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Christmas Carolyn: A Lesbian Orgy

Summary: Mom and daughter are dominated by cheerleaders.

Note 1: This began as an idea from my long-time editor Tex Beethoven. Besides this originally being his idea, then greatly modified by me with his support, and also in addition to his extensively editing the story while it grew and grew, he also illustrated it.

Note 2: This is a Holiday Season 2020 Contest story so please vote.

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



I'd always known my secret life as an erotic writer would one day either come back to kick me in the ass, or to make all my fantasies come true.

Or maybe both simultaneously.

In a shocking turn of events, my shy nerdish daughter Carolyn had been invited to join the high school cheerleader squad three weeks ago. And I hadn't a clue why, but she'd accepted! Enthusiastically! I hadn't the faintest idea what to make of that.

I wasn't only bewildered about her enthusiasm about joining the snootiest and most elitist group of girls in the school, but I was totally shocked by her complete about face. In the past, even the recent past, my daughter had ranted on endlessly about these cheerleaders with their almighty attitudes, and about their either bullying or snubbing all the girls and boys they considered their inferiors... which was just about everyone.

Yet she was now so thrilled to join them, I didn't have the heart to mention all her prior diatribes.

It was her senior year of high school after all, and she obviously loved her sudden blossoming from being the obscure teacher's kid into a popular cheerleader. And to their credit I guessed, the squad had rallied around her like her new best friends, which apparently they'd now become, and they'd coached her in setting aside her longstanding and boring style of long dresses, ponytails and glasses, and she was now strutting around in sexier attire. (And doing that strutting with some justification; I had to admit she looked great!).

Was I a little worried about all these changes in my heretofore shy, bookish daughter? Yes, of course I was.

But previously I'd been more than a little worried about her almost total lack of a social life. She'd always been a top student, reliably honor roll just about since grades mattered, but she'd never gone out on dates, or even run around with some gaggle of girls; she'd always been pretty much of a loner.

So I decided just to wait and see what happened.

On Monday, December 21, the first day of Christmas Break up here in Canada, Carolyn texted me that she and a few other cheerleaders had been out caroling and were getting cold... could they please stop by to warm up?

Of course I agreed, adding I'd have some hot chocolate and treats waiting for them. I'd been baking Christmas goodies the entire day.

So I had homemade candy kiss cookies, frosted mistletoe-design cookies, a platter of gingerbread cookies of assorted sizes, shapes and personifications; and I'd even baked and decorated a Christmas cake! All those baked goods, as well as mugs of hot cocoa, and... ah yes, a few peppermint candy canes scattered around my coffee table, ready and waiting for when my daughter and her new cheerleader pals clumped in to blow on their cold hands.

Carolyn's three companions were dressed in identical sexy elf outfits with matching red hats, dresses and boots, and then to really up the ante on their red-hot outfits were sheer green nylons... so of course oblivious to them, my pussy instantly began tingling at the sight of these sexy cheerleaders, and the naughty thoughts sugar plum-ming through my head of having a fantasy come true one day... of becoming a pet to a cheerleader, or even better, to a group of them. I've written numerous stories about such events happening in various fashions... and sometimes I've even written about it happening to a personification of myself... in fact I was currently working on a new fiction where head cheerleader Paige herself seduced and dominated me in my classroom at school... and now, speak of the devil, here the beauty was in the flesh, standing in my living room in red and white Santa boots, along with the two girls Carolyn had told me were her two besties Naomi and Ava... and also of course with my daughter who was, oddly, wearing ankle-threateningly tall green heels and a long fur coat. Which was quite the surprise, since she didn't own either of those items.



"Hi, Mrs. Walker," Paige greeted me brightly. Then added rather melodramatically in a broad Cockney accent, "And thanks ever so for offering us four freezing match girls shelter from this sub-zero London stormy night. You're a jolly saint!" Which was ridiculous, but fun on so many counts, and it even played on My Fair Lady, which was the musical just finished up at our school. First of all, it never gets down to sub-zero in London unless you're talking Celsius (even though we lived in Canada, I assumed she didn't mean London, Ontario; there likely isn't a single Cockney to be found in that city); it wasn't anywhere near sub-zero outside right here either, it was in the mid-fifties (Fahrenheit); the sky was overcast, but the breezes were mild, which is nothing like stormy; and it wasn't nighttime, it was only late afternoon. And calling me a saint? Pshaw (I've always wanted to use that word)! Anybody who reads my stuff should know better than that; or erotica aside, even any student I've ever had to call on the carpet.

"It's my pleasure, you poor, dear waif," I replied with deepest sympathy, equally hamming it up.

"Your daughter has already become a great addition to our squad," Paige added, now speaking normally.

"She really loves being one of you girls," I gushed, glancing peripherally at Carolyn, who was still looking down sheepishly... which was odd.

"We can tell she loves it, she's a real team player," Naomi chipped in, although her tone implied she knew something I didn't.

"Yes, she really goes the extra mile," Ava added



"Well, it's great you invited her to join the team," I said. After a brief pause, as all three girls got out of their boots (plus mine out of her high heels) and now were in nylon-clad feet... and thus my twisted fetish and ultimate kryptonite was now surrounding me, "I bet you girls are cold and thirsty, even if it isn't Bulwer-Lytton's infamous 'dark and stormy night'; grab yourselves some hot cocoa and cookies."

"Oh, how cute," Paige said, bending down to grab a couple of gingerbread cookies.

"What can I say; I love Christmas, and I love baking," I said.

"So I see," Paige smiled, as she bit the head off a gingerbread man. "Mmmmmm, delicious."



"Thank you," I said, wondering what she would taste like. I hadn't tasted a woman since over a year ago at a teachers' conference.

"So... your daughter has really come out of her shell in the past few weeks," Paige said, "haven't you, Carolyn?"

"Yes, I guess you could call it that," Carolyn mumbled, still avoiding eye contact with anyone, and looking completely embarrassed.

"We've spent the entire day bringing Christmas cheer to all sorts of people, with a lot of Christmas Carolyn," Paige said.

"That's right, we've done lots of Carolyn today," Naomi added.

It almost sounded like they'd each said 'Carolyn' instead of 'Caroling', but I assumed I'd just misheard, and so replied, "That's really sweet of you girls."

"Yes, we've brought Christmas cheer to lots of people today," Paige smiled, as she came over to stand right in front of me.

"And we left them all completely satisfied," Naomi added, as I glanced down at her nylon-clad feet.

"Well, Carolyn did, especially," Ava added, all smiles. "What a trooper!"

"And our final Christmas Cheer delivery of the day will be the most epic yet," Paige said.

"Oh dear, are you girls going back out again?" I asked, thinking it was getting a bit late for any more door to door, and a little disappointed they were leaving, as I was secretly getting off on having three hot cheerleaders displaying their nylon-clad feet inside my home... although I couldn't understand my daughter's sheepish behavior.

"No, no, no," Paige smiled brightly. "You're our last stop."

"Oh, that's good," I said, even though I had a growing sense there was something strange developing here.

"Actually Mrs. Walker, it's very good, because we've arranged a special Christmas surprise for you," Paige said, as she picked up a mug of hot cocoa.

"Really?" I asked, unable to resist looking down at her nylon-clad feet.

"Surprises," Naomi interjected. "Plural."

"Yes, they're gifts you've wanted for a long time," Paige continued, still without actually giving anything informative away, as she leisurely sipped on her cocoa... with a cool, calm demeanor.

A worrisome thought leapt into my brain, which was that this conversation... this entire encounter actually... was very much like a plot from one of my own stories about submissive pets and such, and I stammered, glancing over to my daughter, who was still hidden away in that mysteriously all-concealing ankle-length fur coat, and still refusing to... or afraid to?... make eye contact with anyone, "Y-y-you girls didn't have to get me anything."

"Oh, we didn't get you anything, we just brought you some fresh homemade treats," Paige explained, still without actually explaining anything.

Again, this sounded like something directly out of some of my witty (well, I tended to hope they were witty) fictitious conversations. In my stories, someone mentioning 'fresh homemade' anything would be a sly (or not-so-sly anymore) reference to fresh pussy. But there was no way she was implying they were about to supply me with some of that... was there? Just the idea made my pussy tingle, but my mind worry.

"Your daughter kept herself very busy today granting Christmas wishes," Paige mentioned again, pulling out her phone. I thought that was a strange way of describing her singing Christmas Carols to people. Had she been taking requests?

"Yes, it turns out she's a hungry girl," Ava giggled, making no sense at all, as I glanced at her nylon-clad legs... each of these girls unknowingly (at least I hoped unknowingly) making my pussy wet.

"And she's really happy to bring joy to the world," Naomi added.

"You see, Jasmine," Paige said, using my first name instead of my last. "Your wise and caring daughter has told us exactly what you need for Christmas."

By now the penny had dropped and I could tell where all this was going, because given all the innuendo they'd been dropping, it was unmistakable! I just couldn't understand how... or why... they'd decided to seduce me. I glanced at my daughter again, and she finally met my eyes; hers being chock full of guilt, fear and apology. "Girls, I already have everything I need," I insisted inadequately, hoping against hope to remain in control, or perhaps in denial, since everything being said and done around me was so very much like a scene from one of my lesbian seduction stories, they could only have gotten those details from reading at least some of my writing.

"Oh, I don't think you have everything you need," she said, "or at least you won't for another several minutes," looking me in the eyes with all the confidence of a strong mistress... just like one of my own teenage characters, such as Bree, in my Lesbian MILF Seductress series. After a lengthy pause for her implications to sink in, she added, pausing after each syllable, "Silk...stock...ings...lov...er."

My eyes went very round at this unmistakable confirmation of my suspicions.

I tried to remain calm and deny the accusation, even as I wondered how she could possibly know I was secretly an erotica writer; so just clutching at straws by now, I queried querulously, "W-w-who on earth would call themselves something like that?"

"Oh, we all know it's you, Jasmine," Paige said, as she pointed to my feet and then to hers; "you wear sexy hosiery every day, and you can't help drooling over every girl who's wearing them."

The cheerleaders at our school... all of them... had begun wearing nylons to class a little while ago, and as I now reflected upon their sudden distracting change, I noted it had coincided pretty closely with the time my daughter joined the squad... only a few days afterwards.

"I do not," I denied, even as I uncontrolledly glanced down... yet again... to take in her nylon-clad toes.

"Yeah, right," she smirked, at this juncture my inability to avoid sneaking peeks blatantly obvious to everyone, as Paige snapped her fingers, and my daughter shrugged off her fur to reveal a shockingly revealing outfit. It was an extremely short and skimpy white dress that showed several inches of thigh above her green stockings, then an expanse of midriff that even revealed a bit of under-boob, and an abundance of cleavage displayed at the top. Slightly puzzling was a green strap across her upper chest emblazoned with a printed slogan reading NO PANTIES NO BRA.



"Carolyn, what on earth are you wearing?" I wailed, although the idea of my parentally saying anything to her that could include the accusative phrase 'young lady' would obviously be insane of me. She was the one who'd discovered all my sexy secrets in the first place, so I really wouldn't have a leg to stand on if I attempted to say anything at all condemnatory to her; it would also be horribly hypocritical of me, given my well-established views (on forums such as Literotica, not bandied about at school) about busybodies restricting the sexual activities of other people without compelling justification. Yet I also couldn't pretend I was okay with this. If my eighteen-year-old wallflower of a daughter had decided to begin exploring her sexuality, I was highly in favour and wanted to give her all the support I could. But on the other hand, I needed to protect her from these strong-willed cheerleaders who must be exploiting her for their own personal pleasure... or I assumed they were.

"I...um..." my daughter struggled to answer, clearly humiliated at being outed to her very own mother.

