can convince you to let me go with just a warning."

"Oh, you'll be getting lots more than just a warning," he said ominously, his tone concealing what he meant by that.



"I could use a punishment, Officer," I said, continuing to be seductive, "I've been very, very bad."

"You want my night stick, slut?" he asked, as he slowly fucked me.

"Yes please, Officer," I moaned, "I definitely need your night stick used on me, and however you wish."

"Bend over that toilet, slut," he ordered, pulling out.

"Yes, Officer,' I agreed, as I went back into the stall, braced my hands against the wall and asked, "Are you going to frisk me?"

"Just a cavity search," he said, as he slid his 'night stick' back inside me.

"Oh yes, Officer, get right in there," I moaned. "Please search very thoroughly!"







After a couple minutes of backshots, he ordered, "Come ride me, it's time you did some community service for your crime."

"Yes Officer," I agreed, as we switched places, he sat on the toilet, and I straddled his cock... his 'community cock', whatever that might mean... since there's just something about a man in uniform regardless of his race, that gets me all revved up.

As I lowered myself onto his cock, he looked sternly into my face and said, "Now convince me I shouldn't take you downtown and book you."

"You bet, Officer," I moaned, and began riding his cock... the space rather ramped for any comfort.

After a couple dozen ups and downs, I turned around so I wasn't facing him, and used the stall partitions to really put some oomph into bouncing on his cock.



"That's it, you're really performing that community service well," he encouraged me.

"Best community service ever," I moaned.

Over the next few minutes I rode him, and then he pushed me against the wall and fucked me from behind, while I was in the perfect position for getting frisked. An Officer of the Law does always say "Spread 'em," doesn't he?



And then he spun me around, lifted me into the air and impressively fucked me while he was holding me up, similar to how Daddy had done it last night.

The angle was perfect, and he gave me my fourth orgasm of this wicked gloryhole visit.



As I was orgasming, he actually carried me out of the stall and set me down on the sink, where he spread my legs and ate the cum (his and some other guys') from my leaking pussy.



"Oh, yes, Officer, inspect that pussy," I moaned.

He licked me for a minute before guiding me to my knees, and sliding his cock into my mouth.

I bobbed hungrily, loving my own taste on a chocolate dick, a chocolate glazed dick, until he pulled out and unloaded on my face.

"Yessss," I moaned, as his warm cum splattered all over me.



"What is taking you so...." Babygirl asked out of nowhere. "Ooooooh," she gasped, as she came inside and saw me on my knees, with a load of cum all over it, with my supply cock still standing proud in front of me.

"Just doing my civic duty for our brave men in blue," I smiled, as I licked cum off of his dick.

"Your community service is fulfilled, ma'am" he said, back into his 'courteous cop' mode, as he grabbed his pants and stepped into them.

I hopped onto the counter, my knees by now quite sore, and said, "It was a pleasure, Officer."

"I'll give you girls some time to clean up," he said.

Babygirl said, "Yeah, there was crime scene tape all over the outside, so I was freaking out."

"Sorry ma'am, I just wanted some alone time with your naughty friend here," he said.

"I'm flattered," I said.

"Have a good day," he wished us as he strolled out.

"I've already had one," I smiled, waving goodbye.

"Well, we have the place to ourselves, and I'm pretty hungry," Babygirl said, as she dove between my legs.



"I've already had four orgasms since I got here," I pointed out.

"Then let's make it five," she said, lavishly eating my pussy.

Fifteen minutes later, I did reach my fifth orgasm, on her face.



Five minutes after that, I was slumped exhaustedly in her car, and she was driving me back home.

"So, did you have fun?"

"It was crazy fun!"

"We'll have to do a gloryhole together one day," she said. "I'd have liked to join you today, but I didn't wish to distract you during your first time."

I replied, "That would be awesome."

After a minute, I said, "And thanks."

"For what?"

"This may sound weird, but by now I see you as so much more than just my pet or Daddy's wife, although I still do see you in those ways, but I also see you as a true friend," I explained. "Is that weird?"

"Oh honey," she smiled warmly, squeezing my leg . "I feel the same way!"

"I mean the sex with you, and with Daddy too of course, is amazing," I clarified. "But having someone to talk to, and to be able to share anything at all with, who knows the real me and doesn't judge me for any of it, is the best gift of all."

"Better than Daddy's dick?" she asked, with a sly smile and a raised eyebrow.

"Don't tell Daddy I said this," I said, "but yes."

"You can call me anytime," she offered. "To talk or to fuck."

"Or for both?" I asked.

"Or definitely for both," she nodded. "But on a different note, David apparently phoned Daddy before he got onto the plane this morning, they chatted for a while, and between them they've decided you need a variety of tasks to complete."

"Like what?" I asked.

"No idea," she said. "But knowing Daddy, they'll be amazing, they'll push you to your limits, and they'll make you even more submissive to him. And I guess after last night, to David, too."

"Is more submissive even possible?" I asked.

"He's taken a liking to you, totally unlike he has to any of the other women we've shared," she said. "He used the term 'soul mates', and I feel the same way about you."

"I'm flattered, and I feel the same way about you both."

"Yes, we seldom spend more than a single night with a couple, never more than three, but he seems to be forming long-term plans for you, as well as for David and me."

"That's great," I said, before adding, "I can't imagine going back to the days before you rampaged into my classroom all angry, and then you melted and changed my life."

She laughed, "Well, there's definitely no going back for any of us."

Once we reached my house, I invited her, "Want to come in for a bit? I need a snack."

"Yes Mistress, I could use another lap at your pussy as well," she smiled, slipping seamlessly from my treasured friend and confidante to my submissive slut.

Five minutes later we were enjoying each other's pussies, as I wondered what nefarious plans our two men could have plotted for me.

Although I wasn't worried about it at all.

I was only curious and excited to find out.

The world had now become my oyster, and I was determined to live every day as if it was my last.




Best of Both Worlds: Hot Tasks 1-3

Best of Both Worlds: Hot Tasks 1-3

Summary: Public masturbation, bukkake, cum walk and lesbian nylon play.

Note 1: Thanks to the real TX and Babygirl for requesting this greatly extended story, and for coming up not only with the original idea, but also with many of the other ideas contained herein.

Note 2: This is part eight of a series (the next part is already written, for once). That said, this series will include BBC, anal, fisting, race play including use of the 'N' word, and even golden showers.

Part 1: Best of Both Worlds: A Surprise: introduces many Jasmine fantasies, and sets up the upcoming plots, as she unexpectedly bumps into a fan, which leads to a wild night at a remote cabin with a submissive black woman.

Part 2: Best of Both Worlds: Black Slave: where Jasmine explores her newfound dominant side as she fucks her new black submissive.

Part 3: Best of Both Worlds: Butt Pounding: where Jasmine fucks Babygirl's ass, and then submissively gets her own ass pounded by Babygirl, as Babygirl's husband interrupts them by phone and takes control of both women remotely.

Part 4: Best of Both Worlds: Classroom BBC: where Jasmine floats the idea of a foursome with a black couple to her husband, with intriguing possibilities. She is then shocked when Daddy shows up in her classroom at lunch, locks the door, and uses her as the white slut she is.

Part 5: Best of Both Worlds: DP'd by BBC: where Jasmine and her husband roleplay her being fucked by black cock, which encourages Jasmine as to the possibility that her husband would be okay with her secret chocolate rendezvous. Jasmine then goes to their house and takes part in a wild threesome, including the first BBC in her ass, her first chocolate cream pie, and of course, her first double penetration (although one of the cocks is a strap-on).

Part 6: Best of Both Worlds: Foursome: where Jasmine, with the help of Babygirl and Daddy, reveals to her husband her secret author past, her recent indiscretions, and convinces him to take part in a wife-swapping foursome.

Part 7: Best of Both Worlds: Gloryhole: where Jasmine is annoyed after her husband is sent off to work in Alaska for two weeks, and ends up at a gloryhole tied to the infamous THE PIT bar, where she enjoys not 1, or 2 or 3, but 9 BBCs.

PSS: PLEASE NOTE THE THIRD TASK WAS RELEASED EARLIER AS PANTYHOSE PLAY: A LOVE STORY ALTHOUGH WITH A SOMEWHAT DIFFERENT PLOT... ALAS SOME OF YOUR MAY HAVE SEEN SOME OF THE PHOTOS IN ADVANCE.



That night I chatted with David, and was excited to be able to tell him all about my day without the need to conceal anything.

He was stunned I had taken nine cocks.

He was scared when I told him I could have been arrested.

He was thrilled when I emailed him the first three chapters of the story you're now reading.

He then astonished me by sending me a picture of him at the airport... in the airport bathroom... on his knees... sucking some stranger's cock. I considered it an excellent way of waiting for a plane, putting time to good use that otherwise might have been wasted. Good job!



He told me his story about turning on Grindr and instantly getting a message from someone. It was a pilot, who buzzed him into a secret bathroom for employees only, and gave him a nice load.

I'd always wondered what David would look like with a cock in his mouth, especially after he told me he'd sucked two cocks before we finally opened up to each other, but actually seeing him in action was a whole other thing.

It was surreal!

And hot!

I told him as much, and we both agreed it was such a relief to be completely open with each other.

We also chatted about the list of tasks he and Daddy had drawn up for me, although it was pretty one-sided, since he wouldn't give me any hints about what they included, only that I would love them.

We said good night after some phone sex, and I went to bed early, a little exhausted from my gloryhole day.

MONDAY: TASK 1

Babygirl phoned me in the morning and greeted "Good morning, Mistress."

"Good morning, Babygirl," I said, just the sound of her voice making me smile.

"Daddy emailed you your first task."

"Oh boy," I groaned playfully. "So we really are going through with that."

"You'll love it."

"I'm actually quite curious," I said, as I sat down at my laptop wearing only nylons, as I had been getting ready for work.

"Daddy says if you obey your Masters and complete all the tasks, you and I will get to play with each other this Saturday night."

"I'll definitely complete all of them, then."

"Great, Mistress," she said, sounding excited. "I can't wait."

"Me neither."

"Got to go to work, sadly," she said. "Have fun today!"

"Oh..." I said, as I logged into my email. "...I imagine I will."

I had nine new emails, but I ignored all but the Daddy one. I clicked on it with excitement, and a bit of trepidation.

Hi slut,

Over the next two weeks you will be given various tasks to complete. If you complete them, you will earn some very special and pleasurable rewards.

These have been created by myself, Babygirl and David. We think you will really enjoy them, although some may push your limits.

Task 1: Today you must masturbate yourself to orgasm at your desk, with students in the classroom.

DADDY

PS: A picture for inspiration of when Babygirl had to complete a similar task.

I clicked on the picture, and smiled. She used to be a stewardess... how fucking hot!

The picture instantly had my pussy burning and my mouth watering... now that I had eaten her pussy a few times, I craved it... and waiting until Saturday seemed an eternity away.



But the task was naughty. And at least slightly risky.

However, I'd be lying if I said I'd never touched myself at least slightly at my desk during class.

I even wrote erotic stories sometimes at my desk on my iPad while my students were writing tests. I would also reply to fan mail if time permitted, especially if I was anticipating a response.

But giving myself an orgasm with my students present, I'd never done.

I sighed at the task.... If this was only Task One, I could only imagine what Task Ten, or whatever highest number they had in store for me might be: perhaps ending world hunger by offering my pussy to every starving man and woman on the planet? (It would be hard to accomplish that one without outing myself, but just think of the newscasts, lol.)

I replied,

Daddy,

I will comply, but this one makes me a little nervous.

Pet Jasmine

I headed off to work, not sure how I could possibly complete this task, except that my students did have a test scheduled for after lunch... ironically, the class Daddy and Babygirl's daughter was in.

I'd be lying if I said I hadn't fantasized about LaCresha more than once... about her dominating me.

When she walked into the classroom for the test I had to control my face and eyes, as I imagined her spreading her legs and offering me her black peach.



I pushed that thought out of my head, as the others followed her in. Once class had begun, I handed out the test papers, returned to my desk, and tried to figure out how to surreptitiously pleasure myself to orgasm while the kids were distracted by writing... and as I did, I wondered what they would think if they found out their sedate old English teacher wasn't just an erotica writer, and wasn't just a BBC slut, but was at this very moment masturbating while they were being tested on Death of a Salesman... which did, interestingly enough, have a nylon stockings subtheme.

I rolled my chair as close to my desk as possible, slyly reached my hand underneath it, and began slowly rubbing myself, frequently glancing at LaCresha... her nylon feet not in her shoes anymore, which made my pussy tingle, as I admired her nylon-clad foot.

This made me wonder what might happen if she learned about her mother being my pet, and her father being my Daddy.

I drifted into a fantasy where she did know, and she took control.

"Knees, bitch," she ordered, as she marched into my classroom, followed meekly by her mother, my pet Babygirl.

I turned around from the blackboard and gasped as she came arrogantly to a halt, and Babygirl submissively lowered herself to her knees a pace behind her.

"LaCresha!" I gasped.

"It's Mistress LaCresha to you, slut," she said, glaring at me imperiously, as Babygirl looked up at me apologetically.

"I... um... LaCresha..." I struggled, as I attempted to process what was going on.

"Look, I know what you're doing to my mother, and I'm here to return the favour," she orated. "Now get down on your fucking knees and crawl to me, you dumb fucking slut."

"Please do it, Jasmine," Babygirl whispered, sounding so apologetic. "I don't know what she'll DO if you don't!"

"Yes, do it, Jasmine; I like the way you beg, mom," LaCresha smirked. "Knees. Now."

I took a nervous glance at Babygirl, who might as well be handcuffed for all the good she'd do me, before lowering myself to the floor... a gush of excitement coursing through me. I'd fantasized hearing words very like these from her.

"Good white bitch," she smirked. "Now crawl."

"Yes, Mistress," I replied, deciding to go along with her completely.

"There you go," she said, clearly happy. "See Mother? I told you she was just another white bimbo slut."

"Please LaCresha, this has gone far enough," Babygirl pleaded.

LaCresha laughed, "My white teacher gets to dominate my black mother, so I get to dominate her right back. I told you she was racist mom, so this is the least I can do. Now shut up and watch how a black woman is supposed to treat a white bitch, and how a white slut is intended to serve a black Goddess. Lick my feet, slut teacher."

I loved how LaCresha knew what I really wanted, which was to be a bimbo teacher slut for a black eighteen-year-old. "Yes, Mistress," I replied, bending all the way down to the floor, and licking the tops of her nylon-clad toes.



"You see, Mom?" LaCresha lectured, clearly trying to teach her mother a lesson in interracial propriety. "This is a white woman's proper place, isn't it, slut Jasmine?"

"Yes it is, Mistress," I replied earnestly, shooting a glance up at Babygirl, trying to let her know I was okay with this happening, before I returned to licking her daughter's toes.



I looked around to see if all the students were focused on their work... they were.

Usually I'd do a walk around the class at this time, but my pussy was burning, and I needed to finish Daddy's task.

"Crawl to your desk, teacher pet," she ordered, as she walked over to it. "Mom, you may stand up and watch."

She hopped up onto my desk, spread her legs and ordered, "Eat my pussy, Slut Walker, I even ripped a hole in my pantyhose, so you can dive right in."

"Thank you, Mistress," I said, excited to taste this young, ripe pussy.

"So obedient," LaCresha moaned, as I finally fulfilled my desire to make contact with her wet pussy.

After a moment, she asked her Mom, "How could you possibly submit to a white bitch?"

Babygirl didn't respond, as the white bitch lapped away at her daughter's pussy.

"You see Mom, this is how you use a white woman; this is how today's hierarchy works," she continued, as she grabbed the back of my head and held me deep in her pussy. "White women are bimbos for black pussy, slaves for black dick, and pets for all blacks."



And with that hot image, I came right at my desk, with an entire classroom of students present... biting my lip to keep from letting out a moan and give myself away.

I looked around to see if anyone was aware of my unprofessional act, but they were all thankfully oblivious, as they all... even LaCresha... continued working on the test.

I remained at my desk enjoying the afterglow of an orgasm in front of my whole class, while also happy I'd completed Task One for Daddy and David.

Once I was fully recovered, I got up and did my walk around, a little worried the scent of my orgasm might linger... especially since I wasn't wearing any underwear. (In accordance with Daddy's order, I never did these days.)

That night, I emailed Daddy and David, thinking he should be involved in this correspondence, and knowing Daddy would share his copy with Babygirl,

Daddy and David,

I fulfilled task one, masturbating at my desk and coming. It was both terrifying and exhilarating.

I'm now going to write some more of our story.

Your Pet and wife Jasmine

I actually didn't get right to writing, but made dinner, and then spent an hour with my daughter, catching up on her weekend (they lost the debate, but she had fun), and watching Wheel of Fortune with her... we'd make a great mom-daughter team when they do those special weeks.

Then I went and wrote some more of a story I hadn't even finished living through yet. Probably like you my readers, I wondered how it would turn out.

Daddy emailed me back, copying David.

PET JASMINE

I knew you would enjoy that first task, as it came pretty much from your own wicked stories. (Remember the one where one of your students mind controlled everyone in the class, and you took part in a crazy orgy with them all? That was hella hot!) Tomorrow you get the chance to fulfill another fantasy you have often mentioned in your stories.

Good night.

DADDY

That night I also chatted with David, although only briefly, as he was exhausted, and had to get up really early.

TUESDAY: TASK 2

I got up and went directly to my iPad to see if I had my second task from Daddy. I did. With the release of another story, I was also receiving quite a few emails about the naughty and lengthy incest story Daddy Daughter Date Days, which was off to a great start (and was another story requested by Daddy and Babygirl, who have as wicked and wild imaginations as I do).

I clicked on Daddy's email.

Pet Jasmine,

Today you will really enjoy your task. After work, go to the bar where Babygirl took you on Sunday and walk past the Gloryhole door to a back area... and ask for James. He will inform and assist you in completing your task, which is twofold today.

I'm not telling you what it is, but here is a hint from Babygirl's flying days.

Have a good day and night.

Daddy



I stared at a picture of Babygirl coated in cum, and I wondered: was my task taking on three black guys? Was it a bukkake? Was it three black guys and a bukkake? I was curious and excited, as I went to shower.

The day crept by slowly, as I looked forward to what I hoped would be some fresh black cock.

I drove to the bar, walked past the gloryhole entrance, thinking that if this didn't turn out to be really fun, I could always stop in there afterwards for another cock, or two or nine.

I continued on to an outdoors back area, where a few black guys were sipping drinks. I asked, "Is there a James here?"

A good-looking man, obviously the bartender, spoke up, "Hi, you must be Jasmine."

"The one and only," I smiled sexily, allowing myself just to be the real me, and not hide behind my teacher façade.

"Chris left an outfit for you to put on," he said, handing me a bag. (Chris is Daddy's everyday name, while Babygirl commonly goes by Breanna. I'm pretty sure I've called them by their 'real' names a grand total of once, so hearing him called that out of the blue was a bit startling.)

"Oh, okay," I said, that not being what I was expecting.

"Don't worry, you'll get what you came here for," he smiled, obviously very accustomed to white women coming here for black dick.

"I hope so," I smiled, and feeling brazen, I placed my hand on his crotch.

"Don't get distracted right now," he put me off. "I have exactly what you want. Come with me, you can change inside."

I went inside, and saw it was a sex club, where I also saw a white woman getting fucked from behind. James commented, "It's pretty slow in here right now."



"Oh, okay," I said, watching the woman go to town.

"You can change in here," she said, pointing to an office.

"Okay, thanks."

Once in the office, I quickly changed into a short black skirt, black thigh highs, and a red, tight as fuck shirt, that parodied the Coke logo with: Enjoy Cock.

I smirked at the logo, and at how true it was.

I stowed my school attire in the bag, and walked back out of the office to see three black guys, one being James, all of them completely naked presumably for my benefit.

"Nice," one guy said.

"Yeah, fucking hot," another one said.

"Nice to come back to," I said, as I admired the three cocks, all nicely erect and looking right at me. I walked over to them, dropped to my knees, and took James in my mouth.

"Just so you know," James moaned. "Your task is to get bukkaked, and then go for a cum walk."

"Seriously?" I asked, as I took his cock out of my mouth.

"Yeah, he even specified that you can't have any dick in your other holes," he added.

"Really?" I asked, having already been imagining getting joyously double or triple penetrated by these great big black cocks.

"Yeah, but don't worry, you're welcome to come back later, or any other time," he said, as he slid his cock back in my mouth. "But that's me saying it, not Chris."

For fifteen minutes I sucked cock... a little annoyed at Daddy for not letting me get a full intake of chocolate cock in all of my holes, but nevertheless thrilled to get at least these three big ones in my mouth.

Eventually all three of them erupted on my face, as I opened wide like the cum-hungry slut I officially was... no longer living secretly behind my teacher identity or my writing, at least in some circles.





After all three had finished whitewashing my face, James passed another message along from Daddy as he pulled me up off my knees, "You're supposed to go into the coffee shop across the street, Pink Panthers, and order yourself a mocha latte."

"So bad," I smiled, as on autopilot my hand continued stroking his still hard and impressive cock.

"Not my idea," he pointed out.

"I hope to do something with this cock again, one day very soon," I said wistfully.

"I own this place, so I'm usually here."

"Good... to... know," I said slowly and seductively, before turning and saying, "Thanks for the lavish facial, studs."

"Any time, sexy," one said.

I headed out, feeling the cum oozing down my face for anyone to see, feeing so slutty.

I crossed the street, receiving a couple of looks from passersby, entered the coffee shop, and walked past two cute younger girls, saying with a smile to one of them, "I have some special cream for your coffee, if you want some."



I didn't wait for a response, but the other girl gasped, "Oh my God!"



I looked back slyly and offered, "You can have some too, if you want."



I then continued walking, feeling such a rush that I couldn't explain... being slutty for the whole world to see was exhilarating!



I ordered my mocha latte, appreciating the symbolism, as the college boy at the till gawked at me stunned, and then acted like he hadn't noticed I had cum all over me, and my nipples were poking visibly against my tight shirt.

I then waited, and received a few more looks before the guy handed me my coffee. I said, "Thanks," and scooped some cum off my face and dropped it in my coffee.

Many eyes went wide as I sauntered out, getting a major rush.

God, I wanted to be dicked, right... fucking... now!

I returned to the bar, grabbed the bag with my clothes in it and asked, "You sure you can't slide that cock of yours in my pussy?"

"Rain check," he begged off. "But you're supposed to call Chris once you've completed both tasks."

"Will do," I said, as I gave him a wink and headed out, as the woman I'd seen earlier screamed, "Yes, come in my cunt!"

I turned around and said, "Next time, I want to be screaming that."

James laughed, "You're relentless."

"I know," I smiled, and headed to my car.

The cum still all over my face, I began driving, and once my Bluetooth was connected, I called Daddy.

As soon as he answered, I complained, "That wasn't very nice of you."

"What wasn't?"

"Not letting me get fucked."

"A task a day."

"That was two tasks," I pointed out.

"I suppose," he laughed. "But you couldn't do the cum walk without the cum."

"I guess so," I agreed with a laugh.

"Don't worry, you'll get your fair share of black cock before your hubby gets back home," he reassured me.

"I'd better," I said. "There's no point in being a white slut for black cock if I don't get any black cock."

"You got three of them today," he pointed out.

"None in my pussy or ass," I countered.

"And you won't until the weekend," he informed me.

"What? That's an eternity," I whined.

"Are you questioning me?" he asked, his tone suddenly authoritative.

"No, I'm sorry, Daddy," I apologized. "It's just that now I'm constantly craving cock."

"These tasks are about fulfilling your fantasies," he explained. "We've spent a lot of time planning them to best enhance your pleasure, and your husband has given the green light to every one of them."

"I know, Daddy," I said. "It's just I'm like a fat kid in a candy store... I want to gobble down every treat I see."

He laughed, "You're even more insatiable than Babygirl."

"Don't tell her that," I joked, as I pulled up to a red light.

I looked over to the car beside me and saw an older woman staring at me. I waved to her. She shook her head in disgust.

"I need to go, I have steaks on the barbeque," he said.

"Fine," I sighed. "I hope tomorrow's task includes cock."

"It'll be like living out one of your stories."

"Now you really have me intrigued."

"Later, slut," he said, and hung up.

I drove home.

I wiped the cum off my face before going inside, in case my daughter was home.

I showered.

I ordered Chinese food.

I finished grading the tests from Monday.

I responded to twenty-eight emails... mostly quick thank you responses... but some of them lengthier ones, depending on the email.

I worked on another new story, a Buffy the Vampire Slayer one called Willow's Way, where the witch Willow ends up anally dominating Faith, the other slayer.

I chatted with David, whining about not getting any black cock today except in my mouth and all over my face, which I had to admit wasn't all bad, and he too stressed that Daddy and he had planned out a great two weeks for me... mostly based on my stories.

I got myself off with my vibe and went to bed, dying to know what tomorrow would bring.

WEDNESDAY: TASK 3 (apparently the bukkake and cum walk only counted as one... sheesh!)

I woke up, and was surprised to find no task from Daddy, or even an email.

I went to school, and checked my author email like every fifteen minutes all day. It wasn't until the day was over, that I finally got one.

PET JASMINE

Sorry for the late response. It has been a crazy day and night.

Babygirl will send you an address tonight just before 8 o'clock. You are then to go to that location and service a friend of ours. You will love her... you two have some of the same kinks.

DADDY

I was disappointed there wasn't a hot picture to go along with it like there had been with the first two tasks.

I couldn't explain it, but they actually inspired me... not that I really needed any outside motivation to do all this.

I emailed back:

Daddy,

I'll be there. Although bummed there wasn't a picture of Babygirl to go with it.

PET JASMINE

I had several hours before the task, so I drove home, did some grading, and had supper.

I checked my email, and was excited to see another email from Daddy.

Pet Jasmine

Here you go, you needy slut.

DADDY



What an amazing picture!

But what was the hint?

Her inviting pussy?

Her sexy nylons?

I shrugged, figuring there was only one way to find out.

I was dressed in a cute dress and thigh highs, and of course no panties or bra, when Babygirl called.

"Hi, Jasmine," she greeted.

"Not Mistress?" I teased.

"Sorry, Mistress," she began to apologize.

I interrupted her and said, "I was kidding, Breanna. I think we can stick to our actual names except when you're about to go between my legs. A constant hierarchy between us kind of gets in the way of growing our friendship."

"I agree about the friendship, but I still hope to go between your legs very often."

I agreed, "Definitely."

"So I'll text you the address, but I want to let you know what this woman expects."

"Expects?"

"Yes, she is quite particular," Babygirl said. "Once you get there, you should walk right in without knocking, call out to introduce yourself, then get completely undressed except for nylons of course, and then make your way into her living room."

"Okay," I said, even more intrigued now.

"You'll love her," Babygirl said, and then added, "and she'll love you too."

"I was just finishing getting ready."

"You'd better get going, it's a bit of a drive."

"Okay."

She sent me the address, and I realized it was indeed a bit of a jaunt, so I finished getting ready and headed out to my next adventure.

I was a little nervous about going to a stranger's house, but the house being in an upper scale section of the city helped (although perverts came in every wage bracket... f'rinstance, look at sweet, innocent me), and I trusted Daddy and Babygirl totally, so I figured that whatever was about to transpire would be both safe and amazing.

I reached the house, walked to the door, and walked right in. I called out, "Hi, Daddy sent me. It's Jasmine."

"Once you're undressed, come on in," someone called back, her voice sounding sexy and southern.

I slipped out of my dress and heels (not wearing any underwear makes stripping down quick and easy), and walked into a large living room, where I was greeted by a black beauty.



"Hi, you sweet thang," she smiled.

"Hi," I said, looking at her, with her legs crossed and a coy smile.

"Come on over here, I don't bite," she offered.

"Sorry, you're just so beautiful that I froze," I said.

"You're a fine looking number yourself," she countered, as I was now standing before her.

"Babygirl tells me you have a nylon fetish," she said, as she uncrossed her legs, showing me her pantyhose-clad pussy.

"You could say that," I smiled as submissively, I knelt down before her without being told.

"And you're very submissive, Daddy tells me," she smiled, as I moved my hands to her silky sheer legs.

"Most of the time," I nodded, as I added, "this is super smooth."

"I only wear the best, darlin'," she said, as her foot reached between my legs and brushed against my pussy.



"So do I," I said as I enjoyed caressing her sexy, silky legs.

"I love nylon play, darlin'," she said, her accent making my pussy dampen, as did her foot, ever so lightly brushing against it.

"I've written stories about lesbian nylon play," I admitted before adding, "but I've never actually gotten a chance to play."

"Well, tonight we'll explore that little ol' fantasy, sweet thang," she promised.

"I'll do anything you tell me to, ma'am," I said, not knowing her name or how to address her, but wanting her to know I'd be completely receptive to her every sexual whim.

"Oh darlin'," she said. "You don't have to call me ma'am. Just call me Janice, I'll call you lots of sweet thangs, and tonight I'm going to make some of your silk stockings fantasies come true."

"You've already begun," I said, as I adjusted my position a bit, then lifted up her leg and began kissing it, while also caressing the sole of her foot.

"Oh, darlin'," she smiled. "You're in for one wild nylon play night."

"Sounds amazing," I said, splattering her legs with kisses, while using my hands to slowly caress up and down her leg and foot; I was completely obsessed with her legs in the sheer silk.

"You're such a pretty thang," she said, enjoying my nylon leg worship.

"This is a dream come true," I said before adding, "with the nylon play for sure, but that's expanded geometrically by the lovely woman wearing them being such a beautiful black woman as you are."

"Aaawww, you're so sweet," she said, as I was now worshipping her entire leg.

I spent a good five minutes kissing and caressing both of her legs, while taking multiple glances at her pantyhose-clad pussy, which didn't go unnoticed by the lovely Janice.

"I could let you do this all night, but it's pretty obvious you're admiring something else of mine," she said.

"It just looks so inviting," I said, as she parted her legs and gave me an even better view of her pantyhose-covered pussy.

"I'm told it's also very delicious," she said, as she stood up, raised one foot to rest it on the couch and asked, "I know you write about eating pussies covered in sheer nylon, but have you ever done it?"

"It's another goal on my fuck-it list," I smiled, as I admired her pussy from just a few inches away.

"Fuck-it list," she chuckled in a way that was so sexy, "I love it."

"Since meeting Babygirl and Daddy, I've been checking off a lot of boxes," I said, as I maneuvered even closer to her pussy.

"Well, you can check off one more, darlin'," she drawled, as she guided my head the final inch.

I immediately began licking her pussy through the pantyhose, finding it both erotic and frustrating. Doing something so sexy and sweet was hot, checking it off my fuck-it list was also hot, but being unable to access the full taste of her nectar, which must have been tantalizing from what I could taste of it (the added taste of the sweat and nylon adding another texture of taste), which was annoying. But I was learning quickly this was to be a leisurely slow burn night... quite different from my previous few sexual encounters.



I had one hand on her nylon leg, rubbing it ever so slowly, and my other hand between my legs, also rubbing ever so slowly.



I licked for a couple minutes before she said, "Come with me, sweetheart, let's get you a little more comfortable."

"I could dine like this all day," I said, which was especially true if I could get directly to her pussy.

"Oh, you're not done dinin', darlin'," she said, pulling me up and kissing me. When she broke the kiss, she smiled, "Mmmmmmm, I do taste exquisite."

