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Jasmine Fantasies: Nylon Seduction

All characters are 18 years of age or older.

Summary: Jasmine is seduced by secret admirer in nylons.

Note 1: This is an April Fools 2020 Contest Story due to not one, but two plot twists.

Note 2: Thanks to NYLONSKITTY/NYLONSKITTEN for permission to use her photos. She really is a gorgeous woman and worth checking out. Plus, one old pic of me (I mean really old).

Note 3: Please note that YES I know that in some scenes the outfits will be similar, but slightly different (it was needed to make the plot flow)... sorry, in advance, for visual inconsistencies.

Note 4: Thanks to Tex Beethoven and Robert for editing this story.



Temptation is a dangerous thing.

It will always be there... like the apple that tempted Eve, which coined the term forbidden fruit.

As a teacher, there is no more dangerous position to be in than when you're tempted by forbidden fruit. Sure lawyers may fuck their clients, doctors fuck their patients, and cops fuck criminals... but nothing is as tempting as ripe 18-year-olds who come and go year after year.

Every year there were a few forbidden fruits I would become obsessed with. Occasionally they were male, especially if I had a good-looking black boy (although that was quite rare because of where I lived in Northern Canada), but mostly they were girls. Almost every year there would be one or two that tempted me. Teaching in a small community, I taught high school seniors English, Social Studies And Psychology. So I often spent two or even three hours with a given student each day.

And the forbidden fruit was always there... tempting me.

I always managed to resist the temptation, no matter how hungry I was to take a bite. Just one bite wouldn't hurt, right? Wrong. There was the potential of public scandal, permanent blacklisting from the teaching profession, criminal prosecution and imprisonment, the lifetime legal obligation to tell everyone in your community that you're a registered sex offender, the list just goes on and on.

Except that it was perfectly safe if I confined my illegal fruit sampling to my imagination.

So, I imagined:

The cheerleader in her hot (breaking the dress code and yet allowed) outfit sitting on my face and allowing me to eat her pussy through her sheer pantyhose (I loved that the cheerleading coach insisted all her girls wear pantyhose under their ultra short skirts).

The nerd in her glasses who looked so sweet and innocent, but who I imagined was able to switch into a dominant seductress and make me into her pet.

The rich preppie girl who drove a car nicer than mine, and wore only designer clothes, turning me into her full-service maid as I bowed behind her and serviced her nylon-clad feet.



The chubby pretty girl who, although passed over by others because of her weight, had a secret ability to seduce and dominate. And then some sixth sense informed her how submissive I was, deep down.

The Asian exchange student who would break the stereotype of Japanese submissive, and have me licking her pussy from under my own desk (one of my favourite fantasies).

The tall, long legged Norwegian exchange student who was nineteen and wore white nylons every day.



I had many other fantasies, including:

-being a submissive to the entire cheerleader squad

-being bent over my desk and fucked in front of my class

-being gangbanged by the football or basketball team

-being a pussy pleaser for the debate club

-licking the Valedictorian while she gave her speech at graduation (hidden behind her podium)

-being blackmailed to do whatever my student (male or female) told me to

Now as a writer, I've written about many of these fantasies throughout the past decade. Yet I had never succumbed to any of the forbidden fruit that constantly appeared before me.

I wrote about it.

I pleasured myself about it.

I even created illustrated stories about it.

But that was it.

Fantasy wasn't reality.

Fantasy was just that... fantasy.

Reality could be very dangerous.

Then this year came along.

In my twenty-plus years of teaching, there have been many pretty girls, many cute nerds, many girls who wore nylons (which was my personal weakness) and many temptations. But no one had ever been quite like Samantha.

Samantha was perfection.

She was a redhaired, green-eyed beauty. Easily the prettiest girl I'd ever met face to face.

She was also incredibly intelligent and well spoken.

Furthermore, she was one of the nicest people around, which was (sadly a stereotype that was usually true), very rare for anyone this beautiful. Although she had to know how beautiful she was, she never acted like it mattered.

On top of that, she was a fashion whirlwind. One day she would come to school in a skirt and pantyhose and get my pussy burning. The next day she would be in a more typical jeans and t-shirt. That might be followed with a fashionable outfit that looked directly off the runway in Milan, and then the social suicide, at least when I'd been in school of wearing sweats to school.

She didn't seem to care what people thought of her. Her motto could have been, 'I am what I am, today or any day; deal with it. But if you should have a problem about me or anything else, you poor thing, I'll be happy to hold your hand while you talk through it.'

And as unfathomable as it seemed to me, she didn't date anyone. As far as I knew, she never had.

To make it even more crazy, she was the daughter of a former colleague of mine with whom I hadn't gotten along too well. Her mother had moved on to another school, and we hadn't spoken since then, other than generic chit chat if we were unlucky enough to encounter each other at a meeting or something.

Of course I didn't have any plans of making fantasy become reality... but Samantha was without a doubt the most tempting forbidden fruit in my teaching career.

So for over three months I'd fantasized about Samantha in almost every way possible. Mostly she seduced me, occasionally I seduced her, but it was always hot and got me off.

Then came the last week before the Christmas Holidays, which was always a tough week to teach. Some parents figured that even though their kids got two weeks off, they needed to pull their senior daughter out the entire week before the break as well... which logical me understood because flights that week were cheaper and less crowded, but teacher me found very frustrating... there was only a limited time in a school year to teach them everything they were supposed to learn. The kids also started going into holiday mode (tinsel and candy and who gives a hoot who Boss Tweed was) before the holidays actually started.

I arrived at my desk on Monday morning, an hour early as usual; I did my best work in the morning, with a mug of coffee at hand and no distractions. To my surprise, there was a large manila envelope on my desk with my name on it.

Curious, I opened the envelope to find a letter in it, and a pair of mocha-coloured thigh high stockings, and to my shock, they were very expensive stockings.

I generally only wore thigh high stockings to work, unless my dress or skirt was a little too short for them, and then I wore pantyhose. As you likely know (unless this is the first story of mine you've read), I have a major fetish for sheer nylon hosiery of all kinds: thigh high stockings (called hold ups in England), pantyhose (often called tights in England), Garter-belt and stockings for my sexier lingerie garments, a silk body stocking that was super sexy but easily ripped to pieces (which was sometimes a major turn on and other times super annoying), and crotchless pantyhose (as my man loved caressing my pantyhose-clad ass, but also demanded easy access to my pussy at all times... which is why I usually wore thigh high stockings with no panties).

Plus, I liked that underneath the somewhat bland teacher attire I wore to school for outer layers, I was also wearing very sexy lingerie and stockings that nobody but me was aware of. It was my own secret rebellion to a set of rules that had been established long before I became a teacher.

Our staff wasn't doing a secret Santa this year, and thus I was a little confused as to who this expensive present could be from.

At first I thought it was my husband, as he had left unexpected treats on my desk before: a coffee, or flowers... but never nylons.

Even more curious, I unfolded the letter and read the typed paper:

Mrs. Walker,

I have decided to be your secret Santa this week. A week where secrets will be revealed.

I hope you enjoy your first Secret Santa gift. Mocha is my favourite colour, and Wolford Stockings my favourite brand. I expect to see them displayed on your sexy legs when I come to class today.

Your Secret Santa

So it was a student.

He, or perhaps she, was expecting me to model these nylons for him or her.

How brazen.

Of course given my submissive nature, I was instantly turned on, and drawn towards obeying. I was already wearing pantyhose, not mocha but beige, which was a similar colour.

As I looked at the packaging again displaying the brand, I couldn't help but think this had to be someone with money. Wolfords weren't cheap. They also were sold in only a few exclusive stores, none of them nearby, so they had to have been bought online.

That led me to realize that whoever had put these on my desk, had been planning this initial overture for a while. Weeks... maybe months even.

I wanted to know who it was.

I also wanted to know why.

My pussy leaked slightly into my panties and pantyhose-clad crotch, thankful I hadn't chosen today to go commando.

I went commando once or twice a week, sometimes with thigh highs, usually with pantyhose, today being the rare day I was wearing panties with pantyhose.

Who?

Who?

Who?

The question wracked my mind.

Then another question consumed me, one of equal importance.

Why?

Why?

Why?

What exactly was this person expecting from this?

Ordering their teacher to wear thigh high stockings to their next class (which one?) was pretty brazen for a student. I mentally went through each of my classes and tried to envision who could have the balls (symbolically, girl-balls also existed) to be behind this.

A few boys who I knew checked out my legs regularly popped into my head, but none of them seemed confident enough to do this.

A couple of girls were possibilities, but they too seemed unlikely.

Then I realized it had to be a colleague. To get into my office, whoever it was had to have a key. I hadn't left on Friday until almost every student was long gone, and I'd definitely locked my door.

Who?

Who?

Who?

Why?

Why?

Why?

These two questions swirled in my head for over half an hour.

I'm not going to lie, I wanted to try on the nylons. I'd often considered ordering some online myself, but due to my budget, I never had.

I wanted to see if they were as amazing as the reviews said.

As silky sheer.

As shimmering.

But I couldn't obey the command of a student (if it was a student), even though my inner submissive side was dying to take charge and obey. (And if that isn't an oxymoron, I don't know what is.)

I put the letter and the package back in the envelope, and then into my school bag, and prepared for the day.

Today, by the way, was Ugly Christmas Sweater Day, and I had a cute one with the Grinch on it.

During each class, I looked at my students.

I observed them.

I tried to see inside them.

Who?

Who?

Who?

Everyone was a suspect.

But no one fit the profile.

Barry, a nerd, definitely admired my legs all the time.