"And what's that slogan on your chest about?" I asked, trying to process the details of this shocking development. It was one thing for me to submit to three hot cheerleaders, I'd been making my own choices for decades. But it was very much another thing for said cheerleaders to abuse my daughter in some dominant fashion... tricking or coercing her into doing things against her will. Especially if I was somehow responsible for it.

Before my daughter had a chance to speak, Paige ordered her, not unkindly, "Show her the meaning of the slogan, my pet."

Carolyn, still avoiding any eye contact with me, removed her sad excuse for a dress, silently dropped to her knees, and crawled towards me just like a classic submissive.

"Do you like your semi-wrapped gift?" Paige gloated, before adding, "although I know your favourite incestuous fantasy is doing your sisters."

"Paige..." I began, but then didn't know what to say.

"Your lovely daughter has been spreading so much joy today," she said, bringing her phone to my face, making me gasp with all sorts of emotions: shame, arousal, guilt, lust, even desire for my own flesh and blood: my daughter!

The picture was of Principal Carter... the principal of our school and hence my boss... lying on her desk, her legs spread and my only child crouching between them, clearly licking away and making her come.



My mouth dropped open at seeing my daughter doing something I myself had fantasized about doing more than once.

Mrs. Carter wasn't overly pretty, but she was a strong-willed, dominant woman I'd imagined serving in a variety of ways... such as licking her from beneath her desk, bending over and taking a strap-on from her, or eating her asshole while she was on a call with someone.

Paige, reading my twisted mind, said, "Don't worry, slut Carter will be more than willing to permit you too to enjoy your lunch in her office, just as soon as I introduce you to each other properly... or rather... improperly."

"Slut Carter?" I asked, even though I'd heard her, but I was still staring at the picture as one would a car crash... knowing I should look away, but unable to.

"She's been a pet to the cheerleaders for a decade," Paige said. "My sister used her regularly a couple years ago... since as I've learned from your writing: the more formidable a female's day to day personality is, the more likely she is to be a submissive slut beneath her take charge exterior."

"Wow," I said, unable to imagine my principal, who was married to a province congressman no less, having been a submissive to the school cheerleaders for all these years... I wasn't only stunned, but jealous. For all those years if I'd only known, I could have been submitting to those same cheerleaders. (My erotica writing career having started just over ten years ago seeming rather ironic.)

"Yeah, and that was the tamest picture we took today," Paige said, as she swiped her phone to a second picture.

"Oh my God, there are more?!" I gasped, this next one substantially wilder, and with an audience... all of whom could clearly see my daughter performing as a submissive pet for the entire cheerleading squad. Although upon closer examination, it appeared everyone present was a cheerleader.

"She loved this workout, didn't you, slut Carolyn?" Paige asked.

"Yes, Mistress," Carolyn answered, sitting on her heels and propped up on her hands like a dog or a cat might do beside her Mistress... which added to the surreal reality of what was happening.



My sweet, innocent daughter (or so I'd always considered her) was on all fours sucking on a footlong strap-on cock attached to Naomi, while getting fucked from behind by Ava wearing a smaller one. Paige was watching amused, and two other cheerleaders, a naked, soaking wet and really cute Janet in the shower, and a barely in the photo Candace apparently wearing a towel, watching the D/S sex act. To my surprise, Naomi was licking away at my daughter's pussy, which dominants rarely do.

Even though I was stunned, hoping Carolyn had at least been enjoying herself, I also felt a rush of disappointment not to see more of Candace, as she was my second (after Paige) most favourite self-pleasuring fantasy this year.

"Your daughter loves getting fucked by strap-ons, don't you, slut?" Paige asked.

"Yes, Mistress," Carolyn repeated, saying as little as possible during this humiliating and ongoing reveal.

"It's okay honey; in case you're worried, I still love you just as much as I always have," I said, knowing she needed some reassurance that I wasn't angry at her for the predicament she was in.



"Yeah, your much-loved daughter loves dick in all her holes," Ava added.

"As you can see, she's a DP slut just like her mother," Naomi added.

"Don't worry my teacher pet-to-be, Candace will likely be showing up here after she gets off work at the department store," Paige said, reading my fucked-up lustful mind. "I know you have a submissive lustful crush on her too."

"I... um... do...." I struggled to say, intending to add the word 'not', but I was only making myself look even guiltier, so I didn't even bother finishing, as she flipped to the next picture.

"I bet you'd love to be in this position with the twins and their sweaty nylon-clad feet," Paige said, as I stared at my daughter lying on her back, in the school library, with the almost naked Watson twins' nylon-clad feet on my daughter's face, while she was either licking or sucking on their toes.



I couldn't deny it... I was jealous... and envious. Of my own daughter!

"I knew it," Paige said, clearly able to see past my teacher exterior to the lustful submissive I craved to be.

"Of course we also had to spread our Christmas Carolyn around outside the school," Paige said, as I continued staring at the nylon-clad feet on my daughter's face, until the picture changed to another one, yet more shocking. "So we went and spread some cheer at the old folks home; they were thrilled at the chance to have some very special Carolyn."

I stared at the photo, counting six elderly women, all but one of them essentially naked, with my daughter eating one of them from behind.



"Your daughter gave an entire floor of senior residents the best Christmas gift ever," Paige said.

"Yeah, the gift that keeps on cumming: orgasms," Naomi chipped in.

"Oh my," I exhaled weakly, as I tried to process the complete humiliation Paige had pushed my daughter into.

"She loved her charity work today," Ava added. "And plus, given a little imagination in describing it, it all counts for her volunteer hours."

"The old dears asked to have her back on Christmas Eve," Paige said, as I continued examining the picture, belatedly noticing Paige naked and her legs spread in the background of the photo, while her two besties felt her up and she played with herself, all of which made my mouth water.

"Maybe that next time with her mother tagging along to help her spread the Christmas cheer," Naomi added.

Ava chipped in again with, "They say Christmas is all about family, you know!"

I couldn't explain it, since I'd always had fantasies about serving younger women instead of older ones, but the idea of servicing elderly women who likely didn't get much... if any... action, seemed suddenly intriguing. It was twisted and kinky, and not something I'd ever written about... yet I wondered how many women in their sixties or older would love to have their pussies licked by a cute teen like my daughter, or even by an older, still cute I hope, woman like myself.

"She'd obviously love to join her daughter," Ava added.

"No... I... Paige, this..." I struggled to get out a sentence, but my eyes were magnetically stuck to Paige's naked body in the photo.

Paige seemed aware of my fascination when she said, "Don't worry, you'll get to see my pussy 'up close and personal' very soon, my eager teacher pet."

"What? No," I said, the idea so exciting to me, yet I had to control myself and conceal my feelings as best I could, just as she switched photos again. How many 'Carolyn' tasks did they make my poor (or fortunate?) daughter perform today?

"Oh sorry, that's just a picture of Candace volunteering as a candy striper at the hospital, in her Christmas Elf attire for her Santa's Workshop job at the store, and her sister who's a nurse," Paige explained, then asked, "Aren't they cute? They're of Korean ancestry, you know."



"Those are rather revealing outfits for a hospital," I said, admiring both girls' long legs encased in nylons.

"Not as revealing as they got a bit later," Paige said, as she flipped to yet another picture of my daughter in a sexually compromised position... this one quite different.

Carolyn was wearing a strap-on and fucking a black girl on a bed. I couldn't tell the girl's age, as the two sexy Asian sisters had stripped down and were both sucking on the girl's tits, and just about all I could see of the fuckee was her legs.



Candace's ass looked absolutely delicious. The scene on and around the hospital bed was so hot that at first I didn't even notice Paige and her cheerleading friends off to the side, once again having their own fun.

"Your daughter is a natural submissive, but she's also quite a giver. Sharon is an eighteen-year-old girl who was worried she might die a virgin since she has cancer, and is scheduled for major surgery in a few days, so we... or I should say Carolyn... gave her the Christmas gift of pleasure," Paige explained.

"That was nice of you," I said, entranced by the picture showing my daughter using a strap-on, Candace's amazing ass, the black girl's spread legs, and the two other cheerleaders worshipping Paige.

"I know, I'm very generous," Paige agreed. "I'm the fairy godmother of sex."

"And you turn girls into sluts," Ava added.

"We prefer calling ourselves bimbo submissives," Naomi corrected her.

"I just bring out the true nature lurking underneath my girls' previously boring exteriors," Paige said. "Isn't that right, Carolyn? Do you enjoy being called a bimbo submissive?"

"Yes, Mistress," Carolyn replied, as I'd briefly forgotten she was sitting doggy-fashion on the floor below me.

"Paige, this is too much," I said, knowing I had to control my lust, to rein in my desire to go along with whatever Paige and her posse had in store for me, to try and ignore the wetness leaking into my panties; and especially I needed to start protecting my daughter.

"Oh, there are even more photos," Paige said. "Carolyn was in a very festive, giving mood today."

"Please Paige, no more," I pleaded, unable to stop staring at these pictures of my naked daughter having sex with all these girls and women, and yet feeling I needed to stop this ad hoc porn show before it got out of hand... although in fact it was already way past that.

But Paige just ignored my outburst. "And of course we had to start going around sharing our Christmas Carolyn with select residents of this neighborhood too," she said, flipping to another picture.

"Oh my," I said, as I recognized these two women with their legs spread, their big tits, and my daughter dining between the legs of one of them.

"Yes, these two beauties insisted Carolyn return tonight, bringing you along as well, for some late-night Christmas cheer," Paige said, as I stared at two beautiful blondes in their early twenties who lived only a few doors down from me.



The Olsen sisters had inherited their house when their parents were killed in a tragic car accident. They were both prominent coaches for Cheer Evolution, the largest cheerleading and dance organisation for girls in Canada, and both of them had been my students a few years ago. They had been my major masturbation fantasies for a few years, as I imagined being their personal plaything... and here was my daughter yet again living out my own unrealized fantasies.

It was strange to feel more jealousy towards my daughter than anything else. Although a few minutes ago I'd assumed my daughter had been coerced, perhaps blackmailed somehow into having sex with all these females, but it was now becoming clear she was just like me... a sexual submissive... but unlike me, she wasn't hiding behind a façade of propriety.

"Carolyn got them both off," Paige reported cheerfully. "She went back and forth between those two homemade pies for a good thirty minutes."

"I can't believe this," I said, looking at Jane's finger between her spread legs and imagining myself between those legs, licking away right beside my daughter.

"Like I said," Paige continued, "I wasn't kidding. These two beauts are expecting you two to go over there for another 'visit' later on tonight, once we all finish having our fun right here."

"I can't imagine they actually invited me to come over to have sex," I said, yet again unable to tear my eyes away from a photo of my daughter having sex.

"When we told them you were the famous silkstockingslover, they totally flipped," Paige continued.

"Yes, they were pissed they hadn't known about you back when they were in high school," Naomi said.

"They said they would have used you in every way imaginable," Ava added.

"Although it's not too late to make that missed opportunity into a reality going forward," Paige smiled, as she flipped to yet another picture of my daughter Carolyn spreading her Christmas cheer far and wide. Or now it appeared, throughout our immediate neighborhood, which gave me intriguing possibilities to consider.

"Isn't that Mrs. Springer?" I asked, when I saw who my daughter was tribbing with.



"It is," Paige nodded. "She's actually Ava's aunt, so yours won't be the only family enjoying some Christmas incest this year."

"Oh," I said; Mrs. Springer was a well-respected member of the school board. And I didn't even bother responding to her broad hint about Carolyn and my soon having sex with each other... it kind of seemed a done deal by this point, if she didn't object. I knew I certainly wouldn't turn her down if asked.

"Don't worry, she won't say anything," Paige assured, as if reading my mind. "She appreciates us bringing her some fresh pussy to play with from time to time, in addition to her steady diet of Ava's."



"Oh?" I asked, curious to know how often they brought her that fresh pussy.