"Agreed," I smiled, as she took my hand and led me to a long counter, where she hopped onto it.

I instantly knelt down and took a foot in my hand and admired, "Such perfect feet."



"They're one of my better assets," she smiled. "As is this."

She turned around and posed for me, wiggling her amazing pantyhose-clad ass.

"It's an amazing ass-et," I agreed, as I moved closer to her and caressed a lovely black booty, even more perfect encased in the sheer hosiery.

"It's a gift from God," she said, as I rubbed my hands all over her ass.

"Then I should worship it properly," I smiled, as I began kissing her ass.

"Yes, and you should lick my divine asshole, too," she moaned after a minute, so I teased her puckered backdoor with my divine tongue.

"Such a tasty little puckered hole," I said, trying to probe into it which was, of course, impossible through the pantyhose. Half of me wanted to rip them into pieces, and the other half wanted to continue enjoying this slow, sensual play she was orchestrating for us.

"Mmmmmmm," she moaned, as I slithered down the short distance to her pussy, and licked it from my somewhat awkward position.



After another minute or so she observed thoughtfully, "That can't be too comfortable for you." She spun around again, spread her legs wide and smiled, "I'll give you easy access to my peach, sugar."

"Mmmmmmmm, I do love my fresh fruit," I quipped, eagerly moving between her legs again, wrapping my arms around her to pull her a little closer to me, and resuming licking.

"That's it, darlin'," she moaned.

I kept licking, and then finally, as the dim lightbulb in my head switched on, I realized I could suck her clit and pussy through the sheer nylon. Why it took me almost ten minutes to get there I'll never know, but I sucked her pussy through the pantyhose, earning myself a gush of wetness.

"Oh, yes darlin', that's it," she moaned loudly.



"You're so delicious," I crooned, as I aggressively sucked her pussy.

"Oh yes, sugar, don't stop, you're gonna get Momma off," she moaned, the term 'Momma' so sexy in this context, even though she was younger than me by at least a decade.

I had no intention of stopping, her increased breathing telling me she was close, and I wasn't about to stop until I tasted the full flood of her cum.

"Oh yes, baby, yes, you're gonna make me cum, oh yes, oh yes, oh yes," she moaned increasingly urgently as her body began to tremble, and then she screamed, "Yesssssssssssssss, darlin'!"



Her pussy juice gushed out of her, seeped through her pantyhose, and I sucked it into my mouth, sucking up as much of it through the sheer pantyhose as I could... the taste so amazing, and enhanced by the smooth nylon texture.

"Oh, that was amazing, Jasmine darlin'," she purred, as I kept trying to retrieve and savor as much of her pussy nectar as I could.

"I couldn't agree more," I smiled, looking up at her... loving to be between a woman's legs, especially a black woman's nylon legs... nothing feeling more natural than pleasing another person.

"Let's take this upstairs to the bedroom," she offered, as she pulled me up and kissed me again. It was soft and tender.

She took my hand and led me upstairs; her bedroom was actually a loft... an interesting setup, somewhat similar to Daddy and Babygirl's place.

She climbed onto the bed and said, "There are still some spots on my legs you haven't plastered with your sweet kisses."

"Well, I'd better sweetly rectify that," I smiled, as I gazed at her sitting up on her bed with her legs crossed.

I went to the end of the bed and began by sucking her silky sheer toes into my mouth.

"I know you love nylon-clad feet, darlin'," she said as I sucked each individual toe.

"Love isn't a strong enough word," I smiled, between sucking the delicate toes individually, "It's my obsession."



"I chose these sheer sandalfoot toe ones just for you, sweetheart," she said.

"I appreciate it," I said, having always disliked reinforced toe nylons for some reason... I just like the completely clear toe. I can tolerate reinforced or shadow toes if they're old-fashioned stockings, with either the Cuban heel, or the seam down the back (or both)... but I greatly prefer sheer sandalfoot nylons, where I can drool at a woman's sexy toes in all their glossy glory.

"Anything for you, sweet thang," she said.

"Right back at you, Janice," I smiled, as I progressed to her next toe.

Once done, I climbed onto the bed and resumed my foot and toe worship. I couldn't explain it, but I got so turned on just by touching, licking, kissing and sucking her feet and toes.



"Bite them, sugar," she moaned, as I had her big toe in my mouth, and was worshipping it like a mini-cock, while my hand was busy at my fevered snatch.



"Mmmmmm, yummy," I purred, as I bit her toe... and licked her salty, sweaty soles, and generally worshipped her feet, like you might see in a Bratty Babes Owns You, or a Foot Fantasy video.

"You could do this all night, couldn't you, darlin'?" she asked, watching me intently, as I enjoyed bestowing my foot worship upon her as much as she did receiving it.



"Only until the end of eternity," I replied cornily.

"Daddy said he knew we'd be compatible," she smiled.

"He was remarkable to pick you out for me! I've never met a woman in real life with this same fetish I have," I said, as I finished my second round of pleasuring each and every toe.

"Want to do something I bet you've never done before?" she asked.

"Are your nylons black?" I asked.

She smiled as she rolled onto her belly and said, "Massage my pantyhose ass, Jasmine."

"Oooooooh, I'd love to," I said, as I moved into a new position, enabling me to perform the massage she was requesting.

I decided to begin at her calves, knowing how much I loved having them massaged, before slowly working my way up to the target she'd assigned me.

"Oh, that's nice, darlin'," she said.

"I love when my husband David massages my entire legs from the bottom up."

"Good call," she said, becoming fully relaxed as I massaged her as if I was a real masseuse.

I spent a good fifteen minutes on these preliminaries, as I made my snail's-pace way to her pantyhose-clad ass, striving to give her a massage to remember, and hopefully to have her inviting me over again soon for some more pantyhose play. Janice was a keeper, and I hoped she felt the same about me.



I then surprised her by flipping her over, a little inner Daddy dominance sneaking out of me, spread her legs, and mentioned, "I'm getting hungry again."

"Mmmmmmmm," she moaned, as I began licking my way up her leg.









Like it was doing to me, this sweet erotic slow burning pleasure was driving her wild. She said, "Let's see how that sweet kitty of yours is doing," as she sat up.

She sat at the edge of the bed and patted a spot beside her. "Come here, darlin'."

I did, and she reached a hand to my soaking wet pussy. "Mmmmmmm, you're so wet."

"That's all because of you," I replied, as she gently rubbed me.

"It's mutual," she smiled, as she moved her other hand to her own pussy.



"Are you ready for the ultimate orgasm, Jazzy?"

"God, yes," I replied, my pussy having been burning for... it must have over an hour by now; I wondered how long I'd been here.

"Lie down on the floor," she instructed.

I did, and she pulled both of my legs high up in the air, and straddled me in a strange position I can't really explain (but thankfully I have pictures on hand for that picture is worth a thousand words thing), and she slid a finger inside me.

"Oooooooooh," I moaned, as my pussy eagerly welcomed the invasion.



She fingered me with two fingers for a minute before asking, "Do you trust me, Jaz-gal?"

I loved her wide variety of names for me as I replied, meaning it, "Completely."

"What I'm about to do will make you go orgasmically ballistic," she foreshadowed, although I wasn't sure if 'orgasmically' was a word; if it isn't, it sure as fuck should be. [And my editor just added it to his Microsoft dictionary, so now it officially is one. Done!]

"You have my undivided attention," I said, as I felt her hand at the entrance to my pussy.

"Here it comes, darlin'," she said, before her entire fist slipped rather easily inside me, making my eyes go extremely wide, since that wasn't remotely what I was expecting!



"Oh my God!" I screamed, as she began to fist fuck me, and at this unique angle, somehow sparked every erogenous zone not only in my pussy, but throughout my entire body!

"Oh yes, sexy," she purred, as she fisted me, not roughly, just smoothly. "Once you're ready, you may come all over my fist."

"Don't stop," I pleaded, as my orgasm was rising at an astronomically rapid pace... mere seconds after she'd entered me.

"Come, Jazzy, come for Momma," she purred, her silly seductive voice enhancing the already erotic pleasure swarming inside me.

"Yes, yes, yes, Momma, yes!" I screamed, as my orgasm exploded out of me.



"Good girl," she purred, maintaining her slow fisting pace while... as advertised!... my orgasm went so ballistic that involuntarily I almost vaulted through the ceiling!

"Oh," was all I could muster. The orgasm still had plenty of steam, but I was now a shuddering, endlessly coming, lost in my own sensations, puddle on the carpet, wreck.

"So sexy," she said, as she looked fondly down at me as I kept coming and coming.

When she pulled out a full minute later, she moved her soaking wet hand to her face and began licking my cum off of it. "Mmmmmmm, so delicious."

"That is soooooo hot," I said, as I watched her lap up my juices.

"It is a little warm," she smiled, as she continued looking down at me.

"I'm totally overheated," I joked. "Put your wet hand back on my skin, and it'll sizzle!"

She stood up straight, moved her foot to my lips (she had amazing balance) and asked, "Wanna worship my feet again, Sugarkins?"

"Mmmmmmm, yes indeed," I moaned, as I took her toe in my mouth, even as my undying orgasm was still sending pleasure waves through me.







After a minute of sucking just her one foot, she changed her mind, saying, "Fuck this, I want some foot play too."

She joined me in sitting on the floor, took my right foot in her left hand and guided it to her lips, as she lifted her own right leg and offered me her sexy, nylon-clad foot.





I won't bore you with every detail, but we spent at least fifteen minutes in this exact same position (well, we occasionally switched legs of course), not saying a word to each other, just softly moaning as we worshipped every toe and the entire soles of each other's feet, while almost the entire time losing ourselves in each other's eyes, as we mutually satisfied each other's very similar fetishes.

She then placed her right foot on my pussy and asked, "I know you've written about pantyhose foot jobs, but have you ever given or received one in real life?"

"No, I haven't," I moaned and added hopefully, "until now?" as she did indeed begin slowly rubbing my pussy with her silky sheer foot, while still sucking my toes.



"Mmmmmmm, you'll love it, Sugar," she purred, as she slowly rubbed my wet pussy.

"Oh God yes, I do already," I moaned, as she sucked on my toes simultaneous with her foot job on my sex, creating different pleasures that complemented each other like peanut butter and jam.



The double pleasure overwhelmed me, and my second orgasm in not much time was growing inside me.

"You gonna come again, sweetheart?" she asked, beginning to rub me circularly and faster.

"If you'll allow me to," I moaned, knowing I was close.

"I'm not that kind of restrictive Mistress; just come, you silly girl," she smiled, "come whenever you please, and all over my foot."

"Oh yes, thank youuuuuuuuu," I moaned, as my second orgasm whirled through me.

"Mmmmmmm, so sexy," she smiled, as she watched me cum on her silky foot.

"Oh God, yes," I moaned, as I collapsed onto my back.

"So, so sexy," she said, rubbing my pussy very slowly now... the sole of her foot now soaked from my cum.

Once I was done I said, looking up at her, "I shouldn't have more orgasms than you do."

"No, I guess that wouldn't be fair," she smiled, "especially since I've been so good to you," as I moved between her legs and asked, "Do you mind if I rip a hole these pantyhose?" I wanted to get right inside this perfect pink pussy, so exquisitely showcased by her lovely black skin.

"Please do," she moaned, as I rubbed her pantyhose-clad pussy. I ripped my way to full access, and then slid first two, and then three fingers inside her, while tapping her clit with my other hand.

"Oh God, that's it, Sugar, finger bang me," she moaned.



"Such an amazing pussy you have," I said, watching my fingers slip in and out, while she moaned softly. Is there anything sexier than a woman's moans? (By the way, the question was rhetorical; of course there isn't.)

After a couple of minutes while her moans increased, she sat up, pushed me on my back, and said, "I hope you don't mind, Jazzy, but this is the way I come best."

As she straddled my face, I gasped, "Oh yes, honey, sit on my face." (In not a single one of my hundreds of stories have I ever had a submissive call her Mistress 'honey'. But Janice had been so sweet to me every step of our journey together so far, there's nothing else I could have called her at this point.)

"Mmmmmmmm," she said, as she lowered her glistening wet pussy onto my face.

"Mmmmmmmm, indeed," I agreed, as I began licking this amazing pussy directly from the source, without the (admittedly erotic) hindrance of her sheer pantyhose.



"Oh yes, Sugar," she purred, as I eagerly parted her pussy lips.

"You taste amazing," I moaned between licks, knowing how much women liked to know they tasted good... some men having tarnished the reputation of this unique heavenly taste by describing it as fishy.

"I love your tongue, Honeybun," she moaned.



I licked for a couple minutes as her moans increased, and I was certain I was about to get my second special treat of the evening, as she began slowly to grind her hips back and forth.

She looked down at me, and I up at her, as she moaned, "I'm going to come all over your face, pretty gal."

"Mmmmmmmm," I replied, not wishing to waste time on words while I focused my mouth's efforts on indeed getting that sweet cum all over my face.



Then she just moaned and came, her eyes never breaking contact with mine, in what was easily the most sensual orgasm I've ever given another person.

I lapped up her juices eagerly as she allowed them to flow out of her, over my lips, and into my open mouth.

She looked down at me, again in that fond way she had, and told me, "That was amazing, Sugar."

"Mmmmm, I couldn't agree more."

"Do you have to go, or would you like to have a glass of wine and get to know each other?"

"I'm a little dehydrated, so I'd better take the time for that glass of wine," I smiled, as she climbed off of me.

"I know what you mean, it was quite the workout," she agreed, as she pulled me to my feet.

"Thanks to Daddy and Babygirl... and lately thanks to my husband David now that we've brought him into the loop, I've been getting quite a few of those lately," I laughed.

"I'd love to hear about it," she said as she led me downstairs.

We drank some wine while I told her the short version of my life since Babygirl stormed into my classroom, and I learned she was completely lesbian, and was a high-ranking attorney for the NAACP.

She then asked if I wanted a nightcap and we ended up back in her room, on the floor again for some reason, where she removed her nightie so I could finally see those perky tits properly, before we ended up in a lengthy, leisurely 69 that lasted at least twenty minutes, and climaxed (literally) with some serious finger banging, which I'll describe next.



Both of us were close, when she said, "I want to watch you come."

"I want to watch you come, too," I said, as she got off of me.

"Spread your legs," she said.

I did, and she spread hers, and we were positioned nylon-clad foot to foot, as she instructed, "Now rub yourself, Sugar."

"You do that too," I said, as I did just that, and I masturbated in front of another person for the first time ever... since until this very moment I'd always been way too self-conscious to ever pleasure myself in front of anyone at all, including my husband.



"You're so beautiful, Jasmine," she said, as her fingers pumped into her own pussy.

"You are too," I replied, as we admired each other.

Then there was just moaning... as we each got ourselves close... as we closed our eyes and allowed the pleasure of each other's company to be the final tipping point for each of our third orgasms.





We both came almost simultaneously, mine a few seconds before hers, before we both collapsed onto our backs.

I was still trembling when I felt her pull me up, wrap her arms and legs around me, and kiss me.

For several minutes, as we both allowed our third and final orgasms of the night to dissipate, we simply kissed each other... tenderly... affectionately... nothing more... nothing less.



Like all amazing experiences, this one too eventually had to end.

We got dressed, she gave me her business card, and promised to be in touch.

We kissed again for a final time and I headed home, flushed with the memories of a night so wonderfully different from any other.

I loved the raw intensity of sex with Babygirl.

I loved the powerful domination of Daddy.

I loved the thrilling mixture of intense fucking and intimacy between Daddy, Babygirl and me.

I loved adding David to the mix, and the heat of my first foursome... I trust the first of many.

I loved the cum-filled euphoria of sucking and fucking strangers' cock after cock at the gloryhole.

I loved the bukkake, and the extravagant cum walk it had made possible. (In preparing for cum walks, three loads are definitely better than one!)

I loved the lengthy, sensual pantyhose play I'd just experienced.

Each on its own had been an intense, amazing, sex-filled, satisfying adventure.

Combined, they had been a whirlwind of the wildest fucking, the most intense orgasms, and yet with Janice, an intimacy that no one could comprehend unless they were taking part in it.

I'm sure many opinionated people would classify me as nothing more than a cheating cheap slut... a home wrecker... a hypocrite of a so-called respectable teacher... but this journey so far had brought David's and my relationship to an entirely new level, and as I drove home all I could think was, I wonder what Daddy has in store for me tomorrow!




Best of Both Worlds: Hot Tasks 4-6

Summary: Public sex, cheerleader submission, and a party in a frat house.

Note 1: Thanks to the real TX and Babygirl for requesting this greatly extended story, and for coming up not only with the original idea, but also with many of the other ideas contained herein.

Note 2: This is Part Nine of a series (the next part is already written, for once). That said, this series will include BBC, anal, fisting, race play including use of the 'N' word, and even golden showers.

Part 1: Best of Both Worlds: A Surprise: introduces many Jasmine fantasies, and sets up the upcoming plots, as she unexpectedly bumps into a fan, which leads to a wild night at a remote cabin with a submissive black woman.

Part 2: Best of Both Worlds: Black Slave: where Jasmine explores her newfound dominant side as she fucks her new black submissive.

Part 3: Best of Both Worlds: Butt Pounding: where Jasmine fucks Babygirl's ass, and then submissively gets her own ass pounded by Babygirl, as Babygirl's husband interrupts them by phone and takes control of both women remotely.

Part 4: Best of Both Worlds: Classroom BBC: where Jasmine floats the idea of a foursome with a black couple to her husband, with intriguing possibilities. She is then shocked when Daddy shows up in her classroom at lunch, locks the door, and uses her as the white slut she is.

Part 5: Best of Both Worlds: DP'd by BBC: where Jasmine and her husband roleplay her being fucked by black cock, which encourages Jasmine as to the possibility that her husband would be okay with her secret chocolate rendezvous. Jasmine then goes to their house and takes part in a wild threesome, including the first BBC in her ass, her first chocolate cream pie, and of course, her first double penetration (although one of the cocks is a strap-on).

Part 6: Best of Both Worlds: Foursome: where Jasmine, with the help of Babygirl and Daddy, reveals to her husband her secret author past, her recent indiscretions, and convinces him to take part in a wife-swapping foursome.

Part 7: Best of Both Worlds: Gloryhole: where Jasmine is annoyed after her husband is sent off to work in Alaska for two weeks, and she ends up at a gloryhole tied to the infamous THE PIT bar, where she enjoys not 1, or 2 or 3, but 9 BBCs.

Part 8: Best of Both Worlds: Hot Tasks 1-3: where Jasmine is required to masturbate in class, take a bukkake at a black sex club, do a cum walk to a coffee shop still wearing the bukkake cum, and go to a beautiful stranger's home for a night of extensive, sensual, pantyhose play.



THURSDAY: TASK 4

That night, I was so physically and mentally exhausted following the marathon lesbian pantyhose play encounter with the lovely lawyer Janice, I went directly to bed.

I woke up the next morning refreshed, and I checked my email to see if Task Four had arrived.

There were thirty new emails, including one from a fan who purchases hot nylon play videos for me on occasion... which made me smile at the irony that I had lived out my own nylon play story just last night. I started downloading his newest one, before clicking on three emails from Daddy.

The first conveyed his positive thoughts on the most recent parts of this story (the one you're reading right now) that I'd sent him.

The second asked how my time with Janice last night had gone, and said how he'd figured we would definitely hit it off.

The third was my new task.

Pet Jasmine

I assume you had a great night with Janice. She is really one of a kind, and I think you're kindred spirits.

Today you finally get the gift of Daddy dick again.

Meet me at 9:30 tonight outside the Parkside Diner.

DADDY

PS: Here is a hint of what is in store for you tonight.



What a sexy picture!

I'd never tried sucking cock in that position.

But what did it mean?

Sucking Daddy's dick is always awesome, but I couldn't imagine the task would be as simple and straightforward as that.



The picture had been taken at a campsite with a tent in the background, so was he taking me camping? Not if we were starting at the Parkside Diner. Not 9:30 at night... I googled the Parkside Diner; it was in the ghetto, where a white gal like myself probably shouldn't be walking about alone, especially at night.

I really had no idea, and I continued pondering the mystery, as I got ready for work.

The day flew by; I oversaw a test in another class (one I hadn't masturbated during), and a meeting with a parent at lunchtime.

Following which I went home, made supper, graded a set of papers, and got ready to leave. I was about to, when my daughter Carolyn asked, "Where you going, Mom?"

Shit! I actually had no answer to this. I stammered, "Oh um... just going to meet a friend for a drink."

"Oh, okay," she replied, although I could tell she didn't completely believe me.

I headed out, feeling a little guilty for lying to my daughter, but my submissive nature and my libido were leading the way.



As I drove into the ghetto, I chatted to David on the car's speakerphone, and he told me to enjoy tonight's treat. I pushed him to tell me some more about it, but the asshole wouldn't.

Daddy had texted me to text him when I arrived.

I arrived at the diner, parked right in front of it and texted Daddy, having arrived a couple minutes early.

He strolled out of the diner and waved me over.

I got out of my car (making sure it was locked and alarmed) and followed him down a back alley. If I hadn't been with Daddy I would have been terrified to go there. Yet accompanying him, I felt completely safe... but I couldn't remotely connect the picture he'd sent me with anything we might conceivably be about to do.

He asked me, "Hey slut, how are the tasks going?"

"They've all been real adventures," I smiled.

He said, as he stopped walking and leaned against a wall, "I thought about doing this at Walker's Park, where I did Babygirl in the pic I sent, but I figured that doing it there in the daytime might be too much, too soon."

"Do what?" I asked.



"Have sex in public," he finally dropped the bombshell.

"Oooooooooooh," I nodded, immediately excited, and sauntering over to him asking, "Right here and now?"

"Yes, right here and now. I knew you'd like the idea," he replied, as I reached for him and took his pants down.

"You already know me so well," I said, as I fished out his semi-erect cock, feeling an instant rush of adrenaline at being able to check another wild experience off my fuck-it list... plus, I'd sorely missed Daddy's dick.



He spun me around so my back was against the wall, slid his big, black cock into my mouth, and I began bobbing on it.

I soon said, talking directly to the dick, "I've missed you so much, Daddy's dick."

"He missed you too," he laughed, as I resumed sucking it.

I bobbed on his cock for a couple minutes before he took control and began slowly fucking my face.



I assumed he was just going to come in my mouth, and I was ready for that until he asked, "Do you want to swallow my load, or do you want it in that sweet pussy of yours?"

"Really? Oh, if you're giving me the choice, then please fuck me!" I leapt at the chance.

"Done. How about you ride me?"

"Fuck yes," I agreed, as he lowered himself to the pavement and I quickly straddled him.

I then realized my skirt was too long and tight to get fucked in, so I quickly lost it and joked, "I guess I should have worn a sluttier skirt."

"Goes without saying," he laughed, as I quickly straddled him again. "Whenever you're with me, 'the sluttier the better' is always an excellent choice in fashion," he added drolly.

"You really missed my dick, didn't you?" he added, as I dropped onto his cock.

"Yessssss," I moaned as I began to ride him... having come for the first time ever in this position with him last week.





I rode his fat, pussy-stretching cock for a few minutes, before I came all over it.

He lifted me off of him even as I was still coming, and began to face fuck me again.

"Shit," a passing guy said, as Daddy face fucked me while I kept coming and coming.

"Like what you see, bro? Come and shoot a load on her, if you like," Daddy casually offered me up for target practice, even though I hadn't even caught sight of the guy's face yet.

"Fuck yeah," I heard, and when Daddy pulled out, I turned my head to see he was some college guy, who was already pulling out his cock.



They both stroked their cocks as I watched, waiting for a double facial... happy that Daddy wasn't going to make me suck a white stranger's cock. A black stranger? Sure, no problem; but not a white cock please, unless it was David's.

"Oh yes, shoot your loads all over me," I urged them, loving the idea of two loads exploding on my face right out here, where anyone could happen by.

"Oh fuck," the guy grunted, not even lasting two minutes. He erupted on my face, a few seconds before Daddy doubled the cum on my face with some of his big cannon-cum blasts.

Once they were done, I smiled and asked, "How do I look?"



"So fucking hot," the stranger said.

"We're glad. Now get outta here," Daddy ordered him.

"Yeah sure, thanks, man," she said, putting his dick away and strolling off.

Daddy fetched my skirt for me, and I put it on.

"That was fun," I said.

"Yeah, I figured you'd like it," he said, as we headed back to my car, while a couple guys walked past us. You missed your chance by just a few minutes, guys. Bad luck! I consoled them with my thought waves.

At the car, Daddy forewarned me, "But tomorrow will be the craziest yet."

"Really?" I asked. "Even after my bukkake, the cum walk, and just now?"

"Yep. And just remember I would never do anything to jeopardize your career."

"Such as fucking me in my classroom at lunchtime?" I asked teasingly.

"I took care to lock the door," he reminded me before adding, "but that does seem like the perfect segue."

"To what?"

"Don't bring any lunch tomorrow," he said. "I'll bring your lunch to you."

"What does that mean?" I asked. Tomorrow was a professional development day and the students wouldn't be there, which he'd know since his daughter would be staying home.

"That's all the info you're getting until whatever it is happens," he shut me down before adding, "and yes, I know the students won't be there tomorrow."

"I hate surprises," I groused, as he began to walk away.

"You'd better get used to them," he called back over his shoulder in kind of a 'Na-na-na-na-na na' voice.

I sighed as I wiped some cum off my face and poked it in my mouth.

During the drive home I called David, and we chatted about tonight's task, and about his work (currently helping to put out a major fire at an Alaskan oil plant) and of course he wouldn't give me any hint about my lunchtime tomorrow, other than promising me it would definitely fulfill one of my major fantasies.

I wracked my brain all night, wondering which one it might be... but had to give up... which is the problem when your list of fantasies is over a page long, and you've told all your readers (including Daddy and David) what they are.

FRIDAY: TASK 5

So, yes, I was a little nervous as I woke up for Task Five.

There was a message from Daddy on my phone.

Pet Jasmine

As I mentioned yesterday, just go with the flow, and trust that we know what we are doing. This is one of your biggest fantasies, and you are going to fucking love it.

Maybe this is too much of a hint.

DADDY

PS: I couldn't decide which one to send you, so today you get double Babygirls.





Unlike the overly vague hints of the previous pics... such as my being supposed to figure out from Babygirl sucking Daddy's cock on a picnic bench, that I'd be sucking and fucking his dick in a dark alley that night... this one was a lot more obvious.

Daddy (and just about everyone else) knew about my obsession with cheerleaders.

Knew that one of my biggest fantasies is for me to be seduced and dominated by one; or better, a group; or best, by an entire team of cheerleaders.

That said, some fantasies are best kept in the closet, and although the idea of one of the senior cheerleaders at my school sauntering into my classroom and dominating me was pussy leaking exciting, the subsequent idea of that dream cum true resulting in my losing my job, was very scary.

Yet I'd already risked that when Daddy had sauntered into my room and fucked me... but he was way more likely to keep a juicy secret than some teenaged cheerleader.

Thankfully there was no school today, so I assumed it would be Babygirl walking into my room dressed as a cheerleader... and anytime Babygirl wanted to dominate me, I'd be thrilled, even though we usually did it the other way around (Babygirl, once you read this, please call me and tell me how you want me to be dressed, if at all, when I drop everything and show up at your house), which had my pussy really needing attention... which shortly afterwards, it received in the shower from my amazing showerhead.

I went to work, sat down for a seminar, and tried to stay awake following my week of wild sex acts, but now enduring the most boring speaker in the history of boring education speakers... he even made the monotone teacher in Ferris Bueller's Day Off look exciting.

I received a text from Babygirl reminding me to be in my classroom at lunchtime, which confirmed my suspicions that I'd be treated to some Babygirl playtime... which was especially exciting because I hadn't seen her since Sunday, which seemed like an eternity ago.

I was invited out for lunch with a couple of colleagues, and I declined, saying I had to get some work done. They teased me for working too hard, but I just shrugged, "I can do it now or do it on the weekend."

I headed to my classroom, my pussy tingling with excitement for my alone time with Babygirl, so I wasn't at all prepared for what I walked in to see.

It wasn't Babygirl.

It was Noa.

Who was a cheerleader.

From our school.

And LaCresha's best friend.

Sitting at... no, on top of my desk.

Wearing her uniform.

"You need to close and lock the door, Mrs. Walker," she said quietly.

I did.

"What are you doing here, Noa?" I asked, even though it was obvious to me why she was here. And if she didn't know, then why that smirk on her lovely black face?

"You tell me," she smiled, as she spread her legs to reveal a completely shaved and ripe pussy.



"Noa!" I gasped, out of shock at her brazenness, and upon seeing this was actually one of my students. In fact she'd been sitting right next to LaCresha the other day, taking that same test while I'd gotten myself off under my desk.

"Mrs. Walker!" she mockingly gasped in return. "Don't go playing the innocent. Daddy told me you're his slut too."

"Too?" I asked, already beginning to calm down.

"Yes, Daddy has been fucking me ever since I turned eighteen," she revealed. "It was a better present than the Mercedes my actual Daddy bought me for my birthday."

"I imagine it was," I responded, admiring her pussy, and knowing what I wanted for my next birthday... and... well... every day. "So you know Daddy... intimately?"

"Oh, I know Daddy very well," she leered, "and he tells me one of your top fantasies is to be dominated by a cheerleader."

"Maybe," I said coyly, my mouth watering at the opportunity to have a spicy box lunch, and checking off yet another Number 69 on my fuck-it list.

"Come over here and drop to your knees, my teacher slut," she ordered, apparently finished with the niceties.

"You can't tell anyone about this," I stressed, knowing that at this moment I likely wouldn't be able to resist this offer if an entire class was here to watch.

"I won't tell a soul," she promised. "Not even LaCresha, who doesn't know her Daddy is also my Daddy, except I get better perks. And if I can keep that secret from my best friend, I'd say you're pretty safe."

"Crazy," I said, as reassured, I lowered myself before her pussy.

"I know," she said, looking down at me. "For such a smart girl, she sure is oblivious." After a pause, she rebuked me, "Don't just stare at it... at my pussy... my teacher slut."

I almost replied, 'Yes, Mistress,' but I controlled myself, not wanting to give her any more power than she already had over me, and instead I just quietly leaned forward, extended my tongue, and began licking.

"Mmmmmmm, I can't believe it," she moaned, as my tongue made contact. "Daddy once told me while he was reaming my asshole that you were his newest recruit, but I didn't believe him at first. I thought he was kidding."

My felt my cheeks burn a little at my prim and proper persona being shattered, yet figured I'd long ago crossed the point of no return, so I opened up to her and said, "I couldn't resist Daddy's big dick. I wanted it even before I accidentally met Babygirl, who got us together." I didn't mention I was also playing with Babygirl, in case she didn't already know.

"I understand perfectly," she empathized. "I prefer girls most of the time, but Daddy was just too convincing."

"Mmmmmmm," I purred as I licked, imagining her being with another girl while they invited me to watch.

"I bet you'd just love to watch me with another cheerleader, or one of the many pussy munchers who attend this school, wouldn't you?"

"In a lick-beat," I responded playfully.

"You wouldn't believe how many girls around here are secret pussy-munching sluts."



"In my imagination, they all are," I replied, continuing to savor her sweet pussy.

"Sometimes it seems that way," she moaned, and added, "but they'd all be absolutely stunned to see the sweet Mrs. Walker as a submissive pussy-licking slut."

