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Catching Mommy: Sub Mom's Story

Summary: Sub mom submits to 18-year-old enemy of daughter.

Note 1: I have been asked for years to write a new Catching Mommy story (the last three alternate endings were all released in February of 2014). But since I had already written three alternate endings I wasn't sure how. Then I had an idea: what if I told the story from Mom's point of view (the original series told it from her daughter's point of view).

So here is a new telling of Catching Mommy that uses some of the same dialogue from the original first six parts, as well as much brand-new dialogue and, of course, illustrations.

Note 2: Because two of the characters are English I will sometimes use English or UK words, such as arse (for ass...in my opinion it sounds so much dirtier).

Note 3: Thanks to Tex Beethoven, thor_ph, Robert, and Wayne for editing this story.



Moving to America was what was best for my daughter.

It was also a new start for me.

My ex, her father, drank a lot and became abusive after he lost his job, and was jealous when I became the breadwinner of the family.

Not one to take shit from anyone, I filed for divorce and took the job I had been offered three times, but rejected because I would have to move from England to Boston... as a prosecutor. So I brought Victoria to America with me for a new start for both of us.

And although I was happy with my work and loved my job, I was lonely.

Very, very lonely.

This led me online.

I read stories on Literotica.

I watched porn.

All of it lesbian as although my daughter didn't know it... I was a lesbian.

Although I'd been married for almost twenty years, it was a loveless marriage... a charade to make Victoria's childhood seem normal... the result of one drunken night where I ended up with a hot asshole of a man. I would have regretted the marriage completely if it hadn't also resulted in my precious daughter Victoria.

Anyway, as the year came to an end I got really depressed... and I ended up posting a profile on a lesbian chat website.

Profile

Name: Sarah

Age: 43

Nationality: UK (Now with dual UK-USA citizenship)

Location: Boston

Weight: Average

Height: Tall

Interests: Reading, movies, work

Books: Anything by Jane Austen

Bands: Chicago, Duran Duran, U2

Orientation: Gay

Sexual Preference: Younger girls

Perversions: Submission, stockings, domination

I answered online quizzes that helped define who I was, that could be seen by others online.

The first quiz declared I was femme which was the second most common type of lesbian. It said:

You probably think you don't fit any stereotype at all. Well, you're wrong. You love a woman in charge, but when it comes to all things girly, you definitely like to dress up.

A second quiz confirmed my femme persona:

Grab your lipstick and your newest pearl necklace, because you're a femme lesbian! You're often mistaken for straight and when you tell people you're a lesbian, oftentimes no one believes you. You're the holy grail of lesbians. Keep doin' you, baby girl!

As I read the second one I couldn't believe how true it was. No one at work had a clue I was a lesbian; I wasn't in the closet, but I kept my sexuality and my career separate.

The third quiz was a bdsm quiz which gave me the following results:

95% Degradee

84% Submissive

80% Primal (Prey)

80% Non-monogamist

75% Pet

73% Voyeur

70% Slave

65% Experimentalist

62% Exhibitionist

52% Ageplayer

45% Masochist

40% Vanilla

37% Brat

25% Switch

21% Rigger

20% Rope bunny

5% Boy/Girl

4% Primal (Hunter)

3% Daddy/Mommy

1% Dominant

1% Sadist

0% Degrader

0% Owner

0% Master/Mistress

As I perused the results I considered them pretty accurate. I was definitely submissive in the bedroom, even though I was very strong-willed at work and in public. No one who knew me would believe I enjoyed submitting sexually to others. No one would believe a) I liked being called names, b) I enjoyed using the word 'cunt' or c) that I liked being treated like a bimbo or a slut.

The fourth quiz was the Kinsey Scale test where I scored:

Predominantly homosexual, only incidentally heterosexual.

That too seemed right. A 5 out of 6 towards completely lesbian.

The fifth quiz I took was which porn star would I be, and the results were:

You are JENNA JAMESON!

Maybe the most famous porn star in history, you're so sexy and wild that you've broken through to the mainstream. Though you occasionally like to dabble in kink and fetish, your real talent is lookin' good and making money at it!

That made me smile, although I'd figured I'd be Phoenix Marie.

Lastly, I took a slut quiz where I got these results:

You're 58% slut which means you are a slut, maybe not a full-blown slut, but a slut. By the way, that's 61% higher than the average test-taker, which is 36%.

I honestly wasn't sure how to take that... slut is such a strange word. I like to fuck. I like to have kinky sex. I like to be dominated. But I wasn't one who would be gangbanged or anything... although a lesbian orgy was something I had fantasized about on more than one occasion.

I then spent a few days looking at profiles.

Oddly, I knew what I wanted.

Someone younger... it had always been a fantasy... truth be told many of Victoria's friends back home had turned me on.

Someone dominant... I wanted to come home from work and just be told what to do.

Someone hot... I am shallow when it comes to women... I want someone beautiful.

After a few days, and a couple dozen chats, including some online role play, I finally found someone who really intrigued me and checked off all my boxes.

Her name was Olivia and she was utterly beautiful.

Profile

Name: Olivia

Age: 18

Location: Boston

Weight: Skinny

Height: Average

Interests: Reading, writing, dancing

Books: Pride and Prejudice

Bands: Chicago

Orientation: Bi

Sexual Preference: Girls, Girls, Girls (A decent song too)

Perversions: Cheerleaders, teachers, submissive girls, stockings, power, I AM A DOMME LOOKING FOR OLDER SLUTS TO TRAIN!!!

As I read her bio, my cunt got wet.

She was eighteen... legal and yet young.

She was into stockings... my fetish. I'd brought along over thirty pairs of Wolford stockings when I fled London.

She was a domme looking for older sluts to train and I was an older slut wannabe craving to be trained.

She even liked Chicago (how many teens today even knew who they were???).

So, on New Year's Eve, alone with wine and porn, I sent her a message under my fake name Sarah, saying that I would like to get to know her.

She replied twenty minutes later.

December 31, 2007 22:30:11

Olivia: Hi, your profile picture is very flattering.

Sarah: Thanks.

I had used a picture from a few years ago, one that showcased my body but slightly distorted my face to keep it anonymous.

Olivia: I will be honest with you. Your profile interested me. I am an 18-year-old high school student. I like to dominate older women. I am looking for a new slut. British women turn me on. Are you looking for a mistress?

Her words turned me on, but I didn't want to seem too eager so I responded rather generically.

Sarah: I am not sure.

Olivia: Ok, bye.

(Olivia has left chat)

I was shocked. She just quit talking to me and disappeared!

Sarah: Hello?

Sarah: Hello?

Sarah: Um, sorry but it was a surprising question.

I tried to defend my response.

After an hour of waiting, I admitted the truth... her ignoring me somehow made me want to submit to her more.

Sarah: I think I might be looking for a mistress.

Sarah: Hello...

Sarah: 

I celebrated the new year with a hot lesbian porn scene starring the always hot and nasty Phoenix Marie and an orgasm with the evening's empty wine bottle while I stared at Olivia's profile pic, wishing she would indeed be my Mistress.

I woke up the next morning, well it was almost lunch, and checked my chat box, disappointed to see she hadn't responded to any of my messages.

So I sent her a new one.

January 1, 2008 11:23:14

Sarah: Hello.

And another after I had breakfast and showered.

January 1, 2008 13:44:11

Sarah: Hello.

And another while I made dinner.

January 1, 2008 16:00:31

Sarah: Olivia?

And yet another while I watched television with my daughter.

January 1, 2008 19:54:27

Sarah: Olivia?

Sarah: Hi.

And another while I was online again... where I ended up role playing with someone else, but I couldn't get into it... I wanted to talk to Olivia. It was strange since we had spoken for under a minute, but I was completely obsessed. My eager need for sexual acceptance consumed me; ironic since at work, acceptance was the last thing I strived for. At work, I was a bit of a bitch, a pit-bull, and took shit from no one... yet, I felt frustratingly helpless when she didn't respond.

January 1, 2008 21:39:23

Sarah: You there?

January 1, 2008 23:21:26

Sarah: I will try again tomorrow.

When she still didn't respond, I gave up.

Yet, that evening, just after dinner, I decided to try again.

January 2, 2008 17:43:02

Sarah: Olivia, you there?

Sarah: Hello.

I stared at the screen praying for a reply. I then wondered if I should flatter her....

Sarah: I looked at your picture. You are beautiful. Your green eyes are hypnotic, your luscious lips are tantalizing and I have a weak spot for redheads.

I spoke the truth. Her green eyes in the picture drew me in and I could only imagine the power they would have up close and personal. My main Mistress in college had been a redhead, and from my sexual submission experience redheads were the most dominant... the most fiery... and the most intoxicating.

Desperate, I tried one more time... implying my submissive nature.

Sarah: How can I please you?

Olivia: Tell me one secret about yourself.

She'd responded!

A rush of adrenaline coursed through me... the same rush I got when I won a case (And I usually won).

I quickly responded with gratitude.

Sarah: Thank you for responding.

Olivia: Don't disappoint me again.

Sarah: Understood.

I was giddy with excitement. My life had become a bore and this, although likely nothing more than online play (no way would I actually skype or meet in person) it was exciting.

Olivia: Good, because I have many older women very eager to be trained by me.

If she really was eighteen (let's be honest 99% of people online lie... many women are actually men) how could she possible have 'many' already? It intrigued me, yet it should have scared me.

Sarah: I will obey.

Olivia: So let's start by telling me one secret about yourself.

I pondered what to tell her.

A truth?

A lie?

Yet, feeling safe in the comfort of my home and the anonymity of being online, I told a truth.

Sarah: I had a Mistress throughout university and have recently begun to crave that feeling of obedience and submission I long ago quit being a part of.

Olivia: So you have been dominated by a woman?

More than one, I thought to myself.

Sarah: Yes.

Olivia: When?

I wasn't going to point out I said university in my answer... I knew enough to NEVER correct a Mistress... EVER!

Sarah: At uni.

Olivia: Tell me the story.

I smiled as I recalled my lesbian past. I also parted my legs and slowly touched myself with my left hand as I responded.

Sarah: My roommate in uni was a year older than I and she seduced me the second month we were together.

Olivia: What was her name?

Sarah: Sarah.

Olivia: Thus the user name?

Sarah: Yes.

Olivia: What is your real name?



I stared at the question. I had never used my real name for online play. Yet, I felt compelled to give her my real name. Plus, it was just online fun, no way would she be able to connect my first name to my true identity.



Sarah: Kate.

Olivia: Good girl. Go on with your story.



As I retold the story, I couldn't believe how fresh the memory still was... as if it only happened yesterday.



Sarah: Well, I came home upset after being dumped by some man because I wouldn't put out and she consoled me. We drank a bit and eventually she kissed me. She then simply slipped out of her robe, slid off her knickers, and demanded I eat her pussy. I had never even considered doing such a thing, yet it never even occurred to me to disobey her command. From that night on, I was her submissive sex toy. I ate her pussy every day it seemed, and she often fucked me with a variety of different toys. I also fucked her, but she never, not even once, ate my pussy. The situation was clear: I was the lesbian slave and she was in charge.

To this day, I've never understood how that night happened.

I hadn't known she was a lesbian.

I'd never felt any attraction to another woman.

I'd displayed no lesbian curiosity tendencies at all, not even to myself. I mean, I knew when a woman was beautiful. I admired women with nicer hair, eyes, tits, ass and legs than I had... but that was it.

Yet the kiss was so much more intimate than with a guy.

Her lips were so much softer, I was instantly smitten.

And the moment she ordered me to eat her pussy, although I'd never even contemplated such a thing, I felt compelled to do it.

I suddenly, as she spread her legs, knew I wanted to taste her pussy.

And, as cliché as it sounds, one lick and I was addicted.

The scent drew me in.

The taste tantalized my taste buds.

The act captivated my entire being.

I was confused by my feelings... I was straight... yet, quickly I accepted my new truth... I was in lust with my female roommate.

And the more I served her, the more I felt at peace.

I craved submission.

I craved pussy.

And I could never get enough.

Which made me reminisce of my first time with a girl.



Olivia: It ended?

I sighed at the thought that I never saw her again after university was over. I had looked for her on Facebook, but never could find her.

Sarah: Yes. This lifestyle existed all four years of college and then we went our separate ways.

Olivia: What happened after college?

Sarah: I got a job, met a guy, got knocked up, got married and lived happily ever after. Until he got abusive some years ago and I moved to America to start over.

I almost laughed at how predictable and mundane my life had become. I had become just another cog in the machine of typical life in suburbia.

Olivia: You have not been with ANY other women since then?

Although tempted on a few occasions... especially Victoria's friend Amy back in the UK... no.

Sarah: No.

Olivia: Interesting.

I wondered why she thought that was interesting, but didn't ask.

Sarah: I liked your profile too.

Olivia: What did you like about it?

I answered honestly.

Sarah: Well you're gorgeous, I got wet just looking at you and imagining submitting to you in real life. But I am fascinated that you like Jane Austen. Your favorite band is Chicago (how many other teens could even name a song by them?) and you also like stockings.

Olivia: Stockings = power.

Funny, that was something I often thought too. Nylons were luxurious and showcased my legs. I felt empowered when I wore them. Thus why I wore the most expensive brand in the world (or close to it). If I was going to do something, I did it right. I loved the sheerness of the pantyhose. I loved the feel of silk. I loved the feeling of them on my feet, my legs and my ass.

I even loved masturbating with knee high sheer stockings to caress my tits, stomach and, of course, pussy.

Sarah: I have pairs of knee high silk stockings to wear on my hands to masturbate myself. The feel of them touching me is orgasmic.

Olivia: I always wear stockings.

I loved that she always wore stockings... it was a major turn on. Wanting to please her, impress her, I admitted I wore them every day too.

Sarah: I wear pantyhose to work every day.

Olivia: Actual pantyhose?

I wanted to clarify that I only wore the clear toe kind... I loved showcasing my painted toenails in open toed heels.

Sarah: Yes. But only sheer sandalfoot ones.

Olivia: Sheer - check. Sandalfoot - check. Pantyhose -- no.



I was confused.

Sarah:?

Olivia: My subs only wear stay-ups, thigh highs, or garter and stockings.

Ohhhhhhh. I wore stay-ups once (hold ups in England, pantyhose are tights in England too in case you are curious), but found them annoying. I also had a garter-belt that I hadn't worn in years. It was a sexy surprise for when I tried to spice up my sex life when I was married, but he just wanted to fuck me and go to sleep. Men.

Sarah: Oh. I have a garter and stockings, but I haven't worn them since who knows when.

Olivia: When was the last time you had sex?

I wanted to joke with this person, but chose not to. I didn't know if she had a sense of humour yet. Truth was I hadn't had sex since coming to America... at least not with a person.

My vibrator on the other hand usually got a daily workout.

Sarah: Over a year.

Olivia: Mission 1.

Sarah:?

Olivia: I will assign you missions to see if you are qualified to continue talking to me and maybe eventually qualify for complete submission to me.

I loved the idea of tasks... I loved finishing them.... Just like I loved scratching things off a checklist or even a grocery list (yes, I was that kind of woman).

Sarah: Um...Ok.

Olivia: Mission 1 - Go and buy a variety of new stockings.

I had already been considering doing just that once I read her nylons expectations.

Sarah: Ok.

Olivia: Now.

(Olivia has left chat)

I was disappointed that she had left chat so abruptly. I was enjoying the conversation and wanted to learn more about her.

Determined to obey her, I stopped pitying myself. I took charge of myself and went shopping.

I bought a whole bunch of thigh high pairs of stockings in a variety of colours: mocha, beige, black, red, and white. I also bought pairs of black, white and tan stockings for my garter-belt.

I wanted to chat with Olivia as soon as I got back home, but Victoria wanted to chat about some bitch (her word) who was bullying her. I advised her to be the stronger woman and turn the other cheek... although when I was a teenager I would have stood up to her. But I didn't want Victoria, already new to an American school, to be ostracized. She was a strong young woman, but still.

Once she went to her bedroom, I got undressed and dressed up in a nightie, with black thigh highs.

January 2, 2008 22:38:38

Sarah: Olivia?

Sarah: You there?

Sarah: I bought some stockings as instructed.

I sat there and stared at the screen, praying a response would come. I felt like a teenager of a previous generation waiting for the phone to ring.

January 2, 2008 23:59:37

Sarah: Olivia?

Sarah: I am wearing a pair right now.

Sarah: A black pair with matching knickers and a nightie.

Sarah: Goodnight.

I ended up reading some online erotica and getting myself off wishing I was the protagonist in the story.

As soon as I got up next morning, I checked for a response and saw none.

I was disappointed.

I sent her a message to explain why I wouldn't be able to come online for a while.

January 3, 2008 08:33:12

Sarah: I have to go to work for a few hours. I should be back by 4.

At work, I turned off silly submissive me and turned on straight, confident businesslike me. It was amazing how easily I could shift from one to another.

Once home, I immediately went to my laptop and logged in.

January 3,2008 16:12:48

Sarah: I'm back.

Olivia: Hi, slut. Tell me what you bought.

First, I was thrilled she was online.

Second, I was just called a slut by an eighteen-year-old. If a guy at work called me or any other woman a slut I would rip his nuts off. Yet, when this stranger called me one, an instant gush leaked into my panties.

I wanted to make sure she knew I'd completed mission 1.

Sarah: I bought stay-ups or thigh highs, whatever you call them, in mocha (3 pairs), beige (2 pairs), black (3 pairs), red (1 pair), white (2 pairs). I also bought pairs of black, white and tan stockings for my garter-belt.

Olivia: What are you wearing right now?

Sarah: Mocha thigh highs, a black business skirt and blazer and a white blouse.

Olivia: I see. Just a minute.

There was a long pause while I wondered what I had done wrong.

Olivia: Sorry, I am also online with another slave. One that has completed her training.

Sarah: 

Olivia: Play your cards right and you too can be my slave.

Sarah: 

Olivia: What kind of toys do you own?

Sarah: One vibrator.

Olivia: Really? I guess we know what your next mission is.

Sarah: Get more toys?

Olivia: Of course. You will need a couple more vibrators, a strap-on for me to fuck you with if the time comes, a butt plug and some sort of vibrating toy to wear in your pussy while you are at work.

Sarah: OK.

Olivia: Later. And from now on I expect you naked except for stockings and heels. Is that understood, slut?

Sarah: Yes.

Olivia: Good, you just may be worth my time. Goodnight, I have to go and train another slave.

(Olivia has left chat)

I sighed.

This was so frustrating.

It was like dating a boy in high school... completely unpredictable.

I went and had a quick shower, made dinner and ended up doing some research for an upcoming trial.

Realizing I was getting too eager, I decided to avoid the internet for a few days, especially since her implication of anal... something I had never been interested in.

That said, a few days later, I ended up in a sex toy store, on the other end of town, the sketchy side, where I ended up spending over four hundred bucks on a variety of sex toys including: a strap-on cock, four new vibrators in different sizes (one called a rabbit, another called Big Buzz (which made me smile), another black one (hey, all girls at some point wonder about black cock) and another smaller one for my purse (not sure I needed one for my purse, but I decided I did), a big black dildo (okay I may be obsessed), a suction cup dildo so I could fuck myself in the shower, a pair of handcuffs (because they were on sale and something I had always fantasized about), a vibrating egg with a remote control, a triple pack of starter butt plugs (although the largest one was way too fucking big for any human) and anal beads (that the nice tattoo covered saleswoman suggested are great for a novice anal girl). I also bought lube, lots of lube.

When I got home, I opened up all the toys, got undressed, except for my thigh highs, grabbed the black dildo, turned on some porn on the big screen TV (Victoria was out of town) and fucked myself to multiple orgasms.



