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Naughty Excerpt from “Lezzie Cutie's Taboo Surprise”

“Look at these breasts,” I said. “A woman's glory on display. Big and soft. They have such delights to them. Her nipples hard.”

I ducked my head down and licked at a fat, dark-red nipple. My tongue made it quiver for a moment while Mrs. Beringer moaned. Another strangle groan burst from my step-mother. She swallowed as she stared at us.

I sucked Mrs. Beringer's nipple into my mouth. She moaned in delight, her head arching back. My hips wiggled, my long skirt swirling. This was so delicious. So hot to do. I nursed on her while her hips wiggled. Cloth slid off her hips as she shoved off her sweat pants.

What sort of panties did she have on? Something comfortable?

As I nursed on her fat nub, I shoved my left hand down her flat stomach and then to her black bush. No panties on at all. That naughty MILF. I sucked hard on her nipple as I slid my digits through her curls. I enjoyed the feel of her silk spilling over my fingers before I found her hot folds.

She was wet. I cupped her pussy and caressed her snatch. I worked my digits up and down her slit, teasing her silky and engorged folds. She moaned in delight as I caressed her. Pleasured her. I gave her a wicked treat to enjoy.

She appreciated it.

I popped my mouth off of her nipple and stared up at her, this big smile on my lips. “See, women, especially mature and lovely women like you and Mrs. Beringer, are gorgeous. Wonderful. Beautiful.”

“So are cute delights like you, Mis... Sarah!” She thrust her hands out and grabbed my top. She pulled it up. “Delilah, your daughter is gorgeous. Just look at her.”

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Lezzie Cutie's Taboo Surprise

Dear diary,

Dad's out of town and now Mom wants me to talk to me downstairs. This sounds serious. I'll tell you more in a minute. She's calling my name again.

Hugs and kisses,

Sarah XOXO

*   *   *

I closed my diary and locked the clasp. I rubbed at the leather-bound cover, my heart pattering. I slid the key on its chain around my neck and then tucked it into my desk drawer. I suddenly felt so afraid that my step-mom had read what I'd written.

I had just gotten home from work, my body still wet from the fun I had closing the café with Mrs. Chavarria. I had barely begun telling my diary about the night's event seducing my Hispanic boss into my harem when my step-mom called. I swallowed. It was so late. What was wrong?

My father was out of town. Maybe my step-mother just needed help with something at... nine o'clock at night. I rose, smoothing my skirt. I still had on the black apron I wore as part of my uniform at Morning Jolt. I opened my bedroom door. It was an old house, built nearly a century ago, with the original hardwood floors. They were a little gouged in places but well-maintained. My family didn't allow shoes to be worn inside the house, so my sock-clad feet whisked across them

. I reached the stairs and head down, my stomach clenching. There was no way she could know about any of my recent escapades. She couldn't have found out that I was a lesbian or that I had four MILFs in my harem, three of them married (one to the reverend).

“Yes, Mom?” I asked with trepidation as I reached the bottom of the stairs.

“I'm in the living room,” she said, her voice stern.

I knew that tone of voice. She was mad at me. I swallowed. My petite, nineteen-year-old body trembling. I found myself playing with my blonde hair as I headed into the living room. I wasn't wearing any panties beneath my skirt and suddenly I felt so naked. Just a perverted dyke about to be dressed down.

“Yes, Mom?” I whispered when I entered the living room.

My step-mother sat on the couch in a blue house robe. She was clearly ready for bed, with her makeup removed and wearing her nightgown beneath her robe. She had combed out her brassy-brown hair to a glossy shine that tumbled around her beautiful and mature face.

I had a crush on my step-mother. She was one of the many MILFs in my life that I craved. Besides the four I had already seduced, I had the hots for my step-mother, our next-door neighbor Mrs. May, the sexy Officer Della, and my family practice doctor.

Dr. Karim made me shudder. The Arab MLIF was sexy.

“What's wrong, Mom?” I repeated as she stared at me. “It's late. I have classes in the morning.”

She flinched at that for some reason. Then her expression tightened. “Sit down.” She nodded to the chair across the coffee table from the couch she sat perched on. “Now, Sarah.”

“Yes, Mom,” I said. She had been my mother most of my life. My biological mother had passed away when I was three. I sank onto the chair, trembling. From her demeanor, I could tell I was in real trouble.

She just stared at me. I squirmed. “Um...”

“I'm waiting for someone to arrive,” she said. “I thought she would make this easier...”

“Easier?” I squirmed. “What's going on, Mom?” Was I wrong? Was she going to tell me something else? Was Mom going to confess that she was leaving Dad for another woman? A MILF. Maybe Mrs. May?

No, no, those were just perverted fantasy. She wouldn't leave my dad. They were both too devoutly Christian for that.

“Mom?” I asked, my stomach roiling. “Is it about you and Dad?”

Her brow knitted then she sighed. “No. It's about you...” She drew in a deep breath, her hands squeezing tight on her lap. “I went to Morning Jolt this evening and... and...”

“Oh,” I said, my blood running cold.

“You were... you were...” Her cheeks blushed. “With your professor, Ms. Keighley. I just stopped by to say hi to you, and there you were... You were... On your knees... And... and... So I called—”

DING-DONG!

