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*
"Mrs Summers, sign here please," for a second Willow didn't realise that the hotel receptionist was talking to her. Then it struck her, for the last six hours she hadn't been a Rosenberg, but a Summers. Leaning over she signed the form that had been pushed in front of her.
"Mrs Summers," she repeated it under her breath. Then she looked at her wife and grinned, "Mrs Summers... I'll have to get used to that."
Joyce smiled as she held out her arm for Willow to slip her own through, "Well, as from now, you've got plenty of time to do so."
Willow slid her arm through the crook of Joyce's, pulling her best friends Mom, her wife she reminded herself, closer. Joyce snuggled her head onto Willow's shoulder and they followed the bellboy, struggling with their luggage to the suite.
"Aren't you glad we waited?" murmured Joyce.
"Yes," lied Willow. Given the choice, she'd have jumped Joyce on their first date, almost a year ago. But Joyce had insisted that they hold out, making Willow wait until they reached the wedding night. Willow wasn't sure how many dildos she gone through in that time, but it seemed one hell of a lot.
The bellboy opened the door to the room. Willow grinned as she saw the soft, four poster bed, its covers neatly laid. Beside it was a bottle of champagne in ice, compliments of the management. She lightly disengaged herself from Joyce and tipped the bellboy. He grinned and gave them a small bow, "Enjoy your stay."
He had barely closed the door behind him when Willow put her arms round Joyce and pulled the older woman towards her. Their mouths opened and Willow could feel the warm softness of Joyce's tongue touching her own. She moved her hands lower down the blonde's back, lightly massaging Joyce through the material of her dress. She couldn't feel any panties beneath it, the thought that her wife was going commando increased the intensity of her kissing and she pushed herself harder against the other woman. Joyce's hard nipples pressed against her, digging into the flesh beneath Willow's blouse.
"I better freshen up," Joyce's smile helped remove slight irritation that Willow felt as the Milf broke their kiss.
Joyce picked her suitcase and wheeled it into the bathroom. Willow could hear the door lock behind her. The eighteen-year-old redhead didn't waste any time in stripping off her own clothes, then pouring two glasses of champagne she sat herself on the bed, folding her legs beneath her.
It didn't take long for Joyce to freshen up. The door opened and Joyce stepped seductively into the room. Willow whistled in appreciation -- it did, after all, look like it was going to be worth the wait.
Whilst in the bathroom Joyce had touched up her lipstick and blusher, her ruby red lips were pursed seductively and the her skin shone with life. Her blonde hair was brushed and bounced with vigour as she moved, like waves against a beach. But it wasn't her head that entranced Willow, but the sexy lingerie she had put on.
The light blue silk shift clung tightly against her body, flowing over it with every movement. It slid down to the bottom of her chest, not quite touching her thighs, leaving her shaven slit on view. A pair of sexy stockings rode up her legs, a thin slip of elastic connecting them to the nightie.
"Like it," purred Joyce, "Buffy helped me choose it. She said it would drive you wild."
Willow licked her lips, before replying "Was she right...."
Joyce leant against the doorframe, she brought her hands up her side, rubbing at the material, letting it rustle against her skin. Her smile became even more seductive as Willow held out a glass of champagne for her to take.
Joyce stayed where she was for a moment. Her hand reached up to a bow at the top of the shift and she gently pulled it. Without the material holding it together the shift fell open down Joyce's cleavage. The blonde reached up again and pulled it apart so that her large tits dropped free. Only then did she walk over to Willow, take the glass and join her wife on the bed.
"Here's to married life," Willow lifted her drink and sipped a toast.
"It's bubbly," smiled Joyce as she raised the glass to her lips. Her thigh touched Willow and the redhead felt a jolt of excitement run through her. She reached down and gently moved a finger across Joyce's naked skin. There was a low moan from the older woman.
"That's nice," Joyce said quietly. She made a further sound as Willow finger went further up her thigh and slid down the side of it to rest just next to her cunt. Then to Willow's surprise and brief disappointment she took hold of the redhead's wrist and moved her hand back, "Not yet..." she breathed almost silently, "I want to do something to you first."
So saying she handed Willow the glass and took hold off her legs. Willow moved them apart in line with Joyce's gentle shoves, a little bit of champagne spilled from one of the glasses as Willow sat down on her ass with her legs spread apart.
"It looks so juicy," Joyce's voice was still so low that Willow had to strain to hear her, but the way Joyce had dropped to her stomach and was bending over Willow's twat meant that she didn't need words to know what her wife was intending.
"Fuck," gasped Willow as Joyce's tongue dabbed against her lips. She repeated the oath seconds later as Joyce hand came up and pried apart her labia. Then she said it for a third time as Joyce's tongue slid into her. The sensation of the blonde within her sent shudders through her body. Electrical impulses impossible to control made her open her hands and the two glasses dropped to the bed, the liquid within them staining the covers. Willow didn't care.
All she cared about was where Joyce's tongue went next. The Milf was slowly moving it around within Willow, each movement sending orgasmic shivers through the redhead. They got deeper as Joyce ran her tongue over Will's bud.
"That's it" gasped Willow, "that's the spot."
She reached out and took hold of Joyce's head, lightly, but firmly keeping her in place. The sound of slurping filled the room as Joyce licked at the click, her tongue lapping away at the jizz that Willow was rapidly producing.
"Oh mmyyy... oh yessss," shrieked Willow as the orgasm rent her body, exploding like a supernova and obliterating her senses in a rush of pleasure. Her back fell against the bed, still shaking.
For a second Joyce's head came up again. Her lips were covered with cum and still functioning part of Willow's brain noted that she was wearing non-smudge lipstick.
"Let me have seconds," grinned Joyce and went down again. Again her tongue explored Willow slot, licking up juice as quickly as it was produced. Then again she found the bud. Willow grabbed at the bedding, grunting as Joyce's tongue hammered within her. The second orgasm came quicker than the first, but with an even more explosive intensity; if previously it had been a star exploding, this time it was an entire galaxy ripping itself apart.
"Aaaarrrgghhh, Joyce, Joyce, Joyce," yelled Willow as she came. Her pelvis lifted up, pushing Joyce's face away.
"That was so tasty," said Joyce. She crawled up Willow's body, kissing the redhead's skin until she came to throat. She nuzzled into it, Willow gave another groan as Joyce's hand rolled across her naked midriff and up across her tits, as at the same time she gave small butterfly kisses to the redhead's neck.
They lay like that for a few minutes until Joyce raised her heads and lightly kissed Willow on the mouth. The redhead could taste the tang of her own juice, she stroked at Joyce's hair as the older woman lifted her head again.
"Have you brought it?" asked Joyce suddenly.
"Brought what?" asked Willow, her brain still slightly befuddled by her licking out.
"I want you to fuck me properly now," Joyce murmured. She moved to allow Willow to stand up and move to her case.
Unzipping it she pulled out the strap-on. It was nine inches, with a thick girth and ribbed edges. She and Joyce had chosen it a few weeks ago, and ever since the purchase Willow had been waiting for her wedding night to try it out.
As she pulled it up her thighs Willow could hear a sharp intake of breath from Joyce. She guessed that it looked much larger when in situ than it did when in it's box. A guess confirmed by Joyce's next words, "Oh Willow, it looks so big. It's making me hot just looking at it."
Willow ran her hand over it, feeling the ridges and bumps. There was another moan of anticipation from Joyce. The blonde Milf lay on her back and moved her legs apart, a hand moved down to her slit and she began to rub at her lips, before gently pulling them apart.
The bed bounced as Willow rejoined her. The redhead looked down at her wife's cunt. It was already damp, a trickle of juice seeping down from the hole.
"Take me, take me now," moaned Joyce. She moved her arms apart welcoming Willow down. The redhead took the strap-on in one hand as she moved closer guiding it so that first it's tip and then the shaft of it plunged into Joyce. Such was the size that she had to shove hard to get it all in, Joyce grunted as Willow heaved. But then Willow could feel her body touching Joyce's as the dong's full length entered. Joyce gave another gasp of pleasure as the ridges moved within her, another trickle of jizz slid from her hole.
Briefly Willow remained still. She could feel Joyce's warm breath against her face, the older woman's large tits were pressed down by Willow's weight, the nipples shoved deep into Willow's own smaller pair. Joyce's legs came up, gripping the back of Willow's thighs in a vice like grip. Her hands came up clasping Willow's back, the redhead could feel the nails on her back.
"Fuck me hard," moaned Joyce, "fuck me deep."
Willow complied. Her body lifted up, before tunnelling back down. There was another grunt from Joyce as the dildo pushed in deeply. Her body pushed upwards, taking some of the strain from Willow. Joyce's back remained arched until Willow plummeted down, slamming it into the bed. The headboard cracked against the wall, not drowning out Joyce's cry of pleasure.
It didn't take long for the two of them to enter a rhythm, the gasps of joy from the Milf, being interspersed with Willow's grunts. With every thrust, more of Joyce's cum slid from her pussy and her hole slightly expanded, allowing Willow to gradually speed up. She could tell Joyce was close to an orgasm, the blonde's eyes were screwed shut and through her mouth, pursed in an 'O' came an almost constant stream of warm 'Aaahhs."
So Willow was ready for Joyce's orgasm when it came. But even so such was the intensity of Joyce's buckling Willow almost came off. For a few seconds it was like riding a bucking bronco and if Joyce hadn't been holding her in Willow's dong would have been pushed out.
"Oohhh, ooohhhh," Joyce's breaths came in short sharp gasps and she seemed to be having trouble speaking.
Willow spoke for her, "I haven't finished yet," she slammed down again. It took Joyce a few seconds to get back into the groove, but when she did she moved her body in time with Willow's, making sure they remained touching at all times.
"Aaaarrrgghhh" Joyce came again. Her entire body shuddered, rubbing desperately against her wife. Her eyes opened and she stared upwards at Willow, as her breath created patterns of air against the redhead's face.
There was a plopping sound as Willow pulled out. She dropped onto Joyce's struggling for breath. Before either of them could say anything there was a knock at the door, "Room service," came a voice.
"Leave it out there. We'll get it in a second," grunted Willow and rested her head on Joyce's ample bosom.
*
Willow sipped down the last of her wine. The trolley with the plates was back outside their room, waiting to be collected. Joyce was again in the bathroom, touching up her make-up, though as Willow had said she was beautiful enough already. The door opened and the blonde Milf sauntered out. Not only had she touched up her lipstick, but she had changed into a new piece of lingerie.
This time it was red, a slit down the front went down almost to her belly button, the material barely holding in her tits. The hem went down to the top of her thigh, covering her slit, but Joyce pulled it up as she came in so that Willow could see her exposed slot.
"Dawn chose this one," said Joyce as she sidled over to the seat Willow was sitting on.
"Good choice," replied her wife and put her empty glass on the table. Joyce sat on her knee, the shift moved slightly as she did so, and Willow felt the bare flesh of Joyce's buttocks rub against her own naked thighs.
"You know what I want to do now," purred Joyce. Her finger traced against Willow's cheek.
"I'm guessing it involves us getting hot and sweaty," Willow grinned back as her hand reached up to slide under the thin material and tweak at Joyce's nipple.
"Very," whispered Joyce back and ran her tongue across Willow's mouth. Willow in response tweaked the nipple harder, eliciting a childlike giggle from the blonde.
Joyce reluctantly drew herself back and smiled at Willow, "Will you fuck me in the ass?" Joyce asked, "I want you to bang me up there."
"Oh God yes," replied Willow. The chance to screw Joyce's delectable buttocks definitely made the wait worthwhile.
Joyce stood up and, taking the strap-on off the table, passed it to Willow. "Where do you want me?" she asked.
Willow looked out the window. It was a warm night and the light of the holiday resort glittered against the sky, "On the balcony," she replied.
By the time Willow had pulled on the toy Joyce had opened the door onto the balcony and was leaning on the rail. Her shift had slid up her back so that her ass-hole was exposed. She looked round as Willow approached and seductively licked her lips, "Do me Mrs Summers, do me hard."
Willow stood behind her and moved her hands down Joyce's sides', enjoy the luxurious feel of the silk. As she moved her hands, she bent her knees until she was crouching with her mouth next to Joyce's back passage. Taking a tighter hold of Joyce she stuck her tongue out, licking at the flesh around the hole.
There was a light groan from Joyce and Willow could feel her wife's body tremble within her grasp. She thought Joyce would be able to stand without being held and moved her hands from the older women's waist to her butt cheeks. Slowly she pulled them apart, expanding the space until her tongue could dip into the top of the hole.
There was a squeak of excitement from Joyce. Willow grinned inwardly; sexual compatibility is a big part of a marriage she mused to herself. For a few minutes she continued to rim the hole, earning more pleasurable sounds from her wife. Then with a final lick she pulled back.
"That was nice," Willow leant forward and murmured in Joyce's ear. Her hands reached up and slipped beneath the silk, to brush gently at Joyce's nipples. Willow nibbled on Joyce's ear lobe, and whispered again, "Do you want to suck my cock before it goes in?"
There was another moan from Joyce. She arched, pushing her back against Willow's pert tits, "I want it to be tight baby. I want you to have to shove it in."
Willow moved back. In her right hand she gripped the dildo tightly. The other one went to Joyce's ass and started to pull apart the cheeks. It was joined by one of Joyce's who grabbed the other cheek. They moved apart and Willow guided the tip of the dildo so that the tiniest tip was in her wife's asshole.
"You ready Joyce?" she asked softly.
There was a nod from Joyce as the woman moved the hand that had been on her butt to the balcony rail. She leant heavily on it and Willow could hear her breathing heavily in anticipation.
Willow had expected it to be tight, but it was even harder than she imagined. She had to use all her might to slowly ease the strap-on in. All the time she could feel Joyce shaking her body as she tried to accommodate the new object. The older woman's cries were a mixture of sharp pained gasps and deep contented sighs as the ribs of the dildo both battered her insides and sent waves of joy through her. Willow paused several times, to allow Joyce to get used to the size, before she resumed. Finally it was in as far as it would go. Willow pulled it half way out and took a deep breath. Then she pushed it in again.
It was still tight, but was slightly easier than the time before and Willow felt a gratifying slap of pleasure as her pelvis slammed into Joyce's ass cheeks.
There was a loud cry of pleasure from Joyce, "Fuck me hard baby. I want you to wreck my ass. Pound me, pound me deep."
Willow took Joyce at her word and started to slam in as hard and fast as she could. With each stroke it became easier, but soon she was sweating and panting with the effort. But it was worth it for the effect it had on Joyce. The blonde Milf was screaming incoherently and her entire body moved as she came again and again. Several times Willow thought that Joyce would have had enough and made to stop, but Joyce's cries of "More baby, I want to be fucked more," persuaded her otherwise.
Eventually after Joyce had exploded in an extra loud orgasm a sweating, exhausted Willow pulled out the cock. Panting, she stumbled back into the room and collapsed on the bed. She was still recovering her breath when Joyce followed her; "Shall I clean it up?" said the Milf.
Without waiting for Willow to reply she clambered on the bed, opened her mouth and started to suck in the used dildo. Raising her back, Willow leant on her elbows and watched as Joyce happily sucked and slurped at the rubber toy. Only when she had sucked and licked the entire thing, did she remove her mouth.
Willow flopped back down, as Joyce moved up and laid her head on the teen's tits.
"Worth the wait?" Joyce asked.
"It was worth the wait," agreed Willow.
Joyce's lips briefly touched Willow's nipples, before she said, "Let's get some sleep -- I don't want you too tired for tomorrow..."
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It was a seedy bar, probably just on the cusp of illegality. If Detective Inspector Alex Drake had been so inclined she could have probably found a dozen infractions which would lead a magistrate to close it down, ranging from fire regulations to the definite smell of pot in the toilets. She sighed, back in the twenty-first century the only time she would come into a bar like this was surrounded by twenty burly cops and sniffer dogs. But then the Twenty First century was much more liberal than 1984, at least in terms of sexuality. Back at home, in her own time, she was out and proud, a fully paid up, and active, member of the Gay Police Association. Here, well she thought Chris would have thought Gay meant the happy Police Association, Ray would have wanted to watch and as for Gene Hunt... Well, thought Alex Drake, for both her sanity and that of her boss it was much better to pretend she was straight. Not that she lied... she didn't have to – they just assumed that lesbians were all dungaree wearing hippies camped out round Greenham Common and that all it would need to make them heterosexual was a bit of male cock.
None of them would believe that a woman who voted Conservative, wore make-up, went to a hair stylist for expensive cuts and wore glamorous clothes would lie in bed at night fantasising about sixty-nining with Madonna. Unfortunately this gay bar was short of Madonnas, or at least the 1984 version. Alex felt that her police colleagues dealt in stereotypes, but looking around the lesbian bars clientele she thought that so did eighties lesbians. With their bovver boots, piercing and shorn heads most of the women wouldn't have looked out of place at a National Front rally, though she suspected most of them would have been the ones trying to break through the police cordon to rip the Nazi's to shreds. Why, oh why, couldn't some of them shave under their armpits – that at least was common amongst most eighties women, even if full Brazilians had yet to catch on. She sipped at her drink, if it was a Martini she was Dutch – another infraction under the Trade Descriptions Act.
Shaking her head, Alex directed away the fat, ugly troll who had stomped over to chat her up. The woman walked away, looking for a more pliable partner. Alex knew she shouldn't be so picky, it had been over a month since she'd had sex; fingers and toys would do for a time, but she needed real company. Toying with her drink Alex decided she'd give it five more minutes and if no-one remotely attractive arrived, well she'd go up to small skinhead sitting at the bar who was giving her the eye and see if she wanted to go home.
The five minutes went faster than Alex had hoped, so quickly that she decided to give herself another five and then another. Still no joy, she drank the last of her 'Martini' and stood up; the small skinhead would have to do. Picking up her jacket she quickly cast a last desperate eye over towards the door.
And that was when WPC Sharon 'Shaz' Granger walked in. Alex's colleague looked around nervously before cautiously walking over to the bar. Alex draped her jacket back over the chair, and gave a quick thank you to a God she wasn't sure she believed in. She walked over behind Shaz. The young WPC was in her civilian clothes, beret, stripy top, tight white jeans and boots, with a Walkman headphone was clasped round her neck. She was looking nervously at the drinks, seemingly unsure what to get.
"Hello Shaz" said Alex.
The young WPC jumped at the mention of her name. Her frightened face turned round to look at Alex's, "Ma'am," she gasped out in her thick Essex accent, "I'm not a lezzer, honest Ma'am. I'm just here for a drink."
It was so obviously a lie Alex wondered why Shaz would think she'd believe her. Desperation probably, good little eighties plonks made the tea and laughed at their superiors jokes – they certainly didn't go to seedy lesbian pick-up bars. She smiled at the nervous young policewoman, "In that case why don't I get you one. What do you want?"
"Bacardi and coke," Shaz forced a smile onto her face. Alex had always thought her colleague was attractive when she smiled, she had just never thought that she might also be a lesbian
Turning to the barmaid, Alex said, "Bacardi and Coke and a Babycham," if you could ruin a Martini, you couldn't ruin a Babycham.
Picking up the drinks she headed for the table followed closely by Shaz, the young WPC casting worried looks at the women around them. Alex raised her glass to her lips and rapidly revised her notion that you couldn't ruin a Babycham, it was warm and flat. At least Shaz seemed to like her Bacardi, as she sat there sipping it. A thought seemed to come to the Essex Girl, "What are you doing here Ma'am? Are you undercover?"
Alex grinned and put down her drink, "No Shaz, I'm a lezzer, a muff-muncher, a rug-eater, a dyke or whatever other charming words Ray can think to describe lesbians as."
"Oh," replied Shaz and went beetroot red.
Alex reached her hand across the table and lent it gently on Shaz's, allowing her fingers to stroke the WPC's skin. If Alex was wrong about Shaz's sexuality her hard won reputation with the team would be going out the window, to be replaced with locker room sniggering and smutty innuendoes. She paused, pleased that Shaz hadn't reacted by snatching her hand away, "Shaz, you're not really here for a drink are you? You're a lesbian."
"Oh Ma'am," Shaz looked like she was about to cry, "I feel so disgusting, but I can't help it; it's just the way women look – they do something to me. I'm sorry, it's wrong."
Alex tried not to smile, she could remember feeling the same way. Luckily she had lost her virginity in her teens with one of her schoolfriend's and had never looked back. She couldn't imagine what it was like to be in your mid-twenties and still be trying to repress your feelings. She stroked her thumb against the back of Shaz's hand and tried to speak encouragingly, "It's not disgusting Shaz. Some women like men, others like other women. Neither is right or wrong, they just are."
"Thanks, Ma'am," Shaz kept one of her hands under Alex's, but put the other one up to wipe away a tear. She gave a sniff and forced a smile, "I wish I could be like you. I'm just a silly girl."
A silly girl, with nice knockers thought Alex, but not silly at all, just living in a decade where lesbians were regarded as slightly above communists. She didn't say that though, instead she said, "Why don't we go to my place? We can talk in private. Oh, and when we're off duty call me Alex."
"I'd like that... Alex," smiled Shaz. She reached for her back.
Alex finished her Babycham and got up. She wondered if Shaz knew going back to her place to talk was code for going back to her place to fuck like rampant bunnies...
*
Alex had kept her hands to herself in the Black Cab. Even in 2008 drivers looked askance at women making out in their back seat, she imagined that in 1984 the cab drivers would be even less liberal; she didn't fancy being dropped out in the middle of London and made to walk home. But it was that also Shaz still looked nervous, as if she wasn't sure what she was doing their and Alex didn't want to scare her off.
She switched on the light to her flat and turned to Shaz, "Would you like a drink?"
"Bacardi and Coke, please Ma'am... Alex," Shaz blushed at her faux pas. She moved to sit on the sofa as Alex poured a generous, relaxing, measure of Bacardi and put in just a touch of coke. She handed it to Shaz and went over to her hi-fi. Leaning down she pulled out 'Now That's What I Call Music 3'. She opened the top of the hi-fi and gently put down the record on the turntable. She missed CDs, some people said the quality of music was better on vinyl; Alex wasn't such a connoisseur that she didn't prefer to switch on and off with a remote control and skip past tracks she didn't like. Duran Duran started to belt out their tune as Alex poured herself a glass of white wine. She took a sip and walked over to join Shaz on the couch.
The younger woman had pulled her legs up beneath her. Alex replicated her position, but sitting so close her knee touched the other's thigh. Raising her glass, Alex said, "Cheers."
"Thanks Ma... Alex," replied Shaz and clinked her glass against her hostesses. She gave Alex a very pretty smile.
For a couple of minutes they sat drinking until Nik Kershaw replaced Duran Duran. Alex put down her glass and stood up, "You want to dance?" she held out her hand to Shaz.
"Now? Here?" Shaz looked round as if she was worried that Gene Hunt was hiding in the corner. Suddenly she smiled and took Alex's hand allowing herself to be pulled up "Okay."
Alex had been eight when 'I Won't Let the Sun Go Down on Me' had been originally released. She could remember sitting in her older cousin's room as the thirteen year old had danced round the room singing into a hairbrush, arms flailing. Alex wasn't going to repeat the hairbrush mistake, but she did dance energetically. After a few seconds shyness so did Shaz. The two of them through themselves around the room like two demented teenage schoolgirls, whirling faster and faster, shrieking with laughter. Another song played and another, until the closing bars of Phil Collins' 'Against All Odds' faded and there was click as the stylus automatically returned to place.
Shaz laughed and walked over to take another sip of her drink as Alex walked over and replaced the album with the original 'Now That's What I Call Music'. It was Phil Collins again, with you 'Can't Hurry Love'. Shaz put down her drink and stepped back into the middle of the floor and began to shake. Alex stayed still for a second admiring the way Shaz's tits moved against the striped material of her top.
"Come on," called Shaz and beckoned Alex with a finger to join her.
Alex walked over and joined her. Whilst before she and Shaz had danced separately, now she moved close in to the young woman, so that the two of them were shaking and gyrating so close they were touching. Alex smiled and Shaz beamed back. The slower strains of UB40's, "Red, Red wine' began to play. Alex reached behind Shaz and pulled her towards her. The young woman didn't resist.
Alex leant forward, closing her lips onto Shaz's. The WPC's head snapped back as if she'd been hit. She was blushing deeply, "Ma'am," she said in shock.
Alex felt herself go red. Her mind whirred over the last hour, she couldn't have misread the signals could she? Had she moved too fast? Shaz had more or less come out and said she was gay, hadn't she? Perhaps, it was as simple as Shaz not finding the thirtysomething Alex attractive. Alex let go off the young woman's waist, "I'm sorry Shaz," she apologised.
Shaz shook her head, "I'm sorry Alex. It was me, I wasn't ready," she smiled weakly, "If you want to do it again, I won't act like I'm a nun."
Alex breathed in relief, "Where were we then?"
She slid her arms round Shaz's waist again and pulled the young woman closer. This time as her lips touched Shaz the other woman opened her mouth and allowed Alex's tongue to slide in. Alex explored the willing open mouth, pressing her tongue onto the young brunettes and shifting it around. At first Shaz was a willing, but inactive partner, but as Alex continued to probe her mouth, she began to react, pushing her own tongue against the thirtysomething and gradually forcing it into Alex's own mouth. Even as they kissed Shaz was pushing herself back against Alex, so that their firm tits were touching through their clothes. Encouraged by her colleague's reaction Alex moved her hands lower and inwardly cursed. Damn the eighties and their love of tight jeans, there wasn't any space for Alex to slide her fingers beneath the denim to touch Shaz's butt. There was only one thing for it, Alex thought. She moved one hand to Shaz's front and reached for the button. It snapped out of place easily, allowing the zip to slide down.
Shaz broke the kiss, looked down and giggled, "Alex..."
"Mmmhhh," replied Alex. She started to kiss and lick at Shaz's neck as she slid her hand back round and underneath the denim. She felt a sharp stab of surprise as she connected with bare flesh, not the cotton panties she had been expecting.
Shaz giggled again, "You've found my secret. No underwear."
"You little tramp," Alex growled as she squeezed the naked flesh, "Are you wearing a bra?"
In reply Shaz shook herself free of the embrace and took a quick step backwards. She took the hem of the sweater in her hands, bringing the top up and down so quickly that it was a blink and you miss it moment, it was still long enough for Alex to confirm her suspicion that no underwear comment didn't only apply to Shaz's bottom half. The young woman stepped forward again, moving so close to Alex they were touching. Alex opened her mouth and resumed her deep kissing of Shaz, as she did so she slid one hand onto the WPC's butt and pushed the other up the sweater to grope at one of the tits.
The music stopped, but Alex hardly noticed, Shaz's hands were on her shoulders, pushing down the straps of her top. They fell down Alex's arms. The older woman stepped back, "Let me help," Alex smiled.
She lifted the satin top of and dropped it to the floor. Her large tits strained against the lacy black material of her bra. Shaz's eyes went wide open, Alex guessed that the only time she had seen so much flesh was in the changing rooms, and for obvious reasons she probably hadn't stared. Alex thrust her chest forward and then withdrew it, glorying in Shaz's undisguised lust. She knew how to make the WPC even more lustful; reaching behind herself she unclipped the bra. It dropped to the floor.
"Wow, just wow," said Shaz, her voice dryly crackling.
Alex whirled round returning to face Shaz with her hands coyly, but naughtily, covering her nipples, "I guess you like them," she smiled.
Shaz gulped and nodded, "Yes," she whispered, before licking her lips in a mixture of nervousness and lust.
"Well now you've seen mine..." Alex left the sentence unfinished and instead smiled.
Shyly Shaz lifted her top. This time she didn't drop it after a quick flash but continued on and over her head. She stood with it her hand for a moment, as if unsure what to do, before dropping it on the floor beside her. Her boobs were firm, with little red marks on the flesh where Alex had gripped them. She smiled nervously, unsure whether the more experienced women would like what she saw.
Alex did, "Good enough to eat," she said. Without asking for permission she slid her mouth onto one of the bosoms, licking at the erect nipple. Shaz groaned as her colleague's teeth bit at the teat, pulling it out and stretching it, before letting it ping out and repeating the action of the other bosom. Alex slurped greedily, it had been so long since she had a good-looking woman's tit in her mouth and it made her feel both horny and ambitious. Still sucking at the nipples she moved her hands to the top of Shaz's white jeans. The WPC didn't resist as Alex pulled down her bottoms, instead she just groaned loudly.
Alex removed her head and looked down. It had been too much to expect Shaz would be fully shaved, but her pubic hair was trimmed neatly and sprouted from just above her slit, which was the next best thing. Alex gave another smile at Shaz, who blushed before giving a quick smile back; "Mmmnnn," went Alex, "That also looks good enough to eat."
Dropping to her knees Alex flicked her tongue out. There was a squeal from Shaz as for the first time ever a woman's tongue connected with her pussy lips. Alex wasn't in a hurry, it had been so long for her that she wanted to savour the moment and enjoy the taste. She slid her tongue over the quim lips, which quivered at her touch, moving over the WPC's slithole and up to feel the soft, downy pubic hair beneath her tongue.
Looking up, she smiled, "You liked that?"
It was phrased as a question, but from the rapturous look on Shaz's face the answer was obvious. The WPC nodded, "Very much," she replied.
Alex returned her face to Shaz's pussy. This time she took the cunt lips between her teeth, gently pulling at the flesh. Shaz giggled and squeaked as Alex let it go, tenderly kissing the small bite marks. She could smell Shaz's delicate aroma as the young brunette started to juice-up; Alex moved the tip of her tongue to touch at the tight twat, the tasty tang titillated her tastebuds. The young policewoman gasped in pleasure, her sounds becoming more high-pitched as Alex pushed in more than her tip. Warm cunt was a dish that Alex loved, especially wet and warm cunt. She could feel Shaz's gripping her shoulders as she explored the young woman's hole. Slowly Alex swirled her tongue round the tight tunnel, pressing herself into the flexible walls.
"Oh that's so good," murmured Shaz. She shuffled slightly, her ankles constrained by the jeans still wrapped around them. Unable to move she squeezed at Alex's shoulders more tightly, scared that the feelings she was feeling from her pussy would topple her. The tighter she gripped the harder Alex moved her tongue, pressing it down until she found the clit. Alex paused; mentally preparing herself - it was Shaz's first time and Alex wanted the orgasm to be, well, orgasmic.
"Oh don't stop, please don't stop," Shaz was almost crying in frustration.
Alex slammed her tongue deep against the clit, lapping hard at the small lump of hard flesh. Above her she could hear Shaz's screaming in pleasure. But she didn't need sound to tell her the WPC was enjoying it, the young woman's thighs were quivering like a high wire on a windy day and her cunt was soaked in girl cum. Alex licked harder, loving the sweet taste of snatch; there was no taste like it. Shaz was screaming louder now, her nails gripping so deeply into Alex's shoulder that they almost drew blood.
"Aaaarrrgghhh," Shaz exploded with her first girl on girl orgasm, her loud shriek reverberated round the room like gunfire.
Alex removed her mouth and licked the last remnants of pussy juice from her lips. Shaz was flushed, her breathing deep and ragged and her eyes glassy; all, in Alex's opinion, signs of a super orgasm.
"Wow, Ma'am," said Shaz, returning to the formal as her brain struggled to get back in gear, "that... that was... that was something."
Alex smiled and ran a finger round one of Shaz's erect nipples, "I'm just going to change into something... more comfortable. I'll be right back."
In her room Alex undressed and opened one of her drawers. She took out a negligee, a short and see-through one. She slipped on the night-dress and turned to the mirror to touch up her lipstick and blusher. In five minutes she was ready and walked into the kitchen.
Standing behind the counter, she couldn't see Shaz, the couch was hidden from sight by a wall. But a bundle of clothes on the floor told her that not only had Shaz not fled into the night, but that she was naked; "Do you want another drink?" she called.
"A rum and coke, if you've got it," called back Shaz.
Alex did. She poured it and then helped herself to more white wine. Picking up the glasses she walked into her main room. Shaz was naked, spread out over the couch. She looked up and smiled at Alex, her welcoming beam turning to surprise as her eyes fell to Alex's naked slit; "You're shaved," she gasped.
"Like it?" replied Alex handing her colleague the glass.
"It's so sexy," said Shaz. She drew back her legs allowing Alex to sit down beside her, "Can I... touch it."
"I'm hoping you will," smirked Alex, she spread her legs so that Shaz could get a better look at her pink.
"Its so smooth," breathed Shaz as she ran her hand over the hairless snatch. Alex groaned as the young WPC stroked her twat, her hand shook so much with lustful pleasure she had to put down her wineglass to stop herself spilling it. Slowly, tenderly, Shaz continued to rub her fingers over the pussy, pausing briefly as she touched a small pool of cum which was forming in the inside of the lip and then sliding the liquid over the lip and onto the flesh around it. She looked up at the older woman and nervously asked, "Can I lick it, please?"



It would have taken more willpower that Alex had to refuse the request. She spread her legs wider, "Yes."
Shaz bent over, her face screwed up in concentration. Alex could see she was trying to remember what Alex had done to give her own intense orgasm. Alex hoped the young WPC's memory was good, but even if it wasn't she knew she was going to enjoy this, and Shaz would get better with practice. There were little needle-pricks of pain as Shaz bit just a bit too hard at her labia. Alex stroked the young brunette's hair, "A bit softer Shaz."
"Sorry," Shaz looked up blushing and needlessly added, "I've never licked a woman's fanny before."
"You're doing fine," Alex smiled in encouragement and gently pressed down on the top of Shaz's head, hinting for her to return.
Shaz's lips touched her pussy, moving around slowly over the lips and in the hole. Alex gave a little cry of pleasure as Shaz opened her mouth and pushed her tongue down the older woman's slot. At first Shaz's licks were tentative, but gradually they got faster, slurping at the pussy walls and lapping up the girl-cum Alex was secreting. Alex moaned, "Find the clit, Shaz, find the bloody clit."
At first it seemed the young woman was ignoring her, continuing to lick the same spot of soft wall. But then she began to explore, moving her tongue round until she hit the spot. Alex gasped and shrieked, "That's it, lap it up," she cried, pressing down harder at Shaz's head so the brunette would take the hint.
Given it was her first time Shaz was pretty good. She hammered at the bud with her tongue, pressing and stimulating it until the warm feelings in Alex boiled over into. Alex screamed like a kettle on the boil as the orgasm ripped through her cunt, reaching upwards to her forehead and downward to her toes. Her back arched and her eyes lost focus as she shrieked and clawed at the sofa, "Aaaarrgghhh, yesss, yessss, yessssssss."
Shaz looked up, a shy smile playing nervously on her face and a small trickle of girl juice sliding from her lips, "Was that any good?"
"Yes, Shaz, it was wonderful," Alex let out a breath as the post coital feeling of relaxation surged through her.
"I've never eaten a women's fanny before," continued Shaz, "it tastes funny... nice, though," she quickly added before Alex could get the wrong idea.
Alex smiled and ruffled Shaz's short dark hair, "Glad you enjoyed it, I did," she struggled into a sitting position. The next question was always a difficult one; it marked a quickie moving into a fling, and perhaps something else, "Would you like to stay the night?"
Shaz paused and a happy smile creased her face as she nodded, "I better ring my Mum and Dad or they'll be worried though."
"Be my guest," Alex waved at the phone.
She watched as Shaz got up and walked over to the phone, the young woman's naked buttocks wiggling enticingly as she walked. Alex stood up as Shaz dialled and crept behind the naked WPC.
"Mum," said Shaz into the phone, "Hello, I'm at a friends, she's asked me to sleep over."
She giggled as Alex's hand reached down and stroked her naked twat, turning round she shot Alex a look before speaking down the phone once more, "No, it's not a young man... Yes, Mum I'd tell you if I was seeing anyone.... It's not a man Mum, so you don't need to worry about the pill... I'll see you tomorrow. Love to Dad."
She turned back to Alex, "That was naughty, playing with my fanny when I was talking to my Mum."
Alex gripped the young woman closer and kissed her on the nose, before fondling Shaz's crotch; "But you forgive me?"
"Yes, alright," blushed Shaz, "I forgive you."
Alex reached up and took her hand, "Let's go to bed."
Pulling back the bedclothes Alex got into bed. She leant up on one elbow and patted the space beside her. Shaz hesitated, just for a second, before joining her. There mouths touched again, Alex tongue sliding over Shaz's, as their hands explored each bodies and their feet intertwined, rubbing up and down naked calves. Alex could feel the warmth of Shaz seep into her, the younger woman growing in confidence and skill by the moment. The WPC's hands were massaging and rubbing at Alex's back, as Alex moved her crotch forward so that her cunt rubbed against her lover's sexy slit, she could feel the soft hair rubbing against her, sending little erotic charges, amplified as their pussy lips met and quivered against each other. Alex broke this kiss, moving her hand to Shaz's boobs to squeeze it in brief recompense, "Do you want to fuck properly?" she asked.
Shaz's eyes opened in surprise, though she was growing in experience by the minute, Alex smile as she remembered how naïve Shaz still was. The younger woman, nodded, before asking, "How?"
Briefly Alex disengaged from her lover, rolling over to the side of the bed she opened a bedside drawer and rummaged around. She had several toys in there, but she pulled out the one she was specifically looking for, a double-ended dildo. It wasn't her biggest, but it was probably the best one for Shaz's first time, being more flexible than most and not having the girth to make the younger woman too nervous. She held it up to Shaz, "With this..."
Shaz still looked confused, she'd obviously never seen a marital aid before. Alex smiled at the younger woman's inexperience, moving onto her knees she sat astride Shaz, squeezing the WPC's thighs between her own knees. She reached down with her spare hand and pulled apart her cunt lips, "I put one end in me...like this."
She fed her flexible friend into her cunt, it wasn't as big as most of the toys she used on herself, but it still ground nicely against her clit. She gave a little moan and paused to recover her equilibrium, before continuing, "and the other end goes in you."
Reaching down Alex gently opened Shaz with one hand. There was a little whinny of pleasure from the young brunette. Her moans got louder as Alex slid the toy down her, "Oh that's good," she moaned, a little trickle of juice which formed on her quim confirming her words.
"And then..." Alex started to thrust down, further comment was superfluous. The toy slid up her cunt and down Shaz's, both women gasped in unison as their pleasure spots were pushed into their cunt walls. Shaz bit her lip, her eyes looking into Alex's. Alex smiled and as she continued to pound she was rewarded with Shaz's face changing from a slightly nervous expression to one of beaming rapture. The young WPC's hands reached up and caressed Alex as she moved up and down, her palms sliding against the thirtysomething's sweat soaked nightie. The silk stuck to Alex's back, soaked through with perspiration as the Detective rode her young girlfriend.
"Oh, oh, ur, yes, yes," Shaz gave little guttural moans as she was ploughed. Alex felt all her senses being magnified; a bead of sweat form on her forehead. It trickled down her face to hang on her chin for a microsecond, before dropping to splash against Shaz. The dildo was sliding easily in and out of the women's twat, lubricated by the copious amounts of cum both were producing. And with each movement it banged against their clits, warm feelings of pleasure cloaking both women in a comforting embrace.
"Aaarrgghh," Shaz's head went back and her eyes fluttered uncontrollably. Her hands fell from Alex to grip and pull at the sheets and her back bent, thrusting her pussy towards her lover and drilling the toy deeper into both of them, "I'm cuuummmiiiinnnng."
Her lover's orgasm barely broke Alex's stride. She paused momentarily, before resuming the thrusting. She was close herself, her juices sliding down the toy to further moisten Shaz's soaked slit. Alex continued to hammer home, her entire being concentrated on the pleasure she was giving and receiving. The little shots of electricity racing through her got faster, closer together and more powerful, until they merged in a lightning stroke of an orgasm, "Yesssssss, Shaaaazzzzz, yesssssss," she threw back her head, screaming an incoherent babble of words.
Panting with exhaustion Alex paused momentarily. Shaz looked beautiful below her, sweat stained, her hair awry, her face red, but glowing with effects of the orgasm. Alex began to push again, she would push through her tiredness and make her lover cum again. Shaz grunted and groaned as the toy began to bang her clit again, her body shook and shivered under her girlfriend's pounding, her tits bouncing like two pieces of jelly at a child's birthday party.
"Oh, yessss, Alex, make me... love me... love me hard," the WPC's gasped, her hands returning to stroke Alex's negligee, pushing the soaking silk up Alex's back so that one hand clawed at the thin material and other massaged at the smooth flesh of the Detective's back. Again and again the toy bashed against their buds, pleasure bouncing through them like a pinball hitting the high scores.
Shaz's body arched again, her boobs heaving up and down as she uttered a high pitched cry, "Aaaarrrggghhh."
The WPCs face contorted in pleasure, but even screwed up as it was it still remained the most beautiful sight that Alex could remember. She was on the cusp herself and she continued to plough into Shaz, heading for her second orgasm. Sweat dripped from her, mixing with Shaz's perspiration and the droplets in turn sliding and merging with the girl cum which soaked their twats.
"Oh God, yesssss," Alex cried as the orgasm ripped into her, exploding like a million suns going supernova all at once, "Yessss, yessss, yessss."
Pulling the toy out of their cunts, an exhausted Alex dropped down on the bed. Even as she did so she could feel Shaz snuggle up to her. She moved her arm under the younger woman and pulled her close, "Shaz, you were amazing."
"Thanks Alex," said Shaz drowsily, "you were pretty amazing yourself."
Cuddled together the two women drifted off to sleep.
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When Lorelai Gilmore had mentioned to her Mom that she and Rory were planning to 'fuck round Europe over the summer' Emily had assumed that Lorelai had meant it metaphorically and had told her not to be so coarse. If she had known that her daughter and granddaughter had meant it literally her response would almost certainly been different-- not that, as both Lorelai and Rory were over eighteen, she could have done much about it.
"Just put our names after the message," said Rory as her Mom frowned at the postcard of a North Yorkshire moor. The teen sighed as her Mom nodded and then in complete disregard of what her daughter said, added eleven in brackets after Rory's name and fifteen, again in brackets, after her own. Rory gave another sigh as her Mom slid the postcard and pen into her bag and got up off the café stool she was sitting on. Rory followed her as they headed outside, "How are you going to explain that to Grandma?"
"Explain what?" Lorelai Gilmore gave an expression of innocence, which given what the numbers meant, was as unfitting an expression as if Mick Jagger said 'drugs and sex were bad'. She headed towards a red post-box as Rory followed behind her.
"You know what, missy," Rory said, watching the card be popped into the letterbox, "the numbers."
There was silence from Lorelai as she paused and looked thoughtful, before smiling, "I guess I'd have to just explain I was more attractive than you and got more fucks."
"You are not telling Grandma about our competition," said Rory, she looked genuinely appalled as she continued, "Anyway its not fair, when I went off with that Spanish builder I wasn't to know that you were going to go off with both of his friends."
"I didn't say I wasn't going to," countered Lorelai.
"And those two hand-jobs I gave in the back of that coach in France... they should be counted as well," added Rory.
Her Mom grinned, "Rory without rules it is anarchy. And the rules are that there must be fucking of the mouth, ass or pussy."
"You could have told me before," grumbled Rory as she turned and started to head back down the street, "I'd have blown them."
"I did mention it," Lorelai grinned, "You just weren't listening. So what we going to do now? It's getting late."
The eighteen year-old shrugged and looked round the street of the small Northern English market town. It was even less busy than Stars Hollow in an evening and Rory hadn't thought that was possible. The only sign of life was a geriatric street cleaner and he looked way too fragile to cope with two Gilmore's on the prowl. Rory turned back to face her Mom, "We could head back to the Youth Hostel..."
"Boooorrrriiiinnngggg," said Lorelai with as much emphasis as she could manage. She skipped over to a lamppost and holding it by one hand swung round, "Wheeeee!" she squeaked, before stopping and fixing Rory with a look, "We're young, free and single we should be having fun, partying like there is no tomorrow. We head back to the Hostel, the only people there are the Hartlepool Christian Girls Association and I bet with a name like that we can't even persuade them into some muff munching."
"They did invite us to the lecture they were planning to give on the origins of the King James Bible -- it may be more interesting than it sounds," said Rory.
"Rory.... Booooorrrrriiiiinnnngggg," said Lorelai, she hung her head to one side and opened her mouth either in an imitation of someone hanging themselves due to boredom or perhaps to show that she thought the HCCA were a bunch of imbeciles. Either way it was obvious that her interest in listening to them explain the political, religious and cultural significance of one of the great works of English Literature was low. After a few moments the Milf straightened up again, "Rory if we wanted a holiday with culture we could have packed Grandma and Grandpa and headed out to see the New York Metropolitan, followed by a hike to Washington to see the Jefferson Memorial. We didn't, Rory, we didn't want that. We wanted cock and lots of it." She fell to her knees in front of her daughter, "Please, please, please, don't make me listen to the turgid prose of a bunch of up-tight virgins who wouldn't know fun if it came and stuffed its finger up their collective asses."
Tutting Rory helped her Mom up, "Okay, I get the hint. No Bible readings... so what then?"
"Mhhmm," Lorelai looked down the street, first left and then right. After a moments consideration she pointed right, "This way," she said and set off at pace.
Rory had to do a quick jog to catch up with her, something the notoriously slothlike younger Gilmore was not used to. She got into pace beside her Mom, sliding her arm through Lorelai's, partly as a show of daughterly affection, but mainly so she could slow her Mom's walk to a less frantic speed. "So what's down here then?"
"No idea," said her Mom, "I just decided to follow the tingle in my pussy. It never leads me wrong." The noise from Rory was swiftly converted from a disbelieving hum into a quick rendition of 'Erase, Rewind's' opening chords as her Mom glared at her, "Don't you believe me? My pussy has never led us astray yet -- when it gets that feeling it's like a compass pointing towards large dicks."
"Sure Mom, I believe you," with the weariness of someone who has to continually keep explaining to a grown woman that the tooth fairy was a myth. She gave a shrug, "I haven't a better idea though, so this way's as good as any other."
Whether it was a result of Lorelai's magical magnetic pussy or just luck after a few moments they came across a pub, 'the Flying Fox'. Plastered on its wall was a poster, 'Live Music' and from inside came the unmistakable beat of 'Teenage Dirtbag' being played badly. The Gilmore Girls looked at each other and then down the street; it might not be Madison Square Garden, but there wasn't a lot of choice. Lorelai turned to her daughter, "Give it a go?"
Without waiting for a reply she headed in; with a shrug of resignation Rory followed her.
To say the pub was in dire need of a refurnish was an understatement. The wallpaper was yellowing and stank of old nicotine smoke, peeling from the walls to reveal plaster cracked and even yellower. The seats were so ripped and torn, with the foam hanging out and sitting down was a game of dodge the sharp metal springs. The only thing that could be said was that at least they were less battered than the tables, where the torn and stained beer mats failed to hide the witty scratchings that Kilroy had once frequented the pub.
The few customers turned to look at the Gilmores as they entered, before deciding the Mom and daughter were less interesting than half-drunken beers and conversation about tomorrow's 3.30 at Chepstow or whether Manchester United would beat Arsenal by one goal or three. Lorelai went to the bar and ordered two lagers; she had been in the UK long enough to realise that the idea that Brits liked all their beer luke-warm and flat was a myth -- though unfortunately this fact hadn't yet reached the Flying Fox's landlord. She grimaced as she sipped one and past the other to her daughter. Rory pulled a similar face and headed over to the stage.
All the time the band had been continuing to play, oblivious to the lack of interest by the pub's patrons. There were five of them, a vocalist, drummer, bassist and lead and rhythm guitars -- and their lack of talent was obvious, but in the Gilmore's eyes redeemed by the fact that there buff bodies were sweaty and sleek, muscles and tattoos visible beneath tight T-shirts. The band moved from murdering the Caesar's 'Jerk it Out', only identifiable because the vocalist named it, to an equally brutal killing off Steppenwolf's 'Born to be Wild'. At least when they moved onto a piece of their own it was hard to tell whether they were playing it badly or whether it was meant to be a medley of Thrash Metal and Bubblegum Pop. Still the Gilmore's gave a small cheer as in announcing it the vocalist dedicated it 'to the pretty girls in the front row' and as there was no-one else in any of the seats near the stage it was obvious he meant them.
After their attempt at their own composition the band quickly moved back to their comfort zone of slaying other, more talented, band's works. The best of which it could be said was that least a couple were similar enough to the original that the Gilmore's were able to guess what they were without the vocalist shouting it out.
Luckily neither of the Gilmore's were listening to the music...
"If I have the vocalist, drummer and bass guitarist, you can have rhythm and lead..."
"Why can't I take the bassist -- that'd make more sense me getting all the guitar studs..."
"Because... look I love you dearly, but I don't think you could handle all three..."
"You're just being greedy... I so could."
The two Gilmore's continued their conversation through the gritted teeth of dazzling smiles aimed at the band. If the five band members realised they were being stalked by a cougar and her kitten they didn't come out and say it, though their pelvic thrusts were suggestive. And the continual dedication of songs to good-time girls, sexy senoritas and beautiful babes, as well as mentions, in the vocalist's patter, of fun with groupies also hinted that the band were not planning to set up a male equivalent of the Hartlepool Christian Girls Association.
With a last screaming riff the band's set drew to a close. The vocalist bowed his head in a mock salute, "Good night, Flying Fox... keep on rocking." There was polite applause from the barman, and he nudged some old boys propping up the bar to make them do the same. The Gilmores went further, both jumping up and screaming, waving their hands like banshees and twisting and bopping their heads like their necks were elastic. Lorelai murmured to Rory, "If I was wearing panties I'd have thrown them."
Her daughter nodded, before quickly resuming her seat. Lorelai gave one more shriek and joined her. The vocalist gave them a look, frowning in bafflement at their sudden change in demeanour -- from interest to ignoring. Secretly Lorelai and Rory were giggling inside, it was a ploy they found worked well when trying to trap a fucktoy; show interest before feigning boredom and then pounce once the target was confused and vulnerable. The vocalist gave a shrug and turned back to helping his bandmates pack up. They did so with the speed of a group practised at getting up and out before the venue owner demanded his money back or enraged music fans leapt up to revenge themselves for the horrors they had just sat through. So fast were they that Lorelai and Rory had to drain their beers or risk missing them.
Putting the glass down, Lorelai stood up, "Shall we see if the boys need any help in putting their gear into their van?"
"I'd rather help them get their gear into me," grinned Rory, joining her Mom.
They nodded to the barman politely as they left by the door to the car park; he ignored them and continued to wipe listlessly at the bar. Outside it was a balmy August evening, the slight breeze acting like the perfect air-conditioner for the warm night creating the almost perfect temperature. The band's van was in the corner of the car park next to the grass verge, it was almost out of the range of the lights fixed to the pub's wall. In the gloom the five members could be seen loading their equipment into the back. Lorelai gave Rory a small nudge, "Let's go and have some fun." She gripped her top pulling it down so it clung even more tightly to her bosom, before striding towards the band. Rory grinned and did the same, following a pace behind her Mom.
"Hello boys, loved the set," lied Lorelai as she approached.
"You're American," said the drummer.
Lorelai nodded, then twisted her head to indicate Rory who had caught up and was standing with her fingers in the pockets of her very tight hot-pants -- they were so tight that she couldn't do more than slide the tips of her fingers in. She smiled at the band members as her Mom continued "We're on vacation; touring Europe"
"Cool," said the bassist in what was probably supposed to be a 'laid back surfer' style and flicked a strand of his long blonde hair from his forehead.
"How you finding it?" said the rhythm guitarist. His eyes moved up and down the Gilmores, even in the gloom taking in that the two women were dressed provocatively in tight T-shirts and very, very tiny hotpants.
He smiled as Lorelai stepped further forward and slid her arm through his and the lead guitarist's. She moved forward and behind the van, out of sight of the pub's backdoor. Behind her Rory had taken the drummer and the bassist by the hand and had led round; the vocalist followed like a stray puppy. Lorelai slid her arms from the two band mates and in one fluid motion reached to the bottom of her T-shirt and pulled it over her head. She smiled, her white teeth glinting in the dark, but as she wasn't wearing a bra it wasn't her smile the boys from the band were looking at. The Milf smiled, "We're finding it fun."
"Very fun," agreed Rory. She pulled off her top and dropped it to the asphalt next to her Mom's, "We're learning loads and having lots of new experiences."
So saying the teen dropped to her knees and began to undo the vocalist's zip. Her slut Mom followed her daughter's example, her hands reaching for the bassist's zip; she struggled with the undoing it even as Rory had pulled out her first cock and was getting out the drummer's as the singer's prick rapidly hardened. The rhythm and lead guitarist didn't even wait for the Gilmore's to undo them, seeing what was happening they undid themselves and pulled out their fully erect cocks.
"Wow..." "Christ...", Lorelai and Rory exchanged impressed glances, licking their lips hungrily. The smallest of the cocks was just a touch under nine inches, the biggest at least a foot and none of the five rock-hard members on display were pencil thin, but thick and bulging. It was just what the Gilmore Girls were looking for; a mother-lode of dick. "Fuck, they're huge," the two Gilmore's said in unison and began licking and sucking.
They took the cocks at random, firstly going for those nearest their mouths, sucking and licking at the huge rods. As they blew they slid their hands and fingers over the other waiting pricks and under their balls, keeping them firm -- though it was unlikely with the Gilmore's heads bobbing on their bandmates' cocks that they would have gone limp. The first two cocks were only sucked for a few moments, before Lorelai and Rory pushed them out with their tongues and swivelled on their knees to take a new prick in their mouths. Again they sucked and licked at the two members, taking them deep into their mouths and pushing their tongues at the erect pricks, driving ad guiding them as they bobbed.
"Mmmmnnn," said Rory as she pulled her mouth off the drummer's cock. She shifted half a foot and lowered herself on the singer -- the last untouched prick. Her mouth slid down the one-foot pole and she began to work her head back and forth, greedily slurping at the huge tool.
"Mmmmmnnn, too, you greedy tramp," Lorelai pulled her mouth away from the lead guitarist, a trail of saliva holding between them for an instant. She stood up, but only for long enough to walk past her sucking daughter and onto the drummer's recently licked prick. The Milf dropped down and took the ten inches between her lips, they slid down over a prick already wet with her daughter's saliva. Deeper and deeper she went, sliding down further than Rory had managed, until the cock was pushing at her throat. She could hear the grunts of pleasure from the drummer as his cock was taken deep.
"Fucking hell," gasped the vocalist as Rory's head bounced up and down his member. He looked beside himself at his friend, the drummer, getting deep-throated by Lorelai. "Fucking hell," he repeated as the two bandmates high-fived.
"Next," gasped Rory, she pulled her head back and took a few deep breaths of much needed oxygen, before swivelling round enough to take the lead guitarist in her mouth.
At the same time Lorelai had brought back her head one last time, her eyes watering and with saliva dripping from between her lips. She grinned up at the drummer, before turning to take the bassist in her mouth. If she had gone deep before she went even deeper this time, sweeping down the full ten inches like it was a lollipop and only stopping her forward motion as the prick hit the back of her throat. The Milf's eyes watered and she felt the bile rise in her throat as her gag reflex kicked in, but she steeled herself and with only a brief pause she continued to mouth-fuck the bassist. From his grunts and shivers she guessed he appreciated it. But it couldn't last too long, Lorelai didn't want the young man to cum -- not when her and Rory's front and back holes remained unviolated. She slurped down one last time, feeling her tonsils bounce as the cock rammed into them, before pulling up and switching to the vocalist, who gave another cry of "fucking hell" as Lorelai's mouth took his member.
Meanwhile Rory was on her last prick. She wasn't going as deep as her Mom, even if she was taking a large length, but she was more than making up for it with the speed and strength with which she sucked the rhythm guitarist. His hands rested on her shoulders and his eyes rolled in his head as the teen enthusiastically sucked at his nine-incher, her long brunette hair flying back and forth as her head bounced forward and back like she was still rocking at the gig. However, like her Mom she didn't want him to cum; not yet anyway. The cock was so good, such a tasty piece of manmeat that Rory really had to force herself to stop sucking. Reluctantly she pulled her head back; from the look on the guitarists face she wasn't the only one for whom stopping was a shame. She looked up at him and grinned, "Don't worry -- it's not over yet."
She looked over at Lorelai, her Mom had finished with the vocalist, stopping the deep-throat before he came -- much to the singer's frustration. Lorelai smiled teasingly and got to her feet, Rory following suit. The two Gilmores swung in a circle, looking at the five pricks, each one dripping with the saliva of a Milf and her girl and each one as hard as steel. Almost in unison Lorelai and Rory peeled down their hotpants, kicking them off as they slid. The coy smiles they gave the boys from the band were misleading, as with no underwear the two Gilmores were now clad only in their pumps and socks.
The two women skipped over to the van, leaning their hands against it and wiggling their behinds invitingly at the young men. There were growls of appreciation from the band members, like motorbikes revving up before a big race. Rory turned her head over her shoulder, smiling prettily at the five big dicked musicians, "You want to take me and my Mom? Fuck our tight... well tightish cunts from behind... well come on then."
"Fuck... yeah," grunted the five band members
"Hurry up," said Lorelai impatiently, "We want big cocks... we want big cocks now."
Strong muscular hands gripped her waist and the Milf gave a moan of pleasure as the first of the hard cocks was slid into her waiting cunt. The band member began to thrust, hammering his cock deep into Lorelai. Beside her Rory gave a groan as her slit was also filled by it's first cock of the evening. Neither Gilmore knew which of the band members had moved in to take first shot, neither cared enough to turn round and see -- they knew the pricks were hard and big and that was all they needed to know. "Fuck me, fuck me hard," both Lorelai and Rory squealed.
The van began to rock as the first two band members began to hammer the two Americans against it, slamming their cock deeps into Milf and teen pussy. The two women gasped in pleasure, their hands hot against the cool steel of the van, feeling the excitement rise in them as the two large dicks stretched at their slits, racing over the slick, wet walls and pressing deep at their clits.