Once I was sexually satisfied, I put all the toys together in a box in my closet and labeled it taxes, just in case my daughter somehow ended up in my closet.

I lasted a week before I was back online and chatting with the teen temptress.

To my surprise she didn't even ask where I had been for a week.

January 10,2008, 20:00:12

Sarah: Hi.

Sarah: Dressed as expected.

Olivia: How would that be?

Sarah: Naked, except my thigh highs and heels.

Which I actually was.

Olivia: Good slut.

Sarah: Thank you.

Olivia: Did you buy a vibrating egg as expected?

Sarah: Yes.

Olivia: Good. Tomorrow I expect you to take the egg you purchased and wear it in your cunt all day at work.

Sarah: But I have a trial.

Olivia: That's no excuse.

(Olivia has left chat)

I sighed.

Had I just offended her again?

It seemed so.

So I quickly apologized.

January 10, 2008, 20:03:19

Sarah: I am so sorry...I will wear the egg as you requested.

Sarah: Please forgive your slut.

Sarah: U own me.

The next night I went online, and desperate to get back in her good books I decided to use the word that shows the ultimate respect: the 'M' word.

January 11, 2008, 18:23:41

Sarah: I am home...

Sarah: Mistress?

Sarah: Please Mistress? I will do anything u command!

These were risky words... both the term 'Mistress' and the phrase 'I will do anything', yet I was desperate.

Olivia: Mistress, I like that. But that is twice now you have questioned my instructions.

Sarah: Twice?

Olivia: Yes, when I asked if you were looking for a Mistress and when you hesitated over putting the egg in your old cunt.

Sarah: Oh, I am so sorry.

Olivia: U need to be punished.

Being a sub, being punished was something I was used to back in college.

Sarah: Yes Mistress.

Olivia: Is your daughter home?

Sarah: No.

Olivia: Good. Go into her room and grab her pillow.

Sarah: OK.

Deciding to actually obey her, I went to Victoria's room and got her pillow. I then returned, unsure of the purpose of grabbing it.

Sarah: Back.

Olivia: Are you dressed as asked?

Sarah: Yes, Mistress.

Olivia: Fuck yourself to an orgasm.

I didn't have any toys nearby, so I moved my hand to my pussy and began rubbing. As I did, I looked at the screen.

Olivia: Imagine u r on your knees pleasing my young, ripe, shaved cunt.

I imagined just that... getting new information about my dream Mistress... her cunt was shaved, just like mine, although I hadn't had a complete Brazilian in years.

Olivia: Imagine I have just exploded my juices all over ur slut face.

God, I needed to eat cunt. It had been so fucking long.

Olivia: Imagine me fucking ur sloppy cunt with my strap-on, ur daughter in the room beside us.

"Oh my God!" I screamed, as I exploded quickly and intensely.



Even as I kept coming, I responded to Olivia.

Sarah: I just came.

Olivia: Rub ur whore cunt all over your daughter's pillowcase.

I couldn't believe that was the order.

Sarah: OMG!

Olivia: NOW!!!

I didn't want to disobey a third time, so I grabbed her pillow from the floor (it must have fallen during my masturbation session) and rubbed it all over my cunt.

Sarah: Yes, Mistress.

Olivia: Dry yourself completely with it!

I kept doing it until my pussy was no longer wet.

Sarah: Done.

Olivia: Go return the pillow to ur daughter's bed.

Sarah: Yes, Mistress.

I was so under her spell, I didn't hesitate.

Sarah: I did it.

Olivia: Good slut. U just may be worthy yet of being my sub slut.

Sarah: Understood.

Olivia: I won't be online for a couple of weeks. I have finals and then my family and I are going skiing up in Canada.

Sarah: 

Olivia: While I am gone, I expect u to continue wearing only thigh highs and stop wearing panties completely. Understood?

Those instructions were pretty easy to obey.

Sarah: Yes, Mistress.

Olivia: Good, I also expect u to have a butt plug in ur ass whenever ur daughter is home.

That was a little less easy to agree to, but I obeyed like the submissive I was.

Sarah: Understood.

Olivia: Talk 2 u in a couple of weeks.

(Olivia has left chat)

So for two weeks, I went without underwear, well, minus the days I got my period, as well as wearing thigh highs.

It felt good obeying.

I also discovered the pains and pleasures of anal.

I tried the smallest of the butt plugs and with some lube it easily slid inside me. After half an hour, I was bored and tried the second plug. This one took some effort to insert and cost me some pain.

I needed to practice walking with it in me for when Victoria was home. I had no idea why I felt compelled to obey, it was only online role play, yet I did.

I got used to it, but yelped when I forgot it was in me and sat down... the plug reaching new depths in me.

Victoria asked what was wrong and I lied, saying I had banged my knee.

I also went shopping for sexier clothing. My business attire was black with black with a side of black. I decided I needed some colour, and shorter skirts and higher heels and tighter blouses.

The men at work noticed and my daughter did too. She asked, while I sat at the kitchen table with a butt plug lodged up my arse, "What's with the new attire?"

"You noticed?" I asked.

"Of course," she nodded. "It's quite different from your usual work clothes."

"Someone called me boring and stuffy and it pissed me off, but I realized there was some truth to it," I said.

"Why didn't you just say you're British and we're all a bit stuffy?" she joked.

"I should have," I laughed.

"Well, you look great, Mom," she complimented, which made me feel really good about myself.

Every night I checked to see if Olivia was back, alas every night I was disappointed. It sure didn't stop me though from fucking myself and experimenting with every toy I'd purchased. Usually I imagined being used by Olivia in some way, but on occasion my fantasy was triggered by someone I met that day.

I fucked myself with the wall cock while imagining I was servicing the hot waitress at the 50s diner I often go to.



I used the rabbit, which really had me bouncing, as I imagined Victoria's nerdy friend Becka sneaking into the kitchen and making me service her while Victoria was having a sleepover.



I used the Big Buzz while also inserting anal beads in my arse and imagining being the submissive sandwich of two cheerleaders I saw walking together at the mall (even though they were from a rival school to Victoria's).



That said, I was jubilant when I was getting ready for bed one night and there was a message from Olivia. It was just two words... and I didn't actually chat with her that evening, but I was giddy with excitement for whatever she had in store for me.

January 27, 2008, 21:11:56

Olivia: I'm back.

I won't bore you with the chats that happened for the next couple weeks, but instead I'll share with you some of the many naughty tasks she had me complete.

On the 29th of January:

She had me come at work every two hours and never come twice the same way.

At the 8 o'clock hour I came with my fingers.

At the 10 0'clock hour I used a full Coke bottle (with a plastic cap, not a metal one... I'm not crazy).



At lunch I used a cucumber before slicing it up and using it in my salad (as ordered by Olivia). I'm not going to lie, my pussy garnish is quite yummy.

At the 2o'clock hour I put the egg inside me and tapped my clit with the end of a stapler.

At the 4 o'clock hour I ground my pussy on the chair rest which was surprisingly pleasurable... leather was definitely a good choice.

Each orgasm was exhilarating, because I was obeying; nerve-wracking because I was at work; and exhausting as each orgasm took more work than the one before it.

On the 30th of January:

I had to cum in a mall bathroom (kind of gross, okay really gross) and smear my cum all over my mouth. Then go and ask for help from at least three girls in different shops.

That wasn't overly bad, although one girl asked what lipstick I used to make my lips so shiny.

Which I answered, lying but enjoying the shock value, 'My girlfriend's lower lips'.

The look on her face was priceless and Olivia was proud of me for saying it.

On the 31st of January:

I tried fisting myself, where I learned I simply wasn't that flexible. I could get four fingers in, but that was the best I could do.

I felt guilty for not being able to complete the task, but to my surprise Olivia simply said that she would fist fuck me herself one day.

That had my cunt gushing even if it was just a hypothetical.



On the 1st of February:

I had to wear the butt plug at work all day.

On the 2nd of February:

I had to kiss a girl.

This was hard to do.

The rest of the tasks were slightly risky, but this one was more so... not to mention it now involved someone else.

I considered just saying I did it and not do it, but I was a terrible liar and always felt guilty when I did. One of the reasons why I'm a prosecutor and not a defense lawyer... I would go crazy knowing the truth and still having to defend the scumbag.

I ended up in another area of town, where I went to an adult store looking to buy another butt plug. I wanted something slightly bigger, but not the mammoth one that was next in line at home.

The girl who was helping me was cute and I decided she was perfect. I explained, "My Mistress wants my ass well prepped for when we meet."

"Your Mistress?" she asked.

I nodded, "Yeah, I know I don't look it, but I'm a submissive."

"I definitely wouldn't have guessed that," she agreed.

"Will you do me a favour?" I asked.

"Sure," she nodded.

"May I kiss you?"

"Pardon?"

"Today's task is to kiss a girl and I have been looking all day and you're the first girl I've seen that I want to kiss," I said, which was mostly true.

"Really?"

I nodded, "And I get punished if I don't fulfill the day's task."

"Oh...um... sure, why not?" she said, after a lengthy pause.

"Thank you so much," I said and leaned in to kiss her.

Her lips were so soft... I'd forgotten how soft women's lips are.

I kept kissing her, way longer than the second I planned to and to my surprise she kissed me back.

After about fifteen seconds, she broke the kiss, looked all sheepish and stammered, "I-i-is that all?"

I nodded, "Yes." Figuring the task was accomplished and I didn't want to make it any more awkward than it was, I thanked her and left.

On the 3rd of February:

I was made to masturbate in a public washroom stall and moan all the words she'd sent me. I also had to make sure at least one other person was in the washroom.

This one was the most terrifying so far and thus the most exhilarating.

I walked into a bathroom at a restaurant at the outskirts of the city (no way I was doing this downtown), a decent place where the bathrooms would be clean, but not a five-star place, and went directly to a stall. I noticed another stall was already occupied so I knew I could start.

I was so nervous and yet excited too.

I lifted up my skirt, spread my legs and declared to the stranger two stalls down, "Fuck, I need to come so bad."

I then proceeded to rub my pussy as the person gasped.

"Oh yes," I moaned, a few seconds later softly, wanting to let her know I was actually pleasuring myself in the stall.

As the toilet flushed, I declared loudly, "Ohhh, God, I wish I could eat your cunt right now."

"Pardon?" a voice outside the stall asked.

My eyes went wide. "Just craving some cunt right now," I answered, wondering if perhaps I could actually get some long-needed cunt right now. When I was horny like this, common sense flew out the window and was replaced by desire.

"You're disgusting," she said, and stormed out, not even stopping to wash her hands (and I'm the disgusting one?).

I kept rubbing myself alone, waiting for someone else to come in. About a minute and a half later someone did and as soon as the door closed I chanted, softly, but loud enough to be heard, with a hint of desperation, "I must come, I must come, I must come."

I heard a woman ask, "What are you doing in there, ma'am?"

I frantically rubbed myself as my orgasm hit, the naughty exhibitionism of it really triggering it, and I screamed, "Holy fuck, I'm coming."

Knowing my time was up, and unsure what would happen next, I declared the most humiliating of the lines, "Thank you, Mistress Olivia for allowing your dumb slut to come."

"Please come out of there and leave this establishment this second," a stern voice ordered.

"You sure you don't want your cunt eaten?" I asked, as I recovered from the surprisingly intense orgasm.

"Now!" she demanded.

"Yes, ma'am," I sheepishly said, hinting at my submissive side, the idea of eating a complete stranger suddenly exciting.

I stood up, not needing to pull up my panties as I wasn't wearing any, and opened the door.

"Oh my God, you're old," she said, disgusted.

Horny and wanting to shock, I dropped to my knees in front of her and repeated my offer, "You sure you don't want your cunt eaten?"



"Get the fuck out of here before I call the police," she ordered.

I shrugged, "Your loss," got up and sauntered out, surprised by how little shame I felt... NONE, although I was annoyed at being called old.

That night, as I replayed the encounter, I pleasured myself to the fantasy of making her go down on me.

"Look you little pretentious young bitch, I offered to eat your cunt, but since you declined you can eat mine," I firmly said, roughly pushing her onto her knees.

She protested, but it was weak, and I shoved her face in my wet crotch.



I came hard from the rare role reversal... and wondered what else Mistress Olivia had in store for me.

I mean I couldn't believe I did what I did.

Yet, it was exhilarating.

The risk enhanced the pleasure.

The need to obey exactly heightened the stimuli.

I realized I was getting myself in too deep.

Luckily, my period arrived and I had a few days of reprieve, which was good because I had a big case and needed to focus on that. One thing about me, when I have my period not only am I a bitch, I am also completely non-sexual. I just don't get horny. So for a few days I thought straight and realized in those few days of clarity that I was risking too much.

Role play was one thing.

Asking a stranger if they wanted to be eaten out was another... although as I reflected on this piece, I realized I had done that all on my own. There was no order to do so.

Shit.

I really had to control my internal lust... before something bad happened.

On the 9th of February:

Of course, when she sent me a new task, even as my logical side screamed don't do it, my horny side took over... as it had since the new year began.

The task: Wear a pair of your daughter's panties all day.

Simple enough.

I went into her room when she was in the shower and grabbed a pink pair. I put them on and went to work.

Yet, I felt guilty.

Although I wasn't really drawing my daughter into my twisted web of sin, she was becoming incriminated by default. So that night I planned to tell her I was done. I was also on a high after winning my court case.

Sarah: We need to talk.

Olivia: Those were great closing statements today, my pet.

My eyes went wide.

How did she know I'd given closing statements today?

Worse!!! How did she know they were great?

Olivia: I think it really was what won the case. The way you spun their main argument against them was genius.

Oh my God! Oh my God! Oh my God! And not in the same vein as when I am screaming it during orgasm.

She knew who I actually was???

My photo was fake.

Sarah: You live in Boston?

The question seemed redundant based on what she'd just said, but I asked anyway.

Olivia: Of course. How do you think we ended up chatting?

Sarah: Just random I thought.

Olivia: The website sets people up based on similar or opposite interests and location.

Sarah: Oh!

Oh fuck!!!

Olivia: Your daughter goes to my school.

Oh fuck!!! Oh fuck!!! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! She knows my daughter? I was definitely in too far.

Olivia: Did you think we were just role playing?

Sarah: Yeah.

Olivia: Did you actually complete all the tasks as I instructed you to?

Sarah: Yeah.

Olivia: Good.

Why did I tell her I had? Now she had even more leverage on me. My career, my family was suddenly at risk.

Olivia: How was wearing your daughter's panties?

Sarah: We can't do this anymore.

Olivia: Oh my pet, we are just getting started.

I sighed. How was I going to get out of this?

Olivia: You don't want to quit now. You're so close to final submission.

Those words were the dagger in me. I needed to quit. I had to. Yet, I was so close to final submission, I could actually taste it.

Sarah: But my career.

Olivia: I'm not going to out you... unless you choose to misbehave. No, I'm going to bring you to your happy place. I'm going to give you exactly what you need... ultimate submission to a superior woman.

God, before the revelation she was in Boston and knew my daughter, those words would have had my cunt dripping.

Now though, I was paralyzed with fear.

Olivia: Be honest with yourself, slut. Can you just quit on me? I mean can you really? You can say you will. You can even convince yourself you need to. But you will come crawling back.

Oh God, she knew me so well. I'd be lying if that wasn't exactly my past history. A couple of dozen times, at least, I tried to break out of my submissive role at uni... especially when it began to hinder my studies. Quickies in the bathroom, serving her while she studied (when I too needed to study) or even having me serve some of her friends (humiliating, which, of course, enhanced the pleasure).

Yet, back then I was single.

Back then I didn't have an eighteen-year-old daughter this could affect.

As I pondered, Olivia gave me an ultimatum.

Olivia: I'll give you ten minutes. If you decide you are not interested in being my submissive, I'll set you free. No consequences. On the other hand, if you respond back you must understand completely that I am the MISTRESS, you the SUBMISSIVE. It is that black and white, there is no grey. If you don't respond and declare yourself my pet in the next ten minutes you may never do so again. Do you understand, there is no I'm sorry, or I changed my mind... your future is based on what you decide now. I'll be back in ten.

(Olivia has left chat)

I stared at the ultimatum.

I sighed.

I went and grabbed a drink of water.

I returned.

I read it a couple dozen times.

I seriously didn't know what I was going to do.

On the one hand, I hadn't ever felt more alive than I had since I first met Olivia. She somehow understood my needs, who I was behind the façade at work.

On the other hand, although she implied she had no intentions of outing me, she knew my daughter. I could lose my job, which would mean I'd lose my work visa. My daughter could get drawn in somehow... especially since Olivia apparently knew her.

Was the risk worth the reward?

I sighed.

I looked at the clock.

Two minutes.

Even though I hadn't decided, I already felt my fingers typing.

Sarah: I'm your pet, Mistress!

I didn't press send.

I stared at my words.

I desperately wanted to be a pet.

I needed someone to guide me in my submissive journey.

Yet, did it have to be someone who knew my daughter?

The answer, I realized as I pressed send, was yes.

I stared waiting for a response back.

I waited five minutes.

Ten minutes.

Thirty minutes.

Then finally, as I sat on pins and needles, she responded.

Olivia: Good decision, slut. Are you still in your daughter's panties?

Sarah: Yes, Mistress.

Olivia: Come in them.

Sarah: Yes, Mistress.

And without hesitation, I rubbed myself.

Making the decision, giving my life to her, the weight of the world was off my shoulders. By being bound to a Mistress, I felt free. I know that sounds absurd and it probably is, but that is how I felt.

Light.

I rubbed my pussy through my daughter's panties, quickly mixing rubbing with slapping my clit and my orgasm built quickly.

Olivia: Come like the Mommy slut you are.

Olivia: Come in your daughter's panties.

Olivia: Come and you are my submissive slut forever.

That was all it took. I erupted, flooding my cum into my daughter's panties.

Sarah: I came, Mistress.

Olivia: And what are you?

Sarah: Your submissive slut.

Olivia: Now go and return Victoria's panties to her drawer.

I noticed her using my daughter's name for the first time and guilt hit me again, yet I was too far in to disobey now.

Sarah: Yes, Mistress.

Olivia: Good slut.

Sarah: Thank you, Mistress.

I then took the soiled panties off and put them back in her dresser drawer. When I returned there was a closeup of a ripe cunt.



Olivia: Your reward for obedience, Kate. What you get to eat soon, my slut. PS: Taken at school by one of my teacher pet sluts.

(Olivia has left chat)

My mouth watered as I stared at the most tantalizing pussy ever.

I left a message for when she was next on.

Sarah: That is the most beautiful pussy I have ever seen. I pray that one day soon I can be on my knees worshipping its perfection.

Once I sent it, I felt that my response was corny, but it was what it was.

She sent me a message that she would be in contact in a couple of days.

Then on the 11th she contacted me on chat.

February 11, 2008 17:22:34

Olivia: You are ready for the final stage of your submission. I have created a new e-mail for you to communicate with me. It is submissivesarah. I will now start sending your missions via e-mail.

Sarah: Yes, Mistress. Thank you very much.

Olivia: Be sure to check it often, as missions may turn up at any moment. Pass these final tests and you will become my sub slave.

Sarah: I eagerly obey.

Olivia: Now go fuck your ass with one of your toys, thinking of me fucking not only you, but your daughter.

Sarah: Thank you, Mistress.

I used my newly purchased anal vibe, I loved the vibrations in my arse, especially as I had another vibe pleasuring my clit, and closed my eyes and imagined serving Olivia: eating her cunt, getting fucked in my pussy, having my anal virginity taken... and then, as my orgasm was about to erupt, a vision of my me getting fucked in the ass while I ate out my daughter popped into my head.