"I imagine they would," I agreed, wondering which of my students preferred pussy to cock.

"So many white pets and so little time," she moaned, as she leaned back on my desk.

I continued licking her, as she already seemed close to an orgasm.

"Don't stop, you slutty bitch," she ordered. "I'm going to come all over your face."

"Yes Noa, come on your slave teacher's pretty face," I said, pushing one of her legs up in the air.

"Oh yes, you nasty bitch,"



"Such a delicious pussy," I purred, as I devoured it whole.

"Oh fuck, bitch, don't stop, lick it, lick it, fucking yes," she moaned (but thankfully didn't scream, although I imagine there were very few people around... most of them out for lunch), as she came all over my tongue and lips.

I lapped up her cum as it leaked out of her.

After a minute she got off my desk, turned around, bent over and ordered, "Eat my asshole, Mrs. Lez Slut."

"Yes, ma'am," I said, giving her some power, but still avoiding the big M word.

I moved my face between her ass cheeks, and bathed her rosebud with my tongue.

"Oh yes, I can't believe the great 'strict but fair' Mrs. Walker is eating my asshole in her own classroom," she moaned.



"I can't either," I admitted as I began to probe that tight, puckered hole, imagining Daddy's big dick deep inside it, where she'd assured me it had gone at least once.

"So fucking hot," she moaned.

"Such a sweet little backdoor," I purred.

"Get on the desk," she ordered.

I did, on my hands and knees, thinking maybe she was going to return the favour.

"Lay the fuck down," she ordered. "I'm not licking Daddy's teacher whore."

"Sorry, ma'am," I apologized, as she pushed me onto my back.

She climbed onto the desk and straddled my face, saying, "This is something I've fantasized doing all semester."

"Really? Even before you knew I was Daddy's pet?" I asked, as I looked up at her.

"Yes, you've been on my wanna dominate list for a while," she said, grabbing the back of my head and guiding it up to her wet pussy.

"I'm flattered," I said, as I resumed licking, assuming I was working my way towards a second sampling of her homemade lunch.



"You better be," she said.

"I could eat this snatch all day," I said, my pussy on fire at being used so roughly, and at being able to check off the 'Submit to a Cheerleader' box on my fuck-it list.

"Good to know," she moaned, as I spent the next fifteen minutes working over that pussy with my tongue.

Finally she moaned, "Get ready for the rest of your lunch, slut."

"I'm so hungry," I replied, preparing for a second helping of her sweet cum.



I received it a few seconds later, and lapped up as much as I could, the rest running off my face and soaking into my hair.

Once she was done coming, she got off me and asked, "Want to come, slut?"

"So badly," I said, sitting up.

"Sit on your teacher chair and masturbate for me," she ordered.

"Mmmmmmmm," I said, having never allowed anyone to witness me masturbating, I'd broken that rule for the first time just two night ago with Janice. And it very much appeared I was about to break it again.

I climbed down from my desk, sat on my chair, and moved my hand to my pussy.

"Ohhh, what a slut," she taunted as she watched me.

"I can't control myself," I moaned, that being an ultimate truth... I was now completely at the whim of my fully awakened and liberated sexual self. And also at the whim of anyone I was submitting to at the time.

"Come, teacher slut, come for me, come imagining yourself being a pet to the entire cheerleading squad!"

"Oh, fuck," I moaned loudly as I imagined just that, and my orgasm erupted through me seconds later.











"Fucking hot," she said as she watched me come, and even squirt a bit onto the floor.

"Fuck," I said weakly, as I collapsed back onto my chair, still coming.

"I've got to go," she said. "But I'm sure I'll require your services again."

"Anytime," I agreed weakly, the orgasm really hitting me hard.

"Bye, slut," she smiled, walking out.

"Bye, Noa," I said, and sat on my chair recovering.

The rest of the day was again painfully boring, and to break the monotony, I even slyly texted Daddy that I'd accomplished Task Five.

He responded: Good slut. Did you like my surprise?

Me: I was shocked and nervous at first, but I got over it quickly when she bragged about you fucking her ass. She was very convincing.

Daddy: Good. She really won't tell anyone, you can count on it. She's been keeping my secret for months, even from LaCresha.

Me: That was the point that convinced me most, so now I believe in her, and I'm glad she wants to use me again sometime. Oh, by the way, I'm heading to Scottsville tomorrow afternoon. I have a friend's child's baptism to attend.

Daddy: Scottsville? No way.

Me: Yes, why?

Daddy: Your Task 6 may have to be altered significantly.

Me: Why?

Daddy: Where are you staying?

Me: A hotel. The Wixton.

Daddy: Shit, I got to go. I'll be in touch.

That was weird.

The day ended, and Babygirl asked if I wanted to go out tonight to a movie... just as friends; no fun and games.

I agreed, and we ended up having a great time... with no sex... just two friends hanging out... we even discussed and established ground rules that nothing sexual or about the tasks would be mentioned. It was a great night, and by the time I got home I was so wiped, I didn't even check my email.

SATURDAY: TASK 6

I slept in... which was nice... especially knowing I had a three-hour drive today... and I hated driving on my own. I'm a talker, and after an hour of straight music, I get bored.

I checked my email and saw one from Daddy, and a few other ones. I really needed to catch up on my correspondence... perhaps tonight at the hotel. I was meeting my friend for supper, but I'd be back at the hotel by eight, I imagined.

I clicked on today's task with intrigue and anticipation... no longer with any worries, after completing some of this week's outrageous tasks, and really getting off on them.

PET JASMINE

You threw my plans out the window by telling me you wouldn't be in town tonight... so alas, I have saved your big surprise for another day. Yet, the sex slut Gods are obviously watching from above, since your going to Scottsville of all places, is just too delicious.

I want you to stop by the house on your way out and grab an outfit from our mailbox (sadly we won't be home for any quick playtime), and text me once you get to Scottsville. Do not look into the package until I tell you to.

I will give you further instructions then... but here is today's hint.

DADDY

PS: If you have not tried his position, I highly recommend it; Babygirl goes fucking ballistic when she gets fucked this way.





A football player.

A locker room.

A couple of clues... but since I was driving three hours away, it would be a waste of time to try and figure out what the picture clues could mean, other than it seemed pretty clear I'd be getting some black cock. That was well worth looking forward to, but no big surprise.

I drove the three hours, chatting with David for a good half an hour about the week that was, and he admitted he had no clue about today's task either... other than Daddy had said I'd have a great night.

We chatted about going on a vacation, just the two of us... he revealed that like a couple of my stories, including Hedonism Island (another illustrated interracial series, although illustrated by someone way more qualified than me in Interqueen, aka Alison Hale (be sure to check her out if you haven't yet, she's both extremely talented and totally outrageous!)) and the marathon sex story One Night on Hedo Island (which is actually my top-rated story of all time score-wise, and really should have a sequel at some point), actually exist... although not BBC islands specifically, but sex islands, and now we'd opened up our marriage, we should really consider going at some point. I agreed we did need a getaway... maybe even a couples' retreat.

I arrived thirty minutes before I was scheduled to meet my friend. I texted Daddy once I was in my hotel, and after a few back and forths, he told me to text him once I was done with dinner... but that I had an eleven o'clock date with black fate, which I shouldn't be late for. I joked that such an hour was pretty late for me, but I knew I'd be going. I hadn't been laid in two days, and that had been only a quick fuck with Daddy rather than anything lengthy. Tonight I needed to be banged thoroughly.

I had a great visit with my friend, returned to the hotel, and finally opened the package with my outfit, after Daddy had given me permission. It made the Daddy's Girl shirt from my first double penetration session look downright innocent. The shirt (if I could call it a shirt) didn't even cover all of my breasts, and the skirt wouldn't remotely hide my shaved pussy, assuming I wasn't allowed to wear any underwear (not that I'd brought any). The biggest surprise was something I'd actually never worn before, although I'd written about them a fair number of times: crotchless pantyhose.

Once I was dressed (yeah, right), I texted Daddy, and he sent me an address and a location... which was a frat house. I was to ask for Calvin when I arrived.

I was permitted to wear a long coat (or whatever) during the drive over if I wished, but I was to leave the car, walk a short distance across campus, and walk into the frat house, wearing just my new outfit... nothing else.

This task seemed to me somehow even more extreme than the previous ones, and I hesitated before agreeing. Yet my submissive nature... my sexual hunger... my trust in Daddy... my curiosity, and the guarantee of some big black cock was enough to get me walking through the hotel lobby (not bothering with a long coat) receiving a plethora of looks, getting in my car, and taking the seven-minute drive.

I arrived, and I could hear loud music coming from the frat house. I took a deep breath, and then using all my inner courage and inner lust for BBC, I left my car (there were a few people around, but not many), then walked the short distance from the parking to the building, very conscious that most of my pussy and almost the entire bottom halves of my boobs were clearly visible. Once I reached the front door, I stopped and took a very long, deep breath. And then I strolled in, trying to look nonchalant, as if I dressed like this every day. Immediately I felt every pair of eyes checking me out... which given my attire, why wouldn't they? An added feature to the first impression I was making here, was that emblazoned across my shirt were the words: 'lil' pussy SLAVE'.

College guys and girls were drinking and dancing, as I received more looks and catcalls while walking further into the large room. Ignoring the catcalls and kind of enjoying the looks I was getting, all of them lecherous, including from the girls, and none of them critical, I walked up to a cute guy and asked, "Can you tell me where Calvin is?"

The guy smiled meaningfully, "I could be your Calvin."

"I bet you could, stud," I smiled. "But I'm here for Calvin himself, at least for tonight."

"Of course," he said, shaking his head. He pointed to an area in the back and said, "He's likely back there, right through that door."

"Thanks, sexy," I smiled flirtatiously. I gave his cock a squeeze and sauntered away, swaying my ass to tempt and tease the cute boy, and anyone else eyeing me from behind.

While walking past many guys and gals, 90% of them black, I was groped by many football-player-looking guys, even by a few cute girls... as more friendly catcalls of slut, bitch, whore and others were sent my way... as was as my favourite, since most of my ass was also open for viewing, was "Daaaaaaaaaaamn," in a way only a black man can pull off, "that's a bad ass white woman!"

I walked into a back room, which was a lot less crowded, where a guy manning the door and chatting with two other guys looked up at me and beckoned me into the room, which seemed to be a VIP area. The area featured a very attractive and stacked white woman, likely around my age, wearing almost nothing, who was performing sexy acrobatics on a stripper pole while people watched.



I walked past a DJ spinning records (something I've always wanted to learn to do), past what could only be half of the school's offensive or defensive line, and what also had to be a gaggle of cheerleaders, as it seems a college has a similar hierarchy to a high school.

I began to wonder what I'd gotten myself into, or rather what Daddy had gotten me into. This was quite the place, and as I pondered the possibilities of the BBC here, not to mention the black pussy, an athletic-looking guy I instantly knew must be Calvin waved me over.

I walked past the stripper, who was now in a pretty impressive pretzel-like pose, something I could never aspire to doing, as she gave me a friendly wink.



As I reached Calvin and his posse, he smiled and said, oozing confidence similar to Daddy's, "Hey, y'all; this lil' snowflake must be Jasmine. Say hi, Jasmine."

"Um, hi?" I said, sounding as nervous as I was.

"Damn girl, why so nervous?"

"Um, hi," I repeated helplessly, really unsure of what else to say. He knew why I was here and I was dressed the part, yet with all these other guys and girls around, I was really nervous and uncomfortable. If I'd been alone with him I wouldn't have a care in the world... I'd simply tell him how badly I wanted to suck his big black cock, or to take it in my white pussy, his call which.

"Damn, she got some ass for a white girl," a girl called out from the rear of the group.

"And some nice titties too," a guy added.

"And great legs," someone else said.

"And white sluts in stockings are always the sizzle dizzle."

"A nice ripe pussy too," a girl said, leaning down before me for a peek, my tiny excuse for a skirt hiding absolutely nothing from that angle.

The compliments excited me and I smiled, "Thanks guys," and after a pause, " and girls."

"Come over here Jasmine, and have a seat," he said, slapping his legs as he sat on the edge of the stage... Why does a frat house have a stripper pole and a runway on a stage?

I walked towards him and he grabbed my hand, spun me around, and dropped me onto his lap. He moved his hands up and down my legs saying, "Nice stockings, Jasmine."

"Daddy bought them for me," I said for some reason, liking his strong hands on my legs.

"Big Chris? Yes, he has great taste," he said. "This is quite the outfit he put you in."

"I'm not sure it qualifies as an outfit so much as a few accessories," I joked, and he added, "I know what you need to relax."

I assumed he meant his big cock, but instead he placed a joint to my lips.

"I... um... don't do drugs," I declined, having never even taken a puff or tried a treat, not even since it became legal.

"Ohhhhhh, here, hit this. It should calm you right down," he said, pressing the joint between my lips.

With everyone watching me, still feeling inexplicably very nervous, unlike any other moment since Babygirl had walked into my room, and recalling that even both my parents do it sometimes, I went ahead and took a hit... and instantly started coughing like crazy!

And the twenty or so people watching me instantly burst out laughing!

Calvin, who was clearly the alpha male here, likely the quarterback, called out, "Shut the fuck up, y'all."

"That was a really big toke for a first time," he told me quietly. "Watch," as he placed the joint into his mouth, took a small hit, and locked lips with me so he could blow it into my mouth. I inhaled, held my breath for a greatly extended moment like I'd occasionally seen other people do, and then blew it out slowly... all without coughing.

He did this three times for me before he said, caressing my nylon legs and my bare ass, "I like you, Jasmine."

I know it's silly and shallow, but having a popular quarterback (I just knew he was the quarterback (PS: I learned later I was right)) say the words I'd dreamed about the jocks or preps saying to me back when I was in high school, sent a rush through me. (I'd been quite the wallflower in high school, and didn't come into my own until college. Truth be told, I didn't lose my virginity until I was eighteen.)

Also, my head was getting a little light, and I was getting a little buzz, as I replied with a bit of a giggle, regressing to the shy high school nerd I once was, "I like you too, Calvin."

He gave me one more hit from the actual joint, which I took much more willingly and successfully this time, surprised at how quickly it had relaxed me and dissipated all my nervousness, and he said, "A sexy white girl with an ass like this," he gave it a pat, "must know how to shake that thing."

"Well, I don't know," I said, never being overly confident in my dancing abilities.

"Show us what you got, boo," he said, squeezing my ass before lifting me off his lap.

I looked up at the pretty MILF dancer and stressed, as she contorted herself yet another impossible position, "I can't do anything like that!"





Calvin called out, "Professor James, you may take a break."

One of Calvin's buddies added, "Yes, Professor James, you can take a break on this," pointing at his exposed erection.

Professor James? I couldn't believe a Professor would be doing this in front of her students, before I shook my head at that puritanical thought, since just yesterday I'd eaten a popular cheerleader in my classroom.

I watched as she climbed down from the pole and the runway, walked past me, and went directly to the black guy who'd just offered her his dick. She then pushed him to the floor (not that he was unwilling), straddled him, turned around, and dropped onto his cock, reverse cowgirl.



Yet even as some people watched the MILF bounce on the cock, most of them still wanted to see me dance.

"Dance, white stuff," one guy yelled out.

"Shake that ass," another called.

"Let's see what you got, bitch," a female added.

"Yeah, shake that ass whooty," another said.

"Twerk something, white girl," someone else called out, just as the song "Bring it back," by Lil Wayne started playing, which I only knew because my daughter liked it so much.

Glancing at the moaning Professor MILF as she bounced on her recently claimed cock, I figured fuck it. I sauntered onto the runway (not to the pole, however), and began to dance, shaking my white ass, that was barely covered by my inadequate excuse for a skirt.



As the hoots and hollers echoed around the room, and more people were watching me dance than a hot woman getting fucked, I really got into it... the pot likely helping to ease my inhibitions.

I turned around and asked, "Like this, boys?"

And for the rest of the evening, the random comments I'd been hearing ever since walking in here continued like I was being attended by a Greek chorus, as random people sang out random phrases, either in appreciation of what they were seeing, or to spur me on.



"Oh yeah, slut!"

"Show us your tits!"

"Bend that ass over!"

Soon the crowd was singing the hook from the song. Chanting "Whooty, whodettes. Whooty whodettes," enhancing my own excitement as I really got into the groove.



"Oh fuck, yeah!"

"Shake it!"

"What a sexy snowflake!"

"That snow bunny can bounce that ass on me anytime she wants!"

The constant compliments, lewd invitations, and the obvious excitement I was causing, enhanced my own excitement, and helped me to become even more provocative as I really got into the number, and as it ended, I slapped my ass and froze in what I hoped was a sexy pose.



"Get over here, Jasmine, Calvin said, his pants now around his ankles, revealing a pretty big damn big black dick, as he demonstrated to everyone here that tonight I was his bitch.

Which was fine with me! I sauntered over to him, and as I reached him, he spun me around and dropped me in his lap... but not onto his cock... although I could feel its hardness poking against my ass.

He said, as he snapped his fingers and the Professor MILF and his friend moved away, the black stud just lifting her up with his dick still inside her, before moving to the runway, laying her down and fucking her some more.

Calvin said, as his hands roamed everywhere on me, "I think, sexy Jasmine, you might be the baddest white bitch Big Chris has ever sent me."

I wondered how he knew Daddy, but instead of getting distracted from my purpose here, I went into my full slutty pleasing mode and purred, leaning back into him, "Oh, I can be a lot badder, baby!"

"Then how about you stand up and show me that ass, baby?" he said.

I stood up facing away from him and bent way down, even touching my toes, wondering if being high helped my flexibility, as I couldn't recall the last time I'd touched my toes like this.

"What a perfect white ass," he said, caressing the cheeks.

"Oh, baby, I love those strong big black hands on my tight white ass," I purred, hoping I'd be getting his dick in one of my three holes very, very soon. I also hoped he'd do it right here, so everyone could watch us going at it.

"Shit, you were made for black dick, weren't you?" he asked boisterously.

"Ya think? Got one? Then let me show you," I said, standing upright, and turning back around to face him.

"Damn baby, this bitch's pussy feels like it sprang a leak," a new girl (to me) announced to the room, her hand unexpectedly rubbing my pussy from behind.

"Chris said she was a nasty bitch," Calvin said.

"It appears he was right. Can we fuck her, Calvin baby?" the girl asked.

"Hell yeah, Candy baby," he agreed, as she pushed me to the floor.

I took his hard cock in my hand and moaned, "Mmmmmmmmm," as I licked the precum from the tip of his cock, hopefully there because I'd stimulated it out of him with my dancing and my body.

"Suck it, slut," Candy said.

As I eagerly took his cock into my mouth, Calvin introduced us; "Jasmine, this is Candy; she's your Daddy's niece."

"Nice to meet you," I said around a mouthful of cock, having just learned how Daddy knew Calvin.

"Hi, slut," Candy said, fingering me from behind. "Uncle Chris really found a wild one to send us this time."

"Yeah, you're the finest white ass he's ever sent to us," Calvin agreed, as I bobbed on his cock, happy to be considered the best of Daddy's white bitches.

Then a phone rang, and Candy sighed, "I'll be back."

Her fingers slipped out of me and she walked away with a phone to her ear, as I resumed sucking Calvin's big black cock.

"Oh yeah Jasmine, you have a great mouth," he groaned.



"And you have an amazing cock," I said quickly following a bob, before immediately devouring his chocolate stick again.

"Shit, what a cock-sucking slut," someone yelled out.

"Fuck that slut," someone else urged.

"Want this dick in your pretty pussy?" Calvin asked, as I bobbed.

"Fuck yes," I agreed, sounding just like the slut I was... the pot I'd toked (did I say that right?) making me even hornier than usual.

"Bend back over," he said.

I quickly stood up and did as he ordered, straddling his legs, expecting to ride him.

"Fuck, what an ass," he repeated; apparently black guys like white asses the same way white guys love black asses.

"Work it out," I said, wiggling it in front of him and placing my hands on the floor, to give him an amazing up close and personal view of my ass and my slit.

"Shit, Jasmine, you're amazing," he said, as he slapped my ass.

"Slide that huge black cock in my pussy Calvin, show all your friends here you know how to treat a white MILF," I begged, looking around at the audience of about twenty, and at all their eyes looking back at me.

"Sit back on it, Baby," he said, as he pulled me back a little, and I lowered myself onto it.

"Now fuck yourself, Jasmine, fuck my big black cock," he said.

"Oh yes, Baby," I moaned, as I began to fuck myself on his huge cock in a flexible position I'm not sure I could repeat.



"What a hot white bitch!"

"I need to get myself a little white slut!"

"I bet she could use a double dose of chocolate!"

"I do love extra chocolate," I moaned, as I rode Calvin's big black cock, and was receiving amazing stimulation in this position... with an extra adrenaline rush from having an audience that was clearly enjoying the show.

"Sit up and ride me, Jaz," Calvin said. "Take a good look at your appreciative audience."

"Yes, baby," I said, slowly pushing myself up, and beginning to bounce on his cock... able to take it even deeper in this position.

"Lil' pussy slave," someone roared, reading my shirt. "Priceless!"



"Does that mean she eats pussy too?" a cute girl asked.

"I love dining on all chocolate," I replied to her with a smile, cupping my tits.

"You'd better be dining on mine later, then," the very cute black girl shot back.

"If Master Calvin allows me to, I'll eat that pussy whole," I said wickedly, awarding Calvin the most powerful honorific I could... wanting everyone to know I was a submissive bimbo slut, who revered a powerful black man.

"Calling him Master, fucking crazy."

"Then I may I be her Mistress?" Candy called out, returning from her phone call.

"You're my Daddy's niece? Then hi, Mistress," I smiled as I kept bouncing on the cock in my pussy.

She instantly switched from playful to abusive, which I loved! "Good. And now that's settled, you need to get back to sucking his cock, you dumb bitch," she ordered. "I don't recall giving you permission to fuck my man!"

"S-s-sorry, Mistress," I stammered, unplugging from Calvin and lowering myself back to my knees. She was being unfair; until this moment, I hadn't known Calvin was anybody's man. And when my Master had ordered me to fuck him, she hadn't even been my Mistress yet. Yet domination is like retail: the Mistress is always right, so I happily groveled before her.

"You'll be very sorry if you don't do exactly as I say!"

"I'll obey you in anything, Mistress; just tell me what to do," I replied, now kneeling before Calvin, his cock wet with my pussy juice.

"Clean that white girl slop off of my boyfriend's dick, you dumb white bitch," she ordered, as she roughly shoved my head towards his cock.

"Yes, Mistress," I replied, just before I a mouthful of cock was plunged back in my mouth.

"Teach your white slut a lesson!"

"Force that dick down her throat!"



"Face fuck the bitch!"

"Don't be too rough," Calvin cautioned his girlfriend in a soft voice, as she kept her hand on the back of my head.

"Did I give the bitch permission to fuck you?" she demanded.

"No, but...."

"Did she ask permission from me to have MY boyfriend's dick in her white slut cunt?" she continued.

"No, but...."

"So let her ask," she said, as she moved her hand off my head.

I backed off his cock, saliva dripping down my chin, as I looked up at her and asked, "Mistress Candy, may I please be your boyfriend's white fuck slut for tonight, and service him in any way you and he want?"

"See, was that so hard?" she asked.

"No, Mistress," I replied. "I'm sorry for being such a dumb white bimbo whore, who couldn't properly show the courtesy a black beauty goddess like yourself deserves."

"Holy shit, you can't make this shit up!"

"Fuck her!"

"Shove her face in your pussy!"

"May I fuck her now?" Calvin asked, clearly a little annoyed at his girlfriend's power trip.

"Yeah, yeah, go ahead and bang the bitch," she retorted. "I just wanted to make sure she understood who's in charge here, whose dick this is, and that I received the proper respect."

"I do understand, Mistress," I replied, adding, "and thank you for allowing me to be your slave for the night."

Calvin ripped off my wannabe skirt, tossed it to a buddy, bent me over the stage, and slid back into me.

"Oh yes, Master, fuck me," I moaned as soon as his dick was back inside me.

"Yes, baby, fuck her baby, fuck her good," Candy urged him on, as she took a seat beside me and watched.

"Bang that bitch!"

"Pound that pussy!"

"Rip that slut in two, Calvin!"

"Oh yes, give me that big dick," I begged, his big cock, the pot, the domination, and the audience, all combining to launch me into a surreal sexual high.



From a random girl in the crowd, "Goddamn, she's a nasty bitch!"

Candy moved closer to grill me, asking, "You like that, bitch? You like that big fucking dick, don't you bitch?"

"Yes, yes, yesssss," I moaned. "I love your man's black dick."

"You love nigger cock, don't you?" she asked.

"Yes, fuck, I fucking love, oh God, nigger cock!!" I screamed hysterically, as I came all over his cock... the intensity of this orgasm different from anything I'd ever felt before, as my pot-enhanced orgasm created an earth-shaking body quake.

I was still in orgasmic bliss when my body was spun around, Calvin resumed fucking me, and Candy sat on my face commanding, "Now eat my pussy, you dumb bitch."

"Yes, Mistress," I replied, "I'd love to," lapping at her pink pussy even as I continued being fucked, and a second orgasm began rising already, even though the first one hadn't completely subsided.

"Nastiest white bitch ever!"

"I want a piece of that!"

"Can we keep her as our house slut?"

The idea of living here and servicing black cock twenty-four seven may have been the biggest turn-on ever, although not remotely practical for my life, as I kept licking Candy's honey pot.



"Eat it, bitch," Candy moaned.

"Pound the bitch!"

"Get over here, slut," a female voice said.

I assumed she was addressing a different slut, as I was quite preoccupied with my Mistress's pussy on my face, and my Master's dick in my slit.

"Oh yes, don't stop, you white nigger lover," Candy moaned; clearly she was getting close.

"Come on her face!"

"Baptize the bitch!"

"Oh yes," Candy moaned, as I sucked her swollen clit into my mouth. "Yes... fuck... yes!" she screamed, as her wetness splashed against my lips.



I continued lapping throughout her orgasm, loving, as always, the sweet exotic taste of pussy juice in flood.

"Oh fuck, what a nasty tongue the slut has," Candy moaned, as she stood up and stepped away from me a couple minutes after her orgasm.

"What can I say? I love black pussy," I smiled, looking up at her.

She pulled me up and exclaimed, "Damn, you're a sexy bitch," before she leaned forward and kissed me as she squeezed my (now totally bare-assed for anyone to see) ass. Calvin joined us, and I was soon sharing passionate kisses with both Candy and Calvin, as a hand from each of them seized ownership of one of my ass cheeks.







"Now I just wanna fuck this ass. Don't you wanna fuck her ass, baby?" Candy asked, as I kissed her boyfriend.

"Oh, hell yeah. Get the lube," Calvin agreed

""Eat it, slut," a dominant voice said from behind me, startling me into turning around and seeing a white girl, in a crazy position, eating out a black girl... of whom all I could see that was hot was her uncovered ass.



Candy delegated, "Jamie, get the lube."

A pretty white girl nodded and rushed off, as we climbed down from the stage and Candy pushed me back down to my knees.

"Get his cock nice and wet, slut," she ordered, roughly shoving my mouth onto his cock.

I began bobbing as she grabbed both my arms and stretched them back, and began to rock me back and forth in the strangest way to suck a cock.

"Deep throat it, slut!"

"Fuck her ass!"

"Rougher!"

Suddenly I felt her foot on the back of my head, as she roughly pushed it forward... I'm not going to lie, it was wild, but it hurt a little.



"Fucking nasty!"

"Face fuck her!"

"Shoe stomp her!"

After a couple minutes of rough face fucking, intensified by Candy's shoe, as well as by Calvin's solid grip on my skull, I was pulled up and led onto the runway.

My asshole was lubed, and Calvin warned, "Get ready, Jasmine."

"Just slam that big cock in my asshole, Master," I said, dying to feel him filling me from behind.

"What a slut!"

"Ream her asshole!"

"Rip her white ass apart!"

"Fuck her baby, fuck her asshole good," Candy chimed in, as she slithered under my arms from a strange angle as Calvin filled my ass.

"Oh, fuck yes," I moaned.

"Pound her, Baby," Candy said, not in a position where I could eat her, like I'd thought she was going for.

"Your ass is so tight, Jasmine," Calvin said.

"And your dick is so good," I moaned.

"Not when you're done with it!"

"Gape that ass!"

"Double team her!"

From underneath me, I felt Candy's hand tapping my clit as I was ass pounded.

"Ooooooooh," I moaned, as my second orgasm resumed building inside me.

"Finger her, Candy!"

"Fist her!"

"Double fuck her!"

"Oh yes, finger my slutty box," I moaned, as Candy's finger slid into me.

And then another.

And another.

And another!

All while Calvin's body continued slamming against mine from behind.

"Fist fuck her! Fist fuck her! Fist fuck her!" my Greek chorus chanted. Candy obliged them by sliding her entire fist into my pussy... which added to the bulk of Calvin's cock in my ass was exhilarating, and it made me feel so fucking full. "Oh God, fuck," I moaned loudly.



Candy asked, "Do you like that, bitch?"

"Yes," I moaned, my body on fire!

"Double team her!"

"What a nasty white whore!"

"I wonder if her kids know she's a nigger lover!"

"Oh God, I'm so fucking full," I moaned, as my second orgasm was rising quickly.



"Come in this white bitch's ass, baby," Candy ordered.



"Yes, fill my asshole," I moaned, dying to feel his warm, wet load back there.



"Oh yes, fuck," I moaned, so close, as both the cock and fist worked together to carry me to ecstasy.

"Come all over my fist, you dumb nigger lover," Candy ordered.



Both of my holes were savagely fucked, until I screamed...

"Aahhhhh....shit.....fuuuuuck," I screamed, alerting the entire frat house I was coming, as I squirted all over her fist.

Seconds later Calvin grunted, and spewed his load in my asshole.

"Oh yes, fill my ass," I moaned, as the orgasm continued swarming through me.

They both pulled out of me at once, and I collapsed onto the runway... still trembling, and too exhausted even to speak.

"Can we fuck her now?"

"Can I take her upstairs?"

"Sybian time!"

Calvin sat down beside me and mentioned, "Your Daddy says you like being covered in cum."

"Love it," I said, looking up at him.

"We have a tradition of having a new white slut ride the Sybian, ending with a cum bath."

"Oooooooh," I said. "I've always wanted to ride one of those!"

"Well, today is your lucky day," he smiled.

"It's been a lucky one so far," I nodded.

"Plus, it's on my fuck-it list," I added, as he helped me up.

"Fuck-it list?" he asked.

"A bucket list of sex acts I need to complete," I said.

"Shit, you are one wicked white bitch," he chuckled, as he led me to the machine.

I was no longer the only white slut getting her share of black cock... I saw a woman older than me being filled air tight with chocolate sticks.



And a younger blonde had a water bottle in her ass, while she ate out a very pretty black girl.



He helped me straddle the machine, before Candy turned it on, saying, "Welcome to your first bukkake ride."

"Thanks," I moaned, as the vibrations began, buzzing right inside me, but also throughout my entire body.



I enjoyed the slow buzz.... As yet another orgasm began to rise inside me.



Without any warning, the vibrations sped up, their increased intensity making me gasp.



It was so intense that my body began shaking, and after just a couple of minutes I was coming again, and squirting all over the machine. "Fuuuuuuuuuuck!"



Then suddenly I was surrounded by eight black men... all stroking their cocks while gazing at me... but then I realized it was actually ten.