Karen, a cheerleader, frequently had me almost in a trance as she continually slipped her right pantyhose-clad foot in and out of her shoe. One of my biggest fantasies was to submit to a cheerleader, and Karen was a perfect prototype. A blonde with blueish eyes. Also a bit of a bitch. Someone who was used to getting what she wanted. Okay, she had to be a front-runner.

Jamal, who had the perfect black man's name as far as I was concerned, seemed also to be checking me out regularly. He was someone who would have the balls to initiate something like this. As a basketball player with after-school practices, he would have still been here Friday night after I was gone. He also likely had the smooth talk to convince a janitor to let him in. Another of my biggest fantasies was a BBC. Maybe because it's still considered a little taboo in a world where very little is still taboo, maybe it was because I wanted to test the big black cock stereotype (it certainly seemed true in porn, but I'd fucked some decent-sized white cocks in my life). And yes, the idea of a nine-inch black cock slamming into me was kind of hot (although doing jail time still wasn't). I had recently learned from Twitter the term snow bunny, and I planned to write a story sometime soon based on that idea (becoming a snow bunny was an even hotter fantasy).

Dave, a science teacher, a colleague, came into my room once to ask me a question about the Spirit Week I had planned, although he could have easily just checked his email to get the week's plan. He was young (24), tall (he'd played college basketball) and good looking (all the girls thought he was hot). He hadn't ever shown any interest in me, but he'd just stepped forward as another suspect.

The day ended, and I still had no clue who my bossy admirer could possibly be.

I hoped it would be Samantha, who looked so cute in her ugly Christmas sweater, a black skirt and black pantyhose. Yet that seemed incredibly unlikely, although I could definitely fantasize about her dominating me.

I went home a little frustrated. A little horny. My husband Jake would be gone all week dealing with an oil leak that was causing havoc just a few miles from the Pacific Ocean. My son James was away at college all week, and my daughter Sarah wouldn't be home until later, as she worked Mondays.

So, before I went online and ordered any food, I went to my bedroom, climbed out of my pantyhose and into the new thigh highs.

They were so soft.

So sheer.

So sexy.

They even had a seam down the back.

I ordered some food, flipped open my laptop and started writing dirty stories. I was already done with my Christmas stories, and I had a couple of sequels already done and ready for 2020 release, as well as my third year-end questions essay. The first had been Twenty Questions, which revealed many of my secrets, which was then followed a year later by the ultra-creative title Twenty-One Questions, where I answered questions from readers and went deeper into the statistical aspects of my stories. This year Twenty-two Questions would be released to cap off the year 2019.

So I began work on a lesbian incestual love story. One that I hoped would be a little different from my traditional lesbian and incest stories. One that was less about domination, and more about sweet seduction. We'd have to wait until the 2021 Valentine's Day Contest to see whether I pulled it off, or even finished it.

As I typed, I rubbed my sheer nylon leg.

I had a couple pages done, when the doorbell rang.

I went downstairs and opened the door to see a cute college boy holding my food order. The idea of giving him a tip with my mouth on his cock popped into my head... when I was horny, almost every guy was a potential story, every girl a potential Mistress. Yet I never acted on any of these naughty impulses.

I wrote fantasy.

I didn't live it.

I returned to my bedroom with a small collection of white cardboard boxes and a pair of chopsticks.

I ate.

Typed.

Answered a call from my mom and chatted for a while.

Typed some more.

Eventually got horny from my writing, and ended up reaching out for some porn. I clicked on a Girlsway video and listened to the dialogue as I grabbed a vibrator and slid it inside me.

As often happened, I watched the video while imagining I was the MILF and my student Samantha the teen.



As also often happened, I came in only a couple of minutes, imagining her nylon-clad feet and ass being worshipped by yours truly.

Sexually satisfied, I quit writing (I never had any ambition to write once an orgasm had been released), and I began grading papers (which was not at all arousing).

TUESDAY

Partly nervous.

Partly curious.

Partly excited.

I arrived at work, expecting to find a second sexy Secret Santa gift.

So I was first disappointed, and then relieved, when I found the top of my desk was empty.

I figured yesterday's gift and letter had been a joke, or that since I hadn't obeyed whoever it was, he or she was done with me.

Was I relieved? Yes.

Was I disappointed? Yes, that too.

The Secret Santa had contributed some excitement to what had otherwise been a mundane month for the most part.

The day flew by.

The only real excitement that day was seeing Samantha dressed amazingly for Red and Green Day. She was wearing a red dress with green pantyhose. I'd never seen anyone wear green pantyhose. She looked so amazing. I complimented her, "Samantha, I love your version of school spirit."

"Thanks, Mrs. Walker," she smiled warmly; even her smile made my pussy wet. "You look great today, too."

Her compliment flattered me, and sent instant wetness to my pussy. God, she was hot.

I was heading to my car after school, thinking I might start writing a story about Samantha - her true identity well veiled of course; I'd resisted doing so until now. I'd written many stories about real students, but never while they were still attending my classes. I reached my locked car and was surprised to see an envelope lying on my seat. How could it possibly have gotten there?

I picked it up, sat down and opened it.

Mrs. Walker

I was quite disappointed to see you didn't wear my first gift for you. I assumed you would like them, since you obviously have a nylon fetish. I ordered these specifically for you, and I hope you will reconsider and wear them tomorrow. It's the least you can do.

Actually, let's make this a little clearer. I'm ordering you to wear them tomorrow. And we both know you're a submissive. So do as you're told, and tomorrow you must wear the nylons I purchased for you.

Your second gift is below. Just go to the URL and download it. I think you'll really enjoy it.

Secret Santa

I looked around to see if anyone was watching me, if even from a distance.

I couldn't see anyone.

My pussy was wet from the firm tone of the email. Secret Santa was coming across as the exact kind of strong seductress I'd fantasized about and written about for years.

I drove home, and although I wanted to instantly check out what the URL was, instead I made dinner, as my daughter was home. We chatted, had dinner, and then she went out to study for a test with her best friend, and I went into my office to do some writing and, of course, check out that URL.



The URL was a clips4sale video that was so long it took me four attempts to type it correctly. When I finally typed it in accurately, it took me to a download site for a video called Student Makes Teacher Cum In Pantyhose.

I gasped to myself.

A student gifted me this?

That was incredibly bold.

Curious, of course, I clicked on the download and as it started, I searched for the title. Finding it, I saw a brief gif that instantly had my pussy on fire:

- It showed a teacher sitting at a desk, and a student sitting across from her in a short plaid skirt.

-The second quick clip was a close-up of the student, now sitting on the teacher's side of the desk with her heel dangling from her nylon-clad foot.

-The third scene was the nylon-clad foot now teasingly poised in front of the teacher's surprised face and moving on her open buttoned chest

-the fourth clip had the mocha-coloured nylon-clad foot slipping under the teacher's red skirt.

-the fifth clip had my pussy literally on fire as I moved my hand to touch myself and the student rubbed her pantyhose foot over the teacher's pantyhose-clad crotch. The teacher was even leaning back, seeming very close to coming.

I glanced at the download. It was only 10% finished.

-the last clip was a little disappointing after the hotness of the previous ones, as the student rubbed one foot on the teacher's pussy and another over the top of her clothed breast.

I would have had the teacher sucking on the pantyhose-clad foot as she came, and then sucking up her own cunt cum from the foot that got her off.

As I waited for the video to finish downloading, I read the summary, and my pussy begged for attention. The visual of a student doing that to me was completely pussy drenching. The idea of it being Samantha in the other role had my cunt flooding.

I stared at the snail-paced downloading video.

Hurry up, hurry up, I thought to myself. I wanted to watch this now. No, I needed to watch this now.

I even imagined the Hooters waitress I saw at the mall recently and having her nylon-clad feet to worship and rub my pussy.



Then it occurred to me. I'd been gifted with a lesbian video. So... logic corresponding... my Secret Santa had to be a girl.

A teacher? Unlikely. None of the female staff seemed like realistic possibilities. Although it could be the intern who'd left a week ago. She was cute. Bossy. Flirty. Yet she'd returned home, which was over two hours away.

A student, then.

Most likely.

Yet I asked myself once again that same repetitive question.

Who?

Who?

Who?

I'd love for it to be Samantha. Yet she seemed very unlikely. For one thing, she was too sweet and nice.

Based on my stories Carol, a quiet nerdish girl, would be the perfect prototype. Sweet and innocent on the outside, a naughty seductress on the inside. A story released this past Christmas had just that kind of character domming a cheerleader in "Sexual Awakenings: 1 Christmas Eve", a story that really showcased my ADD, since it began just as a story about a department store Santa who is teased by, and then fucks a cheerleader, but it morphed into a complex power struggle between a lowly yet indomitable nerd and the head cheerleader, with some hot lesbian submissive sex thrown in, before finally getting to the Santa fucking the cheerleader end... all of that followed by, well, a kinky epilogue.

Tabitha, my only black female student, would easily check off a couple fantasies from my bucket list... if only she was fair game.

Pamela was a dominant and an open lesbian, but this Secret Santa approach seemed way too sneakily seductive for her. She was very much in your face, and out and proud. If she wanted to dominate me, I imagine she would just barge up to my desk after school and start ordering me around.

I even briefly pondered my much younger sister-in-law who was at our house last weekend wearing this:



Other girl possibilities swirled in my head as I searched the Bratty Babes website. Most were girls giving nylon-clad foot jobs, and I realized I'd seen a couple of these in the past. Mostly real estate agents using their nylon-clad feet to sell a house. They were kind of cool, especially the supposedly oblivious wife or girlfriend, but a bit repetitive.

Then I found some other lesbian ones.

Yummy!