I came instantly.



Sure, Olivia had implanted the idea of my daughter in my head, but until that moment the idea of incest had never occurred to me.

Yet, there it was.

I knew I was falling in too deep.

I knew I was potentially pulling my daughter in equally deep without her even knowing, although she was a lot stronger than me.

I knew there was no turning back and I would have to do all I could to balance my need of submission with protecting my daughter.

On the 13th, after I had gone to my account, she sent me my password: bimbobitch, and I received my first email from Olivia.

From: Mistress Olivia

To: Slut Sarah

Time: 7:14 pm Wednesday February 13, 2008.

Subject: Valentine's Day present!

Your mission is to be at my house at exactly 6:00PM tomorrow. My parents will be out for Valentine's Day till 10 or so. Wear all red.

Mistress Olivia

She had also included her address. Sure enough, it was in Boston and not too far from my house, but even though I was a lawyer and was paid well, she lived in a far better neighborhood than mine.

There it was... the meeting.

Face to face.

The realization of fantasy.

The real beginning of my submissive renewal.

It was one thing to play online, but this was a whole new level of submission and risk.

Yet, my cunt gushed out of me and onto my chair... the hazard of no panties.

It took me a whopping three minutes to commit.

From: Slut Sarah

To: Mistress Olivia

Time: 7:17 pm Wednesday February 13, 2008.

Subject: Re: Valentine's Day present.

I will be there.

Your hopeful servant.

I decided to not touch myself... to save myself for her, as silly as that sounded, until I was at her place.

Surreal... I was saving myself for an eighteen-year-old girl.

Fuck, I really had fallen in deep.

.....

That afternoon as I walked downstairs in my red outfit as ordered by my Mistress, Victoria asked, "You have a date?"

"Don't act so surprised," I joked.

"I am surprised, I thought you were considering joining a nunnery," she joked right back.

"Brat," I said.

"So who is he?" she asked.

"Someone from work," I lied.

"Well, he must be special if you're dressed like that," she said, looking me over.

"Like what?" I asked, even though I knew exactly how good I looked, hopefully good enough to get fucked.

"Like someone looking to get laid," she answered, surprising me.

"Victoria!" I gasped, not what I would expect her to say.

"Mom, I'm eighteen, I know about sex," she said.

"You stay a virgin until marriage and even then only to get me a grandchild," I smiled.

She laughed, then asked, "Do you want me to be a lesbian then?"

I shrugged, "It's the 21st century, you can be one if you want to."

This seemed to surprise her. She asked, "What? No grandchildren?"

"Oh you can still have them," I said, definitely wanting grandchildren.

"You're acting differently lately, Mom," she said.

"I'm finally finding myself here," I said, not going any deeper into what I had found.

"Well, that's great," she nodded, "you deserve to be treated well."

"Thank you, honey," I smiled, appreciating her words.

I gave her a hug and she joked, "Now don't you be out all night young lady, you have work tomorrow."



"Brat," I said, shaking my head before heading out.

I arrived a few minutes early, not so early I would look eager, but definitely early enough not to be late.

I was a mixed bag of excited and terrified.

God, I needed to submit.

God, I wanted to taste that pussy.

God, I needed to let go and be a submissive slut.

But, what if she had others there?

What if her parents came home early?

What if this was all a nasty trick?

Even though alarm bells of worry were ringing loudly in my head, I got out of my car, which I'd parked a block away, and headed to her huge house... which was literally a mansion.

I reached the door and paused.

This was it.

The final frontier.

My last chance to turn around.

Or the beginning of a new world.

Of course, I knocked on the door.

"Come in," a voice yelled.

I took a deep breath and walked in.

Once inside, she ordered, "Come to the dining room."

Once I reached her, I saw Olivia leaning against a piano in a room where the furnishings were likely worth a million dollars. Paintings on the wall from famous artists decorated he walls. I felt like I was in Buckingham Palace, which I had been to once and almost met the Queen. Yet, even as extravagant as the room was, how decadently it was furnished, nothing compared to the beauty I was suddenly staring at. Olivia was utterly stunning. In a backless, almost frontless dress I could have imagined Marilyn Monroe wearing, and white thigh high stockings which only enhanced her beauty.

"Knees, my pet," she ordered.

I instantly dropped to my knees as I replied with respect, "Yes, Mistress."

She walked all around me and smiled, "All red, I like."

"I went shopping for you, Mistress," I admitted, "although it took a dozen shops to find red, sheer, thigh high stockings."

"You did well, my pet," she approved, as she looked down at me.

I liked that she knew to say 'well' instead of 'good', which implied she was also an intelligent young lady. "Thank you, Mistress."

"Hands behind your back," she ordered, as she pulled out her phone.

A chill went up my back at the sight of the phone, yet I obeyed like a good submissive.



"Good girl," she approved, speaking to me like I was a child.

"Thank you, Mistress," I repeated, completely intoxicated with her.

"Show your true dedication to me," she said.

I wasn't sure what she meant, but then concluded I could show her in a very submissive, yet sexy way.

"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, as I bent down, keeping my arms behind my back, which was a major challenge, and kissed her feet.



"Impressive," she said, and then added, "Be sure to kiss all ten toes."

"Of course, Mistress," I agreed, already having planned to do just that. I was a bit of a quirky person who always believed in equilibrium. Both in how I decorated my home, as well as in how I pleasured a woman. I needed to spend equal time on each breast, replicating the pleasure equally. And if I was massaging a foot with my hands or my tongue, the same exact attention must be given to the other foot.

"What is Victoria doing tonight?" she asked, as I kissed each toe.

It occurred to me I never bothered to ask. I admitted as much, "I don't even know."

"You understand that when I add a MILF to my collection of pets, I always expect the mother to eventually bring me her daughters," she revealed.

"Really?" I asked, this being my biggest fear, even more than being outed and losing my job.

"Of course," she said, "there needs to be a clear hierarchy. The only real question is whether Victoria is sub to you or you to her."

I couldn't imagine Victoria being sub to anyone, although no one would likely imagine me being a submissive... so a strong outer appearance could be deceiving.

She asked, "Do you accept this?"

"I don't believe Victoria is a submissive, Mistress," I responded, trying to find a way to keep her out of my sinful submission.

"Let me worry about that," she said, as I moved to her other foot.

"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, thinking that if she could turn my daughter then it wouldn't be my fault... well at least not completely.

"But I will need your assistance in planting the seed," she added.

"Whatever you wish," I answered, in complete submissive mode, my desire to please overriding even my motherly instinct to protect. Plus, Victoria was eighteen, an adult, she was capable of making her own decisions, capable of resisting the temptation I couldn't.

"Good girl," she approved. She then asked, "Have you ever fantasized about having sex with your daughter?"

I hadn't until my last masturbation session, but it was what had gotten me to come. So although I should have lied, I admitted the truth, "When you ordered me to ass fuck myself. That was the first time. The only time."

"Did you imagine fucking her, her fucking you, you eating her or her eating you?" she questioned.

I answered, "Me eating her."

"That's the natural submissive in you," she smiled, as I finished her last toe. "Now stand up, take off your dress and bend over that chaise lounge."

"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, getting off on being on all fours like a dog. I felt no insecurity as I took off my dress to reveal I wasn't wearing any bra or panties, as she assessed my body. That said, I had no idea what a chaise lounge was.

"Nice perky tits," she said, cupping them.

"Thank you, Mistress," I said, flattered, as I stood like a statue while being felt up.

"Now go show me that ass," she ordered, pointing to a kinda sofa, but not completely... this must be what a chaise lounge is. I walked over to it and bent over, my ass on complete display.



"What a nice fuckable ass you have, Kate," she said, using my real name for the first time.

"It's a virgin ass," I revealed, not sure why she needed to know that right now.

"Not for long," she said, as she walked over to me and squeezed my ass. "Nice and firm."

"I work out," I said, proud of my tight body.

"And I'll be working you out a lot too," she said, playfully slapping my ass.

She pulled me back up, sat down where my hands just were and asked, "Hungry?"

"Famished, Mistress," as she parted her legs in front of me.

I didn't need to be told to lower myself to my rightful place on the floor, a submissive always should be looking up at her Mistress, not standing above her, unless instructed to do so for some reason.

"Tell me what you want," she said, looking down at me.

"I long to worship your pussy and show I am worthy of you," I answered, my mouth watering, even though I was slightly nervous. I used to be an amazing cunt licker, but that was twenty-five years ago... would I still be good... would I be good enough for her? It was clear she had many pets to choose from, and I wanted to make sure I was at the top of that list.

"You understand one lick and you're mine," she clarified.

"I thought I was yours when I responded on the chat," I pointed out.

"True, true," she laughed, amused at my utter submissiveness. "You really are a natural."

"I'm also a natural at eating pussy," I said, "or at least I was back in uni."

"Well, let's see if you still have the gift," she said, as she parted her legs. "Although from experience I believe it is something you either have or you don't."

"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, as I moved between her legs.

"Now don't just dive in there, you eager slut," she scolded. "Take a nice long look, inhale leisurely and allow my sweet aroma to draw you in."

I obeyed. I looked at her perfect pussy. I smelt her intoxicating scent. I had never, ever, wanted anything more in my life.

I was looking at the Mona Lisa of pussies and I wanted to make her moan.

"It's so beautiful," I said, almost in a trance.

"I have found that one lick and you'll be addicted for life," she said. "One lick and you will do anything to be allowed to taste it again."

"I can imagine," I said, unable to take my eyes off the prize.

She then grabbed my head and I moved my hands around her ass and allowed her to guide me to her pussy.

"Go slow," she said. "I want you to explore every crevice of my crack."

"Yes, Mistress," I agreed as if I were hypnotized.



I felt I was dining on the perfect wine... that had been fermenting for eighteen years until it was just perfect.

Her taste sent tremors throughout my body and I knew she was right... I would do anything to be allowed the privilege of tasting this nectar again and again.

I explored her outer pussy lips.

I explored her inner pussy lips.

I explored her clit.

It was like I was on Route 66 and just meandering along checking out the hills and valleys.

She moaned, "That's it, learn this pussy, Kate."

"I want to live here," I declared, as her wetness increased from my slow burn pleasure.

"Oh, be a good pet, do as you're told and you will be rewarded," she said. "I am not stingy with my cunt, Kate, but I only allow obedient sluts the privilege of serving it."

"I'll be a perfect pet," I promised.

"So you'll help me recruit your daughter," she asked, pushing my head away and making me look her in the eyes.

I didn't hesitate. Lust again superseded motherly morals or any sense of dignity. "Yes, Mistress."

"Say it," she ordered.

"I'll help you make my daughter your submissive play toy," I declared, wanting to please her, wanting to bury my face back in her heavenly honey.

"Good, slut," she approved, allowing me to resume my licking.

"Thank you, Mistress," I replied, as I resumed licking her, now with a little more eagerness.



After a couple of minutes, she pulled away and said, "I just need to get a little more comfortable."

She shuffled herself to the back of the chaise and I crawled onto it and back between her legs.

"Now use your fingers, slut. A good pet knows exactly where my g-spot is," she ordered.

"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, being given a target I was usually able to find with relative ease. I loved exploring the outside of a pussy with my tongue, but a close second was exploring the inside of a pussy with my finger. Every inside was similar, yet different... no two pussies ever quite alike.

I slid a finger in and slowly explored as I resumed licking, knowing the simultaneous double pleasure usually did wonders to the girls I served in uni.



Her moans increased as I fingered her and found her g-spot rather quickly.

"Ohhhh, you're a natural little slut," she moaned, as I began tapping on her g-spot with my finger while tapping on her clit with my tongue.

It didn't take long, thirty seconds maybe, and she demanded, her orgasm close, "Don't you dare fucking stop!"

I would never stop until she made me.

I continued the double pleasure as her moans increased, her breathing changed and her legs stiffened, "Yessssss, you fucking slut!"

Seconds later her pussy cum exploded out of her and cascaded onto my face and tongue.

I lapped it up like a girl who has found water after years in a desert.

"Oh fuck," she said, as her body trembled.

I kept licking until she pushed my head away and ordered, "Get on the floor, slut. Time to fuck the shit out of you."

"Is that metaphorical or literal?" I questioned playfully, as I got onto the floor and onto all fours... the most submissive position there was.

"Both," she said, as she walked over to a table and grabbed a strap-on that was sitting there, one I hadn't noticed before.

She fastened it to her tight body and walked over to me. "Suck my dick, slut."

"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, opening my mouth and performing the task I'd liked the least when I was married. I was never a big fan of cock sucking. Partly because of his pubes which always got into my mouth, partly because he had a male scent that was never overly appealing and partly because I didn't enjoy the bobbing or the cum.

But sucking Olivia's cock was different. There were no pubes to get in my mouth, no male scent, but rather the heavenly scent of the aftermath of a female orgasm. Also the act was one of a submissive in pursuit of the goal of her fucking me (and somehow I knew she would fuck me hard and rough, and give me the orgasms my ex never could).

I bobbed back and forth, trying to take it all in, but it had been a long time since I'd sucked a cock and I struggled.

She said, "This cock doesn't go in your cunt until you can take it all in your mouth like the slut you are."

This made me double my efforts to achieve the expected task and I was soon taking most of it in my mouth, but was unable to take the last inch without gagging.

Olivia grabbed my head and ordered, "Breathe through your nose," as she shoved the cock into my mouth so deep it tickled my tonsils.

I gagged briefly, but then got used to it, as the cock just sat there deep in my throat.



"There you go, Kate," she said approvingly.

I moaned in response.

"On all fours," she ordered, a moment later. "Time to fuck my pet, like a pet."

"Yes, Mistress," I said, getting into position, quick like a lesbian Flash.

"Eager, are we?" she chuckled.

"I have never wanted to be fucked more in my life," I admitted, and meant it. I needed to be fucked... dominated... used.

She moved behind me and said, "Good, because I fuck my sluts. If you want to be made love to, go find some needle dicked man."

"I want to be fucked, pounded, reamed, plowed and drilled," I listed in rapid fire response, wanting her to know I liked it rough, needed it rough.

"Beg for it," she ordered, as she rubbed the cock up and down my excessively wet pussy lips.

"Please, Mistress," I moaned, looking back at her. "Fuck your bimbo slut and claim her as your full-time fuck toy. Pound her pussy, drill her twat, ream her asshole," I listed, begging in the third person, even offering my virgin ass to her (which scared me, but was something I was willing to do to show her my complete compliance).

"Would any of your colleagues ever imagine you like this?" she asked.

"God, no," I said. "I have two halves, unfortunately one half has been in hibernation for over two decades."

"Well, let's awaken the beast within," she said, as she slid the entire cock deep in me with one rough forward thrust.

"Yes!" I moaned.

"Oh yeah, I'm going to make all your dreams come true," she promised, as she fucked me.



"You already have," I moaned.

"Oh this is just the beginning," she replied. "I will share you with friends, with other Mistresses and make you an incest slut."

"Oh yes, fuck," I whimpered, the idea of being shared, like I was in college, exciting me.

"You want to eat your daughter's cunt?" she questioned, as she slammed into me.

"Yes, I'll do it for you," I agreed, so horny and overwhelmed with lust I wasn't thinking straight or long term.

She grabbed my hands, pulled them behind my back, shoved my head to the floor and stepped on it, as she pistoned in and out of me. "You'll do everything and everyone I tell you to, won't you, slut?"

"Yes, yes, yes," I babbled, as she somehow reached new deeper depths in this position.



"Tell me what you are," she ordered.

I listed the following:

-a slut

-a bimbo

-a slave

-an incest craving lesbo

-a submissive skank

-an arse taking whore

-a sub for all teens

-a cunt licker

"Come, my submissive, cunt-licking, daughter-craving, ass-taking whore," she ordered.

Permission granted, the orgasm that had been rising through me at an intensely quick pace ripped through me like a hurricane, tornado and earthquake all hitting one point simultaneously. "Yes, thank you, Mistress!" I screamed, as the ultimate orgasm hit me.

As I was still coming, she pulled out, tugged me up and ordered, "Eat my cunt, slut."

My body shaking, I found her cunt between the straps and licked hungrily. Unlike the first time, this was raw lust. I sucked, I tugged, I licked.



She grabbed my head and ground her cunt up and down on my face, giving me a female cum facial.

This continued for a good few minutes, her using my face and tongue for her pleasure and me enjoying the roughness until she came a second time. I lapped up more pussy cum as I was amazed at her being able to come standing up, not something I was ever able to do.

When she let go of my head a couple of minutes after her second orgasm she ordered, "Back on all fours, slut."

"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, looking forward to whatever she had in store for me next.

"Ready to have that anal virginity taken?" she asked, as I looked back and saw she had lube in her hand.

Thank God, I thought to myself, before I answered, "Yes, Mistress, please make me your three-hole fuck slut and take my anal virginity."

"Good girl," she nodded, as she poured lube between my ass cheeks and onto her cock. As she positioned her cock at my rosebud she said, "Now relax, this will be uncomfortable at first, but if you're the true slut I think you are, the pain will shift to pleasure in no time."

"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, nervous and anticipating the pain, but also excited to finally feel what it felt like to be arse fucked. Toys in my ass were fun once I got used to them, but this was the next level... an arse fucking where I wasn't in control.

I felt her push.

Nothing.

I felt her push again.

Nothing.

I felt her push a third time and then I winced as she forced her way through my tight back door defense and slid inside.

"Breathe," she reminded me, as the cock slowly penetrated me.

"K," I whimpered, the pain more intense than I had anticipated, the cock a little thicker than my toys and way longer.



Although the pain was intense, the submissive act of giving up my ass guided me through it.

The pain slowly subsided... after minutes of fucking.

The pleasure began to build and overtake the pain.

Until my whimpers became moans.

"There you go, my slut," Olivia purred, as she kept fucking my ass.

"Feels good," I said, suddenly wanting more.

"Ready to ride it?" she asked.

"Anything you want me to do," I answered, although I was enjoying the doggy style arse fucking as it was.

She pulled out, rolled onto her back and ordered, "Straddle it, my eager ass slut."



"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed. As I straddled it, I struggled to put it back in my ass.

When I finally did and lowered myself onto it, she bucked her hips up and reached new depths in my ass at a new angle.

I screamed, as the pain returned, "Fuck!"



"Oh yes, you little slut, take it up that shit hole," Olivia smirked, looking up at me, as I realized I was suddenly above her.

"Oh yes," I moaned, beginning to bounce on the cock, taking it all in my ass like the cheap slut I was, trying to overwhelm the pain with pleasure. "God, I love a cock in my arse."

"Arse," she chuckled, "that is a hot word."

I wanted to kiss her, she looked so beautiful lying below me, but I knew that wasn't our relationship.

This wasn't about intimacy.

This was about hierarchy.

And although I was physically on top, she was clearly on top at all times.

After a couple of minutes, she ordered, "Go get on the piano."

"Okay," I nodded, thinking that baby grand was too extravagant for sex, but I wasn't one to quibble, plus my knees could use a break.

I climbed onto the piano, as did Olivia, and she pushed me onto my back, lifted one of my legs high in the air, while moving her hand to my neck (not to choke, but a clear position of power) and slid her cock back into my ass.

"Oh yes, pound my arse," I moaned, looking into her eyes.

"You really are a natural submissive," Olivia acknowledged.

"God yes," was all I could muster as she pounded my arse which was finally all pleasure.



"Now real submissive bimbo ass sluts can also come just from taking a dick up their shit hole," she said, as she moved her face close to mine.

"I think I can if you keep drilling my arse and calling me names," I said, the pleasure building and creating pleasure everywhere.