"Yes, you'd be amazed at how many of your students are submissive pussy pleasers for the cheerleaders, and for some of our older friends, too."

"I can't imagine," I said, wondering which girls she was talking about.

"Eleanor Whitney, Bethany Cooper, Courtney Hines and Valerie Bronson..." Paige listed and paused for effect before continuing, "...are all regular pussy munchers both for us, and they're also girls we lend out to a select group of ladies."

"I can't imagine," I repeated, each girl someone I knew quite well, and would never suspect of being on such a list. Eleanor was captain of the debate team I coached, and the ultimate nerd; Bethany was a church minister's daughter; Courtney a rich prep bitch I would really love to see put in her place; and Valerie a sweet, shy girl who almost never spoke to anyone. The only way I could ever get a word out of her in class was by asking her a direct question, because she absolutely never raised her hand, not even if she was dying to go to the bathroom.

"Oh, they all love eating cunt," Paige said, "and they'd all crawl under your desk to eat your pussy, or perhaps to spread their own legs if you'd rather that way around, offering their pussies for you to eat."

"Paige, this is all too much," I said, simply overwhelmed by each new reveal she came up with.

"Oh, there's just one more," Paige said as she flipped to yet another photo... this one that was an undeniable lustful fantasy of mine for years. One of the reasons I'd begun writing... to explore many of the taboo, twisted fantasies I'd been holding inside and unshared with anyone for years.

Plus, she was my next door neighbour, Evelyn. My very black (which was my fascination) sixty-year-old neighbour.

Carolyn was lying on her back on Evelyn's kitchen counter, with the three cheerleaders looking on. And the widowed Mrs. Williams sitting on her face. For the long-held fantasy of mine being fulfilled by my daughter was that Mrs. Williams, with her particularly dark skin, was sitting on her face. My damned slut of a daughter had even gotten to eat chocolate before I did!



All three cheerleaders seemed to be enjoying watching my daughter give her special brand of Christmas Carolyn.

Ava noted, as I noticed in the picture she seemed to be watching intently, "There's just something so hot about black women."

"Tell me about it," I agreed, staring at the neighbour I'd secretly fantasized about playing with ever since I'd moved into my house twenty years ago.

"Mrs. Williams said you're welcome to drop by for some chocolate cream pie anytime you'd like some fresh dessert."

"Oh, my," I said, that offer being the most exciting one yet, even more exciting than the Olsen twins I was already creaming about going to visit later tonight.

"So, my favourite teacher slut, are you ready for the grand finale Christmas Carolyn of the night?" Paige asked.

The last twenty minutes or so had been a whirlwind of emotions, and I'd been drawn in completely by both the situation and the pictures. But while the idea of submitting to these cheerleaders, along with submitting to my daughter, was exciting, and actually pussy-leaking stimulating, I knew I had to derail this foolhardy course right now. Plus, those pictures if they ever got out, could kill my daughter's reputation, could prevent her from getting scholarships, and would both humiliate me and end my teaching career.

"Paige, you have to delete all these photos right now," I ordered, knowing it was now or never if I were to rescue my beloved daughter from even more humiliation, in addition to my being desperately concerned about her reputation.

"Oh, these family photos are just for the cheerleading squad's enjoyment... and for yours, of course," she said. "And once you've completed doing with your daughter what you've longed to do for some time now, and then with all five of us... eventually including Candace, you greedy secret slut of a reputable teacher (not unlike others such as Principal Carter, so I'm not judging)... have enjoyed playing together for a while, maybe you'll decide to write an illustrated story just like you did with that hot black couple recently, this one being about how your daughter and you became our submissive playthings, and thus found everlasting happiness. So just relax; this isn't a bad thing happening, it's your delightful Christmas present!"

"Paige," I repeated, even as my pussy gushed a bit more at what she had in mind for me tonight. Yes, I definitely had fantasized about submitting to Paige herself for the last little while, as well as about submitting to a wide range of cheerleaders and other popular girls over the years... but that was my closely guarded secret... not, I now realized... but in any case, I certainly didn't want my sexual perversions to impact on my daughter. Was I to blame for my daughter's humiliation? It seemed more and more probable that I was... but God, I hoped not.

"Jasmine," she asked in a mocking tone, "why are you not down on your knees with your daughter? We all know you want to be."

"Paige, please," I pleaded, glancing furtively down to my kneeling daughter, who was almost stark naked, and once again staring at the floor; only now from a closer vantage.

"You're begging," she smirked, "without even being ordered to yet," as she placed her hands ominously on my shoulders, "I like that."

"Just submit to your Mistress Paige already," Ava jeered. "We all know you're going to."

"Yes Jasmine, we all know you're a submissive, cunt-licking, wannabe pet," Naomi added.

"Knees, Jasmine," Paige ordered, adding, "and unlike a couple of your readers who dislike your frequent use of that word in your stories, I agree with you it's the perfect word. It's the word you've craved being said to you for years. So once again... Merry Christmas, and... knees!"

"Paige," I said her name yet again with growing hopelessness, feeling so weak... wanting indeed to obey her... yet feeling I should be protecting my daughter... not to mention I shouldn't be risking my career by allowing my natural submissive nature and my inner lust to dictate my actions. Yet I couldn't even begin to formulate a sentence, neither of denial or acquiescence. My overwhelmed brain just couldn't process this stunning turn of events.

"Knees... right now, Pet Jasmine," Paige said firmly, her hands on my shoulders still pushing me downwards.

It wasn't a firm push, and physically I could easily have resisted it. Or I could have stepped away. Or I could have done many things if I'd wanted to, but I really didn't want to. So I did what I really wanted.

I allowed myself to sink to my knees.

I allowed myself to surrender my self-control to a pretty cheerleader. (A really pretty one, if that makes it any better.)

I allowed myself to relinquish all control within my own home.

"I'm so sorry, Mom," Carolyn said, as I suddenly found myself looking at her face to face down here, while she looked tearfully back at me. "This is all my fault. Will you hate me forever?"

"No, it's not your fault, sweetheart" I replied tenderly. "It's mine. And I certainly could never hate you, I love you with all my heart... always will."



"Oh, I agree you'll never hate your naughty daughter, very much au contraire; how could you, both of you the soon-to-be incestuous sluts that you are?" Paige interjected. "But it actually is Carolyn's fault. Or more like to her credit, since this is what you really want, Pet Jasmine. To become a nylon-foot-worshipping, pussy-pleasing, strap-on-taking pet to a pride of cheerleaders."

Each spot-on accusation made my pussy tingle, as I wondered what she meant by this being Carolyn's doing, and as I remained speechlessly and helplessly in awe.

"You see, Jasmine, Carolyn accidentally outed your secret while Mary and I were double penetrating her and she sucked on Ava's strap-on," Paige revealed. "I believe you refer to that fantasy of yours as 'airtight'."

"Oh my God!" I said, trying to process all this: the news that my sweet daughter had been dominated so thoroughly, just the way I'd fantasized and written about for years. Had her stumbling across my writing (which she must have done) in some way awakened my daughter's inherited submissive side? In addition to her having inherited that side from nobody but myself in the first place? So basically this was all my fault, but who can control their own genes?

"She screamed that very thing when I took her anal virginity," Paige said, looking down at us kneeling at her feet together. "Isn't that right, slut Carolyn?"

"Yes, Mistress," my daughter answered sheepishly, "I totally lost it," clearly still mortified to be outed like this in front of her mother, and yet unable to disobey her Mistress regardless of my presence... she'd become a real-life version of many of my characters. Ironically even before I had... but apparently not very long before, since my own turn (note the double meaning) had already begun.



"Have you ever been fucked airtight, Jasmine?" Paige asked.

"We already know you like taking it in the ass from your husband," Ava added.

I couldn't respond in any way... shame and humiliation burning through me... even as my body was filled with lustful desire for these hot four girls... yes, including my daughter!

"Yes, you like taking it in the ass, don't you? Answer me, slut," Paige ordered in a strong dominant tone, reminiscent of my most popular teenage seductress: Bree.

"Yes," I responded sheepishly, now sounding just like my daughter, equally humiliated.

"Yes, what, slut?" Paige asked, her tone clearly one of annoyance. "And look at me when you answer me, even if you have to crane your neck."

In awe she was using my own written words against me, obviously detecting my true inner weakness from my many fictitious stories written from the point of view of a hopelessly submissive female. I replied to her, but stiffly and defensively, just like so many of my characters did at first, "Yes, I like having my ass penetrated."

"You mean you kinda sorta like having your bare bottom diddled by someone's gentlemanly penis, or you get off like gangbusters from getting ass fucked by a nice big cock?" she taunted.

"Okay, I like having a big fat dick slamming into my tight asshole, Mistress," I replied, loving how the word asshole was so much nastier than ass, "and yes, it makes me come like a fucking volcano," giving in totally to my submissive nature and my heretofore secret lust, even deliberately throwing myself deeper under the bus of submission to her by addressing her with the most powerful honorific conceivable.

"Mistress!" Ava gasped. "Our prissy teacher just called you Mistress!"

"Yes... yes, she certainly did," Paige nodded approvingly. "Good girl. And that's precisely how you'll address me whenever we're not in public from this day forward. Agreed, slut?"

"Yes, Mistress, I do agree. For as you well know by now, I do have a lot of dark fantasies," I admitted, simultaneously hinting to my daughter it wasn't her fault she'd succumbed to Paige's sexy charm and to her own natural submissiveness. 'Like mother, like daughter' was more than just a trite saying.

"Good girl," she said, and added as she sat down on one of my couches, (my living room has three of them), "Now you two natural born sluts may begin bonding in your new lives together by licking my feet."

"Yes, Mistress," I said, bending down to begin licking her stocking foot.

My daughter parroted, "Yes, Mistress," leaning down next to me and licking Paige's other nylon-clad foot.

"No way," Naomi gasped, shocked to see their dignified teacher submitting so abjectly.

"Can one of them worship my feet?" Ava requested.

"Why not?" Paige allowed, as I licked her sweet, sweaty nylons. "Slut Carolyn, crawl over there and service Mistress Ava."



"Yes, Mistress," Carolyn said, kissing her foot goodbye for now, before crawling to Ava.

"This is so fucking cool!" Ava chortled.

"So may I please use Mrs. Walker?" Naomi asked.

"Yes, but later," Paige replied, as she walked over and joined Ava on the couch. "First I need her to ensure my feet are worshipped sufficiently. And I'm not being totally selfish; it's important for all of our sakes, especially hers, that we begin training our new slave properly."

"I'll happily lick every last bit of your feet, Mistress," I said, crawling to her without being ordered to, like the good obedient submissive I was... I am... as all my prior resistance was now washed away, since I was so intoxicated by her sheer nylons, the strong scent of her foot, her sweet salty taste, and the exhilaration of my complete submission to my most recent fantasy girl.

"Shit, you told us she'd cave in short order and all this would happen, but I never thought it really would, not in a million years," Naomi admitted.

"That's it, suck on my toes, Mrs. Slut Walker's bimbo daughter," Ava ordered, going unnecessarily out of her way to put me down. Music to my ears!

"Yes, Mistress Ava," Carolyn obeyed, and I wished I could watch my daughter submitting, even though this obviously wasn't her first time. Now that I was actually experiencing submission for myself, instead of only imagining and longing for it while writing my stories, I now knew... even as her protective mother... she wasn't being coerced by heartless cheerleaders... far from it... and her surrender to them was in her own best interests, just like my own surrender was in mine. And further, just as our Mistress Paige had predicted, soon I'd find myself between my gorgeous and newly slutty daughter's legs, licking her sweet pussy.

"Get comfortable you two, you'll be doing this for a few minutes," Paige instructed.

Both my daughter and I repositioned ourselves in the exact same position... one we both naturally enjoyed mirroring with each other when we watched television together sometimes.