As my download slowly continued, I watched some other hot gifs. They were grouped in collections of six teasing scenes that made me want to get the movie they were all taken from. One was called 'Desperate Housewives Cum in Pantyhose Under Table' although the title was deceptive, as it was only one housewife coming and she wasn't under the table, but next to it. Both women were in tan nylons and short dresses.

Clip 1 had the Seductress dangling her shoe as the other one drank a martini while they talked about something.

Clip 2 had the Seductress's heel drop to the floor before her nylon-clad foot moved up the housewife's leg.

Clip 3 had the Seductress aggressively move her foot between the surprised woman's legs... her reaction quite hot.

Clip 4 had the woman's legs spread as the nylon foot slowly rubbed her nylon-clad crotch as the woman looks down at the action in pleasured awe.

Clip 5 was a closeup of the nylon foot working its magic.

The final clip had the Seductress furiously rubbing the woman to a hot orgasm.

I scrolled around for more, and found a cheerleader one. My pussy burned, yet I avoided touching myself as I checked and saw my video was half downloaded.

The title was 'Girls on the Same Squad end up in Pantyhose Fun.'

Clip 1 is the Seductress getting out of her shoes.

Clip 2 is her aggressively spreading the other cheerleader's legs.

Clip 3 the girl's pantyhose crotch is ripped, and the Seductress is rubbing her.

Clip 4 one foot is rubbing pussy, and the other is in her face as she smells it.

Clip 5 is faster rubbing as the submissive girl pleasures the Seductress' other foot.

Clip 6 is a closeup of the foot rubbing away... but alas, no cumshot.

63% done.

I found another video where an employee maneuvers for a raise called 'Cleo Gets a Raise By Making Boss Ari Cum in Pantyhose'. Like the last couple, both were in tan hosiery, as if they were staging this just for me.

Clip 1 was harmless: just the two girls talking.

Clip 2 has Cleo drop her heel and move her foot between Ari's legs.

Clip 3 is a closeup of an amazingly shocked look on Ari's face.

Clip 4 is a closeup of the pantyhose foot rubbing the pantyhose crotch.

Clip 5 is similar, but somehow Ari too has lost her heels (which I'm happy to see).

Clip six is Ari seemingly coming from the foot job.

83% done.

I found one more. Another employee gets a raise, and for the third time the sexy Macy is the victim. She plays the teacher in the one downloading, and the housewife in 'Desperate Housewives'.

This one seemed similar to, but also different from the other clips.

Clip 1 is just them talking.

Clip 2 is a closeup of Roxie's foot coming out of her heel.

Clip 3 is one foot going between Macy's legs and another to her face.

Clip 4 is a generous close up of both nylon-clad feet approaching the pantyhose-clad crotch.

Clip 5 is Roxie saying something as she rubs both feet up and down on the clearly horny Macy.

Clip 6 shows the feet rubbing in circles as Macy clearly comes.

97%.

I watched a couple of the gifs again.

98%.

I stared steadily at it, urging it to hit 100%, as I saw the newest clip title that has my pussy gush: 'Student Jazmin Makes Teacher Emma Cum In Pantyhose'. I was reading the summary when my phone rang.

It was my mother.

I sighed.

Nothing killed my horniness like my mother. I didn't even get to watch the promotional gif.

I considered not answering, but then she would think something was wrong and send one of my sisters over to check on me. So, for ten minutes I listened to her without absorbing a bit of it, agreed with everything, and tried to get off the phone.

The film had downloaded, and I wanted to watch it.

Eventually, I got off the phone, clicked on the downloaded clip and watched. The video begins with a student asking if she can leave early from detention (likely sent there because of the skimpy outfit she was wearing). The teacher denies the request and looks annoyed, yet (like I imagine I would have been doing) is also stealing glances at the teen's nylon-clad legs. The student notices, saunters over to the desk and hops onto it... dangling her shoe. The teacher is surprised and orders her back to her desk, but instead, the student drops her heel, then aggressively moves her ....

God, it was so hot.

I imagined Samantha's cute feet rubbing my pussy:





I imagined sucking on her nylon-clad toes.





I watched it a second time, imagining Samantha doing that exact same thing to me. I came long before the video ended.

After I recovered from my orgasm, I sat there wondering yet again about the same two questions.

Who?

Who?

Who?

Why?

Why?

Why?

This Secret Santa come-on was the most exciting experience I'd had in years. Yet I knew it was dangerous for my career.

The next question was already swirling around inside me: how far was I willing to let this go?

As I drifted off to sleep, I couldn't get Samantha out of my head. I really hoped it would turn out to be her.



...

WEDNESDAY

After much deliberation, I arrived at school on Wednesday wearing the thigh high stockings I'd been gifted on Monday.

In truth, I put them on and took them off three times before finally deciding to put them on and keep them on for the day. I concluded that yes, I was obeying someone who was possibly a student, a student who likely had some ulterior motives for me, but I also just liked them.

The key was to act as if nothing was different today. I often wore mocha stockings, just not these mocha stockings, and this time it was because I'd been told to.

Today, for some reason, was the only day that wasn't a dress up day of some sort. Tomorrow was Dress as your Favourite Christmas Character Day, and Friday was our traditional formal day that included a school-wide Christmas buffet lunch.

So I was wearing a longer than usual skirt to hide the top of the thigh highs as I played detective and looked for clues about who might be my Sexual Secret Santa.

Unfortunately, I still came up empty.

I got to class a bit early, and found another box on my desk.

I felt like a kid on Christmas morning.

I needed to open this box, and right away.

I went and locked my door and returned to open it.

Besides a note, inside were Ben Wa balls and black panties.

Again, here was something I'd written about in a few stories, but I'd never actually used them in real life.

Even though I was once again shocked by the brazenness of the gift, I read the note.

Mrs. Walker

Did you enjoy the video I sent? I noted that you did indeed download it. I figured you would really enjoy it. I imagine you have fantasized about that being done to you on many occasions by many students.

I hope that today you are wearing the nylons I gifted you. It's the least you can do after all the effort I'm putting into making your Christmas week extra special.

I know that behind that sweet teacher façade is a submissive looking for a Mistress.

So, if you obeyed yesterday's order, you are indeed wearing those very expensive nylons, which are thigh highs. So today's next task is to slide today's little toy collection inside your likely already wet pussy. If you didn't wear any panties (in my fantasies you never do), I bought you a sexy pair. We wouldn't want those little stimulants falling out and clattering to the floor when that sweet pussy of yours gets excessively wet from obsessing about which senior is picturing you between her legs as their teacher submissive. (Yes, by now you must have surmised I'm a girl and one of your students, and you're correct on both counts. So you've narrowed the field down to half of your students.)

Your Secret Santa.

My pussy was indeed excessively wet as she described.

I was also, as she said, narrowing down the field. At least if she wasn't lying to me, and I couldn't see why she would; that would likely just spoil the cat-and-mouse game for us both.

She was indeed a girl.

She was for sure a student... a senior.

She was someone with Mistress capabilities, and probably some experience as well.

She was someone who saw past the teacher façade I'd been successfully hiding behind for decades.

Therefore she was someone intuitive.

And also perceptive.

She was someone who'd likely be able to draw me in like a moth to a flame. Actually, she was already doing so.

I looked at the Ben Wa balls.

I was curious about them.

I recalled reading Fifty Shades and Anastasia quoting, although the grammar leaves something to be desired, as did a lot of the writing in that book, "I flush from the constant movement of the balls. They weigh down inside me, massaging me internally and make me needy, needy for sex. Oh, the sensation is exquisite."

The word choice of exquisite had seemed odd at the time, and yet it had made me wonder then, and really made me wonder again, now that I was facing another choice.

What would they feel like inside me? Let's find out.

As I sat at my desk, spread my legs and slid them in, I told myself I wasn't doing it because some stranger had told me to, but because the idea turned me on, and I wanted to know if they would make me feel exquisite. The fact that I was likely obeying a student, a female student, enhanced the excitement.

I moaned as I slipped them inside my already wet pussy. I was already wearing panties today (this Mistress was partly right -- I didn't always wear them), so I stowed the new pair in my purse.

Sitting still, the balls didn't do much for me. I could tell they were there, but that was it.

It wasn't at all exquisite.

Wondering what the eggs would feel like inside me when I was mobile, I stood up and walked around a bit. I let out a loud moan as they began moving inside me, and were now almost making my legs buckle.

It was awkward.

Slightly uncomfortable.

A little wicked.

A little stimulating... teasing enough to let me know they were there, but not pleasing enough to get me really horny.

Perhaps fiction was indeed more exciting than reality.

So, although I knew I shouldn't obey this teen temptress whoever she was, I kept the balls in my pussy, and continued wearing the nylons she'd ordered me to.

It was so exhilarating just to obey.

The mystery of who it was added to the thrill, even though it should have terrified me.

If discovered, I could be fired just for obeying these orders.

I could be fired for wearing Ben Wa balls inside me while I taught impressionable young minds... although at this moment, one of them was creating quite the impression on me.

Who?

Who?

Who?

I walked around a little more, unlocked the door, sat back at my desk and got used to having these toys inside me.

The bell rang and tired seniors walked in. The first period of the day was always the hardest to teach. They were almost always half comatose. They were less involved in conversations, more likely to fall asleep during a film, and just generally more apathetic than the other classes.

This class was no different.

The morning went rather uneventfully, other than my own internal anxiety and pleasure. Trying not to be obvious, I studied every girl in every class, trying to figure out who it could be. Yet I detected no teasing looks, nothing flirtatious, no one seemed any different from any other day.

It was so frustrating.

As was the constant slow burn from the balls every time I moved around.