"Oh, oohh, ooohhh, oooohhhh," gasped Rory loudly as the pleasure engulfed her. Beside her Lorelai's cries were more high-pitched, but just as noisy as her pussy was ploughed pleasingly. The two Gilmores bucked as the they were thudded into, their bodies falling forward so they were pressed against the side of the van, their sweaty skin slithering across the cold metal as they rocked under the intense pummelling their wet cunts were receiving. Rory felt her muscles stretch and contract as her body arched as an orgasm hit her like a tidal wave, "Ooooohhhhhh, oooooohhhhh!"
"Fuck, yes," gasped the one of the band members, Rory thought it was the drummer though she wasn't one hundred percent sure. She jerked in excitement as he came in her cunt, his warm, wet seed, shooting up her, mixing with her cum. As he pulled out a steady drip of semen followed him, its warmth comforting as it slid over the eighteen year-old's quim lips and down.
"Bag's sticky seconds," said the bassist and drove his cock into Rory's well used hole. The teen wasn't complaining. She gasped and bent her body to receive him, thrusting backwards so that she could take it all and matching her rhythmic throes of passion to the new member.
"Aaaaarrrrghhh, yessssss! yesssssss!" orgasmed Lorelai. Whether the band member fucking her was spurred on by her cries or whether he was about to cum anyway, even as she rocked and pounded the van her cunt was filling with the sticky cum of the young man fucking her. She screamed louder in pleasure as it shot up her twat and then down. It had barely began to drip out than a second cock slid into replace the first. Lorelai gasped and stiffened as it slid in, hitting her clit hard again and pushing the small bud into a new wave of explosive pleasure.
"Fuck me, fuck me until I scream and then fuck me more. Fuck me like a fucking tramp," screamed the Milf as the new prick rammed in and out of her.
Hearing her Mom's cries spurred Rory to put out some instructions of her own. "That's it, fill my cunt with your cock, hammer it in, hammer it, I want it all, I want all your fucking great big dick... I'm a slut for big dick, a greedy cock hungry slut," squealed the brunette teen.
The van rocked harder, almost bouncing off its wheels, as the two Gilmores were pounded harder and harder. Their bodies, slick and shiny with perspiration, were slammed and pushed into the side, their hands clawing and grabbing at the metal as they struggled to remain upright. Rory gave another shriek of pleasure as a second load of cum was blasted into her cunt, "That's it, that's it. One more..."
The final band member was up and behind her, sliding his large prick into her open slit. Rory recognised the prick as that of the singer. His cock was larger than the others, a foot of hard, throbbing muscle and it opened her cunt wider, stretching the hole open as it went in. She bucked and arched, twisting and manoeuvring to take it all, sliding her cunt downwards to impale herself and feeling her worn clit run over the large dong. "Fuck yes," she screamed, "I'm a slut, fuck my cunt. I want your big dick fucking my slutty cunt."
The excited screams of the Gilmores became louder as they continued to be hammered. Their clits were so sensitive that each thrust made them buckle with bliss, shrieking loudly as their G-spots sent waves of orgasmic joy rushing through their bodies. The slaps of flesh on flesh continued as the band members continued to drive hard and fast at the Gilmore's cunts, their hands gripping at the women's waists to keep them held up.
"Aaaaaarggghhh...."
"Uuuuuurrgghhh, aaaaarrrghhhh..."
Lorelai and her daughter were cumming almost continuously, swept into a heaven of pleasure.
"Aaaaaarrrrghhh..."
"Ooooohhhhh, uuuurrgghhhhh..."
The two band members came almost simultaneously, their cocks pumping yet more wet, gooey seed into Lorelai and Rory's overfilled cunts. The two women groaned as the two cocks were withdraw, staying in position for a few moments as the cum dripped onto the ground below them and they struggled to recover their equilibrium from the multiple orgasms that had racked them.
Lorelai turned and leant her back against the van. The five band members were standing in front of her and Rory, all now naked, their muscular bodies sleek and covered with sweat. The vocalist and rhythm guitarist were still limp after shooting into the Gilmore's moments before, but the remaining three had recovered their hardness, their erect pricks pointing at the Gilmores like rockets. The drummer grinned, "Fuck, girls, that was fun. Thanks for the shag."
Lorelai grinned and shot a look at her daughter, who nodded knowing what her Mom had in mind. Lorelai took a step towards the band members still smiling, "It's early yet, and me and Rory haven't had are asses filled. You don't need to go yet do you?"
The five boys from the band looked at each other and at the two sexy Gilmore's preening in front of them; "Hell, no," said the bassist and shook his head.
"Good," giggled Rory as her Mom stepped forward and walked over to the small patch of grass next to the car park.
She got down onto her hands and knees and wiggled her ass in invitation, "Who's going to fuck me with their big, hard prick?" she asked.
The drummer and lead guitarist moved quickly forward, but the bassist was quicker, "I am," he grinned, positioning himself behind her and moving his hands to her butt-cheeks. He started to pull them slowly apart, rubbing his rock hard prick at the crack as he did so, "I'm going to fuck your cute arse so fucking hard you'll fucking pop."
Lorelai purred in satisfaction as he pulled harder at her cheeks, slowly opening her back chute. The top of his prick pushed in and Lorelai, rocked back to help him enter more deeply, moaning as she did. The cock moved in deeper as the bassist gripped her sides and levered himself in. Lorelai felt her back tube expand, stretching to accommodate the thick ten inches of muscled pleasure. Deeper he pushed, Lorelai's experienced ass taking the cock easily, whilst still clamping it tightly making the bassist grunt with excitement. The Milf gripped at the ground, moving and manoeuvring to take the prick, "That's it you stud, drill my ass, drill it until I'm opened wide."
"Oh yes, that feels so good," Rory moaned. Lorelai shot a brief look at to her side to see what was making Rory feel good, though she could guess. She guessed right - the lead guitarist was lying on his back as Rory lowered herself down on his large dick. The teen was holding apart her cheeks as she did and the young man was gripping her waist, guiding her down his prick. The teen gave another moan as her ass moved down the eleven inches. Her walls were pushed apart by the large member, stretching and opening to take it deeper. As the cock moved it ran over nerve endings within her back passage, making the teenager quiver excitedly as she moved down. She continued lowering herself until the balls of the guitarist were being squashed beneath her and then she sprang up as if on a spring. The guitarist muttered an oath and gasp as she rammed back down, quickly moving up and down and making his face contort as her anal chute squeezed his cock like it was in a vice. Rory was also enjoying it, her erogenous zone was burning and she gave a squeal of joy, "Fuck, fuck my ass."
The two Gilmores bounced and bounded, thrust and rammed, shivered and shook; active participants in the back hole filling. Neither could be called a silent partner as they shrieked and squealed, panting and moaning in lust as their asses were filled with a heavenly, blissful pleasure. Nor were they stopping at their asses, both Lorelai and Rory adding a little do-it-yourself to the hard anal fuckings by sliding a couple of fingers into their wet cunts and driving the digits at their sensitive clits. "Fuck, fuck, fuck... fuck my ass, ram it, open it, gape it."
The lead guitarist and bassist did as they were asked, thrusting hard and deep into the two Gilmore butts. The rhythm and vocalist were hard as they watched, waiting patiently for their turn. The drummer was less patient, beaten to the asses of the Gilmore's by his band mates, he was almost hopping from one foot to another in impatience as he waited for one of them to cum. Rory let out a squeal as the lead guitarist's cock slammed up her ass. The man fell back, panting and girding his strength to ram her again. The teen smiled, taking advantage of the brief break to spread her legs further apart. Sliding her fingers from the open hole, she positioned them on the outside holding her wet slit apart. She looked at the drummer, "Why wait? Come join us, bang my sweet little twat."
The drummer didn't need to be asked again. He was moving forward and sliding his large prick into the teen's slick slit within moments. Rory gasped and moved her legs up and round him to help him enter at an angle. Even as she was bouncing forward and back under her own anal pounding Lorelai watched as her daughter took the second prick. The Milf couldn't help feel proud at her daughter's nimble and limber movements, the way she rocked and moved to take the second cock and her unselfish attitude to taking on the spare cock of the three band members. At the same time a flash of jealousy rushed into her as she watched the two cocks begin to pummel her daughter into an explosive orgasm.
The Milf twisted her head to look at the rhythm guitarist, "Come her, let me suck that large prick and keep it hard until its ready for my ass."
Given the scene in front of him it seemed unlikely the rhythm guitarist's cock would flop any time soon, but he didn't decline the invitation. For the second time that evening Lorelai's mouth slid over his cock, though she didn't take it as deep as before, instead running up and down it in time with the bassist's thrusts into her ass. The rhythm guitarist wasn't complaining, rolling his eyes and resting his hands on her head as she sucked and slithered up his nine incher.
"Aaarrrrgghhh..." Rory squealed as her clit was hammered, the dick in her ass pushing at the wall between her butt and pussy and hitting the clit from that side as the drummer whacked down to hit it from the more conventional position. She gave another shriek of pleasure and then looked at the vocalist, who was standing like a preacher at a drinking game, as his band mates fucked the Gilmores, "I can take three," gasped Rory, "stand over me and let me have that cock in my mouth."
She couldn't quiet get her mouth round it, it was too large, she was at the wrong angle (even with her head as far back as she could manage) and she was being bounced to vigorously to allow her lips to clamp on it. But that didn't mean she couldn't grab it with one hand. Gripping the cock she began to pump at it, her grip squeezing the vocalists cock so hard that his cock head almost exploded from the pressure. At the same time her own body was twisting and arching from the pressure off the two dicks within her, each slamming hard and deep. The teen screamed as another orgasm hit, "Fuuuuccckkkiiiiinnnngggg fuuuuuucckkk!"
Lorelai would have said something similar, as her ass blew with lustful excitement; except she was still slurping the cock in her mouth. She was buffeted between the two band members, their large cocks sliding between her lips and between her cheeks, slamming hard into her. She couldn't complain at the fucking she was getting, even if Rory was managing to deal with an extra prick her Mom didn't begrudge it. Suddenly the bassist gave a moan and Lorelai stiffened as his cum shot into her ass, soaking the walls and shooting down her passage. He pulled out, dripping the remains of his load onto the Milf's ass cheeks. Lorelai's eyes moved over to the vocalist's foot long dick, still being gripped and worked by her daughter -- it would fit snugly into Lorelai's asshole, the Milf knew.
But Rory didn't let go quick enough and it was the rhythm guitarist who pulled his prick out of her mouth and scooting round to take her from behind. Lorelai had wanted the twelve incher, but she didn't complain as the guitarist slammed his nine inches down her asshole; it was still much bigger than average and fitted her ass well. It moved deep quickly as it slid over walls lubricated by his friend's cum, slamming far into Lorelai's ass and ramming at the clit on the other side of her wall. The Milf bucked and gasped, squealing in lust, "Fuck me, fuck me, fill my ass with your cum..."
The rhythm guitarist continued to slam, getting into a rhythm more standard and skilful than anything he had ever managed on his guitar. His large prick levered in and out of Lorelai's ass, stretching and slamming the walls and making her see stars. Beside her Lorelai could see Rory was being brought to an uncontrollable frenzy by the two cocks double penetrating her; the teen was screaming so loudly eardrums risked shattering and her legs were bouncing like they were made of rags. All this was fine, except that as she orgasmed she was jerking the vocalist's cock so hard and so speedily with her hand that he risked spurting before he'd had a fuck of Lorelai and the Milf wasn't having that. Behind her the rhythm guitarist briefly stopped to wipe a strand of sweaty hair from his eyes. It gave the Milf a brief window when she was able to speak without screaming orgasmically. She caught the vocalist's eye with her gaze, "Mouth's much better than hand. Come on over and let me suck that big dick... prep it for my ass."
"Yeah, fuck cool luv," said the vocalist with a broad Yorkshire accent.
"Mmmnn, let me suck that big fucking cock," purred Lorelai and slid her mouth round the tree trunk of a dick. She had just time to let it slither round and in, pushing at her cheek before the rhythm guitarist resumed the butt-fucking; the Milf would have screamed in pleasure if her mouth hadn't been full as the guitarist's dick shot down her ass ending its trajectory deep within her.
"Oooooohhhh, ooooooohhhhh, aaaaaaargggghhhh" screamed Rory as she came again. Her head shot back and her hair flowed down to tickle the face of the lead guitarist who was below her thrusting up. Suddenly his face contorted in pleasure and his body went taut. The drummer paused, realising what was happening and waiting for his band mate to finish. The lead guitarist's face stretched even more and he gave one more thrust up into the younger Gilmore girl's back passage. The cum shot exploded up the chute, splattering the walls and hole with its white gooey mess. Rory let out a moan of pleasure as she felt the warm, sticky seed spurt into her butt-hole and then dribble down, "Oooohhh, that's so good... that feel's so good."
Panting with exertion the teen waited for drummer to pull his cock from her pussy, so she could move to let the lead guitarist move from underneath her. He rolled away, sweating and visibly exhausted. Rory grinned and twisted so she was lying on the front. She looked over her shoulder at the drummer, "Your turn for my ass."
"Sure thing, sweetie," grinned the young man, gripping his cock and moving to anally penetrate the teen's ravaged butt.
Even as Rory was receiving her second cock in the ass of the evening her Mom was getting her second anal cum-shot. The Milf shuddered in pleasure as the warm liquid shot into her butt, soothing the aching and pummelled backhole. As the newly limp dick was withdrawn, Lorelai pushed the vocalist's foot long prick out of her mouth. She wiggled her jaw from side to side to make sure the massive prong hadn't dislocated it, before looking up the singer with a 'fuck me' smile, "You going to make it three in a row... that'd equal my record for ass-fuckings in one night."
The man nodded and moved round behind the Milf. Even though her ass had been gaped by the previous two big dicks the thick girth of the new anal entrant meant the her chute would be stretched even further apart. Luckily Lorelai's saliva and the cum coating her wall from the two previous cumshots lubricated the prick and help it slide in easily, with only a small amount of effort needed to stretch the hole to take the python-like dick, "Fuck," squeaked the Milf, "Fuck my slutty asshole."
The vocalist grunted something and slammed in. His prick ploughed hard, penetrating deep into Lorelai's ass. He pulled back and hammered in again, the large dick slamming down further than the two smaller (but still large cocks) had rammed in. Again and again he thrust, his giant dick pounding at the open back-door like a jackhammer, so far in that his ballsack almost followed his huge prick in the red-rimmed and gaping rear hole. The Milf screamed as she came a constant explosion of sexual gratification, her throaty yells competing with Rory who was also orgasming as her ass was stretched and pleasured.
"Aaaaarrrghhh...fuccccckkkkk meeeee!" "Oooooohhhh, oooooohhh ram my whore ass." "Uuuuuurrgghh... I'mmm cuuuuummmiiinnng." "Oooooohhhh, fuuucckkk God... yessssssss!"
The two Gilmores screamed and came and came and screamed. There bodies shuddered and shook under the perfect anal slamming they were getting. Neither doubted that their assholes would be sore and aching after they had been finished -- neither cared; the excitement and enjoyment was too great.
It was the drummer who came first, his cock spurting blast after blast of warm, wet liquid seed into the teenager's aching ass. It slid down, before bubbling back out as he pulled his cock. Rory groaned with satisfaction and, after a quick check to make sure none of the exhausted musicians wanted another try, she rested her head on hands and lay watching her Mom get fucked, murmuring soft words of encouragement, "Go Mom, go. Fuck him like a whorey tramp."
Lorelai's passionate screams were too loud for her to hear her daughter's calls. The orgasms blasting her were so intense that all she could do was yell to high heaven, unable even to properly vocalise the feelings that the singer's prick was giving her. Harder and harder the vocalist slammed, grunting and panting as his large cock went deep and far. Sweat dripped from him, sprinkling Lorelai with cool perspiration every time he rammed forward. Harder, harder, faster, faster...
"Fuuuucccckkkk," screamed the Milf as the last load of cum was dumped in her ass, splurting forward and soothing her sore butthole in its velvety softeness, warm and balmy -- a liquid lotion almost designed to cure stretched and bruised anal passages. She collapsed forward, sated, or at least as sated as she ever was, as the singer withdrew his rapidly downsizing member.
"You girls want a lift?" said the drummer as he reached for his jeans.
Lorelai looked at her daughter as she reached for her hotpants and T-shirt. The teen shook her head, it was a nice night. Lorelai smiled at the drummer, "No, we're nearby; we'll walk."
It didn't take any them long to dress and Lorelai and Rory waved to the boys from the band as the van pulled out of the car park. The two Gilmores started to walk back towards the hostel, they were sweaty and covered with drying cum; a good soaking in the showers would be the first thing they'd do when they arrived in the hostel. Suddenly Lorelai stopped and frowned, "Rory, did you get the band's name?"
"No. Why?" asked the puzzled teen, "It's not like we're going to see them again."
"But if we don't know who they are how are we going to boast about fucking them if they become famous," said Lorelai.
The two of them paused, thinking, and then they began to laugh and continued to walk down the street.
*



        Hiring Echo: The Dominatrix Doll

        Echo is a very profitable part of the Dollhouse.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/hiring-echo-the-dominatrix-doll

Title: Hiring Echo: The Dominatrix Doll

Author: LL72

Category: Celebrities & Fan Fiction

Description: Echo is a very profitable part of the Dollhouse.

Tags: lesbian, eliza dushku, echo, hiring, domination, watersports, reese witherspoon, dollhouse