My step-mom and I both jumped at the sound of the doorbell. Who had my mom called? She rubbed on her robe and then stood up. “I thought it would be best to have her come over and speak to you.”

“Her?” I asked as she headed for the door.

“I didn't tell her, though,” my step-mom added. “I couldn't... It's so... I can't believe you and a woman...” She opened the door.

“Delilah, what's so important?” a familiar voice asked.

One that made my pussy instantly get wet.

Mrs. Beringer, the preacher's wife, had shown up. Of course, my mom would call Mrs. Beringer. She ran the ladies' groups at our church, and all of the female-to-female counseling sessions. She and her husband were a team, and this was something my step-mother wasn't comfortable talking about around a man.

My mind shifted into new ideas.

“Delilah, what's wrong?” Mrs. Beringer asked as she followed my mother into the house. She glanced into the living room and saw me. For a moment, her face lit up in worshipful delight. She was my sex slave, the first woman I had seduced into my harem.

My naughty pussy clenched. I had been afraid of seducing my step-mother, but my secret was out. What did I have to lose now? I squirmed as my step-mother trembled. She looked about to burst into tears.

“I don't know... what I did wrong... raising Sarah,” my step-mom sobbed.

“Oh, dear,” Mrs. Beringer said. She put a comforting arm around my step-mother's shoulder and guided her towards the living room. “Okay. Just a few deep breaths. What do you think you've done wrong?”

“She's... she's a lesbian!” My mom looked horrified. We lived in a small, Nebraskan town. Very religious. There was a church on every street corner, as the joke went. It wasn't the sort of place that put out rainbow banners in the windows during June. “I've failed her, Natalie. What am I going to do? How can I help her?”

Mrs. Beringer helped my mother sit on the couch again. Then the reverend's sexy wife sank down beside her. Mrs. Beringer was a busty woman with black hair, a mature beauty. I was so glad I caught her masturbating to lesbian porn. Girl-on-MILF action. It had been hot.

“Okay, so why do you think she's a lesbian?” Mrs. Beringer asked, her voice cautious. The woman didn't want her own secret out. It would destroy her marriage and the church. We were still Christians. Still loved God.

He just had given us temptation we couldn't resist.

“I saw her,” whispered my step-mother. “With her teacher. At her work. They were... behind the building... Doing things.”

“I was eating my teacher's pussy,” I said.

“Sarah Michelle Bush!” my step-mother gasped, staring at me in shock. “That's... you don't use that word in this house!”

“Okay, okay,” said Mrs. Beringer, giving me a look. She arched an eyebrow as if asking, “Are we seducing your step-mother?”

I nodded.

“So, what is wrong?” I asked. “I know it must have been shocking to come across your step-daughter making love to another woman, especially in a public place, but you are freaked out. Calm down. Now, she's nineteen. Did you not have premarital sex?”

“Well, I mean...” She squirmed. “It was with my high school sweetheart. I thought we were going to get married. She was doing it with a woman!”

“And?” asked Mrs. Beringer. “What's so wrong with that?”

“It's a sin!”

“There's are no passages in the Bible that prohibit lesbianism,” said Mrs. Beringer. “Not a single one. It only condemns sodomy. And, oral sex with a woman is not sodomy.”

“What?” my mother gasped. She stared at Mrs. Beringer like a snake had crawled into the woman's place. She stared at her in disgust. “What are you saying?”

“That if you're going by the Bible, lesbianism isn't a sin.”

“But... but... only a man and woman can get married,” my step-mother rallied. “There for lesbianism is a sin by default.”

“Is it even sex if there's no penetrative act?” I asked. “I mean, the ancient Greeks didn't believe in lesbians because of that reason. They just saw it as something women did with each other. Like hugging. They thought you needed a penis to have sex.” That was true. I had learned it researching Sappho, the Ancient Greek poet. She was a lesbian who wrote about her desires for other women. “So... was it even sex? Or was I just enjoying another woman?”

My mother worked her mouth.

“Mmm, I think a president also said that oral sex isn't sex,” said Mrs. Beringer.

“What is going on here?” my step-mother gasped. “You were doing it in public, Sarah. As if lesbianism wasn't disgusting enough, you were doing it where anyone could see it.”

“Lesbian passion isn't disgusting, Mom,” I said, standing up. “It's beautiful. It's wonderful. It's not a sin at all. Women can do it with each other and it's not even cheating.” It was all lies, but I was so horny for my mother. I just needed her to cross the line.

“She's correct,” Mrs. Beringer said. “There are a few women at our church that indulge when their husbands are not around. It's just something friends can share. Two women uniting in ways men can't understand.”

My step-mother's jaw dropped.

“Let me show you how beautiful it is, Mom,” I said and stepped around the coffee table. I stood over Mrs. Beringer.

My sex slave swallowed and then lifted her head, inviting me to kiss her, welcoming it in front of my step-mother. I pursed my lips and then lowered my head to the mature beauty. A strangled gasp burst from my step-mother as I kissed the reverend's wife.

My lips sealed on Mrs. Beringer's. I groaned at the feel of her plump lips contact on mine. My tongue thrust into her mouth. I swirled it around while my step-mom watched. She shifted away from us.