"Yes gentlemen, would you kindly come all over this white bimbo slut?" I requested politely and humbly, as I watched this many-faced smorgasbord of chocolate begin to erupt.

And it did.

Cock after cock.

Load after load.

Warm cum shot after cum shot.

Ten, maybe even more loads, splattered all over me.

All over my face.

My shirt.

My belly.

My legs.

It was utterly amazing... I felt like a complete cum slut.



Someone shut off the machine, and Calvin handed me a towel.

"Thanks," I said, as I wiped the cum out of my eyes.

"I hope you had fun," he said.

"Am I finished already?" I joked.

"Almost. You have one more task, slut," Candy informed me, pulling me off the machine, and leading me to another room, where I witnessed another kinky act, this time a lesbian one, where a black beauty was fucking a white girl, while fisting an Asian one.



A minute later Candy was on the phone, and I was dining on her pussy again.

"Hi, uncle," she said. "Tell Babygirl thanks for the loan of her white slut."

I smiled, as I wondered what Candy would think if she knew Babygirl was actually my slut. Ours was very much a reversed hierarchy in these circles, but it worked very well for us.

"Yes, she did do the Sybian cum bath... twelve loads."

"Please tell Daddy I say thank you too," I requested, as I kept licking Candy's delicious candy dish.



Including... a nasty Priest fantasy:



A wild shemale adventure:



And a really wild lesbian threesome, that ends up in a twosome and then another threesome and concludes with a foursome:




Best of Both Worlds: Hot Tasks 7-9

Summary: Masturbates at church, a sensual massage and lesbian domination.

Note 1: Thanks to the real TX and Babygirl for requesting this story, and for coming up with the idea.

Note 2: This is Part Ten of a series (the next part is already written). That said, this series will include BBC, anal, fisting, race play including use of the 'N' word, and even golden showers.

Part 1: Best of Both Worlds: A Surprise: introduces many Jasmine fantasies, and sets up the upcoming plots, as she unexpectedly bumps into a fan, which leads to a wild night at a remote cabin with a submissive black woman.

Part 2: Best of Both Worlds: Black Slave: where Jasmine explores her newfound dominant side as she fucks her new black submissive.

Part 3: Best of Both Worlds: Butt Pounding: where Jasmine fucks Babygirl's ass, and then submissively gets her own ass pounded by Babygirl, as Babygirl's husband interrupts them by phone and takes control of both women remotely.

Part 4: Best of Both Worlds: Classroom BBC: where Jasmine floats the idea of a foursome with a black couple to her husband, with intriguing possibilities. She is then shocked when Daddy shows up in her classroom at lunch, locks the door, and uses her as the white slut she is.

Part 5: Best of Both Worlds: DP'd by BBC: where Jasmine and her husband roleplay her being fucked by black cock, which encourages Jasmine as to the possibility that her husband would be okay with her secret chocolate rendezvous. Jasmine then goes to their house and takes part in a wild threesome, including the first BBC in her ass, her first chocolate cream pie, and of course, her first double penetration (although one of the cocks is a strap-on).

Part 6: Best of Both Worlds: Foursome: where Jasmine, with the help of Babygirl and Daddy, reveals to her husband her secret author past, her recent indiscretions, and they all convince him to join in on a wife swapping foursome.

Part 7: Best of Both Worlds: Gloryhole: where Jasmine is annoyed after her husband is sent off to work in Alaska for two weeks, and she ends up at a gloryhole affiliated with the infamous THE PIT bar where she enjoys not 1, or 2 or 3, but 9 BBCs.

Part 8: Best of Both Worlds: Hot Tasks 1-3: where Jasmine is tasked to masturbate during class, take a bukkake at a black sex club, do a cum walk to a coffee shop with said cum, and go to a female stranger's home for a night of extensive, sensual pantyhose play.

Part 9: Best of Both Worlds: Hot Tasks 4-6: where Jasmine sucks Daddy's cock in public, receives a surprise visit from a current cheerleader of her own school, and ends up at a black frat house three driving hours away for a wicked night of sexual fun.

And now, Best of Both Worlds: Hot Tasks 7-9



I woke up in my hotel room still a little sore and exhausted from last night, and realizing I didn't have much time to get to the church for the baptism. (The reason I drove to this city was to attend the child of a friend's baptism.)

Of course I always had enough time to check Daddy's email.

Slut Jasmine

Sounds like you enjoyed yourself last night. Today will be mostly a recovery day... other than one small task.

Make yourself come in the church during the baptismal service.

Have fun.

DADDY

A pic of Babygirl praying for you.



I sighed, as this one seemed especially challenging... I'd be sitting with my friends.

I wasn't sure how I'd pull this off undetected, but I'd completed tasks a lot nastier than this one during the first six, and figured I'd find a way... for oddly, I had absolutely no intention of disappointing Daddy.

I got dressed, in a conservative dress but with a little sexy flair, and arrived at the church a few minutes into the service, but before the baptism.

I moved into a pew and joined in the hymn, as I smirked that of course, given the primary focus of my recent and ongoing sexual rebirth, the Priest was serendipitously black.

It wasn't until the sermon began that I began pondering how I could possibly masturbate in a reasonably crowded church in the presence of people I knew... as Jamie and Carol had both waved to me the instant I'd entered the church sanctuary.

I wasn't listening to the Priest at all, but my mind wandered, like it tended to do, imagining something so taboo and kinky... getting fucked by a nun.



And eating a nun until she squirted all over my face.



And then for some reason, even though I didn't have this on my fuck-it list, I imagined her straddling my face and giving me a golden shower.



The service ended without my touching myself, as I pondered whether I could slyly come back here after the service was over and pleasure myself then, I'd be accomplishing the task as assigned of masturbating in this church.

I ended up chatting with my friends, playing with the baby, and agreeing to meet the girls for lunch. I walked outside with them, then said I'd left my purse in the church, which I'd done deliberately, and returned inside.

I went into the sanctuary and was happy to see it already empty, and with the lights off. God seemed to be on my side.

I went and grabbed my purse, then went to a secluded corner and moved my hand to my pussy. I don't know why, other than many of my writings hint at sexual debauchery inside a church behind the façade of propriety, but as I closed my eyes, I imagined that in the basement of this church was a sex dungeon... where I was about to be punished for my sinful behavior.

"Come lie across my lap, you sinful, tempting slut," the Priest I'd seen earlier ordered.

"Yes, father," I replied, sheepishly approaching him and lying across his lap.

"You're a very bad girl, aren't you, my daughter?" he asked, slapping my ass.



"Yes, father," I replied, happy my dress was cushioning the blows.

"A temptation to men, just like Eve was," he continued... spank after spank.

"Yes, father, I'm a sinful slut born to tempt men," I said, before adding, "and women, too."

"The Devil is inside you," he accused, as he spanked me harder.



"Is the Devil black, and does He have a huge cock?" I asked wickedly.

"You devilish, devious beauty from the pits of hell," he said angrily, "I'm going to have to teach you a serious lesson."

"Yes father, please do; I've been a very, very bad girl," I purred, the spanking, contrary to what I surmised the Priest thought its purpose was, making my pussy wet.

"Come with me," he ordered, pushing me to the floor. "Crawl behind me, you unworthy demon."

"Yes, father," I purred, sounding as sexy as I could, as I contentedly followed behind him.

"It's time to initiate your intervention," he said.

"You think you can cleanse me of my sinful Satanic ways?" I asked, already plotting how to tempt him into sinning all over my body.

I was suddenly kneeling before a St. Andrew's cross, where he ordered, "Stand up."

I did, and then unasked, also pulled my dress over my head to reveal my firm naked tits, my tidily trimmed forbidden fruit, and my sinful body that was made to tempt... even him.

"You dirty slut," he scolded, as he cuffed me to the cross.



"Are you going to fuck me and fill me with God's pure cum?" I asked wickedly.

"No, you dumb slut," he said, slapping me across the face, "we shall extract the evil out of you. Nun Nancy, please approach."

I hadn't even noticed anyone else was in the room as a cute nun (yes, nuns can be cute), walked over and reported for duty, "Yes, Master."

"You are required to suck the devil's influence from inside this sinful woman," he commanded.

"Yes, Master," she nodded, as she dropped to her knees right before me, wrapped her arms around me and buried her face in my pussy.

I gasped and moaned, stunned to have a nun between my legs, as he explained, "We must extract all influence of the Devil from inside you."

"Good luck with that, there's a lot of Him in there," I moaned, loving the expertise of this nun's tongue inside me... this obviously wasn't the first time she'd been required to purify a sinner such as myself.

The Priest placed his hands on my tits and began rubbing them as he said, as if he was doing an exorcism, "Devil begone, God purify this body."



"More, please," I moaned, loving the pleasure these two were bestowing upon me, since from my perspective at least, in effect these two sinners continued to sin by getting me off.

"You dumb slut, you're not supposed to enjoy this," he scolded, as he fled my happily sinful body, but then I watched him nonsensically getting out of his pants.

"This shall require extreme measures," he said, casting his pants aside to reveal a rather impressive BBC.

"Kind father, are you going to fuck me with that big dick the Good Lord blessed you with?" I asked, obsequious on the outside, but laughing my ass off at his shenanigans on the inside.

"If circumstances require me to," he said, then added, as his hands returned to fondling my tits, and oddly he also began to lick my armpit, "but I shall take no joy in the doing of it."

"The Devil inside me is too strong for inadequate measures," I played along, still enjoying the nun's agile tongue in my pussy. "You may have to fuck Him out of me."



"You nasty sinful whore," he scolded as he slapped my tits. "Nun Nancy, turn around and suck the sin out of this woman's asshole."

Yes, Master," she said, turning herself around, leaning back, and probing my asshole with her tongue, as he moved his cock to my pussy. Which made me wonder: if he was experiencing no pleasure or sinful thoughts, then how could he have an erection?

"This is for your own good," he said, as he slid inside me.

"I couldn't agree more, Priest," I moaned, as both of my lower fuck holes were being pleasured.

"You're not supposed to like this," he scolded me again, as he began fucking me.

"The Devil inside me is too powerful, Priest," I moaned, "you'll have to really fuck my cunt if you're going to expel the sin."

"You enjoy being sinful don't you?" he accused, as he began fucking me faster.

"It's all I know," I said. "God created this body of mine so I could sin."

No, he did not," he said, shoving a finger into my mouth to stop me from blaspheming, while still rubbing my tit with his other hand. Presumably he was taking no pleasure from any of this, but I certainly was!



"Stop enjoying this," he ordered, as he fucked my mouth with his finger and I continued moaning.



"Jesus Christ," he snapped. "Nancy Nun, get out from under this dumb slut, I'm going to have to do this the old-fashioned way."

"Yes, Master," Nun Nancy said, crawling out from underneath me.

"Perhaps if you come in my cunt with the Lord's powerful seed, it will extinguish the sinful fire burning inside me, Priest," I suggested wickedly, knowing it would have the opposite effect.

"She is too far gone, Master," Nun Nancy diagnosed, crossing her arms piously and glaring at me.

"Does the Priest fuck you like this?" I asked her, as he began really pounding my pussy.

"God, no!"

"Oh, God," I moaned. "He should! He has a magnificent God-given cock."



"Nun Nancy, go get the handcuffs," he ordered, as he roughly pounded me.

"Yes, Master," she nodded. "This bitch requires a complete exorcism."

"Oh yes, Priest, come inside my dirty cunt, fuck me with that massive nigger cock."

"Nigger?" he demanded, grabbing me by the hair. "You want nigger cock, slut?"

"Yes, Nigger Priest, please give me that nigger cock," I begged, looking desperately into his eyes, my orgasm so fucking close.



"Take the Lord's cum and become one with God, you nasty slut," he grunted, as he erupted a load deep in my pussy.

"Yes Lord, I repent," I moaned, as I came too, all over his wonderful BBC.



"We had better cleanse that asshole of Satan's influence too," he said, as he uncuffed me from the cross, spun me around as cum leaked out of my well fucked pussy, and he cuffed me back up there.

"Yes Priest, my shit hole needs the Lord's seed in it too," I moaned, as he pressed the head of his cock against my backdoor.

He reached around and rubbed my pussy and cupped my tits, even as my first orgasm hadn't completely subsided, and he reamed my backdoor.



"Oh yes Priest, sodomize me," I moaned, loving the unintended nastiness of this Priest.

"I shall fill you so full of the Lord's pure seed, you shall never sin again," he said, continuing his delightful ass pounding.



"Master, what in Heaven's Name are you doing?" Nun Nancy asked as she returned.

"That's enough out of you," he commanded, pulling out of me. "You failed to save this sinful slut, so now I must go to disgusting extremes to save her."

"I'm so sorry, Master," she apologized, as he pushed her to the floor and handcuffed her to the side of the cross.

"Now I must sodomize this slut," he said. "And I'm not very happy about it."

"Better hurry, Priest. I feel the Devil taking control again," I said, wanting his dick back in my ass.

"Jesus Christ," he lost control and cursed, as he went back behind me and sighed wearily, "The Lord's work is never done."



After coming in my ass, he got another pair of handcuffs, put them on me and said, "Clearly you still have not been completely purified."

"You're correct, Priest, I still feel the Devil inside me," I said, looking down at the handcuffed nun. "You'd better keep fucking me."

"Damn it," he cursed, as if this was a loathsome chore, as he fucked his dick hard into my pussy.



And hard into my ass.



Before filling my last remaining hole with another blast of the Lord's cum.



The nasty wicked fantasy had turned me into a complete mess as I came inside the church leaning against a wall, just as the lights came on.



My body was still quaking, as I went and grabbed my purse, feeling wetness leaking out of me as a janitor asked, "Are you okay, sister?"

"Yes, just cleansing myself of sin," I smiled, as I walked by him and feeling so brazen, placed my wet fingers to his lips. "Have a blessed day."

"T-t-thanks, you too," he said, obviously catching on to what he was smelling, and thus to what I'd just been doing.

I hurried out, feeling so naughty, went to my car, and drove off to meet my friends.

A great visit, a long drive, and a long phone chat with my man killed the rest of the day, and I climbed into my own bed a little earlier than normal... wondering what Week Two would have in store for me.

MONDAY: Task 8

After a week of wild sexual tasks, preceded by a week of life-altering sexual submission, I was excited to discover what Week Two of my assigned tasks (or Week Three of my new life) would entail.

It was now routine for me to check my email before my morning coffee, which was a major change on its own, because I'm a bit of a bitch (some would not include the 'a bit of') before I get my morning fix of caffeine.

As usual, there was one from Daddy.

PET JASMINE

I hope you enjoyed the first week of tasks... although I know you did.

We are going to start your second week with a treat and then a task tomorrow. I have you booked for a massage at the Asian Palace for 4:30.

Enjoy.

PS: Here is a hint of what you will be doing tomorrow.



'Mmmmmmmmmm," I thought to myself, tomorrow would hopefully end with a strap-on inside me from some cute younger girl.

By the time of the massage, I really needed it.

A fire alarm (not a drill, but not real either, just a prank), a fistfight in the hallway, added to kids who were just more annoying than usual, had me a little more than tense by the time I arrived for my massage.

The Asian Palace was a place I'd never been to; it had only been open a few months, and it was a little out of the way... but I couldn't wait to relax for an hour and just let myself go... plus, as usual, I wondered what Daddy had in mind for me tonight.



I went inside and was led down a long hallway to a room where a girl who couldn't be more than eighteen told me, "Go get undressed in there ma'am, and lie on the table on your stomach. Our masseuse will be with you shortly."

"Thank you," I smiled, disappointed she wouldn't be the one touching me... fuck, every cute girl I saw was now a potential plaything.

She added, "Completely undressed. No bra or panties. Your sexy stockings are fine."

"Oh," I said, a little surprised by that.

"Yes, Keiko-san gives very deep massages, and she requires easy access to all of your touch points," she explained.

"Oh, okay," I nodded... becoming curious about what kind of massage parlor I was in.

"Relax," she smiled warmly. "You're in very good hands."

"Thanks," I smiled back, wondering what she would taste like.

She walked away, and I watched her swaying her ass as if she knew I was watching. I wondered if she took it in the ass... I bet she did... many Asian women were naturally submissive, and I bet she'd be a very good girl whenever given the opportunity.

I entered the room and gasped, as it was huge.... A massive area, with a hot tub and everything. I got completely undressed as requested, and a little nervously, crawled onto the table to lie on my stomach.

A couple minutes later a woman walked in, slipped out of her heels, and walked over to me.

"Konichiwa, I'm Keiko," she introduced herself. "Daddy-sama has requested the full package for you."

"You know Daddy?" I asked, even though that was obvious, since she'd just said what she'd said.

"And Babygirl-chan, too," she nodded, as she glided across the room to arrive beside me.

"Well, now I'm intrigued," I smiled, sensing that this massage would include more than I'd first assumed.

She did my shoulders for a couple of minutes, before she progressed to my lower back.



After another minute, she moved her hands to my ass, and gave me a tender, sensual glutes rub.



"How are you feeling, Jasmine?" she asked, about ten minutes into the massage.

"Very relaxed," I said, my pussy feeling a little tingle.

"Do you mind if I come on the table?"

I almost made a joke about my really enjoying her 'coming' on the table or even on my face, but I simply responded, "Go ahead."

She straddled my back and resumed massaging my ass... still in a smooth, sensual fashion.



She lifted my leg and massaged it.



After a minute, she raised my foot to her face and sniffed it. "You smell good, Jasmine." In her Japanese accent, 'good' rhymed with 'food'.

"Thanks," I moaned, ever so softly.



A moment later, I felt her tongue on the sole of my foot.



For a few minutes she massaged and licked the soles of my feet... it was so sensual... and yet also relaxing.

She then said, "May we take this experience to the floor, Jasmine?"

"Um, sure," I said, curious what she had in mind.

She climbed off of me, helped me up, and guided me down to a large straw mat on the floor. "Lie on your stomach, Jasmine."

"Okay," I nodded.

As I did, she pulled off her dress and once again straddled my ass. Her warm hands went to my shoulders and arms, and she resumed massaging me.

I closed my eyes, and thoroughly enjoyed the massage... my pussy tingling.





After a few minutes, she requested, "Would you mind if I removed my undergarment, Jasmine?"

"Please do," I said, looking forward to seeing, and perhaps even tasting, my first ever Asian pussy.

"You may be surprised," she said, as she stood up. "Please keep your eyes closed for now."

"Okay," I said, that request making me even more curious.

A moment later she sat back down on me, and I gasped as I suddenly what felt like a cock nestled itself between my ass cheeks.

I went to turn around, but she said, "Just relax, Jasmine. Enjoy the massage."

"Okay," I said, wondering if that cock between my ass cheeks was real... it certainly felt real... could she be a shemale?... could I check another longed-for experience off my fuck-it list?

Her hands returned to my shoulders, and as she manipulated her hands all over my shoulders and back, she slowly massaged the crack of my ass by slyly moving her hips, too.



"Are you enjoying your massage, Jasmine?" she asked after a couple more minutes.

"It's definitely the most relaxing and unique massage I've ever received."

"We believe in doing whatever necessary to ensure that you leave here completely satisfied," she added, as she slid down my body, spread my ass cheeks, and began licking my cleavage down there.

"Oooooooooooooh," I moaned, "that's a very unorthodox massage."



"You have a very tasty starfish, Jasmine," she said, as she probed my hole.

"So good," I moaned, her tongue making my entire body spark.

"I can continue massaging this sweet pucker, or your back or your front," she said.

"How about if I massage you somewhere special?" I requested, rolling over to see if I was correct, and yes, that cock was real.

"The customer always receives whatever she wants," she smiled, as she stood up and revealed a very nice, very big, very hard cock.

"Oh my," I said. "What a great cock."

"Daddy-sama told me you have shemale fantasies," she said, as I got onto my knees and greedily reached for her cock.

"Fuck, what a great cock," I repeated, admiring her hard cock, moving my other hand to her balls. I then asked playfully, "So is this the full package Daddy was referring to?"

"It was definitely mentioned as part of it," she smiled.



"Babygirl-chan loves it too," she added, as we looked into each other's eyes.

"I just bet she does," I smiled, as I leaned forward and took it into my mouth.

"That's it, Jasmine, suck my cock," she moaned, as I began bobbing.

"Mmmmmmmmm," I moaned in response.

"What a great mouth," she moaned, as I kept taking more and more of her in, before after three or four minutes, she grasped my head with her hands and began to face fuck me.

God, I loved feeling her balls bouncing on my chin... God, I loved being face fucked.

"Oh yeah, it's a great fucking mouth," she moaned as she face fucked me... my feeling her take control kind of wild, since she looked so sweet and meek... of course, I knew appearances were often deceiving.



"It's time to stretch you out," she said as she pulled out, and then surprised me by pushing me to the floor and ordering, "Spread your arms wide."

"Okay," I said, curious what she was going to do... I didn't want to continue the massage anymore... unless it was a pussy massage.

She then pulled my ass up, spread her legs, straddled me in a position I can't really describe, positioned her cock straight down, and slid her cock into my pussy, making me moan at the unique angle.



"This is the majority of my clients' favourite position," she remarked, as she began pumping up and down.

"I can see why," I moaned, thinking this position would be quite the workout for her, too.

She pumped up and down for a couple minutes, an orgasm building inside me, as she penetrated me in a way I'd never felt before.

"So good," I moaned, wanting her to know I was really enjoying her expert attentions.



"You're very flexible," she complimented me, looking down at me as she slowly fucked me... massaging me from inside.

"I think you've loosened me up," I said, knowing this wasn't a position I'd ever attempt without preparation.

"Women are naturally flexible," she said.

"Well, lately my body has been in a variety of positions," I said.

"Let's try another one," she said, as she pulled out and helped me up.

"That position was relaxing, and yet somehow stimulating," I said.

"Let's do an old school one," she smiled. "Get on all fours."

"Mmmmmmm, you're gonna give me that big bone," I smiled, as I got onto all fours, ready for some doggy style fucking.

"Yes indeed," she laughed at my lame joke.

She moved behind me kneeling, and slid her cock back inside me.

The massage, followed by the prior position and then this position, where she fucked me hard... which was a marked change from the smooth and soothing prior position, had an orgasm building inside me quickly.

"You're one hot little slut, Jasmine," she said, as she slammed into me.

"And you're one hot shemale," I moaned back.

"I want you to come all over my cock, Jasmine," she ordered softly, as she continued slamming into me.

"I will very soon," I predicted, as her deep pounding was really sparking the fires of lust inside me.

"Come, Jasmine, come on my bisexual shemale cock," she ordered, spanking my ass.

"Yes, more, yes," I moaned.

"Now, slut, come on this cock, Daddy's little teacher pet," she ordered, I imagine fucking me as hard as she could.

"Oh yes, fuck, fuck, fuck," I screamed, as my orgasm ripped through me.



"There you go," she said, gradually slowing down, "let all that stress flow out of you."

"So good," I moaned, as my orgasm ricocheted inside me like an errant pinball.

She pulled out a minute later and I said, "I still need to get that load out of you."

"You don't have to."

"Oh, but it's definitely part of the package," I smiled, as I stood up and she sat down on the edge of the hot tub.

"Well, the customer is always right," she smiled as I moved to her, bent down, and took her cock in my mouth, always loving the taste of myself on a nice hard cock.



"That's it, Jasmine, suck my big cock," she moaned.

"Mmmmmmm," I replied, as she had her hand gently pressing on the back of my head, letting me know she wanted me to go deeper.

After a couple more minutes she said, "Ride me, Jasmine."

"My pleasure," I responded, meaning it literally.

I straddled her legs, lowered myself onto her hard cock, and used her knees for balance as I went for a ride.



After two or three minutes, she lifted me up, surprisingly strong for such a petite little Jasmine flower, spun me around, lowered me onto the side of the hot tub, and fucked me from behind.





As her moans got louder, mine did too, as she pulled me back a little so I was standing and bent over as she really began going to town on me.

"Oh yes, fuck my pussy with that big dick," I moaned.

"You want my cum?" she asked, drilling me from behind.

"Oh yes, give me that shemale cum," I said, wanting her load inside me.

"Get ready for it, slut," she ordered, before she surprised me a dozen strokes later by pulling out and spraying a big load all over my ass.



"So good," I moaned, as I felt the warm cum hit my ass, even if I was slightly disappointed not to feel it fill my pussy, or glide down my throat, or coat my face.

She then placed her hands on my ass and rubbed the cum all over it.

"That was amazing," I said, as I got dressed a few minutes later.

"Please come back anytime," she smiled.

"I'll be coming back for sure," I said, stressing the word.

I headed home and texted Daddy a thank you for the great massage. I chatted with my hubby, helped my daughter with her essay, and wrote down a little more of this saga... excited for whatever was in store for me tomorrow.

TUESDAY: TASK 9

I checked my email first thing in the morning, and read Daddy's daily new task.

HI SLUT,

Today you return to the scene of the crime.

Although I said you would get to play with Babygirl on Saturday as a climactic finale to your two weeks of assigned tasks, Babygirl has wheedled me out of some extra playtime with you.

So head out to the cabin to arrive by five o'clock for some special playtime with your very first nigger pet.

DADDY



I expected to find a picture of Babygirl in some sort of submissive position, so seeing one where she looked like a Mistress was both a little surprising, since that wasn't really her persona, and also pretty fucking hot.

The day went by like they all do, but LaCresha was acting like a real bitch in class, and I really wanted to turn her in... although the idea of making her my pet also became rather intriguing. Daddy had made it clear she was off limits other than some playful and imaginary roleplay scenarios, but she was really pushing my buttons.

I drove up to the cabin, super excited to see Babygirl again... and to play with her again. Every task I'd been assigned and had completed was enthralling, all-consuming and pleasurable, but tonight I was looking forward to a simple sexual encounter, and hopefully even some just plain visiting.

I arrived and knocked.

Babygirl yelled, "Come on in, Mistress."

Obviously, she wasn't playing the part of a Mistress, so I smiled... that picture having made me wonder if tonight was to be some role reversal playing.

"And please get undressed as soon as you enter," she called out again.

"Okay," I laughed, thinking she'd obviously been missing me as much as I'd missed her. "You're craving my pussy, aren't you my nigger slut?"

"Yes of course, and I have a present for you," she added.

"I hope it's chocolate," I joked, having always loved receiving chocolate as a gift, even if it now came in two very different varieties.

"Oh, it's creamy chocolate," Babygirl called down, as I walked up the stairs and into the big living room, wearing only my thigh high stockings.

"Oh my," I gasped, as I walked in and saw there was indeed lots of chocolate in the room... an additional chocolate person... someone I recognized immediately... it was my school's principal... Mrs. Parker.

"Hi, Mistress Jasmine," she greeted sheepishly, obviously having been coached in advance by Babygirl, or perhaps by Daddy.

"Hi, Pamela," I said, walking over to stand before her, noticing she had a collar on her neck reading, My Daddy is still able to surprise me almost every day.

"Tonight she's not your principal, or even your equal, but in addition to myself, she's your other nigger slave," Babygirl corrected me, as she placed her hand on top of the slave's head. "And should you allow it Mistress, she's mine too."



"Wow," I said, still a little stunned that our first-year principal, who was a bit of a tyrant if truth be told, was standing naked before me and being guided to her knees.

"She didn't scare that day when I stormed in guns a blazing demanding your blood, Mistress, but she did when Daddy went in demanding to know why LaCresha was being allowed to run wild," Babygirl said, pointing to her.



Pamela appeared to be completely humiliated, as she was forced to look up at me.

"Mistress Jasmine, I'm here only to serve you," she said, her tone so sheepish and timid, such a polar opposite from the one she used at work.

"You wish to be my nigger slave?" I asked, a rush of adrenaline at this role reversal and 180° power shift.

"Yes, Mistress, this nigger wishes to be your completely submissive slave," she admitted, unable to hide her utter humiliation. She obviously wasn't being totally sincere about what she wanted, but I could tell that just like I would, she'd do absolutely anything Daddy told her to, which in practice on this occasion amounted to the same thing.

"Be proud, bitch," I said, moving my foot to her cunt. "You're damned fortunate our Daddy gave you the privilege of being my nigger slave. And if he ever sees fit to reverse our roles, please know that I'll serve you to the very best of my ability."

"Yes, Mistress, I'm sorry, it's just I wasn't expecting it to be you," she admitted. "But never fear, I'll get it together for you."

"Aaaaaaah, you were as surprised to see me as I was to see you," I summarized.

"Yes, Mistress," she nodded. "Mistress Babygirl only told me a white goddess was arriving, and Daddy wanted me to obey her without hesitation."

"Do you enjoy being a slave for white pussy?" I asked.

"Yes, Mistress," she nodded.

"She's been eating most of the cheerleaders, including my daughter, all semester," Babygirl revealed.

"And you didn't share any of that teen pussy with me?" I asked, rubbing her pussy with my foot.



"I'm sorry, Mistress," she apologized. "I had no idea that would be appropriate. But now that I do, I'm sure they'd love for you to service them too."

I didn't know whether Daddy and Babygirl would allow me to out myself to LaCresha and submit to her, but if they did, that would be another delightful fantasy come true.

"Slut, why are you not your knees?" I asked, glaring at Babygirl... sensing I was obviously supposed to explore my dominant side tonight.

"Sorry, Mistress," Babygirl apologized, as she lowered herself beside Pamela... I noticed she was wearing a quality necklace with the word 'slut' engraved on it.

"Both of you turn around and get on all fours," I ordered.

"Yes, Mistress," they both said in unison.

I admired their two amazingly tight black asses for a moment... before I leaned down and caressed both of them. "Niggers have great asses," I said.

"Thank you, Mistress," Babygirl said.

"They were created to be spanked and fucked, Mistress," Pamela responded, surprising me.

"How about fingered?" I smiled, as I moved my fingers to both chocolate assholes.

"Oh yes please, finger my asshole," Babygirl moaned.

"Finger fuck mine too, Mistress," Pamela moaned as well, as I slid two fingers into each of their tight assholes.



"You like my white fingers in those slutty black assholes?" I asked, as I fingered them.

"Yes, I love having my asshole violated by dominant white women," Pamela moaned.

"Fist fuck her asshole," Babygirl urged me a moment later.

"You want my fist, slut?" I asked, finger banging her hard.

"Oh yes, Mistress Jasmine, please gape my asshole with your fist," she moaned.

"Fist fuck me too," Babygirl moaned.

"As my two sluts wish," I said, gradually adding more and more of my fingers to their anuses, and ever so slowly widening their assholes, until my entire hands slipped inside, and I formed them into fists.

"Oh, fuck," my hard-nosed principal moaned, as my entire hand had disappeared into her asshole.

"Now fist fuck these nigger assholes hard," Babygirl ordered, as my other fist now resided beyond her backdoor.

"You niggers are just nasty bitches," I said, loving the racial domination, loving this kinky sexual act, and loving the power I'd been given over them... I knew I'd be able to write better stories about being a Mistress, now that I was experiencing the rush of adrenaline from having someone getting off on mindlessly obeying me.

"Yes, we are nasty," Pamela moaned.

"For you I'll be nasty anytime," Babygirl moaned, letting me know I was very fortunate to have the privilege of dominating her.



"Oh yes fist my nigger shithole," Pamela begged, this entire scenario still feeling a little surreal to me.

"Don't you dare come without permission," Babygirl reminded the moaning Pamela.