A constant reminder of my submissive obedience to some anonymous student of mine.

A constant stimulation that had me becoming more and more eager to learn who it was, and to discover what she ultimately wanted.

A constant tantalizing promise, perhaps a false one, that my years of writing about fantasy submissions of a teacher to a student would soon become a reality.

Would I actually submit to this girl if she presented me with the opportunity?

Better question. Could I resist, if it came down to a face to face order from this mystery teen?

According to my own stories and psychological philosophy; the answer was no. I probably wouldn't hesitate for even a moment before tumbling.

It was just before lunch, and my kids were writing a test, when I was startled, and let out a class-alerting gasp, as vibrations started up in my pussy.

I'd had no clue that Ben Wa balls could vibrate.

The entire class looked up curiously.

I apologized as I tried to control my body, as I felt my face burning, "Sorry," although I didn't explain anything, I couldn't find anything else to say. No explanation except for the truth would make any sense.

I got a few peculiar looks, but then they all returned to their tests.

The vibrating inside me was very slow and subtle, but it packed a lot bigger punch than when they were idle.

Then it suddenly stopped.

I looked around. The range of the remote control couldn't be very far.

It pretty much had to be someone in this room.

Yet everyone seemed to be writing away. There were lots of furrowed brows as they worked their way through the test, but nary a giggle or a smirk.

I stood up to look around for even the tiniest tell from someone, and felt a little wetness leak into my panties. I also felt disappointed when I realized that Samantha wasn't in this class. Although there was no evidence at all pointing to her being the Secret Santa, I had sure hoped she was.

In this class, only a couple kids seemed like possible candidates.

I walked around the class a little more slowly than I usually would, not wanting to stimulate myself anymore, but also doing my job by walking around to ensure there was nobody cheating, and this time also trying to see if someone was hiding a remote device in their hand.

I found none, and the class ended with my being horny and frustrated.

At lunch, I went to the staff bathroom, and rubbed myself to an orgasm. Even though I hadn't even seen Samantha today, it was she who popped into my head and sent me over the top.

Her tight body in sexy white lingerie.








Her ass and legs.



My crawling to her feet and worshipping them.



I came... hard... and after taking a lengthy time to recover, I headed back to class.

I came back from lunch, and there were three candy canes on my desk. Each partially unwrapped.

And a note.

Mrs. Walker

Today for the third day, and as a reward for your obedience, here are three candy canes. Now before you think of that as a pretty lame gift after three pretty good ones, if I don't say so myself, these candy canes were marinated inside three delicious women, including a fellow teacher of yours... until they reached orgasm.

And... YES, one of the flavours is mine.

Enjoy.

Secret Santa

Oh my God!

This was coming right out of one of my stories. Not this exact plot, but the same kinky wickedness.

I'd like to pretend I didn't sample those candy canes... that I was strong enough to resist... but that would be a lie.

I reached for one, lifted it to my nose and took a sniff. It smelt mostly of mint, but I could smell just the lingering aroma of something else.

Curious, I took it into my mouth and sucked the supposed pussy juice from the candy cane.

It was subtle, but I had no doubt it was pussy juice.

I took the second, and did the same thing.

Then the third.

Each candy cane was the identical kind, but each had a slightly different additional scent from the others.

I wondered which teacher it could possibly be. I wondered which one was my Secret Santa. I wondered who the third one's could be.

So many questions, so few answers.

The day continued on without any further drama, without any further buzzing surprises, and I headed home horny as hell, following an afternoon of teasing from the Ben Wa balls inside me every time I moved around.

To my surprise, there was an envelope in my mailbox. I knew who it was from.

Instantly a rush went up my spine.

Instantly a gush went into my panties.

I headed inside, and went directly to my room.

I opened the envelope and found another note:

Mrs. Walker

Here's a bonus gift for you for being such a good girl: pictures of my sexy legs. I hope you enjoy them. I know you've fantasized about seeing them many, many times.

Secret Santa

There were indeed a bunch of photos of her legs and feet in pantyhose.



God, I loved the shiny pantyhose gleam the most.



I admired her nylon-clad feet, the arch of her foot.



God, I wanted to suck on those red painted toes.



God, I wanted to lick the soles of her nylon-clad feet.



God, I wanted that foot rubbing all over my face as I licked it. As I smelt it.



I wanted to dive between those pantyhose-clad legs. To bury my face in her ripe pussy. To become her teacher pet.



I wanted to caress that silky-clad ass. I wanted to lick her ass from behind. I wanted to crawl between her legs while she sat on my face.





Plaid skirts have always been a turn-on for me. The stereotypical schoolgirl attire. Mixed with pantyhose, and my pussy was on fire.



The last photo appeared so innocent. The white, lace-topped thigh highs. The legs crossed. The cute lacy panties. Yet I imagined that underneath that façade of purity was a wickedness that was drawing me in like a moth to the flame.

My other secret fantasy... one that no one knew... well, no one knew lots of my fantasies... but perhaps my ultimate fantasy was one where my sister... my younger sister... my half-sister... Beth... seduced and dominated me.

She was 31 to my 45. An accident of sorts. But she was also the wild child. She lived the life I had always wanted to. She was vivacious and lived on the edge in reality, while my wildness was almost completely restricted to the fantasies I wrote.

She got the tattoos I was always too timid to go through with.

She did the things I only fantasized about.

And... I desperately wanted to eat her pussy.

This is Beth.



Isn't she beautiful?

This is Beth in lingerie... just one of hundreds of photos she posts of herself on Instagram and Twitter.



This is her showcasing her ass... yes, she posted this online.



This was her new Twitter profile pic:



And this her Twitter banner:



Replacing this one:



Like me, she usually wore nylons.

So, I closed my eyes and imagined becoming her pet.



I imagined licking her soles, sucking on her toes, and then strolling up her legs to bury my face in her pussy.



I came hard... like I always did when I fantasized about my baby sister.

I took the Ben Wa balls out of my pussy, and headed downstairs to make supper.

That night, I got a good ten plus pages written on a story I was working on.

Ironically, Beth phoned me as I was slowly touching myself while I wrote. She said we needed to talk, and asked if I could meet her for dinner Saturday night for a girl's night out. I imagined a very wicked version of it, as I agreed that would be fun.

Once she hung up, I closed my eyes and imagined a very special sisterly girl's night.

I imagined her amazing ass:



Her amazing ass and feet in nylons.



Her sexy nylon-clad feet:



Her small, perky tits:



Her sexy, seductive smile.



Like every other time that I imagined worshipping Beth's body: her tits, her nylon-clad feet, her silky sheer ass, and her enticing pussy, I came.

Also, like every other time, once I had recovered from my orgasm, I shook my head in shame.

I was really losing control.

THURSDAY

I wore the same stockings... they were just too good not to wear again.

It was Dress like a Christmas Character Day, and I was dressing as an elf... although without the green nylons.

I looked a little more sexy than usual... for school.

I went to school, looking forward to whatever surprise was in store for me.

I should have been nervous, yet this had been the most exhilarating few days I'd had in years.

Once my guilt faded away, my body triggered more stimulation and excitement.

I arrived at school, and was excited to see another envelope on my desk.

I sat down.

I opened the envelope.

I expected more pictures.

I got them.

This time there was no note.

Which was weird.

Yet each picture had a sticky note attached to it.

I BET YOU WOULD LOVE TO BOW DOWN AND LICK THE SWEAT OFF OF MY STOCKING SOLES, WOULDN'T YOU, MRS. WALKER?



I looked at the shiny feet.

I did indeed wish they were before me to worship.

I looked at the blurred ass.

I looked at the blurred hair.

I couldn't really tell if it was red or brown hair... but it was a clue.

I KNOW YOU LIKE THE SHINY GLOSSY HOSIERY... JENNY.



God, those nylons literally shone and glistened. I was completely captivated.

I also noticed that, for the first time, she called me Jenny, and not Mrs. Walker, although I wasn't sure what to make of it.

It could have been an oops.... But unlikely.

In my stories, and the way this was spinning out, it seemed to be coming completely out of my stories in a way, the Mistress would use the submissive's first name as a tool in clarifying the hierarchy.

Was this seductress borrowing plays right out of my fictional playbook?

I KNOW YOU PREFER STOCKINGS, MY PET, BUT SOMETIMES PANTYHOSE CAN ACCENTUATE AN ENTIRE LOWER HALF, DON'T YOU THINK?



Yes, these pantyhose were definitely sexy.

Her hair wasn't showing enough to tell for sure... was it red? Brunette? This continued to drive me nuts.

I noticed she was starting to call me 'pet'. A term I had used in a plethora of stories about lesbian submissions. This seduction was becoming eerily reminiscent of my own stories.

It sent a chill up my spine.

DO YOU LIKE MY LINGERIE, MY EAGER TO PLEASE SUBMISSIVE SLUT-TO-BE? I KNOW YOU'LL BE WILLING TO WORSHIP MY NYLONS ALL NIGHT LONG.



A slut?

That had escalated quickly.

Who was this?

I analyzed the picture closer.

The hair did indeed look more brunette than red.

That would eliminate pretty much every suspect I had... including Samantha.

I was at a complete loss.

I kept gathering more evidence, yet it only seemed to be leading me round and round in a circle of futility.

SO, SILKSTOCKINGSLOVER, ARE YOU READY TO SUBMIT UNCONDITIONALLY?



WHOA! My entire world came crashing down with that one question.

At first, I read right past the key revelation without it registering, as I was focused on examining the picture.

This picture, although taken from behind, looked like a teenager.

The thong.

The ponytail.

The slim figure.

Who?

Who?

Who?

Each new piece of evidence seemed to contradict the previous.