So for a couple of minutes, I licked my new Mistress Paige's feet as my daughter did the same to Ava's. The tops, the toes, and then her soles, while she helpfully raised each of her feet for me to smell, to lick, and to worship.

"This is so fucking wild," Naomi said, as she watched her teacher worshipping her friend's nylon-clad foot.

"Oh, it's going to get a lot wilder," Paige said, in a tone promising this eventful night was just getting started.

"When do I get my turn with our pets?" Naomi asked a little impatiently.

"When I say you do," Paige said tersely, making it clear who the leader of this group was, in case it wasn't inherently obvious.

"Sorry," Naomi replied sheepishly.

"How do my nylon feet taste, Mrs. Walker?" Paige asked, as I'd already licked all the salty sweat from the soles of her feet.

"Like a taste of heaven, Mistress," I answered sincerely, wishing I could go back a few minutes and begin the whole nylon foot worshipping again with her uncleansed feet.

"Good answer," she smiled down at me.

"It's the truth, Mistress," I said, feeling so natural and alive at this opportunity to go all in with my submission. I'd come home!

"Now before we continue, I have one more pop quiz question for you, Mrs. Walker," Paige said as I sucked her toe into my mouth, then glanced over and saw my daughter doing the same to Ava's.

"Yes, Mistress?" I asked, looking up.

"Why are you still dressed, while the daughter you say you love so much is almost naked?" Paige asked.

"Good question," Ava said.

"Stand up," Paige ordered me.

Reluctantly I removed my hands from her silky sheer foot and calf, got a bit stiffly to my feet, and shed my sweater and skirt.

"Bra and panties?" Paige asked, looking disappointed and sounding disgusted.

"Sorry," I apologized, even though it seemed a strange thing to apologize for. When I'd selected my clothing this morning, I hadn't been expecting to doff it in front of a Mistress.

"You should be sorry," she said, standing up. "I've always imagined your going commando underneath your respectable but boring teacher's clothing. You've even written that you do."

"I often do," I explained. "But with my husband not coming home until tomorrow, it seemed pointless to give my puss such easy access."

"My pet sluts must always maintain their easy access for my convenience," Paige said, shaking her head at me as she moved behind me, unclasped my bra and tossed it aside. "Nice tits though, Mrs. Walker."

"Thank you, Mistress," I said, flattered to receive this compliment from a girl with her own great pair of tits, hers a couple decades younger than mine.

"But those panties," she said, shaking her head like I was a toddler and my grown mother was disappointed with me. She snapped her fingers and pointed to the floor.

"I know," I agreed, kneeling before her. "They're my comfort underwear."

"Burn them," Paige said, "you're never wearing such restrictive garments ever again," as she placed her foot against my stomach and pushed me over backwards. It was forceful, but not quite a kick.

"Of course," I agreed, trying to hold my torso off the floor as she looked balefully down at me, her foot still shoved against my belly.

"Of course, what?" she asked, using my own Mistressing playbook against me.

"Of course, Mistress Paige," I corrected myself, just like I'd required many of my submissive characters to say in situations very like this one.

"Lick my asshole, Carolyn," Naomi ordered.

I wanted to check out that nasty scene, but instead I remained focused on being a good submissive to my Mistress.

"So you'll be a good slut for me and no longer wear panties?" Paige asked.

"I love your tasty asshole, Mistress Naomi," Carolyn said, sounding so nasty.... So like her mother.

"Yes, Mistress," I nodded, finding this position quite awkward and painful... I was no longer as flexible as I once was, and I'd never in my life been a gymnast.



"Get out of your panties, my dumb slut," Paige said, as she... at long last...removed her foot from me.

I sat back up and quickly wrestled my way out of my panties without standing up, which demonstrated a little more flexibility than I'd thought I was capable of.

"Pet Carolyn, come join me on the couch," Paige ordered, as I glanced over and saw my daughter on the floor with Naomi straddling her face, and my daughter apparently eating that athletically tight black teen ass.



"Yes, Mistress," Carolyn said, moving away from the amazing black ass, and crawling over to Paige, who sat down on the couch.

"Come and sit here," Paige patted the spot beside her.

"Thank you, Mistress, I will," Carolyn said, glancing down at me sitting on the hardwood floor.

I gave her a slight smile before she turned away and went to sit beside Paige.

"So, do you still want your own Pet Mommy?" Paige asked.

"Um... oh... I..." Carolyn stammered, her face going beet red.

"Carolyn, it's time to exercise your dominant side with your mother," Paige said, then adding, "just like you've been doing with Mrs. Jones."

My eyes went wide, since Mrs. Jones was a fellow teacher, my best friend at work, and was seven months pregnant.

I looked up from my subservient position on the floor as I saw my daughter's lips curve into a self-satisfied smile. "Yes, she loved getting fucked by that big strap-on the most recent time."



"Yeah, she got quite animated," Paige nodded.

"Just like many of Mom's protagonists."

"You actually fuck my friend Jane?" I asked, "Your calculus teacher? Ongoingly?" even though it was obvious she did.

"Yeah, I've fucked her almost every day this week," Carolyn said, looking at me. She then added unnecessarily, now seeming to enjoy shocking me, in contrast to all her earlier sheepish embarrassment, "She really loves it in the ass."

"Carolyn," I said, not even sure why I was saying her name.

"You should be proud of your daughter, Mrs. Walker," Paige advised me. "She's a natural switch."

I was speechless.

I'd thought I was all shocked out, following all those visual revelations after revelation in those earlier pictures, added to my daughter's submission and her earlier apparent shame about it, and hearing about her revealing to all the cheerleaders I was an erotica writer. And that I had long fantasized about submitting to cheerleaders... and that I fantasized about committing incest... with her, among others.

"Does your mother really love taking it in the ass?" Paige asked Carolyn, while gazing straight at me.

"According to her stories, she does," Carolyn said, glancing down at me with a fond and very un-sheepish smile for the first time since she'd arrived home.

"Well, I want you to find out whether that's fact or just fiction," Paige instructed, apparently training my daughter in the art of being a Mistress.

"Mom, do you..." Carolyn began, looking down at me from on high.

"No, address your mother as your pet, just like for instance Mistress Carolyn Adams, your namesake (which is interesting), does in her stories," Paige advised. "It's obvious that deep down she's envisioned being your pet Mommy for a long time, so you'll be doing her no favours if you allow her to maintain her secrecy about it. And in case it isn't patently obvious to you by now, she longs to submit... to you especially!"

I remained on my knees, bewildered by this conversation, astonished at my daughter's dramatic change in persona... remember this was the same girl who'd had very few friends since childhood because of her being too timid to reach out for any... and I was excited she was about to call me the name I'd employed in many stories, particularly in the aptly named 'Pet Mommy' series.

Carolyn looked me in the eye and after a pause, as she was likely gearing herself up to cross the next line, this one on an entirely different level from all the other lines she'd already crossed since becoming a cheerleader, she asked point blank and fearlessly, "Does my Pet Mommy enjoy taking a cock up her ass?"

I couldn't believe she'd just asked me that!

Firstly, I couldn't believe she'd just called me 'Pet Mommy', and even more significantly, 'my' Pet Mommy.

Secondly, I couldn't believe how hearing her direct that phrase at me made me tremble.

And finally I couldn't believe I was about to answer her honestly, and that I was going to address her as I did.

"Yes, Mistress Carolyn, your Pet Mommy loves a dick in her asshole," I said, before adding because I was curious, "and does my darling daughter in turn fantasize about doing me the great honour of fucking her mother's slut ass?"

"Holy shit!" Ava gasped.

"This is a whole new level of kink," Naomi said excitedly, "we need to get my Mom turned next."

"Not necessary; I've been using your Mom's face for weeks," Paige revealed.

"You what?" Naomi asked, clearly shocked.

"Yeah, she thought she was straight," Paige said, clearly enjoying her reveal and the stunned look on Naomi's face.

"You seduced my Mom?" Naomi asked, still processing, although I couldn't tell if she was happy about it or angry.

"Worship my feet, my Mommy-pet," Carolyn surprised me by ordering.

"Yes, Mistress Carolyn," I said, "gladly," crawling to her feet and taking her sheer-stockinged foot in my hands. "I've fantasized sooo many times about doing this."

"I just bet you have," Paige said, ignoring Naomi.

"You used my Mom," Naomi rephrased her question as an accusation, now very clearly annoyed.

"Yes, a few times," Paige admitted casually. "She's become quite the pussy pleaser, hasn't she Ava?"

"Ava used my Mom too?"

"Just once," Ava clarified dismissively as if it didn't matter, while I began sucking each of my daughter's toes, while also listening in on the developing drama.

"What the fuck!" Naomi barked angrily.

"Knees, Naomi," Paige barked back sternly.

"You're doing very well; next suck each and every toe, my Mommy slut," Carolyn ordered softly, calling me a slut for the first time in her life. While I loved hearing her call me one.

"Yes, Mistress Carolyn," I replied as I moved to another toe. "You know I'll do this for you anytime you want?"

"Yes, I do know, and you'll do much more besides. Which will be often," Carolyn promised me.

"Paige I...." Naomi began.

"Now, you dumb fucking slut," Paige ordered tersely.

Naomi was frustrated, yet she obeyed, as I replied to my Mistress daughter, "I certainly hope so, darling."

"Eat Ava's asshole, you dumb unappreciative bitch," Paige ordered. "You said you wanted to have your mother for your own slut, so I was going to surprise you by ordering her into your bed on Christmas morning, and this is the disrespect I get for my efforts?"

"Yay!" Ava cheered.

"I'm sorry Mistress, I overreacted," Naomi said humbly.

"I don't care about your stupid apologies, I care about your making it up to me," Paige said. "For now, you're bottom bitch, even below our oldie newbie pet over here, having the time of her life servicing her daughter. Until I say differently, you'll do whatever Mrs. Slut Walker or anyone else here tells you to."

"Yes, Mistress," Naomi replied sheepishly, while on her hands and knees, Ava gleefully backed up to her.

"Let's see how flexible your mother is," Paige said to Carolyn, then she looked down at me and ordered, "lay on your belly, teech."

"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, the worshipful word feeling so pleasant escaping my lips.

"Now bend your knees and hold onto your feet," she ordered.

"I'll try," I giggled a little awkwardly, not sure I could actually do that.

With a little struggle... okay, with a medium amount of struggle, I achieved the awkward position required of me. "Now resume worshipping your daughter's feet," Paige ordered.

"Yes, Mistress," I agreed, as I opened my mouth and resumed sucking on her silky sheer toes... although now doing the ones on her other foot.

"I can't believe this is happening," Carolyn said.

"I told you it would be easy," Paige said, which made my red cheeks blush even more. "Her writing is a literal guide on how to push her own buttons."



"I guess that has to be right," Carolyn agreed; "because ever since I discovered she was silkstockingslover, and thus the author of my favourite series Cheerleader's Mom, I've wanted her to do this."

My eyes went a little wide at hearing her mention that series... which I'd written back when she was only fourteen, and I'd never even thought of her while writing it. It was a crazy series, the first one I illustrated myself I believe, that was originally supposed to only consist of a single part, based on a suggestion from a fellow writer, but that had grown a life of its own. Who would have thought that four years later it would influence my daughter into embarking on a path that would result in many of my own fantasies... submission to cheerleaders and other teens, foot worship, sex with my neighbors and at school, sex with black women (I definitely planned on taking Mrs. Williams next door up on her offer, and black beauty teen Naomi was right here in my living room under orders to do whatever I wished), not to mention soon no doubt committing incest with my own gorgeous daughter... all these fantasies coming true in a single night!

"That's it, eat my asshole, bottom bitch, "Ava ordered, clearly enjoying having this power over Naomi... I assumed the two of them were constantly competing to be Paige's number two.