“Sarah!” she gasped. “Natalie! You two...? No, no, you're married to the reverend. You can't be doing this.”

But Mrs. Beringer kept kissing me. Her hand stroked my cheek with such submissive love. I shuddered, feeling the excitement of this moment. Oh, it was cheating. I had cuckolded the reverend. My deflowered pussy clenched. This sexy MILF had taken my virginity just this afternoon. It had been the most amazing experience of my life.

I caressed Mrs. Beringer through her blouse as my tongue danced with hers. I tried to tickle her tonsils. Then she thrust hers into my mouth. It was such a sloppy kiss. I squeezed her tit, feeling her bra through the blouse. A comfortable sports bra. She wasn't dressed to go out. She must have been getting ready for bed when she got the call.

I broke the kiss and glanced at Mom. “Mmm, see, that's beautiful, isn't it?”

“So beautiful,” Mrs. Beringer panted. “Mis... Sarah, you are always a delight to kiss.”

“N-Natalie!” gasped my step-mom. “What would your husband think?”

“Men can't understand what exists between women, Delilah,” purred the reverend's wife. “But God does. That's why he didn't ban us from playing with each other. Why we can love each other and it's not cheating. It's not adultery. It's not a sin. It's just women loving other women. It's beauty. It's passion. It's something I want to share with you.”

Mrs. Beringer leaned in to kiss my mother but she pulled back. “No, no, I can't. I married. I love my husband.”

“Mmm, of course you do, Mom,” I said. “We're not going to force you. But you have to understand how beautiful women are. Mrs. Beringer, get naked.”

“Yes, Mis... Sarah.” She stood up and pulled off the baggy blouse she wore. Beneath, she had a gray sports bra that cradled those big and lush titties that I loved so much. I grinned at her, salivating with hunger to just bury my face into her big boobs and go to town on them.

Then she peeled off her sports bra and unleashed those gorgeous tits. I groaned and grabbed them. I squeezed and hefted those tits. They were a mother's boobs. They had suckled children who were my age.

“Look at these breasts, Mom,” I said. “A woman's glory on display. Big and soft. They have such delights to them. Her nipples are hard.”

I ducked my head down and licked at a fat, dark-red nipple. My tongue made it quiver for a moment while Mrs. Beringer moaned. Another strangled groan burst from my step-mother. She swallowed as she stared at us.

I sucked Mrs. Beringer's nipple into my mouth. She moaned in delight, her head arching back. My hips wiggled, my long skirt swirling. This was so delicious. So hot to do. I nursed on her while her hips wiggled. Cloth slid off her hips as she shoved off her sweatpants.

What sort of panties did she have on? Something comfortable or something sexy?

As I nursed on her fat nub, I trailed my left hand down her flat stomach and then to her black bush. No panties on at all. That naughty MILF. I sucked hard on her nipple as I slid my digits through her curls. I enjoyed the feel of her silk spilling over my fingers before I found her hot folds.

She was wet. I cupped her pussy and caressed her snatch. I worked my digits up and down her slit, teasing her silky and engorged folds. She moaned in delight as I caressed her. Pleasured her. I gave her a wicked treat to enjoy.

She appreciated it.

I popped my mouth off of her nipple and stared up at her, this big smile on my lips. “See, Mom, women, especially mature and lovely women like you and Mrs. Beringer, are gorgeous. Wonderful. Beautiful.”

“So are cute delights like you, Mis... Sarah!” She thrust her hands out and grabbed my top. She pulled it up. “Delilah, your daughter is gorgeous. Just look at her.”

My step-mom swallowed as she watched my shirt slid up my belly. I thrust my arms up in the air, grinning at her. My small boobies came into view, little mounds topped by light-pink nipples. They were so hard. Then my vision went dark for a moment. Mrs. Beringer tossed my shirt to the floor and then cupped my itty bitty titties.

She kneaded them with her fingers as she brought her lips to my nipple. She latched on and sucked. She nursed on me. Tingles rippled from my nub. I groaned, my eyes widening at the delight of her sucking on me.

“Mmm, see, Mom, isn't this beautiful?” I asked her.

She swallowed, staring at us, the shock on her mature and gorgeous face was just priceless. I loved it so much. This was such a delicious delight to witness. I stared at her, my heart beating faster and faster. The blood raced through my veins.

My pussy grew hotter and hotter.

Mrs. Beringer suckled on my nipple, sending sparks shooting to my hot twat. I groaned and then gasped as the naughty MILF's hands slid down from my tits to caress my sides. I shivered at her touch, my body feeling so alive.

Then her hands grabbed my skirt. She unzipped it, then pulled it off of my hips. She drew my skirt over my rump. I gasped as she worked it down. This was incredible to enjoy. This had me shivering in delight as the garment fell down my legs.

I stood naked.

Mrs. Beringer's hands slid over my thighs for a moment then she popped her mouth off my nipple. “No panties?”

I shook my head. “I'm a wicked lesbian, aren't I?”

She smiled at me. “Yes, you are, Mis... Sarah.” Mrs. Beringer sank to her knees before me then turned to look at my mother. “Delilah, come closer. Look at how pretty your step-daughter's pussy is. She keeps it shaved. Isn't that naughty of her?”