Was that even her... or was it supposed to be me?

Then as I reread the sticky note, my eyes went wide.

I felt myself go cold.

I felt the blood drain from my cheeks.

She'd called me silkstockingslover.

Fuck!

How could she possibly know that?

How could anyone except myself possibly know about my online identity? Well, lots of people were familiar with silkstockingslover's stories, and in that identity I corresponded with lots of people, but I was always very careful not to drop any clues about my everyday identity.

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!

The warning bell rang. I quickly stuffed the photos back into the envelope and into my desk... completely flustered.

I taught the entire morning in a frazzled mess. My only silver lining in this potential disaster was that this photogenic girl could have easily outed me by now and hadn't, so that didn't appear to be her intention.

With that said, my secret being known even by just one person, changed everything. All the excitement of the past few days were crushed. I just needed today to be over.

By lunchtime I was sick to my stomach, and I went home to recover. I just couldn't focus on work.

I reached my car, and again was surprised to see an envelope sitting on my passenger seat.

Although I was curious, funny how I could switch from devastated to curious in a heartbeat, I just headed home.

Yet, when I was still a few blocks away, curiosity got the better of me, as did worry, so I pulled over to see what was in the envelope.

God, I was weak.

I opened the envelope, and found a pair of pink panties inside.

They were wet.

I also found a note.

Mrs. Walker

I hope I didn't stress you out by revealing I knew you were silkstockingslover. It was such a turn-on when I discovered my favourite teacher and my favourite erotica writer were the same woman.

It was even more exciting when it became obvious you were desperate for a Mistress.

These panties are freshly wet after my reading your story about becoming a submissive to your sisters. It's so hot to know that you not only want to be a submissive lesbian, but an incestuous one.

Smell these panties.

Lick my wetness from them.

Soon you will be licking my pussy directly from the source. Won't that be exciting?

Secret Santa

Wetness gushed into my panties as I read those nasty words.

The promise.

I didn't even realize I was doing it until I noticed her scent. I had moved her panties directly to my nose, mindlessly obeying her command.

God, they were wet.

God, they smelt good.

I was about to taste them when I opened my eyes and saw some people walking towards my car. I quickly dropped the panties onto the seat and drove home.

Was I worried about losing my job? Yes.

Was I terrified about being outed? Yes.

Were those two serious concerns overridden by my desperately wanting to discover who this Secret Santa was? Yes.

I arrived home.

I went directly to my room.

I pulled up some new lesbian porn I'd recently downloaded.

I grabbed the rabbit vibrator I almost never used.

I grabbed the wet panties and brought them to my nose. God, I'd love to smell this pussy directly from the source.

I imagined I was the one on my knees waiting to obey an order from the Mistress who I no longer thought was Samantha, but kept dreaming it was.



I, of course, would also be wearing nylons.

I imagined Samantha was wearing the cute jean skirt she occasionally wore... with the beige nylons that weakened my knees and dampened my panties.

Or perhaps the wild outfit she wore a few weeks ago for Purple and Gold Day. A look that wouldn't work on many, but she had pulled it off in an exotic, pussy-leaking way.



I'd never once considered our school colours sexy... yet Samantha had found a way to make them work.

I imagined being on my knees as she offered me her foot to lick, to suck, and perhaps even to ride like a bitch in heat.



Sucking each perfectly manicured toe with dedicated obedience.



Or simply crawling between her perfect, sheer nylon legs and burying my face in her undoubtedly delicious pussy.

God, I hadn't eaten a pussy in almost three years, and was definitely going through withdrawal. Worse than when I'd quit smoking a good twenty years ago.



But in the end, like I always do, I came while I was imagining worshipping her stocking-clad feet.

Licking her sweaty soles.

Sucking on her tantalizing toes.

I draped the panties over my head, the wet crotch over my nose and mouth, and I licked up the wetness as best I could.... Wishing it was her pussy... while I also imagined worshiping every bit of her feet.



After an intense orgasm, I drifted off to sleep.

I was startled awake by my daughter, who asked, "Mom, are you okay?"

I groggily opened my eyes, looking up at my daughter who had a concerned, or perhaps a shocked look on her face. "What time is it?"

"5:30," she answered, glancing beside me.

Shit. My computer.

"Oh yes, Mommy, lick my pussy," a videotaped girl moaned, as I turned and saw that an incriminating video was playing, as I had set up my computer to automatically start a new video whenever another one ended.



I did this for two reasons:



	If I was alone, I liked having porn playing in the background while I wrote. It kept me going, turned me on, and inspired my sex scenes. There is nothing sexier than a woman moaning (except for a woman in nylons moaning).
	I also hated if I was close to getting off while watching a scene, and the damn thing ended. The mood drifting away while I searched for another scene, was annoying.



I quickly closed the laptop, even as the girl moaned, "Suck my clit, Mommy."

"Um, I was... just..." I tried to formulate something to say, just as I also realized my rabbit vibrator was in plain view.

"It's okay, Mom," she smiled. "We all need to get off sometimes."

"Oh my God!" I gasped, "you just caught me absolutely red-handed, and there's no way I can explain this away!" I was so mortified to be caught like this. "You must think I'm a horrible mother!"

"No, I don't mind at all. It's good to see you can still get a little revved up sometimes," she smiled.

This annoyed me for some reason, so I said, "Oh, I still can get revved up, all right."

"So I see," she said, glancing at my computer.

"I wasn't watching that scene," I said, which was true. "It just kept playing after I fell asleep."

"I understand," she said. "I think I'll order us some pizza."

"Thanks, honey," I said.

"And... nice toy," she said, before walking out.

I was mortified to get caught, yet our conversation had relaxed me. She didn't think it was a big deal, and of course it wasn't. Women masturbate... this is no secret. Although the incestuous porn playing in the background definitely made it more awkward.

Although I wrote a lot of incest porn, it wasn't something I'd seriously considered doing with my children. I just saw them as my children. Young people worthy of my nurturing, and I didn't mean that in any tawdry way.

I cleaned up my toy (good hygiene is important), got into more comfortable clothes (I wondered if she'd seen the top of my lace stockings), and after freshening up, headed downstairs.

We ate, watched some television and talked about graduation... thankfully, she didn't mention what she'd walked into earlier.

I ended up chatting on the phone with my husband for an hour.

My mom for fifteen.

I did some grading for an hour.

Anything to push away the reality that someone knew my biggest secret: that I was silkstockingslover.

Who?

How?

Who?

How?

Who?



How?

These two questions wracked my brain and created increasing anxiety.

The fear of losing my job terrified me.

The thought of my daughter finding out worried me.

I had recently told my husband, although not that I was published and the most favourited author in erotica, just that I liked to write dirty fantasies. He didn't know my incest fantasies, or my BBC fantasies, or my pegging fantasies... just my lesbian fantasies... which turned him on... of course.

Yet even with all those fears, I couldn't deny how excited I was to find a Mistress who wanted to take me on. Especially if this woman could make my plethora of fantasies come true, double especially if she could also keep them secret.

Then my sister sent me two pictures and a question... as if she were somehow able to read my mind and my weakness.

Like my new tattoo?





I stared not only at her tiny new tattoo on her right breast, but at her perky tits and her thigh high stockings.

I responded, trying to act like a big sister and not a lustful slut: Did you have to wear lingerie to show me?

She texted back: Of course.

I shook my head and texted back: Of course you do.

She asked: Like?

I replied: It's cute.

She texted back: I was going for sexy.

I responded: The lingerie is.

She added, knowing I always wore nylons: As are the nylons!

I laughed as I replied: Of course they are.

She texted back: Heading out, see you Saturday.

I replied: Can't wait.

She replied: We are going to have a night to remember.

I replied: We better.

So, my libido controlling my mind, and thinking about my baby sister and Saturday, I went to her Instagram and admired her recent posts.

From the cute and innocent:





A cute little photo shoot that started sweet and got more delicious. Especially a

provocative ass shot that had me wishing I hadn't gained some thirty pounds after two kids that I've never lost:





I closed my eyes and slowly pleasured myself, imagining Beth turning me into her submissive sister slut.

Smiling at me as she informed me I was going to be her mindless bimbo plaything.



Telling me it will be our little secret.



Bending over and demanding I just stare at her tight ass.



Ordering me to lick her stocking-clad foot.



Demand I crawl between her legs and eat her pussy like I've been fantasizing doing all these years.



Ordering I bend over, so she can fuck me with her big strap-on:



Calling me a litany of names that make me come like a cheap slut.

Bimbo.

Slut.

Cunt licker.

Pet.

Submissive.

Slave.

Lesbo.

Each making me tremble.

Exhausted from the day... I rolled over and fell asleep.

FRIDAY

Friday was the last day before the holidays, and our traditional formal dress up day.

I dressed in a black cocktail dress, black thigh highs and my only thong... I didn't like wearing a thong as it went up my ass crack, but I was feeling incredibly sexy and risque.

I figured no matter what happened today, it was out of my control, and I was just going to see where the road of submission took me.

I saw a text from Beth sent at 1:30 am. With the word: Hungry?

I clicked onto the image and gasped. She was displaying somebody's cum on the soles of her nylon-clad feet.



It was followed by a second photo and message: Never mind, I ate it myself.



I arrived at school, and found nothing on my desk.

I went through the morning, and still nothing.

This stressed me out even more than getting something.

At lunch I went to the car to see if anything was there... nothing.

It wasn't until the last class of the day when they were bringing around candy cane messages that students could buy for a quarter and have delivered today.

I got one.

It simply said: Soon!

I sighed.

That didn't tell me anything.

The day ended, and I was both relieved... and disappointed.