"Ava desperately wants to be a Mistress," Paige said, "although I think you have far more potential for it, Carolyn."

"I do?" Carolyn asked, clearly surprised to hear this... as was I.

"Yes, underneath your meek, nerdy exterior is a strong, dominant woman," Paige appraised, which was intriguing. I didn't write about many switch characters, since I'd found in my fantasies, and in my research, plus in most of my typed conversations with readers over the years, that most women (and most men for that matter, if they could get past that debilitating man code of always concealing any soft feelings) tend to be either a Mistress or a submissive in their sexual relations. Of course in real life sex is most often just about two people relating as equals while giving each other pleasure without any hierarchy... but in Literotica stories, that's seldom the case.



"I'm flattered," Carolyn said, clearly taken aback by the compliment.

"And now you can practice and develop your skills, honing them with your own personal live-in plaything."

I loved hearing that. Yes please, my darling daughter Mistress, bring it on!

"I can't believe all this is happening," Carolyn expressed, as my tongue slid up my daughter's ankle while I struggled to remain functional in this awkward position, with no hands available and very little balance.

"I'll show you it is happening," Paige replied. Then addressing me, "Do you want to eat your daughter's cunt, Mrs. Walker?" Paige asked, oddly this time addressing me as Mrs. Walker instead of as Jasmine, slut, or pet.

I didn't even hesitate, I was so far beyond any speck of propriety, dignity or useless moral codes, wanting nothing more than to submit unconditionally to my daughter and to the cheerleaders. "Yes Mistress, I'd love to eat my daughter's cunt; I'd thought I'd never get the chance!"

"Holy shit," Ava moaned, as her ass was eaten by Naomi while she listened in on my nasty incestuous admission.

"Well, get down there and make your loving mother's fondest wish come true, Carolyn," Paige said, able either to be a strict or a compassionate Mistress, depending on the need.

"Really?" Carolyn asked, still a little tentatively.

"Yep, just get down there and sit on your mother's face."

"Yes please, Babygirl, come sit on my face," I begged, and not only because I was eager to break this awkward, strenuous position. I rolled onto my back, offering my face to my beautiful eighteen-year-old daughter.

"Do you really want to eat your daughter's cunt?" Carolyn asked, standing up.

"God, yes," I replied lustfully as she straddled my face... her pretty pink pussy directly above me, but not touching down.

"Do it! Sit on your mother's face!" Ava urged her excitedly, her hand reaching back to hold Naomi's face deep between her ass cheeks.

Paige stood up as well, while Carolyn sat on my chest to look down at my quivering face. "Then beg for it, my Pet Mommy, beg to eat my ripe young cunt."

Hearing those words tumbling from my daughter's sweet mouth was cunt-gushingly, body-quakingly, and mind-boggingly hot. I replied, completely controlled by my submissive nature, "Yes, my Mistress Daughter," emphasizing to us both the incestuous act we were about to irrevocably commit, just as losing one's virginity is a one-way street, "PLEASE sit on Mommy's face and allow me to eat your pretty pink cunt, until you come all over my face and baptise me as your forever slut!"

"So hot," Ava moaned, almost ready to come.

"In her stories, she's often used the image of someone dominant coming on someone submissive's face as a carnal baptism, but this time it's really happening," Paige said as she watched.

"But hold on, my Pet Mommy," Carolyn said. "If I'm your Mistress, then I call the shots, and this will happen the way I want it to happen."

"Okay, whatever you say," I agreed, a little concerned by what she might be implying.

"So ever since I learned you're silkstockingslover, I've wanted to eat your pussy... no, your cunt. So just lie on your back, Mommy slut, while I straddle you and we both eat each other's intra-familycunts."

"So nasty, Mistress," I smiled, before adding, "you own me now, and I'll always want to do whatever you wish of me."

"Good answer, Mommy-pet," Carolyn said, as she straddled me.

As her pussy was lowered above me, with her delicate girlish scent enveloping me, and her knees on both sides of my head... I was in heaven. And as I began licking my daughter, she also began licking me!

"Fucking hottest thing ever," Ava said, as we both extended our tongues, and together committed the ultimate sin according to some... incest... and it sent a chill up my spine, and fireworks into my taste buds, and lightning into my sopping wet pussy, as I lapped in awe at my daughter's pussy while she lapped mine.

"Shit, even I wasn't sure this would happen," Paige said as she sat on the couch watching my daughter and me delightedly licking each other.



"Mmmmmmm, that's it Mommy, lick my pussy," Carolyn moaned. "And God, do you taste good!"

"Such a delicious pussy," I said in a lustful daze, yet also feeling surreally tranquil as I leisurely lapped my daughter's pussy while she lapped mine, as together we abandoned every moral stricture society placed on us, released all my fears, plus any Carolyn might have of our being seen as dirty, sinful sluts, and now speaking only for myself, as I accepted my predestined and longed-for place as a submissive to my daughter, to these and the rest of the cheerleaders, to the Olsen sisters, to my black neighbour Evelyn Williams plus... well... to anyone else my daughter or the cheerleaders decided I should service. My sexual behaviour around others, or rather my lack of it, had long been governed by my paranoia about my true slutty nature being outed to a judgemental world, but now I realised that one of the many blessings of becoming a pet was that none of my many Mistresses would allow that to happen; they would never lend my services out to anyone they didn't know for certain belonged to an exceedingly closed community of so-called sinners.

"She does have a sweet little pussy," Paige agreed, which made me wonder if Paige might be a Mistress who also sampled the sweet delicacies of her pets... most of my fictional Mistresses didn't, and perhaps that was one of the flaws in my writing. A potential flaw I could now begin to address because of my upcoming personal experience.

"So is yours, Mistress," Carolyn asserted, "and yours too, my tasty Mommy-Slut;" her moans increased... along with her orgasm, which I sensed was already rising... for likely her wild day of 'Christmas Carolyn', in addition to turning her mother into her pet, had her pussy burning with a fire as hot as the one in mine.

"Well," Paige said (I assumed with a smile), "mine goes without saying."

"Get that tongue in my asshole, you dumb slut," Ava demanded of Naomi.

"Actually Ava, go and fetch me a strap-on from Santa's red bag," Paige ordered, as she stripped off her dress.

"Of course Mistress," Ava agreed, and now everyone present had acknowledged Paige as her Mistress at least once.

"Ohhhhhhh," Carolyn moaned, as she moved a leg around uncomfortably.

"Come on Mommy's face baby, Mommy needs your cunt cum so bad," I begged between licks.



But after just a few more seconds, Carolyn stood up, frustratedly wiggling her leg. "Damn! Leg cramp."

"Lie down and spread your legs for your hungry Mother," Paige advised, as I noticed Ava was affixing a foot-long strap-on to herself.

"Yes Mistress," Carolyn said, "good idea," as she continued trying to shake out the cramp.

"And for the rest of tonight you're not my pet, but my equal," Paige said.

"Really?" both Carolyn and Ava gasped in unison, Naomi's mouth still otherwise occupied.

"Yes, tonight is a special night," Paige intoned as she walked over, strap-on now in place, and kissed my daughter... passionately. It made me wonder whether Paige had feelings for my daughter... which seemed unlikely... but then everything tonight had flown in from left field (to put it mildly).

Paige broke the kiss and said, "Now lie down, and once again offer your Mommy that delicious pussy of yours."

"I can do that," Carolyn said, looking a little bewildered by the kiss, which had been intimate, raw, and obviously unexpected.

She lowered herself before me and spread her legs.

"May I, Mistress?" I smiled, loving to call her that, as I slithered my way towards her wet, glistening pussy.

"You may, pet," she smiled, that hyper-short question and answer pairing often used between the two of us, but almost always emerging from the opposite mouths and employing different endearments.

"Get on all fours," Paige ordered me, as she stalked forward behind me, and the other two girls settled down on my 'clock' couch to watch.

"Yes Mistress," I agreed eagerly, greatly looking forward to feeling that strap-on cock inside me... I hadn't had a cock inside me in three weeks... not since my husband was last home.

"Such a great ass," Paige said as I resumed licking my daughter, and felt Paige's hands caressing my ass.

"Oh yes, Mommy," Carolyn moaned, my tongue back on her pussy reigniting the fire inside her.

"So... fucking... good," I moaned, as I felt the cock pressing between my pussy lips.

"Slide it in, Mistress," Ava urged.

"Do you want my cock, Mrs. Walker?" Paige asked, as she rubbed the cock head up and down between my very wet pussy lips.

"Yes Paige, please just slam that big dick in my pussy," I begged, her teasingly delaying tactics driving me wild.

"I've been imagining this moment for quite some time," she said as she slid her cock into me.

"Not as long as I haaaaaave," I moaned, as the cock filled me up and I continued licking my daughter.

"Fucking wild," Ava approved, her gaze riveted upon this kinky threesome... my first since college, when I'd only been spit-roasted by two average-sized cocks.

"Oh yes Mom, don't stop," my daughter moaned, her orgasm definitely imminent.

"Come on Mommy's face," I begged, sucking on her clit, dying to get her off and to taste her heavenly nectar.

"Oh fuck, yessssss," Carolyn moaned loudly, grabbing a handful of my hair to force me deeper into her pussy, which I certainly would never complain about, as Paige slowly fucked me, her hands on my hips. "You nasty little Mommy-slut, get ready for my cum."

I hungrily licked and licked, until she gave out a scream that possibly alerted Evelyn of the orgy happening right next door, "Fuck Mommy, I'm commmmmmmming!!"



My face was coated with a gush of cum.

"Lick it all up, Mrs. Walker, lick up your daughter's cum," Paige encouraged, her cock slowly pumping in and out of me, enjoying the handiwork of her Christmas miracle: bringing together a real-life mother and daughter into a sexual relationship, and thus making fantasies of all three of us come true.

"Wild," Ava said, apparently her favourite word.

"I wouldn't believe it if I wasn't seeing it with my own eyes," Naomi said.

"I haven't yet forgiven you, slut," Paige said tersely, "and you need to keep your yap shut until I do," making it clear she wasn't anyone to cross... although I'd assumed that long before tonight.

"Sorry Mistress, I'm shutting up now," Naomi apologized, cringing.

I focused on licking my daughter's homemade wine as it gushed out of her and into my open, hungry mouth.

"But yes, this is wild," Paige agreed, as she began fucking me a little faster.

"So wild," Carolyn agreed weakly, as she let go of my hair and collapsed completely onto her back.

"So fucking wild," I agreed too, as I enjoyed lapping up every drop of my daughter's cum, while my own orgasm was rising from the fucking I was receiving.

Suddenly there was a playful tattoo of a knock at the door.

"Carolyn, go let our next guest in," Paige said, not slowing down her strokes into me.

"Whoooooo is it?" I moaned, as Carolyn weakly got up and staggered over to answer the door... without bothering to put on any clothes!

"Oh don't worry, it's just another one of your many surprises," Paige answered, both exciting and terrifying me, as she really banged me good.

"Oh fuck, I'm so close," I moaned, suddenly not caring who was at the door... only that my orgasm was about to explode inside me.

"Come on my cock, you nasty teacher slut," Paige ordered, slapping my ass while her body slammed into mine hard.

"Oh fuuuuuuuuck!" I screamed, alerting whoever was entering my house I was coming.

"I see you started without me," a voice said from behind me... a voice I recognized, as I collapsed forward and quaked and cum gushed out of me.

"You knew we would," Paige said, standing up after getting me off.

I turned around and saw Candace, in the same outfit I'd seen her wearing in the tamest of all the photos from earlier today.



"Hi, Mrs. Walker, Merry Christmas," Candace greeted.

"Hi, Candace," I greeted with a slight smile. "You too."

"Why are you still in a jacket and dress?" Paige asked.

"Good question," Candace smiled, as she began a sexy little strip tease.