"My three-hole bimbo, my on-call cunt licker, my incest seducing bitch," she listed, her hot breath on my neck.

"Oh yes," I moaned.

"I'm going to fuck Victoria's arse while you eat her cunt," she said, "I and another will pound both your assholes as you and your bitch daughter 69 each other."

"Oh fuck, yes, make Victoria your slut just like her mother," I babbled, the idea so hot when I was so close to coming.

"Like mother, like daughter," Olivia declared, drilling me as hard as she possibly could.

"Yes, fuck my arse, use your slut, oh fuck, oh fuck," I said, as the orgasm rose.

"Come now, you arse slut, you submissive sex slave," she demanded.

And as if she had magical powers over me, as if she were arse-fucking me with a magic wand, the moment she ordered me to come, I did.

"Yes, fuck, I'm coming, Mistress," I screamed, as another orgasm coursed through me.



She kept pounding my arse for a couple of minutes until my orgasm was fading, before she pulled out and shoved the cock in my mouth.

Sucking a cock that was just in your ass was one more humiliating task and once more I obeyed without hesitation, bobbing on the cock like the surrendered slut I was.

When she pulled out, she leaned forward and kissed me.

I kissed her back eagerly.

When she broke the kiss, she said, "Now get out, my parents will be back in the next half hour."

"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, feeling a wave of disappointment at the reality it was over.

She got off the piano and grabbed her dress.

I got off the piano and grabbed mine. She walked out of the room without a word, leaving me alone.

I got dressed, put on my heels and walked out, feeling the famous walk of shame... although thankfully no one saw me.

I got home, my body calming down and guilt building.

Had I really offered Victoria to her?

Fuck!

I walked in the house and Victoria called out, "That's too early to have gotten laid."

If she only knew....

I was getting ready for bed a couple of hours later, after finishing watching Sleepless in Seattle with Victoria, avoiding the interrogation of Victoria about my date and a long bubble bath, when I saw there was an email from Olivia.

Of course, I clicked on it; it was from over an hour ago.

From: Mistress Olivia

To: Slut Sarah

Time: 10:02 pm Thursday February 14th, 2008.

Subject: U R Now my Slut

You passed the test. You will make a good little slut. You understand now what the expectations are right?

Complete and utter faithfulness!

Mistress Olivia

I did understand her expectations.

I was petrified by the ones relating to Victoria, yet my response didn't show any of that fear.

From: Slut Sarah

To: Mistress Olivia

Time: 11:33 pm Thursday February 14, 2008.

Subject: U R Now my Slut

Dear Mistress,

Thank u so much for accepting me as your slut.

Your obedient, loyal servant,

Kate

For the first time, I signed it with my real first name.

I was proud of who I was professionally.

It was now time to be proud of who I was sexually.

I was a submissive and that is who I am.

The next afternoon, a Friday half day, I was doing some early grocery shopping when I got a text from an unknown number.

I expect you at the school in the library at 4:00. I hope you are hungry? O

I had no idea how she had my cell number, but it was obviously from Olivia. It was also obvious she expected me to go down on her in the same high school my daughter attended.

It was after school on a Friday at least, and the school would likely be pretty empty, but still.

Even as I worried about the risk, my mouth watered and my pussy dampened. Just the thought of Olivia's pussy had me conditioned like one of Pavlov's Dogs.

Yet, I texted back, avoiding the term Mistress and keeping it as vague as possible but showing my obedience: I will be there.

I had been to the school a few times and I knew where the library was, so I arrived at as close to four as possible. As the school came into view I gasped. The parking lot was full. As I looked around I saw a couple of buses from a rival school. I parked, quite a ways from the school and as I walked towards the school I saw on a billboard that it was basketball playoffs game 1.

Oh crap.

The school would be jam-packed.

I walked in, now a minute after four, and kept a look out for Victoria... there was an uncomfortable chance she was here.

I got to the library where a cute cheerleader was standing at the hallway door. She smiled, "Hi, Victoria's mom, Olivia is inside."

"Um, okay," I said, my cheeks burning red with humiliation at the assumption that this cheerleader knew exactly why I was here and worse, who my daughter was.

"Have fun," she said, as she let me in.

"Uh, thanks," I said sheepishly, as I walked in.

Once inside, the door closed behind me and Olivia said tersely, "You're late."

I looked around and was relieved to see the library was empty, except for Olivia in her cheerleader attire, which she looked amazing in. I apologized, "Sorry, I didn't know there was a game today, I had to park quite a ways away."

"Plan better," she snapped, as she sat on a table. "Tardiness comes with punishment."

"Sorry, Mistress," I apologized, walking towards her.

"Well, get to work, I only have a few minutes before the game warm-up," she said, spreading her legs.

I moved between them and was surprised to see she was wearing crotchless pantyhose... something I had never worn myself.



Then I licked her to a rather quick orgasm as she told me I had to wear a butt plug in my ass all weekend as a punishment and I wasn't allowed to have an orgasm until further notice.

I agreed to the punishments, knowing the not coming would be a challenge. I had been constantly horny ever since I first met Olivia online.

Once she came, she rubbed her cunt juices all over my face and ordered, "No washing your slut face until bedtime."

"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, praying I wouldn't see my daughter or any of her friends on my walk back to the car.

Thankfully, I didn't see my daughter and she texted me she was going to the after party to celebrate the game one victory, so I was safe.

On Sunday, I was at the gym working out, wanting to stay in great shape for my Mistress when I was startled by a voice.

"You look good in gym shorts," Olivia said from behind me.

My eyes went wide. She was at my gym. My exclusive gym.

I turned around and saw she was wearing a strap-on. I gasped. Sure, we were alone at the moment, but that usually didn't last long.

"Ready for a real workout?" she asked.

"Here?" I asked, there being a few people who worked out at this gym who knew me in my role as a district attorney.

"You said anytime, anyplace," she pointed out.

"I know, but there are people here who know my role in the district attorney's office," I pointed out.

"Trust me," she said, "I promised I would protect your identity and I will if you remain obedient. But this questioning has me questioning your commitment."

"Sorry, Mistress," I apologized, "I wasn't meaning to question you. I'm just nervous about blurring the lines between work and pleasure."

"Well, this is working out and pleasure," she shrugged, as she moved to me. "And in case you're curious, Jane is one of my pets."

"Jane?" I questioned, although I'd assumed she was a lesbian. I mean she ran a female only gym. It also catered to people of wealth and was very protective of our privacy.

"Yes, now go to that ladder. I need to burn some calories and you need to finish your workout," she ordered.

Somehow confident we had the room to ourselves, I obeyed, plus I was looking forward to a good fucking.

She fucked me bent over as I held onto the ladder for dear life.

She had me bounce back on the cock so I could continue my workout.

She finished by having me use the rails for balance as she fucked me almost to an orgasm, both of us getting a workout, before she pulled out.



She pulled out and said, "No orgasm for stupid disobedient sluts."

"I'm so sorry, Mistress," I apologized, adding, "I'm a silly slut."

I dropped to my knees in anticipation of pleasing her, but she pushed my face away and said, "No cunt for you either, for questioning me."

"I'm so sorry, Mistress," I repeated, desperate to eat her cunt, no longer caring where I was, but only about complete submission.

"The sooner you learn to obey without hesitation, the sooner you will earn my full respect," she said, walking away.

"Yes, Mistress," I replied, disappointed, but understanding that I had questioned her and trying to ignore the burning sensation in my cunt.

Then I heard nothing from her for four days.

It felt like an eternity.

Had she given up on me?

Was this a test?

Then on Thursday, my secretary April, came into my office and said, "You have a young lady here who wants to see you."

"Who is it?" I asked.

"She referred to herself as Ms. Olivia and stressed that you would be willing to see her right away," she said. She added, "I stressed you were busy and not taking walk-ins, but she insisted I tell you she is here."

I sighed. She was at my place of work now.

I said, hastily explaining why an eighteen-year-old was here, "It's okay April, she is one of Victoria's friends and needs some legal assistance."

"Oh, okay, sorry," she apologized.

"No, no, you wouldn't have known," I said. "Please let her in and I don't want any interruptions for the next hour. I need to deal with this right now."

"Yes, Kate," she nodded, using my first name because I hated formalities in the office. We were a team and I didn't need a Ms. to be used every time.

A minute later, Olivia walked in and said, once the door was closed, "She's cute."

"Yes, she is," I nodded, before adding, "and four months pregnant."

"Delicious," she smiled, as she turned and locked my office door, before removing her coat to reveal a super sexy dress.

"I have a two o'clock meeting with a judge, Mistress," I said, knowing I had an hour at most before I would need to leave.

"Well, then we'd better get going," she said, as she snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor.

I instantly dropped to the floor and crawled around my desk in front of her.

"That's better," she nodded. "Did you miss me?"

"Immensely," I admitted, "I'm going through withdrawal."

"Have you come at all?" she questioned, as she slipped out of her heels.

"No, Mistress."

"Want to role play?" she asked.

"Sure," I responded, curious what she had in mind.

"Sure, what?" she questioned, her tone annoyed.

"Sure, Mistress Olivia," I quickly corrected.

"So you know I want your daughter, correct?" she asked, as she sat down on my couch.

"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, always finding it awkward when she mentioned her plans for my daughter.

"And you are willing to be part of the seduction," she added.

"Yes, Mistress," I agreed reluctantly, knowing I would end up agreeing anyway.

"So let's practice you fucking your daughter," she said.

"Pardon?"

"I'll be Victoria from now on and we can have some fun Mommy-daughter sex," she suggested.

"Oh!"

"Is there a problem?" she asked.

"Um, no," I said, then added, "I've never been too good at role playing," which wasn't a lie. I was a terrible actress and not much of a liar. And role playing, obviously, requires saying things that aren't true.

"I'll take the lead," she smiled, as she changed her voice slightly and said, "Mom, that bitch Olivia won't stop harassing me."

My eyes went wide as I instantly made a connection. The girl Victoria often complained about was Olivia. Fuck!

I said the same thing I would say to Victoria, "Oh honey, don't let her bother you. She is likely just jealous of you."

"Really?" Olivia said, looking into my eyes with the same vulnerability and insecurity my daughter occasionally did.

"Yes, bullies usually just pick on you because they either want to be you or they have a crush on you," I said.

"You think she has a crush on me?"

"She might."

"But I'm not a lesbian."

"Doesn't mean she isn't," I said, before adding, realizing this was a role play, "plus, how do you know you're not bisexual?"

"Mom!" Olivia gasped.

"What?" I asked, "many girls have lesbian tendencies or fantasies they suppress because they're afraid people might judge and label them."

"Do you have lesbian tendencies?"

"I may," I coyly replied.

"You do!" she gasped. "Have you h-h-had sex with another girl before, Mom?"

"Promise not to judge me?" I asked.

"You have!"

"Many times," I revealed.

"No way."

"And truth be told, I prefer women to men," I continued, getting into the role play, getting into the idea of trying to convince my daughter that women were better than men. Thinking this, I realized after my bad experience with her father, turning her into a lesbian wasn't necessarily a bad idea except for the no grandchildren... I wanted grandchildren.

"Mom, I can't believe this," she said, acting shocked.

I moved right in front of her and said, "Plus, women understand a feminine body way more than men do."

"I guess," she said, looking skeptical.

"Have you ever been kissed by a girl, Victoria?" I asked, my lips almost touching hers.

"N-n-no," she stammered.

"Let me show you," I said.

She began to protest, "But you're my...."

But I stopped her words with my lips. I wasn't sure I would ever get to kiss Olivia's upper lips ever again so I seized this opportunity for a romantic kiss.

I hoped she would return the kiss and she did.

Our tongues danced... it was so intimate in comparison to the rough treatment of the first night and the two that followed.



We kissed for a minute before I lifted her dress up and over her head. "Let Mommy check out her daughter."

"This is weird," she protested weakly, as I cupped her tits.

"So nice and ripe," I purred, as I leaned forward and extended my tongue to her nipple.



"Oh, Mom," she moaned, as I swirled my tongue around her nipple.

"Let Mommy make you feel good," I whispered, as I sucked her nipple between my lips.

I then slithered my tongue down between the valley of her tits and back up to replicate the same attention on her left breast.

"That feels so good, Mom," she moaned.

I then unbuttoned my blouse, took it off and said, "Now come and suck on Mommy's titties baby, like you used to."

"Okay," she said, as I moved my hand behind her head and guided her mouth to my tit.



She sucked on each of my tits and I moaned, "You haven't sucked on Mommy's tits in years."

"I missed these," she replied, cupping my tits as she sucked on them.

"Mommy missed this too," I moaned. "We need more Mommy and daughter time."

"Yes, Mommy," she agreed, moving to my other tit.

After a couple of minutes, I said, leading her to my desk, "Now let Mommy show you how good another girl can make you feel."

"You sure, Mom?" she asked, "isn't it wrong to have sex with your daughter?"

"Do you think it is wrong?" I asked, as she leaned against the desk. "I don't think we'll be making any inbred babies."

"I don't know," she said.

"Let Mommy show you and if you don't like it, I'll stop," I said, as I pulled my skirt off.

"Okay," she said.

I lowered myself to the floor and buried my face in her cunt, knowing I needed to accelerate the pace to make sure I wasn't late for my meeting.

"Oh Mommy, that feels so good," she moaned, as I licked her wet pussy.



"You taste so good, baby," I purred between licks.

"Oh God, Mommy, please don't stop."

"I'll do this all day, baby," I continued as I licked hungrily, wanting to get her off, taste her cum again and be ready to head to my meeting.

I licked for a few minutes, her moans increasing, before she said, "Oh yes, Mommy, eat my cunt, make me come, yes, yes, eat my cum, Mommy."



And I eagerly lapped up her sweet cum.

Once she was done coming, Olivia returned to being herself as she said, "That was hot, slut."

"Thanks," I said, still on the floor.

"I really believed you wanted to seduce your daughter," she said.

"In the moment, I did," I admitted.



"Well, don't worry, I plan to make that fantasy into reality," she said, as she pulled me up.

"Yes, Mistress," I replied.

"Want to come before your meeting?" she asked.

"Please, Mistress," I said, happy to be allowed to come.

"Back up against the wall," she ordered.

I did.

She walked to me, put her leg between mine, lifted it up to my cunt and ordered, "Hump my leg to orgasm, my pet."

"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, this being something I had never done before. I'd humped a pillow for her earlier and a couch end back in college to multiple orgasms, but never a leg.

I obeyed. As I grabbed her hips to balance her.

Horny from the role play, it didn't take long to get myself off as I moaned, "May I come, Mistress?"

"Yes, you dirty incest slut," she said.

"Thank you!" I replied, coming seconds later all over her leg.



Once I was done, she made me lick my cum off her nylons before she got dressed.

She then said, "I'll text you an address for tonight. Your other Mistress wants some play time."

"Other Mistress?" I asked, nervously.

"Yes, my second in command, Katrina," she said. "She expects you there at 7PM."

"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, even though I didn't like the idea at all.

Dressed, she nodded, "Good, slut," and walked out, opening the door just seconds after I got my blouse on.

After work, I went home and changed out of my business attire and into something more casual, hoping that going to Katrina's would be quick. Maybe a quick licking and no more.

Thankfully, I was right, although we almost got caught.

I arrived at her place on time and she opened the door and said, "Hurry up, slut, my parents are going to be home soon. So this is going to be a quickie."

"Um, okay," I nodded, following her into her house and to her bedroom.

As soon as we were in the bedroom, she pulled her skirt off and got onto her bed, her bedroom almost the same square footage as my entire house.

She ordered, "Get over here and eat me, slut."

I obeyed, my mouth watering the moment she spread her legs. I was surprised to see a relatively hairy snatch, but buried my face in it and began licking eagerly... partly because I was told to and partly because I knew time was of the essence.

"So eager," Katrina moaned, as I attacked her cunt, which was already wet and her scent quite strong, the pubic hair capturing the feminine bouquet.

I licked for a couple of minutes before I heard a door close.

I stopped mid-lick as Katrina announced, "Looks like my parents are home."

She grabbed the back of my head and asked, "Who told you to stop?"

"But your parents are home," I pointed out, as she grabbed my head and shoved it deeper into her cunt, so I resumed licking, praying she had locked the door.



Katrina's moans got louder and as she got close, there was a knock at the door. "Honey, are you okay?"

"Under the bed," she whispered, as she quickly slipped under the covers as I just as quickly crawled under the bed, terrified of getting caught.

"I'm fine," Katrina called out, and the door opened just as I made it under the bed.

"I thought I heard strange sounds coming from your room," her mother said.

"I don't know," she shrugged, "I was just studying." Which was a badly-constructed lie since there were no books on her bed.

"Oh, okay," the mom said. "Well, come downstairs when you need a break, we bought some ice cream.

"Yummy," Katrina said, "I'll be there in a few."

"Okay," the mother said, and she closed the door.

After about twenty seconds, Katrina ordered, "Hurry up slut, get back here and finish what you started."

I crawled out from underneath the bed and saw Katrina had moved to the edge of her bed. I moved between her legs and said, my eyes still wide, but the adrenaline quite the rush, "That was close."

"Whatever; she's going to catch me someday and then I'll have to seduce her. Now get yourself close and whip up your warm cream," she ordered, grabbing my head and pulling me back deep into her hairy bush.

I resumed licking, devouring her pussy like it was my last meal and in only a couple of minutes she was moaning loudly and then she came all over my face.



Once she finished coming and I finished lapping up her sweet cum, she said, "You can sneak out my window."

"Really?" I asked.

"No, I'm lying to you," she sighed, as she got off the bed and grabbed her skirt. She added, "I sneak out of it all the time," she said.

"Okay," I said, realizing I didn't have my shoes. "Um, my shoes are downstairs."

"I guess you're going home barefoot," she shrugged.

"Okay," I agreed, with a sigh.

She opened the window and I climbed out, feeling like a boy about to get caught by an angry dad.

Thankfully, it was easy and I was back in my car five minutes later... where I rubbed myself to orgasm.

That night, I emailed Olivia:

From: Slut Sarah

To: Mistress Olivia

Time: 11:58 pm February 20, 2008

Subject: Mission Completed

Mistress,

I have fulfilled your demand as commanded. Your friend Katrina has a beautiful pussy. Her mother almost walked in on us. We heard her coming up the stairs and I had to hide under the bed. Her Mom came in and asked if something was wrong. Katrina asked why and her mother said she thought she heard some strange sounds. Katrina laughed and said no she was just studying for a test. The fear of getting caught was a major turn-on Mistress and after her Mom left again I finished pleasing Katrina.

Your obedient slut

Three nights later, while I was at home having a glass of wine and reading some briefs, I received an email from Olivia.

From: Mistress Olivia

To: Slut Sarah

Time: 8:43 pm Saturday February 23, 2008

Subject: Ur daughter

Slut,

I want u to begin the seduction of Victoria. How u do this is up 2 u, but I want her on her knees, ready to serve me, by the end of March.

Mistress Olivia

I finished my reading and then reread the email. The role play had really turned me on and drawn me deeper into my submission to Olivia.

But the reality was Victoria hated Olivia and how could I betray my daughter?

Yet, twenty minutes later, I was responding to Olivia and agreeing to her expectations.

From: Slut Sarah

To: Mistress Olivia

Time: 9:51 pm Saturday February 23, 2008

Subject: Re: Ur daughter

Mistress Olivia,

I understand ur request. But I may need ur help. I really don't know how 2 go about seducing my daughter.

I badly want 2 please u, but how do I even begin?

Your dumb slut

Kate

She didn't respond that night, but did Sunday morning.