"Yes, and neither of you is allowed to come before I do," I pointed out, pulling both my fists out of their assholes... and then admiring the huge gaping holes I'd created. (I've written about gaping assholes, most recently in a couple of tv parodies entitled Modern Fuck-ily (for Modern Family) and Willow's Way. But actually doing it for real just now was amazing!)

"Yes, Mistress," they both said again, as they turned around and went to their knees.

"Come show my new slave how I like my white pussy pleasured," I ordered Babygirl.

She crawled to me, and I placed one leg over her shoulder, guiding her to my wetness.

"Come close and watch, bitch," Babygirl ordered, just before her tongue made contact.

"Yes, Mistress," Pamela replied, the hierarchy clear: first me, then Babygirl, and finally last (and definitely least) Pamela.

"That's it, get that tongue in my pussy," I moaned.

"Such a tasty pussy," Babygirl purred, as Pamela slid her body snug against Babygirl's, and reached around to slowly rub her pussy.



"I've been wondering what you taste like for a while, Mistress Jasmine," Pamela said, as she watched Babygirl licking me.

"Really?" I asked with a moan.

"Yes, after a long day of administering the budget, poring over curricula and disciplining students, often all I want to do is to shut that officious persona down, and just be a bimbo plaything for some white woman," she said.

"That is very good to know," I smiled, adding, "Now I know where I'll be spending some of my prep time."

"For you, my door is always open," she offered.

"As are my legs for you," I moaned, as I pulled Babygirl deeper into my wet pussy, and she began fingering me.



Becoming uncomfortable in this position, I moved off of her and knelt down, as they both swarmed me.

Pamela and Babygirl each sucked on one of my tits for a couple minutes, before Pamela went behind me and began kissing the back of my neck, as Babygirl continued sucking on my tits and rubbing my pussy.

After a moment, Babygirl slid a finger inside me and simultaneously rubbed my clit with her thumb, as I leaned back, and Pamela kissed me.



After a moment, they pushed me to the floor and worked together to pleasure me.

They sucked my nipples.

They kissed me.

They stroked their hands up and down my legs.

Then as my moaning increased, Babygirl began to finger me while Pamela tapped my clit.



My orgasm was building, and I decided that was enough of this slow and somewhat romantic shit, so I said, "Bed, now."

"Lie down on your back, Pamela," I ordered. "Let's test drive your nigger tongue and see what it can do."

"Yes, Mistress," she obeyed, as she lay down on the bed.

I climbed onto the bed, straddled her pretty face, and watched her begin to lick me.

"That's it, eat my white pussy, you Pretentious Principal Bitch," I ordered, as I glanced back and saw Babygirl spreading the PPB's legs. Although she was Mistress to Pamela, she couldn't resist licking a pussy that was just resting there so invitingly.

"Yes, Mistress," Pamela moaned as she began licking.



In a couple of minutes my pussy was burning, and I ordered, "Get ready for my cunt cum, nigger."

"Yes, come all over my black face," she moaned, as I held her face firmly against my pussy.



"Yessss," I moaned, as I came on her face, even as it was obvious Babygirl was also getting Pamela close.

Once my orgasm was done, I grabbed Pamela's hands, held them over her head and ordered Babygirl briskly, "Pull that ass up and eat that pink peach. Get that nigger off!"

"Yes, Mistress," Babygirl obeyed, as she pulled Pamela's ass up and dove into her peach.

"Oh God, may I please come, Mistress?" Pamela moaned, as Babygirl used her expert tongue to get my newest slut moaning like a bitch in heat.



"You may, nigger," I agreed, as I continued holding her down and Babygirl continued devouring her pussy.

"Thank you, Mistress," she moaned, and then she came a few seconds later, crying out, "Fuck!"



As Pamela came, I ordered Babygirl, "Get me my strap-on from my bag at the door."

"Yes, Mistress," she said, getting up enthusiastically.

"And get yours, too," I added.

"Yes, Mistress!" Babygirl repeated with even more enthusiasm.

"Want to get fucked?" I asked Pamela.

"Yes, please," she said, still trembling from her ongoing orgasm.

When Babygirl returned, we put on the strap-ons and I ordered them both, "Come suck this cock, and get it ready for some fucking."

Both girls quickly came to me, and I face fucked Babygirl, while Pamela licked my pussy from underneath.



After a couple of minutes I wanted to fuck someone, and ordered, "Babygirl, hands and knees. Pamela, straddle her."

"Oh, fun!" Babygirl chortled, as she got into the position ordered.

Once they were in position, I moved behind them, and slid my cock into Babygirl.

"Oooooh, yes, Mistress, fuck this nigger's pussy," Babygirl moaned.

"Fuck my nigger pussy too," Pamela begged, as she wiggled her ass right in front of my face.

"I don't know," I said, as I slowly fucked Babygirl. "You've been quite the bitch to me at school."



"Sorry, Mistress," Pamela apologized. "Being young and black, I felt the need to come off strong and dominant, since I didn't want to be pushed around."

"I get that," I said, realizing how difficult it must have been to replace Mr. King, whom everyone loved, and who'd been the school principal for fifteen years; our staff didn't readily embrace change.

She added, "That's why I submitted so easily to Daddy and Babygirl... I was just so exhausted and spent from putting on a strong front all that time."

"Just like many of your characters," Babygirl added, as I pulled out of her and pushed into Pamela.

"Thank you," Pamela moaned, as I pumped into her.

"Well, now that we know more about each other, anytime you need some stress relief," I said, as I fucked her, "just give me a call."

"You may get a lot of calls from me," she moaned.

"And you may get a lot of cock up that nigger pussy and ass," I responded, our brief moment of slight tenderness over.

"Music to my ears: my nigger holes are always available for you, she declared, as I was still in a bit of shock that Daddy and Babygirl seemed to have quite the harem of playthings.

For the next few minutes I went back and forth between the two pussies, as they moaned and begged for my cock, until I ordered them to shut up and kiss each other.



Eventually my groin began to burn a bit in this position, so I suggested, "Let's double team our new pet."

"Oh yes, Mistress," Babygirl agreed eagerly as I lay down.

"Straddle me, Principal Slut, and lower that shit hole of yours onto this cock," I said. "I've thought you always had a stick up it anyway."

She laughed self-effacingly, "I guess I have acted that way to you," as she stretched briefly and wiggled her leg a bit, before she straddled me and lowered herself onto my plastic erection.

"You've been the poster girl for bitch," I added, as she fully sat down on my cock, easily taking it into her poop chute.

"I'm such a pretentious dumb slut," she admitted, as she was now sitting on my lap.

"Well, shove your dick in her cunt," I told Babygirl as she watched.

"Right, sorry," she said, shaking her head.

"What were you thinking?" I asked.

"Just how hot you are," she answered.

"I hope that's true," I smiled, as she bent down and positioned herself in front of Pamela.

"Oh, it's a hundred percent true," she said.

"Ready for some DP action?" I asked Pamela.

"Yes indeed, Mistress," she nodded, as Babygirl slid her cock inside her, our cocks almost completely perpendicular inside her... which I imagine must have felt fucking amazing.

Babygirl's feet were close to me, and I moved my hands to her soles, so she could get into a good position to fuck her.

"Oh yes," Pamela moaned.

"You like that, slut?" I asked, as I bucked my ass up.

"Oh yes, fuck!" she screamed as I penetrated her even deeper.

Babygirl purred, "I knew you two would get along."

"You mended a broken relationship," I praised her, as we worked together to double team my principal.

"Oh fuck, fuck me," Pamela moaned, as Babygirl leaned in and kissed her.



After a few minutes of this, I decided I wanted someone's tongue on my pussy, so I said, "New position."

They obeyed, and I got out of my strap-on and ordered, "Lay down, Babygirl. Pamela, straddle that cock, and ride it like the bimbo slut you are," as I looked at her nipples with her clamps on them and asked, "What do you think your staff would think if they knew you were such a slut, and even wear nipple clamps?"

"Daddy made me get these," she said, "and ordered me to always wear them."

"Good call," I said, even though that wasn't something I was at all interested in doing to myself. I was a pussy when it came to pain.

"I hoped you'd like them," Babygirl said, as she lay down on the small rug.

"They really bring out the slut in you," I said, as I lowered my pussy onto Babygirl's face and asked her, "Hungry?"

"For this pussy, twenty-four seven," she smiled.

Soon Pamela was bouncing on the cock like the bitch in heat she was, and Babygirl was stimulating my pussy like the gift from the pleasure Goddess she was.





Deciding I wanted to relax, and curious about something I'd seen as a sex position in this game I'm creating pictures for, but haven't really written about, I ordered, as I got off of Babygirl and incidentally prevented Pamela from reaching her second orgasm, "Crawl to the couch, Babygirl, and you may remove the strap-on."

"Yes, Mistress," Babygirl said, as Pamela let out a frustrated sigh.

"Problem, nigger?" I asked sternly.

"No, Mistress," she quickly responded. "Your dumb nigger bimbo slave is just lucky to be allowed to have such pleasure."

"Agreed," I nodded, as I walked to the couch, and watched as my two black slaves crawled behind me.

Once I was on the couch and my legs spread, I ordered, "Eat me as a team, sluts."

"Ohhhhh, I've never done that before," Babygirl said, as she pulled Pamela by the hair so they were both between my legs, and they both began licking, their cheeks pressed against each other.

I always love to get my pussy licked and to have my clit teased.... But two tongues working as a team on my pussy was climactic... literally. In seconds, I was moaning and feeling my orgasm rising inside me... watching their tongues working in unison, adding to the intensity of my experience.



"Oh God, don't stop, niggers, don't you fucking stop," I demanded, as I leaned back and allowed the growing pleasure to rise and rise until my eruption. "Yesssssss!"

They both licked up my cunt cum as it flooded out of me.

Once I was done, we took a break. I went pee... the others fetched us some wine, and we chatted as friendly equals for twenty minutes about life... all completely naked except for our ubiquitous stockings... and that didn't seem strange at all.

I then hopped onto the counter and asked, "Why has no one yet worshipped my nylon-clad feet?"

"That is a very good question," Babygirl said, as she came over to me, stretched a leg impressively high on the counter, took charge of my leg, and began licking my toes.

"Bring that black box closer," I ordered Pamela.

"Yes, Mistress," Pamela said, as she came close to me, and I began rubbing her pussy with my toes.



After a couple of minutes I decided it was time for more lesbian play, so I ordered, "Pamela, let's get your tongue in my white treat."

"Yes, Mistress," she agreed eagerly, as Babygirl backed out of our way, and Pamela lowered herself before me, as I eased my ass to her edge of the counter.

Babygirl went around behind me, hopped onto the counter, and helped with my balance as Pamela began licking.



"You taste so amazing," Pamela moaned, as she got turned on from eating pussy just like I did.

"Get that nigger tongue in my twat," I ordered.

"Suck that pussy, you fucking dumb nigger twit," Babygirl ordered.

Yet another orgasm was rising inside me.



I imagine I would have come soon if Pamela's phone hadn't rung.

"Shit," she sighed. "May I answer it, Mistress? It's my babysitter."

Pamela had a two-year-old, and I nodded reluctantly, but understanding life overrules sex, granted, "Go ahead."

She left the room and I said to Babygirl, "Um, there's a vacancy between my legs."

Babygirl laughed, "You'd better change your neon sign to 'No Vacancy'," as she hopped off the counter and knelt between my legs.

Pamela returned saying, "I'm sorry, but I have to go. Bella has a fever."

"Go look after your baby," I said gently. "We can continue this another time. Probably just the two of us, mostly."

"Hopefully soon," she said.

"Likely very soon, in your office," I smiled, as I waved her off. "Babygirl, I guess it's just the two of us now."

"I can handle that," she smiled, as she leisurely licked my pussy.

"You and I need to spend some alone time every week," I moaned softly, relaxing a little, as I knew I was in for a slow rising orgasm.

"We should schedule it on our calendars," she said.

"Yes, we definitely should," I nodded.

For a few minutes I enjoyed Babygirl's amazing tongue, eventually wrapping my legs around her head as my orgasm rose. I was so consumed, I didn't hear the door to the outside open and close, but I suddenly sensed someone watching us.



"What's this?" a feminine voice demanded a moment later.



I opened my eyes to see LaCresha watching us. Damn, I wasn't expecting this! I knew this was a key moment. Either I took immediate control, or I surrendered control to her by default... and in the blink of an eye, I decided I needed to be in control.

I ordered, as Babygirl's eyes went wide and she started to move away from my pussy, "Keep licking, slut." I spread my legs wide, grabbed her hair, and held her forcefully against my pussy as I turned my head and demanded, "And what are you doing here, little Miss?"

"What am I doing here?" LaCresha cried out, shocked. "This is my family's cabin. What are you doing here?"

"Using your mother as my sex slave," I replied casually. "Isn't that obvious?"

"Mom, stop doing that!" LaCresha ordered, clearly shocked by what she was witnessing. Somehow, rather impressively, Daddy and Babygirl had kept their sex life a secret from their daughter. I wasn't sure what Daddy would want me to do in this situation... as he'd originally made it clear when we began this life and literary adventure, he didn't want her directly involved (he enjoyed incest stories... they both did... but they liked them in fantasy, and they'd never included their daughter in their roleplaying, never even mentioned her), yet here she was, ready or not, and something had to be done about it.

"Nigger, don't you dare stop licking," I demanded, looking at LaCresha with the haughtiest Mistress-like look I could muster.



"Nigger?" LaCresha gasped. "You just called my Mom a nigger?!"

"LaCresha," another voice called out.

"Who's that?" I asked.

"Becka," LaCresha answered.

"Babygirl, is Becka one of yours?" I asked.

"No, Mistress," she admitted.

"Then go and make her one," I ordered. "I need some alone time with your daughter."

"She's mine," LaCresha clarified.

"Yes, Mistress," Babygirl nodded, staring her daughter down before walking past her and saying, "Obey Mistress Jasmine, LaCresha. No matter what she tells you to do, just do it!"

"Not going to happen," LaCresha growled, glaring at me.

"Take Becka upstairs," I called out.

"Yes, Mistress," Babygirl replied, before leaving me with my legs spread, my cunt dripping, and her daughter staring at me.

"So, here we are at last," I said.

"Could you close your legs?" she asked.

"We both know you want to replace your mother," I said, keeping them wide open.

"Not even remotely," she said coldly, although her not moving away, or trying to take control, told me she was a submissive... although she may not yet know it.

"So, you say Becka is yours. Do you go down on each other?" I asked.

"She goes down on me," LaCresha replied.

"And you never return the favour?" I asked.

"No," she said.

"You don't know what you're missing," I said, "but maybe it's time you found out."

"Maybe it's time you found out," she countered... her play weak... she may have considered herself a Mistress, or in control, but it was obvious she was already being drawn in by me.

"Come here, LaCresha," I ordered.

"I don't think so," she said, crossing her arms, body language for feeling defensive.

"Look, young lady," I said, my tone shifting to my teacher mode, "I've had enough of this charade."

"Excuse me?" she drawled, even though her eyes kept darting between my legs and away again... it was obvious her body was betraying her determination.

"You're just like your mother," I said, not unkindly.

"Fuck you, I'm not at all!" she defiantly shot back.

"Don't swear at me," I scolded. "You're about to get schooled. You're a submissive black girl who craves being a slave to a dominant white woman," I said bluntly.

"No, fuck y..." she began, and I cut her off, my inner dominant taking charge.

"Knees, now," I ordered, knowing the phrase was a powerful aphrodisiac for a natural submissive... even if the occasional reader criticized me for using the phrase too often... but at this moment it was exactly the phrase I needed... 'Patellae, now' wouldn't sound remotely erotic, and most younger women likely wouldn't even know what that meant, and 'Lower yourself to the floor', or 'Crawl to me,' didn't have the same power to instantly establish a hierarchy.

"I don't think..." she began again, rattled by my sudden dominance. As her teacher at school I had a certain authority over her, which she respected or not depending on her mood, but right now I was coming across as more of a jungle cat than a human teacher, and my in-your-face cuntal nudity just added to my perceived ferocity.

"Knees, now, LaCresha," I repeated sternly, pointing to the floor before me.

"Mrs. Walker, I..." she started, clearly not used to being told what to do by a woman, although I'd wager Daddy made her dance to his tune. Not sexually to date, but still.

"Fucking knees... now," I snapped impatiently.

"But you're my teacher," she pointed out, her protest shifting as she tried to reason herself out of this sudden predicament she found herself in.

"Yes, tonight I am indeed your teacher," I agreed, "and I'm going to teach you how to be a good black slave for your white Mistress."

She was wavering... her mind obviously spinning out of control from what was happening.

I continued, "Now get over here, drop to your knees, and look closely at my pretty peach."

She looked back as if her mother was watching her, she hesitated, and then walked over to me, paused again, and finally dropped to her knees.

A major rush coursed through me at seeing this pretty, often defiant, usually bitchy, 18-year-old crawled the last few inches to me. I could finally see and appreciate the other side... inside the mind of a Mistress.

"Good girl," I purred, as she reached me.

"I can't believe this," she said as she looked up at me.

"What?" I asked. "That I can see through your pretentious façade to the natural submissive you really are?"

"That you fuck my Mom," she said, ignoring my assessment.

"And I'll be fucking you soon," I said, before adding, "now eat my cunt, my newest black pet."

"Fuck," she cursed, even as she leaned forward and licked me.

"Good girl," I moaned, as I watched her extend her tongue and begin licking my pussy.

After a couple of licks, I ordered, "Stand up."

This surprised her, but she obeyed.

I grabbed her blouse and ripped it open, buttons flying everywhere. As I'd already been able to tell, she wasn't wearing a bra. "I've wanted to see these big tits for quite some time."

"I bet you have," she said, obviously used to people of both genders worshipping her body.

"Back to your knees, slut," I ordered.

"Maybe you should go to your knees," she retorted, my brief moment of perceived weakness as I complimented her tits giving her a psychological opening... I was still new to this Mistress-ing thing.

I scoffed, "Look, you dumb slut, I'm not one of your eighteen-year-old bimbos, or those girls who are afraid of you. I'm in charge here, and you will fucking do as you're fucking told. Is that fucking clear?"

Her eyes went wide at my sudden roaring in her face... so unlike my teacher persona.

"Now, you dumb fucking slut, or I'll offer this gourmet pussy to your friend Becka instead," I threatened, knowing from experience (of being in her shoes) she'd do almost anything to be back on her knees sampling my sweet pie.

She dropped back down, and wordlessly resumed licking.



"Good girl," I repeated, knowing the psychological power of positive reinforcement when a pet was obedient.

She licked my pussy slowly at first... rather tentatively... obviously she was more of a receiver than a giver.

"You don't eat pussy very much, do you?" I observed.

"You're only the second woman," she said.

"Who was the first?" I asked.

"One of Mom's friends," she admitted.

"Really?" I asked. "White or black?"

"White."

"So, you like white pussy, don't you?" I said, as I combed my fingers through her hair.

"I don't know," she said.

"Yes, you do," I said, having written about so many characters like her... even if the racial profiles were usually reversed. "Like your mother, you're a natural submissive to white pussy."

"Don't."

"Don't what?"

"Don't compare me to my mother," she said.

"Why not?"

"Because I'm not anything like her," she said, as she began licking faster.

"Oh, I disagree," I moaned, "you two are both submissives, you're both hot black bitches, and you can both eat a pussy amazingly well."

"You do taste good," she admitted.

"I know," I moaned, as I enjoyed her hungry tongue and her attack on my clit.



I could have come on her face, but I wanted to remain in control to make certain she understood her place. So I pushed her head away and said, "Follow me."

She went to stand up, so I ordered, "No, crawl."

"This is ridiculous," she said, although she lowered herself back to the floor and crawled behind me... in her own family's cabin... with her mother upstairs... with her friend upstairs... hopefully by now in some sort of lesbian entanglement themselves.

I sat down on the couch and ordered, "Come lie across my lap."

"Excuse me?"

"Fuck," I sighed. "You're as slow a pet as you are a student. I said, come and drape yourself across my fucking lap, for fuck's sake."

"Sorry," she said sheepishly as she approached me.

"Just stop resisting me, and do as you're fucking told," I said. "I'm the teacher, you're the student. Or if that's too confusing for you, I'm your Mistress, and you're my pet, my slave, and my nigger."

"Yes, Mistress," she whispered, her tone dripping with shame as she got into the position instructed.

"Good girl," I said, as I caressed her fine black ass. "But now we have a new topic to address. You've been a very bad girl haven't you?"

"Not really."

"You've bullied more than a few girls... mostly white ones, or Asians or Latinas," I said.

"I guess," she said, and out of the blue, I slapped her ass. Hard!

"You guess?" I questioned.

"Please, no more," she begged.

"How about when you lied to your mother about me?" I asked, as I spanked her again. "You told her I was racist."



"And the way you're treating my Mom and me right now isn't racist?"

"Not at all," I rebutted. "Your mother loves the way I treat her, and she fully supports the way I'm treating you right now. Soon, you too will be thanking me."

There was a long pause while she processed what I'd just said. "Actually, that makes a lot of sense," she admitted. "I'm sorry I told her you were a racist," she apologized.

"Actually, I should thank you for that," I said, adding, "if it weren't for you being such a lying, conniving bitch, I would have never met your mother and..." I paused, not thinking she needed to know about her father being involved.

Another hard spank.

"I'll be a good obedient girl, I promise," she whined, clearly not good at relating to pain.

Just wanting to push her, and not make her ass burn red, I said, "So you'll do whatever I tell you?"

"Yes," she replied quickly.

I'm still unsure whether it was because her inner submissive was finally coming to the surface, or she just didn't want to get spanked anymore, but it didn't really matter, since I wanted to fuck her. I decided to push her submission even further as I ordered, "Back to your knees, slut."

"Yes, Mistress," she obeyed rather excitedly, finally getting into this discipline.

I stood up and informed her, "My asshole needs a good cleaning."

"Yes, Mistress," she obeyed, having lost that defiant edge, and accepting her new training.

I pulled my ass cheeks wide, and she dove right in, licking my puckered asshole... a major rush coursing through my entire body... another item on my fuck-it list checked off... although not in the way I'd ever imagined.



"How does my asshole taste?" I asked.

"Delicious," she said, not at all humiliated by this humiliating task.

"Good; you'll be doing a lot of asshole eating from now on."

"Yes, Mistress," she agreed, as her tongue probed my backdoor.

I enjoyed the tongue bath for a couple of minutes as I listened for Babygirl... but I couldn't hear anything, and I realized if she failed at controlling Becka, our secret could be outed.

I ordered, "Crawl over to the rug, I need to go check in on your mother and your friend. I assume Becka is a pussy muncher like you?"

LaCresha replied, "Having only eaten two pussies in my entire life including yours, I hardly qualify as a pussy muncher. But yes, Becka is a complete lesbian, who will eat any pussy she's offered."

"In your case, I think it's quality, not quantity of pussy munching, at least for now; you're a natural. And give you a little time, I'm certain you'll build up a very impressive track record. But do you think Becka is eating your mother right now?"

"Likely," she said, her face showing a little disgust at the notion.

"I'll be right back," I said.

I walked up the stairs, opened the door, and smiled as I saw Babygirl sitting on Becka's face. "Having fun?"



"I've wanted to sit on this pretty face for a while," Babygirl said, looking over her shoulder to me.

"Well, sit away, I'll be summoning you back soon."

"How's it going?" she asked.

"The women in your family now have something in common," I smiled. "You're both my nigger pets."

"Mmmmmmm," she smiled, "that's wonderful; please tell her I said so," as I closed the door and returned downstairs.

"Your mother wants you to know she thinks it's wonderful you're my nigger pet. Now stand up," I ordered, as I went back to LaCresha.

She obeyed, calling upstairs, "Thanks, Mom!"

"Let me feel those black titties you love to flaunt," I said, cupping them. "Nice."

"I knew you were a lesbian," she said, as I squeezed her firm, ripe young tits.



"I'm not a lesbian, slut," I said, pinching her nipples. "I like both cock and cunt."

"Okay, but I knew you were checking me out," she corrected herself.

"You're a sweet little submissive slut," I said. "Of course I checked you out."

"How long have you been fucking my Mom?"

"Only a couple of weeks," I said, before adding, "actually it began the same night after you sent your mother to rip a strip off of me."

"I never knew she was submissive," she said. "She's always such a pit bull."

"Pit bulls often make the best subs," I said, as I took her hand and led her closer to the window... enjoying the light. I then gently guided her back to her knees and added, "They just need a bit more training at first."

From her knees, she looked up at me and said, "I can't believe this is happening."

"That you're my new nigger slave?" I asked.

"That you even use that horrible word," she said.

"It most certainly is a horrible word in most situations, unless black people are the ones using it. Yet in this context, it makes your pussy leak, doesn't it?"

"Yes," she admitted, clearly confused why it would.



"Don't worry, LaCresha, I'll help you explore your submissive side, and perhaps even guide you in your journey as a Mistress."

"I can be both?" she asked, little surprised by that.

"I'm both," I shrugged, not mentioning my submissive side to women, I explained, "I'm what's called a switch. I'm dominant to bimbo sluts like you, but also submissive to a man such as my husband, who knows what a woman wants."

"You should meet my Dad," she said.

"Oh?" I asked, as I pointed to my feet.

"He has a very dominant personality," she explained, as she lowered herself to my nylon-clad toes.

"Lick my toes," I ordered, curious what else she might say about her father, but deciding not to push it, where I could possibly out myself about my relationship with him. Daddy could decide for himself how he wanted to deal with LaCresha's insertion into our various roles in this wild, kinky adventure.

"Yes, Mistress," she obeyed, as she added, "why do I mindlessly obey such demeaning tasks?"

"Because inside the façade of your dominant persona is someone who just wants to let go... to please others... to obey," I explained, which, of course, I was explaining from firsthand experience.

She lay flat on her stomach, lifted up a foot a bit, and licked the top of my toes as if they were a pussy.

"Good girl," I purred. "I think you're going to become a very good slave."

"A nigger slave?" she asked, now seeming to really enjoy that word.

"Yes, a submissive bimbo, cunt-licking, strap-on cock taking, nigger slave," I listed.

"Oh, God," she moaned at the litany of degrading words.

"You're beginning to love being called a nigger, aren't you?" I asked.



"Yes, and it's so wrong," she said, clearly confused by such an inappropriate word, with its history of brutal racism, turning her on.

"And yet you feel compelled to obey me, and your body tingles every time the word is used by either of us," I said.

"Yes. What's wrong with me?" she asked, as she licked each of my toes.

"Nothing at all," I explained, having corresponded with many women who were confused about some kinky fantasy or fetish that turned them on, or men who couldn't understand their desire to cross dress, to be cuckolded, or to suck a cock. "Every person you meet, from people your own age, to teachers and parents, to your grandparents, all have a second side to them... although most don't explore it."

"That's crazy to think."

"Could you have imagined your teacher dominating your mother?" I asked, as I offered her my other foot to service.

"Not in a million years."

"Or that a grandma may enjoy a cock in her ass?"

"Oh my God," she said. "I can't possibly imagine that."

"Trust me, every woman you know has a kink she'd like to explore, whether it's taking it in the ass, getting triple teamed, fucking a guy with a strap-on, giving or receiving golden showers, getting fisted, getting gangbanged, or even dominating an 18-year-old black bitch," I listed, refraining from adding the racial fetishes like taking a BBC...

"I guess you're right about that," she said, adding, "all my friends are kinky bitches."

"That kinkiness doesn't go away when you get older," I said, before adding, "although because of society's façade of social respectability, most people don't explore their kinks... which is really sad. You only live once."



"This is a lot to take in all at once."

"Yeah, enough sexual philosophy," I agreed, as I walked over and put on a strap-on. "Let's fuck your black box."

"Shit, I still can't believe how nasty you are, Mrs. Walker."

"Like I said, appearances are deceiving," I said, as I walked over to a wall and leaned against it. "How many kids in your senior class could possibly imagine me wearing a strap-on, or you being a submissive nigger slut willing to do anything her white teacher says, while I also happen to own your mother as a willing pet?"

"Not a soul," she said, crawling to me.

"I assume you suck Joey's cock?" I said, knowing she was dating one of the basketball stars.

"Sometimes," she said as she reached me.

"Then you probably know what you're doing. Get this cock nice and ready for that black cunt of yours," I said.

"You white people and the word cunt," she said, as she took it in her mouth.

"Right, your Dad says blacks never use that word," I said, and then realized my blunder.

She stopped with my cock halfway in her mouth. She backed off and asked, "My Dad? You know my Dad, and you've talked about cunts with him?"

"We've chatted," I said, trying to conceal my sudden nervousness, looking down at her.

"Then he must know about you and Mom?" she asked, trying to parse the truth behind my oops.

"Yeah," I nodded, not adding that he might be watching me fuck her right now, if he had the cameras turned on... which I assumed he did.

"And he's okay with it?" she asked.

Figuring I'd already let it slip, I added, "Yeah, so long as he gets some white pussy."

"Dad has fucked you?" she asked, even though by now it was obvious he had.

"Your mother and father can explain their sex life to you later," I said, cursing myself for letting so much slip. But it was undeniable that she'd walked on her mother eating my pussy. And once that cat was out of the bag, everything else was just details.

"Don't worry, I'll be asking," she said, as thankfully she let it go, and resumed sucking my cock.

"You look fucking hot with my cock in your mouth," I said, as she bobbed and I watched... giving myself a moment to enjoy this sexy interlude, and to revel that I had the arrogant LaCresha on her knees, willingly obeying me.



After a couple of minutes she was easily deep throating my entire cock... which was pretty impressive... and I just leaned back and enjoyed watching her on her knees willingly serving as my submissive slut.



Eventually I wanted to fuck her... who wouldn't?

So I ordered, "Go kneel on the rug there on all fours. It's time to fuck that nigger twat."

She smiled as she moved into position, "Twat. That's a new one."

Once she was in position, I moved behind her and slid inside her twat... pussy... cunt... vertical smile... whatever.

"Ohhhh," she moaned.

"Do you like getting fucked by your white teacher?"

"Yes," she moaned, as I slowly fucked her.



"Imagine getting bent over my desk at school and pounded there."

"Oh God, you're such a dirty teacher," she moaned as she began grinding her ass back to meet my strokes.

"If you want to do the work, go ahead and fuck yourself, bimbo," I ordered.

"Yes, Mistress," she said, moaning, "I've never let anyone call me names."



"But you're letting me, aren't you, slut-muffin?" I watched as she began to fuck herself on my cock.

"Yes," she admitted.

"Because you're my nigger bimbo cunt-licking, cock-taking slave," I listed.

"Yes," she moaned, her body noticeably trembling as I called her those names.

"It turns you on to accept you're just another black pet for a white woman, doesn't it?"

"Yes," she moaned, although I could tell she was frustrated about that truth.

"Don't worry," I said. "You can still be the strong black girl you are at school, and among your friends. I won't out you to anyone that you're my nigger slut. Except to your mother and Becka of course, since they can't help knowing already."

"Thank you," she moaned, as she bounced back faster and harder on my cock.

"But that pretty mouth, this wet cunt, and your tight black asshole, are all mine to use whenever I want to," I said, as I roughly pushed her to the rug and resumed control of the fucking.

"Oh my God yes, fuck your nigger, fuck your slutty bitch slave," she begged, as she obviously got aroused by being dominated... maybe she was even more of a submissive than she knew.