Of course just as I thought I was out of luck... I found a gift certificate on my passenger seat with a note.

Mrs. Walker

Final gift.

A makeover.

You need to be there for your 5:00.

Enjoy.

Secret Santa

It was for a location downtown.

A place I'd been to once with my baby sister.

The salon was very high end.

Beth had tried convincing me to get a Brazilian... but I resisted.

I drove there, and first got a pedicure and manicure.

They're so relaxing.

As I was soaking my feet, I scrolled through Instagram and couldn't believe the newest posts from Beth. It was like she was constantly tempting me. Two pictures of her dressed like she was 18... how could she be 31 and still look 18?









These were some of her most provocative pics yet.

I wondered who'd taken them.

Once the pedicure and manicure were done, I got a massage, and after only a little push this time, I agreed to the Brazilian... just in case I did end up with a Mistress when all was said and done.

That night, home alone, and a little depressed that I was home alone... it seemed pretty anti-climactic after the wild surreal week I'd had.

I had a long bath... my pussy feeling a little tender after the Brazilian.

I wrote a good 10 pages of a new story.

I watched a couple episodes of Modern Family; man, will I hate it when that show ends.

I then did what I seemed to be doing every night recently... I imagined servicing my baby sister.

Worshipping her nylon-clad feet.



I imagined crawling between her nylon-clad legs and devouring her pussy like it was my last meal.



One orgasm later, I was exhausted.

I drifted into slumber, wishing I could turn my twisted incestuous fantasy into a reality.

SATURDAY

Saturday was a relatively normal, but more chaotic day, since it was the last Saturday before Christmas.

Parking was a bitch... ten minutes to find a spot.

Picking up my husband's present that I had ordered in was a bitch... eighteen people in line before me (and yes, I counted).

Getting groceries was a nightmare... almost as busy and claustrophobic as going to Disneyland on a Saturday.

By the time I got home, I was in quite a bitchy mood.

I was making a snack when I checked my phone, and my mood picked up in a heartbeat. My sister had posted a couple new pictures with the question: What should I wear for a wild night out with my sister? And this wasn't in a private email to me, it was posted on Instagram, where all her followers could see it.

She then had posted a few different looks... each of them showcasing her legs and feet in nylons. As if she somehow knew this would turn me on... even though that was absurd. She couldn't possibly have a clue, other than she knew I almost always wore nylons too. That we had talked about, although I had indicated it was just for my man... which was only partly true. I had first started wearing them to please my very first boyfriend in high school, and then just kept wearing them afterwards, liking the attention I got from wearing them, and how they made Plain Jane me feel a little sexier.

Something nerdy, perhaps?



Something casual?



Something classy?



There were a couple dozen comments. Many of them flattering her about each picture. Others suggesting she wear something sexier.

This, of course, was the opportunity for my sister to respond with something more provocative.

You mean something like this?



Or maybe something like this, underneath:



I responded playfully... Are you ditching me after dinner to go clubbing?

She responded almost instantly, but with a text: I expect you to be dressed up nicely too.

I joked, giving her the most unsubtle hint ever: Yes, Mistress.

She responded: Mistress, I like that.

I responded, even as my pussy tingled: Of course you do.

She texted back: Dress up sexy. We're going to have some fun tonight.

I replied: Why does that scare me?

She responded: It should. See you at seven.

I knew it was incredibly unlikely, but the possibility of an incestuous rendezvous was there... just dangling tantalizingly above me like a forbidden fruit.

A delicious ripe apple. Or better yet, an inviting perfect peach.

I took a long bath.

I imagined worshipping my baby sister's feet.



I got dressed.

Thigh highs.

My sexiest bra and panties.

A red cocktail dress.

I looked pretty hot, if I do say so myself.

As I did... I still couldn't help but wonder who knew my secret. Who could have figured out I was silkstockingslover? Why hadn't she said anything else about it since dropping the bombshell? Her intentions seemed pretty clear, and yet no follow-up... leaving me with a little niggling stress that held me back from being completely comfortable with my life, or even with tonight.

Knowing it was out of my control, I got an Uber to take me to the restaurant, planning to have a few drinks and just let loose without worrying about driving home.

Supper was great. We had a bottle and a half of wine, we had a great meal, we chatted about lots of stuff, and just enjoyed each other's company. It was a relaxing evening as I accepted that my silly incestuous fantasy was just that: a fantasy not even worth mentioning.

When we were done, she suggested we go to her place to hang out some more, and I eagerly accepted.

Twenty minutes later, we were at her house and she was slipping out of her heels... revealing her stocking-clad feet in my favourite colour of nylon.



I stared like a dirty little boy as she slipped out of her heels.

She asked, as she paused with one heel off, "Are you okay, big sis?"

"What? Yeah," I said, clearly distracted.

"You seemed to be dazed for a moment," she said.

"I just like your heels," I covered, although they were nice.

"Thanks," she said. "But what do you think of my nylons?"



"They're really nice," I said, secretly admiring them.

"They're Wolfords," she said.

Wolfords were the same brand I was gifted on Monday by my Secret Santa.

"W-W-Wolfords?" I stammered.

"Yes, they're the silkiest, sheerest stockings you can buy," she explained, as she posed for me like a model.



"They do look sheer," I agreed

"It looks like you're wearing Wolfords too," she said, looking at my legs.

"I-I-I am," I stammered.

"Where did you get yours?" she asked, as she stretched her foot straight out and playfully wiggled her toes at me.



"They were a gift," I said, as I tried not to stare at her sexy foot encased in her glistening nylon.

"From who?" she asked, as she stood up and walked towards the kitchen.

"I don't know," I answered, as I followed her.

"You don't know?" she asked, as she grabbed a bottle of wine.

"It was from a Secret Santa," I admitted.

"Really?" she asked as she grabbed two wine bottles.

"Yeah."

"That's rather an extravagant gift," she said, as she popped the cork.

"I know."

"Well, who was the Secret Santa?" she asked, as she poured the wine.

"I don't know," I admitted, the mystery being one I desperately wanted an answer to.

"You don't know?" she asked.

"No."

"This was at school?" she asked, as she stuffed the cork partway back in the bottle.

"Yes."

She handed me a glass and asked, "And they didn't even reveal themselves yesterday?"

"No," I answered, keeping to one-word answers.

"Weird," she said, sipping her drink.

"Weirder yet, we didn't even do Secret Santa this year," I said, "so they just arrived out of the blue," feeling it was nice to have someone to talk to about this.

"That is weird," she agreed, as she took my hand and led me to the living room.

"Do you have any clues?" she asked.

"I had a couple of hunches, but they ended up being wrong," I answered.

"Strange they wouldn't reveal themselves," she said as she sat down on the couch.

"I know, it's been driving me nuts," I said.



She patted the couch beside her and said, "Well, what else did this person get you?"

"Candy canes," I answered.

"That's it?" she asked. "That seems rather anticlimactic."

"Tell me about it," I sighed.

"What?" she said, as I admired her long legs resting on the table.



"It's just been a crazy week," I said.

"I imagine," she said in a strange tone.

"What with Jake being gone," I explained.

"And your secret mystery girl being so enigmatic," she added.

"Why do you think it's a girl?" I asked. I had confirmed it was, but she should assume it was a guy. Guys buy nylons for women, not women for women

"Just a hunch," she said, as she moved her legs off the coffee table and turned towards me.

"Judging from various things she said in her notes, I decided it was a girl," I said, wanting to segue into talking with her about my secret lesbian curiosity.

"Oh, fun," she said. "I haven't been with a girl since..." she paused dramatically, before smiling wickedly, "...yesterday."

"Yesterday?" I asked, thinking how lucky the girl was.

"Yes, my pet had obeyed all her instructions for the week, and deserved to be rewarded," she said, as I felt her foot suddenly touching my leg... which sent a chill up my spine, as did her usage of the term 'pet'.

"You have a pet girl?" I trembled, trying to phrase my question as if it was a new concept to me.

"Yes, I have a few of them," she said, as her foot slowly rubbed on my leg. "Some of them are around your age, and some are young things -- barely legal."

"Young things?" I asked, getting a little rattled by the conversation, as well as by her foot ever so lightly still touching my leg. In fairness, I could have moved my leg away anytime I wanted, but I preferred to see where she would take this slight intimacy.

"College coeds," she clarified, then added as she moved her foot up my leg a bit more, "and high school seniors."

"High school seniors," I repeated, distracted and overwhelmed. This seemed to be coming right out of one of my stories. Just like the things my Secret Santa had been saying this week.

She then wedged my legs apart with her feet, and in a quick shocking move, placed her foot directly on my pussy. Before I had time to react she added, "I'm told I'm a bratty babe."

"A what?" I asked, even though I was very familiar with that phrase, and particularly with that website. I made no move to resist her as her foot rested on my pussy.

"Now in the videos you like, the seduced woman is wearing pantyhose as her pussy is rubbed, but I prefer the thigh highs," she said.

"W-w-what are you doing?" I stammered in complete disbelief, as she began rubbing my panty-clad pussy with her nylon-clad foot. It was a move directly out of a Bratty Babes Own You video.

"Making your fantasies come true..." she answered, as I moaned, and she added, making my entire world explode, "...silkstockingslover."

My eyes went wide.

"Yes Jenny, or maybe I should say Jasmine, I'm your Secret Santa," she revealed.

"H-h-how?" I stammered with a moan, as I didn't even remotely try to stop what was happening.

"It started that time I borrowed your iPad," she said.

"Oh," was all I said in response.

"Yes, you didn't clear your history," she said, "and well, you know I'm a bit of a snoop."

"A bit," I moaned, as I could already feel an orgasm rise inside me.