From: Mistress Olivia

To: Slut Sarah

Time: 11:15 am Sunday February 24, 2008

Subject: How 2 seduce ur daughter

Slut,

Only a real whore would even consider seducing their daughter. It makes me wet thinking about it. My suggestion is to start slow with Victoria. Begin complimenting her more, touch her more and show more skin. Attempt to bring up conversations about sex.

Good luck, once u have accomplished this task, I will reward u with ur very own sub.

I look forward to Victoria on her knees ready to submit to me unconditionally like her slut mother.

Mistress Olivia

I had already been giving her compliments, but that hardly was going to get her to have sex with me. I replayed the role play in my head but that was so much easier because it was pretend and she wasn't really my daughter. There was no way Olivia was going to freak out and run out of the room when I'd started feeling her up, but I had no idea how Victoria would feel about that.

I went downstairs to make lunch and Victoria was at the table reading the newspaper. I joked, "You may be the only one at your school who still reads newspapers."

"I'm probably the only one who can read," she joked back.

"So how is school?"

"The bane of my existence," she said, overdramatically.

"Well, only four months left," I pointed out.

"71 days, but who's counting?" she added.

"Apparently you are," I laughed.

"Well, what can I say?" she shrugged.

I wanted to bring up some more, but ended up making lunch.

That afternoon as she was heading out, I complimented her hair, make-up and outfit and she gave me a look like I was an alien.

That night I sent an email:

From: Slut Sarah

To: Mistress Olivia

Time: 9:51 pm Saturday February 23, 2008

Subject: Seduction is going slow

Mistress Olivia,

I have complimented her but unsure how to go further.

HELP!

Dumb dumb Kate

She responded the next morning telling me she would meet me at my house around 1:30. I had told her earlier I had a lunchtime dentist appointment and had chosen to take the rest of the day off as a medical day so she knew I'd be available.

She changed plans and had me pick her up at school instead and got in and said, "Look, your daughter is just over there."

My first reaction was ridiculous... I ducked.

"I think she would recognise your car, bimbo," Olivia pointed out.

"Right," I said, sitting back up and looking back to where Victoria was... she was walking towards school and away from me.

I heaved a big sigh of relief and started driving.

"So have you considered asking for a foot massage?" she asked, as I started heading towards my house.

"No, but that's a good idea," I said, thinking that would be a simple way to spend some time with Victoria and perhaps try to implant some long-term seeds.

"Of course it is," she said, before adding, "a back massage can be the next step. Accidentally walking in on her naked or letting her see you naked are also options."

"You have thought this out," I said.

"You're not my first MILF bimbo who is expected to seduce her daughter," she said.

"Oh, right," I nodded.

"You can also leave a strap-on somewhere she will find it, as that will really make her wonder," she added.

"I imagine it will," I laughed, imagining Victoria walking into the bathroom and seeing a strap-on cock just sitting there. How would she react?

"Trust me, your daughter is ripe for the fucking," she said.

"I hope you're right," I said, although I wasn't convinced.

"You don't believe me?" she asked.

"I just don't see Victoria as a lesbian or into incest," I said.

"Trust me," she said, "Victoria is a submissive just like you, she just may not know it yet."

"How do you know?" I asked.

"I can see through façades," she said, as we pulled into my driveway.

"So it seems," I said.

"And now I want to see what my future slut's bedroom looks like," she said, as she got out of the car.

"Um, okay," I said, Victoria being very private about her bedroom.

Once in the house, I moved towards my bedroom in hopes I may distract her, but she ordered, "No, not in your room, slut. I want you to eat me on your daughter's bed."

"Yes, Mistress," I responded, knowing I was just going to obey her anyway like I always did.

I led her to Victoria's room and she looked around and shook her head. She then turned to me, took off her sundress, sat on Victoria's bed and demanded, "Bitch, we only have an hour, so get to work."

I replied, "Yes, Mistress Olivia," as I walked over to her, excited about the opportunity to lick that addictive pussy again.

"Now I really want you to take your time as this is your last time until I see some progress in your seduction plan," she moaned softly.

I didn't respond, instead I savored the taste of my Goddess.

I licked and probed and explored until she began to get animated, "Yes, suck my clit, slut," she ordered.

I obeyed, moving my lips to her swollen clit.

She asked, as her hands went through my hair, "That's it, you like my young pussy, don't you?"



I responded, "I love it, Mistress."

"Deeper, dyke, shove your tongue inside me," she ordered, as she grabbed my head and pulled me deep into her wet cunt.

I furiously tongue fucked her pussy, trying to use my tongue like a tiny cock until she let go of my head, collapsing back onto the bed as she screamed, "I'm coming slave, keep licking, you fucking bitch."

I remained on the carpet watching her come, admiring her beauty.

Once she had recovered, she sat up and ordered, "Slut, go get the strap-on. I want to fuck you on your daughter's bed."

"Yes, Mistress Olivia," I replied, too excitedly, dying to get fucked by her. I quickly got off the floor and scurried to my room to grab the strap-on.

I was returning when she called me into the bathroom, surprising me, as she ordered, "Slut, please clean up my piss."

That was not something I had ever done before for anyone.

Yet, I went into my bathroom and lowered myself before Olivia as she finished peeing.

Once done, she stood up and I wordlessly licked the wetness from her pee-hole. I wasn't sure what it would taste like, but it was almost flavorless. The task was degrading, which, of course, turned me on.

Once she was satisfied I had cleaned her well enough, she walked out and ordered, "Get on your daughter's bed."

I got on the bed and she sighed, "Take off the fucking dress, dumb ass."

"Sorry, Mistress," I replied, quickly slipping out of my dress.

As she got onto the bed and pulled out the butt plug that had been lodged inside me all day, she asked, "Ready for your Mistress to fuck you, slut?"

"Yes, Mistress Olivia," I replied, wanting a cock in me right fucking now. I couldn't explain it, but the moment I was in her presence I became a lust-filled bimbo.

"On your daughter's bed?" she asked, reminding me where we were.

"Yes, Mistress Olivia," I responded without hesitation. When I was this horny she could likely fuck me in the middle of downtown Boston on the hood of a police car!

"Are you looking forward to watching me fuck your daughter with this big thick cock?" Olivia asked, spanking my ass with the plastic toy, but not shoving the dick in me.

"Yes, Mistress Olivia, very much so," I answered, and realized I was. At this moment if Victoria were here I would order her to obey our Mistress.

"Since you are such a fucking lesbian slut, I am just going to kneel here behind you and let you fuck yourself on your daughter's bed," she said.

Taking that as an order and wanting that cock inside me, I moved back and after three tries the cock easily slid inside me. Once I had it in me, I began fucking myself like the nasty little deviant I had become.

Olivia enjoyed watching me desperately fuck myself like a bitch in heat, "Fuck, you are one little whore, letting an eighteen-year-old fuck you on your daughter's bed. But you love it, don't you?"



"Oh, yes, Mistress, I am a whore, your whore," I moaned, taking the cock as deep as I could in this position, my orgasm on the rise.

"Do you want me to fuck your daughter?" she asked, really focused on my daughter and me.

"Yes, fuck the whore," I agreed, focusing more on the cock in me than her words.

Olivia grabbed my hips and stopped me from continuing to fuck myself. "Do you want to eat your daughter's pussy?"

Realizing deep down I did, I mean a live-in cunt to lick would be ideal, I answered, "Yes, Mistress, I would love to eat my daughter's cunt while you fuck my whore hole."

Olivia pulled the strap-on cock out of me and asked, "So you will eat your daughter's pussy for me?"

"Yes," I whimpered, desperate to get the cock back inside me.

"Will you give her to me as a gift?" Olivia asked, the toy rubbing up and down the crevice of my ass.

"Yes, Mistress, you own me and soon you will own my daughter too," I whimpered, expecting the cock to be buried in my ass soon.

"Good, slut, I think it is time to fuck the one last forbidden taboo," Mistress Olivia teased.

I remembered her already reaming my last forbidden taboo, but it wasn't a time for semantics or questioning her, so I declared my truth, "You own that hole too, Mistress."

"Beg me to fuck your ass, my dyke," Olivia ordered, poking my rosebud.

"Fuck my arse, Mistress, fuck your whore on her daughter's bed," I begged, knowing she liked it when my daughter was mentioned.

Olivia put her hand in my cunt, rubbed me for a few seconds and then she used my wetness as lubricant for my arse. I wasn't sure it would work, but then as she pushed forward her cock pushed inside my ass and I whimpered, a slight burn coursing through me, "Aaaaaah."

"Hold still, slut," Olivia ordered, pulling my ass cheeks apart to watch her slut take the long hard cock up her butt.

Eventually the majority of the cock was inside me and she began to slowly fuck my arse.



It took less time for the pain to go away this time and the pleasure to grow. I began moaning and after a couple of minutes begged, "Harder, Mistress, please fuck my arse harder."

Olivia grabbed my hair and began to really fuck the shit out of me. "You asked for it, so I'm really going to pound your asshole, slut."

"Ream it, Mistress," I moaned, "rip me apart with your big cock."

And for a few minutes of anal ecstasy, my arse was really reamed, sending pleasure through every pore of my body.

Then I screamed complete gibberish as my orgasm hit me, "Yes, yes, fuck my arse, deeper, bang my arse, yes, yes, fuckkkkk!"

Olivia fucked me for a few more deep, hard thrusts before pulling out and ordering, "Suck my cock, slut. Suck the cock that was up your ass, or what do you call it, your arse."

I turned around, getting off the end of the bed as Olivia sat down. I bobbed on the cock knowing this was supposed to be one of the ultimate humiliations, sucking a cock that was just in your own arse. Yet I felt no humiliation, only a natural, submissive joy.



I sucked for a couple of minutes as she reminded me, "Pretty soon you'll be using this cock on your daughter, or vice versa."

I moaned in response.

"Or maybe you two will share this cock," she mused.

I moaned again.

"Still horny, slut?" she questioned, pushing my head away.

"Always," I answered, hoping for multiple orgasms.

"Ride this cock in your ass then," she ordered.

I turned around, backed up and slowly lowered myself on the big cock.

"Such a dirty ass slut," she purred, as my arse slowly took it all.



"Yes, I love being your dirty arse fuck," I declared.



Once it was all in, I began bouncing on the cock, making it go even deeper in my arse.

"You're the biggest ass slut I have," Olivia declared, which made me feel good about myself.

"Thank you, Mistress," I moaned.

After a couple of minutes, she ordered, "Let's change positions, this isn't comfortable."

Quoting my favourite movie, 'The Princess Bride', I replied, "As you wish."

She got onto her back, I straddled her again, and lowered myself back onto her cock.

"Fuck yourself, slut," she ordered and I did, to a second orgasm.



"Next time I'm in this bed I expect there to be two sluts here, is that clear?" she asked, as I got off of her.

"Crystal clear," I answered.

"Now get me off one more time," she ordered.

I ate her to one more orgasm before she rubbed her cunt juices on Victoria's pillow and then headed out, after inserting the butt plug back in my arse.

I was spent.

I lay in bed for a good twenty minutes before I got up, put on some jeans over my nylons (and butt plug), grabbed a t-shirt and made dinner.

A couple hours later, Victoria came home and asked, "Hi Mom, how was your day?"

"Same as always," I shrugged, not able to say, 'actually I was arse fucked to two orgasms on your bed by your enemy who wants me to seduce you and make you her slut'.

Victoria gave me a hug, her hand going lower than usual and onto my butt ever so quickly as she grazed the butt plug lodged in my arse.

I stiffened like a board.

Had she felt it?

She asked, noticing something was wrong, "What's wrong, Mom?"

"Oh, oh, nothing," I replied, feeling my face burn red. She moved away and we ended up chatting and having dinner.

As we sat down to watch Wheel of Fortune, something we often did, I decided to take one of Olivia's suggestions. I asked, out of the blue, "Would you like a foot massage?"

Victoria shrugged, "Sure, Mom." She flipped her feet onto my lap and I took a foot into my hand. As I did she asked, "Mom, you've been extra nice to me lately, what gives?"

I could feel my cheeks go red again as I asked, "Oh, can't I just do nice things for my only daughter?"

"Of course," she replied. I smiled, giving her what I hoped would be a soothing foot massage.

We watched Wheel of Fortune in silence instead of guessing the puzzles as I massaged both her feet.

After about ten minutes she suggested, surprising me, "Mom, let me return the favor."

She moved her feet off my lap, reached down and grabbed mine and put them on her lap. As she began massaging my toes individually, something I had never thought of doing and it felt really nice, she asked, "Why are you wearing stockings with jeans?"

I paused, not sure what to say as I tried to come up with something to help my awkward secret attempt at seduction, I finally lamely answered, "Oh, I just like the feel of them."

Her next response was the perfect one to try and advance some sort of seduction ploy as she said, her tone a little sultry I thought, "Hmmm, they do feel sexy, Mom."

Yet, I couldn't say anything.

In my head a few different responses popped up, but they all seemed too awkward to say, like, "You should try some on." So I remained silent and enjoyed the toe and foot massage.

Eventually, she was done, Wheel of Fortune ended and she went up to her room.

That night, I emailed Olivia my smallest of small advances:

From: Slut Sarah

To: Mistress Olivia

Time: 10:14 pm Tuesday February 26, 2008

Subject: Small Advances

Dear Mistress,

I gave my daughter a foot massage and she gave me one too. It was a small step, but a step nonetheless. Also, she hugged me and I think she felt my butt plug in my ass. I quickly moved away before she could know for sure.

What next?

Your obedient, nervous servant,

Kate

She didn't respond back that night and I ended up masturbating while imagining the massage going a lot differently.



Next morning, instead of getting a positive response from Mistress Olivia, I got a scolding:

From: Mistress Olivia

To: Slut Sarah

Time 7:51 am Wednesday February 27, 2008

Subject: Re: Small Advance

Slut,

This is not good enough. I want your slut of a daughter on her knees ready to obey me very soon. I want her cleaning my feet with her tongue after a long day of cheerleading practice. I want her licking my sweaty ass cheeks after a long run. I want her begging to lick my pussy just after I have had my boyfriend fill me with cum. I want your bitch daughter Victoria!!!

Make it happen, cunt. Or the repercussions will be worse than your tiny little brain can comprehend.

Mistress Olivia

I came home after eight, exhausted from a long trial day where no decision had been made. Victoria was on the couch and she noticed my exhaustion as she said, "Mom, you look totally beat."

I yawned, knowing it was going to be an early bed tonight, "It was a long day in court."

"Did you win?" Victoria asked.

"The jury is still out," I said, yawning yet again.

"Did you have dinner?" she asked, as if she were the mother.

"Yes, we had food brought in while we waited and waited and waited," I answered, yawning again.

"You need another foot massage, Mommy," Victoria said, using a term of endearment she had not used in years, which made me recall the mom-daughter role play in my office.

I gave her an odd look, a little rattled by the term 'Mommy', but headed to the couch; a foot massage would indeed be amazing. "I would love one, dear. My feet are killing me."

For the next few minutes I recounted the trial as she massaged my stocking-clad feet, her hands moving up my leg to my ankle and calf. It felt nice and I wished I had done that when I'd given her a foot massage. I didn't even notice I did it, but my legs must have opened a bit and revealed the top of my lace stocking top. Victoria asked, "Mom, you wore stockings to work. Were you not worried the lace top could be seen if you sat a certain way?"

I jolted up, embarrassed for her to see my stockings and stammered, "Oh-I-I-um, oh no honey, I made sure to wear a skirt that was conservative enough."

"Ok, then, new question," she said, her hand actually moving slightly up my left leg. She then asked, "Why stockings at work?"

I quickly replied, trying to make this about her seeing a glimpse of an opportunity, "Well, I noticed you wearing them and thought I would try a pair myself."

She questioned, acting as if I violated her privacy, "How did you know I wear stockings?"

"I still do your laundry," I quickly pointed out.

"Touché," she laughed, before asking, "Don't stockings make you feel sexier?"

I blushed as I admitted, "I suppose so."

"That is why I wear them," Victoria admitted. "I feel sexier when I have them on and I know I get more looks from men and women."

"Women?" I questioned, surprised and intrigued. Was she a lesbian? Bi?

"Mom, it is 2008, so if you are not bi you are not popular," she joked, answering my question before I asked.

"You're bi?" I asked, my head spinning with possibility.

Looking nervous, insecure and vulnerable, she admitted, "Well, if truth be told, I think I'm a lesbian."

I was speechless, realizing Olivia was right. I also noticed her hand had moved up my calf. It was almost as if she were seducing me slyly and not me her.

She then added, "Although I have never been with a girl, I just know I want to."

"Y-y-you do?" I stammered, distracted by where her hand was and paralyzed with indecision with what to do next, the opportunity there for the grasping.

"Yes, desperately, it's all I think about. The worst part is the girl I have been crushing on is my worst enemy at school," she sighed, admitting she had a crush on someone. I was befuddled. She continued, "But I still can't get her out of my mind, even when she belittles me over and over. Oddly, somehow her belittling makes me want her more. Does that make any sense?"

She probably didn't know it, but she was admitting she was submissive. Olivia was completely right.

I tried to support her, as I pointed out, "Oh, honey, your Father and I had a love-hate relationship, so I know exactly what you're talking about."

"But I really hate this girl, yet I can't get her out of my mind. She is my polar opposite. A rich, stuck-up bitch that thinks the world revolves around her," Victoria complained, looking so lost in her confusion.

I pointed out, trying to support my daughter as a bewildered young woman and less as a future submissive to Olivia, "Girls like that are often hiding behind their insecurities as a defense mechanism."

"Really?" she said, before adding, still looking so insecure. "Well, I can't imagine Olivia Phillips being insecure. She has a perfect ten body and Hollywood looks."

Part of me had been guessing it could be Olivia, but it still hit when the name escaped her lips. So much so, I was speechless.

She asked, "Are you ok, Mom? It looks like you just saw a ghost."

I stammered, trying to regain control of the situation, "W-w-what is her name?"

"Olivia Phillips," she repeated. "I've told you about her. She's the bitch always giving me a hard time."

I stood up suddenly, trying to come to grips with all the information I had just learned.

As I did, Victoria kept going, "Even though I hate her and everything she stands for, there's just something about her I can't explain. But she is not a lesbian."

I paused, seeing this as a great opportunity to begin to fulfill Mistress's expectations. I asked, "How do you know?"

"A girl just knows," she replied.

"Oh," I paused, wondering how much I should reveal of my past. "I don't think you can always tell."

"Really?" she asked, looking intrigued.

"Well, before this conversation I had no idea my daughter might be gay," I pointed out, regaining control of myself and the opportunity coalescing right in front of me.

"Touché," she responded and joked, looking me in the eye, "Now what would be crazy was if you were a lesbian."

This was technically a great opportunity, yet I couldn't pull the trigger, I couldn't admit I was indeed a lesbian. I had no idea why I couldn't, even though now seemed to be the perfect time. Instead, I acted shocked, "I can't believe you would say that."

"It was a joke, Mom. There is no way in a million years anyone would think you were a lesbian," she said, backtracking.

"Why?" I asked, a bit insulted. "Am I too old?"

She stood up, pulled me into a hug and comforted me, even though I wasn't asking for comfort, "No, Mom, you aren't too old. You're as beautiful as you ever have been."

"Thanks, honey," I replied, melting into her arms and enjoying the intimacy. "I don't know what came over me. I am really overtired and stressed about the case I guess."

"Actually," she added, shocking me to the very core, "If you weren't my mom I would have a crush on you."

"Oh my," I gasped, shocked by her words as well as her hand resting on my ass. It seemed the wannabe seducer had become the seducee.

Yet, just as I thought about admitting my own truth, she said, "It's ok, Mom. You should get some rest."