“Yes, Mom, come and look,” I said. Then added steel to my voice. “Now!”

My step-mom swallowed. She slid off the couch, her hands hugging her house robe tighter about her body. She worked on her knees closer. She gasped as she came up alongside Mrs. Beringer. She stared at my tight slit, my juices running down my thighs. My tangy musk perfumed the air.

“Mmm,” breathed Mrs. Beringer. “Isn't that a lovely scent? Your daughter smells delicious, Delilah.”

“I...” My step-mother shook her head. “This is wrong. We're both married.”

“It's not,” Mrs. Beringer cooed. “No sin here. Just simple pleasure. It's not adultery. We can't have babies. It's just... a way to relax.” The reverend's wife licked her lips. “Now don't tell me that pretty pussy isn't just yummy enough to eat. Have you ever seen one up close before?”

My step-mother shook her head. She stared at mine, her eyes wide.

This was so exciting. I grinned at her, so wet and ready for her to just eat me out, but she wasn't ready for that. She had to be coaxed. Awakened. I couldn't believe it, though. I was seducing my step-mother tonight.

My third MILF today. What a wonderful, if long, Sunday.

“Oh, I just have to eat her,” moaned Mrs. Beringer. “I love eating your step-daughter's pussy.”

The reverend's wife pressed her head between my thighs. Her breath washed over my twat. My favorite of my MILFs—how could my first not be my favorite?—kissed me right on the snatch. Her lips smooched at my slit.

I shuddered, my small tits quivering. My blonde hair swayed down my back, feeling so ticklish on my skin. I groaned as the reverend's wife then flicked her tongue teasingly through my slit. She brushed my clit.

Sparks flared.

I gasped and groaned. I trembled in delight, savoring this wonderful heat rushing through my body from her tongue's naughty licking and lapping. I groaned and shuddered. This was so amazing with my step-mother watching. The delight rippled through my body. My toes flexed against the throw rug.

“Oh my,” my step-mom groaned. Her eyes were so wide as she stared at the sight before her.

“I know,” I cooed. “It's so hot, isn't it? Just such a wicked thing to witness. Oh, Mom, it feels amazing, too. Mrs. Beringer knows how to lick me.”

“And you... like the taste, Natalie?” my step-mother moaned.

“It's ambrosia, Delilah.” The reverend's wife thrust her tongue deep into my cunt.

I loved that she had deflowered me. I quivered, my cunt on fire. Her tongue stirred up the heat. The pleasure melted through my body. My step-mom watching with her wide green eyes only made this more exciting.

My breasts rose and fell. My heart pounded in my chest. The wild beat swept the bliss that Mrs. Beringer created in my pussy throughout my flesh. My fingers flexed as the black-haired wife devoured me. She feasted on me with such hunger.

“Oh, yes, Mom, she's amazing,” I moaned. “She has her tongue stirring through my folds. She's licking and lapping at me. She's just teasing me. It's so hot. I love it.”

“So do I,” moaned the reverend's wife.

“I can't believe this is happening,” my step-mom moaned. She squirmed as she watched, her hands pulling on her robe. She licked her lips. “This is insane. I brought you over to talk sense into her, Natalie. Not for you to be a dyke, too.”

“Mmm, isn't there a little bit of dyke in you, Delilah?” Mrs. Beringer asked then thrust her tongue into the depths of my cunt.

“Yes, yes, yes, Mom!” I moaned. “Doesn't this turn you on even a little? Doesn't it make your married pussy so wet? So excited?”

“No!” my step-mom groaned, her green eyes fixed on Mrs. Beringer's face planted into my snatch. “No, it doesn't!”

“Don't be a liar, Mom!” I panted. “You're dripping wet. I know it. I can tell. Ooh, you have a flood of juices pouring out of your cunt, don't you?”

My mother shook her head, but she was still staring at the passion. My orgasm swelled beneath her scrutiny and Mrs. Beringer's naughty tongue. The reverend's wife worked her tongue so deep into me. She swirled around, caressing all those naughty spots in me.

My pussy came alive with delight. I shuddered, my hair swaying down my back. My clit throbbed, the tip of her nose rubbing on it while she plundered my depths. Her hands grabbed my rump. She squeezed my ass.

Then she pulled back and flicked her tongue to my clit. She latched onto my bud. I gasped as the pleasure sparked from that naughty spot. It electrified throughout my body. Every bit of my flesh buzzed from the delight that she sparked in me.

“Oh, my gosh, Mom,” I moaned. “She's going to make me cum. Do you ever cum?”

“I... I...” stammered my step-mom.

“Oh, yes, yes, Mrs. Beringer!” I groaned, the MILF sucking hard on my clit.

I threw back my head and cried out in rapture.

My pussy convulsed. Pleasures rushed through my body. The rapture gushed out of my cunt and flooded Mrs. Beringer's hungry mouth. The MILF licked at my snatch. She lapped at me hungrily. I could feel her tongue darting through my folds and feasting on me. This was incredible to experience. The rapture rushed through my body.

“Is she...?” my step-mother asked.

“I'm cumming!” I moaned.

“Mmm, just drowning me!” Mrs. Beringer moaned.

I bucked and shuddered, trembling through the orgasmic delight. My mind blazed. Stars burst across my vision. I shuddered, my little tits jiggling from side to side. They quivered while my thoughts melted beneath me the heat.