Hollywood is a city of secrets; behind its romantic façade they lie in the shadows awaiting the moment to spring out and wreck the lives of those who hid them. Which means that actresses with unconventional personal lives have to be very, very discreet – especially if they have young children and a reputation for wholesomeness to protect.
It wasn't for that reason the Dollhouse had been born, but it might as well have been. Only a couple of people ever knew what the assignment was, and who with, and one of them had their memory wiped on completion. It was expensive, services of that quality, didn't come cheap, but as Reese Witherspoon nervously twitched at the curtains in the anonymous house she rented, she concluded it was worth it.
She looked at her watch, a few more minutes and her Doll, would be here. Taking a deep breath, she looked round to make sure everything was ready; the wine on ice, the leather crops, the handcuffs, the variety of sex toys, the ice-cream and fresh strawberry's were all laid out. Reese had been planning this for months, ever since a friend had given the name of a contact in the mythical Dollhouse. Though, to be fair, her Dollhouse contact had done most of the planning, only speaking to Reese when the actress needed to make a decision and choose which Doll she wanted. The contact had rented a house, one with a covered driveway so the neighbours couldn't see who came in or out, ordered the food, bought the implements. All Reese had to do was turn up.
Outside she could hear a van drive up; there was the slam of its back door. Reese hurriedly pulled out the bottle of wine and poured two glasses as she heard the vehicle reverse. There was the sound of footsteps on gravel. Then a pause and the doorbell rang.
Jumping as if hit by an electric shock, the actress took one final quick look in the mirror. Her cunt, freshly shaved, was on wanton display; framed by a white suspender belt holding up a pair of stockings of the same colour. Her only other clothing was a pair of black high heels. She quickly ran her hand through the hair, before stepping forward to open the front door.
If she was light, the beauty who stood in the doorway was dark. Her long brown was tied in a pony-tail, but one so loose it spilled over her naked shoulders. She was dressed in a leather leotard studded with metal which tapered down to cover her belly-button before sliding into a pair of black, studded leather, panties. Her own stockings were barely visible above a pair of thigh length boots. The pale face of the newcomer studied Reese with barely concealed contempt.
Gesturing the doll in Reese introduced herself, "I'm Reese Witherspoon. Pleased to meet you."
The dominatrix looked her up and down, her mouth fixed in a sneer of disdain, "I'm Echo. But you'll call me mistress."
Reese flushed in pleasure; it was just what she'd ordered. Oh, everyone said she was a success, but deep down Reese knew it was all a lie, she needed to be punished and controlled like the bad girl she was. Echo seemed to think the reddening of the blonde's cheeks were due to embarrassment as she snorted, "You are weak. It will be no challenge to discipline you."
"Please come this way," Reese walked into the main room, almost bowing at Echo as she strode in after her. As Echo looked round the room Reese picked up the glasses of wine and passed on to her. Even before the other glass touched Reese's lips, the doll drained hers one gulp,. Her dark irises fixed on the wine-glass, in Reese's hand and her voice sounded as cold as an iceberg, "Were you given permission to drink?"
Putting down the wine, Reese shook her head, "No," she said and looked at the carpet. Echo reached for a whip, and cracked it on the floor in front of the actress.
"These are the rules," Echo said, her tone suggested they were not up for debate, "One, you do whatever I say. You're going to get spanked anyway, but if you answer back, if you're slow or if you use your own initiative you're going to get whipped even more. Two, this is all about my pleasure not yours; I don't give a fuck if you orgasm or not. If you do cum it'll be an accident – though you'll want to thank me. Three, safety words...."
She paused and took a step closer to Reese, her leather clad hand reached out and roughly grabbed the blonde's face, pulling it round so that they were staring directly into each other's eyes. When she continued her voice was so gentle that Reese had to strain to hear it, "safety words... they're aren't any. You are going to put yourself directly in my hands and hope I don't harm you. It's all about trust."
Echo let go off Reese's chin and gave a thin smile. Before the blonde could react Echo's hand came up again and her palm smacked loudly against Reese's cheek, leaving a red imprint, "Do you agree?" Echo's voice had the same icy hauteur as before.
"Yes," Reese nodded, careful to avoid eye contact.
"Yes, what?" came the sharp reply.
"Yes, mistress," said Reese in her most accommodating tone.
"Good. Now I'll let you quench your thirst in a moment, but first peel down my panties...." Reese bent forward. There was a snort from Echo, "... on your knees bitch."
Reese was impressed by the attention to detail the Doll's owners had gone. She had asked that she be shaved except for a small sliver of hair atop the pussy, and that was how Echo had been prepared. Reese remained in situ staring at the naked cunt, waiting for the next order. For, what seemed like an age, Echo was content to let her remain there as she drank the wine that Reese hadn't been allowed to touch.
"Put it under my cunt, slut," Echo passed the glass down. Reese did as ordered. For a few seconds nothing happened. Reese waited patiently, for first a trickle and then a gush of liquid until the yellow piss filled the glass. Echo shook herself and few more drops dripped in.
"Stand and face me," said Echo.
Doing as she was told Reese gingerly stood up, careful not to drip any of the liquid onto Faith's boots.
"Drink," Echo ordered.
Looking down at the piss, Reese paused, knowing even as she did so she had displeased her mistress.
"I said drink," Echo voice snapped at Reese like a whip.
Putting the glass to her lips Reese sipped, it was warm and bitter, and just thought of what she was drinking made her stomach contract. She took another sip and looked at Echo. The woman was smiling cruelly.
"How do you like my amber nectar?" the voice was like Cruella de Ville asking a puppy how they like the new Dalmatian Spot coat she was wearing.
"Very nice, Mistress," lied Reese and took another sip. She forced herself to swallow the acidic liquid, imaging it burning her throat and insides.
"You're lying," Echo was still smiling her wicked smile, "and liars get punished."
The voice was so cool, so reasonable that Reese shivered. Echo stepped forward, so close that Reese could feel the woman's warm breath on her cheek. She tensed herself for a slap, but instead Echo just ran her hand gently through the blonde's hair, before stepping back, "Later," she said, "finish your drink first."
Steeling herself Reese raised the glass for the third time and chugged it down like she was drinking beer at frat party. Taking it one gulp made it taste even worse than before and Reese gagged, almost bringing it back up. She forced it down, bringing her head up gasping for air. Echo looked at her, devoid of pity. The dominatrix turned and sat down on the sofa, spreading her legs.
She pointed at her twat, "My pussy has got piss on it, bitch. Clean it whilst I think of your punishment."
Getting on her knees Reese crawled forward, determined to do a good job. As her face got nearer she realised she was quivering at the thought of the punishment; she could tell whether it was excitement or terror or both. She reached up and took hold of Echo's labia, before sticking her tongue in. At first the taste was the bitter tang of urine, but soon it was replaced by the sweeter taste of girl cum. She lapped desperately, as Echo grabbed her head and pushed her deeper. Reese could feel the dominatrix trembling with every touch, but she remained in control, not making a sound. More and more cum slid out of her cunt, coating Reese's face in its sticky goo. Suddenly, Echo grabbed her hair and roughly pulled her back.
"That was a fucking useless munch. I've been eaten better by church-going virgins," Echo snarled. There was a glint in her eye that hinted she might be lying, but Reese didn't want to press the point.
Not letting go of Reese's hair Echo stood up, pulling Reese roughly up, she brought her hand round with a crack against the blonde's plump buttocks. Reese let out a small cry of pain and Echo gave a thin grin, "Time for your first punishment, bitch."
She dragged Reese over to the wooden coffee table and with a sweep of her hand pushed the dildos littering it onto the floor. She shoved Reese down, then kicked her legs so that they were apart, finally she took some handcuffs and latched Reese's wrists to the table legs.
"I think I'll finish off these strawberries before I begin," said Echo. She moved behind Reese, for a few seconds the blonde could hear her footsteps before she left the room. Reese waited and waited, the fear in her stomach began to blot out the excitement. Then she heard the clack of Echo's high-heeled boots again and breathed a sigh of relief.
It was short lived as heard a crack of the whip. It landed on the table top, snaking across the wood and making a bang like a gun. Reese gave a whinny of fear as she watched it fly backwards. The second whip ripped apart her suspender belt, but with supernatural skill didn't touch her skin. Echo stepped forward and pulled away the torn garment, Reese could feel the woman undoing her shoes and then slipping her hands under the suspender and pulling them off.
"You'll be naked for the rest of the time, slut," Echo's voice was triumphant, "get used to it."
"Yes mistress Echo," replied Reese, wondering if that was her punishment. If it was, she was disappointed.
The harsh crack of the whip across her buttocks told it wasn't, "Aaarrgghh," she screamed. Three more lashes wiped across her cheeks in quick succession, each laid with precision so that they criss-crossed in a tic-tac-to grid. There was a pause and then Echo repeated the same manoeuvre on the small of her back, Reese again screamed. Again there was a pause and Echo moved back to her butt, again creating a small grid. She alternated between buttocks and back until Reese was sobbing in pain. Then she walked away, leaving the blonde in place.
In amongst the pain Reese admired her skill. She had stipulated that her skin wasn't to be broken, the whip had been placed to create maximum pain but only leaving a red welt. Gradually the pain receded from sharp knifes to a more dull throbbing and she Reese stopped snivelling, waiting for her mistress to return. She couldn't see a clock, but it seemed like hours before she heard Echo coming back. The dominatrix bent down and fastened a dog collar round Reese's throat. She moved and stood in front of the blonde, put her hands on her hips and stared down.
"Good doggie," her lips curled upwards, but the corner of her eyes didn't crinkle.
"Yes mistress," replied Reese.
"Doggies don't talk, they bark," Echo said sternly, "Bark for me little doggie."
"Woof, woof," said Reese lamely.
Echo's foot stamped down on her fingers, pushing them onto the carpet, "That's not very good doggie, bark properly."
Grating her throat, Reese barked, once, twice, three times. On the fourth bark Echo stepped off her fingers.
"Good doggie," she bent down and patted Reese's head, "time for training." Reese felt a lead being snapped into place on the collar. Then Echo stepped back again, "You've no tail."
She stepped out of sight for a second and Reese felt something being pushed deep into her ass. She gasped as the rough edges scraped within her, but stopped just above her ass's g-spot. Echo was determined to make sure she didn't orgasm. The dominatrix stepped into view, she wrapped the lead round one hand and then unlocked the handcuffs with the other.
"Come on little doggie," she tugged at the lead, Reese followed on her hands and knees. As she passed a mirror she saw that it was a whip handle which had been stuffed in her butt, she had to admit the trailing leather did look a little like a dog's tail. Echo led her out into the back garden and Reese was glad that the Dollhouse had got one surrounded by a large wooden fence. Bending down the dominatrix unhooked the lead and patted Reese's head again.
"There's an obedient little doggie," said Echo, she bent down and picked up a double-sided dildo. Reese felt a frisson of excitement, perhaps she after her whipping Echo was going to allow her some pleasure. Instead the brunette threw it down the garden and slapped Reese hard on her ass, "Go fetch in your mouth doggie."
Reese scampered on her hands and knees towards the dildo. It wasn't easy picking it up without her hands, especially given its girth. But eventually she managed to pick it up and returned to Echo, dropping it at the dom's feet.
"Good doggie," Echo patted her head again, then picked up the dildo and threw it again, "Fetch."
As Reese returned she saw that Echo had screwed the end of a dildo into her leather pants. Reese dropped the double-ender in front of her mistress and looked up, the strap-on waved in her face.
"Can you beg little doggie," asked Echo.
Reese could. She sat on her knees and bent her wrists so her hands looked like a pair of dropping paws, and tried to give a sad bark. Echo laughed, a sound that sent chills through Reese. Then she patted the blonde's hair again, "Good doggie, open wide for your reward."
Reese opened her mouth as far as she could. Echo roughly gripped at her head and slammed the cock in with an accurate, but hard, precision. Reese felt it push in, grating against her teeth, pinning down her tongue, bashing against her tonsils, before starting to go down her throat. She struggled to breathe and choked on her own saliva. But Echo was holding her strongly pushing her head forward, so that the dildo went in deeper, "Take it bitch," demanded Echo, all traces of puppy-love gone from her voice.
Choking Reese did as she was told. Her breath came in snorts and she could feel bile covering the dildo as she retched. Echo started to buck back and forth, never letting the cock come out further than Reese's tonsils, but then ramming it further down her throat. Tears sprung to Reese's eyes and her eyeliner ran down her face like an abstract painting. Finally Echo pulled the cock out and Reese bent over, choking out her saliva onto the floor, but even in her current state she made sure not to drop any over her mistresses shiny black boots.
"Do you want a drink?" Echo pointed to a dog's dish, full of water, "Drink it all."
It wasn't easy to lap it up, and as much of the water splashed on her face and floor as into her mouth. But Reese began to become more careful when Echo started slapping at her ass when she spilled. At first the taste of the cold water was refreshing, but Echo kept refilling it until Reese felt her bladder about to burst.
"Mistress..." she started to ask for a toilet break, but before she could say anything more Echo savagely slapped her across the face.
"I haven't given you permission to speak," she said in a calm voice, which was even scarier than if she'd shouted or shown emotion.
Reese nodded, blinking back tears. She knew she would get punished for what she was about to do, but the pressure on her bladder was so great she couldn't help herself. Relaxing her muscles she lent loose a stream of hot piss onto the patio. Echo took a step backwards and looked at her with derision.
"If you've finished lick it up," she ordered.
Reese bent down and lapped at the puddle. If anything it was more humiliating than drinking Echo's and several times she looked up with pitiful eyes, hoping that the Doll would take pity on her. The dominatrix just stared down at her, showing no sign she even understood the word mercy. Eventually all that was left of the piss was a stain on the patio.
"We've almost finished for today," Echo sat down on one of the patio chairs and stretched out her legs, "but before I go, I want you to lick clean my boots."
Reese wanted to do well, to show Echo that pissing herself was a temporary aberration, that she was a good girl, a willing slave. Her tongue ran over every inch she could find of her Mistresses boots, until her mouth was dry and her tongue numb. And even then she continued until the boots had been licked clean. Echo looked down at her, the brunettes face a mask of contempt. She raised her boot and kicked at Reese, sending her sprawling onto her back, "Fucking useless slave. I'm off."
Without another word she pulled the whip out of Reese's ass and stalked out of the house.
Reese just sat there crying softly. She had been made to drink piss, beaten and humiliated to a level beyond what had ever happened to her before. She would certainly be using the Dollhouse again...
*
In her plush office overlooking the cityscape of Los Angeles Adelle DeWitt looked at the accounts. The Dollhouse was making a hefty profit this quarter and it was in no small part due to Echo. The young woman had many skills, but it was the amount female celebrities were willing to pay for her services that made her such a valuable asset.
The phone rang and DeWitt picked it up, "Yes... yes I've heard of you... we're very discreet... you've heard about Echo... I agree she is one of our best Dolls... you want her to do what... oh, I'm sure we can arrange that."
DeWitt smiled. Yes, Echo was a very profitable part of the Dollhouse.
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The cheers and chants were still ringing round the ground, though it had been over five minutes since the Memphis Christians victorious soccer team had left the field after clinching victory in the Tennessee State College Soccer League. It wasn't true that the Memphis Christians won nothing, but it had to be said that this was the first time since 1947 that anyone but the cheerleading team had tasted any victory outside Bible readings and Spelling Bee competitions. And of course the victory tasted so much sweeter as it was over the Christian's hated local rivals, the Lancers.
Inside the changing room it wasn't much quieter, the players whooping, cheering and high-fiving as they celebrated their victory by exploding (non-alcoholic) champagne over themselves and the coaching staff. A few were already getting undressed, shorts and shirts being dropped to the floor and muddy boots kicked across the room. In the stadium corridor Savannah Monroe, captain of the college cheerleaders, the Cyclones, waited for her cue. It was soon to come; the coach Bob Parkins, a fit and muscular fifty-year-old with a body of a man half his age, jumped onto one of the benches. He lowered his hands, palms down, motioning for the team to be quiet and let him speak; for a few moments the excited soccer players continued to yell and chant, but soon they were silent waiting for him to speak.
"What can I say boys. Well done; last game of the season and we got it. Two great goals, and what can I say about the defending, but 'clean sheet' and some fantastic saves to make sure it stayed like that. But it's more than just one game, whether you were on the field today or on the bench, as a sub or not... it's been a great season, you've worked hard, trained hard, played hard and, for the Dean's sake, kept those GPAs up.
"Now as I promised earlier in the season, if we got the league I've laid on a couple of treats. Tonight, the team bus will be heading out to a spa resort for a long weekend of relaxing fun... and just in case you haven't worked out, boys, you'll be on that bus. But first... all season they've been cheering for you, supporting you in your victories and encouraging you after our few defeats. Now the Cyclones want to give you their own special reward." He brought his hands together and started clapping.
"Go, go, go," hissed Savannah to her cheerleaders as the rest of the footballers joined in the ovation. Standing beside her sister, Charlotte and Kathy (aka Nasty Kathy), Savannah watched approving as the rest of the female side cheerleading team bounded into the room, somersaulting and leaping, whirling their Pom-Poms with wild abandon. The clapping stopped as the soccer players noticed that none of the cheerleaders were wearing anything but pumps and socks, though Savannah proudly noted that nudity didn't harm the routine one jot. The silence only lasted for a few moments, before the young men started cheering and hollering, shouting out their appreciation of the cheerleaders. Through the crack in the door Savannah watched as her cheeries danced energetically, a special routine that they had designed for today – one that involved a lot of thrusting and bouncing, ending with the girls all on their asses with their legs spread apart.
The cheers got even louder, even more frenzied than when a last minute goal thudded into the back of the net as the players looked at the nude and sexy female flesh on display. But it wasn't over, the coach again made a motion for the team to quieten down; it took longer this time, but eventually the changing room was quiet enough for Parkins to speak.
"Take a good look boys, good Christian snatches untouched by man or plastic... unsullied until they enter the holy state of matrimony. And that is how it should be – a joining together of two virgins to become one partnership, with you boys bringing home the bread and your wife making sure the house is kept and the kids are obedient.
"But I was a young man once, I know the temptations that crowd you, especially when we hit the spa and those masseurs get to work. So as a treat can I welcome, the Cyclone's team captain, Savannah Monroe, and her two colleagues, her sister Charlotte Monroe and Kathy Kurowski."
The team broke into another round of applause as the three cheerleaders ran in; they were even more naked that the rest of the team, having neither Pom-Poms or footwear. Also unlike the rest of the team they didn't dance, but instead dropped to their knees in front of the team in the begging position.
This time Parkins waited for the noise to die down naturally before he continued his speech. "Now, the best way to make sure you can resist the temptation to stuff your cock in some slut's cunt is to have a good Christian virgin remove the lust from your pricks by sucking it out. And what better girls to do that our three virginal cheerleaders..."
Savannah wasn't absolutely sure that Kathy was as virginal as she claimed, she had an eye for the boys and her late night returns weren't always due to extra-late prayer sessions at the Young People's Christian Club. However, Savannah was a virgin and proud of it, sure she'd blown a lot of boys and her hand-job skills were renowned all over Memphis, but no male had touched her womanhood and nor would they until her wedding night. But she was still a young woman with a young woman's desires, so when the coach had suggested that as a reward to the team and that she might like to suggest a few girls who could give great bjs, she had quickly put herself forward. Despite some reservations about her co-captain's loose sexual morals Kathy was the obvious second choice; from comments around the campus Kathy was a queen of the messy, slurpy, deep-throat – her willingness to swallow giving her the nickname 'Nasty'.
Savannah had even greater reservations about bringing in her younger sister. Though she was absolutely sure about the younger Monroe's virginity, she wasn't convinced she'd got the experience. Sure Charlotte had been sucking cocks for a good couple of years and had moved on from giving her boyfriend a blow in the back-seat of the Chevvy to sucking four members of a Christian Rock Band after an uplifting gig. But sucking the football team and their coaching staff was big girl's games - not only were there lots of them, but as stars of Memphis Christian they were used to high quality sucking and Savannah worried that Charlotte didn't have the experience.
It was Kathy who came up with the solution; let Charlotte loose on the male cheerleaders and get their opinions. Charlotte had been all for it, as were the men and within a few minutes Charlotte had taken them into the back room and blew all six of them whilst a judging panel of Kathy and a couple of other experienced cock-suckers watched. The reviews from both the recipients and the watching panel had been resoundingly positive. Savannah was still worried that her sister wouldn't be able to cope or that there would be sotto voce comments from some of the team about nepotism, but it was too late to replace her now.
"Coach, if they're going to blow the entire team, there's over twenty of us and three of them..." it was Bud Ross, the captain. Savannah had been hoping that he'd shoot in her mouth, but he didn't seem to think that the three of them could take the whole squad which was so insulting that she almost began to hope he wouldn't choose her as his cum receptacle. Even if Charlotte flagged there was no way Kathy or Savannah would stop until every cock had been sucked clean.
Parkins also didn't seem to think there was any risk as he grinned and replied, "Son, nearer thirty cos if you think me and the rest of the staff ain't going to put our cocks between those lips you're as cuckoo as them Swiss clocks."
Ross looked momentarily unconvinced and Savannah quickly spoke up in her best peppy tone, "We can do it. We can take you all."
"Y'all heard what the girl said," Parkins began undoing the cord holding up his own tracksuit bottoms.
"Dang, coach, what was I thinkin'. Sorry Savannah, I know you can do it – you're a Memphis Christian, world-beaters," Ross pulled down his soccer shorts, taking his boxers with them and showing his nine inches of pumping cock.
Looking at it, thick and meaty and oh, so tasty Savannah was reminded that a good Christian always forgives. She smiled, "Apology accepted." Then she took his cock in her mouth, sliding up the large chunk of manhood. The soccer captain moaned and straightened, resting his hands on her shoulders as she began working her mouth up and down his prick, going further each time. On either side of her Kathy and Charlotte had taken a dick each and were replicating her motions.
"Savannah, you're so good, so good," moaned Ross. The cheerleader sucked deeper taking him further into her mouth. She was starting slow, letting her mouth get used to the size so as not to give herself too much of a jaw ache too soon. She knew she'd have to speed up and take it deeper soon if she wanted to get through all thirty, but for her first one a long, slow blow would work. Certainly Ross didn't seem to have any objections, his eyes were closed and his breath was coming out in slow, pants even though the only work he was doing was standing. He groaned again as Savannah's ran her tongue over his cock as she worked her lips up, "Oh my, oh my, suck my large prick."
The remainder of the cheerleaders were up and standing, clapping and giggling as they watched their three colleagues suck their first cocks. A few of them were obviously struggling to resist the temptation to touch themselves and had to sit down and keep their legs crossed. Savannah knew how they felt, she was holding onto the thighs of Ross as she sucked him, knowing if she let go she'd be risking eternal damnation and social ostracism by plunging a finger into her pussy. She tried to push the thought of fingering herself away and concentrate on giving a good blow-job.
She was moving faster now, taking it deeper and more intense. She could feel the cock expanding and contracting in her mouth ready to blow and saw Ross's face squash as the orgasm started to hit him. The cum exploded in her mouth, she swallowed the first shot and then took the rest in her mouth swilling it round, until Ross's cock was out of her. Then slowly and deliberately, she let the cum dribble from between her lips, over her chin and down to her its. She waited until it was all out before looking up at the gang of men waiting with their hard cocks out; "Next," she smiled.
The second cock came, and she sucked that. Harder and quicker than her first, taking it deep and pushing it against her throat. It didn't take long for him to cum, and again she swallowed some cum and let the rest drip down her chest. A third cock appeared in front of her and Savannah opened wide to take it, noticing as she did so that it was had 'Jesus Saves' tattooed on it which given it was the goalie's dick was either an act of faith or false modesty.
Kathy and Charlotte were working their pricks as well. Kathy was more intense and deeper, a real sloppy deep-throater, dripping cum, saliva and bile everywhere as she took the pricks so deep she gagged as they came. Most of the cumshots shot down her throat into her stomach, a sure recipe for future stomach cramps, but Kathy was experienced enough to be able to keep going for the afternoon, though Savannah guessed she'd be as sick as a parrot later in the evening. Enough cum dribbled from her lips to create a vampire like effect, except the liquid sliding from the corners of mouth was white rather than red. Another player exploded in her, and Kathy swallowed and retched and swallowed some more. She wiped a her eyes, which were watering with the force of the throat fucks she was getting, before looking up, "Come on, boys, I want to drink your cum, I want you to shoot down my throat. I'm a thirsty cheerleader..."
Equally impressive was Charlotte; she wasn't taking it as deep as Kathy, but for a young woman who had only turned eighteen a few months back and without the cock-sucking experience of the other two, she was doing well. She was slobbering quickly and enthusiastically at the prick in front of her, the eagerness with which she was slathering over the eight inches of thick prick making up for any lack of skill. Her front was glistening with gooey sperm, she was no swallower; the cum dripped down her tits and onto her thighs, creating a small pool in the crack between them as it slid down her legs and onto the floor. She jerked her head back as the dick she was sucking blew, taking the first spurt in her mouth, but the rest over her pretty features. She smiled as it dripped down to join the copious amounts already on her bosoms. She laughed, "Who's next? I want more big dicks, give me your big cocks; I'll suck them all."
Savannah took another cock, her fifth or was it her sixth? She wasn't sure. It didn't matter, she'd carry on taking prick in her mouth whilst they were there – it wasn't a competition on who could take the most. She rammed her face down the cock, deeper and deeper, feeling the cock contract and expand in her mouth as its owner pumped into her.
"Go on Savannah, suck him deep. Take it for the team." "Kathy... Kathy... Kathy... suck... suck... suck..." "Charlotte, you're doing well, take it girl," the other cheerleaders danced and clapped, shouting encouragement to their team mates, "Suck him. Suck him! Suck himmm!!!" "Take it all, make him cum." "You go, you all go, suck those tasty pricks."
Another cock exploded in Savannah and she let the cum slide from her mouth, dribbling over her semen stained titties and down her belly. Kathy choked up some cum and drool, all down her front. She wiped her mouth, "Come on, don't stop." Another soccer player stepped up to take his place in front of the cheerleaders. Kathy's lips draped round his cock, moving further and further up until he was so far in his ball were banging against her chin as he fucked forward.
Savannah, however, didn't have time to see how her team mate was coping as she already had another prick in her mouth and was slurping at it hungrily. She was keen that everyone got a good quality blow, there would be no slacking off from her until that last dick had been sucked. The soccer player groaned and gasped as her lithe and talented tongue played with his manhood as her lips squeezed and sucked at the nine inches. The trouble with being such a talented cocksucker was that the young man barely lasted a couple of minutes before he was shooting his load over her face. Savannah wiped some burning cum from eyes and let the rest trickle down to join their brethren coated on her tits and stomach.
"Suck...suck...suck!" chanted another cheerleader. "Eat those pricks, eat... eat...eat."
Charlotte took anther blast of cum, shrieking with excited pleasure as it the assistant coach pulled out and jerked the explosive shots over her hair and face. Her hair was already messed and gooey, he wasn't the first who'd shot there and as Charlotte took another prick and said to the new man "I want you to cum over my face," it seemed likely she'd get even more head shots.
A cock with 'Jesus Saves' tattooed on it appeared in front of Savannah. The cheerleader frowned, sure she remembered it from a short while before. She looked up at the goalkeeper, "Haven't I sucked you?"
"I'm hard again, coming for seconds. That alright?" he said.
Savannah looked round at the soccer players; a few were sitting down, but most were standing up, their cocks already hard or desperately pumping them to make them so. She called out, "Anyone not been blown yet?"
There was no answer so she guessed everyone now had at least one blow-job under their belt. She looked back to the goalie, "Sure, I'll give seconds," she grinned and moved her mouth over his member. There was the salty taste of dried cum on his dick as she sucked, not that she minded, it just added a bit of further flavouring. She sucked harder and faster, aware that she'd have to put some more effort in as he'd already cum shortly before and it was always more difficult to bring a man to fruition the second time than the first. Her mouth slid up and down the cock, her lips squeezing and pressuring the prick.
"Yes! Yes! Yes!!!" gasped the goalkeeper and filled her mouth with his cum. As normal she swallowed a bit and let the rest leak out, emptying her mouth of the salty white goo before she took the next dick in her mouth, sucking and slurping at the new dick, just as cummy and flavoursome as the one before.
The other two girls were also on their second helpings of cock, sucking and slurping at pricks already blown, which were sticky with saliva and cum and tasted so good. Some of the players deliberately tried a different cheerleader, some so pleased with their previous blow job stuck with the same girl, but the majority were just random, moving in as one of the cheerleader's finished a blow job and was ready for the next dick.
Cum shot after cum shot blew out, coating the girls and making them almost swim in semen. Not that they were complaining... But gradually the number of pricks being waved in front of them decreased, all the coaches and players had got one blow job, most had been blown twice and an elite had been sucked off three times before they were spent. Eventually Savannah pulled her head back to dribble the cum blast down her tits. She looked around, their was no-one left, they were all sitting around and both Charlotte and Kathy were sitting on their knees; with no cocks in their mouths they looked like lonely snowmen.
The coach jumped up on the bench again, "A big round of applause to our three cheerleaders," the room erupted for a few moments as the soccer players, coaching staff and other cheerleaders clapped and cheered the three cum soaked cock-suckers. The coach gave it long enough to be polite, before quietening it down, "Okay, boys, quick showers and then on the bus in thirty minutes. You'll love the spa we've booked, just make sure you all get some time with those masseurs – I tell you, you won't regret it."
There was a hubbub of activity as the players got up, grabbing towels and talking as they headed towards the showers. Savannah got up, wiping some cum from her face and chin. She helped Charlotte up and then Kathy, who was starting to look a little green from her excess salt intake, together they headed out to hit the cheerleader's showers.
With luck, thought Savannah, the basketball team would win it's big match next week and she could do it all again.
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My name is James Rock and I fuck Mothers and Daughters for a living.
Perhaps I should explain. My official job isn't Mother-Daughter Fucker, but actor, though truth be told the acting I do isn't going to win me an Oscar. And James Rock is my stage name; my real name is a lot more boring and not the type of thing people wanting a quick jerk-off would be impressed with. Rock has a more... more hardcore sound. James... well James is a normal name – kinda like an average Joe; makes people think that it could be them fucking this cute teen and her busty mom.
I'm the owner and main star of the 'Fuck me and my Mom' series. You may have heard of us? Yeah, we do DVDs, but we're mainly on the web. Fifteen years ago, when I started in this business – hell, it paid the College Fees – you put anything up on the Internet and someone would pay. But now its all niche – preggo sex, midgets, black guy and white girl (and vice versa), lesbian anal, babysitters sucking pensioners – fuck you name it the internet's got it. You need to specialise to keep up – you spread your net too wide you don't get a fish. So I specialise, running a few different sites, 'Gagging Teens', 'Preggo Ass Fucking' as well as tag teaming teens and matures; it pays the rent and then some.
But even in your niche you need to stand out from the competition. Plenty of my competitors get a mature model with younger one with the same hair colouring and pretend they're a mom and daughter. Me – well, I confess I did it with some of my early shoots, but now its only real mommies and their devoted daughters. It started as a gimmick on the site – write to Jamie Rocks if you're a mother/daughter combo wanting to get fucked.
It was a surprise when women started to write in; there was a vast untapped market out there and I took it. Lots of different reasons – Mom just divorced and daughter looking to get her back in the saddle; Mom's wanting to make sure their daughter's first fuck was in a safe environment; both sides wanting to bond as daughter stood on the cusp of adulthood. And, sometimes, just for fun.
Which brings me to the Gilmore Girls...
I was sitting in the car with Brandi, she's my camera operator – one of the best in the business, pretending we're driving over to the Gilmores. I say pretending as in reality we'd been there at seven in the morning; Brandi setting up the lights and equipment, me going over the contracts and Suze, that's my make-up girl, just hanging round until me and Brandi were out of her hair and she could get to work on the Gilmores. But anyway Brandi lifts up the camera and I count her down; "Three, two, one."
"So," goes Brandi, "who we visiting today?"
I grinned, flashing my pearly white teeth at the camera, "Pair of hot sluts – Lorelai and Rory Gilmore;" I reached over and fiddled around in the dashboard compartment for the letter; we've timed it so I stop at a junction as I read it. It didn't matter I'd already committed it too heart, "Dear James... hell I love polite openings... my name is Lorelai Gilmore; I'm a single Mom with a eighteen year old daughter, Rory. Here's our picture..."
Once I edit the film I'll add the photo. It's a damn good one – sometimes I get Brandi to do a couple when we're on set as the ones sent in are poor quality holiday snaps – but this, this was almost professional. A busty Milf was sitting on the edge of a bubble bath, her legs agape and dangling in the water. Between them sat this delectable teen, bath foam running up her body, but not enough to conceal a pair of pert titties. Her arms were draped over her Mom's thighs, whilst her Mom's hands massaging her shoulders. But it was the wanton smiles and wicked eyes that had persuaded me I wanted to fuck them.
"Nice..." I continued with the letter, "We're extremely close; shopping, vacations, night-clubs – you name it we do it together. However, one thing we want to do but haven't is to have sex with the same guy. We live in a place called Stars Hollow, but with the lack of action it should be called Sleepy Hollow. Please do come and make our dream a reality."
I folded the letter and slid it into my top pocket, just in time for the lights to change.
"Great looking pair," said Brandi, "and the Rory's tits aren't bad either. Bet she'll be tight."
"Hell yeah, all her holes are gonna be tight," I confirmed.
There was a whoop from Brandi; faked, as I'd already gone over the positions with her and the Gilmores, "You going to bang dat ass."
"Damn right – I'm gonna to gape that little asshole and then I'm gonna fuck her Mom's until you could stuff a grapefruit up it," I boasted.
"They're pretty attractive as well – but you know what I say..." she paused for added dramatic effect, "no gal is so pretty she can't be improved by a cum bath."
I laughed, even though, or perhaps because, I'd written that into our script, "Them sluts – they're going to be facialized. Damn I love my job..."
"Turn left," instructed Brandi. I like Brandi a lot, but she does have a phobia that somehow I'll miss a turning and we'll end up lost in the Nevada Desert. I pulled into the drive of a nice Middle America home, white picket fences and well kept lawn.
Suze was standing at the door, "Everything ready," I called from the car.
Suze nodded, "We're all set up."
"'Kay... Brandi you want to follow me as I knock on the door. Suze, I think Lorelai should open it as she was the one who wrote. Keep Rory in the lounge, sitting on the sofa."
I got out of the car and headed towards the front door as Brandi got the camera rolling again, time for an ad-lib, "Them fences aren't the only things that are going to be painted white by the time I finish."
I rang the doorbell. It opened before the first chimes had died away, "Hi James," squeaked Lorelai, hardly able to contain her excitement.
"You must be Lorelai," I leant forward and gave her a kiss on the cheek before standing back, both to admire the view myself and give Brandi time for a close up. Suze had done her work well. Lorelai's mouth was endowed with bright red lipstick – cocksucking shade as my wife calls it. She was dressed in a pair of hotpants that were a size to small, with a T-shirt, which was so low cut that sudden movement would have caused a nipple slip. I moved forward again and looked down at her titties, "Those real?"
"Why don't you touch them and see," Lorelai licked her lips seductively as I reached forward and grabbed her tits.
"Fuck Lorelai – they're natural; damn firm as well. I bet Rory was bottle-fed, and speaking of Rory let's go in so you can introduce me..."
Brandi moved the camera down so it focussed on Lorelai's swinging ass as she led us into the main room. If Rory's tits didn't have her Mom's plumpness they were still a pretty fine pair, jutting out against a very thin and very tight black pullover, so stretched that you could have hung your keys on the pointed nipples. Her short skirt just about covered the cracks of her thighs, but left uncovered a pair of sexy smooth legs.
"Hi... this is my daughter Rory," Lorelai introduced us.
As I instructed her earlier Rory gave a shy look up as her Mom sat down beside her, "Hello Mr Rock."
"Call me James," I sat down on the chair opposite, out of camera shot, as Brandi focussed on the two women, "So Lorelai, you and Rory do everything together..."
"Everything..." purred the Milf and leant forward so Brandi could get a cleavage shot.
"You must be close," I said, as Lorelai was planted so near to her daughter their naked legs were rubbing against each other it was literally true.
"Very close," confirmed Lorelai in her sexiest voice.
"What about giving her a kiss?" I asked. It was in the contract and script, neither of the two of them had balked at that, or any of my other comments. Still they acted it well as Lorelai raised an eyebrow and looked at Rory, who giggled and looked away.
"Come on Rory, give your Mom a kiss," I put on a persuasive tone. Lorelai put out her hands and gently moved Rory's head so they were facing. Their lips touched for less than a second and Rory turned away with a fit of the giggles; "Go on Rory, give your Mom a proper kiss."
Shyly Rory turned her head to face her Mom again. Her head moved closer and she opened her mouth slowly. Lorelai met her, lips wide. For a few seconds they frenched each other as Lorelai's hands moved down to grip her daughters. It was only brief, before they broke. Rory giggled again and looked away, Lorelai's laugh was throatier and she looked seductively into the camera.
I leant back into my chair, "So Lorelai – what's your favourite position?"
"Oh, I do anything," the way she licked her lips and preened herself gave me a feeling that wasn't just something she was saying for the camera.
I persisted, "But you must have a favourite? Go on tell me."
Lorelai laughed, a sexy, hoarse sound, "Well... I love to be bent double whilst a well hung stud pounds my ass."
"Well, I'll see what we can do," I laughed and turned back to Rory, "What about you Rory – you like it up the ass?"
The teen simpered and looked at the floor, murmuring something very quietly.
"Come on Rory, speak up..." I instructed.
She wasn't much louder when she spoke again, but at least she was audible, the girl was really play the shy teen to perfection, "I've never done anal."
I put a note of shocked, surprise into my voice, "Never done it up your ass," I gave a brief pause, "Lorelai – what type of a Mom are you? That's a failing in your motherly duties."
Lorelai gave that sexy laugh, as she put a finger in Rory's hair and twisted it round in a mommy like fashion, "Yeah, I'm a bad Mom; though I'm hoping to put that right."
I gave a tut as if disapproved, in reality Rory had said she'd taken quite a few cocks up there. But for the film it was better that Rory was an anal virgin rather than the ass-fucking Queen of Stars Hollow. I paused for a few seconds, allowing Brandi to get a few seconds of the Gilmore's faces, before I spoke again, "Anyway speaking off ass, are you going to show me yours."
"Sure," Lorelai jumped up and turned around, her daughter doing so more reluctantly. True to the script Lorelai pulled down her shorts and thong in one easy motion, stepping out and bending over. She pulled apart her cheeks as Brandi zoomed for a close up. Rory on the other hand just turned around and stood still as Brandi widened the view. Her Mom dropped one of her hands from a cheek and put her hand up her daughter's skirt, "Want me to help?"
Rory paused for a second, as if considering, before shaking her head. She slid her thumbs under the elastic of the skirt, slowly pushing it down to her knees before stepping out of it. A light blue pair of panties still covered her ass.
"All of it Rory," I said and her Mom laughed.
There was another pause from Rory, she bit her lip and briefly straightened up, as if she meant to walk away. Her Mom's hand landed on her ass with a friendly slap, "Get them off Rory," she said.
Her daughter complied; slowly, but seductively she peeled them down, exposing her firm butt cheeks to the camera. I didn't want to come fully in view yet, but I did reach out my hands and give each of the Gilmores a playful squeeze, "You work out Lorelai?"
"Horizontally," she laughed and even Rory tittered.
"Is the front as good as the back? "What do you think Brandi?" I asked, turning to my camera operator. I have no problem breaking the fourth wall; if it's good enough for Hamlet, it's good enough for Fuck me and my Mom.
"It'll be good to see some tit," replied my camera operator.
"You heard what Brandi said, are we go to see some tittie?" I spoke to the Gilmores.
Even as I spoke Lorelai was lifting her T-shirt and dropping it to the ground. She turned round, as Brandi filmed her top half. She shook her body so the tits bounced playfully, before she slid her hands under them and lifted them up. Her tongue moved round her lips seductively as she dropped them back down, moving her fingers lightly round the aureoles. Rory had halfway lifted her pullover and paused. She turned her head to look at me and giggled, before straightening her back away and pulling the pullover off. It dropped in front of her and she kicked it away.
"Let us see them Rory," I coaxed. Before she turned round the teen draped her arm across the nipples and slid the other one to hide her pussy. Slowly she pivoted to face me and the camera. "Drop your arm Rory," I urged.
"Come on Rory, there's a good girl," Lorelai purred.
Rory gave a small smile and dropped her arm, moving it so that it rested on top of the other. Her tits were firm, like two unripened pears. Lorelai reached over and gave one a squeeze of encouragement. There was another giggle from Rory as her Mom clamped onto the tit. But the viewers, like me, were also interested in something lower down, "So Rory are we going to see your pussy? Or are you keeping that for your husband?"
Rory looked up at her Mom, who gave a nod of encouragement. Turning back to face me, Rory moved her hands to her side, showing her hairless slit. I gave a whistle, "No need to be shy with a cunt like that. What do you think Lorelai?"
"Very nice, very smooth," Lorelai dropped a hand from the teen's tit and used it to stroke the hairless twat, sending Rory into another fit of embarrassed giggles.
"So Rory, your Mom thinks your pussy is nice; what do you think of hers?"
Rory's eyes flicked down as Brandi zoomed out so we could see what she was looking at. It wasn't quiet as smooth as Rory's, a tiny, but well kept, strip of hairs coming up from the top of the slit. Rory gave a small smile, "It looks sweet."
I agreed.
"Sweet enough to kiss?" I asked.
Rory looked at her Mom. Lorelai gave a small nod at her daughter. Turning to me Rory gave a nervous grin, "Sweet enough," she confirmed and dropped to her knees.
Her lips pursed and she gave a peck against Lorelai's slit lips. The teen giggled and turned to me with a damn sweet smile. I gave her a wink as she turned back and gave a slightly longer kiss.
"What about giving it some tongue?" I suggested.
Lorelai nodded enthusiastically as Rory turned, shyly shaking her head.
"Go on," I coaxed. Rory looked at the floor and then at the cunt. She slowly pushed her tongue in an inch, before swiftly withdrawing it.
"You enjoyed that didn't you?" I asked.
"Yes... a little," giggled Rory and nodded. She turned and slid her tongue in again, this time moving it slowly back and forth.
I hadn't been wasting my time whilst we'd been talking. Even as I spoke I was getting undressed so I was as naked as the Gilmore Girls. Now, I know my limitations – as an actor I'm unlikely to be invited to join the Royal Shakespeare Company; but as porn star I've got a damn good muscular physique and a twelve inch cock, made to seem bigger by me shaving. I moved into the camera view, my erect penis jutting in Rory's face. The teen stopped tonguing her Mom and let her mouth open in shock.
"Wow... it's even bigger than on film," she gasped.
Her Mom was more practical. She dropped to her knees in front of me. Her cocksucker lips opened and I swiftly felt the delicious feeling of them running over my cock. Lorelai moved back and forth, moving her lips over me, as my dick disappeared into her mouth. Rory bit her lips and looked at her with a mixture of apprehension and jealousy. I patted her head, "It's big enough for two, Rory."
Delicately her tongue went out to lick at my ball sack. She was reluctant at first, or at least appeared to be, but gradually she got into it, running her tongue all over my sack, up, down, above, below; all the time keeping her eyes on her Mom sucking me; "Swap places, Lorelai, I want to see if Rory's a good a cocksucker as her Mom."
Lorelai moved aside as Rory shuffled to take her place. She looked up at me, before quickly shifting eye contact; "You ever sucked cock before Rory?" I asked.
"A couple of times," Rory admitted.
Shy is fine, but the punters don't want them too virginal. Anyway with her body it was stretching credibility that Rory had reached eighteen without some dick. She looked up and gave me a small smile, before gingerly sliding her mouth onto the cock. Lorelai reached round and moved her daughter's hair round the back of her neck, holding it in place as the teen bobbed down. I gave a groan as Rory took me deep. Sadly, this wasn't a Teen Gaggers shoot, though I made a mental note to see if Rory was interested in doing a scene for that. Still it took all my strength of will to pull my cock out.
"Either you've been sucking a lot of cock or you're a damn talented amateur," I said and Rory blushed, either from pleasure or embarrassment or a mixture of both. Lorelai nudged her daughter in the ribs and repeated what I said, making her daughter go even more cherry coloured.
Gentleman that I am I reached down and took Lorelai's hand, helping her to her feet, before doing the same for Rory. I put my arms round their waists, looking at each of them in turn, "You're a pair of fine cocksuckers."
I guided them over to the sofa. First I sat Rory down, then I lay Lorelai on top of her, with her back arched, her knees underneath and her mouth next to the teen's slit. Finally I knelt behind her. I paused momentarily before driving my prick into the Milf's open pussy. There was a shriek of pleasure from Lorelai as I entered her. I gripped her waist and began to fuck her hard.
"Oh yessss, oh yessss, fuck me, oh yessss," Lorelai wailed. My large dick was jamming her pussy, sending waves of pleasure rippling through her. At first Rory sat primly still, in character. But it was obvious that her real sluttishness was just bursting to come to the surface, she licked her lips and ran a hand up and down her Mom's spine.
"Oh that is so goooood," Lorelai let out another powerful yell as I rammed her clit into her cunt wall. Rory was definitely hotting up, she was squirming her legs against her Mom's face, trying to encourage her Mom to lick out her slot. I pulled out of Lorelai and jumping up, scooped Rory in my arms.
Positioning my arms beneath her ass, I tried to guide my cock into her snatch. Lorelai, dropped down beside me and gripping it guided it expertly into her daughter's slit.
"Shit," gasped Rory, throwing her head back, she let out a moan. I guess she hadn't had anything that big in her before and I was right she was tight. Her pussy gripped my cock like it was trying to strangle it as I pushed it deep in, "Oh fuck," screamed Rory, "Oh fuck, fuck, fuck... fuck me hard."
Holding the petite teen I slammed her twat. I could feel her juice starting to trickle down my knob. Gradually as she lubricated me and I opened the hole, I moved faster, pushing the cock in so deep that my balls were almost following it in, "Fuck... fuck..." Rory yelled.
It wasn't just my cock that was making her scream. Her Mom was standing behind her gripping her tits hard and pulling them apart and together. Lorelai's tongue slid out and I pushed myself against her daughter so that I could reach it with the tip of my own.
"Oh fuck... oh my...fucking... this is...fuck," Rory was incoherent as I moved her back to the sofa. At the last moment I twisted so that it was me sitting on it, with Rory on top. Momentarily my cock slid out of her, but it was the work of seconds to get it back in. I gripped her waist, but otherwise let her do the work as she bounced up and down. Her hair was matted against her forehead as sweat dribbled down from her body, "Fuck... what... oh... fuck, yesss...Moooom."
This last comment was aimed at Lorelai. The Milf had dropped between my legs, holding onto my thighs as her tongue slid over her daughter's butt. I let go off Rory's slender waist and gripped her cheeks, pulling them apart. Lorelai slid her tongue in, licking at the top of her daughter's ass hole. The tongue pushed in even as my cock slammed up the teen's front hole.



It was time to change position. On film at least, it was time for Rory to loose her anal virginity. I gripped her waist and eased her off, "Up you stand."
She did so, sexual frustration that we hadn't finished written on her face. It didn't last for long, "Turn round and come back down, Rory. Let's do that ass."
She lowered herself so that the tip of my cock was underneath her hole. My cock was as hard as iron and I felt myself shiver in anticipation at the thought of it going up that tight teen ass. I gripped my cock as she hovered and waited for her to come down. Rory's puckered hole touched my prick, "Easy does it," encouraged her Mom as Rory continued to move downwards.
Her hole opened as my dick went up. We both gave a satisfied sigh as she gradually slid down. The pressure crushing against my cock was knee trembling and the way Rory wiggled to accommodate me sent electric shocks hurtling down to my toes. We began to move in unison, me up, her down, until our flesh slapped against each other. Rory gave a heartfelt moan, "It's so...so...so...oh..."
We started to bang rhythmically, my hands reaching round to grip hold of her titties, as she leant back against my chest, brushing my head with her hair. Lorelai had continued to sit in front of Rory, now as I started to ass fuck her daughter, the Milf's tongue went to Rory's other hole. Rory gasped in pleasure as her Mom licked at her. Above them I could see Brandi zooming in for a close up of my cock stretching the teen's ass, whilst Lorelai licked her juicy twat.
Rory was moaning loudly now, unable to even attempt to string together a sentence. My cock went deep into her back chute, stimulating her G-spot so much that she shrieked in pleasure and shook like an earthquake's epicentre was buried in her ass. The slap of my thighs against her butt competed with the lapping sound as Lorelai cleaned cunt. I looked down at the Milf's face; she was obviously enjoying her daughter's taste. Half of me didn't want to break that, but there was one more scene. Still I could tell Rory was on the cusp, so I continued for another minute until her scream pierced through me like an ice-pick, "Fuuuuuucccckkkkk, aaaaarrrggghhhh."
I pulled out my cock, pushing Rory up, keeping my hand on her butt to stop her overbalancing as she recovered her senses.
"Your turn Lorelai," I gripped my cock as she swung onto her hands and knees. Rory got on top of her, sliding her soaking wet pussy up and down her Mom's back as her hands reached down to pull apart the Milf's cheeks. I pushed into Lorelai's back passage.
She wasn't as tight as Rory, but her walls still clamped at my cock. My balls banged against her ass as I slammed back and forth. In my eyeline I could see the gaping back hole of her daughter filled with a finger as Rory began to finger her ass. Even as she was doing it she continued to slide herself up and down her Mom, uttering guttural cries of pleasure. Lorelai wasn't quiet either, "Yessss, yessss, bang my ass, yessss, yesss," she let loose an almost non-stop flow of words.
I was almost ready to come. I jerked out my cock, not trusting myself to speak without gasping, I motioned with one hand. Luckily they got that my swivelling motion was for them to get on their hands and knees in a begging position. Lorelai's lips closed down on my cock and she sucked me to completion. I pulled out just in time; a jet of white cum spurted from my cock, flying through the air. Most of it coated Lorelai, with just enough splashes and specks landing on Rory for her to be able to claim she'd been facialized by James Rock.
I groaned as Lorelai opened her mouth again and began to clean my cock. Beside her Rory took her Mom's face in her hand and began to lick away the cum covering her cheek. I could tell this was going to be one of my most popular films....
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2: The Mayers
Hey, James Rock here with another 'Fuck me and my Mom'. I've already mentioned how I fucked and filmed the Gilmore Girls, sweet innocent Rory and her wanton slut Mom, Lorelai. Well, as I suspected that was a hit and a half, I uploaded it to the website and the server almost melted. But I'm not a man who can rest on his laurels. Or rather I know once my customers have jacked off a two dozens times to Lorelai's creamed covered face and Rory licking it clean they want something new.
Which is why Brandi, my camerawoman, and I, are sitting in a car park in a small mid-American town called Fairview as Brandi fiddles with the camera. She's struggling with getting the focus right and I'm tapping my fingers impatiently on the steering wheel, because I'm due to be tapping two fine felines, not fucking around in a car park. And Suze my make-up girl is home alone with them and she's suffering marital difficulties and will probably either bore them to death or spend so long all the men are bastards speech, that they'll be burning bras as I arrive or wandering around with a bicycling fish T-shirt. Jeez, the travails of being a porn purveyor, its not all tits and ass – though there's enough of that to make me suffer through five hours in a car with Suze whining and Brandi swearing at Japanese tech under her breath.
"Got it," said Brandi triumphantly shoving the lens in my face. I started the engine and put the car in gear. Slowly we edged out of the car park and into the street as I waited for Brandi to say her line. She was so long in speaking I thought she'd forgotten it, but eventually she spoke, "So James, who we seeing today?"
"A damn hot pair of honeys, Susan and Julie Mayer. They're so fuckable that they'd give a Jelly Marshmallow a fuckin' hard on" I replied.
I pretended to scrabble around for the letter in my pocket, though for road safety reasons I'd memorised (and the original is back in the office anyway). But I'm an actor and if Suze can claim she always faked her orgasms I'm good enough to fake reading a letter.
"Dear James," I began, "My Mom Susan Mayer has recently suffered a bit of a dry spell with her getting a divorce from my Dad after he screwed half of Fairview and her next boyfriend turning out to be a drug-dealer cop-killer. So to perk her up could you come round and fuck her? Oh and me. Love and kisses. PS here's a picture."
It was the picture that sold me. In my business you get dozens of Moms and daughter's giving sob-stories about how badly they need cock. If I went for them all by the end of the week I'd be so limp I'd need a splint. So I'd been close to throwing this one in the bin, but then I saw the photo. It was a holiday snap – on the beach. Susan was standing next to her daughter her arm round her as they both stared at the camera. It was even the fact that they were topless that made my pants move, but something in their faces, that alluring slutty sultriness that separate a jack-off and forget from the real humdingers which remain hidden on your hard drive. I knew as soon as I saw the sexy smiles that I was going to have these two. And our morning meeting as we'd gone over the contracts and I'd explained the plot line hadn't dampened my enthusiasm.
I'd left Suze to get them ready, whilst me and Brandi hit the local burger bar and saw the sights – which took us all of ten minutes. Though that said if I'd known how long it had been going to take for Brandi to get in gear I'd have spent five less minutes admiring the Revolutionary War monument. Just thinking about Susan and Julie was making my prick as hard as lead and it ain't easy trying not to jump the lights when your mind is wandering to teenie pussy and Milf ass. Brandi flicked the camera down to focus on the large lump in my shorts as she said, "Yeah, I can see those two sluts look like they could do with something up and the word I'm looking for isn't perking..."
I laughed, a deep manly rumble which I'd been perfecting for a couple of weeks and had been aching to try out on camera, "I'll be getting something up and once I do so will they... up the ass."
"They do look like they'd like a bit of anal-loving, they've got that 'fuck my slut butt' look about them. I'll bet they're a right dirty pair," said Brandi.
"They better be," I replied, "as they're going to be covered in my cum..."
I swung the car right into Wisteria Lane. About half way down was the Mayers and I slid my car into the drive. Suze was at the door as Brandi filmed me getting out. My make-up girl gave me the thumbs-up to show they were ready, before closing the door. Brandi followed me as I walked to the door and rang the doorbell. Julie Mayer had been waiting behind it, as instructed, and immediately opened it. She gave a squeal of excitement, as if she hadn't realised I was going to be there, before turning round and shrieking, "Mom, Mom, you'll never guess who's here."
She sped into the house to find her Mom (hopefully waiting in the lounge or we'd have to reshoot). I followed her, with Brandi behind me, her camera tracking Julie's movements and to be fair with a tiny pair of shorts and a cropped T-shirt Julie was damned easy on the lens. We walked into the main-room, as Susan Mayer pretended to be surprised at the my sudden appearance. She put her hand to her mouth and gasped, before turning to her daughter, "Is that who I think it is?"
"James Rock," said Julie, "I wrote as you were feeling low and I hoped he'd come to cheer us up. I honestly didn't think he'd come..."
I grinned as Susan's gaze dropped to my bulge. It didn't need the acting skills of Emma Thompson to show she was impressed, as she licked her lips lustfully, like an lioness sizing up an gazelle. She walked over to stand next to me and moved her hand over my lump, her eyes widening in surprise as she felt its girth and length under my shorts; no longer a lioness, now more a mongoose hypnotised by a Cobra. She stepped back her eyes still fixated on my tent in my shorts, "Julie, you are such a great daughter."
"She sure is," I agreed, "Don't you think she deserves a kiss from her Mom?"
"I do," agreed Susan. She turned to Julie and slid her arm round the teen's back, drawing her close. Bending her head down she moved her mouth over her daughter's. It wasn't your typical Mommy kiss as they both opened their lips and touched their tongues against each other. They slipped and slithered, slurping sexily as they mouth each other. It was like they were chewing an invisible piece of gum as they opened and closed their lips, passionately embracing. Susan pulled back and ran her hand through Julie's hair, "Thank you Julie, you always thinking of me."
"It's nothing Mom," simpered Julie, her eyes switched down to my packet and she grinned, "I've got an ulterior motive..."
"You want to share him?" asked Susan in mock shock. She put her head to one side, "Well... I guess I shouldn't be greedy as long as James agrees."
I don't call the website 'Fuck me and my Mom' for nothing and anyway it says in the contract that I bang them both. So I gave my manly laugh, "I think share and share alike is a motto to live by."
"That's a yes then," said Brandi, breaking the fourth wall.
"Mmmnnn, that's good," replied Susan turning to face me whilst still letting her hands slide the flesh of her daughter's waist between the top of her mini-short and the bottom of her cropped halter top. Julie gave a sexy pout and pushed her body forward so that her tits stood firmly against the material. Susan smiled down at her "Let me help you out of that."
"Thanks Mom," said Julie and held up her arms to allow her Mom to pull off the top and throw it to the corner. The teen's perky bosom sprang free and she turned to the camera so that Brandi could zoom in on them.
"Hey that's a nice pair," I laughed, "What does Mom think?"
Susan moved behind Julie and slid her arms round the teen's front so she could fondle them. She gripped the firm pair in her hands and rubbed the nubs between her forefinger and thumb until the nipple was hard. The teen giggled as Susan nuzzled her neck before saying, "I wish I had titties like that..."
"Oh Mom, yours are really fine. They're much bigger than mine... a real mouthful," said Julie. She turned and moved her hands round the back to unzip her Mom's dress. Brandi skittered round to film the unzipping and then back to the front as Julie stepped back to allow her Mom to shake her dress off and show her own tits; they were larger than Julie and more bouncy. Different from Julie's, but it was like comparing whisky and champagne, both are drinkable.
"They look a mouthful," I agreed with Julie, "but let's check."
I moved into shot and took one of the tits in my mouth. I sucked at the teat, licking at it and pulled it out with my teeth. Susan moaned with a passion as my tongue moved over it. I slowly drew back, "Seems like a mouthful, but Julie you want to give a second opinion?"
The teen minx didn't need asking twice, diving onto the left tit she latched her mouth onto it and began suckling it like her Mom was still giving out milk. Susan gasped and groaned, her back bucking and stretching as Julie slurped at first her left and then her right bosom. The teen's tongue tantalised the tits and Susan's hands slid up and down Julie's naked back. After a couple of minutes Julie straightened and wiped her mouth of saliva as she turned back to the camera, "They're a mouthful," she agreed.
The teen leaned back into her Mom, rubbing her back against the Milf's large tits. Susan reached down and started to undo Julie's shorts. The teen giggled as the button popped and her Mom slid her hand beneath them and onto her puss, "That's good,"
"Let's get them off properly and see that cute little slit," I said.
Julie broke away from her Mom and turned her ass towards the camera. Bending over she slowly peeled the shorts down; she hadn't bothered with underwear. Once the shorts had dropped to her ankles she stepped out of them and slid a hand down to her pussy before turning round to face us again. Her fingers were making an inverted 'V' over her slot and pulling it gently apart. A tiny touch of liquid was already forming.
"Now that's one fuckable twat," I said, before turning to Susan, "So like Mother like Daughter is it?"
"Of course," laughed Susan. She hooked her fingers under the elastic of her panties and pulled them off. Her cunt was also cutely fuckable, though unlike the smoothness of her daughters it had a tiny landing strip of fuzz, which added to its splendour. And like Julie the first seepings of girl cum were starting to form.
Mom and daughter moved side by side, their hands dropping to the rub each other's behinds as Brandi zoomed in and out. I quickly got out of my own clothes, my rock hard prick spring to attention as soon as it was able. The girls tittered to each other as they looked at my twelve incher, I guessed each of them both excited at the prospect and nervous at that much meat impaling them.
I extended my middle digit and walked between them. In unison I slid the finger into the waiting slits. I quickly moved them in and out, hitting the clit and making both Susan and Julie wet. Even as they groaned in excitement my mouth was colliding with Julie. I pushed my tongue against her and pushed it down to the bottom of her mouth. Her lips pushed against mine and she battled to rise her tongue. I flicked out and switched to Susan, making out with her as I had with her daughter. My finger was still hammering home, the damp pussy's becoming even more lubricated.
I broke from Susan and slid my fingers out. I held them up to their mouths and the Mayers slid their lips round them and sucked it clean of their own juice. I grinned, "Looks like I've lubricated you? So Susan you want to lubricate me?"
"Yes," laughed Susan and flicked her hair back enticingly as she dropped to her knees. Her tongue teased at my erect prick, licking round and down from the tip to my ball sack. The tease didn't last long though, she quickly opened her mouth and started to swallow me. Her sexy daughter moved round and began to push herself into her Mom's back, keeping her in position as her hands caressed the larger titties of the Milf. I groaned, Susan was one hell of a good sucker, managing my cock like an expert. She pushed at it with her tongue, guiding it so I was pushing it the soft inside wall of her cheek and making it look like she had a nut in her mouth.
"That's good," I groaned and punched my prick forward.
Susan slurped harder, her eyes smiling even if her mouth was clamped into position. Behind her I could hear Julie groaning with excitement. She was still rubbing her body against her Mom's, but only one hand was massaging her Mom's front, the other was desperately fingering the teen's own slit. It was with reluctance I pulled out; if I remained in Susan's mouth I'd cum like an elephant though it would be a damned short porno... the things we do for our craft.
Susan wiped her mouth and looked up imploringly at me, "Fuck me, fuck me hard."
I can't resist a damsel in distress, so I helped Susan to her feet, "Sure thing baby."
Our lips locked and our tongues flicked against each other, my rock hard prick pushed into her stomach as my hands wandered down her sides. I moved them to where the top of her thighs and butt-cheeks connected and hefted her up. Susan was a pro, her lips not leaving mine as her feet left the floor and she twisted them round my back. I loosened my grip and let her fall back slightly so that she was angled at forty-five degrees from me. It wasn't easy sliding my cock into her cunt without hands, but luckily Julie was nearby. The vixen knelt beside her Mom and me and took my member in her hand. Teasingly she stroked it and I groaned at her touch.
"Julie" coaxed her Mom, "put it in me. You'll be next."
The teen licked her lips and guided my cock into her Mom's wet pussy hole. Susan wasn't virginal tight, but even so it wasn't easy cramming my large dick into her slot, slick though it was. I pushed and heaved as Susan dragged herself against me, gasping with pleasure as I widened her hole and crushed her clit. I moved my ass back and forth, using it as balance as I rammed into the wanton wet cunt, "Yes, yes, yes, fill me up," cried Susan.
She leant back, stretching her arms so her fingers were touching the floor. Her bosom bounced like two slabs of jelly as I continued to hammer her. Beside us Julie was still kneeling, one hand gripping her right tittie, the other rubbing at her teenage pussy. She too was groaning in anticipation, "Oh, fuck, fuck, I want that dick, don't use it all."
I certainly didn't want to use it all myself. Luckily for Julie and her Mom that wasn't likely to happen. Still I pulled out my cock and let Julie give it a lick clean. Her tongue washing away her Mom's juice as her Mom unhooked herself from me. She moved behind Julie and began to massage her daughter's shoulders as I fed the teen a little more prick, "You're a cocksucker, Julie; as good as your Mom."
Susan grinned at the compliment and I pulled the saliva soaked cock from her daughter's slutty mouth, "Now let me hit that juicy Mom cunt again."
I took Susan's hand and walked over to the couch. I sat down first and facing me Susan lowered her slit onto my cock. It was easier than before, the position meant penetration didn't mean putting my back out and my cock sped up her juiced up cunt. The Milf gave a groan of satisfaction as my twelve inches filled her hole and hit her G-spot, "Oh yes, fuck me hard."
We began to rock in unison, I shafted upwards as Susan began to bounce energetically. The springs on the sofa squeaked like a pack of demented mice as the brunette raised herself and hit down, her cum dribbling down my shaft and over my balls. Her titties were jumping and bobbing, rising as she jumped and slapping down as she landed. I held her waist encouraging her to go faster and deeper. She did, as my hands slithered over her sweaty skin, "God yes, that's it, God yes."
Beside her sat Julie, the teen had spread her legs and was playing lustily with her slit as she watched her Mom get fucked. Her fingers were hammering in and out of her cunt so quick that they were almost a blur and with each thrust a fine spray of cum spat out on over quim lips, "Uuurrgghh, urrrghhhh," she moaned as she hit her clit.
The sound of her Mom orgasming made Julie finger herself even more passionately. Her eyes widened and her mouth opened as she made little guttural sounds as she made herself cum. I pulled my cock out from her Mom, as the Milf screamed loudly and pushed her up. Susan tottered a few feet forward as I twisted Julie so she was lying on the sofa and I was poised above her, "Your turn..."
"Yes, good," gasped the eighteen year old. Her legs spread up and round, to hook round my back as I lowered my member into the tight waiting twat. She was tight, teenage tight, but experienced enough to shift her body up to meet me coming down. The hole was damp from her masturbating and whilst she gasped as my cock pushed at her walls I could move down without much difficulty. Her eyes fluttered and she let out little gasps of excitement, "Fuck me, fuck me hard. I want your big prick to rip me in half."
I began to do push-ups on her lithe body. My muscular physique hammered down on her, Julie's hard, firm tits pressing into me as I hit her. Each thrust shot my prick into her warm hole, the walls seeming to grip at my cock like a drowning man and a life-buoy. Julie's heels hammered at my back as she gasped and shuddered under my assault as she screamed "Yes, yes, fuck my tight pussy. I want big cock..."
It hadn't taken long for Susan to recover and she slid her thighs under Julie's head and began to rub her pussy with one hand. She slid the other between my pogoing body and her daughter to rub and play with the teen's perfect tits. Julie gave another gasp, "Oh fuck," she screamed and arched her back, "fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck."
I stood up and stood erect, my cock was dripping with her cum. But after two pussies it was after something stronger. Luckily Susan knew what I wanted and was prepared to give it me. She stood up and twisted round so her back was facing me (and the camera), before waggling her ass and bending over so that her butt was upraised and her fingers were leaning on the sofa cushions, just next to Julie's head. The Milf turned her head and provided me with a slut smile, "You want some of this big boy?"
She moved her ass again, so that the butt cheeks swayed from side to side.
"Sure, I could do some ass," I replied. Julie had recovered enough to slide her body, so that her feet was against the wall and her head was lying over the side of the sofa, with her eye line positioned right beneath her Mom's pussy. I moved behind Susan gripping her sides and levering my prick into her back hole. It was tight, even tighter than her daughter's sweet slit, but Julie's girl-juice helped ease the prick up her Mom's backdoor. Susan groaned and moved one of her fingers to her pussy. She entered the wet hole as I pushed down her butt and a few drips of juice dripped from it on to Julie's cute face.
The teen squealed and giggled as her Mom's cum bounced off her forehead, "Here let me help," she offered and lifted her head to slide her tongue into her Mom's cunt.
I started to slam harder, my cock racing up the Milf's chute and raging over her hidden G-spot like a tropical storm. Susan shuddered and gasped as my cock and her daughter's tongue jointly savaged her two favourite erogenous zones. Julie was a great a cuntlicker as she was cocksucker, lapping away like she'd been born to it. The two of us were making Susan scream like she was an Opera Star and drop juice like she was an overflowing damn. Harder and harder I hit her, my hands stroking up and down her sides before moving to her front to grip her tits; hard. The brunette squealed louder, "Fuck my ass, tongue my pussy. Slut fuck me."