"Agreed," I said, cursing myself for not taking the moment to advance my secret agenda. I stopped on the stairs and added, at least hoping to be supportive and perhaps even plant a seed, "By the way sweetheart, I am fine with your sexual preference and if you ever need to talk about it, I'm always here."

"I know, Mom, I know," she replied and I was then alone in my room, horny and confused.

Excited, I had to share my news with Mistress Olivia.

From: Slut Sarah

To: Mistress Olivia

Time: 10:07 pm Wednesday February 27, 2008

Subject: A Major Development

Dear Mistress,

I have BIG news....can we chat?

Slut Kate

(Closer to accomplishing your order)

It wasn't five minutes later that Olivia began a chat with me.

Olivia: Slut, this had better be important; I have not had a good day.

Sarah: I am sorry to hear that, Mistress.

Olivia: What fucking news do you have for me?

Sarah: Victoria has a crush on you.

Olivia: She does? How do you know?

I was excited to see I had her attention.

Sarah: She told me so tonight when she also admitted she thinks she is gay, although she has never had a real experience to base it on.

Olivia: Well, well, well...

Sarah: And I think she was flirting with me.

Olivia: What?

Sarah: Her hand lingered on my ass way too long and when she was massaging my feet it seemed more than just a massage and she complimented me by saying if I wasn't her Mother she would be into me.

Olivia: Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! This is too good to be true.

I knew I was betraying my daughter, yet approval from Olivia was all I craved.

Sarah: What do I do now, Mistress?

Olivia: Flirt back...you know she is a dyke wannabe...just like her whore Mother.

Sarah: Yes, Mistress.

Olivia: I want her ready to please me by Saturday.

Yikes! Originally it had been the end of March.

Sarah: This Saturday?

Olivia: Yes.

Sarah: Oh my, that is not much time.

Olivia: Is that a problem?

Sarah: No, Mistress, I will make it happen somehow.

Olivia: Good slut. Obey my wishes and you will be rewarded.

I wondered what my reward would be.

Sarah: Yes, Mistress.

Olivia: But I am tired and going to go to bed. You are to keep that butt plug in that fat ass of yours until your daughter takes it out...is that understood?

Sarah: Yes, Mistress. But won't it fall out?

Olivia: Of your fat ass?

Sarah:?

Olivia: Fine, you can wear panties this one time.

Olivia: Good night, slut.

Sarah: Good night, Mistress.

I closed my eyes, envisioning Victoria getting fucked by her new Mistress while I held her hand.



I came quickly, the idea of Victoria and I sharing submission a real turn on... talk about ultimate mom-daughter bonding.

.....

The next night I got home around 6:45, fifteen minutes late as Victoria had texted and said she was making supper, which was a pleasant surprise. She was a good cook, but didn't make supper too often.

I walked into the house and apologized, "Sorry honey, traffic was a bitch."

"No problem Mom," she called back, walking out of the kitchen and handing me a glass of wine.

"Oh my," I smiled, needing a couple glasses of wine after the roller coaster day I'd had, "how did you know?"

"Call it a hunch," she shrugged.

I took the wine. "You always have great hunches."

She agreed as she smirked, "You're right, I am pretty much perfect."

"Yes, you are," I laughed, slipping out of my heels, my feet killing me.

She asked, after taking a rather long look at my feet which I thought was weird, "Hungry?"

"Famished," I replied, and followed her into the kitchen.

Victoria ordered, her tone seeming somewhat sexual, or at least I took it that way, "Sit down, Mommy. I am here to serve you tonight."

I sat down, confused by her words, and giving a wince as I sat down too hard and the butt plug reached new depths.

"You ok?" she asked, noticing my brief grimace.

I said I was fine and she brought me a plate and topped up our wine, which I had already half finished... thinking maybe some liquid courage would help my cause... Saturday was just two days away.

"Thank you, my dear," I graciously said.

"Anything for my Mommy," she replied, her hand lingering briefly on my shoulder. It really felt like she was hinting to me she was a submissive.

We sat across from each other and chatted about work and school. It wasn't until we were having dessert, both on our third, very full, glasses of wine, I let Victoria drink if she was at home, that I finally asked, "So, did you see that girl today?"

"What girl?" she asked, looking at me confused.

"That Olivia girl," I replied, rather flippantly, pretending I had no idea who Olivia was.

"Yes," she admitted.

"Did she say anything to you?" I asked, curious how Olivia was using her intel from me.

"No, but she gave me a really smug look. It was really strange, as if she knew something," she said.

"That is strange," I agreed, trying my best to keep my poker face on.

"I know," she said. "Half of me wants to punch her in the face, the other half wants to have her sit on my face."

I gasped, even as my cunt instantly gushed, thankful I was wearing panties for a change, "Victoria!"

"Sorry," she shrugged," this wine is shutting down my inhibitions, it seems."

I laughed, trying to keep it casual, "Well, you are an adult now, I guess I should start treating you as one."

Standing up and walking over to me, she said, "Thanks Mom." She grabbed my hand and pulled me up. "You clearly need a foot massage."

"Always," I agreed, feeling like she might kiss me as I looked into her eyes. I was full of trepidation, countered with eagerness... in other words a muddled mess both mentally and physically. I may never have a better opportunity than this to accomplish Olivia's challenging order.

She guided me to the couch and playfully pushed me onto it. She fell with me and her left hand landed firmly on my breast. I let out a loud yelp, not because I was being felt up, but because the plug in my ass once again reached new depths as she stammered, looking mortified, "S-s-s-sorry, Mom."

"It was an accident," I smiled back, making it not a big deal.

"Of course it was," she shrugged, even though her tone seemed to imply it wasn't an accident. She took my stocking-clad foot in her hand and began massaging it. As she did, she asked for advice. "So Mom, how would you deal with my situation?"

I pondered how to answer the question before I said, "Well, you need to talk to her one on one. You need to confront her about how she has treated you in the past and how it makes you feel. "



"I have to admit that her treating me like a slag somehow makes me want to snog with her?" she asked playfully.

"Well, I wouldn't start with that," I laughed. "But only by accepting who you are and what makes you tick will you find true happiness."

"Mom have you been reading Chinese fortune cookies?" she joked.

"I'm serious," I said, determined to make my point, beginning to give hints of my own submissive nature, "It has taken me many years to accept who I am and what makes me tick."

"And what is that?" she questioned, as her hand began massaging my calf.

I answered, not sure I was ready to admit my past, "That isn't the point."

"Mom, if I am going to be honest with you, then I need you to be honest back," she argued, which was tough to debate.

"But I'm your mother," I pointed out.

"And I'm your daughter. We are all the family we have, and there should be no secrets," Victoria stressed.

A long silence lingered as she continued to massage my calf. Finally, I inched towards the truth, "Honey, the truth will surprise you."

"More than my telling you I think I'm a dyke?" she bluntly asked.

"Yes," I admitted.

"No way," she gasped, looking completely intrigued. She then asked, "What dark, dirty secrets could you possibly be hiding in your closet?"

I sat up and took her hands in mine. Now was the time for the truth. I took a deep breath, looked into her eyes and blurted out, "Victoria, I am a lesbian."

"Bugger off," she responded, looking completely shocked.

"I'm serious," I said, feeling insecure about her reaction.

After what felt like an eternity, she finally said, "You are serious."

"Yes," I whispered, deciding if I was going to admit the truth, I was going to admit the entire truth, "but there's more."

"What?" she asked.

"I am submissive," I admitted, putting my truth out there and feeling some liberation at doing so. "Actually I'm a submissive. It's the core of who I am."

"Now I know you're fucking with me," she responded, not believing me. "You are way too confident and assertive to be submissive at all, let alone be a submissive."

"That is exactly the point," I countered, setting her up perfectly in my mind.

"How so?" she asked, intrigued.

"Well," I began, sharing my philosophy on sexual submission, "My job is very stressful and I always have to be in charge. Yet, in the bedroom, I like just to let go and allow someone else to be in control. I long for it. It completes me."

"I can't believe it," she said back, looking completely shocked, the same look she'd had when she found out Santa wasn't real.

"It's true," I said.

"So what does being submissive entail?" she asked.

"That's a complicated question," I answered, the truth being that submission had many different levels.

"Well, I would never be submissive, I don't think," she said firmly, although the words 'I don't think' implied she wasn't even sure herself.

"I don't know," I said, trying to manipulate her and open up her mind to a future as a submissive to Olivia. "You're a lot like me."

"I suppose," she pondered thoughtfully, "Give me an example of what being a submissive means in the bedroom."

I took some time to think about what I should say. As I did, she said, "Mom, you look more stressed than usual. You clearly need a back massage."

Deciding maybe this was far enough for today, I said, "I don't think so."

Victoria surprised me as she said firmly, her tone changing, "Well, I do think so. That is an order."

"Excuse me?" I questioned, shocked and trying to remain in control.

"You just said you need to let go and have decisions made for you. I am making one for you. You need a massage and I'm going to give you one," she said confidently, pulling me up the stairs.

After a brief moment where time seemed to stand still, I stopped pulling back and followed her, giving in to my natural submissiveness and the possibility of something more.

Once in her room, she ordered, not bossy but in control, "Lie down, Mommy."

I gave her one last skeptical look, one last moment to back down, sensing this was the beginning of something more intimate, perhaps something permanent, before going to her bed and lying on my belly.

Victoria climbed on top of me and began to massage my shoulders. "Wow Mom, your body is super tight. You are clearly super stressed. What is causing all this tension, Mom?"

"Just work," I lied.

"Nothing else?" she questioned, seeming to know I was lying. She then added, "Problems with your Mistress?"

I froze. Did she know? I asked, "Pardon?"

She laughed, "Oh sorry, I was just being facetious."

I restrained a huge sigh of relief as I gave an awkward chuckle. I then just closed my eyes and enjoyed the massage. She did my back. She did my neck.



She moved down and did my legs.

I was so relaxed I wasn't remotely prepared for when she lifted up my dress and began to massage my ass.

"Victoria, please no," I reacted a few seconds after the fact, realizing she was about to find the butt plug lodged in my ass.

"It's ok, Mommy," she replied nonchalantly, explaining, "where the back meets the ass needs to be worked over too."

"But...." I began.

"No buts," she cut me off, before giggling, "No buts...that's funny since I'm massaging yours."

I sighed, and after a minute of having my cheeks massaged, her hands dangerously close to finding the plug in my ass, me wondering if she had already seen it and was acting oblivious, I decided to admit the truth, "Victoria I need to tell you something."

"What is left?" she questioned, "Are we not yet out of secrets?"

"I do have a Mistress," I admitted.

"No way," she said, shocked again.

"And she is a very powerful woman," I continued.

"How so?" she asked.

"She is very manipulative and impossible to say no to," I said.

"I find that hard to believe," she pushed.

There was a brief pause before I decided to just throw it out there, "She wants you."

"What?" she gasped.

"Please let me get up so we can have a normal conversation," I requested, finding this awkward. As she began to move, she stumbled and her hand landed directly on my butt plug, making it go so fucking deep in my arse! I moaned.

Her hand didn't move away as she said, "Um Mom, there is something in your ass."

"I know," I replied, mortified and yet feeling I had come too far to stop now, "My Mistress told me to wear it."

"Why?" she asked, as she got off me.

"To punish me," I admitted, as I turned over to face her.

"Punish you, why?" she questioned.

"Because I had not fulfilled an order," I admitted, again feeling embarrassed by what I was saying.

"What would that be?" she asked.

Still avoiding eye contact, I said, "You're going to hate me."

"I will never hate you," she replied, as she took my hand in hers, "You can tell me anything, Mom."

"I am...I am...I am supposed to...I am..." I tried to admit the full truth but I couldn't.

Instead I broke down and cried.

Victoria put her hands on my wet cheeks and then much to my surprise she kissed me.

I was stunned. She began plastering me with soft, tender kisses. I opened my mouth and she slipped her tongue inside. It was so intimate that I began kissing her back... needing this intimacy. After a few seconds though, I came to my senses and broke the kiss and said, "Victoria, this is wrong."

"Mom, I know everything," she said.

I could feel the blood drain from my face as I asked, "What do you mean?"

"Your task is to have me ready to serve her on Saturday," she revealed.

"But how?" I asked, confused.

She didn't answer how she knew but added to how much she knew, "I also know who your Mistress is."

"Oh my God Victoria, I am so sorry," I said, mortified she knew my wicked, pathetic truth as guilt coursed through me.

"It's ok, Mommy," she smiled not seeming disgusted at all. "But if my wonderful beautiful Mommy is going to be a submissive slut for an eighteen-year-old, it isn't going to be for that bitch Olivia."

"But, I..." I began before she put her fingers to my lips. Was she implying she wanted to be my Mistress?

Her next response answered that question. "Shut up, Mommy. Starting now, I am your Mistress, is that understood?"

I couldn't process all this information fast enough, as if I was in my own twisted version of Alice in Wonderland. I finally allowed my guilt to blurt out, "Victoria, I am a horrible mother."

"Stop!" she barked, startling me. She then softened her tone as she said, "Don't you dare say that. What you are is a submissive slut Mommy, and you need someone to protect you."

I just stared at her, unsure what to say, what to do. This was all too much.

Victoria continued, "Olivia won't protect you, she will eventually end your career as she is a ruthless, scheming shit-ass bitch. But don't worry, I have already begun our revenge plan."

"Revenge?" I asked, curious what her motives were.

"Yes, but I will explain all that later," she said, as she pushed me onto my back. "For now, we begin your training."

My eyes went wide as she straddled my face and lowered her pussy onto my face, which is when I noticed she wasn't wearing panties and was already quite wet.

I was paralyzed with indecision. On the one hand, this was a fantasy coming true, plus she apparently was a dominant... I could have a live-in Mistress to serve. On the other hand, this was incest, simple as that.

Her scent was swarming me.

Her wetness was glistening above me.

For the first time since I first licked a pussy decades ago, I was confused.

Suddenly I felt a hand on my pussy as she said, "Oh my Mommy, your cunt is dripping wet. Is it because you want to fuck your daughter, Mommy?"

I moaned on contact as she tapped my clit and continued, "Go ahead, Mommy, lick your daughter's cunt. It's okay if I say it's okay, and that's what I'm telling you. You don't have to decide any more."

Her finger teasing my clit, her scent, it was too much and I did what I was born to do... lick pussy.

She crooned, "Hmmmm, good Mommy, lick your baby's cunt."

Victoria seemed to be getting turned on by the incest talk, which made me excited too and I began licking faster, wanting to please my daughter, even as she moved her hand away from my fevered box.



Her cunt tasted so sweet and I lapped with the same hunger I had when eating Olivia.

Desperate to get her off.

Desperate to taste her cum.

Eager to be her submissive.

"Oh yes, Mommy, eat my cunt," Victoria moaned after a couple of minutes of concentrated effort and took her dress off so she could look me in the eye while I ate her out.



I knew she was close as she began to grind her cunt up and down my face, using me as if I were just some slut to get her off.

Was I just some slut to get her off?

Then she came all over my face as she screamed, "Lick my cum, Mommy."

Pussy cum being my addiction, I eagerly lapped up my daughter's cum, savoring every drop.

She kept grinding on my face throughout her orgasm, until she rolled off me.

I lay on my back, unsure what to say, or what to do next. Leaving Olivia was easy, I just went home. But this was different, our entire mother-daughter relationship had changed. That... that was something I couldn't allow.

I finally turned onto my side to look at my daughter. Yet, I had no words.

As if understanding I was lost in the 'what now' she leaned forward and kissed me, our tongues slowly exploring each other's mouths.

When she broke the kiss, she shocked me even more than what just transpired. "Mom, I saw you get fucked by Olivia in my room."

"What!" I gasped.

"And I read all your chat messages and emails," she continued, as I imagined I went ghost white.

"Oh my God!" I said, mortified and humiliated.

"And while you were trying to seduce me, I gave you every opportunity," she said.

"I can't believe this," I finally said.

"I even have most of your submission to Olivia on video," she added.

"You what?" I said, moving to angry.

"Yeah, I used it to seduce Olivia's mom and make her my slut," she revealed. "A little tit for tat, don't you think?"

"I can't believe this," I said.

"And I plan to make Olivia my slut before she makes me hers," she finished.

So many emotions coursing through my body, I said, "We can't do this."

"Do what?" she asked.

"We can't have sex," I said, realizing I had allowed my sex drive to take control of my life.

"We already did," she pointed out.

"But it is incest," I said.

"So?" she shrugged. "Did you not enjoy eating your daughter's cunt?"

"Please don't speak like that," I said, trying to regain some sort of balance.

She said, reminding me she had watched me get fucked by Olivia, "Oh Mommy, I've heard you say so much worse, so don't you dare pretend to be all high and mighty."

"That's not what I meant." I said, getting frustrated that I couldn't get my point across.

"Stop!" she ordered.

I froze, startled by her tone.

"Don't you fucking dare! You were the one trying to make me a submissive to your Mistress," she pointed out.

"But...."

"Look Mother," she said, as if she was the mother and I the daughter. "You were sloppy and have got yourself in a shit-load of trouble and I have to fix it. The price you must pay is obedience to me...which shouldn't be too difficult, based on all the slut things you did for your bitch of a Mistress. I can humiliate you just as totally as she has, but deep down I have your best interests at heart because I love you and she doesn't. She only loves power."

My mouth dropped open. Her words, the unfortunate truth, hit me over the head like a hammer.

"I am now your Mistress and you are my obedient slut. Do you understand, Mommy whore?" she asked.

A simple question. A complex answer. I understood... she was taking control. She was trying to save me from myself and I knew if I didn't have someone else to control me I would end up back between the legs of Olivia and probably out of a job, followed by deportation back to Merry Olde.

I also realized my weakness had not only put my job at risk, but also Victoria's future.

This was likely the best way to get what I needed and also protect both of us. Plus, I loved Victoria, I trusted Victoria and oh fuck! did she taste good.

Finally, I replied in a whisper, "Yes."

"Yes, what?" she questioned, just like Olivia had done once. Suddenly I saw how much alike they were, no wonder they hated each other... they were two girls made from the same cloth.

"Yes, Mistress," I answered like the submissive I was.

"Good, slut," she replied, her hand going to my pussy. "You are still very wet. Does being your daughter's sub turn you on?"

My face went red at the question and her calling me slut, the name somehow weirder to me than everything else... my daughter calling me a slut.

"Do you want to come?" she asked, her fingers gently tracing my pussy lips.

I moaned, "Yeeeessssss."

"Ask permission," she ordered.

"Can I come, Mistress Victoria?" I moaned, closing my eyes as her fingers teased me.

She pulled my dress off and guided me back onto my back as she moved between my legs. After she pulled off my panties, to my surprise and unlike all my other Mistresses, she went down on me.

As her tongue made contact I moaned. I couldn't believe my beautiful daughter was eating me out.

After a couple of minutes, her tongue doing wonders, and the incest angle also a major stimulant, I moaned, "Oh yes, lick me, lick Mommy's cunt."

She purred, liking the incest angle too, "You want your daughter to get you off, Mommy?"

"Oh God yes, Mistress. Make Mommy your slut," I moaned, loving what she was doing to me and wanting very much indeed to be a Mommy-slut.



She slid two fingers in my excessively wet cunt and quickly searched for my g-spot. Contrary to her earlier denial she was obviously no cunt-licking rookie. She found it and in seconds my orgasm rushed through me as I screamed in euphoria, "Fuuuuuuuuck, baby, you are making Mommy commmmmmmmme."

She kept pressure on my clit throughout my orgasm, until she pulled her fingers out and put them to her mouth.

She smiled, "You taste delicious, Mommy."

"As did you," I said, admiring her in all her beauty.