"So, I saw you had a few open tabs in a hidden part of your iPad, a different internet browser with bookmarks including: Bratty Babes Own You, Heroine Universe, Nylon Fantasies, Brazzers, Naughty America, and Girlsway. I was surprised by the abundance of porn you watched."

"Oh, God," I moaned, mortified by the knowledge she knew everything.

"Then it got better. I followed your history to Literotica, a site I'd been on a few times, and I gasped when I realized I was on the one and only author profile you ever went to on that site. I clicked on the picture, and although you edited and cropped it, I instantly knew it was you," she said, "or Gayle."

"H-h-how?" I asked, Gayle my sister has the other option, but clearly it wasn't Gayle.

"You were lounging on our grandma's couch," she said.



"Oh," was all I could say, as she moved her other foot into play and started using both of her feet to masturbate me.

"And then once I began reading your stories," she continued as she rubbed my pussy, "I was stunned."

"I can explain," I said, although I wasn't sure I could.

"You have a wide range of interests: BBC (both kinds of black: cocks and cunts), lesbian, orgy, shemale, pegging, gay males, sissies, even hypnosissies, and some of the stories had really hot illustrations," she listed, and with each category she listed, she put extra pressure on my soaked pussy.

"Oooooooh," I moaned, just giving into the pleasure. Truth was, I didn't have an answer. Not at all. Not one that would properly explain any of this.

"But the incest stories," she added. "Wow... just wow."

"They're just other people's fantasies," I lied.

"I don't know, most of them seemed from the heart," she said. "I mean, you often make cameo appearances, some of them are starring you, and a few of them are even called Jasmine's Fantasies."

"I know," I said, as she began moving her feet up and down.

"And apparently a couple of them include scenes of you and me having sex," she said. "I find it interesting that in those, you always submit to me, and you love doing so."

"I'm sorry," I moaned, feeling guilty, but that was overruled by undeniable lust.

"I'm sorry too," she said, as she rubbed a little faster. "If you'd only said something sooner, I could have claimed you as a pet a long time ago. Think of all the years of fun we've missed!""

"Ooooooooh," I said, the idea of being her pet enhancing the physical pleasure growing rapidly inside me.

"You do want to be my pet, don't you, Jenny?" she asked.

"Yes," I moaned, giving no thought to any consequences of my submitting to this blood relative, only the imminence of my long-standing fantasy becoming a reality in real time.

"Now come on my feet, big sister," she ordered, "come just like the secret submissive sister slut that you are."

Her words came right out of my stories as I moaned, like a character in many of them, "Yes, please call me names."

"I've noticed you like being called dirty names," she purred, rubbing me furiously now.

"Yes, yes, yes," I answered urgently, my orgasm so close.

"Then come, my sister slut, come like the bimbo pet whore you were born to be," she ordered as I suddenly erupted.

"Yes!" I screamed, as the most intense orgasm I could remember ever having coursed through me, through my panties and onto her feet.

"Such a dirty little slut," she mused as she kept rubbing my pussy, but more slowly now.

"Yes, and I'll be your slut, if you'll have me," I weakly agreed, as all the energy in my body had been usurped.

"Yes, I will have you; although you may sometimes be sorry that you're mine. Now come to my bedroom," she ordered, moving her foot away. "And do it the right way; you know the drill."

"Yes, Mistress," I replied, the honorific leaving my mouth so naturally, even before I realized I was saying it.

"Good girl," she smiled, as she walked to the bedroom and I, loving to be the submissive, the pet, and indeed knowing the drill, got down on the floor and crawled behind her.

"Such a natural," she smiled, before adding, "even more than Samantha."

"Samantha?" I asked, "Samantha Livingston?" as I followed her on hands and knees.

"The very one. Yes, she's one of my senior pets, and served as my go-between this week," she said, as we reached her room.

"Does she know what this was all about?" I asked. "Does she know I'm silkstockingslover?"

"Kind of both yes and no," she said as she got onto the bed, "I just told her I wanted to do some nice things for my lonely sister."

"The candy canes?" I asked, as I crawled to the edge of her bed.

"Well, she was astute enough to read your tells about liking pussy, and that you would love to sample her pussy," she said, as she extended her nylon-clad feet, slightly wet with my cunt cum, towards me. "So she was happy to come on a candy cane, knowing you'd put it in your mouth and wonder if it was her."



"May I lick your nylon-clad soles, Mistress?" I asked, easily shifting into my true submissive nature.

"You mean these cunt-cum-coated nylon-clad soles?" she smiled, as she lifted her foot to my face.

"Yes, your oh-so-tasty cunt-cum-coated nylon soles," I agreed, as I extended my tongue and lapped up the unique mixture of sweat, nylon and my own pussy juice.

"That feels nice," she said.

"It tastes so good," I said, captivated by the task at tongue.

"Wait until you taste my pussy," she said.

"I can't wait," I replied, completely intoxicated by her.

"Yes, you'll be licking my feet, eating my cunt, and taking a strap-on pretty regularly now," she promised.

"You'd better keep that promise," I said, as I licked every inch of her foot.

"Oh, I never break promises," she said, before adding, as she offered me her other foot, "for example, I've promised Samantha she can have you as her pet for an overnight sometime during the holidays."

"Oh my," I said, the idea a major turn-on, although balanced with trepidation.

"Don't worry," she comforted, "she'll keep your secret. She's been her mother's lesbian pet for a couple of months now."

"Oh my," I said, that another shocking revelation.

"Yes, her mom was already my pet when I suggested that she turn her daughter," she added.

"Oh my," I repeated, as I worshipped her foot.

"Come onto the bed with me and get a little more comfortable," she offered as she rolled onto her side, crossed her ankles, and offered me the soles of her feet again.

I crawled onto the bed, went to her feet and resumed licking, but only after admiring them for a moment... God, they were sexy.



"Lick away, pet sister," she instructed.

"Yes, Mistress sister," I obeyed, lying on my stomach and continuing to lick her sweet, pussy-scented soles.

"Are you looking forward to serving Samantha?" she asked.

"The submissive slut in me is most definitely," I answered before adding, "But the teacher in me is still very nervous about the risk to my job."

"Don't worry," my baby sister promised, "she's a very obedient little submissive, and will do exactly as she is told... just like her mother."

"I'd love to hear how they ended up being your submissives," I said.

"A story for another time," she said, as I kept licking both feet.

'Yes, Mistress," I replied, hoping I would get to hear that story very soon.

"Yes, we have many fun adventures awaiting us," she said.

"I can't wait," I said, loving the idea of just doing whatever my baby sister Mistress might order me to.

"I bet you can't," she said. "I imagine that after all these years of writing about being a submissive lesbian slut, the real thing will be a massive weight lifted from you."

"And hopefully out of me," I joked, hoping for orgasmic bliss.

"If you're a good pet," she said in a teasing way.

"I think I'll be a very good obedient pet," I replied.

"Ready to prove that?" she asked as she rolled onto her back.

"Ready, willing and eager," I replied, as she lay on her back, looking ready to be devoured.



"I think I'm in lust," I smiled.

She sat up, parted her legs and smiled, "Lust away, my pet."



"And what are you willing to do for me?" she asked demurely.

"Anything at all," I answered as I kissed her inner pantyhose-clad thigh. "Just try me."

"Anything at all?" she pushed.

"Just like in my stories, my mind and body are completely at your disposal," I answered, splattering kisses as I moved closer to her pussy.

"Then this will be your storybook ending," she smiled, as she spread her legs a little wider and added, "now eat my pussy through my sheer pantyhose."

"That's something I've never done before," I smiled, as I approached her completely shaved pussy. "And it looks scrumptious!"

"I'm told it's very tasty and addicting."



"Mmmmmmm," I said, as I sucked her pussy, which was already quite wet, which made me happy... she was as turned on by what we were doing as I was.

It sure wasn't as easy as licking a pussy skin on skin, but it was twice as erotic. Partly because it fed my fetish, partly because this was my sister and fed my other principal fetish, and partly because a decade of writing submissive stories and fantasies were finally coming to life.

"Yes, suck my pussy, you dirty pantyhose slut," she moaned.

Hearing her tell me what to do and doing it, then listening to her soft moans, only enhanced my own pleasure. There is something so innocent, and yet hot, about a woman's moans... enhanced even more when I'm the one causing those moans.

I wanted to taste her full flood (just like I'd written about so many times); I wanted to hear her orgasmic screams (I really hoped it would be screams). I wanted to be the best submissive I could possibly be (hopefully a decade of writing about it would give me a head start).

I sucked on her pussy lips.

I sucked on her clit.

I put as much pressure as I could on those sweet pussy lips and yanked my head from left to right.

Suddenly she lifted up her ass, frantically pulled her pantyhose down so I could get direct access to her pussy, as she said jokingly and yet with sincere lust, "I don't want to wreck these pantyhose, and obviously you need to dive in deep."

"Yes, Mistress, thank you," I agreed, truthfully having been a little frustrated at not being able to probe her entire pussy region.

"Now eat your sister's wet pussy," she ordered, as her hand guided my face deep into her wetness.

"Yes, Mistress," I replied eagerly, as I extended my tongue and parted her wet pussy lips. I tasted her exotic sweetness. It was, as I had imagined so many times, delicious.

I explored every fold.

I probed every crevice.

I then decided to see if my alphabet attack would actually work. I started at A and went through the alphabet... making what should feel to her as random attacks.

"Oh yes, you're a natural pussy eating sister slut," she moaned as I traced out an F.

"I love your cunt," I said, loving being able to finally say out loud the taboo word I wrote so often.

"You do love using that word in your stories," she moaned softly.