Another drop of cum dripped from her pussy to bounce onto Julie's face and slide down her forehead. The teenager ignored it, concentrating on slurping away at her Mom's cunt. Susan screamed again as she orgasmed, "Aaaaarrghhh, ooooooohhhhh, aaaaarrghhhh, myyyyy Gooooddddddd!!!"
I pulled my cock out and let her drop to the floor. My prick hovered over Julie's face, in a perfect place for a blow job. And if she wanted it in her ass, well I'd used all her previous cum lubricant in whacking her Mom's ass. She grinned sluttishly, "Let me suck it. I want to swallow your cock."
I bent over and slid the cock into Julie's mouth. She opened wide and took a prick, that only moments before had been up her Mom's ass. The little cocksucker moved her head back and swallowed more, not for her the push into the cheek, Julie wanted it way down her throat. I'm not one to disoblige and fed it into her. At first there was no resistance, but gradually Julie began to splutter and her eyes widened. I slid the cock out and she reached up to wipe her saliva from her mouth. She smiled, "I can take more."
I started to slide the cock between her luscious lips again. Beside us Susan moved to her knees and took hold of the sides of Julie's mouth pulled them apart to help get my large member further down. The Milf grinned, "That's it baby, suck that cock all the way. You can do it."
Whether it was her Mom's words of encourage or her own slutty nature this time Julie was taking my cock all the way. I could see her eyes widen and leak water as I felt it touch the back of the throat. She gagged, but even as I looked to pull out, she was grabbed my ass and pulled me further forward. More saliva surged from her mouth and dripped to the floor, but my cock was sliding in so deep it was past her taste buds and down her throat, my balls hitting her lips.
"That's a girl," cried Susan in triumph as I pulled my cock back, "Fuck her throat."
I pushed back in, watching Julie's eyes widen and then blink uncontrollably. I thrust again and again, not going fully in each time, but doing so enough that with each push Julie gagged and it was only supreme control on both of our parts stopped her spitting me out. Her eyes reddened and the make-up ran down her cheeks. Susan groaned in excitement, "Oh that it's Julie. That's it my little superslut."
There was no doubt that my cock was well lubricated so after one final thrust I pulled it out. I sat down on the sofa, "Okay Julie, you want to sit that trim ass on my big dick?"
It was like asking the Ronald McDonald whether he liked hamburgers. Julie was up and lowering herself onto me as quick as a slut can get a cock up her ass. She gripped her ass cheeks and pulling them apart, moved herself down. I gripped her to help guide her hole onto my tip. She hovered for a millisecond as she got herself into a comfortable squatting position, "I want you to burn my ass hard," she snarled passionately.
Still gripping her, less for guidance and more to help force her down, I pushed up and into her. It was like pushing my cock into concrete she was so hard. Not that I was complaining, my cock was gripped like a vice, squeezed so hard only my iron control, experience and self-training stopped me shooting straight away. Julie through her head back, her long hair dangling down my chest, "That's it my fuck stud. Ram my fucking ass."
I moved my hands under Julie's thighs and lifted the teen's leg's up and apart, giving Brandi a full view of Julie's shaven snatch. I began to hammer upwards, my cock ramming the tight hole. The walls pushed at my cock like a giant hand was squeezing me, I slammed up harder. I could feel Julie's muscles rippling beneath her skin as my prick seemed to send a chain reaction down from her back chute and down her legs. Our sweat mixed together, sliding over our bodies and rinsing naked flesh. Julie wailed in pleasure, loud and with a passionate intensity, "Harder, harder."
I was banging her so hard that not only was each thrust sending me up of the sofa, but as I landed down it was creaking outrageously. I slammed her up again, but this time I withdrew my cock. There was a hiss of air as oxygen pumped out of her well used hole. I slapped her butt in a friendly fashion, "On your hands and knees, I haven't finished fucking that ass."
Julie moved a few feet forward and dropped into position, her head resting on the floor, with her arms spread out in front of her. She waved her upright ass at me; not that I need an invitation – I was behind her and sliding my cock down her hole. It was easier than before, the grip looser from our exertions. But don't get me wrong, her ass was still clamping my cock like I'd just parked illegally in back street lot. I restarted my ramming and Julie restarted her screams of passion, "Harder, harder, harder, fuck my ass until I scream."
Susan moved in front of us and lay down inches in front of her daughter's face. She spread her legs and Julie gripped at them for support.
"So hot, oh fuck my baby doll's ass," gasped Susan as she began to finger herself. It was hard to believe, given where my cock was, but the sight of Susan playing with herself made me even more turned on and I hammered harder and faster. The Milf rolled her head back and began a low moan, "Oh yes, oh yes."
My balls slapped hard against Julie, the slap of them against her flesh competing with the cries of Mom and daughter. In I went, pushing my cock so far in I almost came out the other side. I was sweating, panting with exertion as I gave it my all. Julie wasn't in much better state, sweat was dripping from her long hair, so soaked in perspiration that it was stuck to her face and back. Her make-up had been pretty much ruined by the earlier throat-fuck and it had totally given up now, smudging her face like she'd tried putting it on in the middle of a thunderstorm. The teen's body shook as if an explosion had gone off in her, "Yesssss, yesssss, yessssss."
The force of her orgasm rippled through her body and into me, spurring me on to slam her teen ass even deeper and faster. I could feel my own excitement building as my eyes seemed to shut of their own accord and my face contorted as if I was in a wind tunnel. I gave a grunt as I came. The white, gooey flood of semen shot from my cock down Julie's ass tunnel. I pulled out, going flaccid even as I withdrew. I could see Brandi zooming the camera in on Julie's ass. It was one hell of a money shot, with the ass-hole wide opened, flooded with jizm, which was trickling out.
But there was one final shot and Susan was on it. The Milf moved to crouch behind Julie, as the teen lay groaning in exhausted post-orgasmic bliss.
"Come to Mommy," said the Milf just loudly enough to be heard by the camera's built-in microphone. She peeled apart Julie cheeks and pushed her tongue down her daughter's gaping butt and began to lick out my cum. I moved closer so that Brandi could get me in shot and gave my camera operator a thumbs up.
She gave me one back. We both know when we have a hit on our hands.
*
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Bree van de Kamp took a sip of her wine and cast a brief look round the wine bar. It busy enough that individual conversations didn't carry, but not so packed that the hubbub drowned everything out. The drink wasn't the best she tasted, a little too sweet for what was supposed to be a dry white wine, but for the mid-range price it was passable. In fact it was much like the bar's clientele, neither down-market labourers in jeans and covered in tattoos nor high-rolling financiers awash with cash after closing a multi-million deal. Most of them were junior management or middle ranking public servants with a few students with good scholarships or rich parents to leaven the mix.
Her friend, Susan Mayer, leant forward, her eyes quickly scanning the nearby tables as she did so, "So, anyone take your fancy?"
Bree blushed, a number of the men were certainly attractive, but she still shook her head, "No-one."
Susan grinned, "I can tell when you are lying, Bree, I've played poker with you enough times."
"That's useful to know," said Bree dryly, "It'd explain why I always end up with more chips than I started with."
"You're changing the subject," smiled Susan, though Bree wondered if it was her friend who was the one doing that rather than admitting that Bree had a better poker face than she did.
But Susan had been right, Bree had certainly being lying about not finding any of the men sipping drinks and munching peanuts attractive, lots of them certainly were. It was just Bree, still remained a conservative Republican at heart. And a full and true daughter of liberty didn't just go out to get laid, no matter how much her friend thought she needed. Well, that wasn't true, thought Bree, or else she wouldn't have allowed Susan to talk her into this quest for cock, but she at least outwardly pretended to not be interested. She took another small sip of her drink, "I can't see anyone, is there anyone you're interested in? If not we might as well leave and try again next week, when there's more choice."
Susan's eyes darted around like a lion surveying a herd of gazelles and a hungry smile spread across her face, "Plenty, and not just for me, Bree. There's more than enough for us both."
It was the answer Bree had expected, or at least hoped for. Susan Mayer was a divorcee with a young teenage daughter; it meant her cock-hungry friend didn't have the opportunities for all the casual sex she desired -- unless she wanted to Julie the impression it was all right to have sex with lots of different men with no strings. However Julie was staying over with her Dad and Susan wouldn't want to waste the night on celibacy. In fact as soon as she had replied Susan had turned her head back to the bar and was scanning it for any men who might have an interest and weren't completely foul looking. Bree was confident in her friend's ability to pick men, at least for one-night stands if not perhaps for relationships; and if she got one she would get a second for Bree. It allowed the redhead widowed homemaker to get all the fun of a fuck without the guilt of looking, a win-win.
"What about them?" Susan nodded at a couple of guys over by the window.
Bree looked at them, they were, at most, in their very early twenties and probably younger than that, eighteen or nineteen. They were good-looking though, and with what looked like fine physiques. Bree metaphorically licked her lips with hunger, but safe in the knowledge Susan would disagree she said primly, "Aren't they a little young?"
Her friend grinned and shook her head, "No such thing as too young. If they're old enough to drink they're old enough to screw." She didn't wait for an answer from Bree, but raised her glass to the two young men. They returned the silent toast, appraising the two Milfs as they did so.
Bree automatically straightened her back, which pushed her bosoms out, exposing her cleavage. Susan smiled at her and Bree shrugged, "What? I had a little kink in my back."
"Sure, you did," said Susan in a tone that suggested she knew exactly why Bree had stretched and it wasn't to get rid of an ache in her spine. She didn't push it, instead she nudged Bree, "They're coming over."
"Hi ladies, can we join you?" the young man grinned. He and his friend were more muscular and toned closer up, the shirts they were wearing tight against their rippling bodies, "I'm Don, this is my friend Harrison."
"I'm Susan, this is my friend Bree. If you get us a couple of dry white wines you can do," said Susan.
A few moments later the two young men were sitting with the Milfs, new glasses of wine in front of them. It turned out neither man had reached twenty-one, though Don had at least reached twenty. The athleticism of their bodies was explained by both of them studying at Fairview University on Football Scholarships. To Bree's surprise, despite their youth, they managed to be entertaining and at to have a passing knowledge of art and literature, even if sometimes they interspersed some sophisticated views on Charles Dickens with their views on Buffy the Vampire Slayer. Though at least the conversation on Buffy seemed to connect with Susan, who sometimes watched the Vampire Slayer with her daughter, a chore Bree managed to avoid with her children.
One drink was followed by a second. And this time the conversation was accompanied by light touches and giggles. Bree didn't resist as Harrison's knee touched hers and his inner calve rubbed up against her legs, nor was Susan complaining as Don's fingers rubbed at the back of her hand and slid up her wrist as the young men joked and charmed. A little more alcohol was drunk, not enough to lead to drunkenness, or even to make the two Milfs tipsy, but it certainly loosened things up and the four of them found themselves getting friendlier.
Bree looked close into Harrison's face, he was certainly handsome, a face which could be described as chiselled if that hadn't suggested a lack of life, which the wide smile and dancing eyes said was untrue. It was a face unlined by any cares or worries, but the traces of dark stubble stopped it being seen as too boyish. Bree moved closer, almost like she was examining him, or at least trying to gaze into his eyes. Beside them Susan and Don had had their mouths clamped against each other, the older woman grappling against the twenty year old and both of them giving every indication that they were enjoying it.
I feel like I'm such a slut, thought Bree as she opened her lips and felt her tongue slide onto Harrison's. I feel like I'm such a slut and I'm going to enjoy it. The young man's hands were on her waist, holding her tightly as they made out passionately, the table wobbling as both couples accidentally banged it as they writhed in throes of desire, their chairs creaking under them. A few people raised eyebrows at the kissing couples, but not many, more than one table's occupants were exchanging saliva, the place had a reputation for it, and the only thing of slight note was the age differences. And about that neither Bree nor Susan cared, and from the slurping of the men's mouths and the wanderings of their hands Don and Harrison weren't concerned either.
"Mmmnn, that's good," moaned Bree as Harrison's mouth moved from hers and slid to her neck, kissing and licking the smooth pale flesh. One hand kept steady on her side, squeezing and gripping at the waist, the other was under the table and under her dress. It slid up her thigh, almost seeming to dare her to stop it. But only a prude would do that and Bree was out to get laid. She gave another moan, allowing Harrison to suckle at her throat and not stopping the movement of his hand further up the thigh than would be considered decent.
Susan brought her lips away from Don, smiling as she wiped a trace of saliva from them, "You two want to come home with us?"
Harrison looked at Bree, who nodded to show that the 'us' included her and she was also inviting her young man back. She had arranged with Susan that if... when... they scored she could have Julie's room rather than take her conquest back to her own house, Andrew and Danielle already had low morals without their Mom giving them an example of bringing back strange men for fucking. Harrison looked at his buddy, who gave a brief grin and then turned to the housewives, "Sure yeah, we're up for that."
"I'll call us a cab," said Bree in a businesslike tone. There was no point in wasting time.
*
Susan slid the driver two twenty-dollar bills, "Keep the change," she said. The drive had only been thirty dollars, but Susan thought he deserved a tip for not commenting or complaining at the two couples making out loudly in the back of his cab. Don was standing beside her, sliding his arm round her waist as she straightened. The Milf smiled as she fished in her bag for her house-keys, watching Bree and Harrison continuing the heavy slurpings and fondlings they'd begun in the bar and carried on in the taxi.
Susan was impressed by how much Bree was throwing herself into their night out. The redhead had been reluctant to even agree to a night out, especially one Susan had made clear was to find a guy to relax her with. It had taken all Susan's power of persuasion, including a threat if she didn't agree to hit the tiles with her that Susan would provide one of her world famous Lasagne dishes and stand over Bree whilst the redhead ate it all. Whether it had been the threat of food poisoning or Susan's selling of the healing powers of large chunks of dick for stressed single Mom's Bree had eventually agreed to go out with her cockaholic friend.
And for a short while Susan had thought Bree had blown it. It was obvious that the two guys, despite being English Majors, were really only making polite conversation when talking about Dickens and Jane Eyre. Susan had managed to steer the topic onto something more to their taste, reckoning that the pair of young hunks were more likely to be lusting over Sarah Michelle Gellar than thinking deeply about dead writers. And still Bree had kept trying to bring the conversation back to classic literature, leaving Susan unsure whether her friend was just really bad at pick-ups or was deliberately trying to wreck their chances of a screw from a couple of rock-hard young athletes. Luckily, Harrison and Don's lust for pussy was as strong as Susan's lust for prick and they'd handled Bree deftly until Harrison had got a chance to shut her up by slapping his mouth on hers; a mouth that had hardly left its target since.
Opening the front door Susan walked in with me Don, pausing as she waited for Bree and Harrison to realise the door was open and break from their mouthings long enough to enter. It took them at least half a minute, leaving Susan standing like a bellhop, before there faces split and they walked in holding hands. Susan shut the door behind them, "I'll get us some more wine shall I?"
It was already chilled and by co-incidence there were four glasses sitting in the kitchen. Bree had followed her out into the kitchen, in theory to help Susan carry in the drinks in practice to check in with her friend. Susan poured the first glass, "So? You look like things are going well with Harrison."
Bree blushed a pretty pink, "I think so. I'm not going too fast am I?" she asked nervously, "I don't want to put him off by being too easy."
Not for the first time Susan wondered if Bree had entered this world through a dimensional vortex from Stepford. The brunette shook her head smiling softly as she poured a second glass, "Take it from me Bree, neither Harrison nor Don is going to worry about us being too easy. If anything would put them off its that we're not easy enough."
"Oh," Bree went slightly deeper red and flashed a quick glance into the main room where the two young men were standing talking whilst looking at the pictures Susan had on her wall, "How do you know?"
"Trust me I know," said Susan, she handed Bree the first two glasses and started to pour some wine into the third, "What did we say about thinking about tonight?"
Bree sighed, "Have some fun and get laid. I hate having fun."
"I'd never have guessed," said Susan dryly. Then she smiled, "Look go out there and relax. I can tell Harrison wants it, you'll feel a lot better if you give it him and stop worrying about what's right."
"I don't know," said Bree nervously. Without Harrison's tongue exploring her mouth the redheaded Milf seemed to be having a relapse to her conservative instincts.
And that Susan couldn't allow.
"Take a long sip of that wine," the brunette ordered. Bree raised her eyebrows quizzically for a moment, but then did as Susan said. Susan refilled the half-empty glass and then gestured with her head to the young men in the front room, oblivious to the conversation going on behind their backs, "Bree. Go in their make out with Harrison and then take him upstairs and fuck his brains out. No 'I shouldn't do this' or 'what about my reputation'. You came out tonight because you need to get screwed by a big cocked stud; so go in and get fucked.
For a second Susan thought her words had failed, it wouldn't have been the first time that her pep had the opposite effect from intended. But after a brief pause Bree nodded and putting on a sexy smile headed out to give Harrison his wine. Susan gave a sigh of relief that her friend wasn't going to ruin the evening as they headed for the last hurdles. She poured the last glass of wine and headed into give it to Don. The young man was sitting on the couch, watching Bree giggle at Harrison as the young man stroked her ass. Susan sat down, next to Don, drawing her legs up so that her dress rode up the bottom of her thighs.
"Cheers," she said and drained her drink in one; she didn't want the glass to cramp her moves.
"At you," Don raised his own glass in a quick toast and then knocked back the wine. He licked his lips, possibly from the medium range wine, but possibly a reaction to his look at Susan's cleavage. He put his glass on the table next to the couch and nodded at his friend and Bree, who had resumed their passionate make-out, "They look like they're having fun."
"They do," said Susan. She moved forward pushing her body onto the teen's. he grinned and moved his hands to her back, encouraging her forward. Susan head moved closer to his, her lips curling as she smiled, "They really look like they're having fun."
Her own mouth opened and she slid her tongue in. Don pushed back, his own tongue ramming into hers as his lips aped her movements, widening and twisting to mouth at her. His hands were sliding down her back and pulling up her dress so that her lower back was exposed and naked. As his palms moved over the flesh Susan felt her libido rising higher and faster and her kissing became more passionate and intense.
"We're going upstairs," Bree said, interrupting Susan briefly.
Susan nodded quickly, "See you tomorrow" she said and then gasped as Don's mouth slid down onto her neck and began to suck and slurp at the skin just under her chin.
*
Bree led Harrison up the stairs, it was the first time she had gone with a man upstairs since Rex had passed away and she had never taken anyone to her bed who she had only met a few hours before. She wasn't sure it felt right, but it felt good, and just a little bit naughty and dirty. She was sure she'd have some regrets later, but not now, all she felt now was rising excitement and lust, a warm buzzing through her body as her libido began to pump chemicals through her blood stream.
She opened the door to Julie's room and switched on the light. How different it was to Danielle's with fine art on the wall not grungy half-naked boy bands, the soft toys being neatly arranged on top of the teen's drawers and the shelves having actual books on them. But there was a time to admire the orderliness of Julie's room and that wasn't when you were about to despoil the neatness of the sheets by fucking on them. Bree closed the bedroom door as Harrison came in and turned to resume her kissing of them. For a few moments they carried on, their tongues pushing and pressing against each other, darting and exploring each other's mouths, their bodies pressed together so that Bree could feel the firm muscles of the young man beneath his shirt.
Then the Milf stepped back. She slowly pulled down one strap of her dress and then the other, the thin slips of material falling down her arm. Bree paused a moment, aware of the step she was about to take. But the pause was only for a second, not long enough for Harrison to register it as more than a brief tease. She slipped the dress down, letting it fall to the floor, "Do you like what you see?" she asked,
Harrison grinned and nodded, "I sure do, Bree." The Milf could see the bulge beneath his pants moving with its own excitement as he stepped forward to grip her large, round naked titties to squeeze them. His grip was strong, pushing his fingers manfully into her plump, pale flesh. The redhead could feel her panties dampening as her juice began to flow, the cotton sticking to her quim. She reached out and began to undo the younger man's shirt, his hands dropping from her tits as she pulled the shirt down. His chest was smooth and muscular, his pecs bulging and firm as Bree's hands slid over them as she returned her mouth to his. Their lips continued to move against each other, their tongues sliding over and at each other. Bree could feel his hands slide down under the elastic of her panties, his fingers pressing into the round flesh of her buttocks. It made the cotton underwear even damper, especially as she moved closer against him and could feel his massive member moving beneath his pants.
The Milf stepped back and slid her hands under her panty elastic. She peeled the soaked cotton down her thighs, over knees and to her ankles before stepping out of them. There small clump of red hair, just enough for décor, just above her pussy, the rest was smoothly and freshly shaved. Harrison grinned, "I'm still liking what I see."
"You're going to like this even better," said Bree as she got to her knees. She reached out to Harrison undoing his belt, pulling down his zip and finally popping open the pants top button. She pulled the pants down, the boxer shorts with them down to his knees. His cock was erect in her face, ten inches on length and thick in girth. Bree quivered in lust, as Harrison kicked off his shoes. Her eyes still on the prize Bree finished pulling down his pants and shorts until Harrison stepped out of them. Her tongue slid out and licked over the large prick.
Oral wasn't something Bree had done often, a treat for Rex on his birthday or anniversary; it was something she'd had always seen as a bit taboo and disgusting, whatever her husband had said. But tonight seemed the night for moving her boundaries and doing things she never would have done before -- and blowing a guy she'd just met seemed the right thing to do.
She opened her mouth and slid her lips pink lips over his large dick. Harrison groaned in excited pleasure as the Milf's mouth moved up his shaft, he reached down to rest his hands on her shoulders, "Oh God, Bree, that's good. Suck it baby, suck my dick."
Bree's head moved back and forth, leaving glistening trails of saliva as she worked her mouth up and down. His cock pushed against her cheek and over her tongue as she came back down. He gave a groan of pleasure and gripped her shoulders; it was good to know he was enjoying it. Her head moved faster and faster, taking more dick into her mouth until it was filling the cavity and pushing at her throat, making her eyes widen and blur. Bree looked up as she sucked, she could see Harrison's eyes were closed, with a dreamy look on his face, as she watched his expression contorted and he let out another groan of pleasure; "Fuck Bree, you're such a fucking great cock sucker, fucking suck it baby, fucking suck it."



If her mouth hadn't been full Bree would have beamed with pleasure at the compliment, especially as she wasn't at all experienced in the best way to suck a guy's prick. Harrison seemed to be enjoying it, enjoying it intensely. She moved faster, speeding down the dick and sucking at the large member as if she was worried it was lolly that might melt unless eaten straight away.
The Milf moved quicker, gulping down the prick. She could feel Harrison tense and he gasped, "Fuck, I'm cumming, I'm cumming."
Bree continued to keep the dick in her mouth, bringing her head back and forth quickly until it exploded. The cum filled her mouth, salty, but smooth. For a second she swilled it around, letting the last globs blast into her mouth., then she swallowed, drinking down the cum like it was a hot toddy. Harrison pulled back and moved a few feet away to lean against the wall, his eyes rolling with pleasure as he recovered from the orgasm that had just hit him. Bree licked her lips, wiping away the cum overspill, "That was your starter... my pussy is hot for the main course."
The young man grinned and touched his large cock, "I could do more."
*
Susan continued to make out with Don until she was sure that her friend had left the main room and was safely in Julie's room banging Harrison, then she drew her head back and grinned, as her hand slid down to roll over the tent in Don's pants. He grinned back as she drawled, "I think I can help you with this."
"I guess you can," smiled Don, leaning back. His smile got wider as Susan slid down his zip and undid his pants, sliding them down his legs. His nine incher sprang to attention, hard and ready for action.
Susan's hand moved down and she took it in her hand, her fingers barely managing to close round the huge rod of meat. She slowly worked it a few times, slowly jacking the dick up and down, feeling the flesh slide tightly over the muscle underneath. At the same time she was fiddling with her own panties, trying to get them down her legs. She blushed as she couldn't seem to get them down fully, at least not without letting go off the huge dick she was masturbating, "Sorry."
Don grinned, satisfaction written all over his face as he watched the brunette Milf struggle to undo her underwear. He looked at her hand sliding up and down his member and said, "No worry," he reached out pushing Susan's hand off his member and put his own hand over it, slowly jerking the large slab, "I've got it."
With both her hands free it was a work of less than seconds to slide down her panties and kick off her shoes. She made a mental note to pick up the panties before Julie came home tomorrow, otherwise there be an uncomfortable conversation about why there was some used underwear in the front room. But immediately as she had the thought she filed it, she had other things she wanted to concentrate on now -- like the nine inches of pulsating meat being slowly jacked off in front of her. She pulled her dress up to her waist "I can take over again," she said.
"Just been keeping it going for you," said Don. He let go and waited for Susan to move on her haunches so that her dripping snatch was hovering above the prick. His strong hands gripped her waist guiding and controlling her as she lowered her cunt onto him. He smiled as the tip of the cock entered her. Susan slowed her movement, getting used to large piece of muscle inside her and allowing her walls to welcome the intruder at their own pace. Don just smiled wider, "Come on, Susan, it's a big boy I know."
Gradually Susan came down. She didn't know what it would have felt like if she'd slammed down, or even if she'd have been able to do it. Even at the reduced pace her pussy was stretching, it had been a while since she'd had a prick this wide. Though, as she quivered in pleasure as it ran over a nerve stimuli, she wasn't complaining. She moved up again and came down, quicker this time, her twat swiftly adjusting to its new addition. Her face twisted and she let out a little gasp as his prick hit a sensitive spot. She began to move quicker and faster, bouncing up and slamming down, feeling the bliss as his member hit at her pleasure zones, "Oh fuck, yes, oh fuck, fuck, fuck, yes, yes, yes."
Don gripped her waist harder, thrusting up himself so that his prick slammed deep and hard within her. Her dress flapped against his naked thighs, the material flowing over his legs like a rapid tide. Susan reached up and undid a couple of the front buttons. Her tits weren't as large as Bree's, but they were firmer and they still felt good as she gripped them and played with them, kneading the flesh. Don grinned as he looked up, his eyes fixed on the two sexy mammaries; he slammed up harder as if he wanted the cock to reach all the way up to her tits. Susan squealed again, "Oh fuck, yes, yes, give me your big fucking dick, I want your big fucking cock to pulverise my twat, fuck, yes, fuck, yes, yes, yes!"
She rode him like a rich girl and her pony, enthusiastically, hard, on the verge of control. Sweat slid down her, soaking her dress and making it cling to her and stinging her eyes before the rivulets continued down her face and onto her lips. Her hair was awry, plastered to the scalp with sweat or stuck outwards twirling like trees caught in a gale. And down below her pussy was on fire with pleasure, explosion of orgasmic ecstasy after explosion blasting it aflame. She could feel his cock ripping and ramming at her, feeding her hole like a monstrous snake, making her cum and scream, making her pussy pump out juice as it desperately tried to keep to keep up with the hammering. The Milf gripped her titties harder and threw back her head so she screamed at the ceiling, "Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me. I'm fucking yours so fuck me."
Harder and faster they moved, the two bodies colliding in a rhythmic union. Each thrust sent paroxysms of pleasure flowing through Susan, them getting closer and more intense until they rushed together into an overwhelming whole, "Aaaaarrghh," the Milf screamed dancing like an electric charge had been rammed into her cunt, "Aaaaarggghh, fuuuuccckkk!"
Don didn't pause. If anything he stepped up the pace to compensate for Susan's momentary rag dolledness. She groaned in pleasure and continued, thrusting herself down on the rising dick, dripping sweat and girl cum. Harder and harder she moved, faster and faster, the hard muscle hammering deeper and deeper. She gasped again, "Fuck, fuck, fuck."
Suddenly Don's face contorted and he let out a grunt, his cock twitched and then shot out a flame of white, sexy goo. Susan gasped in pleasure as she could feel the wet liquid slam into her soaked hole, the goo merging with her own cum juice. She slid off Don and onto her back beside him, letting the cum slide down her cunt and thanking God for the invention of the contraceptive pill. She turned her head to the young man nestled beside her, "Shall we go upstairs and you can do it again." She reached down to stroke the flaccid dick, still sticky with his and her cum.
"Yeah," he grinned.
Susan giggled as she made to stand up, but then she turned and moved her head back down close to his ear, "And this time you can do me in the ass."
*
Harrison and Bree lay naked on top of Julie's bed, intertwined in each other's bodies, arms across each other, legs between and hands stroking. It wasn't taking Harrison long to get hard again; not with Bree's encouragement helping him and without a word telling him what she wanted. Her hand was down at his ballsack, tickling and massaging it, before sliding up to his shaft as it harden and moving a finger softly up and down to keep the prick to attention. Her lips and tongue had been doing the work on his pectorals, kissing and licking at the hard muscles, lapping over the smooth, firm chest. Harrison's cock hadn't stood a chance.
He pushed her over onto her back. His hand reached down to her pussy, sliding a finger into the sopping hole, but she didn't hesitate as she opened her legs for the young man. It wasn't that Bree wasn't nervous. She was; she had been a virgin when she married, hadn't cheated and it was the first time anyone had been in her since Rex had died. But the twist of fear that she was feeling in her gut was less than the throbbing feeling of excited anticipation. Whilst Rex had many things which Bree missed and mourned, his average manhood and clumsy lovemaking weren't among them. She opened her legs wider as Harrison moved above her, his large prick pointing straight down at her hole. She moved her hands down and pulled at the lips, expanding the hole to, she hoped, allow the cock easy access. She looked at the hunk above her, "Fuck me," she ordered.
He paused above her, his hands either side of her body and his cock a few short millimetres from her waiting cunt. He grinned, "I am going to fuck you. I am going to fuck you so hard that you'll be screaming and won't be able to walk for a week. I'm going to fuck you until your pussy is raw and you've shrieked so much your larynx is busted. Boy, Bree, am I going to fuck you."
Bree nodded enthusiastically, "Fuck me, fuck me... like a slut." There, she had said it.
He moved down. Bree groaned as he entered her. She had been expecting the cock to stretch her, but even so it was a surprise to have something that big in her and to feel her walls elasticating to take it; the cum soaking out of them to rush over the prong. But she couldn't deny it felt good, especially as it rolled over her clit and made her quiver with excitement. Her hands reached out and grabbed the bedding, instinctively pulling it towards her as the large dick pounded down into her. Her back bent and she moaned, "Oh fuck, that's so good, fuck me like a whore, ram me like a skank. I'm a slut, fuck me, fuck me."
Harrison quickly moved into a rhythm, thrusting down hard and fast, moving with pace as his large member penetrated deep into her wet twat. Bree moved her hands to his back, clawing at the skin with passion, dragging the younger man into her so that his full length was ramming into her cunt. The feeling of ecstasy was intense: mind-blowing and stomach churning - leaving her nerves shredded and her muscles quivering. The hard cock ripped far into her, smashing down over her walls and through her juicy cum, splattering the liquid out to dribble over her quim lips. Bree grabbed the young man harder, screaming, "Go on, fuck my whore pussy, fuck my slutty cunt; fuck it good baby, fuck it good."
His back was slippy with sweat and Bree's hand slid over it as she struggled to get a grip. The perspiration poured from him, dropping onto her body and face; she could taste his salt as well as feeling the wetness against her body. She rammed up to meet him, twisting her back and throwing herself upwards so energetically that the smack of their bodies sounded like gunshots. She was sweating as well, her body burning and soaking, the bedding beneath her damp and stained. The feel of the dick within her was so good, so tight, so hard, she screamed and writhed, thrusting at him, "I'm a slut, fuck me like a skanky slut, just fuck me, I'm a whore."
He didn't reply, just grunting. But his cock rammed down harder, slamming at her clit so hard that Bree was sure it would burst. She didn't care. "Fuck me, fuck my whorey cunt, fuck me tramp twat, fuck me harder, fuck me." The pleasure rushed her, booming and blasting through her body like a series of controlled explosions which suddenly became uncontrolled. Her back bent so much it almost snapped and her hands flailed uselessly as she tried to get a grip on Harrison's back. Her head swung back, pushing deep into the bedding, "Fuuucckkk, aaaaaarggggghhhh, fuuuucckkk!"
For the first time in her life Bree knew what an orgasm was.
And it didn't end there. Harrison continued to hammer into her, thrusting his cock hard against her clit and slamming it into another orgasmic blast and then another, until they all merged together in a kaleidoscope of intense ecstasy. Bree's body ceased to be hers and became a quaking, shivering mess of flesh and muscle, unable to do anything but shriek in pleasure and twist in bliss, "Aaaaarrrghh, aaaaaarggghh," she screamed again.
Harrison was panting as he continued to thrust into the orgasming woman, but it was obvious that the end was near as he sped up. A fact confirmed as he gasped, "I'm going to cum." Barely were the words out that Bree could fill her cunt being filled with his warm cum. She moaned in pleasure as the sticky seed shot into her twat, blast after blast of it. Above her Harrison's eyes were closed and his face contorted. He gave another grunt and a fresh blast shot into her, before he sighed in relief and slid off, his cock as rapidly turning limp as it had turned hard earlier.
Bree lay there looking at the ceiling, wanting to enjoy every last second as she felt the cum slide down her pussy.
*
With Susan's promise Don was hard again by the time they reached her room. There was no sensuous strip-down just a Milf and a toyboy getting fully naked as rapidly as they could, dropping shirts and dresses on the floor, kicking of their shoes and throwing themselves against each other in a passionate explosion of tongue and mouth. Susan could feel the rock hardness of his prick push against her, even as she was so close to him she could feel the iron of his pecs and steel of his stomach. Her pussy was almost literally quivering with excitement as she pushed him back; "I need to quickly prep," she said and walked over to her bottom drawer.
There, hidden under some old jumpers and shirts, so deeply eighties that Julie avoided borrowing them like the plague, were the Milf's sex toys; a couple of dildos, anal beads and a butt-plug. It was the latter she wanted, it wasn't as big as the cock that was going to follow it in the hole, but it would give her ass a bit of a head start. She straightened up and turned to Don so she could see what she had in her hand. He grinned as she confirmed that not only did she have mouth she had the pants to back it up, "You wanna a hand?"
"You just watch for a moment, let me show you where you're going to put that big dong of yours," Susan grinned back. She got onto the bed and slid the plug into her mouth, partly to lubricate it, but partly because she thought it would look sexy for Don to see her suck a toy she was about to place into her butt. He certainly seemed to think so, as he touched his quivering cock and it only seemed to be iron self-control that stopped him beating it until he shot. Susan grinned and lay back, one hand pulling at a cheek, the other pushing the end of the butt-plug in. She moaned as the hard plastic pushed aside her wall and pushed into her. She forced it further in, the plug opening up her ass as it got further in, stretching the bowels in preparation for the main thing. She felt the roundel press against her cheeks, a sign that she could go no more. It wasn't far or deep enough compared to the real thing, but it would have to do -- though there was further prepping she had planned for the huge member.
She got off the bed and onto her knees, "I'll just leave that in for a few minutes, get my ass nice and ready. In the meantime..." she smiled and beckoned Don to come nearer. He immediately strode over, his hard prick levitating in front of her face. Susan's tongue came out and touched it, "Let me oil this up for you."
"It's your ass," agreed Don. He gave a small groan as Susan's mouth slid over his erect member. She pushed her head down far, feeling the large prick going in deeper, pinning her tongue to the bottom of her mouth and pushing at the back of her throat. She gagged a little, sending more saliva over it a wet coating. Then she moved back, looking up at Don who's face was a picture of contentment. She repeated the motion, taking the prick deep into her mouth, as she leaned forward she could feel the butt-plug moving slightly in her ass, doing its job well. Above her Don gave a groan of pleasure.
Susan continued the blowjob for a few moments, she wanted to make sure Don was hard and his cock was so wet it would slide in, but she had to make sure he didn't cum in her mouth. Sure, sometimes a wet sloppy bj was all a woman needed for the perfect night, but not when she was looking forward to getting her ass fucked. She pulled her mouth back one last time, looking approvingly at the large cock, quivering in front of her, dripping saliva. The brunette stood up and pulled at the butt-plug. It came out with a pop. She dropped it on the floor and jumped onto her bed, spreading herself out and gripping her ass cheeks to pull them apart. She turned her head to Don, "You're ready, I'm ready. Now come fuck my ass."
Within seconds he was on her back, his hard, muscular frame pushing at her as he guided the iron slab of meat into her back passage. Susan groaned, clawing at the bed, as the large dick entered her ass. The butt-plug had helped, but even so it was like being pulled in two as the cock carved down deep. Her ass stretched and ached more as Don continued to drive it down, past where the butt-plug had been and into territory, which if not virgin was at least untouched for a couple of weeks. Susan closed her eyes and grunted, she knew what was coming and didn't mind a bit of painful stretching as a prelude to the high-intensity orgasms she'd soon be getting. But as she tensed she could feel Don slow, as if he was concerned that her ass couldn't cope with his big dick. Susan gave another groan and let out a call of encouragement, "Fuck me stud, fuck my ass hard."
He continued working his cock in, sometimes pausing and pulling back to thrust deep down again. The anal walls stretched, letting the saliva soaked slab of sex slide deeper. The young man moved faster, his thrusts harder, pushing further into the wanton asshole. Susan gasped in pleasure as she could feel it move so deep that it was hitting her clit from behind, the blasts of pleasure from the stimulation of her G-spot mixing with the waves of bliss from nerve endings in her ass getting stimulated. She let out a moan, "Fuck my ass harder. Gape it, open it, wreck it."
"No problemo, Susie," gasped the young hunk and he continued to move faster and harder. His hard body whacked against hers, the pecs bouncing as he hit her body and his hard stomach slapping into the small of her back so perfectly that it was like they were almost moulded together. Susan could feel herself being shoved deeper into her soft bedding, her wet pussy soaking the quilt as it pushed into her front hole and her hard nipples warming with the friction as they rubbed against the duvet. She gripped the quilt and gasped, the pleasure was strong and getting stronger. Above her Don was moving quicker and harder, really hammering his rock hard dick as far as it could go and it could go a long way, "This good Susie, this good for you?"
"Oh God this is so fucking good, this is so fucking hard," shrieked Susan as the dick rammed at her ass. She had enjoyed having her pussy ploughed by the huge prick, but this was twice as great, a fantastic blast of orgasmic gratification which raced round her body like a Superbike rally. Don's hard body continued to pound on top of her, with every thrust she could feel his breathe on the back of her neck, coming in short spurts and feel the warmth of his skin, made wet by the sweat soaking it. She screamed again as another wave of pleasure shot round her body, "This is so fucking hot. Ram my ass harder, ram it open. I want to feel it."
Don was grunting in exertion as he gave it his all. Pounding down so hard that the bed creaked and wobbled, its legs shaking like it was in an earthquake and was struggling to stand. Susan was screaming, loud and passionate, a series of cries. Her ass was exploding with joy, a constant series of orgasms flying through her. She could feel the cum pumping from her cunt, making the bed damp beneath her. The strong, hard dick pounded down, hammering her G-spot from behind and blasting her with pleasure. She shrieked again, "Fuuuuuccckkk... this is... fuuuucckkkk, fuuuccckkk, fuuuucckkk!"



There was no warning of the cum explosion. One moment Don was pumping down, the next he had stopped and his prick was pumping white gooey semen into Susan's ass. The Milf moaned in pleasure as the cum slid down her chute, both burning as it went over her sore points and soothing as it slid down. Don pulled out and Susan moved onto her back, letting the cum slide out of her ass and pool on the bed beneath. Vaguely she thought she might want to change the sheets tomorrow.
*
"Hi Mom," Julie Mayer entered the house and dropped her night bag on the couch.
Susan looked up from her coffee and the morning paper and asked, "How was you Dad's?"
Julie didn't answer, which always suggested she had a good time or else she'd have bucked her Mom's morale up by telling her how terrible it had been and that her Dad's new girlfriend was the worst cook ever. Instead she smiled and asked a question of her own, "How was last night? Do anything exciting?"
"Not really," said Susan, "I went for a quick drink with Bree and then came back and changed the sheets on the beds."
Julie shook her head in despair, "You really should spend the evening out properly and make sure you have some fun, not hang round with Bree moaning about your love lives." She went back to the couch to pick up her bag to take to her room, suddenly she paused and turned to her Mom, an innocent frown on her face, "Mom, why are your panties on the floor?"
*
As always if you have any views on this or any other of my stories, e-mail me.
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The text had two words and a punctuation mark 'Dinner tonight?'. Rory smiled as she read it, showing it to her friend Lane who was sitting on the bed beside her. "Can you cover for me? I'll tell Mom I'm eating with you and Mrs Kim."
"It's so romantic," said Lane. She clasped her hands together, in what almost looked like prayer, especially as she looked up to the ceiling, though given that Lane's relationship with Our Lord and Saviour was generally strained, it was unlikely that was how she meant the gesture. "Oh how I'd love to have a secret girlfriend like you, that I was hiding from Mrs Kim. I mean you're not hiding her from Mrs Kim, you're hiding her from Lorelai, I'd be hiding her from Mrs Kim. Though I suppose you're also hiding your girlfriend from Mrs Kim as she might tell Lorelai."
"Slow down, Kemo Sabe, can I text back 'yes'?" Rory held her mobile in her hand.
Lane nodded enthusiastically, she seemed more excited about Rory's dinner date than the brunette did herself, at least on the outside. She bounced cross-legged on her bed as Rory typed in the three letters and then as soon as her friend had finished the message launched into the inquisition, "So have you done it yet?"
"Not since you yesterday when you last asked," said Rory dryly.
"So you think tonight?" Lane had pretty much asked the same question every time Rory had asked her to be her alibi.
And Rory gave the same answer, "I don't know." Then she shrugged and gave a wry smile, "But you know Lane I really am seriously thinking about, y'know... having sex."
"We're eighteen, it's all we're all thinking," said Lane with feeling. She paused dreamily, her own thoughts moving in that direction before she continued, "But you'd' do it with her?"
Rory paused, she was someone who always like to consider consequences and this was a topic that demanded thought -- if only to confirm her feelings hadn't changed since the last time she'd thought about it a few moments ago. "Yes, I would."
"Oh my God," squeaked Lane, clapping her hands, "It would be so romantic if she did it after dinner tonight. You'll text me if you're having dessert, just so I can get my story straight if Lorelai asks."
"If dessert is an entendre, I'll let you know," grinned Rory.
*
"So what are you doing on your night off?" Lorelai Gilmore entered the kitchen off the Independence Inn as her chef and best friend Sookie St James put away her mobile in her bag.
The plump woman jumped and put her hand to her heart, "Don't do that Lorelai, you startled me."
"Don't do what? Come in the kitchen? Hello, it's not like I was creeping into your house at two in the morning with a knife," Lorelai grinned to show she wasn't planning to bloodily murder her friend in her sleep. "You're a bit jumpy."
"It's nothing," said Sookie. "Just I've been thinking all day about lunch. I think I put too much cream in the soup, it must have been all ruined and everyone would have been thinking 'this is a sludge and I can't taste the mushrooms'. They're never going to come back -- unless they come back and sue us claiming that the food we served wasn't edible."
"I had some. It was alright..." Lorelai took a look at her friend's horrified face and quickly changed her mind, "...not alright, excellent, exquisite. In fact I overheard someone telling one of the waiters it was a God of a Soup, ready to be worshipped and bowed down to." Sookie looked slightly mollified, though only slightly. Lorelai wondered what further praise she could lavish as whilst the soup hadn't been nearly as bad as Sookie had suggested it might be, it still was a little below the chef's exacting standards, but without risking Sookie having a nervous breakdown there was no way to tell her that. Thankfully Sookie's mobile beeped. It gave Lorelai a chance to change the subject, "Are you going to look at that?"
Sookie already was doing, snatching the phone from her bag, like if she didn't get it straight away the message would expire. A smile came over her face and she relaxed, sliding the mobile back into her bag. She looked at Lorelai, "I might have been over-reacting on the soup."
"Just a little," replied Lorelai, slightly surprised. Sookie never thought her food was ever quiet good enough and she never, ever, ever admitted that she might have exaggerated the disastrousness of what she had served -- at least not without Lorelai pouring copious amounts of alcohol down her friends throat. Lorelai wondered if it had anything to do with the text, it must have been good news. She wondered about asking, but that would be too obvious; still she wondered if it was anything to do with this evening, "So I was asking if you had any plans on your night off?"
Sookie looked coy with a slight hint of bashfulness. It was obvious she was lying when she said, "I was thinking I'd just watch some TV, perhaps read a book."
Lorelai smiled at her single friend, "And you are planning to do all that on your own?"
"Of course," said Sookie going red. She reached for one of her knives, "I've got to start preparations for tonight. I don't want to be sitting at home worrying that you're not ready."
"I'll leave you to it," said Lorelai smirking.
*
"Can I take your jacket?" Sookie closed the door behind Rory and turned to her teenage girlfriend.
"Thanks," Rory shrugged over her blazer and passed it to Sookie. She wasn't sure whether, being in her Chilton uniform, she was overdressed or underdressed, but she was certainly something-dressed compared to Sookie. The older brunette was wearing a sexy low-cut evening dress that gave the teen a good look at the plumper's large bosom; that certainly wasn't something that Rory was complaining about. She had wondered whether to go home after she'd seen Lane and change into something more sexy for Sookie, but the risk of bumping into her Mom, popping back before she returned to the Independence Inn for the evening rush, was too great. There was no way she could explain a sultry, slinky dress for a meal with Mrs Kim -- her Mom might think Rory was making a move for the older Korean.
"I've made some nibbles for starters," said Sookie as they walked into the kitchen. She picked up a plate filled with some small tarts and passed to Rory.
The teen took one. It tasted delicious, crumbling in her mouth at the same time as the sauce in slid smoothly over her tongue. "Mmmn, it's lovely," she said, holding her hand to her mouth to stop any dropping out in an unladylike manner.
"It was nothing, just something I whipped up," said Sookie, but Rory could tell she was pleased with the reaction. The plump brunette reached for some glasses, "Do you want wine?"
Rory was tempted; she wasn't a heavy drinker, but she had one or two glasses every few weeks with her Mom. But Mrs Kim was absolutely teetotal and reluctantly Rory shook her head, "Mom might smell it on my breath and ask questions."
"Orange juice it is then" said Sookie brightly, "Luckily I decided to cook something that can go with either white wine or soft drinks."
"It smells delicious," said Rory and she wasn't just paying Sookie a compliment. The aroma wafted through the kitchen like an exotic tropical perfume, it made Rory both hungry and a little bit horny. But then being eighteen with Sookie in the room, Rory thought, anything would make me horny.
"It'll just be fifteen minutes," said Sookie. She gestured at the table, already set, "Sit down." Rory did so, as soon as her butt hitting the seat Sookie placing her orange juice in front of her and the plate of nibbles within easy reach. She smiled, the perfect hostess, "Help yourself whilst I finish."
Sookie was a perfect multi-tasker, talking with Rory whilst she prepared. The conversation was easy and fun, relaxed and amusing. Rory had always found her Mom's friend easy to talk to, but she was surprised how much easier it had become now they were dating. The food, when it was ready, looked as good as it smelt and tasted even better. The only words that Rory managed to get out whilst they were eating were yums and compliments; it did no harm to her digestion that Sookie's foot played with her own as well. Finally, Rory pushed her plate to one side, "That was amazing. I'm going to have to watch my figure if you feed me so well."
"Don't worry," laughed Sookie, "I'm watching it as well. It's a very fine figure."
Rory blushed, "It's alright."
"It's gorgeous," said Sookie, smiling. Rory went redder and Sookie could see that the compliments were embarrassing the young teen gave her another smile and changed the subject, "Do you want coffee?"
Back on a subject where she had control, Rory nodded, "When have you ever known me not want coffee?"
"Do you want to go through, I'll get the percolator going," Sookie gestured to the lounge.
Rory did, sitting down on the sofa. A few moments later Sookie joined her sitting next to her. "The coffee will be ready shortly."
"No hurry," smiled Rory. She moved herself closer to Sookie, so they were touching and moved a strand of hair from her forehead, "I'm sure I can think of something whilst waiting."
Sookie's mouth was already open as Rory moved forward. They moved in on each other, their lips moving almost soundlessly as they munched at each other. Rory could feel Sookie's tongue sliding into her mouth and moved her own tongue to meet it, slithering her wet tongue over and under the intruder, twisting it sexually. She could feel the breath off plump brunette and the beat of her heart, steadily increasing in speed as they kissed. Rory's body moved closer, meeting Sookie as the older woman moved towards her as well. Their bodies rubbed and moved against each other and Rory could feel her horniness, never far from the surface, rise within her.
She reached up and took hold off Sookie's large titties, squeezing at them through the material of the evening dress. Even as she continued to make out Sookie moaned in pleasure, blowing warm air into Rory's mouth. The teen took that as encouragement and continued to squeeze at the ample bosom, kneading and massaging them slowly and lovingly. Sookie gave a small move off her body and one of the titties came further loose from the dress, exposing the nipple. Rory's fingers tweaked and played with the nub, making it stiff and erect.
As Rory played with the newly exposed teat, Sookie had undone a couple of buttons on Rory's blouse and had moved her hand in. She pawed at the bra until she could pull it down enough to get her hand directly on Rory small, firm breast. The teen kissed harder, massaging her girlfriend's tongue with her own, as the older expertly plated with the tittie, pushing her fingers into the supple flesh and rubbing the hardening teat with her palm.
Rory was in heaven, she could have stayed here for ever. She moaned, blowing back at Sookie as the plump brunette's fingers took hold off her nipple and slowly and sensually pinched it. Then all of a sudden Rory could feel Sookie's spare hand on her thigh. It moved upwards under Rory's Chilton skirt. This was further than Rory had gone before and Sookie knew it. She paused, allowing time for Rory to push back of she felt uncomfortable. Rory considered doing so, for all of a second; it was the easiest decision she had ever made to carry on kissing her girlfriend and allow Sookie to move further up.
The plump hand continued to move sensually up Rory's thigh, rubbing sexily at the teenager's smooth skin. It didn't stop until it reached the top of her legs. Again Sookie paused, giving Rory the choice of whether to continue. Rory continued to kiss back at her older girlfriend passionately, squeezing the big titties and making their nipples hard. It was the answer.
Sookie's hand moved forward that extra inch and her fingers stroked at Rory's pussy through the thin material of the teen's panties. It wouldn't have been too late to stop Sookie, but Rory didn't want to. She knew tonight would be the night she lost her virginity. She kissed back harder, making sure that even without words, Sookie knew she was doing the right thing. Sookie continued to stroke at the slit and Rory felt her panties dampening at Sookie's tender touch. She moaned slightly and took her mouth back from Sookie's, her hands dropped to her side and she looked at her girlfriend's attractive, plump face. Sookie smiled back, "Do you still want that coffee?"
Rory shook her head, suddenly her mouth felt very, very dry, but she knew that no coffee could quench that thirst -- no drink could. She tried to give a charming smile, but she worried it came over as sickly, "No, I don't want it. I want to go to your bedroom. I want you to make me a woman. Will you?"
Suddenly Rory worried she had misread the situation, what if Sookie thought she was moving too fast. God, perhaps Sookie wasn't ready herself and was still getting to know Rory or she might think the teen was a slut who was to forward with her favours? She waited, for Sookie to speak, her heart hammering even harder than before, so much that it threatened to burst out of her chest. Sookie smiled, cupping Rory's face with one hand and stroking her cheek tenderly. Rory instantly relaxed as Sookie said, "Yes, Rory, I will."
She stood up and took Rory's hand, helping the slender teen to her feet, "Let's go upstairs."
Sookie led Rory to from the main room and the up the stairs. The teen followed wordlessly, her heart pounding with nervous excitement, knowing at the end of the short walk would come the place where she lost her virginity. She couldn't deny the knot of nerves in her stomach, but it also felt right. Sookie switched on the light as they entered the room, letting go off Rory's hand as she walked over to make sure the curtains were fully closed.
The teen stood still looking round the room and unsure what to do next. She had never been up here before, or in any woman's room apart from Lane and her Mom's. There were little cushions on the bed, their covers as floral as the quilt and prints of flowers and prancing animals lined the walls. Rory saw that on the sideboard beside the bed that Sookie was reading a biography of a seventeenth century French cook; it didn't surprise the teen. She stood still and waited as Sookie came back to stand in front of her.
"Rory, you're beautiful," said Sookie. She leant forward and kissed the younger brunette, a long and lingering kiss, her mouth moving over the teen's and her tongue sliding over her lips. Rory relaxed some more and wondered whether she should start to undress.
The decision was taken from her as Sookie drew back her mouth and brought her hands up to start to undo the buttons on Rory's shirt. The teen stood unmoving, biting her lip nervously as Sookie undid each button until the shirt was fully open. The plump brunette's hands moved further up and she pushed the shirt back and down, so that it fell down Rory's back. Then her hands moved Rory and the teen felt the thirtysomething fiddling at the clasp of her bra. Seconds later it fell to the floor, leaving Rory's teen titties naked. The younger woman smiled nervously, "I'm sorry they're so small."
"They're lovely Rory," said Sookie, her hands moved over the mounds, cradling and fondling them, "So firm and pert, they're perfect."
"Oh," blushed Rory. She smiled and gave a little giggle as Sookie continued to play with them, rubbing at the teats until the nipples firmed and stood out. The chubby woman moved her hands down Rory's naked waist, her plump hands massaging the teen's slender form until she got to the plaited skirt. Rory waited patiently as Sookie undid it. The skirt fell to join the bra and shirt.
Her excitement building, standing clad only in her shoes, socks and panties, Rory looked down and blushed again. This time it was not due to her lack of clothes or experience, but that this morning she had put on her 'Hello Kitty' panties, not realising that anyone else would be seeing them. Sookie smiled, "I won't say a word."
"Please don't" said Rory. She gave a small shiver as Sookie's fingers slid under the elastic and slowly pulled the panties all the way down to the teen's ankles. The pussy underneath was shaved smooth, Rory and Lane had read in a magazine how Brazilians were all the rage with teenage lesbians. But now the cunt was exposed Rory had a sudden worry that she had no idea whether that was true. She gave a nervous smile, "Do you like?"
Sookie's lips puckered and she tenderly kissed the smooth slit, before standing up, "I like it a lot Rory, it's so sweet and sexy, like the rest of you." She kissed Rory again, opening her mouth and bringing the teen's naked body against her. Rory swept into the kiss, opening her mouth and allowing her girlfriend's tongue to swing in. Her hard nipples pressed against Sookie's evening dress, rubbing against the satin, the friction warming the nubs. It was only for a few moments and then Sookie let go. She nodded down at Rory's feet, smiling, "I guess you can get those off yourself."
"Yes," said Rory. She sat on the bed and took them off. As she did so she watched Sookie undo the evening dress and let it fall to the floor. The chubby brunette wasn't wearing anything underneath and Rory felt the pitter-patter of her heart, the increasing of her body and a strange knot in her tummy as she looked at her girlfriend. The bosom's looked bigger uncovered, large and more than a handful, the tummy round and sexy, the cunt wet with excitement, a small tuft of hair its decoration. Rory touched her own smooth slit; it was wet. Her voice was hoarse and almost inaudible as she said, "Please fuck me, please make me a proper woman."
"Yes," said Sookie. She moved next to Rory. The teen stood and again they kissed. But it was different from any of the kisses Rory had ever had before; the movement of lips and tongue was the same, but never before had she felt the warmth of flesh, the touch of smooth skin and the dampness of another woman's twat against her. The teen felt Sookie's large, bouncy bosoms moving against her own small tits, the hard nipples of the teen whirring with pleasure as the mounds rubbed them. Rory's hands were on her girlfriend's back, holding and massaging the flesh. One of Sookie's hands was doing the same, moving up and down the vertebrae in a gentle massage, the other was cupped under the mons rubbing the outside of the pussy making it even wetter.
"I want to fuck you Rory, I want t fuck you hard," breathed Sookie, "Lie on the bed."
Rory hastened to obey as Sookie turned and headed to her wardrobe. Rory watched as the older woman got out what looked, from behind to be a pair of panties. It was only when she turned back to face the younger brunette that Rory saw that the panties had a dildo attached to the front. It wasn't that big compared to ones Rory had heard about, only six inches or so, but to the virgin it looked massive. She shivered, nervous and excited, her pussy burning and leaking at the thought that the cock would soon be in it.
"Come fuck me," said Rory, gazing in lust as Sookie came towards her.
"Oh my sexy thing," said Sookie, as she got onto the bed. Rory could feel it's tremors as Sookie moved over towards, they matched her own quivering.
"Mmnnn," the teen gave a passionate moan as Sookie moved her lips onto hers. The chubby woman's body pushed half onto the teen's, her large bosom over Rory smaller right tit, whilst one of her plump hands squeezed at the pert left tittie. Sookie kissed harder and more forcefully, pushing her tongue into Rory's open mouth. The teen returned the passionate kiss, her own tongue wrapping round her girlfriend's.
Sookie's spare hand was between Rory's thighs and the teen let the older woman guide her legs open. She gave a gasp and pushed her head back as two of Sookie's fingers slowly started to ease themselves into her tight teen twat. Rory had lost her hymen long ago in a furious masturbation session and though since then she had fingered and dildoed herself regularly no-one else's fingers had ever moved in. It felt good, very good. She gave another pleasured moan as the plump woman's fingers moved gently in and her mouth began to kiss and suck at the side of the teen's throat.