"Roll over, Mommy," she ordered.

"Honey, I have nothing left," I answered, exhausted.

"Now!" she snapped.

I quickly obeyed, impressed by her ability to go from sweet to firm in a heartbeat.

She asked, her tone again softening, "Don't you want this plug out of your arse?"

"Oh God yes," I admitted.

She pulled it out and gasped. "Holy shit Mom, how could you take this monster in your arse?"

I rolled back over and admitted, recalling when I first thought there was no way I could take one that big in my arse, "I don't know; practice, I guess."

"I have never had anything in my arse," she admitted, before she asked. "Does it feel good?"

"After you get used to it," I answered, before adding, "then it adds another dimension."

"Interesting," she said, before standing up and ordering, "Get dressed, Mommy, we have an email to write. It's time to turn the tables on Olivia."

I realized I needed to warn her. "Be careful Victoria, Olivia is not one to lose gracefully."

"Neither am I Mommy, neither am I," she replied, oozing the confidence I had when in a courtroom.

I followed her to my room and said I needed to go to the washroom. She said she needed a quick shower.

So I went to the washroom and she jumped into the shower.

Once I was back in my room, I pulled up my laptop to prepare for the email we were going to send when I found myself actually typing the opposite from Victoria's intentions.

I found myself betraying her.

I felt myself compelled to tell Olivia the truth. To make her proud of me.

From: Slut Sarah

To: Mistress Olivia

Time: 10:33 pm Thursday February 28, 2008

Subject: Task Accomplished

Dear Mistress,

I did it!!! I fucked Victoria. I will be on chat to give you all the details.

Your obedient Slut Kate

I pressed send and then froze.

Why did I do that?

What had I just done?

In an email I had just admitted to committing incest.

Fuck!

I just betrayed Victoria.

Fuck!

As I contemplated my stupidity, Victoria walked into my room. I quickly closed my computer, instantly communicating my guilt.

She asked, "What are you doing, Mommy?"

"N-n-nothing," I stammered.

"Open your computer," she ordered, knowing I was lying.

"Honey no, it's nothing," I pleaded, praying I could get out of this.

"Then you won't mind my taking a look," she insisted, grabbing my laptop.

"Please, don't, I can't help it," I pleaded, tears of guilt beginning to form.

"Can't help what?" she asked as she opened the laptop.

"I am too weak to disobey her, Victoria," I admitted, tears falling freely down my face.

She gasped as she read the email I had just sent.

"You emailed this to Olivia?" she questioned, shocked.

"Yes," I admitted sheepishly.



"Why?" she asked, looking completely bewildered by me, as if I were not only traitorous, but incomprehensible.

"I need her approval," I admitted, unsure why.

"What?" she questioned.

"I can't help it. Once you went to shower my only thought was I had to tell Olivia," she explained. "I argued with myself at how wrong it was to do such a thing, but I did it anyway."

"But I thought we agreed we were going to stop her?" she said, looking blind-sided.

"I know," I sighed, "but I...."

"Stop!" she snapped.

I obeyed, feeling so terrible.

"I can't believe you sent this. You just gave her more power," she said, furious.

A ding sound from my computer alerted me I had a message.

She opened the chat window and read Olivia's response.

Olivia: You seduced your daughter, slut? Details NOW!!!

Victoria responded as I watched in humiliated, guilt-ridden silence.

Sarah: Yes, Mistress! It was crazy.

Olivia: Details slut!!!

Sarah: She came home upset and she told me about her crush on you, but you didn't like her.

Olivia: And...

Sarah: I offered her a massage to relax her, which she reluctantly agreed to.

As she typed, she snapped her fingers and pointed to her cunt. I sheepishly moved between her legs as she typed.



After about ten minutes of licking, Victoria grabbed the back of my head and began rubbing her cunt up and down. She came all over my face a couple of minutes later.

Victoria then stood up and said, her tone implying she was still mad at me, "You better read the conversation you just had with your Mistress as she has big plans for you tomorrow."

She then stalked out of my room, leaving me on my knees on the floor.

I got up, grabbed the computer and read through the chat.

Guilt coursed through me as my first reaction was excitement over tomorrow.

Olivia: And...I am losing patience.

Sarah: Sorry, she is between my legs right now as I type this.

Olivia: OMG! You slut.

Sarah: Thank you, Mistress. I did it all for you.

Olivia: Continue.

Sarah: So after a lengthy massage, I suggested she get undressed so I could do a better job. She was shy at first, but with a little coaxing she got undressed.

Olivia: Nice.

Sarah: Thank you. I continued the massage, focusing on her lower back before I began caressing her ass. She tensed up a bit but didn't say anything so I moved lower. When I parted her legs she let me. I could smell her scent and I purred, 'Let Mommy take care of you, my princess'. She then let out the softest of whimpers as my finger touched her wetness, her cunt.

Olivia: She is as big a slut as you are.

Sarah: I think she will make a great addition to your harem, Mistress.

Olivia: Did you eat her cunt?

Sarah: Yes, and she ate mine.

Olivia: Excellent. You did very well my slut. I will reward you tomorrow afternoon.

Sarah: How so?

Olivia: Don't ask questions, cunt. Just be home at 2:00.

Sarah: Yes, Mistress.

Olivia: I will have Katrina drop off a cheerleading outfit tomorrow morning. I expect you in it when I arrive, with open-crotch pantyhose for easy access to your two fuck-holes.

Sarah: Yes, Mistress.

Olivia: See you tomorrow afternoon...I need to go and plan the final seduction of your whore of a daughter.

Sarah: I will be here ready for you, Mistress.

Although horny again, I ignored my burning pussy and went to sleep... although it took an eternity to fall asleep with so many concerns spiraling in my mind.

.....

The next day I'd just gotten home from work and was about to get ready to get into the outfit that was delivered to my office, thankfully in a box, when Victoria came home.

She greeted me in a tone that indicated she was here to make me uncomfortable before I submitted to the wrong Mistress, even though she had set it up. "Hi, mother."

"W-w-what are you doing here, Victoria?" I asked, not wanting her here.

"I wanted to see how Olivia wanted you dressed," she answered with what I guess was a smirk.

"Please leave," I pleaded, worried she may get caught in Olivia's crosshairs.

"What are you worried about?" she asked.

"I don't want you to submit to her too," I answered, worried that like me she wouldn't be able to resist Olivia when the time came.

"Mom," she said, as she pulled me into an embrace, "I am playing her, she is not playing me."

"She is very manipulative," I warned, not as confident as my daughter about who was really playing who.

"So am I," she countered. "I could have driven you out of town this afternoon and you would have gone along. You're about to betray me with Slut Olivia because I'm allowing it."

I couldn't help but laugh as I agreed, "That is true."

"That said," she mused, as she let go of me and backed away as she looked me in the eye, "I can't prevent whatever she has in store for you today."

"I know," I answered, truthfully not wanting her to prevent anything. I greatly enjoyed submitting to my daughter, but there was something about Olivia I couldn't explain... she was my nicotine.

"You are looking forward to it, aren't you?" she asked, as if able to see directly into my sinful soul.

Looking away from her, I admitted, full of shame, "Yes."

"Why?" she asked, still baffled by my inability to say no to Olivia, who was steadfastly against everything that was in my best interests.

"I wish I could explain it," I began, before making it as simple as it was, "It's like an addiction."

"How so?" she continued to question.

"I know it is bad for me, I know I should just quit cold turkey, but that only makes me want to submit to her even more," I tried to explain. "I love you, but I'm addicted to her."

"Well, after tomorrow I will help you break free from her clutches while you're submitting to a new Mistress...me," she promised. "I can be addictive too; you'll see."

"Ok," I smiled tentatively, still not sure she could defeat Olivia.

"Now go get dressed up in the cheerleading outfit: I'm curious to see what you look like dressed as a slutty teenager," she ordered.

"Just like you, I imagine," I answered playfully.

She slapped my ass as I went to get dressed. I got undressed and then put on the skimpy outfit and the crotchless pantyhose I had bought earlier today.

I looked in the mirror and thought I looked pretty good. I walked into Victoria's room and asked, "How do I look?"

"Good enough to make me want to devour you whole," she wickedly answered, making me feel good about myself.

"Thank you, honey," I replied.

"I like to keep my Mommy slut happy," she naughtily said, before reminding, after she kissed me briefly, "Just try to remember who your real Mistress is."

"Yes, dear," I answered.

"I'm serious, Mother, you are my slut," she stressed.

"Ok, ok, I'm sorry," I said, trying hard to believe her words.

Suddenly the front door opened and Victoria smiled, "Have fun. Go meet her while I slip down the back stairs."

"Slut, you better be dressed," Olivia yelled out.

"Of course, Mistress," I called back down, giving my daughter a helpless look as I walked to greet Olivia.

I was surprised, but only slightly, to see Olivia wasn't alone. She greeted me, "Slut, say hi to Mistress Katrina."

"Hi, Mistress Katrina," I greeted in full submission mode.

"Wow, she's really Victoria's mom?" Katrina asked; apparently she hadn't known that when I went down on her.

"She came out of my cunt so I hope so," I wickedly answered.

"Holy shit," Katrina roared at my bluntness.

"So tell us the entire story of how you and your daughter had sex," Olivia ordered.

I retold the entire story before Olivia asked, "Did you enjoy committing incest, slut?"

"Yes, Mistress," I admitted.

"And you are willing to help me make your daughter my slut?" Olivia asked.

"Yes, Mistress," I agreed quietly, not knowing whether my daughter was listening or she'd left the house.

"What, slut? Are you ashamed of your Mistress?" Olivia snapped.

"N-n-no," I stammered, "It's just I don't want her to be corrupted because of me."

"A little late for that, you dumb bitch," Katrina shot at me.

"You are going to invite me over for supper tomorrow," Olivia said. "Make it seem innocent; say I am doing research for a paper I am doing on powerful women and their inspirations and I asked to interview you."

Katrina laughed, "That is funny."

"Technically true," Olivia chuckled. "although my research is how to make powerful women into submissive little cunt-licking slaves."

"You should probably already have your Master's," Katrina giggled.

"I'm working on my PhD," she retorted.

"Can I fuck her yet?" Katrina asked.

"Let's reconvene upstairs to my slut-to-be's room," Olivia said, as she headed towards my daughter's room, already knowing where it was from our earlier fuck session.

Katrina followed with a tripod and video camera which had me instantly stressed.

Katrina moved the camera towards my bed as Olivia ordered, "Slut, sit on your daughter's floor."

"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, moving to her bed and leaning against it.

"Look at the camera, whore, and fuck yourself with this," Olivia ordered, tossing a huge black cock-shaped dildo at me.

I grabbed the big black dildo and without even the slightest hesitation or any signs of restraint, spread my legs and slid it into my already wet cunt.



Olivia asked, "Who owns you?"

"You do, Mistress," I replied, as I fucked myself with a big black dildo, praying Victoria would understand and forgive me.

"What about your bitch of a daughter?" Olivia added.

"You will soon own her too," I answered, betraying my daughter in seconds, hoping Victoria wasn't listening and perhaps watching, "but she is a lot stronger than I am."

"I don't think so," Olivia laughed, "I could have had her eating me today, but I want to make her submission epic."

"H-h-how so?" I stammered, worried for Victoria... my responses yoyo-ing from defending Victoria to selling her out.

"Dumb sluts don't ask questions, is that clear?" Olivia snapped.

"S-s-sorry, Mistress," I stammered back, feeling completely incapable of standing up for myself or my daughter.

"Take off your skirt, slut," Olivia ordered.

I quickly obeyed the order as Katrina got out of her outfit, before walking to me and ordering, her pussy now in my face, "Lick away, slut."

I leaned up, the angle clearly awkward, my submissive eagerness to please was my natural reality and was now taking control of me as I buried my face in another of my daughter's nemeses. I felt guilty at betraying my daughter, but Katrina's cunt was almost as tantalizingly delicious as Olivia's and Victoria's.



Olivia added, "I can't wait until I have you and your daughter pleasing all the cheerleaders."

The idea of serving an entire cheerleader squad had a gush of wetness flood out of me as I licked Katrina's cunt.

"She's an eager little slut," Katrina acknowledged as I attacked and devoured her cunt like it was my last meal.

"She is one hungry bitch," Olivia agreed.

I licked and probed and tugged until Katrina grabbed my head and held it buried in her cunt so deep I thought I might suffocate as she used my face for her pleasure... thankfully she came in seconds, coating my face with her sticky sweetness.

When Katrina let go of my head, she asked, "Can I fuck her?"

"Go ahead," Olivia offered, as if I were just a piece of property, which I suppose I was. I looked up to see her phone was aimed directly at me. She asked, "Want to get fucked, slut?"

"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, wanting to be fucked.

"How much?" Olivia asked.

"All I want is to be pounded like a slut by you and any of your friends," I admitted.

"Well, that is the long-term plan," she smiled, as I glanced over to see Katrina was wearing a strap-on.

"Crawl to me," Katrina ordered.

I obeyed.

"Suck my cock and get it nice and wet for that asshole of yours," Katrina ordered, revealing she wasn't planning on fucking my cunt.

I obeyed again with no hint of reluctance, taking the cock eagerly in my mouth.

As I bobbed, Olivia said, "Soon we can use both her and her daughter."

"That'll be awesome," Katrina agreed, as she grabbed my head and roughly face fucked me, making me gag.

"Needs some cock sucking practice," Katrina suggested.

"Maybe a night with Big Billy will solve that," Olivia said.

That was far less appealing. I had no interest in men.

"On your knees on the floor," Katrina ordered and I obeyed yet again, saliva dripping out of my mouth and also off the cock.

"Legs together, face on the floor, bimbo," Katrina ordered, enjoying having someone to dominate.

"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, this a position I had never tried before, but was ultimately very submissive... my ass up, my head down, completely at her will... both holes open for plundering.

"She really is the most submissive one yet," Katrina said, impressed by my complete submissiveness.

"I imagine her slut daughter will be similar," Olivia said, as I felt a cock at my anal entrance.

"Beg, slut," Katrina ordered, slapping my ass cheeks with the cock.

I didn't hesitate, my need to obey all that mattered, "Please, Mistress Katrina, pound my arse and make me your three-hole fuck toy."

"And soon your daughter will be an arse slut too," Olivia added.

"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, just as the cock slipped inside my arse. "Ooooooooooh," I moaned, as the angle allowed for a deep penetration.



And then she fucked my arse hard... my arse taking the entire cock deep. "Oh yes, fuck my arse, pound my buttocks," I moaned.

After a couple minutes of deep rough pounding, she ordered, "Flip onto your back, bitch."

I quickly did, and she lifted my legs up, and slammed back into me, creating new stimulation with a new angle but similarly deep.

"Holy fuck," I screamed, as the cock reamed my arse.



"Oh yeah, you're a real filthy English tart," Katrina said, as she looked down at me as she really drilled my arse.

After a couple of minutes of intense pounding, Olivia asked, "Want to suck cock, slut?"

"Yes," I quickly answered as I looked at my naked Mistress and her strap-on.

Katrina pulled out of my ass as Olivia sat on Victoria's bed. Katrina ordered, "Clean my cock from that dirty asshole of yours."

I obeyed, the task humiliating, which was a good thing, as I reached over and stroked Olivia's cock as if it was real.

"Multi-tasking," Olivia approved. "I like it."



I cleaned the cock completely, before I was guided to the floor and onto my back where Katrina resumed fucking me, this time in my pussy, while Olivia shoved her cock into my mouth, which was a lot more daunting while on my back, since I didn't have any control over it at all.



After a couple more minutes, Olivia rolled onto her back and ordered, "Straddle me, slut. Time for some double penetration for you."

"I've never done that," I revealed, as I got off my back and straddled her cock, the idea of being dp'd quite exciting... the sluttier the task the more excited I got.

"Well, time to change that reality," Olivia said, as I sat on the cock.

"Lean forward, bitch," Katrina ordered, even as she pushed me forward.

"Yes Mistress," I replied, although she had already pushed me into the position she wanted me and I looked back at her.



She then slid the cock into my arse.

"Oh God," I moaned, as I suddenly was completely filled with two cocks. I hadn't known I could feel so full. It truthfully felt like the two cock heads were meeting inside me.

"You like it, don't you, slut?" Olivia asked looking up at me, as I looked down at her.

"I feel so fucking full," I admitted,

"Now pound her, slut," Olivia ordered.

"Yes, Mistress," Katrina replied, revealing the hierarchy I had already assumed.

Katrina began bucking her hips and slamming into me, making the other cock inside me bounce up too.

"Holy fuck," I screamed, pleasure coursing through me.

"Soon we'll get a cock for that mouth, too," Olivia promised.

"I have three fuck holes to be used as you wish," I declared, although that sentence took over thirty seconds to get out, not able to say even two words in a row without a moan or a gasp.

"I know, slut," she agreed.

After a couple of minutes, maybe more, of Katrina pounding my arse like she was drilling for oil, Olivia ordered, "My turn to fuck my slut's ass."

Katrina pulled out and roughly pulled me to my feet.

"Get on the bed on all fours," Olivia ordered.

I went to the bed, got on it and onto all fours. "Go fuck her cunt," Olivia ordered.

"My pleasure," Katrina said.

"Oh, it's mine," I joked, as Katrina moved behind me.

Katrina slid into me and started fucking me again as Olivia climbed onto the bed and flexibly climbed above me and positioned her cock. Without a word it slid easily into my well-fucked arse.

"Oh yes, fuck my arse," I moaned, as from this unique position both girls could pump in and out of me hard and deep and my orgasm was building quickly... one that felt like lightning in a bottle.



And I don't even remember what I babbled, but I never stopped talking as I was double penetrated to an orgasm that shook me to the core.

They kept fucking me throughout my orgasm until a second one began to build like a tidal wave off the Hawaiian coast.

As the second orgasm built, Olivia pulled out and ordered, "Get over here and eat my cunt, slut."

"Which one?" Katrina asked.

"The old bitch," Olivia laughed, before adding, "you can keep fucking her in either of her fuck holes."

"Awesome," Katrina said, as Olivia sat on the edge of the bed.

I weakly got off the bed, feeling cum leaking out of me, and went to Olivia. She kept wearing her strap-on as I moved between her legs and began licking... happy to see she was quite wet... and delicious.



As I licked, Katrina moved behind me, lifted up my right leg and rested it on her knee as she slid back into my arse.

I moaned into Olivia's cunt as again I got arse fucked.



Over the next few minutes I came a second time, this time strictly from a cock in my arse, while Olivia came all over my face.

Then as I lay on my daughter's floor completely spent, Olivia ordered, "Go into the bathroom now and get in the shower."

"Um, yes Mistress," I said, as I began to get up.

"Crawl," Olivia ordered.

I obeyed, crawling to the bathroom, feeling weak.

Once in the bathroom, she ordered, "Get in the shower, it's time to baptize you one more time."

"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, realizing she was about to give me a golden shower.

I got into the shower, she followed, put one foot on my shoulder and her pussy directly in my face. "Open wide, slut."

She then wordlessly began peeing on my head and all over my face. A lot went into my mouth and I couldn't help swallowing some.

It was surprisingly warm.

It was surprisingly stimulating.

It was surprisingly almost scentless and tasteless.

Once she was done, I swallowed again and said without being prompted, "Thank you, Mistress."

"You're welcome, slut," she said and snapped her fingers and I leaned forward and cleaned her pussy of all remaining piss.

She then simply walked out of the shower and then out of the house.

Humiliated, I got undressed and had a shower, rinsing out my mouth as best I could.

I was making dinner after my wild double penetration when Victoria came home. Apparently she hadn't stayed to spy on the party.