"Take it off," Ava called out as she fucked Naomi.

"Do you want to see me naked, Mrs. Walker?" Candace asked flirtatiously, as with her jacket already gone, she wiggled her hips and cupped her tits over her dress.

"God yes, Candace," I said, feeling like a horny male teenager (or the way I imagined a horny teenage boy might feel and act).

"You sure, Mrs. Walker?" Candace asked. "If I take this dress off for you, I'll expect you to suck my tits and eat my wet pussy."

"I'll happily do anything you tell me to," I answered lustfully, wanting to see her naked, wanting to suck on her tits, and wanting to eat her pussy.

"Mmmmmmm," she purred, sauntering towards me as she pulled her dress over her head and tossed it somewhere willy-nilly. And that was the end of the strip show: all she'd been wearing beneath the dress had been those delicious-looking white stockings, which living up to my pen name, I really hoped she'd abstain from removing.

"What a perfect figure," I said, admiring her young, ripe body.

"Thanks," she said as she reached me, pulled me to my feet and kissed me... with a hand on my butt, and the other tugging my hair.

I kissed her back before she broke our embrace and said, "I wasn't sure you'd fall."

"Oh, I fell hard," I smiled, not even a tiny bit ashamed about my tumble from grace. Actually, I was thrilled!



"Suck on my tits, Mrs. Walker," she ordered.

"Mmmmmmmm," I agreed, as I bent down, giving anyone watching a great view of my ass, as I sucked on her firm tits.

"That's it Mrs. Walker, suck my hard nipples," Candace moaned, as I swirled my tongue around a nipple.

"Mmmmmmmm," I repeated, wanting to let her know I was enjoying sucking on her tits and obeying her.

"So you got your wish," Candace said, as I worshipped her tits.

I wasn't sure what she meant until my daughter replied excitedly, "Yes, I certainly did."

"Cool," Candace moaned.

"Yeah, I never imagined it could actually happen," Carolyn said, now standing right behind me and placing her hands on my shoulders. I took the hint, and lowered myself to my natural place on my knees. "Good Mommy-pet," my daughter added, as I obeyed her unspoken order.

"What's it feel like to be the Mistress?" Candace asked, as I admired from very close up her tiny tattoo and her strangely trimmed blonde pussy hair.

"Amazing," Carolyn said. "Paige is really helping me to learn how."

"We knew you had that dominant streak in you," Candace said, as I felt my daughter's hand on the back of my head.

"Get licking, Mommy-slut," my daughter ordered, as my face was pressed against Candace's pussy.

"Yes, Mistress," I said in a muffled voice, before I began licking another teen twat.

"That's so hot," Candace said.

"Just like the way you dominate your older sister," Carolyn said.

"Incest is best," Candace quipped.

"Keep it in your family," Carolyn added.

"But don't forget to share it with your cheerleading squad," Paige added.

"Well of course," Carolyn giggled like a cheerleader, somehow fitting in so smoothly with the popular crowd.

"Your mother is quite the eager beaver eater," Candace moaned, as I repositioned myself to sitting, my knees getting sore.

"I know," Carolyn agreed. "Seeing Mommy between my legs was the hottest thing ever."

"I'm sorry I missed seeing that," Candace said.

"I'm sure you'll get to watch next time," Carolyn said, as I aggressively attacked Candace's pussy. "As you can see, we never have to ask her twice."



"Isn't her pussy delicious, Mommy?" Carolyn asked, as her hand gently stroked the back of my head.

"It's amazingly delicious," I answered in a lustful daze... drunk on teen pussy juice.

"I'm going to fuck your mother next," Candace said.

"As long as you fuck me too," Carolyn said.

"You do love getting that tight pussy pounded,' Candace said.

"She's the ultimate switch," Paige added.

"On that note, let's switch positions," Candace said. "Get on all fours, Mrs. Walker."

"You may call her your teacher pet if you like, or Mommy-slut or cheerleader's slave," my daughter offered generously. Since she was certainly entitled to do, since I was more her slave than anyone else's, even Paige's. Of course my thinking of it that way was more sentimental than practical, since Carolyn too was normally submissive to just about anyone else in these circles.

"I like addressing her as Mrs. Walker," Candace said as I got onto all fours. After a moment, "You get down too, Carolyn."

"You're going to fuck both Mommy and me?" Carolyn asked, as she promptly got on all fours right beside me.

"We are, yes," Candace said, as Ava walked over, wearing one strap-on and handing another to Candace.

"Having fun, Mom?" Carolyn asked.

"I've never had a better time in my life," I answered. "Although I'm still struggling to process all those wild reveals."

"Yeah, I too thought that long list was a bit much at first," Carolyn said.

"Hey, you enjoyed doing it all," Paige pointed out.

"Hey, I'm not complaining," Carolyn said, looking at Paige, who was still wearing a strap-on. "Today was quite the smorgasbord of sex, and it kept becoming more and more fun as it went along."

"Those were some pretty wild photos," I pointed out.

"And wilder videos," Ava added.

"There's video?" I asked, and then realized that since I had motion-sensitive security cameras installed in my house, there was video of tonight's debauchery as well.

"Yeah, we film absolutely everything," Carolyn nodded. "That way everyone remains loyal, since we've all been in some very compromising photos and videos, which could be released if we were the cause of our secret lesbian society ever getting out there."

"I see," I said, as I felt hands on my hips.

"Yes, once you're in the group, you're a life-long member," Paige explained.

"Life-long member?" I asked.

"Yes, like your secret lesbian society from your 1950s series and your Church Girl series; both of which you should continue by the way, since there really is a secret lesbian society, although not as elaborate as the ones you dreamed up," Paige said, as I felt the cock between my pussy lips.

"Really?" I asked, both of those series including elaborate secret lesbian societies with the long-term goal of women eventually achieving full equality with men, or even surpassing those uppity control freaks.

"Yeah, both my mother and my grandmother were... and still are... part of this community's lesbian society," Paige revealed. Unlike your fictional 1950s series though, we never invite any men... all of our affiliated societies across North America are one hundred percent lesbian. And, opposite from you and your daughter, my Mom is my Mistress, while my Grandmother is hers. They both turned me on my eighteenth birthday, which was the best day of my life so far!" Paige couldn't help but recall the marathon fuck session where she ate her Mom's and Grandmother's pussy all night... and discovered the existence of her family's hierarchy, where she became bottom bitch.





"No way," I said, Paige's Mom being an absolute beauty, and our well-respected town mayor. I couldn't imagine this distinguished woman having sex with her daughter and her mother. But then apart from people who know me online as a writer, very few people would ever imagine my daughter and me doing each other.

"Yes, they meet, often with some of us girls serving as their pets, every Tuesday evening," Paige revealed. "Your daughter attended for the first time last week, and spent the entire time licking twenty women to orgasm."

"No way," I repeated with a moan, as Candace's cock slid into me.

"And they're expecting you to attend a special Christmas party orientation tomorrow," Paige revealed, "where you'll be dining similarly."

"No way," I repeated like a bimbo, as I was slowly fucked.

"Way," Paige smiled. "You'll be amazed at the number of members you already know."

"I can't fathom," I said, as my daughter moaned right next to me.

"You'll love it," Carolyn moaned. "And since I'm initiated now, I'll get to watch you do it."

"This is all real?" I asked, this news somehow more shocking than everything that had transpired tonight... I was literally living inside one of my own stories. Or in several of them, actually.

"Oh, and we're not even finished presenting all of your surprises yet," Paige said.

"I can't imagine what else there could be," I moaned, my head spinning with the flood of new revelations... even before I'd processed the previous ones.

"Enough secret sex society talk," Candace said. "Let's let dear Mrs. Walker enjoy getting fucked."

"Fair enough," Paige laughed softly.

"Yes Candace, fuck my Mom," Carolyn moaned, as she looked me right in the eyes.

"And Ava, please fuck my daughter," I countered, looking right back into Carolyn's eyes.



"I love you, Mom," Carolyn said, as we both got fucked.

"I love you too, my sweet daughter," I smiled back, in awe of how we could share such an intimate moment during such a wild encounter.

"I want to do everything with you," Carolyn said.

"I want that too," I replied, feeling all warm and fuzzy inside at knowing I could now explore my kinks with my kinky daughter.

"Like them both next getting their assholes drilled," Paige suggested.

"Yes, just like that," Carolyn agreed, as Paige strolled over and handed Candace a bottle of lube.

"You girls really do think of everything," I said, as Candace pulled out of me and lubed her cock. Truth be told, I likely could have handled the dick in my asshole without lube, just like I'd done many times with my husband, although that usually followed my swallowing some muscle relaxer and nerve ending desensitizer... called wine.

"Can't be tearing apart the asshole of our newest pet..." Paige said, before adding wickedly, "...at least not yet."

Candace grinned at me saying, "But we also need to lube your ass. And how better than with my nice wet tongue poking into your rosebud?"

"I'd love you to do that," I said, only rarely having my ass eaten, and always loving it.

Candace got down on one knee, and her torso ramrod straight, bent way over backwards, supporting herself with both hands, saying, "Hop aboard! just climb up here and plant your ass onto my face."

I stared at her in bewilderment. "I can't do that!"

She replied, "You're hanging with the cheerleaders now, Mrs. Walker. Climbing on top of each other is one of the things we do! Ava and Carolyn can help you up, and once you're in place, I'm plenty strong and steady enough to hold you up."

So very awkwardly, assisted by the two girls, even though I lost my balance twice at first, I was eventually sitting on Candace's face, in a position I'd usually never even consider a possibility.

"Ready for a little sodomy, Mrs. Walker?" Candace asked.

I don't know how she could hold me up and eat my asshole at the same time, but the elevated position and the tongue probing into my rosebud was amazing... even as I briefly watched Ava slide into my daughter in a unique standing position.

"Oh yes, eat my asshole," I moaned, loving this freedom to talk nasty to these hot girls.

"That's right, Mrs. Walker prefers the word asshole to ass," Paige laughed gently.

"She also likes the word arse," Candace said, as her tongue probed my arsehole.

"I'm not that literary, I just like a dick in my ass," Carolyn said with a moan, as I assumed Ava generously made that preference into a reality.

"I like a dick in my ass, a pussy in my face, a nylon-covered foot in my mouth, a strap-on between my lips, man cum or girl cum all over my face, a fist in my cunt, all three holes filled, and anything else you naughty girls can think up to do to me," I listed wickedly.



"How about tribbing?" Paige asked.

"I've never done that before," I admitted, then added playfully, "but my daughter has... wanna see a pic?" as Candace tipped her head away from my ass, removing her tongue and spitting into my slightly gaped pucker.

"We'll have to rectify that later," Paige said. "Ha-ha; get it?"

"Just slam that fat cock in my ass, my shit hole, my arse, my asshole, my backdoor, or my caboose!" I listed, dying to have Candace's dick in my butt.

"Even nastier than I could have imagined," Ava said as she fucked my daughter's ass.

"Yet sexier too," Candace said, as the girls helped me back down, put me back onto all fours, and Candace slid her lubed cock slickly into my ass.

"I just want to be the nastiest lesbian slave possible to all of you," I moaned, my lust for pussy and submission consuming my core being... any future consequences be damned.

"Our writer slut is insatiable," Ava opined.

"And so fucking hot," Paige concurred, before turning her attention to Naomi. "Do you think you've learned your lesson about respect, Naomi?" Paige asked.

"Yes Mistress, I'm truly sorry for my rude outbursts to you," Naomi spoke for the first time in like forever... I'd forgotten she was even here, as I turned to my daughter to watch her expression as she took a dick in her ass.

"Go grab a strap-on," Paige ordered. "It's time to up the ante here."

"You look so sexy," I moaned to my daughter.