"Ohhhh," moaned Rory in deep pleasure as the plump fingers moved up and in her pussy, "ooohhh."
"You enjoying, Rory?" Sookie murmured quietly, her mouth hovering over the teen's ear, "I'm going to make you nice and wet, then I'll fuck you."
"Ooohh, y...y...yes," replied Rory her voice quavering as the pleasure filled her, "I'm loving it... oooohh, oooohhh."
Sookie's slowly fingered Rory, her digits moving up and down the teen's tunnel. As they went up they lightly slid over the clit, each touch exciting Rory and making her flush. The older woman's lips continued to explore the teen, kissing her mouth, her neck, her small and firm titties and moving in the cleavage, where her tongue slid in the gap. Rory moaned, her excitement building more and more. Her body twisted and turned under Sookie's attention, warming from the older woman's touch and become more sensitive and sexual at each lick or touch.
"Oooh, oooooh," Rory moaned again, her back arching and lifting off the bed as her pussy blazed with ecstatic pleasure.
Sookie withdrew her fingers, they were wet with teen cum and the plump woman licked them, her expression that of a cook who's latest dish is done to perfection. She smiled at the young brunette, "You seem ready... nice and wet and relaxed. Are you?"
"Yes," nodded Rory, relishing her last moments as a virgin, "Fuck me."
For a second Sookie moved off Rory as the plump brunette positioned herself. Then she came down, slowly sliding the toy into Rory's sopping slit. The teen gasped as the rubber invaded her, her virginity departing as the dildo entered. It felt liberating, it felt scary, it felt good. The teen moaned in pleasure, her hands reaching out at right angles to her body and gripping the bedding as Sookie slowly eased the toy down the slit. The dildo pushed at the walls, rubbing over the damp flesh and moving in deeper. The teen giggled and then breathed in sharply as the toy hit her erogenous zone, sending sparks of pleasure shooting through her.
"Relax, Rory, relax" smiled Sookie, looking into Rory's eyes as she levered herself up again.
Rory nodded; she wasn't sure she could relax -- not with the toy stretching her pussy and pleasuring her insides. She gripped the quilt harder, pulling it towards her, "Please, just fuck me, fuck me Sookie."
The plumper came down again, slightly faster and more deeper. Rory moaned as the dildo pushed at her erogenous zone and sending blissful rushes of pleasure deep into her. The teen's body curved moving up and trying to keep contact with her lover as Sookie went up again. There was a very brief pause and Sookie's body pressed down onto Rory, squashing the teen into the bed, making her moan again, "Ooooohhh...."
"Rory, that's it baby, that's it," cooed Sookie. She moved faster, using her weight to push the toy deeper and harder into the teen twat. Rory looked upwards, a strong emotional intensity welling up in her as she could see Sookie's smiling, attractively plump face conversely coming nearer and then moving away as she pumped. The older brunette looked so caring, so sexy, so right for Rory's first. The teen gasped again, her hands clenching and unclenching. Sookie's lips came down, pausing long enough to passionately kiss Rory before pushing herself up, "Oh baby, you're doing so well, that's it baby relax and take it."
"Fuck me, fuck me," groaned Rory. She moved her legs further apart and her hands moved to Sookie's back encouraging her to pound deeper.
The plumper took the hint. Her body raised up and slammed down, the dildo sliding down Rory's slippery, wet hole. Sookie levered herself up again and thrusted down, gasping as she did, "That's it my sexy Rory, that's it, good girl."
Rory had never felt sensations so pleasurably intense or explosively blissful as she was feeling. Yes, she had cum before as she had lain her own bed her small dildo working her pussy or in the bath with a couple of fingers up her cunt. But, never like this, never so powerfully that she felt she was going to burst. The orgasms were getting stronger, ripping into her hammers pounding an anvil. Her back stretched, arching upwards and her mouth opened as for the first time in her life she had a real, honest, explosion of an orgasm, "Aaaaaarrggghhhh, yesssssss, aaaaaaargggghh."
The teen's hands gripped at her lover's back as Sookie paused. The plumper smiled, her boy hovering over Rory even as her mouth came down to kiss the teen. For a moment their mouths met, moving and enveloping each other in passionate intensity. Sookie moved her head up, "Enjoy that Rory baby?"
There were no words to describe how much, but Rory tried, "Don't stop, fuck me more."
"Cum for me, sexy," said Sookie and pushed the toy deep down into the teen. It made Rory gasp ecstatically, her hands gripping at Sookie so the plump woman had no chance to leave her. Not that Sookie had any such plans as she returned to pounding the teenager's twat, hammering the hole passionately.
"Ooooh, ooooh, oooooh," Rory moaned. Sookie's large bosom banged into her, the huge titties crushing against the teen as the rest of the plumpster came down with them. The nipples on Rory's smaller, but firmer, pair were like rocks, hard and erect. They stabbed into the flesh of Sookie as the thirtysomething woman rammed down, but Sookie didn't seem to care; just coming down harder and faster.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck," panted Sookie. Sweat was forming on her body as she energetically pounded the pussy. The teen below was covered in perspiration as well, some Sookie that dripped onto her and some her own as her body heated as the blood raced through her and the plump woman covered her. Rory gasped as the toy moved down into her slick slot; the hole was so wet that the cum was trickling out over the lips, soaking the tops of her thighs. Sookie continued to ram down, "Fuck, fuck, fuck."
Rory knew how she felt. Even without the orgasms, the feeling of another woman against her was intense, like two bodies merging into one, with the orgasms Rory felt like this must be heaven. If this was what being a woman felt like Rory was glad she had become one. She gasped and moaned again, as the orgasmic pleasure built up, "Ooooh, oooooh, oooooohhh!"
In response to her moans Sookie sped up and ploughed harder. The dildo rammed in and out of the teen's sexy slit, slamming over the erogenous zone and making the clit pulsate with pleasure. The orgasmic ecstasy grew, more and more powerful, like a blinding light coming over the horizon. Rory gripped at Sookie's back and screamed as the orgasms tore through her, "Aaaaaarrrgghh, aaaaarrrgghh, aaaaarrrggghhhh!"
There was a pause and then Sookie rolled off her teen lover. For a few moments neither said anything as Sookie panted with exhaustion and Rory sobbed with stunned pleasure. Eventually Rory managed to say, "Oh, my God..."
She left the words trailing as she rolled over to kiss her lover. Their lips met and the mouths opened, as they kissed passionately. "I'm guessing you enjoyed?" said Sookie once Rory's face moved back away from hers.
"Oh my God yes," said Rory, "It was like nothing I've ever felt before. It was just so perfect, I thought I was going to die... in a good way. And when I came... I think I saw stars."
"I enjoyed it as well," said Sookie. She smiled at Rory and brushed a stray strand of hair from her young lover's face.
Suddenly Rory looked worried, "But you didn't cum."
"You came for me," smiled Sookie, "That was all I wanted, for you to cum on your first time. Next time we do it, I've got toys that'll allow me to cum as well as you."
Rory's heart leapt at the words 'next time'; Sookie wanted to fuck her again. It was what Rory wanted, for the plumper her to fuck her again and again and again, for night after night to be a repeat of this one, a pageant of sexual pleasure. She nodded, "Oh yes. That'd be good." She looked at the clock on the bedside cabinet and sighed, " I better be going or else Mom will be back before me."
She slowly got up and dressed, aware that Sookie was happily looking at her, whilst reclining naked on the bed. The knowledge that her chubby lover was admiring her slender form took some of the sting out of having to leave. She finally picked up her panties, looking at the 'Hello Kitty' on the front, stained with her cum -- these were going to be a special souvenir piece of underwear, she wouldn't risk ruining them by wearing them again. She folded them and put them in her pocket.
Sookie stood up, "Let me show you out."
She led the teen downstairs and opened the front door. A cool draught came in and Rory felt guilty about having too long a goodbye kiss with her nude lover. But Sookie gave her no choice and kissed the teen passionately and deeply and for long enough that both had to gulp for air when they surfaced.
"See you later," said Rory, "I loved it."
"I loved it as well," said Sookie.
Rory turned and started to head home. As she walked she pulled out her mobile friend, Lane would want to know the details and whilst it was too late to call (what with Mrs Kim's eagle ears) a quick text would give her friend the details. Rory smiled as she typed in, 'Had dessert.'
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"Be good; and if you can't be good be careful," her best friend Rory Gilmore's words repeated in Lane Kim's head like an old fashioned LP stuck in a groove. "Be good, be good, be good," the words hammering and ricocheting round her brain like bouncing zings of electricity, until they were no longer they no longer sounded like Rory, but her Mama; no longer friendly, but judgmental, "Be good! Be good! Be good!"
"I'm not a good girl," said Lane with a burst of defiance.
The girl beside her, retouching her purple lipstick in the mirror of the ladies room, gave her a startled look and then took a step or two along the basins, making sure there was plenty of space between her and the possibly psychotic, though petite, Korean. Lane ignored her and continued to look in the mirror. Her own lip gloss, so carefully applied at Rory's house was smudged as was the eyeliner, little lines of darkness smearing down where her watering eyes had washed away the dark pencilling. There wasn't much she could do about either, stupidly she'd left her cosmetics in Rory's room -- which is where she normally hid them, not thinking she'd need them again.
Her lips felt dry and she ran her tongue nervously over them; it didn't do much for the gloss, but there was a flavour there as well. Or not so much a flavour as a seasoning; bitter and salty, but also a reminder of the tastiest dish Lane had ever had. She licked again, feeling her tongue moisten her lips, continuing until ever last remnant of the cum was gone from her lips. Again she looked in the mirror, she didn't think she looked like a slut, well not a total slut, her pullover was up her neck and was thick enough you could barely see her braless nipples through it. But just ten minutes ago she'd been crouched down sucking a guy's dick. Yes, Mama Lane, she said to her mentally to her mother, I was on my knees, with a cock between my lips, giving head like I was born to it. And I was loving it.
The teenager gave a smile in the mirror and flicked back a lock of hair that had fallen from her fringe. She picked up her bag and strode confidently out of the ladies. The guys were just finishing their drinks as she went up to them and she grinned, "You ready to go? Let's party."
Earlier that evening
Pursing her lips Lane Kim artfully applied the lip gloss. It was a red, of such a deep hue her Mom would have called it sluttish; though even if it had been so pale a shade that it was barely noticeable Mrs Kim would still have regarded it as fit only to be worn by the Whore of Babylon. Which was why Lane was sitting in her best friend Rory Gilmore's room getting herself ready for an evening of Rock 'n' Roll debauchery; or at least one beer and possibly two if she was feeling really daring. Lippy applied she looked in the window, "Looking hot," she murmured to herself. She turned to Rory, who was lying on her bed, reading a book, "Are you sure you don't want to come? You can pay on the door."
Her friend looked up, "I've got some study to do; and I know you rave about the Swinging Warblers, but they're a bunch of college kids who've no sense of either harmony or rhythm right, but cover it by playing very fast."
That was probably a fair review, Lane inwardly admitted, but the tickets were cheap and, as it was late night Bible reading at the Kim house, Lane needed to be anywhere but home. Mrs Kim had reluctantly agreed to her sleeping over at the Gilmore's house, probably because Rory would be more than happy to help Lane with her Math assignment and keep under the Korean's GPA. Despite it all Lane had the grace to blush when her Mama's friend had called her off with a cheery 'Be good, at your friend's, Lane' only to be chastened by Mrs Kim saying, 'Be Good. Lane is always a good girl.' Technically it wasn't a lie to say she was going to be sleeping over at the Gilmores -- even if she wouldn't get in until after Rory and her Mom were tucked in their beds, dreaming their dreams. Lane smacked her lips together, making sure none of the gloss smeared or smudged over her face, "You okay about me coming in late?" It was about the third or fourth time she'd asked, Lane was nothing if not considerate and so she added, "I'll be quiet."
Rory's head had gone down towards the book, reading a few sentences, before shooting up again, "Yes. It's fine, I'll be sleeping like a log. So unless you're planning to bring some handsome hunky guy back and wake me up with your screams of passion, we're good." She smiled to show she wasn't serious. Lane grunted something that might have been a yes or a no, or something else entirely. She and Rory were probably the last virgins in Stars Hollow and Lane was sick of it. All the girls in class were always giggling as they said what they'd done with their boyfriends over the weekend whilst Lane's main excitement had been browsing a second hand record store with Rory, followed by coffee at Luke's. Rory's smile faltered a bit at her friend's lack of response and she backtracked, "I mean... I'm only joking Lane, I wasn't suggesting you're a slut. You're good."
Lane longed not to be, but she forced herself to grin to show there was no offence, "I'm not bringing anyone back... okay unless I find Sebastian Bach in the audience, then all bets are off." She picked up her bag.
Rory laughed as her best friend headed towards the door, "Be good; and if you can't be good be careful."
Later
The couple standing a few feet from Lane were making out passionately, their hands wiggling so quickly over each others bodies as their legs rubbed and wrapped round, so that they looked almost like a two headed octopus. Lane tried to ignore the horny twosome and concentrate on the band. The trouble was the band were shit. She hadn't been expecting much, but she was sure last time she heard them they'd mostly played in time with each other and the singer's vocals were roughly the right pitch. They hadn't so much gone downhill so much as plummeted heard-first into an abyss.
"Oohh Friedrich," one head of the octopus moaned, "ooooh Friedrich."
Lane moved away, the sound and sight of the two lovers was making her ache with sexual desire and the cruddiness of the band wasn't making it easier to act as a distraction. In fact looking at the band made it worse, as the guitarist whipped off his shirt to show a set of well toned pecs, shiny with sweat under the stage lights. Lane tried to ignore his muscular six-pack and listen to the music, trying to guess what cover they were murdering and whether the original singer could claim damages.
"They're fucking terrible, aren't they," a voice behind her sounded. She paused for a second unsure whether the person was talking to her. The voice continued "I can't say I wasn't warned - everyone told me they were total dumbasses."
Shyly Lane twisted round, half-expecting that the speaker would be talking to someone else and she would have to execute a perfect half-turn back, whilst pretending she hadn't moved at all. The guy was about twenty, a six-foot pack of black muscle in jeans and a T-shirt proclaiming his loyalty to local college. He was smiling at her, which was a good indication that he had been speaking to her. But Lane wasn't sure, he could just have turned as she did from one of his two friends, leaving his smile still fixed. The diminutive Korean hesitated and the guy spoke again, "Fuck, they're bad," he shook his head in despair.
There was no doubt that he was talking to Lane. She nodded, "They're what's killing live music."
The guy grinned, "I'm Don. Brandon and George." He waved his hand towards the two young men standing next to him. At the sound of his name the one called Brandon gave a friendly nod and hello, he was another early twenty guy in a college shirt, with long blonde hair and the beginnings of a goatee. George paused a moment, still concentrating on the band, before giving a curt nod. He was a lean, almost cadaverous, youth with his blonde hair cropped so short that if he hadn't been hanging out with a black and a hippy would have easily been mistaken for a neo-Nazi.
"Lane," she smiled back. He was handsome, with a firm chin and sharp cheekbones; the light from the stage glinting on his bald head.
"You from round here?" he asked.
"Stars Hollow," she replied, "It's the next town over." She gestured towards his top, "You at..."
"Yeah, we're all sophomores at the University. I'm majoring in Spanish. Brandon's a English Major and George's -- he's a science geek, but other than that he's cool. You on your own?"
"Yes," said Lane, "I'm staying the night at a friend's; she's leaving the key under the mat."
Don gave a lop-sided grin, "So you can get back late?"
"Yeah, I guess," said Lane, "but it won't be too bad. There's a bus direct to Stars Hollow and it's still running way after the gig ends."
"Sure, that's what I was thinking," Don replied. He sounded a little stand-offish. He pulled out a packet of cigarettes, "Want one?"
Lane shook up her head and held up her glass, still almost full to the brim with orange juice, "I'm alright."
"I see you're a good girl," said Don, his tone was dry and his face showed sudden disinterest.
Something snapped in Lane. He was the third person to tell her she was 'good' in as many hours and all of a sudden she was sick of it, sick of being good little Lane, who always did what she was told and crossed her legs when ever she thought of sex. She didn't want to go through her life being meek and pitiful and hearing all the other girls' stories whilst having none of her own. She put her glass on the nearby stand-up table and shook her head, "I'm not good at all."
"No..." the young man started to say, but he had hardly got the word out before Lane had slammed her mouth onto his. She had to stand on her tiptoes and hug her hands round the back of his neck to pull him down, but he swiftly got the message opening his own mouth and slamming his tongue at hers. His hands went to her waist, pulling her into him, so close that she could feel the throb of his prick beneath his denims; it seemed large.
"Whoah, full on," grinned Brandon
"Way to go," added George in a West Coast accent.
Lane was surprised by her own audacity, but any misgivings she might have had were swept away by the way her toes were tingling in excitement, sending up waves of excitement through her body and making her feel warm and alive. Don was kissing back at her hard, one of his hands moving up and down her waist, pushing up the pullover so that he could massage her skin. The other hand was almost still, but as it was squeezing her rump Lane wasn't complaining. They broke for air and Lane said, "I'm a party girl"
"You sure look like a chick who likes to parrrttttaaaay," laughed Brandon in agreement.
"A lot," confirmed Lane and slammed her mouth back against Don. They moved together like dancers on a stage, their legs rubbing up and down each others thighs, his hands both now clamped to her, squeezing hard at her butt and making her wet, whilst hers were wrapped round him, not letting him go. Lane felt her glasses starting to steam up, heat rising from her and Don. It didn't matter -- at the moment sight was less importance than feeling and she was feeling good. She slid one hand from his back and round to his front, feeling daring she rubbed it over the lump in his jeans. She could feel the lump moving and quivering, like a snake waiting to strike. The black guy didn't seem to mind her touch, his tongue pushed harder into her mouth and his fingers dug deeper at her butt. She continued to stroke at the covered cock, in her mind seeing its length and girth and look. Her own cunt was getting wet and warm at her imaginings, the sex sticking at her panties and making them damp under her own jeans.
"You like naughty Lane?" she pulled her mouth back and stroked harder at him, pushing her palm over his dick, feeling it vibrate in excitement.
"I'm not complaining," Don barely had time to reply before Lane's mouth was back on his. The teen had never felt so alive and so absolutely and totally horny ever, not even when she was secretly toying herself when her Mom was asleep nor when she and Rory had watched the secret sex films Lorelai Gilmore hadn't hidden very well. And she knew she wanted to do more, to touch and feel Don's manhood and make herself a bad girl Almost without thinking she untwisted the button of his jeans and slid her hand in and under the boxers.
He straightened, his body tensing like a spring, and for a second Lane thought she'd gone too far. But then he relaxed and leant into her, pushing his mouth hard against hers and squeezing her butt like it was play dough. The teen Korean moved her fingers, stroking the cock. It had seemed big when she'd been massaging it under cover, touching it made it seem mountainous. It felt hard and firm; quivering like a taut high tensile wire as she touched it. She tried to place her whole fingers round it so that she could work as she'd heard the cheerleaders describe, but there wasn't the space in his pants, not unless she wanted to drop them to the floor there and then. Instead she continued to stroke and tease, rubbing at the meat as Don continued to thrust his tongue deep into her and grip her butt so tight she probably could have let her feet leave the floor.
They broke again, and Lane looked at him, "I can't get my hand round it properly," she said in a voice which was a mixture of apology and lust. He didn't say anything, instead giving a small smile and using his eyes to indicate the half-open fire escape. For a second Lane continued to stand close to him, playing with his prick, wondering how far she was going to go. She decided she was certainly going to go further, and make such a story for Rory and the girls at school so that no-one would think she was the geeky goody two-shoes again. Smiling she took her hand out of his jeans, "Let's go somewhere else."
"Yeah," Don agreed. He turned to his buddies and straightened his denims, "Me and Lane are just going off to have some private time." He grinned as Brandon pushed his tongue into the inside of his cheek and made a suggestive movement with it.
Lane smiled as well, she didn't want to appear stand-offish as she was sure bad girls didn't care about their reputations only having fun and Lane was desperate to be a bad girl. She took Don's hand and walked him towards the fire escape, trying to wiggle her ass at the other two as she did so. There was no-one at the ajar door to stop them pushing through and into a dimly lit and poorly painted corridor. Lane walked along and round a corner. There was a door to a storeroom in front of her. She tried the handle. It opened.
The shelves were packed with cleaning products; soaps, towels, bleach in industrial size containers, mops and buckets -- nothing which was likely to be needed until the place had closed and the cleaners began to scrub up from the nights revelry. Lane closed the door behind herself and Don, and then for extra privacy pushed one of the big boxes in front of it. Don gave a nod of approval and moved in front of her, "Where were we?"
"I was about to blow you," the words were out of Lane's mouth before she had even thought what they were going to do.
"I could live with that," grinned Don as Lane dropped down to her knees in front of him.
He unbuttoned his jeans, but it was Lane who reached up and pulled them down to his knees, exposing thighs like tree trunks and a prick like a python. It had seemed big when Lane had been massaging it with her fingers; when out and erect in her face was monstrous. For a few seconds she regretted her words, wondering how she'd ever be able to cope with it in her mouth. However, her worries quickly went, replaced by a rush of warm wetness between her legs. She placed a hand down there and began to rub and push through the denim, pressing at her pussdy. At the same time she began to slide her tongue up and down the dick; it was, surprisingly or not, tasteless. Don shivered in excited anticipation as he was licked, "That's it, that's a good girl."
Lane pulled her tongue back for a minute and purred, "I'm not a good girl. I'm a bad slutty rock chick."
"Yeah, baby, that's right; don't stop, just lick," murmured Don in reply, "Lick it good, if you want to be a slut cos that's what bad sluts do."
"I'm a bad, bad, bad, slut," giggled Lane and returned to licking the dick. She ran her tongue back and forth over the throbbing black member, pushing at the skin over the tip and slowly running her tongue over his ballsack. She twisted and turned, over the top and down below, her tongue leaving barely a millimetre untouched. All the time Don gave little grunts and moans, his entire body shaking in excitement at what was to come.
Pulling her head back Lane looked at the prick, shining with her saliva. It was still massive, but she was ready for it. She opened her mouth and started to take it. Her mouth felt stretched and it pushed at her tongue and into her cheek and that was with only a quarter of it. She pulled back, looking upwards at the young black man as she did; his handsome face was picture of pleasured ecstasy. His expression gave her the confidence to go down again, taking the prick as deep as she dared and making her eyes water. Don let out a groan, "That's my slut, my bad slut. Suck it baby, suck it."
Lane's head worked down, pushing back the skin on Don's cock and then pulling back, slurping greedily at his member. She moved faster, sucking as hard as she could as her head bobbed. The thick dick punched at her tonsils, making her eyes water and she struggled not to choke. Her jaw was aching as well, as the huge, hard prong gaped her mouth open, like an oversized lump of candy. She almost would have stopped if it hadn't been from the grunts of pleasure and mutters of ecstasy coming from Don, "Suck it baby. Suck my big black dick." Lane carried on, cramming her mouth with cock.
Slowly she began to get used to it, breathing through her nose and moving to rhythm, her tongue, below the dick, struggling to push up and tickle at his muscle. Don was certainly enjoying it, and that made Lane enjoy it as well; especially as she continued to rub at her pussy. She had undone the top button of her jeans and slid a hand down under her panties to rub at her slit; there might not be much room but there was enough to ease the finger in and pleasure the top of her cunt. The harder she touched the more she sucked, and the more she sucked the harder she touched, her own pleasure swelling up through her body and transferring to a groaning Don, "Fuck, baby, suck it, suck it."
She did, putting every ounce of energy into choking down the dick, sucking and slurping it like a Popsicle, dribbling her saliva out from her lips as she banged back and forth. Never having given a guy a blow she just hoped she was doing it right; from the guttural grunts and pelvic shakes she guessed she was.
Especially as Don suddenly gave a big grunt and gasped, "I'm about to cum."
Lane remembered some of the girls in the locker room discussing the etiquette of 'spit or swallow'. Unfortunately she couldn't remember what the right response was, so deciding you couldn't go wrong by continuing she carried on bobbing her head back and forth as Don's body tensed and gush of sperm shot out of his mouth. It was down her throat before she almost realised it, salty, but smooth. Another blast of goo slammed into her mouth as Don groaned, "Yes, fuck, yes." Lane swallowed at it greedily, unwittingly unleashing another explosive cum shot. She couldn't take it all down quickly enough and hoped Don didn't mind as it dribbled over her lips and down her chin. From the stunned happy look on his face Don didn't care about anything as the last of his seed spurted out to be eaten by Lane.