I put my hand on her head, and fucked her like the lustful little slut I'd awakened her into.

"Oh yes, I'll be pounding this pussy regularly," I said, as I slammed into her.

"Oh yes, do, give it to me," she moaned, getting off on the rough treatment.



"You like it rough, slut?"

"Yes, I love it," she said, moaning louder. "Just use me."

I drilled her for a couple more minutes before I pulled out, and trying to be like Daddy, and knowing LaCresha would be very flexible, I pulled her into a weird vertical position and buried my face in her excessively wet pussy.



"Oh yes, Mistress, eat my nigger pussy," she moaned, as I lapped up her sweet taste that had been evoked by my rough fucking.

"You taste damn good," I said, recalling I was doing some research for my writing, and concluding that blood relatives do indeed have similar tasting pussies.

"So I've been told," she moaned.



"And you're so fucking wet," I said.

"You've made me into a drenched whore," she moaned, as my tongue explored her pussy... temptingly teasing her, but not exerting enough pressure to get her off. She was my sexual yoyo, and I was going to play with her for a while yet.

"Oh, we're just getting started," I hinted, as I moved my tongue to her asshole. "There is still one more hole of yours to explore."

"Oh, God," she moaned, as I bathed her asshole with wetness.

"Want your asshole fucked?" I asked.

"Shit, you're a real nasty bitch," she said.

"Oh, you're the one about to get the stick that's usually up your ass replaced with a dick," I said, as I lowered her back to the floor, and after going and getting a drink of water, realizing this was a better workout than at any gym, I moved behind her and asked, "Ready to become my nigger ass slut?"

"Yes, Mistress," she said, offering me her amazing black ass. "Slam that cock in my nigger asshole."

"Fuck, you're a nasty nigger," I said approvingly, as I positioned my cock at her puckered asshole.

"Just slam it in," she said. "Zeke pounds it all the time, and he's got ten inches."

"Does he really?" I asked, as I pondered what his black cock would feel like, and not having known she was dating one of our basketball stars.

"Yep. I didn't believe him, so we measured it. He'd fuck the shit out of you."

"I didn't know you two were dating."

"We're not. Just fucking."

"I see," I said, as I slid my cock into her ass. And she was right, it put up hardly any resistance.



"Oh yes," she moaned.

"You look so hot with my dick in your ass," I said, as it disappeared into her black booty.

"Oh fuck, slide that big dick up my shit hole," she moaned, getting nasty, just like I knew she would.



Then over the course of a few minutes, I ass fucked her, or soon she was ass fucking herself, as she rode my cock for a few minutes... really bouncing on it, and taking it as deep as it could humanly go.



Even showing off her cheerleader flexibility:



Yet, I still didn't let her come.

I got out of my harness, and ordered her onto her back, where I sat on her face.



After a minute, I wanted to look down and watch her eat my pussy, so I repositioned myself.





"I love your cunt, Mistress," she said, lapping away hungrily.

"Cunt, black girl?" I smiled, as I grabbed her arms and looked down at her.

"You're a bad influence on me," she smiled.

"I have that ability," I smiled, as I began to grind my pussy on her face... my orgasm rising.



After three or four minutes I was about to cum, and I ordered, loving watching her hungrily looking up at me as she lapped away, keeping her eyes open, which was rare in my experience, "Suck that cunt, slut, I want you to drink all my cum."

"Mmmmmmm," she moaned, as she attached her lips to my pussy like a suction cup, and drank all the cum that flooded into her mouth just a few seconds later.



"Yessssssss!" I moaned, "you're going to make an excellent teacher's pet."

Once my orgasm was done, I got off her and asked, "Ready to make your pet into my pet? She can still be your pet, but I want to use her as well. Maybe sometimes we can share her."

"Sounds good to me, but I can't imagine what she's thinking," she said. Then added, "Is my Mom really using her?"

"She was sitting on her face when I last checked," I said.

"That's just unreal," LaCresha said, shaking her head.

"Your mother is a sexual being, just like you are," I pointed out. "Actually, she's a sexual juggernaut with a ferocious appetite."

"That's kind of cool, and yet gross," she said, as I stood up and stretched.

"So, do you have a few pets?" I asked.

"Yeah," she nodded.

"Cool," I said, considering asking who they were, but figuring I should get Babygirl and Becka down here. "Come here and lick me slowly."

"You're insatiable," she said, as she crawled to me and began licking again.

I called out, "Babygirl and Becka, come down here."

LaCresha asked, "You're not going to let my mother see me like this?"

"Actually, that's exactly what I'm going to do," I said. "Keep licking until I tell you to stop."

Babygirl and Becka came downstairs, and Becka gasped, not having seen me earlier, and she'd had a pussy covering her face when I checked in on them, "Mrs. Walker? Is that you?"



"Yes, it is I. Knees, Becka," I ordered.

"No way," Becka said, not in disobedience but disbelief, as she obeyed.

"Ready to become my submissive teenage pet?" I asked.

"Fuck, yeah," she said, crawling to me.

Babygirl's phone rang, "It's Chris." I realized she wouldn't normally call him Daddy around her daughter or LaCresha's friends. Although going forward, who knew?

"Go answer it, slut," I ordered, letting Becka know who was at the top of this hierarchy.

"Yes, Mistress," Babygirl said, confirming her status.

"So, let's train you two black sluts," I said, as I looked at Becka in her fishnets... I hate fishnets... they aren't silky sheer or sexy... just slutty.

"Yes, Mistress," LaCresha said. "My nigger slut will do anything you tell her to, won't you?"

"Yes," Becka said, her tone clearly expressing 'is this really happening?'

"On all fours, Becka," I ordered.

"Yes, Mrs. Walker," she obeyed.

"It's Mistress," LaCresha corrected.

"Sorry; yes, Mistress," she said.

"LaCresha, climb on top of Becka and lie on her back," I ordered.

"Interesting," she said, as I helped her get into position, as I had a wicked idea.

"Ever been fisted?" I asked.

"Oh my," LaCresha said, looking up at me.

"Fisted?" Becka asked.

"Shut up, slut," LaCresha ordered. "You just had sex with my Mom."

"I had no...."

"I said to fucking shut up," LaCresha snapped.

I moved my fists to both of their black cunts and said, "Ready to be fist fucked, sluts?"

"Yes, Mistress," LaCresha said and then added, "Answer her, you dumb fucking bitch."

"Yes, Mistress," Becka quickly added, clearly unsure of when to talk and when not to.

"Good sluts," I purred, as I rubbed my fingers in and out of each girl's pussy.

"Just shove your fists in our nigger cunts, Mistress," LaCresha moaned.

"Yes, Mistress, fist fuck me," Becka added.

"Did I fucking say you could speak?" LaCresha roared.

Becka was speechless.

"Did I?"

"No ma'am."

"Only speak if you're asked a question, is that clear?"

"Yes."

"I'm so sorry, she fucking needs some serious training," LaCresha sighed.

"She'll understand her place soon," I said, as I pushed both of my hands into their wet pussies.

"Oooooooooh," LaCresha moaned, as my fist slid inside her pussy.

"Oh, God," Becka gasped, as my fist filled her as well.

"Fist fuck us, Mistress," LaCresha moaned.

"I'm doing so," I smiled, as I slowly moved my arms in and out.

"Oh fuck, I'm so full," LaCresha moaned.





"Holy shit," Babygirl said as she returned.

"How is your husband?" I asked, curious to know how he wanted to play this.

"He said I can stay here as long as I want."

"Good," I nodded. "Get your strap-on back on."

"Okay," she said, giving me a look, and then a pointed one to her daughter.

Understanding, I nodded and mouthed, 'Just Becka.'

She grabbed her strap-on, and wanting to let all three of them understand who was in charge, I ordered, once Babygirl had her strap-on on too, "All three of you onto all fours next to each other."

"Yes, Mistress," all three said almost in perfect unison, as I assisted LaCresha off of Becka.

Soon all three were adjacent to each other and I said, "Time for some anal training," as I admired all three of these amazing black asses bent over, just for me.

"Fuck my ass first," LaCresha said.

"Oh, you'll get your turn, but I think I'll begin with your mother," I said, as I went behind her.

"Oh yes, Mistress, show my daughter and her bitch what kind of ass slut I am for you," Babygirl said, glancing at her daughter.

I moved behind Babygirl and slid into her asshole.

"Oh yes, fuck my black shithole," Babygirl moaned.

.



Ten deep slow strokes, and I advanced to LaCresha.

"Give me that cock up my ass in front of my slut mother," LaCresha said, as I moved my cock to her asshole.

"Respect your mother, you dumb slut," I scolded, spanking her ass with my cock.

"Yes, Mistress," LaCresha apologized. "I'm sorry, Mom."



Ten slow strokes later, and I progressed to the still clearly bewildered Becka, and slid into her ass as LaCresha said, "Drill my slut's asshole."



Ten hard strokes in Babygirl.

Ten hard strokes in LaCresha.



Ten hard strokes in Becka.



Then fifteen strokes in each of them.



I then ordered, "Babygirl, ass fuck your new plaything."

"Yes, Mistress," Babygirl said, pulling Becka up and leading her to the wall.

"Your mother is like a chameleon, able to shift from submissive to dominant and back again with a mere thought," I explained to LaCresha, as Babygirl roughly slid her cock into her newest pet.

"It's crazy to see," she replied, as she watched from her knees.

"It's also pretty fucking hot," I added, as Babygirl pounded Becka, placing her hands over the girl's mouth.

"You want to be a dirty slut for my daughter, you'll be a dirty slut for me," Babygirl asserted, really drilling Becka's asshole.

"Whatever you say, Mistress," Becka agreed with a loud moan.



"She's my mother; I shouldn't find this hot," LaCresha said, her eyes glued to the scene of her mother ass fucking her friend.

"But?" I asked.

"But I can't take my eyes off of her."

"She is a beautiful sight," I agreed, as we just watched for a couple of minutes.

Then Babygirl and I simply fucked our respective teenage sluts.



We had them fuck themselves to orgasm on our rods.



We finished the lengthy marathon session that had begun with my principal and ended with two teenagers, by sitting on their faces for one final orgasm each.





As they licked, I said, "So I think in spite of our intentions, your daughter knows about us."

"I think she may."

"She has the same nasty tongue as you do," I said.

"Like mother, like daughter," she moaned.

"Do you mind if I use her at school whenever I need a face to sit on?"

"Be my guest," Babygirl said. "Do you mind if I use this sexy new slut whenever I need a quick orgasm?"

"You're the one who turned her; she's all yours," I said. "If I want to use her, I think I should ask your permission."

"Thank you, Mistress," Babygirl said, as we both quit talking to get ourselves off.

"Faster, slut," I ordered.

"Get that tongue up my pussy," Babygirl ordered.

"Yes, Mistress," they both replied between licks, before we both eventually came a couple minutes later.



Afterwards, we lay on the floor and LaCresha said, now looking at Becka, "Sorry for being such a bitch."

"No worries, this has been crazy."

"What happens when your faces are in our cunts or our cocks are in your holes, stays with your faces in our cunts and our cocks in your holes," I stressed, not sure my revision of the Vegas slogan came out the way I'd thought it would.

"I won't tell a soul," Becka said.

"Me neither," LaCresha said, before adding, "no one would believe it anyway."

I smiled at Babygirl, "So the girls weren't part of the original task, were they?"

"No not at all."

"Serendipity," I shrugged.
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Summary: A tattoo, a golden shower, and an epic gangbang.

WARNING: This is a racially themed story that was requested and critiqued by TX and Babygirl (a real life Black couple) who enjoy racially charged stories. They, like I and my editorial staff, believe strongly in the BLACK LIVES MATTER movement and its importance in achieving true equality in the world. I considered not releasing this series and keeping it private for TX, Babygirl and myself, perhaps one or two others, but in the end I decided that hopefully most readers will realize it is fiction, and during the course of the story, it celebrates (instead of demeans) the beauty of the black body, as well as of the white body (and other races that pop up throughout the story).

With that said, this is a fictional story that uses the taboo 'N' word in erotically charged situations directed towards submissively charged black and white women. If this offends you, please do not read further. This story was not written to offend, but to create an authentic fantasy for TX and Babygirl, and in turn, for myself and any like-minded readers.

I hope you read this for what it is: a celebration of submission in all its diverse forms.
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.....

.....

Note 1: Thanks to the real TX and Babygirl for requesting this story, and for coming up with many of the ideas.

Note 2: This is part eleven of a series (the next part is already written).

Part 1: Best of Both Worlds: A Surprise: introduces many Jasmine fantasies, and sets up the upcoming plots, as she unexpectedly bumps into a fan, which leads to a wild night at a remote cabin with a submissive black woman.

Part 2: Best of Both Worlds: Black Slave: where Jasmine explores her newfound dominant side as she fucks her new black submissive.

Part 3: Best of Both Worlds: Butt Pounding: where Jasmine fucks Babygirl's ass, and then submissively gets her own ass pounded by Babygirl, as Babygirl's husband interrupts them by phone and takes control of both women remotely.

Part 4: Best of Both Worlds: Classroom BBC: where Jasmine floats the idea of a foursome with a black couple to her husband, with intriguing possibilities. She is then shocked when Daddy shows up in her classroom at lunch, locks the door, and uses her as the white slut she is.

Part 5: Best of Both Worlds: DP'd by BBC: where Jasmine and her husband roleplay her being fucked by black cock, which encourages Jasmine as to the possibility that her husband would be okay with her secret chocolate rendezvous. Jasmine then goes to their house and takes part in a wild threesome, including the first BBC in her ass, her first chocolate cream pie, and of course, her first double penetration (although one of the cocks is a strap-on).

Part 6: Best of Both Worlds: Foursome: where Jasmine, with the help of Babygirl and Daddy, reveals to her husband her secret author past, her recent indiscretions, and convinces him to take part in a wife swapping foursome.

Part 7: Best of Both Worlds: Gloryhole: where Jasmine is annoyed after her husband is sent off to work in Alaska for two weeks, and ends up at a gloryhole affiliated with the infamous THE PIT bar, where she enjoys not 1, or 2 or 3 but 9 BBCs.

Part 8: Best of Both Worlds: Hot Tasks 1-3: where Jasmine is made to masturbate in class, take a bukkake at a black sex club, do a cum walk to a coffee shop still wearing said cum, and go to a female stranger's home for a night of extensive, sensual pantyhose play.

Part 9: Best of Both Worlds: Hot Tasks 4-6: where Jasmine sucks Daddy's cock in public, gets a surprise visit from a current cheerleader in her school, and ends up at a black frat house three driving hours away, for a wicked night of fun.

Part 10: Best of Both Worlds: Host Tasks 7-9: where Jasmine masturbates at church while fantasizing a secret sex dungeon underneath the church, goes for a massage with an excellent happy ending (the masseuse is a shemale), and a marathon session where she explores her Mistress skills, first with Babygirl and a surprise guest (her school's principal), and later on, two surprise arrivals in Babygirl's daughter LaCresha and her submissive friend Becka.

And now, Best of Both Worlds: Hot Tasks 10-12



Wednesday: Task 10

I got up, and as usual immediately checked my email for the next task.

Dumb Slut Jasmine

Although last night may have worked out okay, and I imagine you really enjoyed dominating my daughter and making her your slut... your decision has compromised everything Babygirl and I have been trying to achieve.

I understand you were facing a predicament not of your doing, but I had made it clear my daughter was off limits, and now she is pussy deep into you.

Your task today will be a constant reminder of the fact I am in charge, and your white mouth, pussy and ass are all mine.

You will go to a friend of mine's after school, at an address I will send you late in the day. You will pay in advance for his work by offering your three slut holes to him, and then allow him to do what I will be instructing him to do.

This will be, in many ways, a test to see how obedient you are, and to get back into my good graces after you actually... not fantasy... ass fucked my baby girl.

OBEY completely, and you may get Daddy's dick back in your white fuck holes.

DADDY

I sighed.

I'd known he might get angry at what had transpired.

But after watching us in action via the cabin's hidden cameras, he allowed us to continue... me with his daughter LaCresha, and Babygirl with his daughter's friend Becka, when he phoned Babygirl and gave specific permission for our wicked lesbian foursome to proceed.

I responded:

Daddy,

I'm so sorry. I really had no idea what to do when LaCresha walked in on Babygirl and me. My head was spinning with what to do, my instincts took over, and I did what I ended up doing.

I'm truly sorry, and I regret what happened, but I really didn't know what else to do.

I'm super sorry she now knows all about Babygirl and me, and may have surmised even more.

I will certainly accept whatever punishment you have decided is suitable for me to endure.

Your obedient, dumb, white slut.

JASMINE

After I sent my reply, I realized he'd sent a second email. I assumed it would be a picture of Babygirl, hinting at what was to happen tonight, but it wasn't. It was just an ominous PS.

PS: You owe me a daughter pet!!!

Oh, fuck.

Since I had used his daughter, had dominated her, ass fucked her, and turned her into my submissive pet, he was making it clear he expected me to allow him to do the same to my own daughter. The silver lining, if it even was one, was that going forward LaCresha would remain my pet, but at the same time, he was giving me a powerful object lesson about how he felt about what I'd done. What he proposed was heartbreakingly unthinkable while at the same time precisely equivalent to what I had done to his own daughter, and I was totally helpless to do anything to prevent it!

Shit!

Shit!

Shit!

I was originally terrified when I'd started down this road with Daddy and Babygirl about how my husband would react when he learned all my secrets (for I was dead set on filling him in), and thankfully he was okay with my infidelity and the perks that went with it for him (read Part 6 of this series: Foursome, to see how that turned out), but allowing my daughter not only to learn about my erotic writing, but also about my nasty slut sex life, was bad enough, and yet something I figured I'd have to do one day... but giving her to Daddy as a pet wasn't something I was sure I could force myself to do.

Although perhaps, like I did and still do, she would love Daddy's big black cock... I wished I'd been given a similar opportunity back when I was eighteen... yet she had never given me any real inkling of her sexuality. She'd never had a boyfriend, and I even wondered if she might be a lesbian.

I sighed.

Realizing I was running late, I showered, got dressed and headed to work... my mind spinning with the unintended consequences of my actions.

The morning went by as it usually does... uneventfully... but as soon as lunchtime began, LaCresha walked into my classroom, closed my door and said, "Hungry."

"Not here," I said firmly, her father's email still very much playing havoc in my head.

"Doing this in the hallway would place us in front of a rather large audience," she pointed out ironically, as she walked up to me in a sultry, sexy, pussy-tingling fashion.

"LaCresha, what happened yesterday was a mistake," I clarified.

"Oh, it was a lot of things," she said, her typical confidence now returned, "but a mistake definitely wasn't one of them."

Wanting to delay this pursuit of our new sexual relationship, even though she was dressed in a sexy, slutty outfit that had my pussy burning, I stressed, "We will not do this here."

"You're dining on chocolate for lunch," she insisted, as she pushed me against a student's desk. "I've been anticipating doing this all fucking morning."

"LaCresha, no," I said sternly, even though it didn't come out sounding as stern as it should.

"Look, you caught me off guard yesterday, and you had your fun treating me like your cheap nigger slave," she said. "But that was yesterday. Starting now, the hierarchy is flipped. You've become my nigger-loving, cunt-munching, teacher pet."

"LaCresha, no," I repeated weakly, even though I'd fantasized hearing her say what she was dictating for quite some time.

"I'm not asking, you dumb white slut," she said, roughly shoving me down to the floor, "I'm telling you."

"LaCresha," I gasped, shocked by this sudden turn of power and the leaks coming out of my pussy. I'd fantasized this exact same moment many, many times... including with many, many girls: nerds, cheerleaders, geeks, interns, fellow teachers, etc.

"Dumb nigger-loving slut," she said, as she raised her skirt and shoved her commando pussy in my face. "Eat!"

Her hand in the back of my head, her intoxicating aroma swarming my senses, her dominant behavior, my natural submissiveness, added to her sweet wetness, made me unable to do anything but obey her. I began licking.

"Good slut," she moaned, encouraging my submission the same way I'd encouraged hers yesterday, as her hand controlled me from the back of my head.



The moment her tantalizing taste hit my taste buds, I began licking faster, my hunger and psychological need to obey and to please her taking complete control. I was no longer the teacher, I was her pet. I was no longer occupying my classroom, but my universe was between her legs.

"This is how our hierarchy is supposed to be," she intoned as I licked. "White bitches service black goddesses. Isn't that right, nigger lover?"

She pulled my head away from her amazing pussy and looked down at me, expecting an answer.

I couldn't deny her logic... it was the premise of 95% of my interracial stories (Deconstructing the Professor, and BBBW Domination being the rare exceptions... as well as many of the scenes in this lengthy pictorial novella).

I also couldn't deny the natural inclination towards complete submission I felt at this moment... exactly how I imagined a sub would feel when I wrote scenes pretty much identical to this one, in so many of my lesbian stories.

I couldn't deny the insatiable lust I felt to dive back into licking her pussy.

I couldn't deny that all I wanted at this moment was to please her.

I responded, casting away all the power I'd earned last night, by saying the simple words, "Yes, Mistress LaCresha, I'm a dumb white slut for nigger pussy."

"And for nigger cock?" she added, her facial expression and tone making it clear she knew more than she should.

"H-h-how could you know to ask that question?" I stammered, wondering if she knew I was a complete submissive to her father.

"My father and I had a very lengthy conversation last night," she said. "I know everything."

"Everything? Such as?"

"Well, I imagine there are many sordid escapades I don't know about, but I know that you're silkstockingslover, which by the way is so fucking hot; I've even read a few of your stories, and they were hot enough to get me off, so I highly approve. I also know you've written stories for my parents, and I know you're only one of apparently many of my Dad's white sluts."

"He told you all that?" I asked, a little surprised to hear this, after the emails he sent me this morning.

"He did," she nodded, "you slipped up last night, and the more I thought about it, the more it became obvious. So I took him aside and started asking pointed questions."

"Oh," I said, knowing exactly when that had happened. It was when I'd mentioned her father had told me black people rarely use the word 'slut'. When would such a point ever come up in a nonsexual encounter?

"Don't worry, your secret is safe with me," she said, "so long as you're my obedient white slut."

"Your father sent me an email this morning making it clear he wasn't at all happy about what happened last night," I said.

"Aren't you supposed to call him Daddy?" she asked.

"Yes, sorry; Daddy made it clear he was unhappy about what happened between us last night," I clarified.

"I don't care," she shrugged. "If he can have white sluts to fuck, then I can have white sluts to use."

"So he doesn't know what you're doing right..." I began to ask, when she grabbed my head and pushed it back into her wetness.

"No, he doesn't know what I'm doing with you right now," she said, as I mindlessly resumed licking, as that was my natural reaction to her dominant persona, while deciding I'd need to deal with this new predicament later.



As I licked, she continued, "I'm sure he'll find out soon... you'll probably tell him yourself... but I still don't care. He can fuck you all he wants, but I'm going to use you whenever I want, too."

That assertion concerned me, as I knew how stubborn they both were deep down, and I could easily foresee a major confrontation between Daddy and his daughter, but that was completely out of my hands, even if I was the one who'd accidentally triggered it... well, myself and some wicked serendipity from the sexual Goddess above.

So I just did what I did best.

I lapped.

I probed.

I licked.

I sucked on her clit.

She moaned and said, as she spun around, and spun me around for reasons I couldn't explain, "You're as good as I imagined you'd be, you hungry little white slut."

I moaned, "Your pussy is amazing," letting her know I appreciated the compliment, as left-handed as it was.

"Don't worry, I'll give you many opportunities to dine on it," she said as she draped her right leg over my shoulder and guided my face back into her pussy.

"I know you will," I said, as I began really attacking her pink wet pussy, since it was clear she was close, and I knew the hierarchy had changed today... and I was back on the bottom where I was supposed to be.



"Don't you dare stop, nigger loving slave," she moaned, her hands on both sides of my head holding me deep in her wetness. I had no intention of stopping, wanting to taste her full flood. I sucked, licked, and wiggled my tongue until she warned, "Here comes lunch, my teacher pet," before she let out a loud moan, and my entire face was soaked with her orgasmic flood.



I hungrily lapped up the delicious lunch, way better than the baloney sandwich I'd brought for lunch.

She let go of my head and said, "You'll be doing that a lot, slut."

From my knees I replied, even as I wondered what Daddy was going to think, as there was no way I could possibly keep this from him, "Yes, Mistress."

"Good girl," she said, as she turned and walked out the door.

I got up and hurried to my desk, wondering if my make-up was okay.

I collapsed at my desk, pondering how I was going to relate to this situation.

I looked in my compact mirror and found my make-up still looked fine. I then texted Daddy: LaCresha has made me HER pet. We need to talk!

He didn't respond, and my pussy on fire, I decided to see if my principal would honour the promises she'd made last night.

I walked into her office and she wasn't there, but her secretary told me she was in the boardroom.

I went to the boardroom, closed the door behind me, and she smiled, "That was quick."

"Hungry?" I asked.

"Well, I haven't had lunch yet," she smiled.

"Get on the table," I said.

"I still can't believe you have this side to you," she said, obeying me without the least bit of fuss or bother.

"Oh, I'm an enigma, all right," I smiled, as I climbed onto the table and straddled her face, getting out of my dress. "Now please hurry up, we don't have a lot of time."

She hungrily licked me, as I smiled at the surprising perks I was receiving from meeting Daddy and Babygirl. I had my own personal pussy pleaser at school... and who she was, no one would believe.



I came on her face after a few minutes of licking, before getting off of her and adding, "This may become a regular lunchtime meeting."

"Keep bringing me fresh homemade meals, and I'll munch them right down," she smiled, as she got off the table.

"Oh, they're always fresh," I said, before heading back to my classroom feeling refreshed.

Daddy didn't respond before my next class began... the class LaCresha was in. She didn't say anything... But her smug smile spoke volumes, and she slipped her feet in and out of her shoes all during class, obviously knowing my weakness for nylons and even more so for nylon-clad feet.

My phone buzzed during the last class of the day with a simple message: I will deal with LaCresha. You just follow the instructions I've already given you.

I replied, feeling some comfort as I could read the confidence in his response and was confident he would indeed deal with her: Yes, Daddy! Thank you!

He sent me the address, and after school was done, I drove there.



I was surprised to discover it was a doctor's office. That didn't make much sense. I went to text Daddy, and saw he'd texted me while I was driving. Ask for Dr. Black.

I texted back: Okay.

I walked in and approached the very pretty secretary, "I have an appointment to see Dr. Black."

"Please fill out these forms," she said, barely looking up at me.

I wasn't sure why I was here, or if I really needed to fill out any forms, I assumed I was here just to suck some cock, and/or get fucked, but I filled them out anyway. They were about my medical history and which medications I was taking.

I handed them in, and a minute later she sent me to an office.

"So you're Jasmine," a young black man said, as he stood up from his desk and walked around to greet me.

"Last time I checked," I joked.

"It's a pleasure to meet you," he chuckled at my quick wit.

"The pleasure is all mine," I smiled, assuming I'd soon have his dick in at least one of my holes.

"So, Chris tells me you're paying first, and then receiving his special gift," he said.

"Yes, apparently that's the plan," I nodded.

"You're very pretty," he said.

"Thanks," I smiled, moving my hand to his crotch. "You're very handso.... Oh my God!"

"I get that reaction a lot," he chuckled, as I was feeling what had to be twelve inches of cock.

"Is this real?" I asked, in complete awe.

"Check for yourself," he said, as I quickly shucked him of his pants and tossed them aside.

"Holy fuck!" I gasped, as I took the biggest cock I'd ever seen in my hand.



"White women love it,' he said.

'I imagine every woman on the planet would love it," I said, in awe of his black, majestic, foot-long python. I added, "And many guys, too."



"Yeah," he chuckled. "A lot of white cock suckers have worshipped this cock."

"Worship is an excellent word for what I plan to do with it," I said, still completely captivated by this monumental cock, that seemed so out of place attached to this somewhat nerdish doctor.



"Take your time," he said. "You're my final appointment for the day."

"Good," I said, as I moved down to his balls. "I think I may be down here for a while."

I licked his balls... bathing them with my free-flowing saliva.





I sucked on his balls... for a couple of minutes... sucking each ball into my mouth... while stroking his humongous cock.



"Come over here," he said, as he got off the desk and leaned against the wall.

"You're making me work for that black monster," I smiled, as I crawled the few feet to his completely erect cannon, which was aimed directly at me.

"I just want to lean against the wall and watch you," he said.

I took it in my mouth and began slowly bobbing.

"Oh yeah," he groaned.

I continued bobbing, taking a little more and more of it into my mouth, wondering if I could get all twelve inches in my mouth. I'd taken ten inches with relative ease after some practice, but an extra two inches seemed like a lot.

Eventually I was taking ten inches in my mouth and he was moaning, as his hand planted itself on the back of my head, "Such a great mouth."



After another minute I had almost the entire cock in my mouth, mostly down my throat.



"Shit, Jasmine, you're a natural," he moaned, just as I managed to deep throat his entire foot-long fuck stick.

After a moment I gagged and backed off, saliva running down my chin, "Such an amazing cock."

"Thanks, sexy," he said, as he pulled me up and guided me back to the desk.

"Oh, yes, slide that monster black cock in my pussy," I said, dying to feel twelve inches inside of me.

As he slid inside me, I moaned, "Ooooooooooooh."



"So fucking big," I moaned, as the entire twelve-inch cock filled my pussy and reached depths never before explored by man or toy.



After a minute or so of slow fucking, making my pussy burn with desire, I moaned, "Fuck me hard with that BBC."

"Such a tight pussy," he groaned, as he obliged me and picked up the pace.

"Oh, yes," I moaned.



"You like it hard?" he asked after a couple dozen strokes.

"Oh yes," I moaned, moving my other hand to the desk for more balance. "Drill my pussy, pound me with every inch of that massive black stick!"



After a couple more minutes he pulled out, bent me way over, and licked my pussy.

"Oh shit yes, lick my cunt," I moaned, my orgasm very close to erupting.



After just a minute or so of his licking, I had to have his cock back inside me. I said, "Go sit down. I want to ride that heavenly black dick."

He went to the couch, sat down, and like the geek he kind of was, he called out softly, "All aboard."

I laughed as I walked over to him, his cock just so fucking huge, straddled him and added, "I hope it's a bumpy ride, Mr. Conductor."



"Oh fuck," I moaned, as I lowered myself onto his massive fuck stick.



"Oh yes, ride my cock," he groaned, so polite compared to most of the guys I'd been fucking recently .

"It goes so fucking deep," I moaned, as I began really riding the huge cock, my orgasm climbing quickly.

"Come all over my dick, Jasmine," he said, noticing my increased moans after a couple minutes of bouncing on his glorious cock.

"Oh God, I'm going to come so fucking hard," I moaned, my orgasm imminent.

"Take it all," he moaned, as I took the entire cock completely inside me.

"Oh fuck, yes, fuck, fuck, fuck!" I moaned, as my orgasm erupted.



Once my orgasm was over, I lay on the couch and sucked my cunt cum off of his big, fat, long dick.



And then he fucked me again in a couple more positions.





Before saying, "Ride me again, Jasmine, you look so hot bouncing on my cock."

"It goes so fucking deep inside me this way," I purred, as he sat down on the edge of the couch, and I straddled him again.

"Most women can't take it all the way in that position," he said, as I lowered myself onto his foot-long sausage.