"You mean with Ava's dick up my shit hole, Mommy?" Carolyn asked wickedly, just like her mother, loving to talk so nasty... so out of character for anyone who thought they knew her as a timid little dormouse.

"Yes baby, with a dick in that tight asshole of yours," I agreed.

"You look rahther sexy too, taking a dick in that arse of yours," Carolyn replied in a passably good English accent.

"Well, it's a lot better than tea and crumpets."

"Although not completely better than fish and chips," Paige smiled, as she looked down at us.

"Depends on the fish," I smiled, trying to be sexy and not so subtle, yet never approving of the description of a pussy smelling or tasting like fish. I hate eating every variety of fish, as well as the smell... but I love both pussy and the smell.

"Orgy time," Paige declared.

"About time," Ava said, as she pulled out of my daughter's ass. "I need my pussy eaten bad."

"And I need to be fucked," Candace said.

"And I need to fuck," Naomi added.

"Then let's all reposition ourselves," Paige suggested.

"Mom, I want you to eat my pussy while Naomi ass fucks me," my daughter requested.

"I'm your tickled pink sex slave," I replied. "I'll love doing anything you tell me to."

"Then lie on your back," she ordered, as Candace climbed out of her strap-on harness, as did Ava.

"Yes, Mistress Daughter," I obeyed, excited to have my daughter's pussy back in my mouth.

"Get on all fours, Candace," Paige ordered.

"Yes, Mistress," Candace said, as that hierarchy question was confirmed... Paige was still top bitch... although I wasn't sure how the hierarchy worked after that, or where exactly my daughter fit into it. Except that for the rest of tonight she was honorary top bitch right along with Paige. And now that Naomi was back in Paige's good graces, I was securely bottom bitch, which was exactly where I wanted to be. I hadn't even given her any orders when I'd had the opportunity, but I was content with that.

I lay on my back. Carolyn straddled me, and as I leaned up to lick her pussy, Naomi slid into her ass, of which I got an amazing up close and personal view. I encouraged, "Yes, fuck my daughter's asshole," before I began licking her.

"Oh yes, fuck me," Candace moaned. I couldn't see it happening, but I assumed Paige was fucking her... although I couldn't guess for sure which hole she was using.



"Suck my tits," Ava ordered someone... Candace, I guessed.

"Oh yes," my daughter moaned, as I licked her pussy and Naomi fucked her ass.

And for a few minutes there was mostly just the sounds of sex. My daughter's moans, Naomi's body slamming into Carolyn, Candace's moans, Ava's dirty talk, and Paige's body smashing into Candace.

"Oh, God, I'm coming again," my daughter screamed, and squirted a gush of her cunt cum all over my face.

"Shit, me too," Candace moaned a few seconds later as I lapped up my daughter's creamy cum, wishing I could have seen her face as she came.

After a minute my daughter got off me and said, "I need to fuck someone."

"Pick me," Naomi offered, as she began taking off the strap-on she'd just fucked my daughter's ass with.

"I need to be dicked too," Ava said, as I looked over and saw her legs spread, with Candace between them as Paige was just pulling out.

"Wait," I said, and scurried over there, and as soon as Paige pulled out, I buried my face in her leaking pussy.

"Oh yes, eat my cum, Mrs. Walker," Candace moaned, as I buried my face in her pussy from behind, which was kind of awkward, and not as efficient as most positions.

"My mother is really insatiable," Carolyn said, her tone telling me she was impressed.

"Like daughter, like mother; and like mother, like daughter," Paige joked.

"Get on your back," Carolyn ordered someone, as I continued licking Candace's cum.

"Okay," Naomi replied.

"Okay, what?" my daughter pursued, using her Mistress tone.

"Okay, Mistress," Naomi corrected, as Candace moved away, and I got to watch my daughter slide her cock inside the black beauty.

"Time for me to dine on some MILF pussy," Paige said, as she spun me around, pushed me onto my back, lifted up my hips and dove into my pussy.

"Wow! Oh yes, Mistress, please do lick my pussy," I moaned, this fulfilling a fantasy I'd had this entire school year.

"Your Mistress daughter is right: you do have a tasty box," Paige said.

"Hurry up and fuck me," Ava demanded.

"Sorry, I'm not good at putting these strap-on cocks on," Candace said.

"Fine, I'll help you," Ava sighed, although I still couldn't see either of them.

"Oh yes, fuck me, Mistress," Naomi moaned, as I glanced over and saw my daughter slowly fucking her... which I could get a good view of.

Paige was not like one of my stereotypical mistresses, since she definitely knew how to eat pussy. Her tongue worked mine over masterfully, licking and sucking my every crevice.

"Oh yes, Paige, you're eating your teacher's wet cunt, and it feels so good!" I moaned.

"I've been imagining doing this for weeks," Paige revealed.

"I've been imagining your doing it since the first day of the fall semester," I whimpered, as her tongue flicked my clit.

"Suck my tits first," Candace ordered.

"I do love your teacup-sized tits," Ava said, as three twosomes took place in my home.



My daughter fucked Naomi hard; Paige devoured my pussy; and Candace, although I couldn't see it, but I could hear it, fucked Ava too... as the pink-tressed girl got very animated when getting, to use her word, dicked.

"Oh yes, fuck me harder, Mistress," Naomi moaned.

"Dick me, dick me good," Ava begged, as I could hear their bodies colliding together, as I imagined Ava bouncing back on Candace's dick.

"Please don't stop doing that, Mistress," I moaned, my orgasm rising as Paige slid two fingers inside my pussy.

"Ever had a g-spot orgasm?" Paige asked, as my legs suddenly went straight, my body shook, and my orgasm instantly hit as she tapped my never-before-found g-spot.

"Fuuuuuuuuuuuuck!" I screamed, probably for Evelyn to hear again next door, as a sudden super-intense orgasm unlike any other raged through me, making me squirt like crazy... something else I'd never done before tonight.

"So hot, Mommy," Carolyn smiled, her face glowing with approval as she watched me have the most intense orgasm of my life.

"So good," I replied weakly, as my entire body was usurped of all its energy.

"Your mother tastes just as good as you do," Paige said, as I kept soaking her face, and she kept licking.

"I taste that good too? Then once again it's like mother, like daughter," Carolyn crowed, pulling out of Naomi.

"Noooooo," Naomi whined.

"Next I want to spend some quality time with my mother," Carolyn said.

"Then let's the rest of us do a sandwich," Paige suggested.

"Sandwich?" I asked weakly, as Paige gently lowered my ass to the floor.

"It's the sexual equivalent of a cheerleader pyramid," Carolyn explained, as she got out of her harness.

"That sounds interesting," I said, as I watched Ava take the harness from Carolyn and fasten it onto herself.

"It takes some meticulous cooperation, but once it gets going, it's like a smooth-running train," my sweet, sexy, sweaty daughter said as she approached me... as I lay on the carpet, still shaking from my orgasm from heaven.

"That I want to see," I said, as my daughter bent down and kissed me.

"Naomi, lay down on your back," Paige instructed, back in charge after eating my pussy... although she was definitely also in charge while she was eating my pussy.

"Yes, Mistress," she replied, and I only assumed she got into position, since I was too busy making out with my daughter... the kissing had begun gentle and sweet, but it gradually increased in lustful intensity the longer it continued.

"Oooooh," Naomi moaned, as someone must have begun fucking her.

"I want to do everything with you," Carolyn said, as she briefly broke our kissing.

"Well, as you well know by now my sneaky little story fan, I have a vast imagination; so we'll be able to keep each other busy for a long time exploring all that 'everything' together," I agreed to her plan, leaning forward and taking a nipple in my mouth.

"Yes Mommy, suck my teen titties," she moaned.

"Oh, fuck yes," Ava moaned, which caused me to glance over to see what they were doing.

"Wow," I said, as I saw all four girls in a train-like formation. Naomi flat on her back, Ava inside her, Candace inside her, and Paige inside her.

"Yeah, that's an amazing position," Carolyn said, adding, "especially if you're one of the two girls in the middle."

"I can imagine," I said, as the three girls with strap-ons worked in impressive unison to fuck each other.



"Get back to showing me how much you love my titties, Mommy," my daughter instructed, as I turned away from the hot act and returned to sucking on my daughter's hard nipples.

"You two are so cute together," Paige said.

"It's all thanks to you," Carolyn said, as I worshipped my daughter's tits.

"It takes me back to how my mother first fucked me, and soon afterwards allowed me to fuck first her and then Nana," Paige said.

"I'd love to see that next time, and maybe even help," Carolyn offered rather daringly as I progressed to her other tit. Maybe there was some chemistry developing between her and her primary Mistress.

"Oh yes, fuck," Candace moaned, as the sex sandwich train got into a sweet, smooth rhythm.

And for a good ten minutes, I just worshipped my daughter's body: her tits, down to her belly, past her pussy, kissing her thighs, down to her feet, and back up.

Meanwhile, Naomi came.

Ava came.

Candace came.

And everyone was lying on the floor recovering from their orgasms, my naked daughter and me side by side still kissing a little, our nylon-clad feet entangled... when I received yet another surprise; this one not so pleasant.

"Jasmine, what the fuck is going on here?"



My eyes went wide as I looked up and saw my elder sister Fran glaring down at us. She must have quietly let herself into my house with the key I'd given her some time ago. But here and now? Disastrous!

"F-F-Fran, what are you doing here?" I stammered, a little thankful I wasn't in a more compromising position... even though this was pretty compromising... six naked females all touching each other, including me paired off with my daughter... although it could have been even worse: like my still eating my daughter or still getting fucked by her, for example.

"I asked what you think you're doing?" Fran demanded, looking disgusted and shocked by all the nudity and by the odor of sex permeating the room.

"Um, I...." I began and stopped, I had no answer for her; none at all.

"Merry Christmas, Mom," Carolyn wished me brightly. Huh? Something else incomprehensible had just flown in from left field.

"What?" I asked out loud.

"Well, I know you've always wanted to have sex with your sisters, since your Three Sisters story made that pretty clear... and well, Aunt Cassandra won't be back in town until tomorrow, but Aunt Fran here has been my pet for a couple weeks now, so tonight she's your first of two more incestuous Christmas presents," Carolyn revealed. "And she's not angry with us, she was just yanking your chain, like she always does."

"What?" I repeated, having heard her words, but unable to believe what I was hearing.

Carolyn snapped her fingers imperiously, and Fran began stripping off her dress while saying, "Yes, Mistress Carolyn." It was then I noticed her dress was a lot shorter than anything she would have worn for the Christmas choir rehearsal she was supposed to be attending tonight.

"No way," I said.

"Like I said, she's been my pet for a couple of weeks," Carolyn repeated.

"No way," I repeated, completely stunned. But I noticed that by now Fran had stripped down to nothing but her sheer blue stockings and some jewelry.

"Dance for us, slut," Carolyn ordered.

"Yes, Mistress Carolyn," my sister responded. And the way she threw herself into dancing naked for us made it clear she wasn't doing it under protest, she was thoroughly enjoying herself!








Carolyn stood, assisted me to my feet, snapped her fingers again, and Fran immediately dropped to her knees and crawled playfully towards us, very like a puppy... as my eyes remained extra large.



"Good news Mom, you're no longer bottom bitch; that honour goes to your sister slut Fran," Carolyn said.

"I can't believe this," I said in awe.

"Believe it, Mom. What would you like her to do for you first? She'll be thrilled to do whatever you say, so long as it involves sex! Merry Christmas again!"

"Yes, Mistress Jasmine, what do you want to do to your big sister?" Fran asked, looking up at me eagerly, still very like my adoring little puppy.

"Well, Fran is pretty athletic, and there is this Kama Sutra position I'd like to try. May I borrow a strap-on?" I asked, thinking I could explore this so-called switch mentality.

"Of course," Paige said, getting one from the gingerbread table, where someone had tossed it.