She continued for a few seconds more, sucking and cleaning all the cum from his dick and leaving it as good as new. Once she was sure he was finished she pulled her head back, his dick hung limply in front of him, covered with a shiny sheen. Lane felt a rush of pride as she looked at it, even flaccid it was big, but she, little tiny virginal Lane had fitted it in her mouth and sucked it off. She stood up, "I enjoyed that."
"Me too," grinned Don, like a gentleman he held the door open, "You're a little slut, you know."
"I am," said Lane, then she repeated it more proudly, "I am." She wasn't a good girl anymore she thought as she and Don returned to the others.
Up on stage the band were just finishing the set with a crash of chords and throaty screams, not necessarily in time with each other. The others greeted them as they approached, Brandon with a cheery wave and George with a sullen movement of his head, which might just a nod.
"You got your private time then?" Brandon placed an emphasis on the private time and grinned, touching his finger to his lip.
Lane mirrored his movement, there was a bit of cum exactly where he pointed and she wiped it off and then sucked her finger, before giving him an enchanting smile, "Yes."
"We're going to shoot," said George, less to Lane and more to Don. "You coming alone, or...?"
"What about it Lane," asked Don, "You wanna come to our place and party?"
Lane paused for a second, she'd already proved to herself she wasn't a good girl, by blowing a guy she hardly knew in the club's storeroom, did she want to go further? The urge in her pussy told her she did, she wanted to go back and go all the way, to really be a bad skanky slut. She smiled, "With all three of you?" The guys looked between each other as if that wasn't had been meant, but now it was mentioned it seemed like a good idea. Lane didn't let them speak before she carried on, "Yes, please." She kicked herself for adding 'please' a proper bad rock chick slut wouldn't have been so polite. "Just let me go to the bathroom and freshen up."
Soon after
It didn't take long for the four of them to return to the small house the three college boys shared; which was lucky for Lane as the thought of what was going to happen had made her as horny as a three headed unicorn. Technically, she wouldn't be having her cherry popped, as a dildo had already done that in a vigorous masturbation session whilst her Mom was down in the shop. However, she'd never had a real cock up there and she was shaking with excitement at the thought that soon she'd be having three.
She almost skipped into the front room. It was, Lane guessed, almost typically studenty, with posters of grunge bands held up by sticky-tape affixed to the wall, a carefully stacked model made of empty beer cans in the corner and few mint condition text books on the shelf. Brandon walked over to the Hi-Fi, "Let's put on some music," he said and slid in a CD. Seconds later some classic Dire Straits began to play. Lane would have preferred something louder and faster, hardcore music for hardcore fucking. CD on Brandon moved towards the kitchen, grinning, "I'll get some beer."
"Now look at them yo-yo's that's the way you do it You play the guitar on the MTV"
Mark Knofler began to croak out the words as George and Don moved towards the sofa. Lane stayed standing in front of them, her foot began to tap automatically and her knee shake.
"That ain't workin' that's the way you do it Money for nothin' and chicks for free"
There was perhaps an appropriateness to the lyrics; whilst Lane was sure that being a rock star wasn't money for nothing, she was a chick for free. Her knee jerked a bit more and her waist wiggled as she swung round. Brandon came back into the room with four cans, eyeing her appreciatively as she moved.
"We gotta install microwave ovens Custom kitchen deliveries"
The youth offered her a beer. Lane shook her head and moved faster. The guys wanted a show, she could tell, she'd give them one, strutting her stuff like she was on stage and they were her groupies.
"See the little faggot with the earring and the make-up Yeah buddy that's his own hair"
She bent down and up before running her hand through her dark hair and letting it fall like sensually back. She twisted herself and worked her body up and down, her hands moving up her waist and side as she danced, taking hold of her pullover and bringing it up so that her midriff was exposed to they young men's lascivious gazes.
"We gotta move these refrigerators We gotta move these color TV's"
Lane continued with her sweater, taking it up further, up past her titties, jiggling in her back bra and over her head. For a second she held it close to her as she danced and then tossed it to one side. She felt strange, so liberated and alive, coursing with excitement.
"I shoulda' learned to play the guitar I shoulda' learned to play them drums"
She stumbled slightly as she kicked off her boots, but if the guys noticed her misstep they weren't complaining, especially as she immediately put her hands to the button of her jeans. She didn't undo them for a moment, teasing the boys with a gyrate which made her bosom bounce and showed how toned her tummy was.
"We gotta move these refrigerators We gotta move these color TV's, Lord"
If tongues could have become detached they would have done as she undid her denim pants, sliding them down to her knees and then off. She wondered what her Mom would think, or Rory, if they could see her dancing in just her bra, panties and socks in front of three desperately horny guys. Her hands moved up behind her back...
"You play the guitar on the MTV That ain't workin' that's the way you do it"
...and unclipped her bra.
It fell effortlessly to the floor. Free from its silky embrace her firm, teenage boobs bounced and jiggled. She slid her hands underneath them and pushed them up, moaning in tune with the music as he fingers dug into her flesh. Beneath her panties she could feel her pussy wettening with lust. She was so ready.
"You play the guitar on the MTV"
Her panties fell to the floor, leaving the guys free to stare at her naked pussy with the small tuft of black pubic hair, neatly trimmed above it.
"Money for nothin' get your chicks for free Money for nothin' get chicks for free"
She continued to dance, letting herself swing seductively with the music, twisting, gyrating, jiggling, making her body move, showing and exposing her teenage sexuality for her admiring audience.
"I want my... I want my [chicks for free] I want my MTV"
As the song faded to nothing she slowed down with it until it was nothing and she was standing naked, apart from her white socks. She slid down her hand to her pussy. It was soaking with anticipation. She looked at the guys, all three of them, even already serviced Don, were hard beneath their pants, their dicks sticking up like mini-mountains. Her fingers reached into her slit and she pried apart the hole, showing her pink as a smile crept to her face, "So guys, who wants to fuck me first?"
To her surprise it was George, who nodding to his friends stood up, "Yeah, let's do it." It wasn't much given that he was about to take her virginity, even if he didn't know it, but it was as much as he'd said to her all night. He pulled of his T-shirt, revealing a firm chest with a tattoo of a dragon just above his heart. He kicked off his pumps and pulled down his jeans and boxers; his hard long cock jutting out at a right angle. He moved towards her, "Let's do it."
The lack of romance in his no-nonsense approach was a bigger turn on than any long drawn out seductive approach and within seconds Lane was on her back on the floor, bringing her legs apart. The carpet wasn't the most fluffy she'd ever leant on, in fact if Lane had been fussy she'd have said it was scratchy, but she was too horny to care. She pried apart her soon-not-to-be-virgin hole and said, "Come fuck my sweet little pussy."
Within seconds George was on top of her, forcing his big dick into her, as his friends hooted encouragement. Lane groaned as he entered, the size of the cock stretching her tight teenage twat. He carried on down, the juice from her twat lubricating him as he moved deeper into her, pressing over her sweet spots and making her even wetter. Up he went and then down, up and down, up and down, each thrust taking him far into her and spreading her tight pussy walls wider. Lane gasped and groaned, her back scraped over the carpet, as she writhed with a passion; its sharp, cheap wool scratched at her back, but she didn't care. Her hands were on his back, her nails digging into his thin, but fit, frame, encouraging him on, "Oh, yes, uurrgghh, oh yes, yes, yes."
He pounded at her harder, slamming deep, cramming her cunt with his cock. The diminutive Korean couldn't believe how great it felt, much better than plastic or fingers. Waves of pleasure bounced round her body like she was a pinball and he was the flippers. Above her his face became a blur as her glasses steamed up, the heat from their bodies making her sweat and drip perspiration. She gripped him tighter, "Fuck me, fuck me, uurrrhhhh, fuck, fuck, fuck!"
"Yesss, go on, go on, waaaarrhh!" in the background, above George grunts and her own squeals, above the swish of his dick ploughing her wet hole, above the rhythmic slap of their bodies in a unwavering copulation, Lane could hear the cheers and shouts of Don and Brandon. The thought that even when George was finished that the orgasms wouldn't stop for long and that the pleasure would go on made Lane even more aflame and she pushed up, thrusting her own pussy over the youth's dick and taking it deep. Her energetic couplings excited the on-lookers even more and their cat-calls became louder and more intense, "Go! Go! Go! Go! Waaahhhayyy!"
Another orgasm pounded through the teen, a cataclysm of sexual pleasure. Lane opened her mouth and shrieked again, "AAArrrrghhh, yessss, aaaaarggghhhh."
"Fuck, fuck, fuck," panted George as he pressed up and down, "Fuck, fuck, fuck"
His face was a mask of concentration as if he was doing a very hard puzzle rather than an extremely easy Korean. He raised himself and thrust down again, his facial expression first opening, almost in surprise, before being quickly replaced by a look which was a cross between relief and pleasure. At the same time Lane felt a new warm wetness enter her soaked, hot cunt and she knew he had cum in her. She made a mental note to make sure she went to a late night pharmacy on her way back to Rory's and buy some morning after pills. More importantly she levered herself onto her elbows and said, "Who's up next, guys?"
Don and Brandon had made the best use of the time her friend had been fucking her to get undressed and ready for action, there hard cocks sticking out like thick and meaty flagpoles. Brandon looked at the cum trickling from her pussy and grinned at his friend, "Jeez, jerk, " he joked, "you've cum in her hole."
Don was quicker off the mark, stepping towards Lane he said, "It's me next then. I'll have sticky seconds."
Lane twisted to her knees in front of him, a dirty idea, typical of a bad girl coming to her mind, "You don't have too..." she gave a naughty wink, "not if you bang my butt." The suggestion was out and Lane suddenly felt even more desperately horny, her entire body quivering with a craving for cock. For a second Don halted, his eyebrows rising in surprise and then a broad smile slowly crossed his and he nodded. Lane waddled on her knees to in front of him, "My ass is too tight for that huge dick, not without some prepping." She licked her lips before transferring the tongue to his dong, running up and down the wide, black shaft.
If Lane's pussy was tight she guessed her ass would be even tighter, so even as she licked his dick, one hand stroking at his smooth, ebony balls, her other was down at her ass, pulling her cheeks apart. She moved her little finger to her butt-hole, pausing briefly, a moment of trepidation, before pushing it at her hole. At first it didn't seem to go and then it went in; it was tight, tighter than she'd have thought, gripping at her finger. She was aware that George and Brandon were looking at her as she fingered her ass, both guys grinning wildly. Don wasn't looking, his eyes were closed and he was moaning in pleasure as Lane's sexy tongue cleaned and licked in long, sensuous laps. She pushed her little finger further, working it in and wiggling it around. She felt her walls stretching as her digit pushed and a wave of joy ride up in her; she'd have to be careful she didn't get too excited and lick Don to fruition, she thought, there were no G-spots on her tongue or in her throat. Still it looks good enough to eat. She pulled back her head an instant and when she returned her mouth was open to receive him.
She pulled out her little finger and pushed her middle finger in as a replacement. It was slightly thicker and longer, and it magnified the sexual pleasure she had been getting. She twisted it round, slowly opening her butt, hooking it, so knuckle pushed at the wall, easing it open and stimulating her nerve endings. Up and down she moved it, trying to keep it in time with her licks and slurps, as her tongue and lips moved oiled his dick. Don groaned, "Shit, baby, you're good, you're fucking good" and the diminutive Korean guessed that if she didn't move soon he'd be shooting his goo down her throat again.
She came down one last time and then back up in a slow, seductive suck that made Don's eyes roll and his mouth quiver. A trail of saliva hung between her lips and his wet dick, before she sensually licked it away. She looked up at Don as she did it, waiting for him to open his eyes, before swinging round with the gracefulness ballet's black swan. She spread her legs, moving her hands behind her and taking hold of her butt cheeks, opening them so her hole was uncovered. "Fuck my ass, and fuck it hard."
He came down behind her, kneeling between her legs and taking hold of her waist, bending her over. As her hands moved to balance on the floor, he slid his own down her sides and onto her ass cheeks. Lane gave a moan of excited expectancy as he pulled apart her buttocks and pushed his dick at her hole, the tip dipping in. Her hands gripped hard, trying to pull the carpet in tufts and she quivered, waiting for the thrill and the pain of the cock entering her. She had given up the virginity of one hole this evening, now she was going to give up the other.
"You have such a fuckin' tight ass," said Don in admiration and moved in.
Lane gasped, her body automatically starting forward, as the big dick pushed into her. The cock was stiff and hard, feeling like a rough iron bar was being shoved into her anal chute. Even with all the licking and lapping she'd given to oil its passage, it was burning and tearing, like being rubbed by sandpaper. "Ooooohhhh," she moaned and then "oooooohhhh," again, higher pitched and louder. Don was moving back and pushing again, his thrusts slow as he forced himself forward against the resistance of her, now non-cherry, asshole. Lane's fingernails tore at the carpet, "Oooohhhh," she gasped and paused before repeating, "Oooooohhhh, yessss...." in a voice which was thick with pleasure.
She had always realised sex would be fun, but she never realised just how much. Okay, Don's pounding her ass was uncomfortable at first, as her walls stretched and her hole struggled to cope with the large invader. But it was also making her orgasm in a way she hadn't believe possible, like every piece of pleasure she had ever received was all rolled together into one glorious feeling and magnified. Her body bounced back and forth, her lovely teen titties jiggling beneath her, as the young black man rammed in and out. His large cock whirred deep into her ass, going deeper and faster as her butt gave up its resistance and relaxed to welcome him. He grunted in excitement, one of his hands moving to rest on the small of her back, whilst another snaked round to wipe at her pussy, driving her further into the grasp of pleasure, "Ooohhh, yesssss, uuurrrghhh, ohhh, yesss. Fuck me, fuck my fucking ass, ram your big dick deep into my dirty butthole."
The prick splatted deep into her, thudding into the thin wall that separated her back hole from her front and making her clit, behind it, quake with joy. Lane's body jerked under the pounding, making her head rock and sliding her glasses down her nose -- not that it mattered she could hardly see through them, soaked as they were with condensation as sweat steamed off her body. In front of her she could see the blurred shape of Brandon. "Want to prep me as well?" he said and the teenager girl could see the pink blob sharpening as he walked in front of her, stroking his large dick.
With all her mind concentrating on the slamming she was getting in her asshole and the orgasmic pleasure bursting out of it, it took a few seconds for Lane to realise what he was asking; but when she did there was only going to be one answer, "Yes," she said and took his manhood in her mouth.
It felt good, or rather bad and naughty and delicious, to have a cock in each end. The teen Korean slurped and sucked the big white dick in her mouth whilst bouncing back and giving the massive black one in her ass all the attention it deserved. It was easier than she thought to get the rhythm right and not loose concentration, making her wonder if the guys were practised at it as well, as they, too, moved in unison. And then she pushed the thought from her mind, it didn't matter, and let herself flow with the moment. The two pricks entered her again and again, Don's slamming deep and hard into her tight teen asshole, and Brandon's moving against her cheek, pinning her tongue to the floor of mouth as he went in slower, but just as forcefully. The pleasure was liberating, explosive, plentiful. She might not have had a G-spot in her mouth, but the badness of taking two at once made the anal orgasms feel all the sweeter.
"Yes, God, yes, God yes," croaked Brandon as she sucked him hard. Don was making a noise as well, but it was more guttural and unintelligible, a series of pants and grunts and squeaks.
It was intense. She knew that Lorelai Gilmore hadn't been virginal even before she met Christopher, but Lane guessed that even her best friend's Mom had never done anything as debauched as taking two men at once. Still it felt great, better than anything ever. Lane knew she was slut, a skanky ho, a total fuckbag; and she was loving it. Her mind entered a nirvana of orgasmic pleasure, an Eden of ecstasy and if her mouth hadn't been full she'd have cried out to the highest of the Heavens.
Brandon came first. Unlike Don earlier he didn't shoot in down her throat. Instead he jerked his prick out like she had caught fire. "Fuck me, I'm cumming," he gasped as his hand gripped his quivering cock.
"Yessss! Yesssss! Yeeessss!" screamed Lane, her mouth open as the sticky goo fired out. It hit her in the face, smearing her steamed up glasses in a white mess, slamming into cheeks and dripping down her nose and over her lips. Some of it entered her mouth, the salty liquid going down her throat as she continued to scream out in pleasure, "Yessss! Yeesss! Yeeessss!" as orgasm after orgasm emanated from her butt.
Unfortunately Don wasn't far behind his friend, "Fuck Lane, you're so fucking good," he screamed and pumped his seed into her ass. It came in wet wave after wet wave, a series of spurts of white cum, filling her back hole and dribbling out and down legs as he pulled out his cock.
A sated, cum-soaked and very bad Lane Kim slumped to the ground. She'd soon have to find her clothes and head to Rory's, but she'd be making sure she did this again.
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The world seemed to be spinning, whirling around and leaping back and forth. The trees seemingly shattering and putting themselves back together as she watched, like they were reflections in a self-repairing mirror. Lane took another puff, inhaling deeply – it made her feel both woozy and incredibly alive at the same time. She took one more drag, before passing the joint to Harrison. Her classmate took the pot and smoked it heavily, his eyes rolling round his head as the vapours slid down his throat, "Fuck man. This is powerful shit." He looked at the glowing end of the cigarette, a ramshackle mix of powerful herbs and cheap paper, and giggled, "Powerful shit." He leant over and passed it to Eric.
The muscular school Quarterback took it from his friend and ran a hand over his crew-cut hair, "Fuck, yeah. It's fucking massive. Y' think Lane?"
Lane was looking up at the sky. The birds seemed to be flying very slowly today, she thought. Or perhaps it was the few clouds in the sky were going very fast, even though there was hardly a breeze – which was really strange and something she'd never seen before. She vaguely thought it might be a good idea to ask Rory about this meteorological oddity, her best friend was super-smart and was bound to know the reason. She was vaguely aware Eric was talking to her, something about his size. She turned her head to look at him, he was sitting cross-legged and smoking that kick-ass weed they'd bought. She blinked and tried to concentrate, fuck yeah, he had a huge package, she could see the lump under his pants; shit, he was hung like a horse. She gave a nod, "Huge."
Eric took another drag of the pot and passed back to Lane. The teen reached up and took it. She inhaled, feeling the mellow smoke slid into her, the chemicals entering her blood-stream and pumping round her body in a slow, comforting wave. She thought of Eric's cock again and that made her horny, even more than usual, "It's massive," she said thinking about it entering her, "Fucking giant."
Harrison took the joint and sucked at in, dragging in the last of pot leaving the stub so worn down that the glowing end was almost burning his fingers. "Yeah, hot," he said, "Huge and fucking hot."
Lane turned her head from Eric to him. He was sitting with his legs apart, in a way that would have been classed as unladylike if he'd been a girl. Lane didn't complain, cos as he said he was huge – his cock straining at his tight pants – and he was hot as well, the school stud. The diminutive Korean looked up at the air, the clouds seemed to have slowed and now it was the birds that were flapping past at speed. "We going to fuck or what?" she asked.
*
One of the cheerleaders gave a stifled titter as Lane walked into her English class. As Lane turned towards them to see what they were giggling about, the girl abruptly turned her head away from the doorway and towards her books. Lane ignored the sniggers and sat down; outwardly she tried to ignore the gossip and half-glances, inwardly she was revelling in them. She wasn't the first Senior to have lost her virginity, but she was the first who'd had both her cherries popped on one evening and in a foursome where she was the only girl. Lane didn't know how the rumours (if the truth could be called that) had spread round the school. She'd only told Rory and her best friend gossiped less than a stone cold statue – but it didn't matter, everyone knew that Lane was no longer the innocent virgin, but the ultra-easy lay.
Lane opened her book and pretended to read, though her thoughts on the Romantic Poets was crowded out by the thought of big dicks ramming her holes to orgasm. She forced her legs together, in a vain attempt to reduce the horny urges, flowing from her heating pussy. If it made any difference it was minor and Lane's mind filled less with thoughts of Keats and Blake and more on her fantasies of cock and lots of it.
"Lane," the teen jumped as her reverie was interrupted by Harrison McGuire. Her classmate grinned at her, his perfect white teeth seeming to gleam in his square, manly, jaw.
"Hi Harrison. You want to copy?" Lane asked. Harrison might be one of the school's tops jocks, star of the football team and all round athlete, but he also had a reputation for missing homework deadlines – with looks like his he had better things to do and no need to worry.
"I'm cool. I actually did it last night," he gave a grin. "My homework I mean..."
"Yeah, me too. My homework as well," replied Lane, trying to work out if there was an entendre there or not.
If there wasn't his meaning soon became clear, "Me and Eric, we're thinking of bunking off this afternoon, y'know... hanging. We've only got history and I know you hate history."
Hate was probably too strong a word, mild dislike was probably more accurate and she normally wouldn't have considered truancy, if only because of Mrs Kim and the thought of her finding out. But usually she wasn't being invited to do the bunk with the good-looking Harrison and the even more studly Eric Golightly. She paused as she wondered whether it was an innocent invite where they intended to talk music or whether the two boys had an ulterior motive. Whilst she loved discussing her favourite rock bands she didn't think she could spend an entire afternoon talking about it; on the other hand she could easily spend an afternoon doing something else...
"Sure, that'll be fun," she smiled.
*
Lane threw her satchel into the back seat of Eric's convertible; a sleek and sporty model like its owner. It was gift from the Senior's Dad who thought that no Quarterback should be either riding the bus or turning up to school in a car which looked like it was a reject from a Herbie movie. Eric slid into the front seat and Harrison got in beside him. The car reversed out of the lot as speed, Eric twisting the steering wheel to screech the car round in a rubber burning turn. His foot hit the gas and they were speeding out the gate before any teacher could look out the staff room to see what was happening. As they sped down the hill towards the highway Harrison hooted and punched the air, "See ya suckers."
Lane laughed; the old Lane would have never skipped school with a couple of guys – but then the old Lane never knew how to have fun, cowering at the thought of her Mom's talk on hell and damnation. The new and improved Lane was more than ready to risk not only a Mrs Kim lecture of bubonic proportions, but eternity in the burning pit, as long as she got fuckings along the way. She shook her head, pulling away the plastic band that kept her hair neat and letting the wind blow through it. She let out a cry, "Fuck you school."
"And fuck the horse you rode in," shouted Eric, "Fuck you Star's Hollow High, fuck you forever."
The three teenagers whooped and hollered again, punching the air and shrieking like they'd escaped from Alcatraz rather than bunking of school. After a few moments they calmed down and Lane leant forward between the seats, "So where we going?"
Eric grinned, "I know this secluded place, it's near here. It's nice and secluded, but near the road so we don't have to walk. You'll like it, very scenic."
"Cool," grinned Lane, though she wasn't that interested in its scenery. From the grins of the boys nor were they.
It didn't take the three truanting teens long to get to the spot Eric had suggested. If Mrs Lane had been there she would have given a nod of approval as she looked at the babbling brook, at the bottom of a slope so gentle it was barely an incline, the whole spot shielded from the dirt track they'd driven down by a copse of trees. It was, she would tell Lane, proof of God's divine providence that he could make a place so beautiful and serene. Luckily Mrs Lane wasn't there, and she would have been shocked if she was, as Lane jumped out of the back seat of the car, shedding her cardigan as she did so. She grinned and undid her blouse, only a couple of buttons, not far, but far enough to hint of future promise.
The two boys also got out of the car. Eric popped the trunk and pulled out a rug. He saw the other two looking at him and shrugged, "So we don't get any stains from the grass."
Partially Lane was disappointed, she was expecting a more rock and roll rebellious from her partner in truancy, and worrying about getting grass stains on his pants, was hardly up there with blowing up the school and murdering the Heathers. At the same time, it saved Lane having to explain any green skids on her clothes. She walked over and sat down, "What next?" she asked smiling and twiddling a hand through her hair seductively.
"I've got some shit-hot weed," said Harrison, "Wanna smoke?"
Lane hesitated a moment. It wasn't that she was worried about it taking her first toke; good little Christian Lane worried about that, not big bad superslut Lane. No, what she was worried about was performance or to be more specific whether two whacked out potheads would be able to get their pricks hard and up her. The hesitation was fatal as Harrison took out his pot and began to skim up as Eric looked at him expectantly, as if his fellow footballer was the one sitting on the rug with a skirt halfway up his thigh and two buttons on his blouse undone. Seeing she was too late Lane fell in with the crowd, "Yeah," she drawled, trying to sound casual as if she'd been doing marijuana since she was two, "good idea." She undid another button, just as a reminder for why she was here.
Harrison had finished making the spliff. He took out a lighter and lit it and a fragrant smell, more powerful than the scent of nearby moss and flowers, filled Lane's nose. She blinked briefly, surprised at how strong it was, and this was the smell just going up his nostrils. Harrison sucked in deeply, "Fuck, that's good," he said with feeling and passed it to Eric before sitting down beside Lane.
The Quarterback took the weed and for a second looked at it like the antique experts, who sometimes came into Mrs Lane's shop, apprised a particularly fine piece of Napoleonic china. After a few seconds he took a puff, "Whoah!" he gasped shaking his head, "Whoah man, shit. Try this Lane, it'll blow your head."
He was standing beside her, with his pelvis right at eye level. Lane licked her lips, there was certainly something she wanted to blow. Her leer was taken as her agreement to smoke and Eric thrust the smouldering spliff at her face. Lane took it, trying to appear casual and to examine at it with the same interest the two football players were. After a pause, which was possibly a second too long, she put it in her mouth and inhaled. She coughed and coughed, but neither of the guys seemed that interested, just looking up at the clouds. She took a deep breath and cleared her throat before raising the weed cig to her mouth again and taking another drag. For a second nothing seemed to happen and then...
"Wow. Wow!" gasped Lane. Her body seemed to relax, warm feelings buzzing round and penetrating to her brain. She took another toke, inhaling the narcotic deep down her throat. It entered her bloodstream and sent another wave of relaxed pleasure through her and up to head, making her so light-headed it was like she was floating. It wasn't as good as an orgasm, but it was close. She took a third drag, before lying down and passing it back to Harrison, "That's good," she said and undid another button. She saw the guys were looking at her so she undid another, letting her blouse fall open to her belly button and exposing her pale-white bra and the sexy skin beneath it. She smiled and slid a finger down her cleavage, "I'm getting hot," she giggled.
Harrison didn't reply, but he grinned back and took a strong drag of the pot.
The three of them lay there with the sun beating down on them, looking at the sky, passing the joint and muttering inanities on its strength and power. With the pot buzzing through her Lane could see why so many of her classmates enjoyed a toke and made a mental promise to herself to ask Harrison for the details of her dealer, so she could show Rory what they'd been missing. In the meantime she was getting hornier, she had been ready for a fucking before, but the pot seemed to be raising her libido, leaving her metaphorically, if not literally, gasping for a fuck. The boys had lit a second spliff though and Lane lay back, contenting herself with looking at the clouds flutter by at a strange speed and feeling herself getting more licentious with every second.
Yeah, hot," Harrison said, "Huge and fucking hot." Lane wasn't sure what he was talking about; his cock she hoped. She turned her head and he must have been talking about his dick, as it was pushing at his pants like it was desperate to escape.
"We going to fuck or what?" Lane asked.
"Fuck, yeah," said Harrison, he sounded stoned and casual as if she'd asked whether he wanted some gum. But it was too late to stop her as Lane had already rolled over so that she could slide down his zip. She kicked off her sensible shoes and pulled out his prick in unison. It was as big as she thought it would be, she could feel it pumping in her hand as she jacked it slowly up and down, making sure it was nice and hard. She slid up and down slowly, smiling as she saw Harrison's face turn from stoned to stunned, "Fuck, yeah," he said again, his tone this time one of rising excitement.
Lane gave it a few more pulls, satisfied the big dick was as hard as it could be. She gave a grin, "Keep it up, I'll be back in a moment." Harrison nodded and taking his member in his hand began to gently stroke it, all the time looking at Lane. The diminutive teenager turned to Eric and gave a smile, "Your turn."
"This 'll be fucking good," the Quarterback said with enthusiasm.
"It will be," Lane replied. She undid the last button of her blouse and shrugged it off, it was getting in the way, plus she didn't want cum stains on it. She picked it up and tossed it towards the convertible. That done she reached over towards Eric and slowly undid the button of his pants, before sliding down the zip.
The cock burst through the flaps of his boxers like a jack-in-a-box. It quivered as it stood upright, the blood pumping through it and making it as erect as iron. If anything it was bigger than his friend's (and that had been massive). Lane looked at it lustfully, her pussy tingling with anticipation. She reached out and stroked the dong, feeling it throb in her hand as she tried unsuccessfully to fit her fingers and thumb round the shaft. Eric gave moan of pleasure as the young Korean moved her hand up and down, slowly jacking him. "Fuck Lane, you're fucking good at this," he said.
"I'm the slut Queen of Star's Hollow," Lane said as beside them Harrison continued to stroke at his fully engorged member. "Now stand up and take off your pants and I'll show you what I can do."
The two young men swiftly complied and as they pulled them down Lane was unbuckling her own skirt and removing the underwear underneath. She threw them in the same direction as her blouse and got onto her knees, swivelling her head from side to side and salivating as she scrutinised the two erect pricks; big, thick and meaty. She raised her head so that she looked first at Harrison's face and then at Eric's; both had expressions of undisguised lust mixed with anticipation. Lane giggled, knowing she was in control and loving the new improved her. Her hands moved out and she stroked the underside of both boy's dicks, feeling them quiver and pulsate at her touch.
"Fuck Lane, you're the best," moaned Harrison.
"I am and I'm going to show you why," giggled Lane. She paused and continued to lightly run her finger under the massive members, letting the anticipation as much as her actions keep them hard. "Have either of you fucked a girl's ass?"
"Sure," said Harrison and Eric nodded.
Lane wasn't sure they were telling the truth or whether they were just bragging like teen boys were wont to do. Not that it mattered, they were in for a treat either way and as she surveyed their pricks, so was Lane. She smiled up at them "Not like this you won't have. I want one of you to bang my butt, whilst the other fills my pussy and then if you've got the stamina you can swap places and do it again." She looked at the footballers expressions, their jaws were literally hanging open and eyebrows raised almost to their hairlines as they gazed down at the sweet looking Korean and their brains processed what she was saying. Lane gave another wider smile, she guessed few of the other Seniors were offering a DP fuckfest when they went truanting. She slid her fingers back and forth, "but first, I'm going to make sure you're ready."
"We're ready," said Eric and this time it was Harrison who nodded.
Lane's shook her head, "Trust me, you're not." Before either of the footballers could respond Lane had opened her mouth and slid it over Eric's prick, her hand closing round Harrison's at the same time. Her lips moved down slowly, about halfway down, until she could feel the hardness of the Quarterback against her cheek, then equally gradually she pulled back and let the cock slip out of her mouth. Her tongue slid round her lip wiping away her saliva, "Before those big boys get in me they need lubricating, I want them as wet as my cunt."
"Suck on," grinned Eric as Lane's head slid down his prick again.
This time she moved faster, bobbing her head up and down so fast it was like she was in a moshing, rather than noshing. The dick pushed hard at her cheek and then down at the top of her throat as she shifted the angle. A wave of wet saliva covered it as she gagged for a second, before recovering and returning to sucking with enthusiasm. All the time she was gently tugging at the other footballer's dong, making sure Harrison remained hard – though with Lane sucking his friend in front of him nothing else was probably needed.
"Suck it babe," grunted Eric again.
Lane ignored him, pulling her head back from his dick, a trail of saliva hanging momentarily between her lips and his large member, before it dropped away. Lane drunk in the air, examining Eric's dick as she did; it was soaked with her spit, glistening in the sun, wet droplets slowly sliding down and off. She dropped her hand from Harrison's cock and said, "Your turn now."
"Go on Lane, suck it girl," groaned the footballer as Lane's head went down his cock. Her hand reached out at the same time, grabbing Eric's wet dick and stroking and massaging it between her fingers. Her head slid down, slowly at first and then gradually quicker, bobbing up and down as she took it further into her mouth. She felt it's tip at the top of her throat and she went down deeper. Instinctively she gagged as it went further, swamping his dick with her bile and lubricating it as only a sloppy bj can. She pulled back slightly, breathing through her nose and then down again, feeling the touch of the cock against her tonsils, the wet saliva coming up her throat and the water in her eyes. Harrison groaned, "You're the best cocksucker ever."
Lane didn't think that was true, but it was a nice compliment and even if she wasn't yet the world's best in giving blowjobs it was certainly an ambition to aspire to. Her head bobbed back and forth, her tongue fiddling with the prick and adding even more liquid to the dong. "This is fucking good," Harrison grunted again, "So fucking good."
Lane pulled her head back and turned again to Eric. The Quarterback's cock was still as hard as iron, but the sun and the massaging had got rid of the excess liquid. Lane looked up smiling, "I think this needs more help," she said and brought her mouth down onto the dick. Eric gave a grunt of agreement as the petite Korean's lips clamped down on him, rolling back and forth as she slurped and sucked. Lane moved faster, taking the cock down deep into her mouth and leaving it soaked and hard.



The Quarterback gave another grunt of pleasure as the tiny teen took it against her tonsils and washed it with her spit. She looked up and saw that his face was contorted; if she wasn't careful, she thought, he was going to cum from the blowing and not from fucking one of her other holes. It took all her willpower, however, to pull back a final time and she wouldn't have managed it if she hadn't forced herself to think of how great it would feel to have his huge dong up her tiny, tight asshole. Eric gave a final groan of pleasure as her head dropped away, "Shit, that was hot."
The sexy teen stood up and twirled round clad only in her bra and socks, her pussy was already wet with anticipation, little pearls of girl cum forming and glistening invitingly. She giggled, "I thought you'd like it and the best is yet to come..." she twirled again, letting the two young men devour her semi-naked body with their eyes. She stopped and stood opposite Harrison, one hand on his chest, slowly undoing the buttons. With the other she reached down and stroked his hard cock again. Her tongue moved round her lips with a slow seduction as she undid the shirt and pulled it off. Harrison shivered, but not from cold, and Lane could feel his dick quivering with excitement. She smiled again and said, "You guys still want to share me?"
"Hell yeah," they both said without any pause.
"Good, cos I really, really want to be shared," said Lane. She turned on her heel, wiggling her ass at the nearly naked Harrison, before sliding her hands to his friend's shirt and peeling it off his muscular torso. Her hand went down to Eric's cock, it was still slimy and soaked with her saliva. She smiled, bringing the hand to her mouth and licking the finger like it was a seductive lollipop. She took a step closer, her hand moving to Eric's chest. She could feel his cock pounding and throbbing as the blood pumped, quivering like a champion racehorse waiting for the stalls to spring open. She gently put pressure between his pecs, "On your back, let me get on you."
Eric went down quicker than if he'd been punched in the jaw by Mike Tyson. Lane stood over him and turned round so that her ass was facing him. She wiggled and took hold off the cheeks, slowly pulling them apart so that Eric could see her small little butt-hole, all puckered and tight. She began to come down, "Guide it big boy," she murmured. She felt Eric's hands gripping her side and slightly move her to one side, she allowed him to take control until she could feel the tip of him pressing at her tight-hole. She paused for a moment, gathering her strength, "Aaaaarrrrh," she gasped as she brought herself down. "Ooooh," she moaned as she pushed herself up.
"Fucking hell," gasped Eric as if he'd never had a petite nymphomaniac Korean impale her ass on his cock before.
"Fucking hell," gasped Harrison as if he'd never seen a petite nymphomaniac Korean impale her ass on his friend's cock before.
Lane went down again, taking more of the large dong in her asshole, stretching her walls and making them ache – pleasantly. She placed her hands on the ground, her back parallel to Eric and levered herself up. The dong rubbed at her bowels, making the flesh sting, but also sending waves of ecstatic bliss through her. In front of her Harrison took a step forward. Lane lowered herself again, a bit deeper than before. She smiled at Harrison, "Easy tiger, let me get myself comfortable."
"Sure thing Lane," nodded Harrison, standing over her and stroking his cock in excited anticipation.
Lane knew how he felt, but it wouldn't do to take the second cock until she was ready with the first – nothing would be worse than her not being properly stuck on Eric and finding herself slipping off. She continued to move up and down, Eric keeping hold off her as she carried on balancing herself on her palms, her feet also firmly planted on the rug. Each time she was taking a bit more of the dong, moving faster and with greater confidence until she was bouncing hard, her glasses jiggling on her nose and her titties straining at the bra. She came down once more, lowering her ass all the way down the prick so she could feel the Quarterback's balls under her cheeks. She took one hand off the ground and moved it to her cunt, spreading open the pussy lips. She looked at Harrison, holding his hard cock in his hand and smiled, "Come take me with that fucking big dick."
"Shit, hell, fuck, yeah," said Harrison with enthusiasm if not coherence.
Lane squirmed in pleasure as the second dick spread her slit, the huge dong powering into her as Harrison thrust down. For a few moments Eric just lay back, letting his friend get into a rhythm, but soon he had got the tempo and began to push up. Lane squealed out, "Ooooh, yesss, arrrrghh," as the two pricks rammed into each of her holes. Lane had known normal sex was great and anal sex even better, but having both her cunt and butt filled at once was the best yet. Her body quivered and quaked as she was bounced between the two footballers, their muscular bodies slapping her front and back as they sandwiched her. Her hands pushed hard on the ground, her fingers clawing at the rug and she let her head fall back against Eric, "Oh yes, fuck me, fuck me harder."
"Shit, you are so tight," gasped Eric as he did his best to loosen her up.
"Fuck me, fuck me like a slut," Lane replied
The two cocks continued to pound into her, making her body quake and vibrate as it was bounced between them. Lane could feel her glasses, jiggling and slipping down her nose. From force of habit she pushed them back up, then dropping her hand back to the rug and gripping it hard, "Aaaarrrghhh, fuuucckkk," she shrieked. Her spectacles began to slide down again and she jammed them back, aware that whilst she was getting double-fucked it would be a never-ending battle. Not that she minded, the pleasure she was getting was intense, if one dick produced bliss, two doubled it to something just short of heaven. The glasses slid to the tip of her nose, she reached up and jammed them back into place, though they were so steamed up she could hardly see anything. The two dicks pounded into her, "Fuck, fuck, fuck, aaaaargghhh, oooohhh, uuurrgghhh. I'm a slut, do my ass, bang my cunt."
The two footballers were so deep in her their dicks were almost colliding, battering at the thin (but tough) membrane that separated one fuck-hole from the other. Her clit was in orgasmic overdrive, Harrison ramming in from the front, whilst Eric finished it from behind. She tensed and immediately relaxed, only to tense again as the pricks went down and hammered her spot. Orgasms so intense, so powerful, so mind-blowing awesome that it was like being swept away in a tidal wave blew through her. She gripped the rug and shrieked out, "Fuuuuccckkkk! Fuuuccckkk!"
"I'm gonna cum," said Harrison, seconds before his load blew into her cunt. She felt the warm sperm shoot down her slit and towards her womb, some trickling back out as the Senior pulled his cock from her. He let the last remains drop from his dick and drip over her cunt, breathing heavily.
Without him on top of her Lane was able to move herself and she began to bounce down to meet Eric's upwards thrusts, pulling herself up as he went down, only to ram down powerfully as he returned up. Her glasses were so steamed that water was dripping down the lenses, leaving little streaks over the glass and making the world seem like it was foggy haze. She pushed them up again and rammed herself down, "Bang my butt, bang it harder, ram it open."
Eric grunted something and thrust up again. He gave a groan, "Shit, man, shit," and pumped his cum into her butt, blasting it up her bowels. She pulled herself up, gripping her cheeks and pulling them apart and letting the cum pour back down, dripping onto the rug and leaving a damp, sticky stain. She looked at the two guys, lying on their backs, panting as they tried to get their breath back, their large dicks flaccid sticky with his and her cum and other smears. She smiled, "Ready for another go guys, you can swap holes."
"Give me a moment," said Eric, "Let me recover."
"Sure," said Lane, "Let me help."
She leant over his prick, it was coated with drying sperm, together with a brown smudge that Lane didn't want to think about. She moved her mouth down and slid her tongue over the tip, moving up and down. Eric looked up from his sedentary posture, "What the...?"
Lane lifted her head, "Have the none of these girls you ass-fucked sucked you after?" she asked innocently, "It'll help you get ready again."
Eric didn't reply, but gave a small grin as Lane's tongue slid over his member. It began to stiffen, teased back into life by the teen's tender tongue. Lane opened her mouth and moved down it, there was a slight bitterness from the brown, but it was almost drowned by the salty tang off the cum. Lane's head bobbed up and down, eyeing Harrison's prick as she did so. The other footballer's dong was rising without a touch, responding to visual stimulation only. Lane moved up and down quicker, cleaning Eric and making him grunt and quake with pleasure. Beside her Harrison's cock was also quivering in excitement as blood pumped through the bulging veins. She pulled her mouth away from the Quarterback and moved over to his friend.
Harrison gave a guttural grunt as she licked her lips, "I better get this lubed up if you're going to take my ass," giggled Lane and moved her head down his member. The Senior gave another grunty moan as her lips moved down his prick, sweeping at the dried cum and pussy juice and slurping it into her mouth like it was the bottom of a tasty milkshake. She moved slowly, savouring the taste and the sensation as the cock throbbed in her mouth, seeming to expand to fill it, like rapidly drying icing sugar as she took it further and deeper. The dick probed at her cheeks and the root of her tongue, sliding further until she couldn't help but gag and drench it with her saliva. She pulled back and repeated, sucking the cock leisurely, luxuriating in her slow, sensual sucking. Harrison groaned and tensed and groaned some more, "Fucking hell," he gasped, "You give the best blowjobs ever."
Lane took him deeper, allowing the tip to press at her tonsils until she choked. Her eyes watered and opened, tears sliding from them as saliva slid down her partner's prick. Harrison tensed again and Lane knew he was ready. She took her head up and cast a look over to Eric; the Quarterback was lying on his side, pumping at his cock as he looked at the petite Korean. He grinned, "Shit. The rumours were you were a slut, but I never knew how fucking much."
"I'm the sluttiest slut in Stars Hollow, probably the state," agreed Lane with a smile, "Now are you both going to DP my less-tight-than-they-were holes?"
"Fucking hell, yes," chorused the two Seniors.
"So how do you want it this time?" grinned Harrison. He stood up, his prick jutting out like a thick branch from a muscular tree, though one still dripping from the sucking it had just had from a tiny eighteen year old slut.
Looking at him, standing there, his large dong, erect and stiff gave Lane an idea. She stood up and smiled, "Want to try something more energetic?"
Harrison looked briefly at his friend and nodded, "What you got in mind?"
Lane turned her back on him and retreated towards him, "You think you could lift me up and hold me under my thighs?"
"Sure, you're as light as feather and I'm not a wuss," laughed Harrison. He did as he said he would sweeping her up in his arms so that she was dangling with her feet off the ground.
"Now stick it in my butt," giggled Lane.
It wasn't easy and Harrison had to eventually lean against the car's trunk and let one of Lane's legs down as he used the hand to grip his dick and push it into her ass. Lane groaned in pleasure as it went in, the anal pounding she had received shortly before had left her ass open and despite the size it, if not exactly slipped in, at least went in with a minimum of effort. Harrison reached down and lifted her leg up again, tottering for a second as he got off the car and straightened up, "How's that?" he grunted.
"Feels good," moaned Lane and let herself relax back into his muscular body. She opened her legs, spreading herself for a hard as iron Eric. The teen giggled, "Come on in and fuck me."
Eric took his prick in his hand and stepped forward, pushing himself into her wet and wanton front-hole. Her juice trickled down as the massive member ground in, making her pussy wider and stimulating the nerve endings in the warm, gooey flesh of her cunt walls. Eric grunted pulled back and then went in again, deeper and further, banging down further. Lane moaned, "Come on Harrison, fuck me as well."
The young man holding her began to work his hips, thrusting his dick in and out. Lane moaned and pushed herself further against him, making his friend push harder and deeper as he struggled to keep up. The two footballers began to move faster and harder, their strokes becoming more confident and the thrusts deeper. Harder they pushed, pressuring the thin membrane between ass and pussy with their pricks. Lane gasped and shrieked, her body jolting as the pleasure shot through her like an electric wave, "Fuck me, fuck me harder! Fuck me! I'm a slut, fuck my holes."
The two dicks rammed at her, shaking her like she was a rag doll, her legs shaking and flopping like they were out of control. Her arms were scarcely better, she moved one to push her steamed up glasses back up her nose – it was like trying to drink soda on a roller-coaster. She shrieked and bucked, her vibrating body bouncing and shaking. "Oh yes," she shrieked, "Fuck me!"
The two boys grunted something and carried on ploughing her holes, treating her to orgasm after orgasm. The pleasure swept through, intense and powerful, so strong that Lane decided that if this was heaven she was going to redouble her nightly prayers. The dicks went in, spreading her holes and sandwiching her G-spot, setting it ablaze like a thousand Roman Candles all exploding and igniting at once. Her legs felt like raggedy doll and her arms were out of control, moving like she was imitating a windmill, "Aaaarrrrghhh, fuuucckkkk, shiiiitttt, fuuuucckkkk meeee, aaarrrgggghhh," she screamed.
Her glasses bounced off her nose and spun away. She didn't care.
"Fuck me, fuck my holes you studs. Use my holes like I'm the sluttiest slut in America," her body bent and twisted as another orgasm hit her. Her bra, still on, strained with the pressure and a nipple burst free from under the garment. The dicks went up her, sliding into her well-opened holes with ease. Cum dripped from her cunt, sweat slid down her front, leaving her slippery and shiny in the sun. Harrison gripped her harder and both young men slammed forward. Lane shrieked again, "Fuck me, fuuuuucckk, aaaaarggghhh."
It was Harrison who came first. He gave a groany sigh and let loose, splattering Lane's anal passage way with his white oozy cum. Lane gave a cry of pleasured triumph as she felt the warm goo shooting up her ass. She tensed and then fell back against Harrison. He pulled himself out and let the cum drip back out onto the floor, but helpfully he carried on holding up Lane as his friend continued to pound her.
"Fucking hell, you're a skank, Lane, a fucking dirty whore," groaned Eric as his massive dong raced in and out of her hole.
"I am," cried Lane in agreement, "Now fuck me, fuck my slutty slit open."
He rammed down, grunting and perspiring, slamming his dick deep down into her and making her already well-used clit explode with further pleasure. "Fuuuccckkk," screamed Lane, "Fuuuuccckkk."
Eric grunted in reply and pulled his dick out. Two tugs and it blasted its load all over the bottom of her tummy and the outside of her pussy, the stringy rivulets sliding down her skin like melting snow to drip to the floor. "Shit," moaned Lane with feeling, "That was something."
Harrison let her down. For a second Lane thought she might be too weak to stand, but staying in place for a second, leaning on Eric allowed the teen to regain some strength in her legs; at least enough to totter over to the rug and drop down. The two footballers dropped down on either side of her, as obviously exhausted and sated as she was. After a few moments Harrison said, "Shall I skin up again?"
"Cool," agreed Eric.
Lane nodded and added, "Good idea. You need to introduce me to your dealer. That's some great shit."
*
If you have comments on this or any others of my stories please e-mail me.
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The hits and downloads I got for the Parrs 'Fuck me and my Mom' shoot were incredible. It was easily my most popular film, and the clips I circulated on the free porno video sites brought in enough new punters that it paid for itself ten times over. I enjoyed the shoot and from the download numbers so did my members. And whilst I knew why I liked it (nailing Vi Parr and her Mom) like any good CEO I wanted to find out why the paying public had gone for it, so I could give them more. So I read the comments on the bottom of the site.
I learnt a few things; literacy isn't improved if you're typing one-handed, Helen Parr is still as popular a Milf as she was as a tender teen twenty years ago, and I'm less well known, even on my own website than Mr Incredible, but we're both better known than Frozone. And the viewers loved the fact the Mom and daughter were gang-fucked. It wasn't that they disliked me on my own, or at least I hoped not, but it was a big turn-on to watch a Milf and teeny share multiple cocks in a cum crazed fuckfest.
Ever since I'd been thinking about how I could get a repeat performance with a couple of cuties getting pounded in multiple holes. The trouble was finding them, sure there were plenty of porn stars out there who could act the part of a Mom and daughter, but that'd be short-changing my viewers who paid a moderate (and still good value for money) amount of bucks for real Mommies and their girls. And the real Mom/daughters who wrote in were either just looking for a solo James Rock fuck or just didn't cut it (too fat, too frumpy, too fugly).
That was until I was introduced to Bree van de Kamp and her barely legal daughter, Danielle. Bree was a friend of Susan Mayer, who'd starred in one of my previous shoots and it was Susan, who was making a name for herself as fuck-star since her debut, who put her and Danielle in touch with me. Bree was a stunning redhead, her skin so pale that it was like a porcelain doll, an impression her finely sculpted features did nothing to dispel; at first glance she looked too prim and proper for porn. I was more drawn to her daughter at first looks; Danielle had a more earthy look, her hair a mix between her Mom's red and a darker brown, her lips were fuller, her cheekbones less sharp. In the first photo I saw of them, sitting on a sofa, despite the demure pose, I saw a naughtiness in Danielle's smile that made me stir. Even if her Mom wasn't made for Fuck me and my Mom, Danielle could easily fit in with one of my other sites, Teenie Anal Orgies p'haps.
It was the second photo that changed my mind on Bree. The setting was the same; the sofa in the main room -- except this time the Mom and daughter were naked, their legs in the air and hands down to their pussies, peeling apart the holes. Danielle was smouldering, but I'd been expecting that her sultry smile would look even hotter when she was showing her wares; but Bree, she was a surprise, I'd be expecting a look of innocence defiled, what I got was Jezebel.
And if you're going to group-fuck Jezebel and her daughter you don't want to hire some small limp-pricked schoolboys, so for the gangbang I'd gone and hired some experienced talent and mixed them with some big dicked newcomers to fill the van de Kamps holes. For the experience I'd gone for Mike Delfino, rough looking, with tattoos and stubble and with a massive dick that had plumbed plenty of pussy; and Carlos Solis, a suave Latino, with a stylish goatee and an the sexual athleticism of Pan. For youth I'd gone for Matthew Applewhite, a handsome young black up and comer who was developing a reputation for keeping it up and making others cum. He was only slightly older than my final star; Zach Young, who might have looked like a dorky college student, but sported one of the thickest and longest dicks I'd seen in this business.
My six stars were in place in the room, Brandi, my camera operator, had hoisted the up her camera and was giving me the thumbs up, Suze had finished touching up Danielle's blusher and was heading towards the kitchen and the home made donuts. I smiled and walked to my seat, "Let's get this show on the road."
*
As James Rock called out Bree van de Kamp's feelings were a mixture of excitement and an anxiety that bordered on terror. Her friend, Susan Mayer, had confided in Bree she had felt the first time she had done a porno; but Susan, Bree reflected, had only done a threesome with James Rock and her daughter -- Bree and Danielle were going to be taking four dicks between them. It wasn't the numbers that worried Bree, despite her puritanical exterior more than once she'd picked up a couple of guys for casual sex and Danielle wasn't inexperienced, before Susan and Julie Mayer entered the porn business and scooped her crown Danielle had easily been Fairview's most sluttiest. Nor, was it even doing it on film, she could as easily ignore the camera as she could ignore drunk on-lookers when she got fucked in the back-lot behind some anonymous bar. No, what worried her was that compared to the pornios the studs normally fucked she'd be found wanting, an amateur that was laughed at.
Matthew moved next to her, raising a glass to his lips, "Nice party," he said, a smile on his lips.
Bree raised her own wineglass; she wished there was alcohol in it, it would settle her nerves, but it was only coloured water, just a prop in a scene. For a moment she was silent before she remembered she had lines. She forced a smile, her white teeth gleaming between her ruby red lips, "I'm so glad you could all come to my little soiree. Danielle is about to go to college and I wanted to throw her a goodbye party with our neighbours..." she paused, before adding, "... the good looking ones."
That bit wasn't untrue; the four men looked dashing and handsome in their slacks and smart jackets, even Mike, who had stubble like a barbed wire fence, even Zach, who's hair looked like it had just escaped from a seventies cop movie. They all looked good, like it was a real party. Bree and Danielle were in similar party dresses, ones who's halters tied behind their neck and exposed the sides of the van de Kamps titties so much that a sudden twist would lead to a nipple slip. It made Bree feel both sexy and uncomfortable, though her daughter seemed more relaxed, giggling as Carlos leaned in close to her and whispered a joke, his hand moving down to her butt. Matthew's fingers crawled across Bree's own butt cheeks, like a spider, until he found a place to rest and clamped down. She remember to smile, glancing at the camera, as it focused on the Milf and teen's relaxed reaction to having their butts touched.
"We'll all miss Danielle," said Zach, he was moving behind the teenager, putting his hands on her waist.
Danielle giggled as Zach's hands wrapped round her, enclosing her tummy and stroking at her belly button through the thin material, "Thanks guys," she tittered.
"I think Bree will miss her the most," Mike said. Bree felt his hand on her ass as he moved forward to join the others; it all look accidental but it was perfectly choreographed, the two women in the centre, the four men around them, one at each corner of an imaginary ring.
Bree smiled "Oh, I'll miss my beautiful daughter." She smiled, though inwardly her stomach jumped and heaved with nerves; she wondered if Danielle was as anxious as she was. She didn't look, instead her head was moving nearer, her lips pursing. It was too late to back away, Bree moved to meet her, hoping that her daughter wouldn't find the kiss a disappointment. Still holding their wineglasses, they met, their lips remained close, but pressing against each other with more firmness than with a normal mother-daughter kiss. After a few moments they moved back, Bree smiled and said, "I'll miss her very much," she said, with a sexy lick of her lips.
"I'll miss you too, Mom," said Danielle, her mouth opened invitingly, the sexy half-pout calling to Bree. The redhead's mouth moved forward again, her nervousness quickly being forgotten in the heat of the scene. Again her mouth pressed against Danielle's, but this time there wasn't even a pretence of it being familial. Her lips opened and her tongue slid against her daughter's. It might have been wrong, but it felt so right, the eighteen year old wrapping her own tongue round her Mom's in a serious welcome. Bree felt her body electrify, the excitement she had felt becoming stronger, taking her over and pushing away her fears; Danielle might have kissed a lot of boys, but she didn't seem to be disappointed in her Mom's making out skills. Bree kissed harder, pushing her tongue round her daughter's mouth. From the corner of her eye she could see Brandi coming forward, her camera focussing on the van de Kamp's munching mouths. Out of shot the men were taking the glasses from the women's hands and putting them somewhere safe.
Danielle's tongue pushed back, flicking deep into her Mom, the teen forcing her lips hard against Bree. Their mouths moved, opening and half-closing, like they were munching and trying to eat the other one up. Zach moved behind Danielle, Mike behind Bree, both had removed their shirts, exposing their muscular pecs and in Mike's case tattoos to Brandi as the camerawoman zoomed out to take the whole scene. Bree knew what was coming, but even so she felt a little stab of surprise as Mike undid the halter round her neck, pulling the dress down to her hips. Opposite her Zach was doing the same to her daughter, Bree could see his appreciative smile as he briefly fondled Danielle's tits whilst staring at hers, "That looks better," he said.
Neither of the van de Kamps replied, they couldn't as their mouths clasped even more firmly together. There hadn't been much of a space between them, but it closed even more as Bree leant into her daughter, feeling the teen's sexy breasts rubbing against her, pert and hard, the nipples standing out like little pebbles. Bree's own nipples went stiff, as Danielle's lithe body leaning against her squashed her large tits. Their mouths went into overdrive, munching so much they ached.
"The pair of you are fucking hot," said Mike, as his hand reached round to fill the space between the two women's tummies, the palm massaging at Bree's belly, whilst her daughter was so close that his knuckles were rubbing at her.
"Are you hungry?" Bree's head came back and she looked at her daughter.
"Yes," giggled her daughter. Her head moved to the side to look at Matthew and Carlos as they came into the camera's shot. Both men had used the time that the van de Kamps had been making out to get naked, their bodies were firm and glistening, the cocks, large and erect, sticking out like weapons. Danielle's tongue moved round her drying lips, and she looked back to her Mom, "You mean hungry for cock?"
"What else?" said Bree. She let go off her daughter and shrugged off Mike to sit down on her knees in front of Carlos, her dress flapping on the floor. Her tongue was out and began to lick at his shaft, running round the massive gland. Beside her the topless Danielle also positioned herself in front of Matthew and began to copy her Mom. The two women's tongue darted out and in, twisting and twirling round the large pricks in front of them. They licked round the uncovered tips, sliding over the eyelets and down the stretched skin, over the pulsating veins and down to the smooth balls, licking at the sacks and sucking them into their mouths.
Carlos and Matthew grinned and high-fived as the van de Kamp's tongues went back the way they'd come, leaving hardly any of the dick dry from their saliva. "Suck it, suck it properly," said Carlos as Bree's tongue returned to his tip.
"Okay," said Bree and opened her lips to take it in.
"You too," grinned Matthew to Danielle, but the teen was ahead of him, her mouth already half-way down the dick.
The van de Kamp's went up and down the dick like they were live on headbangers ball. Their lips were clamped down on the pricks, which filled their mouths, pressing their tongues to the bottom. The two men gripped the back of their heads, pushing the two debutante porn stars further down their dicks, until the thick, lengthy members were threatening the back of the women's throats. Bree's eyes widened and a little smudge of eyeliner smeared with a tear. In her peripheral vision she could see Danielle struggling with the dick in her mouth, the teen's eyes watering as well. Just as it seemed that Bree and Danielle were going to choke the men gave their hair a little tugs; the van de Kamp's shot back gasping in some air.
"Fuck man," said Matthew, "You can suck cock."
Danielle's mouth was already heading down again, determined to take even more than last time. Bree followed her, her lips encased around the Latino's dick, taking it far into her mouth and into her throat. It pushed at her gullet, making her eyes widen and mist over, water leaking from them; saliva and spit leaked from her mouth as she fought the gag. Carlos pushed it a bit deeper and she heaved, coating his dick with her bile, even as her head shot back like she'd been stung. She wiped her lips as she looked at the erect penis in front of her, "That looks nice and wet," and turned her head to Zach. The young man had removed his pants and was standing inches from her, his erect prong jutting in her face, "Your turn..."
Swivelling at a right angle Bree turned to face the new cock. Danielle was doing the same, so that she end up back to back with her Mom, their feet against each other. Brandi was moving back to get everyone in shot, the two topless women, their dresses still round their waists, the two recently sucked guys, gently stroking their cocks and the two replacements, hard and eager. Bree smiled and leant forward; this time she didn't tease or lick, but opened her mouth and took the dick in, sliding up and down, quickly and passionately. She couldn't see her daughter, but she could hear the slurps as she sucked Mike.
The Milf and teen's heads bobbed up and down the dicks, lubricating them with their saliva and sucking the hard muscles, leaving the men groaning and grunting with pleasured excitement. Brandi moved around, sometimes zooming in on Bree or Danielle's face as they sucked at the cocks, at other times she shot their whole bodies, shooting not just the dick between their lips, but their bouncing boobies and taut midriffs, heaving in and out as they sucked. At other times she panned out, so as to film both van de Kamps in their full glory, their heads banging back and forth, almost in unison.
"Fuck," gasped Zach, pausing then repeating it with even greater emphasis, "Fuck."
The Milf's mouth was so deep down his cock that her lips were just inches from taking in his balls. Her eyes watered so much she was continually blinking, her jaw sore and the back of throat aching as she retched some more bile over his dick. Her head moved back, Brandi, moving in to catch a shot of the dick exiting the redhead's mouth, a trail of saliva between the tip and her lips.
"That's ready, thick and slick," said Bree. She was held out her hand for Zach and Carlos to help her to her feet. Behind her Danielle was also standing. Bree moved her hands down her waist to the dress, hanging their, "Let me get this off."
The guys helped her, pulling the dress down over her thighs and down to her ankles. She stepped out of it and to beside Danielle. The Milf and her slutty daughter put their arms around each other and posed for the camera, letting Brandi drink in their naked beauty in a long running shot, which slid over them, exploring their pussies, boobs and sexy smiles, before panning out to linger on them standing together.
There was a nod from James Rock and the interval ended, the guys moving in on their metaphorical prey, their dicks as hard and long as spears. Within moments the two van de Kamps were on their hands and knees on the floor, Zach pushing his dick into Bree from behind and Mike entering her daughter. The two men gripped their partners' waists and eased their big dicks into their wet and wanton cunt holes. Bree moaned in pleasure as one of the biggest cocks she had ever had entered her, pushing aside her slit and sliding over the soaked walls. After a few moments he pulled back and thrust again, going deeper and harder. Bree's hands clawed at the carpet as the prong thrust down again, rolling over her clit and punching the bud into the wall. Zach pulled back and slammed down again, thrusting his whole length into her. Bree screamed, "Aaaaarggghhh, yessss, aaarrghhhh!"
Her daughter was writhing and bouncing, her entire body jiggling forward and back as Mike ploughed into her soaking snatch. The teen was squealing with open mouthed pleasure, her eyes dancing with delight as Mike filled her hole. The two women, gasped and shook, their sides so close to each other that they could feel the other sweaty as they brushed against each other, smell the others excitement, sense the vibrations of the other body pulsing through the floor and air. Behind them the two guys were moving into a hard rhythm, slamming their dicks deep down the wet pussy, their balls sacks slapping against the van de Kamp's behinds. Bree screamed in pleasure as the Zach's dick shot over her spot again, her pussy pumping cum. He held her harder and pushed in, "Aaaaarggghh," the Milf screamed, "aaaarrghhh yessss."
"Fuck me! Fuck my slutty cunt harder," shrieked her daughter beside her as Mike rammed into her, "Give it me, give me your dick, fuck me, fuck me!"
The women's tits bounced beneath them, Danielle's pert one wobbling like jellies on a plate, Bree's larger ones swinging like a pair of yo-yos. They squealed and squeaked and screamed, rocking back and forth like the ground was quaking beneath their hands and knees. Bree felt her pussy start to shrink back to its normal size as Zach pulled his massive member out of her cunt, cum dripped from her wet hole, sliding over her lips and the top of thighs. "Oh, that was..." she didn't complete the sentence as Matthew moved behind her.
Hands gripped her butt cheeks and the young black man began to ease them apart. It didn't come as a surprise to Bree, that was what the 'script' had said, some pussy fucking and then anal. Still, she was glad that she dildoed her ass to loosen it earlier as his cock was a monster, a python which threatened to split her. Beside her Danielle was getting into the spirit of the scene as she gasped, "Oh Carlos, come on, I want your big dick in my ass."
"Fuck me, fuck my ass," Bree gasped, not wanting to be left behind in the slut stakes by her daughter. She tried to relax as the dick invaded her ass, stretching it like it had never been stretched before. She could feel her face contorting, her expression a mixture of shocked surprise at the girth and soreness as her bowels elasticated. And then the ecstasy, a burst of pleasure as Matthew's big dick pushed further in and sent waves of blissful joy shooting round her body. She gasped again, "Fuck it, ram my asshole open, wreck it with your big dick."
Matthew and Carlos pounded in, slamming their cocks deeper and deeper into the van de Kamp's tight assholes, violating their intimate sanctuary with hard, stiff strokes. The two women shrieked and screamed, shuddering as the dicks went further into their butts. Matthew was grabbing Bree's waist hard, hitting the back of her thighs with his legs and ramming his member ball deep into her, so that with each thrust the sack slapped at her. Bree's boobs wobbled under her, bouncing and swinging, like two out of control baubles in a earthquake. The redheaded Milf's back arched as she came, cum dripping from her pussy hole, "Aaaaarrrghhh," she screamed, "Yesssssss, aaarrrggghhh!" Matthew held her waist harder and rammed faster, hammering his dick down her anal chute like it was butter and he was a hot knife. Each thrust was filling her, pleasuring, making her cum, making her drip wet juice from her cunt.