"I'm not most women," I pointed out with a moan, as I was once again riding twelve inches of hard black steel.

"So I see," he groaned.



I bounced on his cock as if he was my own pleasure trampoline, to a second orgasm.





Once my next orgasm was done a couple minutes later, as I leaned back on him, trembling slightly, I said, "I want that load inside those big black balls of yours."

I got off, and he moved more into the center of the couch, and I dropped before him to lick my wetness off of his never-ending shaft.





"This the most amazing cock I've ever seen," I said before I took it in my mouth again.

"Thanks," he moaned, as I began bobbing.



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

I backed off and asked, as I stroked his cock, "Where do you want to shoot this load?"

"On your pretty face," he said, as I furiously stroked his pulsing cock, and was indeed rewarded with a massive load all over my face.





After a minute he said, "So now for today's gift from your Daddy."

"Oh, I think I've already received a pretty big gift from Daddy," I smile, scooping some cum off my face and slurping it into my mouth.

He chuckled, "Okay, but that gift was supposed to be for me."

"Well, I think we both received a great gift, then," I said, taking his cock back in my mouth.

"Shit, you're insatiable," he said, as he gently pushed my head away.

"I'll take that massive cock in any of my holes anytime."

"Good to know," he said, before adding, "But for now, please remove your dress."

"I need to go the washroom first, if that's okay," I said, having to pee.

"Sure, go ahead," he said. "I need to get dressed, anyway."

"And I have to get undressed?"

"You don't absolutely have to, it will just make the procedure easier," he said, as I still had no idea what was about to happen.

"Okay," I said, as I went into a bathroom attached to his office. I washed the cum off my face as well before returning to him, and he led me into another room.

"Oh my," I said, as I realized what my gift was... something I'd never liked... Daddy was expecting me to get a tattoo. I don't object to them on other people, although I'd hit the roof if my daughter Carolyn came home with one, but for myself I'd always said, 'No way.'

"I see you don't have any," he said.

"I don't like needles or tattoos," I said.

"I understand," he nodded. "I don't have any either."

"This is what Daddy is expecting me to receive today?"

"He chose the location and the design," he said and added, "And he ordered me to tell you this is a reminder or who's really in charge."

"Oh," I said, curious what the tattoo was going to be, and where it would go.

"I'm supposed to add that your husband knows you're getting this tattoo, and what it is," he added.

"Interesting," I said, more to myself than the doctor, since David disliked tattoos as much as I did.

"It's not going to be where anyone can see, is it?"

"Not in normal circumstances, no," he said, as he patted an easy chair for me to sit in.

"Good," I sighed, before asking tentatively, "May I ask what it is?"

"Actually, Chris instructed me to blindfold you so it will be a complete surprise... after it's a done deal."

"Oh."

"He also said you'd recognize it instantly once it's done," he added, as he picked up a red blindfold.

"Shit," I sighed.

"You don't have to do this."

"Yes, I do," I said.

"May I remove your dress?"

"Sure," as I assumed it was going somewhere around my tits.

It wasn't.

Once the blindfold was on...

The pain started.

Not near my tits.

Or anywhere on my belly.

But just a couple inches above my pussy.

As he needled in the ink, I realized my submissive relationship with Daddy was at this very moment becoming permanent in a way I couldn't have predicted.

I closed my eyes beneath the blindfold and tried to relax, wondering what it could possibly look like.

An hour later, which seemed like two eternities, he announced, "Done."

"May I look now?"

"Sure."

I took off the blindfold, having come to terms with getting my first tattoo, and having it in a place no dignified woman would ever have one, looked down at it and gasped... I should have known!

"Let's go back into my office," he said. "Chris wants me to take a picture and send it to him and your husband now it's done."

"Okay," I said, shaking my head... how could I not have figured out this is what it had to be? In retrospect it was obvious... and was even a tattoo I could accept... I hoped my husband could... which he should, since apparently he'd already approved of it without checking in with me.

I went to the couch, sat on the floor for some reason instead of the couch, and feeling naughty, with a symbol of slut submission forever inked into my body, I spread my legs.



"Look up for your Daddy and hubby," he said.

I did.



"Perfect," he said.

"I can't believe I have a Queen of Spades tattoo above my pussy," I said, looking down at it.

"It looks pretty hot," he said, and added, "Make sure to put a lot of cream on it for the next couple of days."

"Makes sense," I said, before adding slyly, "maybe you have some cream you could put on it right now?"

"Shit, I'd love to," he said. "But I have to get home."

"Sure, right, sorry," I said, sounding like a pathetic slut.

He added, "I have to replace the babysitter."

"Of course," I said, grabbing my dress.

"But I hope we can do this again," he said.

"Definitely," I nodded. "But maybe without a tattoo next time."

I got home and found an email from Daddy.

Pet Jasmine

I hope you enjoyed the foot-long cock... did you take it in your ass?

I have spoken with LaCresha, and she will leave you alone until further notice. But neither is she any longer your pet.

There will be no task tomorrow for you, so your pubic area can recover from the tattoo.

Then you will have a couple of final tasks to perform before David returns home.

Daddy

PS: The tattoo looks great.

PPS: Saturday night you get to play with Babygirl.

PPPS: I expect to see the rest of the next chapter of Best of Both Worlds by Friday.

I responded, my flesh a little sore where the tattoo was inked.

Daddy

I didn't take that magnificent cock in my ass, but it has definitely been added to my fuck-it list.

Thank you for the generous gift, and the constant reminder of who I really am.

I can't wait to fulfill more tasks, as they have really been the most amazing adventure I've ever experienced... And I usually HATE surprises.

I hope I am back in your good graces, as I would hate to remain in your bad ones.

Please tell me if there is anything further I can do to return to your favour and back on my knees taking your BBC in my three fuck holes.

Sorry Slut Jasmine

I spent the rest of the night working on the ongoing story, and chatted for an hour with David. For the record, I'd been chatting with him throughout the ten wild tasks so far, and receiving constant encouragement from him... plus a couple of over the phone play sessions, but it didn't seem helpful to go into detail about them in this text.

THURSDAY: NO TASK

It was strange not to have a task.

Actually, it was a disappointment.

I had nothing exciting to look forward to.

It was like a normal day... just like the ones I used to consider just the way life was... but which now seemed completely blah.

I actually felt lost, without any purpose... which scared me.

Had I become so addicted to the tasks, to the submission, to the frequent orgasms, that I'd become obsessively dependent on them?

The answer seemed obvious... yes I had.

Had I lost all control of my life?

I didn't think so, but as I felt the day reflect the numbness from my Queen of Spades tattoo... I had to reconsider my recent actions.

The day dragged by.

During class, LaCresha barely made eye contact with me, and I didn't see her at all for the remainder of the day. I couldn't decide whether I felt good or bad about that. For Daddy's sake, I supposed it was good.

I spent the night at home, finishing chapter three and half of four, getting into quite a flow as I recalled the wildness of having Daddy take control of me through Babygirl, and then his surprise appearance in my classroom ready to fuck my brains out, which was the core of chapter four. I also responded to over eighty emails that had been piling up, as my totally distracting sex life heated up.

FRIDAY: TASK 11

As usual, I woke up and immediately checked my email.

As usual (thank God), Daddy had a new task for me.

Following a day without one, an entire day without sucking a cock, without eating a pussy or getting fucked, I was going through orgasm and sex withdrawal... so much so that I wondered if I'd clinically become a sex addict.



Pushing that concern out of my head, I clicked on the email from Daddy.

Pet Jasmine

Only two tasks left.

Today go to the football game and cheer for your school... but keep your phone handy for your summons to fulfill today's slutty task... something that has never been done to you.

Then tomorrow: playtime with Babygirl, plus...

DADDY



This time there was a picture, but it only confused me.

Babygirl was naked and showering.

It was hot, and it did make me miss her.

I'd had sex in the shower before... quite a few times... so the task couldn't be that.

I wracked my brains for a few minutes before getting ready for work... the region around my new tattoo feeling a lot better today.

By the time the football game started... my pussy was burning, not having been touched for over forty-eight hours now... which seemed like an eternity after BD (Before Daddy), but had been quite common BD... sometimes going a week or two without a dick inside me, and often going several days without even pleasuring myself.

The football game started, and just two minutes in, I received a text from an unknown number: Girl's visitors locker room NOW!

BD this would have scared me and gotten me worried I'd be outed, yet as the secret society of Masters, Mistresses and subs seemed to be constantly growing around me, I felt confident my secrets would remain safe.

I left the stands and headed to the girls' visiting locker room, which should be empty, since no girls team was playing today and the other football team hadn't brought their cheerleaders.

I walked in and Noa said, in her cheerleading outfit, including new darker coloured pantyhose which was kind of hot, "About time."

"Sorry, I was in the stands," I said.

"Get out of that dress," she ordered. "And get over here. We have very little time."

"Okay," I nodded, discarding my dress and hurrying over to her as she took off her top, revealing her great pair of black tits.

"Amazing tits," I said.

"I know," she said dismissively, as she pushed me to the floor, placed her foot up on the bench, grabbed my head, and ordered, "Now get me off, quickly."

I didn't respond with words, just action, as my face was suddenly buried deep in her pussy.

"You may rub yourself, slut," she offered generously as I hungrily licked her pussy, knowing time was of the essence, since all our cheerleaders were supposed to be on the field.



I did rub myself, as she added, "I need to be back on the field in five minutes."

I furiously licked her pussy and rubbed mine, as her moans increased quickly from my reckless full frontal attack.

"Oh yes, Mrs. Walker, you're such a nasty teacher slut," she moaned, before adding, "I wonder if your daughter is a pussy pleasing slut as well."

My eyes went wide at her mention of my daughter, as she pulled me deeper into her wetness, and I couldn't help but wonder if Carolyn might be one. She was quite shy... which I'd been in high school (college not so much); she was a people pleaser, like I've always been. It was possible she liked girls, or was at least curious about girls... although that side of my sexuality didn't begin until college, nor my intrigue with other races... particularly blacks.

"I bet she'd look so cute between my legs," she continued, as I tried to focus on getting her off, and not the visual of my daughter serving as someone's lesbian pet. I mean if she chose to be one... cool... I'd definitely support her in that... but I certainly didn't want her to be coerced, blackmailed or manipulated into doing anything because of my careless activities.



"Oh yes, I get that your daughter is a submissive white slut just like you are," she said, as she began rubbing her pussy up and down my face... even as I kept rubbing myself... and moaning. "You like that idea, don't you, Mrs. Walker?"

She pulled my head away and looked down at me. "If she wants to," I said, a hopelessly vague response.

"But if she did, it would turn you on, wouldn't it?"

"I don't know," I said, although my fevered pussy answered for me.

"We both know it would, you nasty slut," she said, shoving my face roughly into her wetness, and really grinding on it. "Don't worry, soon you and your daughter can be shoulder to shoulder, sharing BBC and black pussy."

"Ohhhhh," I involuntarily moaned at her words, unable to shove away the shoulder to shoulder visual she'd just presented me with.

"But for now, just get me off," she demanded, and a minute later I was lapping up her flooding cum.

As soon as she was done, she pushed me to the floor and ordered, "Now rub yourself, picturing your daughter eating my black pussy."

I spread my legs, resting them on the bench, as she sat between them, and I rubbed myself frantically.

"And her sucking down big nigger cock."

"Oh God," I moaned, my eyes closed, the visual very vivid.

"Ready for your actual task?" she asked as I was near orgasm, and I couldn't help but envision my daughter eating her pussy:



And sucking Daddy's cock:



Taking a strap-on wielded by Babygirl:



And even getting spit-roasted by two big black cocks:



"Yesssss," I moaned, my eyes still closed, not caring what I visualized, since I was about to erupt.

"Look at me," Noa ordered.

I did, and I saw her legs spread wide above me, and I was immediately inundated by a voluminous spray of warm piss.



"Oh my," I moaned, this totally unexpected golden shower, the visuals of my daughter being a sexual submissive, the humiliation of being urinated on, and my frantic dancing fingers, had me coming instantly. "Oh God!!!"



I couldn't believe how this humiliating experience actually made me come... as her pee sprayed all over my body.

"Such a slut," she purred, and she must have been saving up, since she continued pissing all over me for a very long time.

"Oh God," I moaned again, still quaking with pleasure from my humiliating orgasm.

She stood up and lowered her pussy down on my face and ordered, "Lick up the last piss droplets."

I licked her piss mindlessly, as my body trembled.

A few seconds later she said, "I need to get back to the game. You should too."

"Okay," I said, lying on the floor soaked in urine.

She hurried out, and I quickly went into the shower and cleaned up... discarding my irretrievably soiled nylons. As I returned to the game I couldn't remember the last time I'd walked around in a dress with no nylons... I felt positively naked.

We won the game by six points.

I went home and took a long soak in the bathtub, wondering what the last (sad it was going to be the last) task would be.

SATURDAY: Task 12

The final day.

My hubby was arriving home tomorrow.

I was excited both for the final task, and for seeing my man after his being gone for almost two full weeks.

I knew Babygirl was part of Task 12, so I didn't much care what else was involved... no matter how scary or risky... since every moment with Babygirl was always special.

To my surprise, there was no email from Daddy.

I emailed him.

Daddy,

What is the final task please?

I'm on pins and needles... but I'd rather be on a black cock or a pretty face.

Your eager, submissive, BBC loving, black pussy craving, useless pet

JASMINE

I didn't get any response as I ate breakfast, cleaned the house and showered. I dressed in an orange sweater and skirt, and of course nylons (also orange ones I'd found online and had never worn), in case the email came at the last minute and I had to leave in a hurry.

Instead, just around suppertime, I received a text from Babygirl: You alone? I have a gift for you!

I replied: I am. My daughter is working until 7.

Two minutes later, there was a knock on my front door. Could the gift be here already? A rush of excitement coursed through my body as I went to answer the door.

I peeked through the peephole, and it was indeed Babygirl. I quickly opened the door and greeted, "I've really missed you."

"Ditto," she smiled, as she walked into my home.

As soon as the door was closed and we were in the living room, I pulled her in for a romantic kiss.



We kissed for several minutes.

Her hands explored my ass.

My hands explored her ass.

Our tongues explored each other's mouths.

She broke the kiss and said, as she lowered herself to the floor, "I've been craving your sweet pussy all week."

"And I've been missing your pretty face between my legs," I smiled, as she began to lick my pussy from the rear.



God, her tongue was amazing. I moaned, "No one eats pussy like you do."

"I think I know someone just as amazing with her wicked tongue," she purred, as she licked away.

"Okay, we're both two eager pussy pleasers," I moaned, dying to taste her too.

"Take off your sweater and skirt," she said, as she brought her hand to her own pussy.

I did as she asked, saying, "By the way, I like your shirt." It was a parody of the famous 'Enjoy Coke' logo with 'Enjoy Cock' substituted... which we both certainly did.

"I have quite the outfit for you tonight," she said, as I tossed my outer garments aside.

"I can only imagine," I moaned, as I enjoyed her amazing tongue.



After a couple minutes, and trying to be as flexible as I was back when I was younger and a gymnast, I bent down, placed my hands on the carpet and licked her pussy.



"Oh my," Babygirl moaned, "you're full of surprises!"



Not surprisingly, this position was quite taxing and uncomfortable, and after just a few tantalizing, tempting licks, I wanted to dive into the source... face first.

I said, "Let's get into a more comfortable position for our fine dining."

She giggled, "Mmmmmmm, tonight will be all about fine dining."

"Well then, let's savour these sweet appetizers," I said, the metaphors weak, but kind of fun.

"Actually," she said, as I stood up, "I want to dive right in."

"You do, do yoooooooooou?" I asked coyly, as she shocked the shit out of me by picking me up, flipping me around like a strong man would, and diving into my pussy.

"Mmmmmmm, so good," she purred, as I suddenly found myself upside down, held up in the air by someone I couldn't fathom having the strength to hold me up like this, my legs spread, and her tongue lapping away.

"I can't believe you can hold me up like this," I moaned, her tongue really working my pussy over.

"I'm a lot stronger than I look," she said between aggressive licks.

"So it seems," I moaned, as I enjoyed her athletic tongue, grabbed her ass, and pulled my face into her pussy as best I could. I got a few licks in, but struggled upside down to discover a smooth path.



After about a minute, maybe less, Babygirl said, as she lowered me to the floor, "I don't know how Daddy holds me up like this for long minutes at a time."

"He has a lot of muscles," I said, as we were both now on the floor. I kissed her and said, "So let's go old school and just 69 each other."

"Sounds delicious," she said, as I straddled her face and lowered mine to her parted legs.

"You're definitely delicious," I purred, as I began licking her pussy.

"Mmmmm," she moaned, as we dined on each other's homemade appetizers.



We brought each other to orgasms just seconds apart, me coming first, as usual.

After a brief recovery, Babygirl stood up and said, "I need to get you into tonight's special attire."

"Is it as slutty as yours?" I asked playfully, as I looked up at her wearing all red.

"Sluttier," she smiled, going to a duffle bag I didn't even recall her bringing in when she'd entered... although I'd been focused on her hot body and soft lips.

"Oh my," I said, as I remained on the floor, still enjoying the lingering pleasure of my orgasm from Babygirl's tongue.

"I had the shirt made specifically for you," she said, as she returned with a shirt and nylons in the colour I liked the least... pink.

She pulled me up and said, "I think you'll look hot in this."

"Not as hot as you in that tight shirt," I said, admiring the distinct shape of her nipples through her tight red shirt.

"I don't know," she said, as she put the shirt on me, which I realized once it was on, was a generous description of the garment; almost the entire bottom halves of my boobs were left uncovered.

I looked down and smirked at the words on it.: 'lil' pussy slave'.

"Good choice," I smiled.

"I thought you'd like it," she said, before adding, "although for tonight, 'lil' cock slave' may be a better descriptor."

"So I'm getting to play with you tonight, but I'm also getting fucked?" I asked, as I went to the couch and began putting on the pink thigh highs.

"We're both getting fucked tonight," she corrected.

"Gangbang?" I asked.

"There'll be a gang and a lot of banging," she said. "So yes."

"Another fuck-it list item about to be checked off," I said.

"We'll keep going until every last box is checked off," she said. "Although not all of it tonight."

"That would mean I'm going to eat my two sisters' pussies," I pointed out.

"Yep."

"That doesn't seem too likely."

"Did having a foursome with your husband seem very likely?"

"Touché," I nodded before adding, but that wasn't incestuous."

"As you've made abundantly clear in your writing, incest is way more common than one might assume," she said, "and if you're saying you're against doing, it, I don't believe you," as I finished donning my second nylon.

"Good point. Have you partaken?" I asked, curious.

"Not with my immediate family," she said, "meaning we've never laid a finger on LaCresha, but three times we've had encounters with extended family members."

"No way," I said, having received easily over a thousand plus emails from readers who fantasized about committing incest with a relative (mom and son the most common, siblings second, and then dad and daughter) and a couple hundred who'd admitted to having one or more sexual encounters with a close relative (of course many of those were probably bullshit, but some not).

"Yeah, two of my sisters once, Daddy's mother and his brother once, and a three-generational romp with Daddy's aunt, along with his niece and grandniece."

"That's so hot," I said, wishing I could experience my own incestuous lesbian encounter with my sisters, or at least witness some overboard family love.

"It was wild," she nodded, pulling me off the couch. "But we need to get going."

"Where?"

"To infinity and beyond," she smiled wickedly.

"Mmmmmmm," I said, as I put on a trench coat to conceal my slutty attire from the neighbours.

Twenty minutes later we arrived at a motel, and she asked, "Ready for your cock smorgasbord?"

"Am I dressed like a complete slut?" I asked.

"I think your outfit is very sexy," she said.

"But am I dressed like a complete sexy slut?" I persevered.

"Yes... why yes you are," she said, giving me a kiss before we left her car and walked to a room.

"This doesn't seem like a task," I said, as we reached the door to Room 8.

"No, it's more of a reward for your two weeks of total obedience. Even when we made that mistake with LaCresha, it was an error in judgement, not disobedience."

"Or to put it another way, I'm being rewarded for experiencing two weeks of wild and wicked adventures that I'll never forget."

"Yep. And that was only the beginning," she said, before adding, reaching into her purse, "I almost forgot to give you this."

She pulled out a lovely jeweled necklace and fastened it around my neck, "You've definitely earned this."

"Cum slut," I smiled. "Nice."

'You probably shouldn't wear it to school," she joked.

"Not very often, anyway," I laughed, before she opened the door.

I followed her in, and saw Daddy and a man I didn't know sitting across the room having a drink and watching sports on the television. "Hi, Daddy."

"Hi, slut," he said. "Lose the coat."

"Of course, Daddy," I said, quickly removing it, not at all fazed anymore to be dressed sluttily in front of a complete stranger who was clearly admiring my semi-clad body.

Nice," the stranger said.

"Thank you," I replied, posing for him to take all of me in.

"Slut Jasmine, this is Minister Deacon," Daddy performed the honours. "Minister Deacon, Slut Jasmine."

"Nice to meet you, Minister," I smiled, realizing I did recognize him. He'd been a guest Minister once at my church over a year ago.

"The pleasure will be all mine," he said meaningfully, standing up and walking over to me.

As he kissed my hand, I amended his statement with, "Oh, I imagine the pleasure will be mutual."

"And she's a schoolteacher?" he asked.

"Yes, one of LaCresha's," Daddy said.

"Amazing," he said, as I automatically went to my knees before him. I knew by now that Daddy never introduced me to anyone he didn't expect me to have sex with pretty much immediately.



"May I please worship your God-given cock?" I asked, having always enjoyed misusing religion in my stories (whether it was the lengthy lesbian saga Church Girl, or the three-story incestuous Daughter's Initiation series).

"You may, my child," he said, as I unfastened his belt and took out his cock.

"Why am I still dressed?" Daddy asked.

"Sorry, Daddy," Babygirl said, hurrying over to her husband... who was indeed still completely dressed, but not for long.

A couple minutes later both men were completely naked, although I wished the Minister had kept his white dog-collar on, as it made the sex hotter with a constant reminder I was sucking or getting fucked by an official representative of God.

I sucked the Minister; Babygirl sucked Daddy.



We each enjoyed the big black cock in our mouth until Daddy called out, "Swap."

I swapped to Daddy and took his big cock into my mouth, as the Minister requested, "Do you mind if I fuck your wife?" I smiled, thinking that didn't seem too Christian, or to follow the Bible very closely, but I'd long ago learned most alleged followers of God were just as big, if not bigger, sinners than people who were open about their sinning.

"I'd mind if you didn't fuck my sweetheart," Daddy replied.

"Cool," the Minister said, which somehow sounded stranger than if he'd straight out asked if he could fuck his friend's wife.

"Give me that big cock," Babygirl said, not at all unwilling, as I sucked Daddy, unable to see the fucking perhaps already going on right next to me.

"Sure thing," the Minister said.

"Oh yeah, give it to me hard," Babygirl moaned, as the sounds of bodies slapping together echoed beside me, and I hoped that soon I too would have a big black cock pounding my pink pussy.

"I missed your mouth," Daddy said, as I sucked his cock.

"I missed your cock so fucking much," I replied, stroking it as I looked adoringly up at him.

"Harder," Babygirl demanded.

"Did you enjoy the tasks?" Daddy asked me.

"This has been the best two weeks of my life," I said, feeling a little guilty that was true, since none of it had anything to do with either my daughter or my husband.

"But you hate surprises," he pointed out, as my tongue sild down his shaft, and I sucked a big ball into my mouth.

"I'll happily take a surprise from you every day of my life," I said, hating that these tasks were over and done.

"Don't worry, Jasmine," he said. "I have many additional plans for you, although not every single day, like these past two weeks have been."

"I probably couldn't handle one every day ongoingly and still keep both my job and my family intact," I admitted.

"Plus your writing."

"Yes, you've cost me many writing hours," I teased, sucking his other ball into my mouth. "I've wasted all that time fucking, when I could have spent it writing about fucking. But somehow I can't get very upset about that."

"But we've also created a lot of story ideas," he pointed out.

"Pound my pussy," Babygirl moaned.

"I am pounding," the Minister said breathlessly, clearly getting a workout from drilling the insatiable Babygirl.

"Yes, I already have a dozen chapter ideas outlined for this new story of ours," I said. "Part One has already been sent into Literotica for publishing."

"I can't wait to see what your readers think about what we're doing," he said, as my tongue wandered back up his rock-hard shaft.

"I'm sure they'll love you and Babygirl as much as I do," I said, before I resumed sucking on his cock.

I sucked his cock for a couple more minutes before he ordered, "Swap."

The Minister pulled out of Babygirl, who was now lying on the edge of the bed with her legs spread, and Daddy moved between them.

I crawled next to the bed and offered my back end to the Minister. "Are you going to give me your Holy Grail, or what?"

"You're insatiable," he said, shaking his head as he came up behind me.

"I just want to 'know' God's people," I quipped, as I watched Daddy begin fucking Babygirl.

"Oh, you'll be getting baptized by the Lord tonight," he said, as he slid inside my wanton pussy. "Although it will be sprinkling, not immersion."

"Mmmmm, fuck me Minister, sin with me," I moaned.

"She likes it hard," Daddy said.

"Fuck, I'm not certain I can last long with these two wicked temptresses," he said, as he slowly fucked me.



"Give it to me, Daddy, give me that big fat cock," Babygirl moaned, looking directly at me.

"Fuck me like Daddy's doing," I said, looking back at the Minister.

So for a couple of minutes, Babygirl and I were fucked hard.

"Swap," Daddy said again, as he pulled out of Babygirl and came over to me.

"Oh yes, Daddy, give your white slut that big black cock," I purred, as the Minister pulled out of me.

Babygirl moved around on the bed and got onto all fours asking, "Why is my pussy empty?"

"Sorry," the Minister said, as he climbed up on the bed and entered Babygirl.

"When they want cock, all they want is cock," Daddy said, as he slid into me.

"And I always want cock," I moaned.

"Or pussy," Babygirl moaned, as she too was filled.

"Yes, or pussy," I concurred.

"Or two cocks," she chipped in.

"Or even three," I added.

"Insatiable," the Minister repeated.

"We just want what we want when we want it," I pointed out.

"Exactly," Babygirl nodded.

"Oh yes, fuck me Daddy," I moaned.

"Fuck her, Daddy, Babygirl added. "I love watching you fuck Jasmine."

"And I love watching you munch on her pussy," he said.

"Then you should have seen us at her place," Babygirl said.

"Yeah, we explored a few kinky positions," I added. "I did a pretzel, and she did a muscle woman."

"Mmmmmm, I'll want you two to recreate those for me one day," he said, as he bucked his hips deep into me.



"Shit, your wife has such a tight pussy," the Minister said.

"Then tear it apart, stud," she said, as she wanted it harder.

"Let's change positions," Daddy said. "Ride me, Jasmine."

"Yee haw," I brayed, sounding way too corny.

"And Babygirl, come sit on my face," Daddy added.

"Yes, Daddy," she said, as we once again altered our positions.

I straddled Daddy.

"Fuck, your tattoo is even bigger than I'd imagined," he said, seeing it up close for the first time.

"The bigger the better," I said, sitting completely on his cock, having done a complete about face about having a tattoo.

"True enough," he laughed, as Babygirl ended our conversation by sitting on his face. "Too much talking," she complained, snapping her fingers at the Minister.

"Sorry," he said, having been just standing and watching the threesome.

"Don't waste time on sorry, just get your ass over here and slam that dick back in my pussy," she demanded, annoyed her pussy wasn't constantly full of cock.

"Insatiable," he said again, as he went and slid back into her.

"Having fun?" she asked me, as I slowly rode her husband.

"Its okay, I guess," I responded playfully.

"This isn't even the big surprise yet," she said, giving me a loud, smacking kiss.

We kissed for a couple minutes while I slowly rode Daddy, and the Minister slowly fucked her.

I broke the kiss and placed my hand on her shoulder for a bit of balance, as I began to ride Daddy faster.



"You two almost forget I'm even here," Daddy complained mildly, as he lifted his wife off his face.

"What can I say?" Babygirl shrugged. "I'm completely enamored by this sexy white slut."

"Yeah, yeah," Daddy said, as he picked up his wife and brought me to the floor.

"You don't like watching Jasmine and me making love?" Babygirl asked, as he spread her legs.

"You know I do," he said, as I got off the bed and moved around to watch them.

I asked, "Do you need a warm, wet place to put that cock, Minister?"

"I believe I do," he said, still in a bit of awe about everything.

Daddy fucked Babygirl, and the Minister fucked me... even pulling my hair, as he finally began to take some initiative.

"Oh yes, Minister, punish me for my sins," I moaned.



"You're such a devilish sinner," he said, slamming into me.

"Then purify me with God's Mighty Scepter," I said, realizing it was a lame response.

"My turn," Daddy said, and again we switched cocks.

Daddy flipped me on my back, and really began to pound me.

Babygirl pushed the Minister to the floor and rode him.



This position gave me my second orgasm of the night. "Oh yes Daddy, your dirty black-cock-loving white slut is coming."

"Give her that cock, Daddy," Babygirl said, as she rode hers like the cowgirl slut she was.

We were both flipped onto all fours, even while I was still trembling with my orgasm.

"Oh yes, Minister, drill my pussy," Babygirl moaned, as she looked into my eyes again.

"I'm up 2-1," I smiled.

"Not for long," she replied brightly, as she began to bounce back on that borrowed black cock.



A couple minutes later Babygirl had her second orgasm, and then Daddy ordered, "Knees, sluts."

"Time for your baptism," the Minister said, stroking his cock before me.

"Cleanse me of my sinful ways with that big load," I cheered him on, my mouth open and ready to bathe my face in his baptismal cum.



"Oh fuck," he groaned, furiously pumping his cock.

"Jas loves a load all over her face," Daddy said, just before he grunted and exploded all over Babygirl's pretty black face... his white cum all over her black skin looking so hot.

"Here comes God's gift, you sexy sinner," the Minister grunted, and exploded a load onto me.



Once they were done, Babygirl and I made out again, cleansing each other's faces of cum and swallowing it down.



The Minister said, "Thanks, Chris, that was amazing."

"No problem," Daddy said, before adding, "although we aren't done yet."

"We aren't?"

"No, that was just round one."

They had a drink as Babygirl and I kissed and explored each other's bodies tenderly until Daddy said, "It's eight o'clock. Ready for round two?"

"Definitely," I smiled, thinking the Minister would take his leave and we'd have an old-fashioned (as in a tad more than two weeks ago) threesome.

"Good," he smiled, as there was a knock at the door. "I have a surprise for all of you."

"I hope it's the Rock," I joked, easily the hottest guy on the planet.

"Or Jason Statham," Babygirl added.

"He's hot too," I said, him also on my top five list.

"Hobbs and Shaw is easily the sexiest movie of all time," Babygirl said, as Daddy went to answer the door.

"Well, this may be a disappointment then," he said with a smirk.

He opened the door, and a black man with three white men walked in.

"Yes, a major disappointment," I quipped, as I admired the hunky men.

"Get undressed," Daddy said to the new arrivals.

"I already am," I joked, as I quickly stripped off my sad excuse for a shirt, now just wearing my cum slut necklace and pink thigh highs, which, of course, I kept on.

"Brat," he said, as the guys got undressed while admiring us two scantily dressed sluts.

"These two bitches are hot as fuck," one of the white guys said.

"Well, one is my wife, so thanks," Daddy said. "The other one is my white sex slave."