"The dirtier the better," I said, as I formed a J.

"Well, you'll be doing lots of nasty things," she promised.



"Yes, Mistress, gladly," I agreed, as I kept going through the alphabet. When I reached Z, I did a dozen of them, sensing she was getting close.

"Yes, more, more," she moaned.

I kept making continuous Z's, colliding with her swollen clit constantly, until I could tell she was epically close. I then took her clit between my lips, and shook my head back and forth.

"Oh, yes!" she screamed, Yes! A scream! as her entire body shook, and she grabbed my head and held it roughly against her leaking cunt.

Her cum gushed all over my face as I tried to lap up as much of it as I could.

I liked male cum... I enjoyed giving head.

Yet female cum... well, that was an entirely different level of satisfaction.

When I swallow man cum, it's only for a couple of seconds, a few at the most, and then it's done.

With pussy cum the flood can last a while, and multiple orgasms might follow.

I kept licking for a minute or so before she let go of my head and asked nastily, "Ready to get fucked, you dirty incestuous lesbian big sister slut?"

"Is your pussy delicious?" I asked rhetorically.

"The answer had better be yes," she smiled as she pulled up her pantyhose.

"Yes, yes, a million times yes," I cried boisterously. Good thing she lived in a house and not in some thin-walled apartment.

"Get on the bed; all fours," she ordered.

"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed eagerly, my pussy desperate for a good fucking. The foot rub had been hot as fuck... but now a hard, rough, lesbian fucking was what I needed.

She went to her closet and said, "Oh, shit."

"What?" I asked.

"I left the strap-on behind at Samantha's house," she said. "After I fucked them both with it last night."

"That's so hot," I said.

"It was a fun night," she nodded,

"I can only imagine," I said

She said, "I'll be back in a couple of minutes, I have an idea."

She was actually gone a few minutes until she returned in white pantyhose, her dress gone, but a sexy top and heels.

I asked, "Why the wardrobe change?"

"I like variety," she shrugged and sat on a chair in her room.

She then pulled a dildo from behind her back and placed it at the crotch of her pussy ad posed naughtily. "It's not a strap-on, but it's close."



"So, I see," I said, looking at the dildo.

"It too a while to find it," she said. "I haven't used it in years.

"I hope that changes soon," I said, as I crawled towards her.

"Oh, I imagine a change is imminent," she smiled as I reached her.

"Okay, now that's hot," I said.

"Not as hot as an actual strap-on," she sighed, "but beggars can't be choosers."

"I'm only a beggar," I said

"And what would you beg for?"

"For you to fuck me with that dildo," I said.

"Well, you better get it nice and wet first," she ordered.

"Yes, Mistress Sister," I said, loving saying those words as I leaned forward and took her cock in my mouth.

Yes, I preferred a real cock to a plastic once, but the act itself was so nasty hot.

"You really have been hiding behind that façade of respectability way too long," she said, as I bobbed on the cock like a bitch in heat.

I moaned in response before I wickedly responded, "Then shatter that façade, and transform me into the eager, submissive, incestuous slut I want to be," Degrading myself that way actually turned me on quite a bit.

I returned bobbing as se said, "I can't believe you hid this side for so long."

I responded, "Then we should make up for lost time."

"Yes, we should," she agreed, as she moved onto the floor. She lifted up my dress, ripped off my panties, tossed them aside and said, "Fuck, I've been looking forward to this for a while, too."

"How long?" I asked, surprised to hear that.

"Six months," she said.

"Oh," I said, as she surprised me by bending down and licking my pussy.

"Mmmmmmm, tasty," she said.

"Oh yes," I moaned, enjoying my sister's tongue on my desperate pussy.

She only licked for a minute before knelt behind me and said, "Yes, there have been a few temptations."

"I'm always tempted," I said, waiting to feel the dildo inside me.



"Well, temptation island is now here," she said, as she ordered, "Now come and fuck yourself."



I smiled at her reference. Temptation Island was the guilty pleasure we both watched. I quickly backed up to her as I said, "Yes, Mistress," before it easily slid inside my very wet pussy.

"Oh yeah, fuck yourself," she repeated, as I awkwardly bounced back on her. Apparently, my coordination was a little off.

After a minute or so of no real rhythm, she said, "Maybe I should fuck you."

"Yes, please fuck me, baby sister," I begged, wanting to be pounded hard and deep.

"As you wish," she said, as she began pumping the dildo in and out of me.

"Ohhhhh, yes, fuck me," I moaned, as my orgasm instantly began to rise.

"Not quite as intense as a strap-on," she sighed as she fucked me.

"Oooh, it still feels very good," I said, as I knew my orgasm was going to rock my world.

"I still miss my strap-on," she sighed. "It's longer, and fatter, too."

"Sounds amazing," I moaned.

"And it's black," she added

"Oh yes, a big black cock," I moaned.

"Think you would actually want that fantasy to come true?" she asked.

"I don't know," I said. Cheating on my husband with another woman, even with my sister, I didn't see as cheating. I couldn't ever eat my husband's pussy. On the other hand, I could suck and get fucked by my husband's decent-sized six-inch white cock, and often did.

"Think about it," she said as she fucked me. "I have a few friends with big black cocks. One is eleven inches."

"Ooooooooh," I moaned, the idea of even trying to take something that big a major turn-on.

"You'll walk bowlegged for a week," she added. "I did."

"Oh fuck," I whimpered, not only at the visual of an eleven-inch black cock slamming into either her or me, but also from the growing orgasm from the dildo fucking me.

"And he's young, fit, and can shoot three or four times in a night without ever going flaccid," she added.

"Oh," was again all I could muster. I loved my husband, but one cum deposit, and he was out for the count. At least he always made the effort to ensure I got off first, but multiple orgasms weren't something I could ever experience with him unless he'd be willing to serve as my appetizer, and then step aside so I could enjoy a main course of the eleven-incher Beth had just mentioned.

On the other hand, I was getting close to a multiple orgasm right now.

"Maybe you could even eat some black pussy while you're taking a BBC in this tight cunt of yours," she added.

"Oh fuck, yes, yes," I babbled, my orgasm imminent.

"Now come on my dick, you nasty little wannabe biracial slut," she ordered, slapping my ass as she slammed the dildo into me deep and fast.

"Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, Mistress," I screamed, as my orgasm erupted after just a couple more pumps.

She pulled the dildo out, slid underneath me and dove into my pussy, even as cum leaked out of me.

"Oh yes, eat my cunt cum," I moaned, as euphoria pinballed through me.

A couple minutes later I rolled off of her and onto my back and she said, "Well, that was fun."

"Best sisterly bonding night ever," I smiled.

"Indeed," she smiled, as she moved beside me.

And without another word, her arms around me, we drifted off to sleep.

.....

The next morning, I was awakened by some general massaging of my face.

I opened my eyes and saw a pair of black nylon-clad feet above me.



I smiled and said, as I licked the shiny sole, "What a great way to wake up."

"I couldn't agree more, Mrs. Walker," Samantha responded.

Samantha?! I froze.

"Keep licking, my teacher pet," she ordered, lifting her foot away from me. "This morning you're completely mine."



Wanting to lick those feet and hopefully progress from there to her pussy, and trusting in Beth's promise that she could keep a secret, I sat up and replied, thinking that today would be another a wild day, "Yes, Mistress Samantha, whatever you say."

The end....

Epilogue:

That day, I was overwhelmed by surprise after surprise.

After servicing Samantha, I was offered my sister's stocking-clad foot.



I was then dressed up for another BIG surprise, while an egg vibrated in my pussy the entire time.



I was taken to the backyard dressed all in white, and blindfolded.

I was nervous.

Excited.

Beth whispered, "Ready to meet your new teenage Mistress?"

"God, yeah," I agreed, without even considering who it might be, or any possible consequences.

"You're to obey this girl without hesitation or question," Beth instructed me.

"Of course, Mistress," I said, my pussy on fire, my brain mush.

When my blindfold was removed, I was staring up at a pantyhose-clad ass.



At first I didn't recognize who it was.

"I've been training her for six months," Beth explained.

It was then I saw the boots.

Boots I myself had bought...

...for my daughter!

I stammered, this being the shock of shocks, the plot twist of plot twists, "S-S-Sarah?"

"Crawl to me, Mommy-pet," she ordered, turning around.

"Oh my God!" I gasped, paralyzed by shock.

"NOW, Mommy-slut," she ordered.

I was bewildered.

Stunned.

Stimulated.

Speechless.

I obediently crawled to my daughter and followed her into the house.

"Have fun, you two," Beth called out, her tone making it clear she was enjoying the role of sexual puppet master.

For the next hour, I sucked on my daughter's feet.



Licked her ass.

Ate her pussy.

Had an orgasm from her feet.

And then Beth joined us with her strap-on, and fucked us both.

...

A month later, I walked into my house after work, my secret safe so far, when Sarah's best friend Mary said, "Get over here, Mrs. Walker, I have a foot that needs cleaning."

I dropped to my knees and serviced the teen, not even asking how she knew I was an available submissive... just assuming my daughter had lent me out to her best friend. And if this was what Sarah wanted me to do, that was good enough for me.



My Valentine's Day trip to Le Chateau Club with Beth led me to wear this:



And as I was already learning, once Pandora's Box was opened, there was no closing it.

I was a submissive nylon-foot worshipping, pussy-licking, strap-on taking incestuous slut, and I was loving every minute of it.















PS: THE ABOVE IS MY FAVOURITE PICK OF THE LOVELY NYLONSKITTY/NYLONSKITTEN.

Sexy.

Sweet.

Delicious.

Although this one is a close second:
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