Mrs. Beringer's tongue licked and lapped at me. She gathered up all that wonderful cum that was radiating out my cunt had gushing through my body. It was a delicious treat. I savored it. I loved every second of it blazing through my body.

I quivered through my delight. I shuddered at how magnificent this felt. It was incredible to enjoy. I shuddered, loving this ecstasy. It was fantastic. My thoughts quivered as I hit my peak of bliss and then floated down into delight.

“Oh, Mrs. Beringer, that was a great orgasm,” I panted. “Ooh, Mom, she made me feel amazing.”

My step-mom swallowed, her cheeks red.

Mrs. Beringer pulled her face away. She dripped with my cream, her hair sweeping behind her as she turned to face my step-mother. The reverend's wife arched an eyebrow at my step-mother then grabbed her shoulders.

“Delilah,” breathed Mrs. Beringer as she leaned in to kiss her.

My mother squeaked. Whimpered. She swallowed. Trembled.

But she didn't pull away.

I smiled as the two married MILF's came together in a wicked kiss seasoned by my tangy cunt cream. I almost swooned with excitement as Mrs. Beringer kissed my step-mother. The reverend's wife worked her lips while my step-mother shuddered and trembled. I loved it. This was it. We had her.

Mrs. Beringer thrust her tongue into my step-mother's mouth. Such heat rippled out of my cunt. I fanned my face, the heat swelling in me. Then mother, her eyes closing, returned the kiss. This was such a wicked thing to witness. The reverend's wife and my step-mother making out.

“Yes!” I groaned. There was one person not naked. “Take off her robe, Mrs. Beringer.”

Mrs. Beringer broke the kiss and purred, “Yes, Mistress Sarah.”

“M-mistress?” gasped my step-mother.

Mrs. Beringer winked at my step-mother then began untying her house robe. I quivered as my MILF-slave opened the robe. My mother wore her pink nightgown beneath, a cotton affair that draped over her breasts. Her hard nipples standing proud proved she wore no bra beneath.

“Stand up, Mom,” I commanded.

“W-what?” she asked.

“I gave you an order,” I said. “If you're going to do this, then you have to obey. Otherwise, I'll take Mrs. Beringer up to my room and we'll have fun without you. All night long. You'll have to hear us moaning and gasping and be so envious.”

My step-mother swallowed. Then she stood up, her nightgown swaying down around her ankles. I smiled at her obedience. MILFs who did what I told them to do were the sexiest things in the world. Nothing made me wetter.

“Now, nightgown off,” I ordered. “Let me see that body.”

“O-okay, Sarah,” she said, her cheeks blushing.

“Try calling her Mistress Sarah,” Mrs. Beringer said. “It's a lot hotter.”

My step-mother shuddered. “M-Mistress Sarah... I'll do it, Mistress Sarah.”

I almost swooned in delight. The newest member of my harem was my step-mother!

She grabbed the cloth at the waist and slowly drew it up, the fabric bunching up in her hands. More and more of her calves appeared then her knees. Finally, she dragged it up her torso, exposing her thighs and then the white panties she wore beneath. The boring kind that came in a packet of ten from Walmart. Her flat stomach appeared and then her big mommy tits.

I groaned at the sight of her large and lush tits. Her dusky-pink nipples thrust out hard from her areolas. My tongue slid around my lips as I salivated. They were gorgeous. Amazing. Perfect. Just the sort of ripe delight I loved.

“Mrs. Beringer, pull down her panties and see how wet she is,” I ordered as I grabbed my step-mother's tits.

My step-mother gasped as I kneaded them. This taboo thrill of cuckolding my own father swept through me. I was being such a wicked daughter. My pussy clenched, fresh juices trickling down my thighs.

As I played with those lush and soft boobies, Mrs. Beringer tugged down my step-mother's panties. She had a trimmed bush the same brassy hue as her hair. Dewdrops adorned them. Mrs. Beringer cupped my step-mother's pussy, bringing a gasp from her lips.

“Ooh, she's wet,” Mrs. Beringer said.

“Okay,” I said. “Mom, let's head upstairs to your bedroom. Lead the way.”

“Yes, Mistress Sarah,” she moaned, blushing.

“I'm going to fuck you so hard,” I purred, squeezing her tits. “Mmm, and you're going to eat pussy. Oh, yes, yes, you're going to eat Mrs. Beringer's pussy while I fuck you in the ass.”

My step-mother's jaw dropped. Then she shuddered, her boobs jiggling in my hand. “Y-yes, Mistress Sarah.”

I loved it. She pulled those lush mounds away from me as she turned. So I smacked her in the ass. She gasped at the stinging sound, a red handprint appearing. Then she scurried ahead. I sauntered after, Mrs. Beringer following.

I drooled over my step-mother's ass as she ascended the stairs. Her rump wiggled back and forth while her brassy bush flashed between her lush thighs. I groaned, practically drooling as I followed her up the stairs. Then she headed down the hall.

I popped into my room and opened up a large bag that held my sex toys. I snagged out my fleshy strap-on. I had lost my virginity with this today. After a moment, I decided to grab the bag. We would have the whole night to play.