"Someone put it on me?" I requested.

"I'll be delighted to do that if it facilitates your fucking Aunt Fran," Carolyn said, accepting the strap-on from Paige.

"Thanks, honey," I said, as my daughter fastened the harness onto me.

"Anytime," Carolyn said as she snugged it securely into place.

"Oh, it's really tight!" I mentioned.

"Your sister certainly isn't," Carolyn said, as I approached Fran.

"So you're my daughter's slut?" I asked, as I pushed her onto her back and spread her legs.

"Yes, I couldn't resist her," she answered, looking a little ashamed, but only a little.

"So for two entire weeks while my husband has been travelling for work leaving my pussy high and dry, you could have been my cunt-licking, cock-taking, sister slut?" I interrogated, as I tapped my cock against her clit.

"Ooooooooh," she moaned and trembled. "Yes Mistress Jasmine, that's true."

"Well then you two sister sluts who're so horny for each other, why not stop your chit-chatting and begin making up for that lost time," Paige said, wrapping her hands around my daughter from behind as they both watched us.

"What a lovely idea!," I agreed, as I slid my dick into my sister... what a weird sentence to type out.

"Oh yes, baby sister, please fuck your submissive slut sister," she moaned.

I'd always imagined I'd be the submissive one in any fantasy incestuous sister relationship, but her offering to serve me was pretty exciting.

"You want to be my sister sex slave?" I asked, slowly fucking her.

"God, yes," she moaned.

For a couple minutes I fucked her slowly before my daughter objected, "Don't just make love to her Mommy-Slut, fuck her like you mean it!"



"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, revealing to my sister our family hierarchy. But then after ten years of keeping my kinks a secret from everyone I loved, I was thrilled that she knew!

I began slamming my big pink cock into her, and she really got into it, as she bridged her body high off the carpet to meet my strokes... her bodybuilding and daily gym workouts making her very flexible for someone turning forty-eight in just over a week... she'd been a New Year's Day baby, and a photo of her -- drool, bald head, diapers and all, had made it onto the front page of the newspaper for being the very first baby born in this community in 1972. She looked a lot sexier right now with my dick inside her, but I didn't think this photo should appear in the papers.



"So hot," Paige said.

"Yes, crazy hot," my daughter said, as she turned around and kissed Paige passionately.

As Fran was getting close, I pushed her down to the floor and really drilled her.

"Oh yes baby sister, fuck me good," she moaned, as I fucked her hard while staring into her eyes.

"Get her off, Mommy," Carolyn cheered me on.

"Yes, fuck your sister," Paige encouraged, clearly loving the incest of it.



"Ohhh, yes, fuck," she screamed as her orgasm hit her.

I kept slowly fucking her through her orgasm, until my daughter said, "And now for the grand finale."

"How could there possibly be anything more?" I asked disbelievingly.

"Oh, we just need to make sure we end tonight with a bang," she smiled, "before our after party with the Olsen girls," as she pulled me up and kissed me.

As I kissed my daughter, me like a worshipful slave and her like my possessive lover, I heard some commotion going on, but I just enjoyed our tongues dancing, the strap-on she was again wearing between my legs, although without penetration.

When Carolyn broke the kiss, she said, "Now go straddle your sister."

I looked and saw my sister Fran was now wearing a strap-on and was lying face up on the floor.

"Fun," I said, my pussy very wet from doing the fucking.

"Now lie down with Slut Aunt Fran's cock in your ass," Carolyn added.

"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned, as I straddled my sister.

"Reverse cow-slut," Paige added, as everyone watched.

"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned again as I spun around and slowly lowered my particularly sexy 'arse' onto my sister's dick. "Oooooooh," I moaned, as my daughter next positioned herself between my legs.

"Are you and my sister going to double penetrate your relative by blood?" I asked with a wicked smile. "Double, double toil and trouble, daughter churn and sister trouble? Or in other words, churn my creamy pussy and trouble my arse for another orgasm?"

"Sounds about right. Merry DP Christmas," Caroline smiled equally wickedly, and she tapped my clit while all the other girls surrounded me.

Paige grabbed my feet and pulled them over my head to an extent I didn't know I could manage, as my daughter slid her cock into my pussy, and everyone reached out to touch me wherever they could reach.



"Merry fucking Christmas!" I declared.

"And to all a good fuck," Carolyn added, as she began pounding me.

THE END... KIND OF....

.....

.....

.....

EPILOGUE 1: MIDNIGHT SNACKING JUST A FEW DOORS DOWN

Although I was completely spent after yet another orgasm from that amazing double penetration, once my sister and the cheerleaders had left, Carolyn gave me a robe and slippers, took my hand, and led me (not that I was unwilling!) to the Olsen sisters' home for a midnight snack. We took turns going back and forth between those two amazing young women, and then we each got one more orgasm as the sisters fucked us in a good half-dozen positions before doing us each doggy until we came... after which we exhaustedly called it a night, promising to come back and visit them often for more... which we now do regularly. They're quite the imaginative and athletic Mistresses!



EPILOGUE 2: FAMILY FOURSOME

I got the next surprise of my life, when Carolyn booked us and her Aunt Fran a weekend stay at a ski lodge Lake Louise for the three of us for my 46th birthday... which turned into the four of us, when I walked in and saw my eldest sister just inside the door to our room wearing stockings, a collar with leash around her neck, and who was on all fours awaiting us.

"Happy birthday, Mom," Carolyn said, as she handed me the leash.

"Holy shit," I said, as I looked down at my tattoo-covered sister.

"Happy birthday, Mistress Jasmine," Cassandra smiled up at me, as I felt a lace collar placed around my neck while Fran got one too. But not one for Carolyn of course, who was Mistress to us all.

It was a wild weekend that included an orgy right then and there, another one after dinner, another one after a strange salon visit where we walked away wearing painted-on sexy glitter masks, and then last thing that night I was filled air tight in our lodge with snow-covered mountain slopes just outside our window anytime we cared to look.



A fourth orgy occurred Saturday night, and Sunday morning we all shared one last homemade breakfast before washing the glitter off our faces and returning back home.

EPILOGUE 3: INCEST IS BEST

Each of these next four vignettes could be told as wild sexy stories in themselves, for over the next few weeks, each of our four closest cheerleaders had sex with a close relative, although for one of them it wasn't the first time.

NAOMI made her mother into her pet... which was very easily done since unbeknownst to her... her mother had been ordered by Paige, who had been her Mistress for weeks, to seduce her.



AVA seduced her aunt who she lived with (not Mrs. Springer, who was her other aunt she didn't live with she was already banging regularly... see above), and with Paige's help, their tryst ended with Ava's aunt being sodomized for the first time while her pink-haired niece ate her pussy.



CANDACE and her elder but submissive sister Geraldine (the nurse) combined forces to turn their mother. But they received the shock of their lives when their Mama-San (who like many aging Asians still didn't look a day over twenty) in her indomitable old school Korean way, once she caught on to what they were up to, insisted they had to respect their elders; so if they wished to have sex with her that was an excellent plan, but she would be their Mistress! So Geraldine was as contented as a clam to submit to them both, and the ultra-diplomatic Candace, who was a blonde switch very like Carolyn, was also quite pleased with the revised arrangement. On a separate occasion I discovered when Candace invited Carolyn and me over to enjoy some green tea and whatever, that Candace had far less Asian-style tattooing than either her sister or her Mama-San.



PAIGE had been committing incest ever since she turned eighteen, but that didn't stop her from inviting Carolyn in for a hierarchical family foursome ... Paige's grandmother, Paige's mother, Paige and my daughter... who was welcomed into the family with open legs.



EPILOGUE 4: PROM NIGHT

The following spring was another special occasion for me and my greatly expanded circle of friends, confidantes, sex partners and Mistresses. Paige and Carolyn had become more than just Mistress and submissive, but out and about girlfriends; not exclusive ones of course, but nevertheless inseparable.

So of course they attended the Prom as a couple, and being a teacher, I volunteered to serve as a chaperone. I was meticulously prim and proper of course while there, although my two primary Mistresses very sweetly invited me to join them in their official photographic memento.



I was a suitably good girl at prom as I outwardly supervised but inwardly reminisced about each girl in attendance I'd eaten so far, which by now was over thirty seniors, with a butt plug inserted up my ass and a vibrating egg in my pussy which was turned on and off throughout the evening by either my Mistress Carolyn or Mistress Paige... they'd never tell me which... but I suspected they were taking turns.

I did get a snack during the dance when the cheerleading coach (one of five colleagues plus Principal Carter whom I now regularly serviced) beckoned me to the cheerleader's locker room, where I dined on her perfect pink pussy afloat in a sea of chocolate. (I always enjoyed the sight of her bright gold and bold tattoos, which I thought appeared quite proudly African on her, even though I'm not certain they were really African, just distinctive.)



My façade of being a prim and proper teacher at the dance was completely shattered at the cheerleaders-and-friends after party (a lesbian cum orgy), which was held in a hotel room containing a massive bed and a glass-walled shower enclosure that provided absolutely no privacy, where ten of us (nine girls and me) let it all hang out.

Carolyn ordered me into an outfit consisting of a garish rabbit mask complete with ears, and a red velvet bra that did nothing to conceal my breasts, but just supported them. Completing the outfit was a matching red velvet skirt so short that my pussy and ass were also on full display, and the best part was a collar and leash with which she controlled me for much of the evening, never allowing me to rise to my feet at all. It was rather strange, since she'd dressed me like a rabbit, but consistently treated me like her pet dog. Not that I stood out all that much, since when we arrived, we found everyone else was also dressed completely revealingly. There were two girls showering together completely naked, and also for instance, Carolyn was still wearing her blue corset and stockings from the Prom, but nothing else except for her jewelry. And of course with my leash in her hand, which I was thrilled about!



Carolyn led me to just outside the shower enclosure was, where some of the action was happening, and where she playfully had me 'Sit up like my good doggy' to dine on her delicacy.



It was nothing but sexy fun and games throughout the evening, culminating in all ten of us in a grand orgy on and around the bed.



FINAL EPILOGUE... I PROMISE... LOL:

I wish I could tell you everything that's changed in my and my family's lives since the 'Gingerbread Orgy', as we now call it... such as Carolyn's and my regular neighborhood trysts with Evelyn and with the Olsen sisters; the exciting nights my two sisters often spend with Mistress Carolyn and me whenever my husband is travelling; my regular lunchtimes with Principal Carter (sometimes with me snacking on her, and other times with us both snacking on cheerleaders); overnight cheerleader bus trips to various places, where I now go along as their chaperone (in name only); the regular Tuesday evening meetings of the secret lesbian society, where they've graciously agreed to my request to be their lifetime Bottom Bitch, a position which I love. So, like I said, I wish I could tell you about all of that, but there just aren't that many hours in a day! So, we'll all just have to be content with my saying for now...

...THE END... well, except for a few deleted pics.

DELETED PICS

Here are a few pics that didn't work, due to the plot.

The first one... it was too early for me to be doing the fucking, since I was still bottom bitch (until later, when I was still bottom bitch, but was now more or less being controlled just by Carolyn). I did like the foot to my back, but we saved that idea for later with a foot to my abdomen... plus Naomi had become bottom bitch for a while, and thus she couldn't be in control of Carolyn.



A cool pic, although Paige's face somehow makes her look way older here... but again it just didn't fit anywhere, as the plot evolved the way it did.



This one was originally used shortly after Candace showed up, but in the end I choose other ones, although I still liked the excitement on both of our faces.



Lastly, in an early version this picture was included as the story was ending here... but then the idea to add my sister emerged, and well... then it didn't make any sense. Although now you get to see Candace's tiny little tattoos, which are mentioned somewhere.



NOW IT'S THE END... FOR REAL.

MERRY CHRISTMAS FROM JASMINE 2020
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