"Ooooohh, oooohhh, my God, harder, harder, fuck my butt," screamed Danielle beside her Mom, the teen evidently enjoying the anal pounding she was getting. Bree could feel her daughter's orgasms, the teen quaking and shivering as she came, like she was out of control. The teen's head jerked up, so hard that her Mom worried that her neck would snap, and then down again, "Ooooohhh, urrrrghhhh, aaaarhhhh, fuucckkk!"
Mike moved in front of Bree and fed her his cock. Her lips closed round the giant prong, here was still a taste of girl cum on it, her daughter's juice permeating the dick. The busty redhead sucked greedily, slurping in Mike. The stud began to fuck her mouth, his hips swinging in and out, slamming his cock down into her as Matthew's big bang dick pounded her from behind, the two guys spit-roasting her like she was a piece of meat on a stick. Beside her Danielle was enjoying the same treatment, Carlos gripping her waist hard and pounding as Zach held her head between his hands and thrust his dick down into her mouth. Unable to let out their cries of pleasure the Mom and daughter had to rely on their gyrations to show their enjoyment, moving to the beat of their lovers thrust with enthusiasm. Cum trickled from their pussies, more as first Danielle and then Bree, moved to balance with one hand and to use the other to rub at their cunts, shoving fingers deep into the damp, sticky holes. And all the times Brandi was filming the action from all angles, following the dicks as they carved deep in ass holes and were swallowed by the van de Kamp's wanton mouths.
"Let's swap positions," said Zach, following a nod from James Rock, the producer following the action with a professional eye. The guys pulled out from Bree and she got to her feet again. She looked at her daughter, the teen's hair was dishevelled and her skin was red and flushed, lipstick and eyeliner smeared her face; but she was smiling happily -- Bree knew how she felt; and now it was time for the DP scene.
Carlos was down on his back, his legs apart and his dick sticking up at a right angle, beside him Mike was in the same position. Bree lowered herself ass down, back to Carlos. Her ass was still stretched and opened from Matthew; the cock went in as easily as a key in a lock. Danielle gave a whinny of pleasure as Mike entered her ass. The two men took the women under their thighs, gripping the fleshy parts of their legs and slowly began to work themselves up and down, fully elasticating the anal passages. Bree lay back into Carlos, playing with her large titties, pushing them together and squeezing the nipples. Danielle moved more forward, fingering her pussy and wiggling the hole, so that it was nice and easy. Both women moaned and groaned, "Oooohh, urrrhhhhh, yesssss, that's good, give it me."
The two van de Kamp women went at it for a short while, making sure that the cocks were fully in their asses and that the butts were used to the anal invaders. Bree leant back on her hands, balancing on Carlos's dick; he paused. The redheaded Milf saw Brandi move to in front of them to prepare to shoot at another angle and she waited until the camera woman was ready, filming the Milf's and teen's soaking wet pussies, then Bree gave a smile to Zach and Matthew, "Come and fuck our pussies."
"Yes," giggled Danielle in agreement, "Mom and me are greedy sluts; we want a double dicking."
Brandi followed the two young men as they gripped their dicks and joined the others, pushing their hard members into the waiting snatches. Despite its earlier use Bree's pussy felt tight and squeezed as Zach forced his way in; it was like concrete being poured down, even if was concrete that was making her groan ecstatically. She could feel her pussy walls being stretched and strained, almost like they were going to rip, and even with being as wet as she was she could feel the friction as the hard dick. Her face contorted, though she wasn't sure how much was pain at the burning in her pussy or what felt like a iron rod in her ass, and how much was sexual bliss from the same. Zach raised himself and thrust down again, his dick tearing into her wet hole. Bree gave a gasp, "Fuck!" she said.
Danielle was more demonstrative, she was shuddering like a live wire as she was hammered between Mike and Matthew, the two guys thrusting into her in unison. She screamed and squeezed her pert boobies with her hands so hard they almost popped, "Aaaarrrghhh, yesssss, fucccckkkk, yesssss!"
Bree leant back further on Carlos, letting him take the weight of her body in his strong arms. It seemed to give Zach a bit more space and he thrust harder, driving his member down into her pussy and over her G-spot. This time the sounds from Bree's mouth were almost all pleasure. The young man banged down again, harder and deeper, hammering deep into her wet slit. Each thrust was racing over her clit, electrifying the spot and making her hum with ecstasy. "Oh fuck," she squeaked, "Fuck yes."
Carlos slammed up, his massive dick spreading her ass walls and crashing against the cervix, just as Zach came down. For a moment Bree thought the thin membrane was going to snap and the two cocks would literally bump heads; but it held and with it came the most powerful orgasmic pleasure ever, as her clit was thumped from both sides. Her body arched and tensed, stretching and twisting as she screamed, "Aaaaarrrghhh, fuuuckkk, aaarrgggghhh." The two men continued to pound her, as beside her Danielle got the same exceptional treatment.
The two van de Kamps shuddered as they were squeezed like ham in sandwich. Both women were flushed and red, shrieking in pleasure as the orgasms hit them. Their skin had a sweaty sheen, drips crawling down as they were double fucked. The men were perspiring too, water gushing down them like waterfalls as they pounded up and down, ramming the women's fuckholes. Fast and vigorously the men thrust in, continually torpedoing the van de Kamps beneath their waterlines, filling them with hard dick and turning them into raving, screaming, pussy-cum soaked messes.
"Aaaaaarrrghhh, aaarggghhh! Fuck me, fuck me with your big cocks. Fill my fuckholes,"
"Yeessss! Yesssss! Oh my.... That's it! I want your dicks... fuck... yesss!"
It might have felt squashed and squeezed, being pinned down and double-fucked, but it was worth it. Bree and Danielle shrieked and screamed, blown away by orgasms as the four men grunted and panted and pounded both women's two holes. "Fuucccck, aaaarrgggh, fuuuucckkk!"
The van de Kamps writhed, their titties bouncing and wobbling. Bree reached out and grabbed her daughter's hand and squeezed it. A writhing and cumming Danielle squeezed back; Bree had sometimes had problems with Danielle as the teen grew up, but that was all in the past, and she had never felt closer to her daughter than holding her hand as they were both violently and vigorously double penetrated. They both screamed in unison as another pair of orgasms wrenched through them.
*
I had been right about Bree; she was Jezebel writ in flesh. Sitting on my chair watching the action I hadn't once lost my hardness, and only my professionalism and iron self-control had stopped me from whacking it out and jacking off. But looking at the guys, I could tell they were flagging, even if the nymphomaniacal Bree and Danielle could have carried on until the middle of next week. I gave a quick nod and they started to pull out of the porn sluts, as Brandy again shifted position.
Bree and Danielle positioned themselves on their knees, looking for all the world like they were begging as they looked up into the faces of the guys as they surrounded them. Brandi zoomed into Danielle and Bree's faces as the men jacked at their dicks, the two sluts were soaked in sweat, their make-up messed and even Bree's perfectly styled hair was mussed. I smiled at their expressions, reflecting both their sexual satisfaction and their slutty desire for more.
It was Zach who blasted first, shooting a string of cum all over Bree. The Milf cried out in pleasure as the white goo landed on her face and tits, her daughter moving in to help lick the cum away. The others shot their loads as well, one after the other, blasting their seed over Bree and Danielle - in their hair, over their faces, down the women's chests -- covering them in a silvery white glaze. Danielle's tongue carried on sliding out, licking and lapping at the cum from her Mom's bosoms and chin.
I had another hit.
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Lane rang the doorbell and waited. Beside her Rory hopped nervously, looking from side to side down the street as if she was expecting to see an FBI snatch team hidden in the bushes across the way. Lane gave her friend a smile, reaching out to squeeze her hand. The brunette stopped jiggling and jumping, but still looked around anxiously.
The curtain on one bungalow's window twitched. It made Rory flinch and give another little nervy quiver, but Lane remained relaxed. She'd been to the house before, several times, and she knew the security precautions – the owner wouldn't let them in until he was sure they were who he thought they would be and that they hadn't brought any unexpected guests with them. The Korean teen waited patiently as the curtain on the other side of the bungalow opened a couple of inches and closed again, as the man inside checked out the left hand side of the street. The only life was an old pensioner mowing his lawn a few lots down.
There was the sound of footsteps and of a camera buzzing and whirring overhead as it focussed on them, the owner making a final check of his visitors; finally he was content and there came the sound of heavy bolts being pulled back. Lane gave another comforting smile to her friend and turned to face the opening door. Framed in it was a good looking muscular man with short dyed blonde hair and with jewelled studs through his nose and ears. Wavy tattoos ran from under the sleeves of his T-shirt down to his wrists, seeming to twist and wave round the limbs like a set of snakes. He was wearing flip-flops and Bermuda shorts and as he stepped to one side and gestured them in Lane could feel the warmth coming from the overpowered radiators. She took him up on invitation and stepped in, half-pulling a clearly nervous Rory after her, "Hi Aaron."
"Hey, Lane," the young man shut the door behind them and pulled a pistol from the back of his shorts. Rory stared at it as he casually dropped the weapon on a small table next to an almost dead potted plant; Lane took no notice. Instead she turned round and slid the heavy bolts, but well oiled bolts back in place. Aaron grinned and nodded "You know the drill."
"We wouldn't want uninvited visitors," agreed Lane. She half turned and nodded towards Rory, "Aaron, this is my friend Rory Gilmore."
"The virgin right?" he asked grinning.
Rory went red and looked at the floor, but Lane was unperturbed, the way she saw it everyone was unfucked at one point and then they got fucked, Rory was just at the unfucked stage. The petite Korean nodded, "Yes..." she paused, "So you up for it still?"
"What? I get bang you both for a half of high grade pot – course I fucking am."
*
Lane Kim and her best friend Rory Gilmore were hanging half in, half out the open window of Rory's bedroom. Even though it was only spring inside the room the brunette's electric fan was blasting out at full power, making all the flames of the scented candles flicker and bounce as it threatened to blow them out. Lane thought it was over the top; as pot went the stuff she and Rory was smoking was mild and any smell was lost in the outside breeze as they passed the spliff between each other. But this was the way Rory smoked it; it didn't need marijuana to make her paranoid that her Mom might catch the slightest whiff of grass and immediately ground her for life. Lane didn't have that concern, her own Mom had no idea what pot smelt like and when she wondered aloud what the weird smell was on Lane's cardigan the teen didn't bother to tell her.
There was a lot Mrs Kim didn't know about Lane; not just that she took drugs, but that she played truant and had recently got a tattoo of a butterfly on her inner thigh. And that she was one the sluttiest nymphos on the Eastern seaboard. It was the last of these that she and Rory were talking about as they smoked the pot, "So what happened next?" asked Rory, her eyes wide and her breath uneven, she looked hot and flushed and not just from the drugs. Her spare hand shook as if she wanted it to drop back and move between her legs and only a superhuman act of willpower was stopping her.
She took another suck of the joint and passed it to her Lane, who inhaled deeply, "So after I'd taken Tom, or is it Tim – it doesn't matter, I rested a few moments and got out of the backseat. His pals were still around and looking like they wanted some action. So I dropped down to my knees in front of them both and sucked them each, whilst Tom was trying to do his pants up in the car..."
"Lane..." Rory's voice was filled with admiration, but her friend hadn't finished
"After I'd given them both a blow job I realised I wanted to be fucked again. So I had to get Tom to take his pants back down, suck him back to hardness and get in the cramped back seat again and get him to fuck me... in the butt this time." Lane stopped her description and took a drag of the pot; she felt dizzy, though she was sure that it wasn't the weed, which was less powerful than some of the varieties she'd tried, but because she was leaning headfirst through the window. She looked at the glowing ember as it burnt down the spliff and took one final drag, before passing it to her best friend, "Here you finish it."
"There not much to finish," said Rory accusingly, though she still took the last inch between her fingers and breathed in the cannabis. She gave a small startled cry as the last bit burnt down to her fingers and swiftly crushed the remaining spliff against the back wall of the house. For a few moments more the two teens remained hanging half-in, half-out; the warmth of the room contrasting with the cool spring breeze – too cool. They got back in. Rory closed the window and dropped to her bed, "Lane that was... wow, now I know why people become junkies."
"You're hardly likely to become a junkie from a few spliffs, this isn't Reefer Madness," corrected her friend.
"No..." admitted Rory, reluctantly. She lay on the bed for a few moments, before turning her head and smiling at Lane, who was sitting on the seat next to the desk, fiddling with a pen; "Have you got any more?"
"I'm out," said Lane, "You got any money?"
"I... er spent it all on a couple of new hardbacks."
"That's what libraries are for," said Lane, "Well that and telling Mrs Lane you're going to study in one instead off sucking off a Quarterback and his mates."
Rory nodded sagely, though Lane knew that Rory had gone no further than heavy make-out sessions, with the hottest action being a hand clawing her boobs through her sweater; "What about you?"
"Spent it on CDs and on the pot we've just shared."
"That blows," said Rory, "What we going to do?"
She shifted position so that her legs were halfway up the wall; it made her skirt fall down her thighs, showing a glimpse of white panties – the gusset sticking into the camel toe. An idea flashed in Lane's mind like a light bulb being switched on - and not just how to get drugs. Rory was over eighteen and it was way past time her cherry was popped (metaphorically, as a few years ago Rory had confessed she broken her real hymen with a 'borrowed' dildo from her Mom's room). The Korean said, "I know a way to get some for free... well not paying money."
"You do? How?" Rory's head turned so that she was looking at her friend.
"How much do you want it?" asked Lane.
"We don't have to whack someone do we? asked Rory nervously.
"In a manner we do," said Lane. Her friend's eyes widened and her mouth opened in shock. Lane paused for a moment, enjoying her friend's horrified reaction, thinking that she had entered an episode of the Sopranos, then she smiled and carried on, "More whacking someone off, more use of mouth and cunt than sharp objects and bangy things."
"Oh," said Rory, "You mean... like sex for drugs?"
Lane shrugged, "It depends how much you want it." She smiled, "Anyway it'll be fun and for your first time, I'll be there as well; that's gotta take some pressure of worries about performing."
"You mean he'll want to have sex with us both?" Rory facial expression returned back to shocked.
"No dealer's going to give up pot just for a quick screw, they're gonna want a threesome and some anal... don't worry about that I'll cover the butt-fucking, but if we go for it you're going to have to spread your legs," Lane explained. She paused and shrugged, "It's your choice..." She smiled, "But it'll be fun... sex always is, I've told you."
Rory looked at the ceiling, thinking deeply, Lane waited patiently, her friend always over-thought things, but she always came to the right answer as well. This time was no different; Rory nodded, "Okay, everyone says I'm my Mom's daughter – if I was a teen Lorelai Gilmore I'd be up for it wouldn't I? "
"That's a yes?"
"Yes."
Lane reached into her bag and pulled out her cell; she scrolled down. There were a lots of numbers on there - her Moms, Rory's, the head of her church's chastity committee, some random guys who'd been under the impression she'd call them back for seconds; and her dealers – all of them. She paused, she knew the guys who sold her pot, and she guessed all of them, or at most at least, would be happy to take her up on the offer. Fat Bobby would give the best deal, but he was also as obese as a whale with a weight problem; Kevin needed to bath more and Chloe, was cool, but Lane wasn't sure Rory would want her first to be another girl. It would be Aaron.
*
"Fuck first, pot after," Aaron said as he eyed up Lane and Rory; from the leer on his face he was thinking he had a bargain.
From the lump in his pants Lane knew she'd got the better part of the deal, hard dick and soft drugs. And the chance to have a threesome with her cute and sexy best friend Rory as well. The petite Korean nodded, smiling sexily, "Works for me. Rory?"
The brunette nodded nervously, "Er... yeah. That's good for me as well."
"Let's go into my parlour," Aaron flashed a white toothed smile as his hand swung out to point towards his room.
"Let's give you a taster first," grinned Lane. She turned towards Rory and slid her mouth close to the brunette's ear, "Remember what I said in the car, just follow my lead and go for it. You'll enjoy it."
Rory gave another nervous nod. Lane shoot her gaze quickly at Aaron who was standing impatiently at his door and then back to Rory as their heads moved so they were opposite each other. Lane smiled and opened her mouth, bringing it down on Rory. The brunette didn't react for a moment, letting Lane do all the work, but then she recalled Lane's words and opened her own lips, allowing the Korean's lithe tongue to slide into her mouth. She was a good kisser, she must have learnt something from Dean and Jess, thought Lane. The Korean pushed her mouth harder onto her friend's pushing her tongue in further and swirling it around Rory's mouth. It was giving Aaron a show, from the corner of her eye she could see he was no longer slouched impatiently, but straight up and fully engaged in watching the tableau in front of him. Lane gave him more...
With one hand she lifted the front of her friend's skirt, showing the white panties, sticking into the camel-toe sexily. Rory kissed hard back at her, content to follow Lane's lead and expose her underwear. But Lane hadn't finished. Still holding the skirt up she moved her other hand from Rory's back to her front. A finger slid under the cotton of the panties and found Rory's slit. The brunette teen's eyes widened and her mouth fell away from Lane, as she looked at her friend in surprise, "Lane... what...?" Lane's finger slid into the hole and Rory's question was answered.
"Follow my lead," Lane murmured and pushed her digit in and out. Rory felt soft and warm and she was already getting wet. Lane moved her middle finger further in, feeling the warm walls grip round her finger like a fleshy vice. Up further she went, confirming her friend had no hymen, even if she was a virgin, moving further and further, exploring the hole. Rory groaned and giggled, resting her hands on her friend's shoulders. Beside them Aaron's Bermuda's bulged so hard the seams threatened to split.
"Ooooh, aaaarrhhh," Rory gave a little quiver as Lane found her spot.
The Korean rubbed and pressured it for a moment or two, making her friend gasp more loudly and shake with excitement as she came. Not for too long, it was only a taster, a preview; Lane pulled out her wet finger and turned towards Aaron. Slowly and deliberately she put her finger in her mouth and sucked it clean of Rory; "Mmmnn, nice," she purred.
"Looks it," said Aaron, "Though the deal is I get to join in, not just watch."
"We're counting on it, aren't we Rory?" her friend nodded as Lane took her hand and advanced the couple of steps that separated the teens from the dealer. She stood their for a moment, inches from him, smiling teasingly, watching him trying to control his breathing and struggling with his lust, ready to take them both. Lane dropped Rory's hand and flicked her friend a look, the brunette looked nervous and resolute together. It looked like she would continue to follow her lead without asking. Lane's eyes went back to Aaron, "Your room?"
He nodded, "Yeah."
"Let me take this off then," smiled Lane. She began to unbutton her blouse, so close to him that she as she undid the buttons her wrists were brushing his torso and she could feel his warm breath and smell the mints he'd just eaten - so much she could almost taste them. Beside her she could feel, as much as see, Rory doing the same undoing her own top and following Lane's lead in letting it drop to the floor.
Aaron's mouth twitched as he looked down at the two pairs of firm teenie tits, just held in check by their sexy black bras. "You just gonna tease?"
"No," said Lane. She unclipped her bra and let it slowly slide off her tits and drop. Seconds later Rory followed her, the brunette blushing slightly at the first man to see her boobs. Lane gave a wicked smile at Aaron, her hands moving to the top of his Bermuda's and her thumbs sliding under the elastic, "So you going to show us what you've got?"
His hands moved round to the waists of the girls opposite him and then slid lower, massaging the top of their thighs through Rory's skirt and Lane's denim jeans. He smiled, the grin arrogant and a little cruel, but sexy, "You gonna make it worth my while?"
"Oh yeah," said Lane, "We going to do that."
She wiggled free from Aaron's grip and moved down to her knees, pulling the Bermuda's down as she descended. His prick was huge, almost twelve inches, and it was thick as well, so round she'd struggle to get it in her mouth. And it was hard, like iron, a steel prong sticking out. The teen could feel herself almost salivating with lust and she slid her tongue out and along the hard member, feeling it bounce over the veins and carve a wet line across his flesh. Down she went, carrying on until she was at the end of the shaft and then she went round and down so that her tongue was under his balls, licking at the smooth bag. From the corner of her eye she could see Rory getting down to her knees and looking at the prick, awe-struck. Lane smiled and turned to her friend, "There's plenty to share. Let's lick together."
"Okay," said Rory.
Just do what I do," smiled Lane and returned her tongue to the massive member. Rory paused, just for a second, and joined her friend in licking at the shaft. Aaron gave a groan of pleasure and excited anticipation, his rock hard dick so tense it was like a spring. The two teens worked him in unison, Lane's tongue moving up and down and round, Rory following her, running over his huge shaft and sliding over any part not touched by her friend's saliva. Lane slid down and went for his balls again, sucking and licking at the two round scrotum. Even if the cock blocked most of her sight line, she could still see Rory's tits jiggling as the brunette moved and hear the slurp of her tongue as it moved over the cock. Her own tongue probed and petted at the bag, before she brought it slowly up the underside of his prick, leaving the shaft wet and shiny with her saliva. Her own twat was aching with desire - she was ready.
Standing up Lane unbuttoned her jeans and slid them off, her panties followed. Down below Rory was still servicing Aaron with her mouth, except she had moved from licking him with her tongue and was giving him a full blow, her lips clamped round his member as she vigorously bobbed back and forth. Lane felt a moment of pride, all the stories she'd told her friend of her recent sexual adventures had told Rory what guys liked and her friend was putting that new found knowledge to use. On the other hand, "Easy..." Lane pulled her friend's head back, "We're here to give more than head."
Aaron looked disappointed, but didn't say anything as Rory stood up, blushing, "I got carried away."
"Don't worry. Now let's get these off," Lane put her hand under the elastic of her friend's skirt and pulled it down to the thighs. Rory took over and pulled it the rest of the way down, and as she was doing so Lane's thumbs were under the elastic of the brunette's panties. Soon they were on the floor with the rest of the clothes. They kicked off their shoes and pulled off their socks and stood their, with their only covering being Lane's glasses and Rory's watch.
"Bedroom now?" asked Lane mischievously as she touched her wet pussy, her fingers moving through the tiny strip of black hair above her hole, before sliding round the shaven and smooth skin round the quim lips.
"Yeah," said Aaron, kicking off his sandals and pulling off the shirt.
He led them into the room and Lane got on the bed, spreading her legs, "Come fuck me then," she turned over onto her front, "And you can have a go at this hole if you're good."
Shaking his head Aaron, put his arm round the naked waist of Rory Gilmore and smiled, "I wanna make sure I get my money's worth, the virgin first."
Lane got up, trying to contain her annoyance – she had planned to allow Rory to be broken in gently by having her watch at first, but that wasn't the real irritation, which was that was so horny she could have burst. She turned to Rory, her friend looked nervous, "That alright with you?"
"It's alright with me and that's all that matters," said Aaron, pushing Rory towards the bed, "At least if you want your pot."
"It's good," said Rory, forcing a smile and getting on the bed.
There was no option but to go along with it. But Lane had no plans on being a passive spectator, not with a pussy so hot that it was molten. She got onto her knees beside Rory and placing her hands on her thighs spread her friend's legs open, whilst turning her head to look at Aaron, "You want to fuck her?"
"Dang she's sweet," said Aaron.
Lane reached out and took hold off his cock, rubbing and stroking it, guiding it down into her friend's snatch. Rory gasped as the top of the dick entered her, too big to easily slip down her tight virginal hole. Lane's hand's slid between her and Aaron, down to the inside of the teen's thighs, easing them further apart as Aaron withdrew and returned, his big prick entering further each time. Rory groaned and stretched, trying to accommodate him – Lane took her hand and stroked it before moving her mouth down to the brunette's titty and starting to kiss and lick it. Rory began to relax more, her body becoming less tense and rigid, allowing Aaron to move faster and harder. "Oooohh," she gasped, "That's feeling good."
The dick entered deeper, Aaron moving faster and harder, opening her tight pussy and taking Rory's virginity in a series of deep, penetrating thrusts. Lane continued to do her part, sliding her tongue round Rory's nipples, making them stand up, erect and hard, like little cupolas on a top of a dome. A very shaky dome, as Rory titties bounced and quivered with the rest of her as she reacted to the fucking, shaking and moving up and down the bed as Aaron's prick rammed her.



"Ooohhh, God, ooohhh, this is good. Fuck me, don't stop, yes, carry on. Ooooh, urrrghh, Lane..." Rory gripped the bed and cried out in pleasure, obviously enjoying her first big dong immensely.
Lane's tongue continued to play with her BFF's tits, sucking and licking at the nubs, keeping them stiff, biting them and pulling them with her teeth. One of her hands was down, just above Rory's pussy, massaging the brunette's skin and flesh; she could feel the pressure as Aaron's twelve incher rammed into Rory's cunt, driving the hole open. With her other hand she moved round to her own butt and began to push a finger in, first her pinkie finger and once that had gone fully in, replacing with her larger middle finger. She wanted to be prepared for when Aaron finished fucking Rory and she didn't want him to waste time on opening her butt; and it felt good – not as great as a cock, but still enough to make her quiver.
"Fuck, fuck, you're so fucking tight," grunted Aaron as he continued to pound Rory.
The brunette was gasping in pleasure in reply, "Aaaarrghh, God, yesss, fuucckk, God, God, I'm cumming, oh my God, uurrrghhh, ooooohhhh."
Lane bit down lightly on a nipple, stretching it as she pulled upwards. Her friend's back arched and she screamed, though Lane knew it was more from the effects of the big dong slamming into her than her own efforts, fun though they were. "Fuucckk, aaarrrghh, fuck," gasped Rory, her arms stretching out like she was being crucified and her hands gripping and ungripping like she was in a midst of a fit, "Uuurrrrghhh, aarrrghhh, God, fuck, yes, fuck, fuck."
As the teen quivered and quaked Lane began to worry that Rory would be getting all the fun, that Aaron would want to spend all his energy deflorinating the virgin rather than ramming his cock down the anus of the more experienced Korean. She wiggled her butt and forced her finger deeper down it, hoping to persuade the dealer to swap holes without her actually saying anything – she didn't want to appear desperate for dick, even if she was so horny that she was afire.
Whether it was energetic fingering of her ass or that Aaron had always planned to swap holes the dealer suddenly pulled his dick out of Rory, spraying her pussy cum over her the flesh round her and Lane's hand, which was still massaging them. He moved behind Lane, "You want me?"
"Yes," Lane brought her head up from Rory's tits and spread her hands out in front of her. She lifted her butt and wiggled it, "In my ass."
"Sounds like a plan," grinned Aaron. His hands took hold off Lane's buttocks and pried them apart. His big dick, still slick with Rory's cum. began to push into her hole. Lane groaned and wiggled, pushing back to help him in. Her fingers had done some of the prep, but his dong was so big and wide it still was an effort. He moved back and pressed forward again, slowly his dick gouged downwards, her walls squeezing and fighting it, her body arching back to meet him. He held her tighter and dragged himself forward "Fuck, shit, baby, that's a fucking tight as hell ass you've got Lane."
"Uurrrgh. Yes. It is. Give it me. Give it me all. Fuck my butt," Lane grunted out, terse and to the point, as she rocked and twisted, moving herself to take his huge dick. Gradually he was getting deeper, opening her, battering away the anal resistance. Lane gripped the bedding and swung herself back, feeling more of his foot long length pound down her ass, "Aaaarggh. Fuck. Bang me harder. Fuck me. I want your dick. In my ass. I want it in my butt."
Beside her Rory was recovering from her own pussy pounding and had struggled onto her knees. She was staring in fascination at the big dick ramming in and out of her friend's backhole. The brunette's hand stole down to her pussy and she began to finger-fuck herself, moaning softly, as her other hand gripped and played with the titties that Lane had been suckling.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck," Aaron grunted and panted as he slammed harder and harder into Lane, as they both looked at the masturbating Rory. It might have been Lane's imagination, or it might have been that her ass was starting to spread, but it seemed that Aaron was going faster and harder, his huge cock pounding deep into her hole, as he gazed at Rory. If he was Lane couldn't blame him, a naked Rory, her mouth open in lust, fingering her sweet wet snatch, was a sight, and the sounds of her moans were a further turn-on. In fact if Lane hadn't been gripping the bedding and screaming in orgasmic pleasure she'd have been diddling her own pussy looking at her friend.
Not that she needed to worry about her own sexual pleasure. Aaron's dong was deep within her now, thrusting down her anal hole and ramming at her G-spot from behind the wall. The thickness of him was spreading her, the bulging cock pressing against the walls as it slammed in, each thrust making her quiver and quake with orgasmic pleasure. "Aaarrrghh, aarrrghh. Harder. Give it me harder. Fuck me deep. Fuck me good."
He was slamming against her, his balls slapping at her cheeks as the full foot of dick dived deep into her ass. His hands gripped her sides, dragging himself forward and levering himself back, the fingers squeezing at her flesh, the nails, short and jagged, scratching at her, leaving small red weals on her sides. Sweat was covering her forehead; slowly it slid down to mist up her glasses and make the world outside seem like a fog. She could see Rory only as a pink blur, an arm moving and a body shaking. Lane closed her eyes and squealed, "Arrrrghhh, oooooh, aaaarrrghhh."
"I want to join in," giggled Rory. Lane opened her eyes and turned her head to see her friend had moved position, no longer was she playing with herself, or at least not just with herself, now she was on her knees using one hand to balance, whilst she used the other to play with her pussy. The brunette's face was just inches away from Lane's ass and she flashed Lane a quick smile, before bringing it closer. Her mouth opened and her tongue flicked out, running over Lane's quivering cheeks and trying to get at the dick pumping in and out of her ass. Aaron was moving so fast that Rory was fighting a loosing battle, but from the feel of the flick of her tongue and the way her body quaked as she enthusiastically fingered her slot, it was a fight Rory was up for.
With Rory's tongue sliding over her the orgasmic pleasure seemed to just get better. Lane screamed and squealed, her body shuddering as with each vigorous thrust Aaron dick hammered against her G-spot, slamming through the cervix wall and making the clit quiver. The teen's insides felt like they were being put in a blender, whipping around and twisting, explosions of pleasure tearing her. "Fuck harder, fuck me harder," she screamed.
Aaron did so. His dick pounded at her butt as he slammed against her, his muscular body ramming her forward. Rory moved position again; this time sliding herself under Lane so that she was below her friend's pussy. Lane squealed and squeaked as Rory's tongue dived in, lapping at her wet slot. It was heaven; blissful pleasure flowing through her as both her holes were filled and serviced, cock and tongue working together in a harmonious whole of ecstasy. Her body arched and twisted, "Fuuucckk, yessss."
"Fuck, yes," grunted Aaron, almost like an echo. He groaned and stopped moving, so suddenly it was like he had hit a wall. The reason became clear soon enough as his cock twitched and pumped, shooting his cum into her tight hole, filling it with his white, velvety sperm. He pulled himself out and collapsed on the bed.
"Me next," said Rory, pulling herself from beneath Lane, any shyness had long gone, "I want it in my butt as well."
"Give him a few minutes," said Lane.
Rory shook her head and smiled, "Use your mouth to get him hard Lane."
Rory was her best friend and Lane was more than willing to do that favour for her. She smiled, "Okay."
Still on her hands and knees she moved position so that her mouth was over Aaron and began to lick his flaccid cock, coated as it was with his and her cum and juice. She had just begun, not enough to get any reaction, when she felt Rory behind her. The brunette's hand gripped the young Korean's butt and pulled apart the cheeks. Lane gasped, her breath gushing into her lungs in a rush, as Rory's tongue entered her asshole. It swirled round and round the open hole, licking at the cum and slurping it down. Lane let out a moan of pleasure as Rory probed further in, finding the goo and pushing it around and down or lapping it into her throat like it was cream for a cat. Deeper and deeper Rory went, exploring Lane's most intimate hole, until she couldn't get any further, her face lodged between the cheeks and her tongue wiggling in Lane's open hole.
"MMmnnn," Lane moaned in pleasure and sent her tongue down Aaron's shaft. Lane's skills and the sound and sight of Rory's anal slurping were arousing and soon Aaron was hard again. Lane's mouth opened and she took the dong between her lips, moving slowly down, feeling it stretch her lips as she went further. She slid up, leaving a trail of saliva marking her passage. She'd only been able to fit in half the dick so she went down again, quivering in pleasure as Rory did to her ass what she was doing to Aaron. He lay back and relaxed as the two teens used their mouths to satisfy, slurping and sucking sounds filling the room.
Lane's ass was closing, forcing Rory's tongue back. The teen continued to lick the hole, but less deeply. Lane didn't mind, her friend had cleaned out most of the anal cream pie in the most delightful way and even as the tongue exited the pleasure of it remained. She carried on sucking Aaron's cock, making sure it was ready for Rory's virginal ass – she remembered how it had felt the first time a cock had gone up her butthole and she wanted it as lubed as possible for her friend. She was still struggling to fit it all in her mouth when Rory's head appeared next to hers. The brunette smiled, "Let me help."
She didn't wait for an answer, but started to lick round the balls and the bottom of his shaft. Lane lifted her head up off the cock, she wouldn't be able to fit any more in, certainly not with Rory getting in the way, but if she couldn't suck she could lick. Her tongue moved round the top, cleaning the polished end and down the shaft. The two teens giggled as their tongues touch, intertwining round the huge cock, before separating and continuing to slide round. Aaron groaned, "Fuck, this is hot, two cuties on my dick."
Neither answered, both to intent on washing the prick, cleaning it of cum and leaving it slippery and shiny and hard as iron, ready for anal action. Their tongues flicked and slid, wiping it with their saliva.
But there was more to be done to prepare Rory for her anal stuffing, than just lubing the dick with spit. Lane lifted her head from Aaron and said to Rory, "You keep on licking it, make it nice and wet for your ass." Rory nodded and ran her tongue up the shaft. Lane smiled at her friend and carried on, "I'm just going to work your butt, get it ready."
"Oh, sure," giggled Rory, stopping licking the dick for a moment.
Lane moved behind her. Rory's firm teen butt was quivering as the teen lapped. It looked so enticing that Lane wondered why she'd never tried it on before. She gripped the cheeks and pulled them apart, exposing the small, tight, virgin fuckhole. Rory quivered and moaned a little louder as Lane put her mouth down there and ran her tongue between the cheeks and over the hole. She moved up and down, soaking the hole with her spit, covering it with saliva.
"Oooohhh," Rory gave a small gasp as Lane pushed her finger into the tight hole. Some of the saliva went in as well, oozing down the hole opened by the digit. Lane moved her finger round, pushing and tickling, expanding the virgin territory like she was a settler clearing forest. Rory gave another series of small moans and gasps, temporarily bringing her head up from the dick to squeal her pleasure. Lane fingered deeper and harder, pushing her digit as far as it could, working it back and forth, alternating the finger with spitting into the hole, making it wet and ready. Rory quivered again, "Oooohhh."
"I think she's ready for something bigger," grinned Aaron.
Lane agreed; it was time. She pulled her head away from Rory and looked at Aaron, lying back, his torso rippling and his big cock, wet with her friend's spit, standing up like a skyscraper. "Don't bother to move," Lane said, "It'll be easier for Rory if she goes down on you."
"Hey, whatever," nodded Aaron, "I can lie back and think of... something."
Lane "Ror, I'll help you in." Rory nodded, her face a mix of nervousness and excitement. "You can go down as fast or slow as you want," Lane continued. She got up and helped position her friend so that she was hovering over the huge dick. Lying on the bed beside Rory Lane took hold off her friend's tummy and lower back and gently guided her down until the tip of the dick was just an inch below the teen. The diminutive Korean smiled at her friend, "You ready?"
Rory nodded, "I am."
"Down you go," said Lane. She let go off her friend and took hold of the dick, guiding it into the ass of Rory Gilmore. The brunette gave a small squeak as for the first time ever a dick started to enter her anus. She raised herself a little, taking herself off the dick and hovered for a moment. Lane said, "Take hold off your cheeks in your hands and pull them. Don't worry I'll guide it in." Rory did as her friend said, grabbing the cheeks and plying them apart before lowering herself. She gave another squeak as she landed on the dick, but this time she didn't raise herself, instead she forced herself down. It was only an inch or two, and given the size, she had a long time to go yet, but it was further than before. "Good, that's it," giggled Lane encouragingly.
"How am I doing?" Rory asked.
"More to go," said Lane before Aaron could say anything, "but you're doing well. It'll be sore at first, but keep going."
Rory pushed herself further down, a grimace crossed her face, but it didn't stop her taking an extra two inches. Lane let go of Aaron's dick, it was so deeply embedded in her friend's butt it didn't need any more help. Instead she sat back, sliding her fingers over her own wet pussy and giving Rory encouragement, "Good girl. You can do it. Just a few more inches. Wow, you're starting to really get down."
Aaron was speaking as well, "This is so tight. You're so fucking tight and small. Come on down baby girl, fuck my dick."
His and Lane's words were almost lost in the grunts and screams and cries from Rory, "Aaaarrrghh! Oooohhh! Fuuuccckkk. My asssss! Oooohhh!" But slowly the teen was going down, sometimes lifting herself and sometimes pushing harder, but inch by inch the cock was going up her ass and spreading her chute like it was elastic. And as it got deeper Rory was starting to see why her friend loved it in her ass and her noises changed to pleasured moans, ecstatic squeals and excited shrieks, "Aaaarrrghh! Oooohhh! Fuuuccckkk. My asssss! Oooohhh!"
Aaron gripped her waist and started hammering his dick up, the two of them moving together faster and harder, slamming together as he gave the brunette the full foot. Rory's body arched, her back bending and her hair flowing down behind her, "Fuck! Fuck! Fuck my butt! Fuck my asshole so fucking hard! Aaaarrrghh, fuck it with your big cock, fuck it harder!"
Aaron was really getting into his stride, raising his hips to vigorously ram his dick into Rory. The teen quivered and shook with excitement, and Lane rubbed her own cunt harder, fingering the wet pussy until she could feel herself quivering and cumming. Rory screamed again, convulsing orgasmically, "Aaaarrrghhh!"
It was so obvious that Rory was enjoying her first anal drilling. Lane knew how it felt, the feel of a big dick stretching you out, the thud of a body against yours, the intense orgasms wracking you. From Lane's experience the only thing better than an anal fucking was getting your pussy banged at the same time. The Korean smiled to herself, whilst without a second cock she couldn't quiet give Rory the same thing she could do the next best.
She moved so that she was between Rory and Aaron's legs, her face inches from Rory slot; the pussy was soaked with lust. Lane looked at her bouncing friend and giggled as she said, "You want me to eat your cunt?"
"Yes! Yes! Eat my pussy, fuck my ass! AAAArrrghh, make me cum!" Rory shrieked.
Down went Lane's mouth on the twat and she began to tongue the hole. She could feel the vibrations of the cock pounding in, making Rory quake and shake, she could hear Rory shrieks, loud and wanton, she could taste Rory cum, sweet and succulent. Lane's tongue went in deeper, sweeping round the wet hole as she explored and probed, seeking Rory's sweet spots and in the meantime slurping as much of the brunettes juice up as she could. Her hands pushed at the insides of Rory's thighs, opening the teen up, but also pushing her back further on the prong. Rory shrieked and squealed more, her pussy rising into Lane's face as the cock punched her forward, "Aaaarrrghh, urrrrghhh, fuuuuckk! I want it, I want it!"
Lane tongue darted harder in as she found the clit, racing over it like there was a time limit. Behind it she could feel the hard, fast thump of Aaron's dick hammering at the wall and stimulating the clit from behind. Rory was orgasming so vigorously she was almost bent over as her body arched and quivered, moving like she was a spitting live wire, "AAAArrrggghh... fuuucckkk! I.... Fuck me!"
"Shit," gasped Aaron and blew his load into the teen's ass. Rory gave another squeal as the warm wet goo blasted up her back hole, then with a moan she dropped off his cock and lay face-down on the bed.
Lane wasn't finished with her friend yet. She leant over her and pulled apart the brunette's ass cheeks. "Mmmnnn," she said and slid her tongue into the gaping hole, returning the favour from earlier.
"Oh Lane, that's so good," moaned her friend as the petite Korean tongue rolled over the sore spots and licked them better. Lane pulled the cheeks a little further apart so she could go deeper, taking the cum on her tongue and slurping it into her mouth. She pushed as far as she could, swivelling her tongue round and round. Slowly the walls began to close, forcing her back. She retreated slowly, her tongue darting into the hole and fighting against the closure, each lick and lap making Rory quiver and cry out in pleasure, "Oooohh". Lane carried on until she had taken as much of the sperm as she could and her tongue was just licking the top half-inch of the hole and its entrance.
Aaron got up from the bed and padded out. Lane dropped down beside Rory, "Enjoy that?"
"It was... I can see why you want to get fucked so often... it was," Rory stopped and shook her head, speechless for once.
A few moments Aaron returned with a small bag, he grinned and tossed it on the bed, "My end of the deal. I gotta say you ho's earned it."
Lane smiled, "If you want we can come back tomorrow and earn some more."
"You'll bankrupt me," said Aaron grinning. He didn't say no.
*
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Rory Gilmore looked at the inside of her notepad and went a light shade of red. Scrawled on the page was a heart, not a biological one, with arrows pointing to the aorta and the left ventricle, but the romantic one with a '4' in the middle and her and her lover's initials either side of it. The teen glanced round the bus wondering if anyone had seen, but if they had noticed her pen scribbling back and forth they'd paid no attention - a young woman wearing her school uniform and writing wasn't noteworthy enough to care about.
Quickly Rory closed the book. She was normally so sensible and calm, almost prim, but this evening she was as giddy as a schoolgirl with her first love mainly because she was a schoolgirl with her first love. The bus pulled into the Star Hollow's stop and Rory grabbed her bag and jumped out. It was a quick trip to her house, where she dropped her satchel in he room, changed into jeans and a sweater and took hold off the suitcase she'd packed that morning, wheeling it into the kitchen. She smiled as she saw the envelope on the table, its flap tucked into the paper and a great big X scrawled across it, representing a kiss. Rory opened the enveloped and quickly scanned it, there wasn't anything she didn't already know.
'Ror [the letter read]. I'll be back Saturday night from the conference -- if I'm staggering a little when I come back that'll be from the wine and nibbles they're providing. Thank Sookie for agreeing to look after you and tell her I'm not going to go mad on new furnishings, I'll decorate our inn with the freebies the exhibitors are providing. Missing you already. Lorelai.'
Folding the letter Rory put it in her back pocket. There was hardly a night she and her Mom had spent apart and it felt strange to them both that Lorelai was in New York walking round an hospitality exhibition, looking for bargains for the new inn she was setting up, whilst Rory was still in Star Hollows. It had taken some coaxing to get Lorelai to agree to go, she seemed to think Rory wasn't old enough to stay the night on her own -- though the teen didn't tell her she had no intention of being alone. It was only when, with a little hinting from Rory, that Lorelai spoke to Sookie and found her friend thought it was a great idea that Lorelai checked out the exhibit and that she'd be willing to take Rory for the night that Lorelai relented.
It made Rory smile as she remembered her Mom talking to Sookie, trying to persuade her to let Rory stay at her place little knowing that if Rory had been left in her own house she'd still have been staying with Sookie. There was a lot Rory told her Mom, but she hadn't, yet, told her that she was no longer a girl, but a woman, deflowered by her lover Sookie in the most magical night of Rory's young life. They'd managed to do it a few times since, Rory's friend Lane covering for her, but this would be the first full night Rory had spent with Sookie. As she closed the door behind her and trundled her suitcase down the street she wondered how many times they could do it in just less than a day and what positions Sookie could initiate her in. The thoughts made Rory's pussy tingle with excitement, being a teen with an older, more experienced lover, there was so much to learn and Rory was loving her lessons; she just need to make sure that Sookie knew how much she appreciated her.
It seemed to take forever for Sookie to answer her bell. Rory fidgeted with excitement and her heart leapt as her lover opened the door and Rory saw her for the first time in a couple of days. "Hi Rory, come in," the plump older woman gestured in the teen with an innocent looking hand gesture. It wasn't until the teen was over the threshold and the door was closed that Sookie greeted her properly. "Hi sexy," the chubby woman purred and slid her arms round Rory's waist pulling her closer.
"Hi Sookie, thanks for having me," the teen giggled as her own hands wrapped round Sookie and she pulled herself into the woman's large titties, so they snuggled at her.
A puzzled expression forced its way onto Sookie's face, "But I haven't had you yet." she said in a perplexed tone, before grinning "but I will."
"Good," Rory giggled. She was going to say more, but Sookie mouth was opening and coming towards her and the teen was experienced enough to know how to react. She opened her own mouth and met the older woman halfway, their lips pressing together and Sookie's tongue slowly moving down, deep into Rory's mouth. The teen let her lover swirl it around, her own tongue moving in unison, licking and teasing at her lover's, the two of them enjoying the taste and the tenderness of their touches. Rory felt herself coming closer to Sookie, wrapping her thin frame in the older woman's larger body. Sookie's hands were on her ass, kneading and massaging her butt-cheeks through her denim. Rory quivered with excitement as Sookie's fingers pushed hard, gripping at her and making the flesh ache in pleasure. Her own hands slid down Sookie's back and onto the older woman's butt. It was large and round and fleshy and it wobbled as Rory's hands moved up and down the denim clad cheeks; her fingers pressed down and she squeezed, feeling the flesh move. Sookie tongue seemed to flicker faster and more passionately, slipping over Rory's tongue and dominating her mouth.
"Mmnnn, Mom said to thank you for letting me stay," Rory smiled as they broke the kiss.
Sookie's hands continued to play with Rory's ass, "Tell her the pleasure was all mine." Their mouths moved together again, lips pressing together and tongues intertwining as their bodies touched and rubbed and their hands gripped and grasped. Rory found herself lost in paradise, every second a lifetime of enjoyment.
But like all good things, it had to end. Sookie pulled her head back and reached for the suitcase handle, "Let's get your things upstairs. You don't mind sharing a bed?" she smiled teasingly.
"No," replied Rory with a smile. She moved her hand to Sookie's fingers and gently disengaged her from the suitcase handle, "but first I want to show you personally how much I appreciate you letting me stay."
Still lightly holding her fingers Rory led Sookie over to the couch. Stopping in front of it Rory said, "Could you take your sneakers off?"
As Sookie kicked them off Rory's hands moved to the buttons of her lover's jeans. Deftly she unpopped them and slid the denims down to reveal Sookie's panties. The teen paused, licking her lips nervously, before she placed her fingers under the elastic and brought them down as well. Sookie's pussy was as smooth as silk. The older woman reached for her jeans and panties and brought them down the rest of the way, stepping out of them. She pulled off her sweater and T-shirt together next, she wasn't wearing a bra, making Rory's pussy stir as she looked at the big bosoms as Sookie stood naked by the couch. She smiled, "So what next?"
Pausing for a second to try and calm herself Rory answered, "Do you want to sit down and open your legs?"
The chubby brunette did so. Rory got down on her knees and between them, pushing her long hair over her shoulder as she shuffled forward. Sookie had gone down on her a few times but Rory had never returned the favour. Now she was going go and she was anxious, and excited; she wanted to give Sookie the same pleasure that the plump woman had given her. The teen looked up and said, "I hope you enjoy this."
"I will," said Sookie with more confidence than Rory felt.
The teen slid her finger up to the pussy and started to pull it open. The hole was moist, Rory thought, as she pried it apart; she must be exciting Sookie -- that was encouraging. Equally promising was the slight giggle Sookie gave as Rory's digit touched her and quiver as the teen's mouth went to her mound and started to kiss. "Good girl, Rory, take your time, make me wet, get me hot," moaned Sookie.
Rory slid half her finger into the damp slit as her lips made small butterfly kisses round the mons and lips and on the flesh of the cunt itself. The skin outside was dry and smooth, in the hole it was wet and soft. She continued to peck at the inside of the hole as her pursed lips gently kissed and teased at the damp, bubbly pussy hole. Her finger moved a little bit further in and Sookie giggled and quaked, "Okay Rory, take it as fast as you like, a little tongue."
The teen did as suggested sliding her tongue out into the hole, making it compete with the finger. The two objects pushed in and out of Sookie's hole, exploring and swirling round as they went deeper and deeper. Sookie moaned and shuddered in pleasure, "That's good Rory."
Rory finger pressed in, caving a path for her tongue to follow. Her other hand was sitting on Sookie's leg, using the large, plump thigh for balance. One of Sookie's hand was stroking it; Rory briefly looked up, the other hand was around one of Sookie's large breasts, the older brunette squeezing her tittie in pleasure as Rory's tongue went down her hole. She saw Rory looking up, "You're doing well, keep on licking it."
The teen's tongue splashed down, driving deeper into Sookie's cunt. The plump woman's juice was yummy and Rory found herself slurping harder and harder, drinking like a cat faced with a bowl of cream. Her tongue lapped at the juice, feeling as much as tasting, the tang against her tongue. And each dive of her tongue made Sookie gasp and groan and brought more of the lovely cum out of the woman's walls. Rory moved faster and harder, slamming her tongue in as she pressed and probed with her finger.
"Aaaaarrgghhh, that's it, that's it," squeaked Sookie, almost jumping from her couch as Rory's finger found a small bud of hard flesh, "Oh Rory, lick that spot."
Rory was turned on herself, her pussy wet and buzzing with excitement as she pulled her finger from Sookie's hole. Her tongue drove into to where the digit had been and Sookie gave a yell and shuddered passionately as Rory's tongue found the same solid button. "Ooooohhhh, fuck, fuck, eat my pussy, eat it hard," the plumper gasped. Rory did as she asked, pounding her tongue at the spot. Sookie shook, her bonding bending as the orgasms flowed through her, "Ohhhh, urrrhhhh, oh my clit, tongue my clit."
Even as she continued to lick at her lover Rory was desperately trying to undo the top button of her jeans. It seemed to take forever before it snapped open and she could bring her hand down under the elastic of her panties and bend a finger into her finger. She drove the digit at her own pussy, which was as soaked as Sookie's was, as her tongue rammed at Sookie bud. The plump brunette was screaming and crying, gasping out in loud pleasure as each lap seemed to make her cum. Her body quivered and shook, her large breast jiggling up and down like jellies on a plate. "Oh yeah," Sookie screamed, "Eat me, lick me, use your tongue Rory."
Harder and harder Rory rammed her tongue, until it ached and Sookie was shrieking so loud it was a miracle Lorelai didn't hear in New York. "I'm going to cum," screamed Sookie, "I'm going to squirt."
It was like a faucet had been switched full on. The cum blasted from Sookie's twat in a wave into Rory's mouth. She tried to swallow, but after a second gave up and let the liquid wash over her, over her face and down her sweater. The squirt must have lasted less than five or six seconds, but it was enough to leave Rory soaked. She pulled her finger from her own pussy, breathing heavily, and licked the soaked hole as she looked at Sookie. The older woman was slumped back in the couch, wiping her forehead with the back of her hand.
"How was it?" asked Rory nervously.
Sookie frowned at her as if surprised, "Rory I've just squirted my cum all over you. I think it's safe to say you were just the underside side of being absolutely perfect."
Rory smiled, "Well I'll be perfect next time."
Sookie smiled, "Now that sounds fun." The plump brunette got to her feet and reached down to help her teenage girlfriend up. Licking her finger Sookie wiped a little bit of girl cum from Rory's chin, "You're all wet."
"Yes, I am, very wet," Rory pointed down to her half-open jeans.
"Mmnnn, soaking," Sookie hand slid down Rory's jeans and under her panties, to touch the teen's cunt. Rory giggled and smiled as the brunette's finger drew round her hole, tracing a sexy pattern. "We'll have to do something about that," Sookie smiled, drawing her finger out and licking like she'd just dipped it in a perfectly flavoured sauce.
"Yes," Rory nodded enthusiastically.
"We could have dinner first or..." smiled Sookie.
"Or..." asked Rory, beaming back with a grin that suggested that dinner was not the first thing on her mind.
"Or you could remove those jeans and I can show you an alternative use for a cucumber," said Sookie.
"Definitely that," said Rory and began to undo her jeans. Sookie watched for a moment as the teen peeled the denims down, smiling as they got to her knees and Rory realised that in her haste she had forgotten to remove her pumps. She sat down on the couch and got undressed as a naked Sookie vanished into the kitchen.
By the time she reappeared Rory had managed to get undressed. She posed, hands on hips, her gaze falling towards the cucumber that Sookie was holding. She licked her lips lasciviously, it was thick and long, with a tiny knob on the end which looked like it would dig nicely into her wet flesh. "Shall I get on the couch?" the teen asked.
For a moment Sookie seemed to be considering as she rubbed the cucumber between her heavy breasts, her eyes as lustful as the teen's as she gazed at Rory's firm, naked body. Then she shook her head, "No Rory, lie down on the rug, on your back and spread your legs."
The teen did as she was bid, the furry rug tickling pleasantly at her naked back. Sookie got down beside her, lifting herself half-up as she turned on her side and moved close to the naked teen. "It's just been in the cooler," she said and moved the vegetable over Rory's firm tits. The teen shivered and giggled.
It was cold, but it also felt solid and substantial; it would soon warm and it would remain hard as it was jammed up her cunt. "That's alright, let it heat up for a few minutes, I can keep myself in trim."
She moved her fingers to her snatch and started to slowly rub herself. Her cunt was wet and tingly, a slow heat suffusing from it and keeping her horny and excited. And her lust was dampened by Sookie gently moving the cool cucumber round the teen's nipples making them stand up erect, like little coolie hats. "Oohhhhh," she moaned as Sookie moved the cucumber lower to rub its chilly surface over her tummy. The plumper's mouth clamped down on one of Rory's tits and taking the erect nub between her teeth she began to gently worry it. "Ooooohhh," moaned Rory slightly louder and ran her own finger round her damp hole, teasing herself. The feel of the cucumber sliding over her belly was enticing, making her quiver as she imagined it in her. Sookie's mouth moved to her other tit, biting lightly at the teat and pulling it up. Her tongue pushed just enough through the open gap between the rows of teeth to tickle the nipple. The cucumber slowly moved up again, sliding between her titties and warming up between the cleavage. Sookie's spare hand was stroking at the bottom of Rory's neck, just above her shoulder and as the teen let out another sigh of pleasure she thought if there wasn't an erogenous zone there, there should be. The cucumber slid down again, tracing a cool line from her tits to just above her pelvis. "Ohhh yes," sighed Rory as Sookie's mouth moved up from her teenage titties to underneath her chin to kiss and lick the soft flesh.
"Oooooohhh," Rory's moan was deep and heartfelt as Sookie began to enter the cucumber into the teenager's wet cunt. For a few seconds she still felt a chill, but her wet cunt was soon warming the veg. "Ooooohhh," she gasped again as Sookie pushed the toy deeper into her hole, the woman's arm moving up and down slowly as forced Rory open.
"How's that? I can tell you're liking it?" Sookie moved her face up so she could look at Rory's expression as she worked. The teen nodded and gasped as the end of the cucumber scraped over her wet tunnel walls, gouging a line of pleasure through her. Sookie smiled and began to move faster and faster, her own body shaking with the effort, her large titties bouncing against Rory. "How's that? Tell me how good it feels?"
"Oooohhhh yes, oooooohhh yes... it's great, it's lovely, it feels so good," gasped Rory. She gasped, her body tensing and relaxing in paroxysms of excitement as the cucumber stimulated her clit. Sookie smiled and continued to ram it down, each shove of her wrist ramming the cucumber adroitly at the teen's erogenous zone. Rory squeaked and squealed, her body arching and her back rising and falling as the orgasms hit her. Her face was wreathed in pleasure, her mouth opening and shutting, her cheeks wobbling and her forehead creasing in a rapid series of contortions. "Ohhhh yeesssss, ooooohhhh Sookie....oooohhh"
"I'm going to go harder and really give it you," the chubby brunette said. She was as good as her word, hammering the cucumber vigorously into Rory. The friction of the teen's tight cunt heated the cucumber and soon its chill had dissipated to be replaced by a warm wetness. And still Sookie continued to ram it into Rory, making the teen orgasm so hard.
"Aaaaaarrghhh," Rory back bent as the biggest wave of pleasure yet hit her. If the others had like punched by a boxer this was a Mike Tyson of an orgasm. Her body twisted and almost lifted of the ground, her expression one of someone being taken by the rapture. "Aaaaaaarrrghhh, aaaargggghhh." Her cunt was exploding in pleasure, soaking the cucumber with her juices and blowing warm liquid out over Sookie's hand. "Aaaaaarrghhh, aaaaaargggghhh, aaarrrrggghh," Rory's screams were loud and passionate.
And then she was lying back on the rug, panting heavily as Sookie lent over and kissed her slowly on the lips, saying "I was going to make us a salad, but you've ruined the cucumber." The plumper smiled and held it up for Rory's inspection. The vegetable was soggy and bent and obviously inedible, but the use it had been put too was a much better end for it than being eaten.
Rory smiled and nodded, she felt happy and satisfied and she hadn't even got her suitcase up the stairs yet.
*
Despite what Sookie said about their now being no cucumber she must have had a second, or at least, once sliced and diced it wasn't as ruined as Rory thought as for dinner they had salad with chicken and a home-made sauce; and like all Sookie's food it tasted delicious. After they had eaten Sookie put on a DVD of Pretty Woman, Rory thought that as a movie it trivialised the very real issues of women being forced into prostitution -- plus she had seen it before. But she didn't mention either of these points being content to snuggle into Sookie on the couch and rest her head on her lover's chest, sinking contentedly between the big boobs. As they watched Sookie stroked at Rory's arms and legs and down her chest, drawing little lines with her finger over the sweater. Rory just cuddled in closer, luxuriating in the soft feel of her lover and the sexy scent of her perfume.
The credits began to roll and Sookie leant forward with the remote control to switch it off. She gave an exaggerated stretch and yawn, making Rory smile, "Is that a hint you're tired and want to go to bed?"
"Its certainly a hint I want to go to the bed," Sookie said as her hand stroked her lovers thigh, "but I'm not sure I'm tired."
Rory twisted her head round so that Sookie could see her face, "I'm sure we can do something."
"Like banging your sweet pussy?" grinned Sookie and kissed the teen.