Might as well bring some toys.

My step-mother waited nervously in the master bedroom while Mrs. Beringer already had stretched out on the bed, her legs stretched wide apart. Her black-furred muff was on display, awaiting a lucky MILF to eat her out.

“Get to feasting on her cunt, Mom,” I said. I loved fucking MILFs with my strap-on. “Mmm, just go to town on her pussy.”

“Yes, Mistress Sarah,” she moaned and headed to the bed.

She slid onto it, her breasts swaying. I swallowed, my body trembling. Then I stepped into the harness. The bedsprings creaked as my step-mother crawled onto the mattress, that gorgeous booty wiggling at me. She crawled into place and lowered her head.

“I just... lick her?” my mother asked.

“Mmm, yes,” purred Mrs. Beringer, grabbing handfuls of my step-mother's hair. She gently pulled Mom's face to her crotch. “Kiss, lick, slurp, suck, nibble, whatever strikes your fancy.”

I groaned as my step-mother's face nuzzled into Mrs. Beringer's black bush. Then the reverend's wife gasped. She arched her back, her big boobs jiggling. Mom had taken her first few licks. That was hot.

I finished adjusting the strap-on, the base pressing on my clit and pussy lips. I loved that pressure. I stroked my fake dick and then mounted the bed. I bit my lip, staring at that gorgeous ass in front of me, my hungers growing.

“How's her pussy, Mom?” I asked, grabbing my step-mother's hips and grinding the flesh dildo towards her pussy.

“It's...” My mother shuddered. “It's delicious. I had no idea, Sara... Mistress Sarah.”

“That you were really a dyke-slut, Mom?” I cooed, pressing the tip of my dildo into her pussy. “Is that it?”

“Yes!” she moaned.

“Lord, it's so amazing to be a dyke-slut for your step-daughter,” moaned the reverend's wife, her big tits jiggling. “Ooh, Delilah, you're really licking my pussy now. Oh, yes, yes, you're getting that tongue into me.”

“Good,” I moaned and thrust the fake cock into my step-mother's pussy.

The taboo thrill of cuckolding my father swept through me. This was so wrong, and yet I loved it. I reveled in sliding that thick dildo into my step-mother's twat. She groaned into Mrs. Beringer's pussy. Mom's ass clenched as I drove it deeper and deeper into her snatch. The base rubbed on my clit and labia.

Pleasure rushed through me. I groaned, my small breasts quivering. My fingers dug into her hips as I slid my toy farther and farther into her pussy. I savored the way she gasped and groaned, her head moving as she feasted on my other MILF-slave.

I claimed my step-mother. I owned her now.

“How does that feel in your pussy, Mom?” I asked.

“So big, Mistress Sarah,” she panted. “I thought you were going to fuck my... my...”

“Your asshole?” I asked, smiling. “Mmm, Mom, I have to get all nice and lubed. I wouldn't want to hurt you. I love all my MILFs. You, Mrs. Beringer, Ms. Keighley, Mrs. Chavarria, and Mrs. Fredrickson. You're the fifth MILF to join my harem. Isn't that wonderful?”

She shuddered. “So many?”

“Yes.” My pussy clenched, the anticipation to fuck my mother in the ass building, but I held off, wanting her juices to soak the toy. “And that's just the start. You're going to help me get the last few on my list. Right?”

My step-mother hesitated for a heartbeat. “Yes! Yes, I will, Mistress Sarah!”

I withdrew the dildo out of her cunt, the fleshy shaft emerging dripping her cream. The tart aroma of my step-mother's pussy filled my nose. I breathed it in as I grabbed the wet shaft and pushed it between her butt-crack, sliding it right for her asshole.

She moaned into Mrs. Beringer's cunt when I found her asshole. I pushed on Mom's anal ring, the dildo's base pressing hard on my clit. The pressure was delicious. Sparks flared from my naughty bud and showered through my body.

I groaned, loving every second of this. My heart pounded in my chest as I pushed and pushed. The pussy-slicked dildo pressed into her bowels. She moaned louder, her voice so throaty as I sodomized her asshole.

The taboo thrill raced through me.

“Mistress Sarah,” my step-mother moaned. “Oh, Mistress Sarah... That's... You're... Oh, Mistress Sarah, you're sodomizing me!”

“Yes, I am!” I groaned, inch after inch of my toy vanishing into her asshole. “Ooh, Mom, you're taking that big shaft in your bowels like the lezzie slut I prayed you would be!”

“You wicked child!” gasped my step-mother. “Oh, Mistress Sarah, I had no idea about any of this. It's all so new. So exciting.”

“I know,” I said, grabbing her hips as I sank the last few inches, my clit throbbing in delight.

Then I pulled back. She groaned into Mrs. Beringer's pussy. The reverend's wife smiled at me, her big boobs jiggling as she squirmed on the bed. She looked so delicious there, her eyes so wide with delight as I slammed back into my step-mother's bowels.

The resistance of her anal sheath against my dildo pressed the toy against my clit. My bud drank in the pressure. I groaned, my blonde hair swaying around my back as I pumped away at Mom's asshole. I pounded her hard, my pussy clenching.

“Yes, yes, yes, Mistress Sarah,” moaned Mrs. Beringer. “Your step-mother is a natural-born pussy licker.”