"You're a lucky man," one said.

"And you're about to get lucky too," I told him, as I got down onto my knees and waited to be surrounded by cock.

"Three for each of you," Daddy said, adding, "sorry Jasmine, one of your three black cocks has to be mine."

"It had better be," I said happily, and I was soon surrounded by three big, already hard, black cocks, which with multi-tasking, I soon had all three of them going... sucking one while stroking two, and switching often.



Babygirl summoned, "Get over here, white boys."

"Shit, she's your wife, Chris?" one man asked in astonishment.

"Yeah, but she loves white dick, and being a reverse Oreo," Daddy explained.

"While I love being a normal Oreo," I pointed out during one of my rotations from one cock in my mouth to the next.

"Oh, you're going to become a cream-filled Oreo, tonight," Daddy promised, as at the moment I had his cock back in my mouth.

I moaned in response to his promise, as I bobbed on his big cock.



"One of you studs lie down," Babygirl ordered.

A moment later, it was pretty obvious to my peripheral vision she was bouncing on a cock.



Hearing fucking, I said, "I need a cock inside me, too."

"I hear you, girl," Daddy said, as he pushed me to the floor, spread my legs, and slid inside me.

"Oh yes, Daddy, show these men how a white slut needs to be fucked by your big black cock," I moaned.

"She needs it big, black and rough," he explained, as he began fucking me, and I reached out for the other two cocks.



While I was fucked by Daddy, Babygirl got pounded by a well-muscled white stud, while her mouth went back and forth between two white cocks.







Then my boys swapped positions... as the Minister took control and slammed into me from behind, while I sucked my own pussy juice off of Daddy's dick and the tall black stranger, who hadn't even been introduced, stroked himself.



Babygirl ended up kneeling on the floor with a new guy pounding her, while she sucked and stroked the other two dicks.



Then we were each double penetrated... then triple teamed... filled air tight....





Then the men swapped positions inside of me.



And swapped again.



We both had another orgasm, before Babygirl did something I'm not sure I could ever manage... she took two dicks into her asshole.

I couldn't resist turning around to see that!



Then I was pulled back into my own foursome, as all three of my black studs surrounded me and erupted three big loads all over my face.



Babygirl was also drenched in cum, as she lay back on the floor.





As the guys, including the Minister, cleaned themselves up and left, Babygirl and I got back into a 69.

Daddy eventually said, as he lay down beside us, "Mind if I join?"

"Mmmmmm," I smiled welcomingly, as I rolled onto my side and took his cock in my mouth.

"I guess that's a unanimous 'please do'," Babygirl said, as we arranged ourselves into a daisy chain triangle and enjoyed a leisurely oral hour... each of us eventually coming one final time.



As we lay on the bed a little while later, Daddy asked, "Ready for David to come home?"

"Yeah," I nodded, then added, "but I'm also hoping his return doesn't signal the end of all these hot tasks."

"Oh, just like I promised earlier, I still have some wicked plans in mind for you."

"Do tell."

"Nope. They're all surprises."

"I hate surprises."

"You keep saying that, but you've loved all of my surprises so far," he said, as Babygirl and I cuddled into him, one head resting on each shoulder.

I closed my eyes and allowed myself to drift into slumber, wondering what fun and games might still lie ahead. Babygirl had said something about my doing my sister, I hoped both of them, and Daddy presumably still had some sort of designs on my daughter, which I probably wouldn't mind, since he must have run them past David before sending me that text. And then the cheerleader Noa had been very specific about Carolyn and my sharing BBC and black pussy with each other. Did she know something I didn't? And of course Babygirl couldn't ever get enough of me, nor I of her. So given Daddy and Babygirl's wild and crazy imaginations and David's full support, it appeared we all had plenty more sexy adventures to look forward to.



THE END... FOR NOW
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Best of Both Worlds: XXX Scenes

Summary: Deleted scenes and concepts and alternate pics.

Note 1: Thanks to the real TX and Babygirl for requesting this story, and for coming up with the idea.

Note 2: This is a collection of deleted scenes, concepts, pics and so forth from the entire series.

Note 3: All characters are at least 18 years old.

Thanks to Tex Beethoven and Robert for editing this story.



Originally this story was only going to be a single chapter, ending with Daddy taking me in my classroom. But once I decided to illustrate it, and then to add a whole new collection of my own fantasies, as well as real-life past activities of both Daddy and Babygirl, as well as mine, the scope of the story got way, way larger than I'd originally planned

Thus, here is the evolution of the story, with my thoughts, ideas and so forth intermingled within.

CHAPTER 1: A SURPRISE

Chapter 1 ended up being just the set-up for an entire series, with the real action not beginning until Chapter Two. Here are some small changes I made.

CHARACTER DEVELOPMENT: DAUGHTER CHANGE

I changed the model playing my daughter partway through the series. The original scene here is completely cute (and looks a little like I did back when I was a cartoon teenager), and yet it's not as nerdy-looking as the one I ended up going with... since I decided my daughter should be a shy nerd.

So these pics portray one of my fantasies of sharing cock with my daughter... a daughter who was originally destined to be a seductress instead of a shy nerd.

One: I'm shocked to be seduced by my daughter, her boyfriend and his buddy.



And here's a terrible pic showing me riding her boyfriend in midair, but you do get to see my daughter's original face.

..............



DELETED CONCEPT: DAUGHTER DOMINATION

With the idea of having my daughter be a dominant... one who would eventually turn me into her Mommy pet... I had a whole sub-plot fantasy laid out... but alas when I changed her persona, this scene didn't make any sense. Notice I also recycled the original model for my daughter to be my daughter's friend (clearly, I liked the look).

PS: I know my daughter looks less nerdy here... since at the time she was going to be a domme. The glasses that I added later on in some other scenes are important.

FIGHTING MY DAUGHTER OFF

My favourite pic, and one I'm sure I'll use someday in some other story, shows me ineffectively fighting off my daughter while her friend restrains me. I imagine this would have been a wickedly fun scene to write... but alas it wasn't to be, at least not in this series.



DINING ON MY DAUGHTER

I thought both of these next pics were pretty hot, and I'm sure I would have used them both if the scene had been written. I especially like the way both pics show my head being held... first by my daughter, next by her friend, forcing me into eating out my daughter in both pics, whether I wanted to cooperate or not.





FACE SITTING AND FINGERING

I couldn't decide who should sit on my face... so I created a scene for each girl.





LESBIAN SPIT-ROAST OF SORTS

I know this isn't really a spit roast... so perhaps I'm coining a new term: a lesbian spit roast. Getting fucked by a strap-on at one end, while dining on a delicious pussy delicacy at the other... I hope this idea takes off... if you try this at home, please be sure to give me credit for my brilliant innovation... LOL.

PS: I love this picture so much.



DP

This last scene is one where I thought it would be fun to show six to ten pics in rapid order, illustrating the process of taking it in the ass... I'll show you just three of them here, but I like the idea. I used a similar concept for the facial that concluded Part 4, the Classroom BBC.

It's weird that I chose to have the friend sodomize me instead of my daughter. Isn't it best to keep these things within the family? LOL.







...............

ALTERNATE FANTASY PICS:

I liked these next three pics just as much as the others, but I wanted to limit the illustrations for each of my fantasies to one or two pics max.

...............







.....

.....

.....

.....

.....

CHAPTER 2: BLACK SLAVE

This was a fun, and also a somewhat surreal chapter to write. As you know if you've read very many of my stories, or have read my 20 and 21 question essays, I'm a natural submissive... but so is Babygirl, who requested this story... thus I was forced to explore my dominant side... sort of... submissives don't tend to be very forceful... and I found it rather thrilling... perhaps someday I'll explore it in real life.

DELETED CONCEPT: THE KISS

I couldn't decide how to write this, but once I decided to make it rather clear that I'm the top and she's the bottom, I decided the intimacy of kissing didn't make sense, because it was too egalitarian.

So I tried to put the first one in, but it just didn't flow properly.





...............

ALTERNATE FUCK SCENE

This scene ended up being too romantic and intimate for the chapter... although I tried to balance rough and kinky sex with the intimacy of the two women exploring each other, lusting for each other, and building trust with each other.

Note... the one of me eating Babygirl's asshole... that was a delicious scene, and I was sad not to use it.









...............

DELETED SCENE: PUSSY EATING AND FUCKING ON COUNTER

These pictures are pretty hot I think, but I decided the countertop pictures should focus on Babygirl instead of me, and on getting her ready for fucking. I also decided to do the actual fucking old school... on a bed.... LOL.







.....

.....

.....

.....

.....

ALTERNATE ANAL FUCK SCENE

I decided to do the anal fucking in a sauna for some variety, but these were the original pics. They're just as good as the ones I ended up using, but I simply had too many of them, and when I decided to create an entirely new chapter (Butt Pounding... where I would be submissive to Daddy over the phone in a kinky roleplay) and then added the set-up to the phone scene, these next pics either didn't work, or they were repetitive. That said, here are some fun pics.

I love the look of this strap-on penetrating Babygirl's asshole.









..............

DELETED SCENE: ANAL CHOKING

Finding a pleasing balance between dominant, sexy and intimate was a major challenge, and these next pics just seemed too extreme... too unlike me... too out of place here... even though I think Babygirl would have liked them included, along with some suitable text (actually, I know she would have).





...............

DELETED ANAL PIC

I just had too many pics, and this position looks like something I could never manage in real life. Someone from Cirque du Soleil perhaps, but not me.



...............

ALTERNATE BABYGIRL MEMORY PICS:

I had simply too many pictures, and didn't want to take away too much from the actual plot... alas, I'm pretty ADD, and this series probably proves that.

.....

.....

.....

.....

.....

CHAPTER 3: BUTT POUNDING

DELETED SCENE: ROMANTIC RIDE

Similar to some of the other picture deletions, this one looked too romantic for that moment... where Daddy was in charge via speakerphone. If Daddy hadn't been calling the shots and using Babydoll for his surrogate stand in, I'm pretty sure this intimate moment would have worked well.





...............

DELETED SCENE: ASS FUCKING MYSELF

Originally I had an idea for Daddy to order me to ass fuck myself. In the end, there were way too many sexy pics of Babygirl that I decided were better.



...............

ALTERNATE FUCKING SCENES

I made way too many pics for this scene... clearly I was excited by the idea of being fucked and dominated by Daddy via Babygirl. Here are a few of the hot ones I didn't use... both cunt and ass pics:







...............

ALTERATE ANAL ROUGH SCENE

I created two versions of my getting sodomized roughly. I hemmed and hawed for a long time over which one to use, and I went with Babygirl gabbing my arms and stretching them behind me as she went deep into my asshole.







God, I need to get myself fucked like this for real sometime!

.....

.....

.....

.....

.....

CHAPTER 4: BBC CLASSROOM

ALTERNATE CUM SHOTS ONE AND TWO

I like cum. (I'm talking real life here.) I like swallowing it. I like getting facials. The facial I ended up using is one of the fave scenes I've ever created... but these ones were also good.

ONE: CUM BODY SHOTS



TWO: FACIAL



...............

ALTERNATE WALK IN

I love this pic, but it isn't believable. If someone appeared out of the blue and touched their hand to your pussy, you wouldn't look that happy... you'd be shocked... but God would I be happy, if it was really someone with an impressive BBC to follow up with.



...............

ALTERNATE ANGLE: BBC SURPRISE

I ended up using another angle to get a great look of my face showing shock and awe, but this pic shows a delicious look of Daddy pointing out his Great... Big... Black... Cock.



...............

ALTERNATE PIC OF RICH BITCH

I decided to place her on her desk... it seemed more believable... but this pose... with her legs spread... her pussy so inviting... was a tough one not to use.



...............

ALTERNATE PICS NOT USED:

Lastly, I simply had too many options. So here are a cock sucking pic and a fucking pic I didn't use. For no reason except that other pics had already done the job.





.....

.....

.....

.....

.....

DELETED ORIGINAL ENDING OF PARTS 1 THROUGH 4 BACK WHEN IT WAS A ONE-CHAPTER STORY

So, as already mentioned, the original request was short and simple: Babygirl arrives in my classroom angry at how I've allegedly mistreated her daughter, I realize who she is because of a distinctive tattoo (I changed that to a necklace when I realized I'd already made all the pics showing a necklace), I order her to buy some toys and meet me at a hotel, I fuck her there, and then the next day Daddy comes into my classroom and dominates me (only the Classroom BBC part follows the original request almost in its entirety... the departure is that I fucked up and did a facial instead of a cream pie, which I used in part 5).

I also had an idea that their daughter LaCresha would dominate me, which was the cliff hanger ending I'd originally planned... but the real life Daddy and Babygirl were a little uncomfortable about their daughter appearing in the story in any major way; and besides, the story ended up evolving into a far more complex one.

Here now is the original ending....

I would walk into my classroom the next morning and discover my daughter being dominated by their daughter, who had learned that I'd dominated her mother and been dominated by her father.

WALKING IN ON THEM:

I even had the best line for her to throw at me: You fucked my mother, so now I'm fucking your daughter; it's just tit for tat (or something like that).



FORCED TO WATCH

Look at the guilt on my daughter's face as her own mother catches her being humiliated. (Little does she know that I'd love to take her place!)



FORCED TO EAT MY DAUGHTER

Two different possibilities.







.....

.....

.....

.....

.....

CHAPTER FIVE: DP'D BY BBC

This chapter began as a simple DP scene, and then evolved into further plot development. Below are some of the changes along the way, as well as deleted and alternate pics.

ALTERNATE STORYLINE

Daddy really wanted to cream pie me in the Classroom BBC chapter, and the whole garage scene (which ends up instead being a roleplay fantasy with my husband) was originally my going to see him and getting the cream pie then... I do eventually get one at the end of this chapter.

In this original idea, Daddy would order me to dress up as a cheerleader, and then he would fuck me all over the garage. Here is a kinky position where he was supposed to come inside me, and then the cream pie itself.





DELETED PICS: NOT SUBMISSIVE

Babygirl and I both liked the idea of our sharing some intimacy in this chapter... a nice balance to the intense fucking that would also occur. So this pic, although it's sexy and sensual, didn't work, since between Babygirl and me I'm the natural dominant. I considered flipping the picture around, but that too didn't seem necessary, based on the other pics I'd chosen instead.



Thus these too didn't work... plus, I decided to focus more on the fucking and less on my foot fetish... although I did get Daddy to come on my feet, and Babygirl to eat it all off, later on in the chapter.





ALTERNATE PLOT:

I also liked the idea of my watching Babygirl fuck Daddy, but I decided to make myself the main focus (what can I say, I'm a diva), and as such, I ended up deleting these pics and that subplot.







ALTERNATE IDEA:

I love these next two pics, and I'm sure this pose will be included in another story down the road, but it just didn't fit in the context of this chapter. Except for the scene in the cabin where Babygirl appeared to dominate me, but Daddy was really the one calling the shots via telephone, Babygirl's nature is truly supportive and not dominant, even more so than mine is... so it really didn't work for her to be forcing my head down on Daddy's cock; if there's coercing to be done, it's Daddy's job. Or perhaps it's occasionally my job to coerce Babygirl, but only if it's really, really necessary.

BUT FUCK ARE THEY HOT! (Yes, I used all caps on purpose.)





DELETED PIC: EATING ASS

This pic is sexy, and there are pics later of Babygirl eating my asshole, but this occasion was just too early, and it slowed down the main plot... of getting Daddy involved.



DELETED PIC/IDEA: RIDE THE BBC TO ORGASM

I loved this picture, but I had already told them I couldn't come from being on top, and thus this had to go (although that belief is shattered later on in the evening). I also just had too many fuck pics. That said, this was my favourite pic of the chapter that I reluctantly had to delete.



ALTERATE CUM ON FOOT LICKING PICS

These ones were in the original story, but my editor pointed out that my shirt was off too soon. I tried to recreate the images, but I never got them as good as they are here. In the updated pics, the cum wouldn't stay on the feet... sigh.

So these next two are better than the one I ended up using.





HOT ALTERNATE PICS

Each of these are hot, but others were chosen instead, for location or plot development, or they seemed too repetitive.











LASTLY:

One more kissing pic... for all you readers who enjoy some romantic intimacy mixed in with your filthy fucking. (I'm not judging you for it, I'm the one who writes this stuff - LOL!)



.....

.....

.....

.....

.....

CHAPTER SIX: FOURSOME

MOSTLY DELETED ENTIRE CHAPTER: FOURSOME ORIGINAL... ON YACHT

Originally, I had Daddy and Babygirl invite us to their yacht where the foursome eventually transpires. I hadn't figured out the how at that point, but eventually I decided to stage it at my home with Babygirl using her seductive wiles on my husband, and then my revealing the truth of my authoring, past and present.

In the end, at Babygirl's suggestion, I decided to use a few of these photo shoots for a kinky fantasy the night before... that said, many of these are still not workable or needed... but some are still (quote) fun.

What's below are pics not used that would have told the entire story if I didn't change routes and go with the more believable and better final version (I hope you agree).

Note that the yacht has more leeway for foursomes than the house sets do, as I discovered.

So these are in vague order of the concept of my abandoned plot, although for continuity, missing many are missing, including how it began, and so forth.

Enjoy what never was.

PS: I JUST NOTICED THAT BABYGIRL IS WEARING A BACKPACK OR SOMETHING IN SOME OF THESE.... SO THEY WOULD HAVE NEEDED TO BE RE-RENDERED, WHICH WOULD HAVE BEEN A HUGE PAIN IN THE....

Let's start with some nice sucking and fucking pics:





I like how I'm watching my husband in this one.



I love the look on my face in this one... he must have just slammed it into my asshole. (Italics are worth a thousand pictures - LOL.)



I'm coming, can you tell?



Lastly, every good foursome needs some lesbian action:





And you can never have too many lesbian poses... right?





I love these two tonguing poses back to back, especially when you download them and play one right after the other.





......

.....

.....

Okay, so that was what never happened at all. Here is what was deleted from the actual chapter that was written.

DELETED: BEFORE THE MAIN EVENT

The setup to get my husband involved changed quite a few times. You've already seen the yacht idea, but I went through lots. When I finally decided to go with what was eventually published, I found some of these other pics unnecessary, or they would slow down the plot.

I didn't use this picture, even though I kind of liked the idea of David becoming a little dominant after he'd given in and allowed Babygirl to suck his cock.... I just couldn't come up with a reason for moving them from the wall to the middle of the room that made any sense... it just seemed to ruin the flow.



I planned to have Babygirl follow me into the kitchen after supper and before the reveal to grab some dessert, where she couldn't resist sampling my homemade pie.



I also considered having David all unknowingly walk in on me dining on Babygirl's homemade pie, but that seemed too abrupt a reveal, and it wouldn't allow for what I think ended up being a powerful, authentic, and intimate conversation over dinner.



DELETED WRITTEN PLOT (PLOT CONSISTENCY ERROR)

Unfortunately, this pretty cool scene and one that would have worked perfectly for the revealing and David's shock (and explain why Daddy and Babygirl were at our house).

"So, he read our story," Daddy interjected, getting into the story.

David looked at Babygirl. He looked at Daddy. He looked back at Babygirl. "Babygirl? Daddy?"

"The one and only," Daddy said.

"Do I look as sexy as my avatar does in all the pictures?" Babygirl asked with a smile.

"Better," he said, "much better."

"Thank you," she said with a smile, appreciating the compliment.

"So, the Best of Both World stories I've been reading are actually true?" David asked, turning his attention back to me.

"Yes," I replied sheepishly, realizing he'd been reading about my indiscretions all along, without realizing he was reading about me.

"Wow," he said.

"Your avatar doesn't do you, or that cock of yours, justice," Babygirl smiled, as she winked at me and moved her foot to his crotch, as I watched her nylon toes playing with my husband's erection.

"Ooooooh, you both look even more amazing in real life," David said.

"Do you want to be part of Chapter Six?" I asked, sensing that he would, based on his accepting response to my confession, and how he was allowing Babygirl to give him a foot job right in front of me.

"You're already writing Chapter Six?" he asked.

"Oh, I guess only three chapters have been released so far," I said. "But I can't really write Chapter Six, until you've joined in on tonight's foursome with us."

"Wait until you read four and five," Daddy added.

It was at this point in the writing that I cursed to myself, as I realized that in real life, only Chapter One had been released while I was writing this text, and in the story the first two chapters were still in editing, and three to five hadn't even been written yet.

Alas, this plot couldn't work.

Yet I think it was worth giving you a look.

Hope you agree.

DELETED FOURSOME PICTURES

The same issue is the reason for the majority of the following pictures missing the cut. I created too many, and some of them would wreck the flow of the fucking... since they would be making inexplicable location changes.

These first two I thought might lead to double cream pies, but instead I went for the two guys coming in the two gals' mouths.





This is a great pic, but it simply didn't flow... I mean seriously, look at that black cock buried inside me... so fucking yummy!



These last two in the foursome are simply ones that in the end I couldn't get to work. The couch scenes just wouldn't work... my hand is resting in midair (although I liked that I was watching David fucking Babygirl), David's ass is floating in the air (I considered pretending his feet were on a stool outside the pic).





This last couch one worked just fine, but by then I'd decided to focus on the floor being the main fucking area.



DELETED PICS: THE DP SCENES

Lastly, once again I just made too many photos, and these simply had minor issues, or they didn't fit into the flow of the sex scene.











.....

.....

.....

.....

......

CHAPTER SEVEN: GLORYHOLE

I created the pics for this chapter way before I got around to writing it... I was so excited to place myself in a gloryhole scene! Then I decided the gloryhole would be part of a new Chapter 7 called 14 tasks, where in collaboration with David, Daddy would order me to do 14 specific sexual acts over two weeks. Yet as this chapter evolved with the early conversation with my husband, my frustration and annoyance that he had to leave for two weeks, and the growing friendship I'd created with Babygirl, the gloryhole scene just flowed naturally.

So here are a few pictures not used.

ALTERNATE FACIAL SCENE: Bukkake Girl

I created three pics and I loved them all... but the one I chose worked the best, but I still love the second one below, of the redhead licking her lips, and then probably swallowing the cum... LOL... hungry slut!!!

Either way, I love facial pics, and even better bukkake pics, so here they are.





DELETED PIC: NOT SHOCKED

I love, love, love the look on my face in this pic. But since I went into this men's room for the sole purpose of sucking cock, the shocked look didn't make much sense.

Still, it's a hot picture.

Also, notice how you can see my pussy, ever so slightly.



DELETED PIC: OOPS

I originally had this pic in the story, as it shows my face way better than the one I used... but the problem is a big one... he is fucking my skirt, not my pussy. Alas, it didn't work.






ALTERNATE PLOT: COCK 4

I had three different endings for cock 4. The one we used was where I swallowed his load. But there was another one where I gagged on his cock and the cum is all over his cock, and one where he fucked me.

Here are the two I didn't use.





ALTERNATE ENDINGS FOR THE TWO COCKS:

Like cock 4, I couldn't decide how to end the scene. In the final draft, I get double penetrated and receive loads in both holes. Yet I also considered having them simultaneously fill my mouth and pussy, and I also considered taking a double facial... but again, as I made this chapter as diverse as I could, the double penetration deposits made the most sense.





DELETED PIC: NOT SAD

Like the not shocked picture, by the time he slides into me, I'm not really thinking I may be going to jail. I'm thinking he's going to fuck me instead.

But don't I look cute in this vulnerable state?



OOPS: WRONG GUY

While I was making these next pics, I changed who was included up in the DP threesome (I don't recall why)... alas, this double facial scene became irrelevant (I also ended up with double penetration cum shots instead anyway). But I thought it would be neat to show you the mindset of a bunch of quick shots in a row.... And another facial, lol.

So here are some action shots.









.....

.....

.....

.....

.....

CHAPTER 8: HOT TASKS 1-3

Only a few deleted in this chapter, but I think they are pretty interesting or fucking hot or both.

DELETED PICS: DADDY'S DAUGHTER DOMINATES ME

Originally, I was going to have LaCresha dominate me in this fantasy, which I kind of did anyways, but then I loved the idea of establishing her as different than her mother and disgusted her mother would sexually submit to a white woman.

And Daddy who didn't really like the idea of his daughter being a focus in this story, liked this fantasy plot and as such it became the first sex scene of this chapter and this a picture that just didn't make much sense when I added Babygirl and her humiliation into the scene (me masturbating while she stomps on my head... I couldn't even decide if I should put the one of me moaning or me screaming for the deleted scenes so I figured fuck it and gave you both):





PS: Did you notice my sexual little asshole is gaped here too. This pose is likely supposed to be for some sodomy action.

DELETED IDEA: MASTURBATION AT DESK

I also tried to get a good masturbation at my desk picture but the problem became obvious. The desk has an open front and kids would definitely see me doing it. Plus, the only one that worked also had me squeezing my breasts. A similar pose was used for task 5 although I still thought these were worthy of inclusion. The first one even as nylons, underneath nylons somehow.





The rest of the pictures are from the lengthy foot worshipping scene and task three. I took a lot of pics for this scene and here are some that just didn't work for a variety of different reasons.

DELETED PICS: TOO MANY PUSSY EATING PICS

That title actually seems so wrong, alas in this chapter the focus was on pantyhose and stockings and not the pussy eating. That said, here are a couple that were too hot to just discard forever.

Look at her eyes in this one:





DELETED PICS: AMAZING FOOT WORSHIP FRUSTRATION

These may be my favourite deleted pics of the entire story. All three are foot fetish perfection. Yet, I couldn't, no matter how much I tried, make the legs work and thus these couldn't be used... grrrr.







DELETED PIC: CONTINUITY ERROR

I also liked this pic, but realized in the story her pantyhose had not yet been ripped... again her eyes just make me melt.



DELETED PIC: AMAZING ASS

I hummed and hawed over using this pic, as it is pretty good, but I ended up using ones that did a better job showing the entire scene... yet how couldn't I make sure you got to see this amazing black pantyhose clad ass up close and personal.

DELETED PIC: 3RD ORGASMS

I also love this pic, but since they are supposed to be looking at each other, not looking up at the roof. But Janice looks so amazing here... did I mention her eyes???



.....

.....

.....

.....

.....

CHAPTER 9:

ALTERNATE TASK 4:

Originally the voyeur task was done in the daytime at a park instead of at nighttime in a back alley. But that just didn't seem to believable... here are some of the pictures.











DELETED PIC: NOT A NERD

This picture, the first made, makes the cheerleader look rather nerdish with the glasses and I thought it simply didn't work.



DELETED: LAME DANCING

I tried dancing scenes first but none worked as you can see from this picture... so I eventually went with sexy poses instead of dancing... I think I made the right choice.



DELETED FUCK PICS: RIDING HIGH

I loved this pose, but it just didn't seem to flow with the plot as I wrote it. Plus, I didn't want to show the room was empty since I was implying people were watching (alas this program only allows 4 people at a time).



ALTERNATE FISTING PICS

I didn't like the anal fisting idea, but I struggled to find a cock in ass and fist in pussy pic... luckily I did... here though are some samples that I didn't use.





.....

.....

.....

.....

.....

CHAPTER 10: TASKS 7-9

Task 1 was impossible to do well illustrated because of a lack of an authentic church setting... thus the kinky bondage fantasy.

DELETED CONCEPT: KINKIER BONDAGE

In the end I played a little with all the toys in the bondage area... here are a couple that just didn't flow once it was all said and done.





DELETED PIC: MY AMAZING ASS

Again, I didn't have a place to put this pose... although I did like it.



During the shemale massage scene, I simply had too many pics for the plot. Here are a few not used... as usual a facial because, you know, I love facials.

DELETED PICS: A VARIETY









Not surprising, I had a ton of pics for the epic Mistress scene. I even changed the plot on more than one occasion. So below is a variety of unused scenes, plots and pics.

DELETED SEX SCENE: FACE SITTING

I loved, loved, loved this pic and it may be the most disappointing one I have deleted so far. Yet, no matter how I tried I just couldn't find a flow that would allow it to happen.

I think you'll agree it's pretty damn hot.





DELETED SCENE: LESBIAN DAISY CHAIN

Another fun idea which I'm sure I'll use some other time, but like many pics in this chapter the pot just didn't flow this way... once I decided to get caught by LaCresha this original ending (the chapter would have been a LOT shorter) this had to go.







DELETED SCENE: BRIEF PLAY WITH PRINCIPAL

I liked this pic... I look pretty damn happy... but again once I decided to bring LaCresha into the mix (with permission) this brief sex act between myself and my principal had to go.



DELETED LACRESHA PLOT 1: WHITE SLUT

My first idea was she catches us as she is coming to use her white nerdy slut. Where she turns me into her teacher pet. Here are a few made before I decided it just didn't work and I went with my third idea... having her come with her black friend.









DELETED LACRESHA PLOT 2: TURNING ME

This plot I had LaCresha dominate me... before deciding to instead have me dominate her.....

There are some fun pics here though.







DELETE PICS: MISTRESS ME

Once I finally decided I was going to be the Mistress, I had fun making pics of me in that role. Here are a few that just didn't flow in the lengthy story I told.

Like having me ride her from the couch to the other area... but it just seemed too much.



Here is a great one of LaCresha sucking cock... God, she looked hot in this one... but I ended up having her suck cock somewhere else.



DELETED SCENE: TRIBBING

Lastly, I just had too many acts... so some had to go... including a fun tribbing one... as it was the only pic on the bed and as such didn't flow.



DELETED SCENE: DP'ing BECKY

Same issue... in the end... I didn't allow LaCresha to wear a strap-on and went instead to bringing Babygirl into the foursome finale.



DELETED SCENE: FOURSOME

I almost used this one, but ended up having all the foursome scene in one location and couldn't come up with a logical way to bring them to the couch. It also is either super sexy how rough I am, or it is too much.

You can decide.



.....

.....

.....

.....

.....

CHAPTER 11: Hot Tasks 10-12

DELETED PLOT: LaCresha my pet a lunch

Before I even started putting words to paper I created a plot where the next day LaCresha comes to my class for lunch... a fresh homemade pie... but as I started writing the chapter I decided to flip the script 18 degrees and put the hierarchy back where it likely needed to go and LaCresha regained power and I resumed my more natural role as a submissive pet.

Here is the one photo created for this idea... as it was supposed to just be a quick one-page scene before focusing on task 10... although it ended in a lengthier scene and lots of dialogue.



Alternate Ball Worship:

This is just an amazing picture of his black cock. Fuck. Yummy. Mmmmmm. Delicious.



Alternate Pussy licking Scene:

In the end, I used other photos... but I did like this one.



Alternate Pics: Golden Showers

I did three very different golden shower scenes... the one used where it sprays all over me and this one. The first one was so fucking hot too, but annoyingly the pee goes in my mouth and exits out of the back of my head... sigh.

The second was also hot, but in the end the one I used was more dramatic in my opinion.








ORGY SCENE DELETIONS:

The first one I used at first and then realized my hand goes through the cock... thus, it had to go.



This next one was simply too many fuck scene changes:



I loved this next pic, but it was made before I decided to move the tattoo addition up to task 10 (it was originally the final task). I tried recreating this pic forever but the cock just wouldn't go in my mouth smoothly... sigh.



Same problem:



An one more time... even though I loved the hand down below... the tattoo was missing and I couldn't find this pose when I tried to recreate it.



Lastly, I used this picture originally too until I realized I had already take off her shirt.



.....

.....

.....

.....

.....

THE END
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