"How was your afternoon visit?" she asked.

"It was..." I paused, feeling weird talking about my sex life with my daughter, especially given the circumstances.

"Orgasmic?" she finished, as she hopped onto the table.

I could feel my face burn with shame, yet I waved her off the table, "Off the table, we eat off that."

"Yes, you certainly do," she smiled, playfully spreading her legs.

"Victoria, I'm not sure we should continue this," I repeated what appeared to be obligatory words, even though I'm not sure I even meant it anymore, although I felt the need to say it... I needed to try and be the mother.

She said, "I wasn't implying this was up for debate, Mother."

I sighed, "Please, Victoria."

"I like that, Mother, begging to eat your daughter's cunt," she smiled, taking control.

I glanced between her legs and admitted the truth, "This is too overwhelming."

"What? Being your daughter's submissive?" she asked, continuing to remind me who was in charge.

"Yes... no... I mean..." I struggled, as tears began streaming down my face, even though I didn't know why.

"What's wrong?" she asked, getting off the table.

"It's just Olivia is expecting me to give you to her and you are expecting me to give Olivia to you," I explained, knowing I was unable to do either.

She pulled me in for a hug and comforted me. "Mom, it's okay," she soothed.

Feeling so safe and secure in her arms, I said, "I love you, Victoria."

"I love you too, Mom," she said, before adding, "Mom, you are a strong person."

"I used to think so," I laughed awkwardly.

"Seriously! You brought us to America, raised me single-handedly and created a successful career for yourself," she pointed out.

"But it's all a house of cards," I said.

"What do you mean?" she asked, looking confused.

"One bad decision, one time giving into temptation and everything I worked so hard to make a reality can come crumbling down," I continued.

"Mom, I can protect you," she said confidently.



"Honey, she has so much more evidence to use against me. I am completely at her mercy and sadly...," I paused, breaking eye contact, before I admitted the sad truth, "...and sadly I revel in it."

"I have evidence too," she said, pulling out my phone.

"You don't get it," I said, trying to get her to understand just how weak I was. "I can't disobey her, nor do I want to. I don't want to crush her or stop her; I just don't want you drawn into her web of submission."

"I can look after myself," she said, not at all worried about the risk I was warning her about.

"I know you believe you can, but I thought so too and now look at me," I said.

"What was her last order?" she asked.

"There was one thing," I answered.

"Tell me," she said, clearly ready to defend me at all costs.

"I am to videotape you admitting your feelings for Olivia," I began.

"I don't have feelings for her, I just said that to see how you would react when I began seducing you," she countered.

"I know that, but Olivia doesn't. She only hears what she wants me to say," I said, realizing it had been pathetic, but I had been trying to protect Victoria despite my utter weakness.

"Hmmmm," she paused, thinking.

"She is coming over for dinner tomorrow on the pretense she is here to learn more about my career, but really will end in her revealing she owns me and consequently you," I added.

"That's excellent! Mom, I have the perfect plan," she said, a big smile crossing her lips.

"You do?" I asked.

"I will get her mother over here before Olivia arrives and have her hide under the table. If I know Olivia, and I do, she will reveal her power over you in some dramatic way like making you go under the table and service her in front of me...when that happens, her mother will instead be the one doing the serving. The key will be for you to videotape it while you're down there," she said.

"What if she doesn't order me under the table?" I asked, the plan relying on some big 'what ifs'.

"She will," she confidently predicted. "Olivia will want to show me her power by humiliating you in front of me thus humiliating me, too."

"Sounds like Olivia," I agreed.

Seemingly content with her plan, she hopped back onto the counter, spread her legs and asked, "Now where were we?"

"You really are insatiable," I laughed, moving between her legs, craving her ripe peach.

"If nothing else, without Olivia we would never have had this," she pointed out.

"What? Incest where you use your mother as your submissive plaything?" I joked, playfully, before burying my head between her legs.

"Exactly," she laughed back as I licked her cunt.

I licked away for a few minutes before going in for the kill. I slid two fingers inside her, exploring her cunt until I found her g-spot. In seconds, as I tapped on her pleasure center like it was a drum, she screamed, "Fuck Mooooooommy, don't stop, you fucking cunt-muncher."



I looked up, concerned she was pushing me away, but she saw my confusion and explained, "Oh Mom, I'm not upset with you; you just gave me the best orgasm of my life. It's just you also got me sensitive and if you kept licking me I would have peed on you."

"You may do so if you wish," I replied, the idea kind of hot after this afternoon's golden shower.

"Has that bitch peed on you?" Victoria asked, her tone instantly changing,

This made my face burn with shame as I stammered admittance, "T-t-today she did."

"That fucking bitch," she snapped, standing up, anger raging through her.

I ended up defending Olivia as I explained, "She was testing my obedience because I have no real evidence of proving you were my submissive."

"Which I'm not," she snapped.

"I know, but she thinks you are," I countered, "I said you are," alarmed by the sudden shift in the conversation.

"Did you like being peed on?" she asked.

"Yes," I whispered with guilt and shame.

"Pardon?" she asked, I'm not sure if she didn't hear me or was disgusted by my answer.

"Yes," I admitted louder. "It was surprisingly quite a turn-on."

"You got turned on getting peed on?" she asked, looking shocked for the first time in this whole surreal misadventure.

"I swallowed some of it," I admitted.

"You drank her piss?" she asked, still baffled by my answers.

"I did as I was told," I admitted, tears once again freely flowing down my cheeks. "I just can't say no to her."

"This ends tomorrow," she snarled, as she stormed away, leaving me confused and ashamed.

After a quiet dinner, I couldn't handle it anymore and I said, "I'm so sorry, Victoria."

"I am too," she sighed, looking at me, before adding, "but this ends now. You are my mother, my slut, and I will not have you submitting to my enemy any more, is that understood?"

I wanted to be able to just say, 'yes, honey,' I wanted to be strong to resist Olivia, yet my answer was a pathetic whimper while I avoided eye contact, "I'll try."

"Try?" she asked incredulously. "You don't try, you do. It's that black and white."

"But she is so powerful," I tried to explain, knowing I wouldn't be able to resist her when the time came.

"As am I," she countered.



"I know, but I..." I began, but was interrupted by an increasingly frustrated Victoria.

"I know, I know," she sighed dramatically, before shifting to sarcasm, "Olivia is irresistible, Olivia is powerful, Olivia is sexy."

"S-s-so are you," I stammered, feeling terrible for making my daughter sound so insecure.

"Then choose," she snapped. "Either you are my mom, my pet, my submissive or you are not."

"Okay," I said, wanting to make her happy, just like I gave in with Olivia every time. For a lawyer who never compromised, in my submissive life I was a pleaser and hated confrontation... oh, the irony.

"Okay, what?" she asked skeptically.

"Okay, I'm your mother and pet," I answered.

She walked to me and hugged me. "Mom, I will protect you at all costs."

"I know," I replied, tears again streaming down my face, before I asked the bigger question, "but can you protect yourself?"

"Of course I can," she replied, taken aback by the question.

"Olivia will do whatever she has to do to win," I warned.

"As will I," she replied confidently.

She grabbed my phone and texted someone.

I asked, "Who are you texting?"

"An old friend; plan 'Crush Olivia' is underway," she smiled, as her phone buzzed.

She smiled and called someone. She said, as she snapped her fingers and pointed to her feet, "Hi, sweetheart, long time no talk," a male voice on the phone answered.

I, of course, dropped to my knees as Victoria sat on the edge of her bed.

"Indeed. Long story short, I have a slutty MILF whore and I need to test her obedience to me and I thought a nice dogging session would be the ultimate test," Victoria said to someone as I sat on my knees before her feet.

I listened intently, wishing I could hear who was on the other line, although it was definitely a man. Victoria replied, "I like them both, but I didn't want to share as you seemed to."

She pointed me to stand up and get rid of my pants without ever saying a word.

I obeyed both requirements and then she moved one of her feet to my pussy and the other to my mouth and I began to suck on her nylon-clad toes.

She kept talking to the guy, "I'll bring over the slut and you guys can use her as you wish. But the only phone allowed is mine."

As I sucked on each toe, she finished, "See you then."

After hanging up, she looked at me and revealed, "Don't worry, I wasn't setting you up. The dogging is for Olivia's mom at Kappa Lambda frat house."

"Oh," I said, as I sucked her pinky toe as she began rubbing my cunt with her foot.



She had my pussy excited again, but after a couple of minutes, she said, as she moved her feet away and stood up, "I've got to get ready." She walked to her closet as I stood there. I had only serviced one foot and needed to do the other, unfortunately, she didn't know my idiosyncrasy and waved me off, "You may go, Mom."

Disappointed, I replied, "Yes, Mistress," and crawled out of her room.

....

It was later in the evening as I tried to process my suddenly very complex life that I got a phone call from Olivia. I considered ignoring it, but couldn't and answered, "Yes, Mistress?"

"Get in the cheerleader's outfit, and some thigh high stockings, I'll be at your place to pick you up in ten minutes," Olivia ordered, sounding angry.

"My daughter could be home any minute now," I explained.

"I don't fucking care," she roared. "Now do as you're fucking told or I'll end your career."

"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, seeing my career and my life spiraling out of control.

"Hurry the fuck up," she demanded and hung up.

Even as I went to grab the cheerleader outfit out of the laundry hamper I realized once again I was at a metaphoric fork in the road. Choose one road and I betray my daughter and risk my career, choose the other and I betray my primary Mistress. The only sensible choice was obvious, but still...

I knew I was in a lose-lose situation and I knew deep down I should disobey Olivia and yet even though I knew this I was putting on the cheerleader outfit and the matching pair of red thigh high stockings.

When I heard a knock at the door, I quickly answered it, excitement overriding guilt.

It was Katrina who ordered, "Let's go, slut."

I nodded, "Yes, Mistress," and followed her out to a car which besides Olivia had one other girl... one more girl who would know my secret... my house of cards becoming more and more fragile.

I was surprised I was in the front seat. As Olivia started driving she ordered tersely, "So tell me everything about you and Victoria."

"Like what?" I asked.

"What does she think of you being my slut?" Olivia asked.

"She hates it," I admitted.

"And?"

"And she wants to protect me from you."

"How?"

"Um, I...."

"Spit it out, cunt," she demanded with venom in her order.

"By being my Mistress," I admitted.

She roared with laughter, which triggered laughter from behind me.

"She... she thinks she can be your Mistress," Olivia said.

"She is your mom's mistress," I pointed out.

"Was my mother's mistress," she corrected.

"Of course," I sheepishly agreed, as my phone buzzed.

"Is that your daughter?" she asked.

"Yes," I nodded.

"What does the text say?" Olivia asked.

"Where are you?" I said.

"Let her wait for a minute," Olivia said. "So this evening you're going to see how your daughter protecting you turns out."

"How so?" I asked, her tone hinting at something extreme and nefarious.

"She planned to have my mom gangbanged at a black frat house and well...."

"Oh," was all I could muster.

"On the bright side, unlike your daughter, I will protect you by giving you a mask to hide your identity as you get triple-teamed by big black college cock." she said.

"Oh, God!" I gasped, as my phone rang.

"Your bitch daughter?" she asked.

"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, completely overwhelmed with the situation I had suddenly found myself imbedded in.

"Text your daughter back that you are at the movies with some friend." Olivia ordered.

I texted her: At the movies with Brenda.

"What else?" Olivia asked.

I don't know why I gave Olivia this information, but I did. "She told me to choose between you and her."

"And who did you choose?" she asked.

"I tried to warn her I was weak, but when she insisted I told her I chose her." I admitted.

"Yet, here you are," Olivia smirked as we pulled up to the frat house. Sure enough, it was Kappa Lambda, the one Victoria had set up for Olivia's mother.

"I can't resist you," I whispered in shame.

"Ready to be gangbanged?" Olivia asked, pulling a mask out of her purse.

"I don't know," I answered, when the correct answer was 'God, no."

"But you will do it, won't you?" she asked, putting the mask on me.

"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, knowing I would do anything to please her.

"Let's go," she ordered, and she led me with her friends to behind the frat house. Olivia asked, "Where's Darian?"

A guy pointed to another guy as my eyes went wide. He had dated Victoria for a bit. Olivia walked up to him and said, "Here is your MILF gangbang slut, the one my friend Victoria promised you."

"Very nice," Darian nodded, looking me over like I was a piece of meat.

Oddly, I wasn't really interested in a gangbang, but the idea of having sex with a black man was a fantasy... although not my daughter's ex-boyfriend. Sure enough, he had the voice I'd overheard on the phone.

"I got over twenty guys ready to go," Darian said.

"You get her ass first," Olivia said.

"If I have to," Darian chuckled.

"You do," Olivia said, before adding, "and she likes it rough."

"That won't be a problem," Darian said, as he grabbed my hand and led me around the building to an open spot on the back lawn where some guys were already lined up.

My eyes went wide.

Most of the black men were already naked from the waist down and holy shit, were they hung.

A guy lay down on the ground and ordered, "Come ride me, slut."

"Go ahead, slut," Olivia ordered, "have fun."

"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, partly out of submissive obedience, but also partly out of intrigued awe at the massive black flagpole awaiting me.

I walked over to the college boy, and lowered myself onto his cock. I hadn't even begun to ride him when a second cock was offered for my mouth.

I opened wide and began sucking and riding... a whole new version of multitasking.



Although I hadn't sucked a real cock in years, I felt a warmth inside me at the silky smoothness of a real cock in my mouth, especially a big black one. Equally as enthralling, was the long, thick black dick I was bouncing on. I'd never known sex with a man could be this amazing.

After only a couple of minutes, Darian moved behind me and said, "I'm told I'm supposed to be the first to knock, knock, knock on your back door."

I just nodded, not wanting him to recognize my voice and refraining from using the word 'arse' as that would potentially identify me as English since it was not an American term at all.

Instead, I felt his cock slip inside my well-used arse from earlier today and I was suddenly being triple-teamed.

God, was I a slut.

Yet, as Darian began fucking my arse, I leaned forward and allowed the guy below to try and fuck me too, all while I sucked the cock in my mouth.

For a couple of minutes I sucked on the cock in my mouth before he grunted and spewed a load all over my face and chest. He wasn't out of my mouth for five seconds before he was replaced by another black cock, albeit slightly smaller.

Darian came in my arse a few minutes later and thus began a cycle of cocks in my mouth and arse while the guy below me just enjoyed being my cock base... including another load spewed all over me.

Eventually I wanted to get in a new position, so I spun around and allowed the guy below me to slip into my gaped ass after Darian's thick cock, while another slid into my cunt. As I was double penetrated another cock was offered to my mouth and I again was air tight.



Over the next twenty minutes, I sucked five more cocks, took four in my ass and swallowed or was come on by even more.

I babbled the rare time my mouth wasn't full, desperate for more cock, and reveling in the gangbang of a lifetime, "More, I need more," "Yes, fuck my ass," "Another cock please, another cock," among a couple of dozen other pleading, desperate statements.



I myself came three times.

I was fucked while on all fours, being used like a rocking chair fuck toy one of the brief times I only had two cocks.



I rode two cocks while sucking another.

I was on my back, with someone underneath me and in my ass, while my cunt was pounded and my mouth roughly face fucked.

I even had two cocks in my cunt at once which I would have thought impossible if it hadn't actually happened.

At one point I was actually pleasing five cocks at once. I had one in all three of my fuck holes while I jerked off two more.

I had never felt more alive in my life as my full inner slut was awakened and used.

My face and tits were covered in cum, my shoes long gone, multiple orgasms making my entire body weak, when Darian announced, "Show's ending, fellas."



One last load coated my face, another slid down my throat.

One last load was spewed in my cunt.

And Darian shot the last load of the marathon gangbang up my arse for a second time.

I had no idea how many cocks had used my three holes, or how many loads I swallowed, took in my cunt or ass or was shot on me, but it was over thirty.

I lay briefly on the ground drenched in cum, feeling too weak to move, and bathing in the afterglow of a secret gangbang.



This secret was short-lived as I heard a voice I recognized all too well order me, "Let's go, slut." The voice was my daughter's.

I opened my eyes to indeed see my daughter looking at me.

"Now!" she ordered, clearly pissed off.

I weakly got up and walked to her.

She said tersely, "Just follow me."

I nodded and followed her around a frat house across a crowded lawn where everyone stared at me and to her car, no words being spoken... just me burning in shame.

Once in the car, I immediately leapt into apology mode, "I'm so sorry, Victoria."

"Don't!" she snapped. "I don't want to hear it."

I froze, unsure what to say... was there anything I could say to fix this?

Then it was Victoria who burst into tears as she sobbed, clearly hurt, "You chose her over me."

"It-it-it wasn't like that," I responded, even though I suppose it really was.

"What was it like then, Mother?" she asked bitterly. "Olivia somehow knew our whole conversation today."

"I'm just too weak, Victoria," I admitted, there being no other real answer. "I can't say no to her about anything no matter how hard I try."

"So I see," she said, her tone still sharp.

Victoria went on a lengthy retelling of her evening that had included her going to a fancy restaurant to use Olivia's mother, how Olivia had found out and then somehow learned about her plan to get her mother gangbanged and instead I ended up being gangbanged, hosted by the same ex-boyfriend Victoria had set things up with. She then revealed that Olivia had challenged her to be at Becka's, her best friend's, house at midnight.

I was completely concerned. I stressed, "You can't go."



"I have to go, I have to stop her," she said. "Plus, I have to save you, as you obviously can't save yourself."

"Please don't go," I pleaded, worried that she would succumb to the same fate as me... like mother, like daughter.

"What choice do I have?" she asked. "You're willing to risk everything to obey her every whim."

"But your future is still safe," I pointed out.

"Was that before or after you told your Mistress that we have an incestuous relationship?" she snapped, her anger still simmering. Clearly I had hurt her badly.

I felt so bad. My weakness had put my daughter in a terrible position.

She repeated her earlier concern, clearly devastated by my betrayal, "You picked her over me."



"It wasn't like that," I tried to explain again. "I love you with all my heart and soul but somehow there is like a hypnotic pull when she speaks. I want to disobey her, I know I should disobey her, yet I don't, I can't."

"I'm dropping you off at home," she said, shaking her head in frustration.

"You can't go alone," I stressed.

"I can't take you; you just said you always obey her and I am not sure I could handle having you choose her over me while I watch," she pointed out, which was likely true.



"I wouldn't," I said, but even I didn't believe my words.



"Are you sure?" she asked, as we pulled up into our driveway.

I admitted the obvious, "No."

Parked, she said, still determined to win, "I will end this tonight."

"How?" I asked, concerned.

"By standing up to her; someone has to," she said, taking a clear shot at my weakness.

"I thought I could too," I said.

"Go," she said.

"Please, don't go," I pleaded, worried about her falling too.

"Now!" she said, not looking at me.

As I got out of the car, I said, "Please be careful, I don't want you turning out like me."

"Mom," she said, turning soft, "All I have ever wanted to be was as strong as you. We will get through this together."

I could feel my tears rolling again, even as some fell from her eyes too.

"Now go inside, this ends tonight," she ordered.



I watched her drive away, praying she was stronger than I....

.....

.....

.....

If you have not already read the original series... you can, starting with Catching Mommy: A Shocking Secret and the following five parts that tell the story from Victoria's point of view.

If you want to find out what happens next for Kate there are three alternate endings already written:

If you want to see Victoria submit to Olivia just like her mother, read: Catching Mommy: Olivia Wins.

If you'd rather see Victoria win and make Olivia her submissive, read: Catching Mommy: Victoria Wins.

Lastly, if you'd rather see a happy compromise where neither dominates the other, read: Catching Mommy: Win Win for All.
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