“I can't wait for my turn!” I squealed, slamming hard into my mother's asshole.

“You'll love it!” Mrs. Beringer moaned. “Oh, yes, yes, Delilah, get that tongue in my cunt. Mmm, just like that. That's perfect!”

I shuddered, my pussy clenching as I thrust away hard and fast at my step-mother's asshole. I drove the dildo into her bowels. I slammed hard into her flesh. The pleasure shot up my body. My clit throbbed and ached. The pressure in my cunt swelled with every thrust forward. I drove that naughty dildo into her bowels.

My crotch smacked into her rump. I spanked her over and over again. I loved the way she grunted and groaned. It was so satisfying to hear. My pussy clenched, the heat swelling and swelling in me. I shuddered, hurtling towards that wonderful moment of orgasmic release.

That mighty burst of bliss that would consume me.

The dildo massaged my clit. My pussy lips. I savored every thrust forward because the toy's base made me feel good. I gripped my step-mother's hips as I fucked her with all my might, my eyes watching Mrs. Beringer's big tits.

They jiggled. Shook. They had such a delicious quiver to them. It was all so hot to watch. It had my cunt clenching.

“Love those tits!” I moaned. “Mmm, Mrs. Beringer, your tits are so sexy.”

“Yours are so cute, Mistress Sarah!” the reverend's wife answered. “Ooh, Delilah. Yes, yes, play with my clit.”

“Make her cum, Mom!” I gasped, thrusting into my step-mother's asshole.

“Yes, Mistress Sarah,” Mom groaned. “Oh, Lord, I'm going to orgasm on your dildo. I can't believe it... You're sodomizing me, and it feels amazing. My asshole's melting around your toy!”

“Good!” I panted and thrust harder.

My pussy dripped juices down my thighs. My cunt was so hot, brimming with the bliss that would explode through me. My fingers dug into her hips as I slammed the toy into her ass. Sparks sizzled in me.

“Oh, my Lord,” Mrs. Beringer moaned. “Delilah... Yes!”

The reverend's wife came. Her body bucked. Her tits heaved as she climaxed. My step-mother moaned, her head moving as she licked up the flood. I grinned, fucking into her bowels hard, my clit bursting with sparks. I was moments from cumming. Moments from exploding from the thrill.

“So good,” panted my step-mother. “Your juices taste so good, and... and... Oh, Mistress Sarah... I'm cumming!”

I grinned as Mom moaned out her bliss I slammed into her bowels, sparks bursting from my clit. They sizzled through my clit and set my flesh on fire. I gripped her hips tight and trembled as my own orgasm blazed in my pussy.

My cunt went wild, juices gushing out of me. I groaned, stars twinkling before my eyes. I shuddered, whispering. The pleasure blazed through my body. The bliss consumed me. I whimpered as I hit the peak.

“Oh, Mom, yes!” I groaned.

“Mistress Sarah!” she groaned.

“Mmm, that was good,” panted Mrs. Beringer.

“Yes!” I gasped and ripped the dildo out of my stepmother's asshole. “Time to show me how skilled you are at pussy licking, Mom! I want you lapping at my cunt!”

“Yes, Mistress,” moaned my mother.

I  peeled the harness off my hips and shimmied out of it, then stretched out on my back with my legs thrust in the air. My toes curled. I yanked tossed the strap-on to the end of the bed. I spread my legs as my step-mother turned around on her knees, her brassy brown hair swaying about her flushed face. Pussy cream dripped from her mouth.

She stared down at my pussy and swallowed. “Mistress Sarah... You do have a pretty pussy. Oh, my, it's gorgeous.”

“Eat it,” Mrs. Beringer purred. “I'll take care of you, Delilah.”

Mom ducked her head down. I shuddered as she nuzzled into my pussy lips. My father's wife dove in and kissed me right on the twat. I shuddered at this wicked sensation, the taboo delight rippling through me. She licked me.

I gasped as she slid up through my folds and brushed my sensitive clit. Her hands slid around my thighs as she licked me again. And again. She lapped at me. I groaned and squirmed as her tongue fluttered through my folds, teasing me.

“Oh, that is good, Mom!” I gasped.

“Natural,” Mrs. Beringer said in a sing-song way before she ducked her head down to feast on my step-mother's twat.

Mom groaned into my cunt. She thrust her tongue into my depths as she wiggled her hips. I squeezed my thighs about her head, my pussy coming alive beneath her tongue's licking and lapping. The pleasure rippled through my body. It was so intoxicating to feel. I groaned, squeezing my eyes closed.

I humped against my step-mother's licking. Her tongue danced around in me while her plump lips worked on my shaved folds. My hands grabbed my tits. I squeezed and kneaded them. I massaged my little mounds, loving the feel of them in my grasp. I dug my fingers into them, whimpering and groaning.

This all felt incredible. I shuddered as my step-mother fluttered her tongue around in me, driving me wild. My back arched as the pleasure swelled in me. I gripped my small titties, my finger sliding up to my nipples.

I pinched them.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned. “Oh, Mom, that's good.”

“Mmm, your pussy is good,” purred my step-mother, her green eyes staring up my body. “Just yummy.”

“So's yours, Delilah,” the reverend's wife moaned. “Ooh, that tart cream... Yum!”

My mother's tongue danced over my slit. She brushed my clit. Sparks flared. The pleasure showed over my mind. It was fantastic. I squeezed my thighs together, my orgasm building and building. Especially when she licked my bud.

Her tongue dove back into my twat. She swirled it around in my cunt. She pleasured me. I groaned as she caressed me. Drove me wild. I trembled on the bed, squeezing my thighs around my step-mother's head.

“Mom!” I groaned. “Oh, yes, yes, Mom, that's good.”

“Mmm, wonderful,” she purred and then slid her tongue up to my clit.

I gasped as my sexy step-mother danced her tongue around my bud. She played with the naughty pearl, delight zapping from it. My cunt clenched, becoming more and more electrified by her naughty tongue.

Her lips nuzzled around my clit. She sucked on it. I gasped, my back arching. She groaned as she did, clearly loving what Mrs. Beringer was doing to her. This was all so exciting. I shuddered, my pleasure building and building.

“Oh, Mommy, I'm going to cum!”

She nursed harder.

“Mommy!” I squealed, this taboo pressure building and building in me.

I shouldn't be enjoying my step-mother in this naughty way. My eyes scrunched up. The pleasure swelled in me. I hurtled closer and closer to that moment of exploding. To that delightful burst of rapture consuming me.

Mrs. Beringer's fingers kneaded my mother's rump. Her dark eyes stared at me over my step-mother's ass as she feasted on Mom's yummy cunt. I shuddered, this threesome so wild. So naughty. Mom sucked on my clit.

I came on my step-mother's mouth.

“Mommy!” I howled and bucked. My pussy went wild, my cream gushing into her mouth.

“Mistress Sarah!” she gasped and then attacked my folds.

She licked and lapped up my juices pouring out of my spasming pussy. The electric current zapped through my nervous system. Sparks sizzled across my brain. Stars burst above me, twinkling in celebration of my naughty bliss.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned, squirming through my bliss. “Oh, Mom!”

My step-mother groaned as she licked me up. Her body shuddered. Then she squealed into my cunt in that familiar sound of a woman achieving her passion. I loved her moans into my pussy as she licked up my cream.

I trembled through my orgasm. I hit that wild and wonderful peak of bliss, my step-mother lapping at my folds. I quivered, the bliss intoxicating. I savored every moment of it, my heart beating so fast. It hammered away in my chest.

“Mommy,” I panted. “Kiss me!”

She pulled her face from my pussy and crawled up my body. her heavy tits dragged over my stomach and pillowed into my tits. Her nipples brushed mine as she darted in and kissed me hungrily on the mouth.

My tangy cream coated her lips. I kissed her with passion, so thrilled that my harem of lesbian MILFs had grown to encompass my step-mother. This was such a wild day. I was so thrilled to be able to enjoy all these delights.

I was one lucky lesbian girl. Nineteen and with five MILFs to worship and love me.

I broke the kiss and purred, “This is all your fault, Mommy. You sent me to Mrs. Beringer's to drop off those cookies. Now here we are.”

My step-mother shuddered. “Lucky me.”

She kissed me again, her tongue slipping into my mouth. I groaned, savoring this moment. It was so delicious. What a wonderful day it had been. I had claimed my first crush, lost my virginity, seduced my boss, and now owned my step-mother.

What would tomorrow bring?

*   *   *

Dear diary,

Mom's mine! My step-mother is my lezzie slut! She called Mrs. Beringer over. Oh, you have no idea how wild it was. I wanted to tell you all about it, but I'm so worn out. I have to get some sleep. I have classes in the morning but...

Mom's mine!

Dad's out of town, so I'm heading back to her room to sleep with her. My first time sharing a bed with a MILF. This is so wonderful. Oh, diary, I have never, ever, ever been this happy in my whole life!

Hugs and kisses,

Sarah XOXO

To be continued...

Want to read the next part? Click here for Lezzie Cutie's Voyeuristic Delight!

If you liked this hot read, check out Reed James's Patreon!


Sneak Preview of “MILF's Lesbian Discovery”

I rubbed my thighs together as she worked the buttons of her V-neck blouse. The silk ruffled. She popped her fingers through the buttons. She glanced at me and froze. Then she turned around, putting her back to me as she kept undoing them.

Her modesty only made me hotter. She was the same age as my step-daughter. I leaned forward, my clit throbbed. Her black braid swayed down her back as she opened her blouse and slipped it out. She exposed her slender back. The straps of her white bra marring the delicious view. Her gray skirt clung to her rump.

I licked my lips.

“Don't be shy,” I told her. “Just us women.”

“I know,” she said. “Even in the locker room, I was always shy.”

“Why?” I asked. “You're cute. You have a great body. Celebrate it.”

“Thanks, Mrs. Lorde,” she said. “Still...”

“I won't judge,” I said. “You're amazing. You have a great butt, those long legs, and you have those cute breasts.”

“They're so small,” she said, glancing back at me.

“Mmm, no such thing as too small when it comes to tits,” I told her. “It's not like a dildo. They're great at all sizes.”

If you want to read more, click here for MILF's Lesbian Discovery (The Lesbian MILF's Assistant 1)!
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