Rory giggled, "I like the way you think."
She stood up and took Sookie's hand as they went up to the older woman's bedroom. Once in, they kissed, their lips pushing together and their mouths opening, before Rory broke back, "I packed my PJs, I didn't want Mom to wonder why I was sleeping nude. I am sleeping nude?"
"I'll leave how you sleep up to you, but I want to fuck you naked. I've seen your pyjamas and nothing kills passion quicker than striped flannel," smiled Sookie, "Now let's get your sweater off."
No help was actually needed by Rory to pull of her sweater and unclip her bra. She stood topless for a moment, wiggling her tits at Sookie, showing the plumper what a fine, firm pair they were. The older woman grinned and pulled off her own top. Her tits were larger and more floppy, but Rory loved them all the same; loved sucking and licking at them, running her hands over them and gripping them tight, loved them bouncing and banging into her as Sookie plugged her young pussy with a strap-on. She looked at them lustfully as she pulled off her jeans and reached for her panties.
"Not Hello Kitty this time?" teased Sookie gently. Rory gave a small blush as she remembered the first time she'd stripped for Sookie she'd been wearing her most childish pants. It wasn't a mistake she'd made again and this time her underwear was little more than a tiny strip which covered her pussy and parts of her ass cheek. She slid it down and kicked away, standing naked for her lover's admiration. Sookie swiftly finished herself, pulling away her jeans and panties, giving Rory yet another look at her sexy pussy.
The plump woman turned to her drawer and began to rummage for her strap-on. Rory waited excitedly, hoping it was a large one that Sookie could really pound her pussy with. She wasn't disappointed; Sookie turned round holding a pair of panties attached ten-incher, complete with ribs and ridges and began to pull it up her thighs, "This alright?" she asked smiling, she knew Rory's mind though.
"Perfect," giggled the teen, "Can I prepare it?"
"Oh," Sookie gave a mock sigh of impatience, "Come and suck my cock then."
The teen almost ran over to Sookie, dropping to her knees in front of her girlfriend. She didn't know what sucking a real dick was like, but she loved sucking Sookie's fake ones, getting them slippery and soaked for her cunt. And taking it in her mouth, running her lips over it and her tongue round it, made her pussy drip in excited anticipation as well, lubricating the tunnel for the big slab of rubber that was going to fill it. Rory moved her head up and down, slurping greedily at the dick all the time looking at Sookie, the plumper's face showing her lust for the young teen below her, "That's it Rory, use your mouth," she moaned.
Rory felt her lips bounce over the ridges, a small shiver vibrating through her jaw as she went up and down. Her finger moved down to her pussy and she began to finger her hole, opening it wider and making it even wetter. Her touch excited her, but it also thrilled Sookie who was quivering like a dog on a leash, her large titties shivering and shaking. Rory smiled inwardly and moved quicker, her head going back and forth and her fingers digging deep into her cunt; knowing that if Sookie had been a man her cock would have shot its load into her with the pleasure she was giving. Faster, harder, deeper, Rory sucked at the dildo, dragging her mouth as far forward over it as she dared. She took her finger out of her cunt; she didn't want to spoil herself before the big treat, but she also wanted both hands to grip on to her lover big butt so that she could lever her throat even further down the toy. Sookie's was breathing hard with excitement, licking her lips and staring down transfixed with lust as Rory took the dick far into her mouth.
"Hmmmpf," Rory shot her head back and gasped in a deep breath. She looked at the dildo, the rubber was dripping with her saliva, the spit running down the ridges and slowly dropping to the floor. She smiled at her lover as Sookie reached down to help her up. Standing up the teen leant forward and kissed Sookie quickly, "Fuck me now... please."
"Yes," Sookie said. She put her arms round Rory's waist and gently turned the teen in the direction of the bed, "I want to try a new position."
"Okay," giggled Rory, always ready to increase her experience and knowledge of different lovemaking techniques.
"Doggy style. Get on your hands and knees on the bed," the plumper said.
Rory skipped over and got into position, wiggling her butt at her lover as Sookie approached at a more leisurely place. The older woman smiled, "Are you deliberately facing the mirror?"
"Unless you mind," Rory nodded, "I've always be underneath as you're fucking me and I kinda like watching you enjoy me. I guess I'm a romantic."
"Me too," smiled Sookie. "I love watching your face crinkle like an old bag of potato chips as you cum," she added less romantically.
The teen giggled and wiggled her buttocks at the older brunette, "As long as you still think I'm fuckable."
The bed creaked as Sookie got on it. "You're always fuckable," the chubby woman said as she moved behind her lover. A plump hand reached down to Rory's cunt and she rubbed at lips and mons. "In fact you're about the most fuckable fuck I've ever fucked," Sookie continued. Her hand went the teen's wet hole, massaging the labia and the skin around, sliding over the velvety warm flesh and making the teen quiver. The big brunette's fingers moved round and into the hole, slowly working back and forth, pushing into Rory and gently prying her apart. "So fucking fuckable," said Sookie, almost to herself.
"Oooooohhhh," Rory let out a moan of released tension as the dildo entered her cunt. Her lovers fingers had left her in mounting excitement and the feel of the ridged rubber moving up her hole was just what the doctor would have ordered if he knew how horny Rory Gilmore was. "Oooohhhhh yesssss," the teen moaned again and pushed herself back to meet Sookie's next thrust. The toy pushed deeper, spreading apart her walls and sliding over the soaked tunnel floor, its grooves and ridges grazing over the soft, pink flesh and sending flashes of stimulated pleasure coursing through the teen. It repeated the feeling as Sookie pulled it backwards "Ooooooohhhh, yesssssss!"
Hands on the teen's waist the plumped banged at Rory's wet cunt. It didn't take her long to thrust the entire length into the teen, ramming it down so far that it filled the younger woman and only stopping as her thighs slapped at Rory's behind. The hole filled Sookie began to concentrate on power and speed, ramming harder and quicker into the hole, slamming the teen's pussy with a passionate vigour. Rory's face crinkled like a bag of potato chips, her facial muscles loosing all control as the orgasmic excitement took them over, "Oooooohhhh, aaaaarrggghhh, Sookie!"
"I love that face," laughed her lover and thrust deeper, hitting the teen's clit again and again.
"Oooooohhh," squeaked Rory. Her body shuddered with every shove, her teen titties wobbling as they dangled beneath her, shaking and jiggling as she rocked back and forth. In the mirror she could see her lover's large, melon-sized, boobs bouncing, the two massive titties jumping up and down and swinging and slapping as the big woman ploughed her pussy. The teen could see the intensity etched on Sookie's face as she concentrated on giving Rory orgasm after orgasm, the plump brunette's eyes fixated on the dildo ramming into the teen's soaked hole.
Harder and harder Sookie rammed, the toy blazing over Rory's clit and make the teen squeak and squeal with ecstatic bliss, her body shaking as the orgasms hit her. Sookie gripped her harder, going quicker, slamming the fake phallus's full length down the teen's cunt. The teen gasped and staggered, driven forward by the weight of her lover crashing into her. "Yessssss," Rory squealed and gripped the bed tighter to keep herself from being forced so far forward she fell off. "Yessssss! Yeesssss!" she screamed again in a high pitch, "Aaaaarrrghhh, yesssss! Fuck me, Sookie, fuck my pussy hard."
"Doing it Rory, I'm giving that sweet fuckhole of yours my big plastic dick," Sookie relied her face moving from an concentrated frown to a smile of enjoyment as Rory's mouth opened and the teen let out a caterwaul of pure pleasure.
Cum soaked Rory's hole, seeping from the slit and over the labia as the dildo pounded in. It dripped from the toy, liberally lubricated in girl juice, and soaked over the teen's Mons. More and more of it oozed from Rory as the huge dildo excited her pussy, each thrust making more seep from the teens wall, oiling the toy and smoothing the way for a frictionless ramming. It was hitting her clit, driving the bud wild with pleasure and sending zings of ecstasy through Rory. She clenched her fists and buckled her back as she came again, "Aaaaaarrghhh, yessssss, aarrrrggghh!" Her body writhed and twisted, her face contorting and turning as her insides seemed to whiz round like they had been placed on a merry-go-round, "Aaaaaaarrghhh, yessssss, aarrrrrggghh."
"That was...." Sookie pulled the dildo out as a spent Rory fell forward, the teen gasping for breath and panting like she had run a marathon. The plump woman smiled and dropped down on her back beside her lover. Rory rolled over and snuggled her head into Sookie's large titties. The plumper wrapped an arm round Rory and continued, "That was one of the best fucks ever."
Rory smiled happily; she didn't disagree.
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Every year a new batch of interns arrived at Sacred Heart hospital, men, women, white, black, Asian, fat, thin and even thinner. Some came from wealthy families, some dirt poor with barely a nickel. Some were great at theory, but with the bedside manner of a serial killer, others were all charm and smarm, but with the medical skills of a drunken sailor. They'd been to the best Medical Schools in the country or to ones hardly known outside their own state. They had shaved their heads or wore bandannas or had some weird spiky thing going which they thought was great and everyone else thought needed brushing. And each year they'd rely on Carla Espinosa and her nurses to keep their proverbial chestnuts out of the fire.
The Latino nurse sat at reception watching the first batch come in. First, a surgeon with a tendency to high-five and a habit of pointing down at his crotch in a manner which suggested he was compensating, followed by a nervous looking doctor who was sure to kill all the patients who were assigned to him. Then came a doctor who'd overdosed on gel, Carla watched vaguely interested as he placed a penny in the door - that was sure to get the janitor riled. Immediately he was followed by a black surgeon, whom Carla would, in another world, have thought was handsome, but in this one was so obviously gay for wire haired doc.
"Hello," Nurse Roberts lowered her glasses to look over the top of the frames, "Flustered blonde doctor at ten o'clock."
Keeping her chin rested on her hand Carla swung her head in the direction indicated by her friend. She was right, the newcomer was flustered, rushing in late, blowing the bangs away from her face and glancing around hoping that no-one could see that one of her heels had chosen this moment to get stuck in the door's trench. Yeah, this one was a walking bundle of insecurities wrapped in a bubble wrap of bimboness. She was also cute, something Nurse Roberts also noticed as she gave Carla a knowing look, "She's just your type."
"Please," replied Carla with exaggerated politeness, "That one's cheerleader territory."
"As I said, just your type," Nurse Roberts said dryly. Carla gave a small scowl, she had known Laverne Roberts for close to eight years and her friend was right, the new blonde intern was exactly the type Carla went for - sexy, hot and totally clueless. Carla continued to look at the young woman, struggling to pull out her heel without falling over. Sighing she got up from her seat, ignoring Laverne's smirk and stepped from behind the desk; it was hardly her fault she liked pretty blondes who needed mothering, it was just the top in her.
"Lean on my shoulder for balance," she said as she walked over to the blonde, "Then bend your knee and twist slightly; it'll come out."
The blonde did as she was told, always a good sign, wiggling her heel free. Once it was out she looked at Carla, with a look of gratitude on her face, blowing a bang free from her face before saying, "I'm Elliot Reid. Dr Elliot Reid. I know, I know Elliot's a boy's name, my father thought that giving me a male name would help me in Medical School. He thought that something like Kate would hold me back. And what do you know he was right -- here I am, first day on the job, as a Doctor."
Carla waited until the nervous monologue was over, using the time to check that close up Elliot was as cute as she appeared moments before. She was, and she'd got on a very delightful perfume as well, a flowery and fresh fragrance that delighted the nurse's nostrils as much as intern's slender body delighted her eyes. Elliot paused, Carla wasn't sure whether it was because she had finished or to draw breath, but she stepped in anyway, "Nurse Carla Espinosa. You shouldn't wear high heels." She mentally grimaced, she wanted to create a good impression on the new intern and telling her off after three words wasn't necessarily the way to do it.
Luckily Elliot didn't seem insulted, "I know sensible pumps. I thought about them, but you know how it is first day at work, everybody's so judgmental I didn't want to spend my entire future here being known as sensible shoes girl; I had enough of that at High School."
There was a piercing whistle, "Barbie..." Elliot looked around, a look of confusion on her face.
Carla gave her a nudge, "He means you... That's Dr Cox, but don't worry about him his bark is worse than his bite."
Which was lucky as his bark was pretty bad. Carla stepped away, gracefully walking back to her place in the nurses reception, as Dr Cox treated the new Doctor to his own trademarked withering scorn. The blonde seemed to wilt under his firepower, a long winded monologue, but with every word precisely chosen. Carla put her hand under her chin and smiled; she wondered if Elliot was single.
*
"So what's the story?" Carla took a seat in the canteen opposite Laverne and gave a brief nod towards Elliot Reid, who was sitting at another table loosing a battle with a juice carton and a straw.
"She treats patients like pin cushions, that's the story," said Laverne grumpily, "Three different patients and she can't get an IV tube in any of them."
"Be nice Laverne, all the interns have difficulties at first, we should be offering them support."
"What about offering support to Dr Murphy instead of banishing him to the store cupboard?"
"He killed two patients today and that's on top of the four yesterday and three on Monday," replied Carla, "Elliot is a much more promising doctor, she just needs some confidence."
"You're just saying that because you want in her panties," Laverne responded. She gave her younger friend a fixed glare.
Carla nodded and grinned, "Do I have a chance? Did she tell you anything about herself."
"Sister, following that girl on rounds means I know her whole life story. The name of her first goldfish; I got it. What she thought of elementary school? The boys were mean and the girls meaner. And her prom dress was made of blue silk and was a two sizes too big as her Mom thought she'd grow into it."
"So she's a little talkative, and a bit disaster prone and not to good with school children. Hey, I get it, no-body's perfect... not even me," Carla grinned, "But what about now?"
"I'm just warning you that's she the type who put the dumb into blonde." Laverne sighed and shrugged, "And you just want to put her under your wing."
"Strictly I want to have sex with her," smiled Carla, "So?"
"She's single; last girlfriend cheated on her with her best friend, another one pretended to be dead to break up and she caught her High School sweetheart naked in bed with her Mom; her love life makes me glad I've Mr Roberts."
"Good; I mean good she's single not that she caught a girl in bed with her Mom; that'd be kinda icky."
"Hmmpff," said Laverne, leaving it open whether she was agreeing that catching your girlfriend and Mom banging was gross or if she was just commenting on Carla's obvious attraction to Elliot despite all she'd been told about the blonde.
"Wish me luck," said Carla sliding back her chair as she saw Elliot's friends JD and Turk get up, leaving the sexy intern alone. She walked over to Elliot. "How's it going?" she asked in a friendly voice.
Blowing a bang away from her face Elliot looked up, her expression was distraught, "Oh," she said in surprise that anyone was talking to her in a voice that was lower than a hundred decibels.
"Let me," said Carla. She took the carton from the blonde and without any problem speared the little foil covering, before handing it back. "Here," she said and sat down, "So how is it going?"
Elliot gratefully took the carton, squeezing it a little too much and spurting the liquid over her scrubs. She began to brush them down, "Terrible. Everyone's shouting at me. I can't seem to get that tube in anyone and some of the patients say my hands are cold. It's not like Medical School at all..."
"It gets better," said Carla smiling. She reached out and touched Elliot's hand, it wasn't really cool, though the blonde shivered a little. "They seem fine to me. Trust me I'm a nurse." Carla grinned, keeping her hand on Elliot for a little longer than was needed to gauge a temperature and when she withdrew them keeping it inches away, like her hand was a cougar waiting to spring.
"Thanks, you're the first person who says anything nice to me. Dr Cox keeps calling me Barbie and Dr Kelso barely talks to me at all."
"Ignore them, they do that to all the new interns, they're just bitter and twisted, " Carla replied; the blonde had the most beautiful eyes.
"I guess. This place just gets to me. I'm starting to have dreams about Dr Cox singing opera whilst dressed as a clown."
That made Carla stifle a snort of laughter; if there was one person she couldn't see doing either of those things it was Perry Cox. "You better not tell him, he's egocentric enough without thinking he's invading his intern's dreams as well." Elliot nodded and Carla smiled, "What you need to do is to something fun in your downtime."
There was another nod from Elliot, "I've got some medical textbooks I really need to read."
"I was thinking something more relaxing," Carla said with a touch of exasperation; Elliot might be listening, but like many a smart doctor she wasn't quick on the uptake, "Go out for a meal."
"I don't like eating out on my own."
"You could go with someone," Carla flashed her most charming smile.
"I don't know anywhere," responded Elliot.
"I know this lovely little bistro, good food, great atmosphere. I could take you there," Carla said.
"Okay, that sounds good," said Elliot chirpily. Then she paused and frowned nervously, "Are you asking me on a date?"
"Yes," replied Carla, suddenly she felt as nervous as an intern, "I am."
"Coolio," Elliot beamed sharply, all perky and pretty again, "Just checking. Once I was out with this girl from college and I didn't know. I was thinking she wanted to just crib some notes from a lecture she'd missed, but she was thinking I'd agree to a heavy make out session after going to a strip-joint. It didn't end well, not for the dancers anyway..."
"Is that a yes? We could go for a drink first and then a meal. Saturday night good for you?" Carla smiled.
*
Elliot's face fell as she looked in the mirror; the dress just wasn't right. The cleavage was way to far down and the hem to far up; it made her tits look bigger than they were and her legs slimmer and longer -- it would give Carla a false impression that she was more sexy than she really was. She took it off and replaced it with a longer dress, staring at it the mirror. It didn't work either, she didn't want to appear a total slut, but she didn't want to appear a prude either; or did she? She wasn't sure -- everyone agreed that dating was a minefield, but to Elliot it was a minefield, patrolled by seriously evil killer cats and with random planes dropping bombs from overhead, one wrong word and her date would realise how seriously neurotic she was. More than one attractive girl had backed away, never to return a phone call, after an evening of Elliot insanity; and she didn't want that to happen with Carla -- the nurse was way to attractive.
Thinking about Carla set Elliot off on another panic trail; how far was did the nurse expect her to go? A quick peck on the cheek at the end of the evening or on her back with her ankles tucked under her ears? And what did each mean? Was the peck you're repulsive or was it I respect you and want to take things slow? And what if it got to sex and Elliot went into one of her deranged states where she didn't want anyone to see her naked and hid in the bathroom -- she'd done that before. She forced herself to calm, trying to pretend that she wasn't insane. Easy, Elliot, easy, she thought, deep breaths and relax. The dress was wrong, or right if she just wanted end the evening, with the briefest touches of lips on her cheek -- her face cheek, not her butt; she'd got that confused before as well. No, the first dress was better. She slipped out of her Sunday best and into her party frock again.
She hoisted it up, closing her eyes as she pulled down her panties and dropped them in the laundry basket. From her drawer she took a pair of thongs, so daring and brief they hardly covered her bajingo and went deep into her ass crack when she sat. She hated them. But proper panties would spoil the line of the dress so closing her eyes she sat down on the bed and slid them on. She could feel them digging into her recently shorn hoohoo; she'd kept her eye open whilst doing that -- lessons had been learnt from her first shaving experience.
It only took her five minutes to choose a pair of heels that weren't too slutty or sensible and which she had enough control over she wouldn't fall flat on her face as soon as she stepped outside the front door. Blowing the bang away from her mouth she left her apartment and headed to the taxi driving who'd been waiting outside for twenty minutes, racking up the tab.
Unluckily Carla was there first, destroying any last chance of hiding in the toilets whilst ringing the nurse's cell-phone to say she'd come down with a really virulent strain of measles. The Latino nurse stood up as Elliot entered, showing she had seen her, which made it impossible to duck down and crawl out. Forcing a smile Elliot walked over to the bar. "You looking stunning, that dress is suits your figure," Carla said. She reached round and gave Elliot a quick embrace of welcome, the doctor feeling proud that she embraced Carla hesitantly back -- nothing killed an evening quicker than pushing your date over on your backside. "I've got you a white wine," Carla said as they sat "That okay?"
"Yes, how did you know I only drink white?" replied Elliot, making a mental note to throw the two bottles of red back in her apartment in the trash. "You're looking nice as well." That wasn't a lie, the Latino was wearing a sexy open top blouse that showed some cleavage and a pair of tight jeans.
"Oh this, it's nothing, it's just nice not to be wearing my uniform."
"I know what you mean," replied Elliot, "My scrubs make my butt look massive." She went red, but Carla just smiled and picked up the menu.
"For starters you should have the Glazed Shrimp," she said, automatically picking out what they were both going to eat. Elliot nodded gratefully, agreeing with everything her date suggested -- it was much easier if someone chose for her, it prevented her accidentally ordering something that Carla was allergic to or mispronouncing a word so badly the waiter brought her the wrong thing. It turned out Carla's choices were good ones; the food was tasted good and was well within a low paid intern and nurse's budgets. Gradually Elliot began to relax, especially after Carla refilled her glass a few times, and if she let out a bit of crazy, Carla laughed it off.
"I'll take the check," Carla smiled at the waiter as he placed it on the table.
"No, let me," Elliot reached out for the slip of paper and felt for her purse and credit card.
"No, it's my treat. I asked you. I should pay."
"It's alright," Elliot said, "I can afford it."
They both paused and smiled, it was the first hint of an argument they'd had all night. Carla reached for it again, "I'll pay," she said in a firm tone, which made Elliot quiver a little in excitement. Carla smiled again at Elliot, "My apartment's nearby, what do you say you come over for coffee?"
Caffeine always kept Elliot awake, but it would be worth it for an extra hour with Carla. She nodded, "That'd be great. Do you have decaf?"
Carla gave her a funny look "I'm sure I have."
"Good, because caffeine keeps me up all night and then I'm a nightmare in the morning. I mean a real disaster, stumbling around like I'm drunk and that's not what you want when you're trying to stick a needle in a vein."
Carla smiled, "I'm ten minutes away so we can walk."
"Okay," Elliot replied.
Outside there just a hint of breeze, but the temperature was pleasant and the sky cloudless. Elliot slipped her hand into Carla's. The older nurse gave it a squeeze, her index finger rubbing gently at Elliot's knuckles as she did so. Hand in hand they walked down the sidewalk, Elliot almost bouncing with happiness, especially as she managed to resist the temptation to swing Carla's hand like they were two ten year olds on a school trip. The walk was more like twenty minutes than ten, though they had been walking slowly, a combination of the perfection of the night and Elliot's inability to remain on her heels and go at any speed. Carla opened the door to the apartment and pressed the button on the elevator. As they waited for it to descend Elliot moved to stand opposite Carla, lifting the other's hands with her fingers so the two of them were in a small rectangle. She smiled, "I had a really great night."
"Me too," said Carla.
"I'm always really bad at dating, but you made it go really well... you didn't even mind when I knocked over the wine glass over your meal."
"No biggie, it gave it flavour," Carla smiled. She took a step forward.
Elliot shivered with fear and anticipation. Was this the part of the night where Carla kissed her? Or would they wait until the apartment? Or perhaps not even then, she could be reading the whole thing wrong and Carla was just trying to be polite. But if Carla was trying to kiss her should she move forward to meet her? And would Carla want her to open her mouth or would it be more slow, tender, lips closed kiss? She was still trying to decide all this when Carla's mouth connected with hers.
And then it all came naturally...
At first Carla's lips lingered on hers; gently moving in a slow, seductive, sensual kiss. Elliot could feel the frisson of the nurse's touch, like electricity was flowing between them. Carla's fingers squeezed hers tightly, but tenderly, massaging the finger's joints and stroking down at the knuckles. But soon the kiss became wilder and more intense, Carla's mouth opening and her tongue pushing at Elliot's lips. The blonde opened them and let her date in. The elevator bell rang and its door opened as it arrived. Neither woman broke and it closed again. After a few moments Carla's hand hit the call button and the doors reopened, but again she made no move to enter and they slowly slid back together. Elliot wondered if Carla's action had been an excuse to let go of her hand and replace it on the blonde's butt; if it was that was fine as Elliot found that she enjoyed Carla's touch on her buttocks.
The two of them were locked in place, passionately slurping each others faces, exploring each others mouths. And if Elliot's hands remained by her side Carla was making up for it by using her to squeeze and grip at the doctors lovely round butt. As Carla's tongue prodded in again, swirling round her mouth, Elliot was relieved that she hadn't made any disastrous faux-pas, at least not yet. Carla seemed more than satisfied with Elliot's reactions, or at least she was still making out, not pushing her away and rescinding the offer of coffee.
There was a ping from the elevator. Part of Elliot's brain realised that Carla's hand hadn't left her butt to call it, just seconds before a middle aged black man gave a polite cough, "Excuse."
"Oh sorry," Elliot almost tripped over her feet as she disentangled herself from Carla and moved far away from the elevator door. She blew back her bangs and rubbed hard at her mouth as if that would remove the evidence she'd just been involved in a very heavy, and public make out.
Carla seemed less concerned, only taking a few steps away to allow the man to pass. She gave him a polite 'hi' as he did so and a nod of neighbourly recognition. Once he'd past her she stepped into the elevator, holding open the doors, "Let's go get that coffee."



"Sure, yeah. Oh God your neighbour will think we're sluts..."
"Let him," smiled Carla. She looked so relaxed about it Elliot could have kissed her some more, at least if there hadn't been a risk that if she did so the elevator door would open again and expose her making out to anyone passing by in the corridor.
Carla's apartment was compact, but neat and well-ordered, with prints on the wall and a couch in front of the TV. The Latino put her keys in a little bowl atop a coffee table next to the door, "Decaf right?" Elliot nodded and Carla said, "Make yourself comfortable, I'll just get it on."
She walked into the small kitchen and Elliot took a seat on the couch. There was no way she could be comfortable in an apartment where someone else had pooed, but years of experience had taught her how to fake normalcy, or near to it anyway. She widened her mouth in a smile and sat bolt upright, her legs crossed and hands clasped round her knee and waited for Carla. The sexy Latino nurse wasn't long, reappearing after a minute or two. She sat down next to Elliot, so close that the blonde could smell her perfume. "I've left it brewing," she explained, "Now where were we?"
"Where were we where?" asked Elliot in momentary confusion. She got her answer as Carla's mouth closed on hers, her soft lips pressing at Elliot's, her tongue probing forward to resume its exploration. Elliot opened her mouth and closed her eyes, letting the nurse's tongue go where it would. It felt good. Carla's hands took her wrists and guided them to the Latino's legs, keeping hold of them as she rubbed the palms up and down her thighs. Once she let go Elliot continued to massage, stroking the denim and legs beneath. The blonde Doctor started to relax and go with the flow...
... for at least five seconds. Carla fingers slid under the straps on Elliot's dress bringing them down over her shoulders and to lie loosely on the top of her arms. Elliot jumped, squeaking like a mouse, her head shooting back and her hands switching from gently massaging Carla's thighs to tightly gripping her own. The Latino nurse jerked slightly, frowning as she looked at Elliot, "Are you alright?"
Elliot thought quickly, "Yes. Lockjaw." She quickly worked her mouth round, opening and closing it, before smiling, "All better now."
Carla looked at her like she would look at a sick child, "You sure? I'm not going too fast?"
'Of course, you're going to fast', Elliot wanted to scream. She was so self-conscious that she would have preferred a more dates, say around a hundred before any physical intimacy such as kissing and a few hundred more before she was ready for her date to start to peel off her dress. However, no-one seemed to have the patience and if she didn't go beyond her comfort zone she'd die an old maid, so she shook her head. "Exactly the right speed," she smiled. And then her mouth carried on as it normally did when she was stressed, "You could even go a bit faster."
"Really," smiled Carla, "If you're happy with that..." She reached behind Elliot's back, her fingers exploring for the zip. Luckily her head was resting on Elliot's shoulder so she didn't see the blonde's terrified expression as she slowly unzipped the dress half way down Elliot's back. The blonde quickly straightened her face and tried to appear as if it was no big deal as Carla carried on, sliding down the dress so it uncovered Elliot's boobs. The nurse's hands shifted from front to back, fondling the blonde's tits, "Very nice," she smiled, "Very sexy." She gave them a squeeze.
"Are you sure? I think my milk jugs are a little small and if you look closely I swear the left is bigger than my right."
"They feel the same size," Carla gave them another squeeze, "and they're the perfect size for my hands... and my mouth."
Elliot gave a squeak as Carla descended onto her breast and began kissing and sucking it, her lips brushing round the areola and her teeth teasing the nub itself. As her mouth played with the tits her hands were on Elliot's thighs, pushing upwards. They slid under the dress and continued. Elliot's hands were still holding her legs and she retreated as Carla advanced until she ran out of room and had no choice but to lift them and place them on the sofa. Still Carla continued, her soft palms sliding down the insides of Elliot's thighs going higher until they were at the top of her legs and just inches from her hoohoo.
"Do you want to see mine?" Carla pulled back just in time. She didn't wait for a reply undoing her blouse all the way and dropping it off. She was wearing a sexy red lace up bra beneath. Elliot could feel her bajingo heating in excitement as Carla pushed her chest forward for the doctor's delectation; Elliot didn't think much of her own body, but she had no problem with other people's, especially Carla. The Latino reached behind her back and began to undo her bra. Elliot would have helped except that she was terrible at taking other women's bras off, always snapping something or getting it tangled.
"So what do you think?" Carla said as she dropped her bra to the floor.
Elliot's mouth was dry. She swallowed, "They're beautiful, much better than mine; they're bigger and more bouncy."
"Yours are lovely and firm," smiled Carla, as she moved forward. Her hands took Elliot's moving the blonde's to her titties. "Squeeze them, play with them."
Doing as she was told Elliot began to fondle Carla's bosom. They felt as good as they looked, plump and juicy, her fingers pressed into them. Carla's hands meanwhile began to play again with Elliot's, rubbing and stroking the nipples between her fingers and thumbs making them erect like little pebbles. Her mouth moved onto Elliot's and again she began to kiss her, her tongue sliding into the blonde's. She was slower this time, but just as passionate, pushing deep and hard into Elliot. Carla's body moved closer, pushing away Elliot's hands. The blonde kept them on the sofa for a moment and then gingerly moved them to hold Carla's waist. The Latino kissed her harder, her tongue pressing further into Elliot. Closer and closer they got, so that Carla's hands fell away as well and their bodies were pushed together, their breasts brushing up and down each other, the nipples stiff and pointed.
Elliot found herself kissing back, her tongue playing with, Carla sliding over the women's wet lips and into her mouth. They moved and explored and probed and pressed, their tongues twisting round, tasting the other's saliva and massaging each other's mouths.
Elliot suddenly became aware that Carla's hands, which had been massaging her thighs, had moved. Elliot cast her eyes slightly downward and saw that Carla was unbuttoning her jeans. This time she managed to conceal her squeak, though she couldn't help but bring her head back. Carla grinned and undid her jeans pulling them down together with her panties, showing Elliot her lovely, tasty looking hoohoo. Elliot felt her breath coming faster and her cheeks warming; she knew it was dirty and wrong, but she loved other women's bajingo's and Carla's was even hotter looking than most; with a small brush of black hair above it, but otherwise smooth and succulent, the pink hole oozing with lust between two sexy lips. The nurse smiled, opening her legs wider to give Elliot an even better view, "So what do you think?"
"I want to eat it," said Elliot, "Can I?"
"You don't need to ask," smiled Carla, overestimating Elliot's self-confidence.
The blonde got to her knees and blew a bang out of the way of her face; there was nothing worse than sucking some hair in and choking as you tried to eat a hoohoo. The she opened her mouth and dived in, her tongue flashing forward into the hole. Carla gasped in pleasure as Elliot entered her, the blonde thrusting her face deep between the nurse's thighs and pressing her tongue as far in as it would go, pushing at the walls. She tasted as good as any bajingo Elliot had ever eaten, sweet and succulent. The blonde licked harder and harder, slurping down the tasty juice. Above her she could hear Carla's moans, "Oh, urrrhhh, ooooohhh, oh my God, eat my cunt, Elliot, eat my sweet twat."
Elliot lapped the juice down; it was yummy - wet hoohoo always was -- she loved it. But that wasn't the only reason she'd suggested going down on Carla, it was also that if she was eating Carla her own bajingo could remain covered. If she was lucky there might be a blackout and if Carla wanted to get at Elliot's womanly bits she do so in the dark.
"Oh fuck, that's right, that's the spot, lick my clit," squealed Carla.
Elliot did as she was told hammering her tongue at the small bud, rubbing over it and pressing it at the wall, making it quiver and shake under her licks. It made Carla squeal more, "Fuck, yes, fuck, fuck, yes Elliot, fuck me, fuck me with your tongue!" The Latino quivered in excitement, her body shuddering and her back arching as Elliot's tongue continued its work in bringing her to orgasm. Her pussy was wetter and wetter, the juice seeping from the walls and filling the hole. It slid over Elliot's tongue, its flavouring teasing the blonde's taste buds as she drunk it down. Carla shuddered more, her body quaking like there were bombs going off in her, "Aaaarrrghh fuccckkk, yesssss!"
Elliot could have continued on her knees, head between Carla's legs, eating the tasty treat, but Carla had other ideas. She pushed Elliot's head back, "That was great... now its my turn to do it to you."
"I'm good to carry on eating," said Elliot trying to keep the desperation out of her voice.
"Stand up and let's get that dress off," said Carla, ignoring her. Elliot stood, turning round so that as Carla slid down the dress she couldn't see her bajingo -- though how the thirtysomething was going to be able to eat without seeing it was a mystery.
"Thongs, very sexy," purred Carla and removed them from Elliot, pulling them down to her ankles and making the blonde step out of them."
"Seriously I'm happy to carry on licking, my tongue needs the exercise," said Elliot in a last desperate attempt to avoid having to display her hoohoo to someone.
It worked, kind of.
"We can lick each others together," said Carla, "and sixty nine."
There was little Elliot could do but agree.
"Get on your back, I'll go on top," Carla ordered.
Elliot did as she was told, lying down on the rug in front of the couch. She opened her legs a little, trying to conceal as much as she could. Carla stood above her, smiling and frowning at the same time; she wasn't the first date Elliot had left confused. "Open your legs wider," the nurse said, "otherwise I won't be able to get in." If meant Carla didn't get to see her hoohoo Elliot would have been good, but she couldn't say that. She reluctantly opened her legs wider. Looking down Carla gave a lascivious smile, "That's better, that's a really sexy pussy."
"Can we call it a bajingo?" asked Elliot plaintively, "I don't like the P word. Unless we're talking about cats in which case I don't mind it, though I don't like cats or rather they don't like me."
"Mmmnn, let me eat it up," Carla ignored the stream of Elliot insanity, which, the blonde was smart enough to know, was probably the best policy.
The sexy nurse lowered herself onto the younger doctor, pressing her hoohoo towards Elliot's face as she brought her own mouth down onto Elliot's bajingo. She started to lick it, pushing her tongue over the hole and the lips around it, teasing with a flicker, her teeth nibbling lightly at the labia, tugging them and gently biting. Elliot giggled in excitement, "Oh," she gasped as the Latino's mouth moved over her gap, making her hoohoo wet with excitement, "Oh yes." Carla's tongue flicked in again, a brief, tantalising, touch inside and then she was out again, kissing and licking at the flesh around the hole. Elliot quivered in anticipation; she only wished that Carla closed her eyes. The nurse's tongue slid into the hole, this time staying longer as it licked and lapped at the wet, soft flesh. "Uuurrhhh" Elliot quivered; it felt so good.
Above her Carla's hoohoo was so wet it was literally dripping; it was so inviting. Elliot slammed her mouth at it and began to munch, thrusting her tongue in and out of the soaking hole. It was as tasty and flavoursome as before, the sweet juice sliding over her tongue and over her tastebuds. She licked harder and harder, slamming her tongue deep. Whether it was her own lappings or whether Carla had decided she had teased enough the nurses tongue started to pound harder and faster, slamming down Elliot's hole, seeking her special spot. She found it and Elliot bucked, squealing her approval into Carla's hoohoo. The two of them slurped and licked hard, tongues pounding down and bodies quivering. Elliot's hands were resting on Carla's fanny, stroking at the cheeks, whilst Carla's were underneath Elliot's thighs, squeezing and gripping the flesh firmly.
"Mmmnn, uuummm, ohhhh, mnnnnnn," they moaned; gasping with delight, purring with pleasure, groaning in ecstasy. Their tongues moved faster and harder, dipping deep into the holes, slamming at clits, driving the other into orgasmic shrieks and rolls. Cum covered their mouths, as they made each other wetter and wetter, the juice mixing with saliva as the wet tongues collided with damp walls. "Mmmmnn, uuumm, ohhhh, mnnnnnn."
The excitement grew in Elliot, she could feel the feeling getting deeper and deeper, the ecstatic bliss becoming more intense with every sweep of Carla's tongue. She knew she was doing the same for Carla, the Latino quivering above her, her licks interspersed with passionate moans. Elliot lapped harder back, desperate to bring pleasure to Carla before she was blown away in her own orgasm. Carla squeaked louder, "Uuuuurrhhh, oooooohhh," lifting her head up, "ooooohhh, fuuuuckkk, yesssss" and coming down again, her tongue hammering hard.
"Oooooohhh," Elliot's back almost bent double as the orgasm hit her, a tsunami of pure pleasure wracking her making her bajingo zing, "Aaaarrrrghhh."
"Jeez, Elliot, you can lick cunt," Carla rolled off the blonde and sat against the couch breathing heavily.
Elliot sat beside her, picking up her dress and covering herself with it like a blanket. She blew a bang from her hair, "I was a hoohoo licking champion in my cheerleader squad at High School." She gave a sad face, "They never let me cheer though, they said I had two left feet. I was only in the squad because I could eat bajingos like others could eat ice-cream."
"They must have been some great ice-cream eaters at your school," grinned Carla.
That was a compliment wasn't it about? About how she kissed hoohoo. Elliot face brightened, "I enjoyed the practice."
"I could tell," Carla's hand slid under Elliot's dress, moving up the blonde's thigh to her bajingo. She touched it, running a finger over it and making Elliot quiver. The blonde knew it was dirty, but she loved it when someone's finger touched her there. The nurse smiled wider, continuing to move round the blonde's labia and the flesh round it. Elliot could feel the warmth between her legs, it was like an itch that couldn't be scratched, an ache that couldn't be healed; it was a hole that needed to be filled. Carla must have known it as her grin grew wider and her expression more lustful, "I want to fuck you. I want to put on my strap-on and bang that sweet pussy of yours."
They still hadn't had the coffee, but Elliot didn't think that Carla was offering it anymore; and even if she had been the doctor's hoohoo was so pained with carnal desire she'd have probably spilt it anyway. But she didn't want Carla to think she was a too easy, "Yes. But we have to do it under the covers, I'm not a complete slut." Carla raised an eyebrow in surprise and nodded. Elliot added her second condition, "And we've got to clean our teeth first."
"Okay," Carla said, "Have you got a toothbrush?"
Elliot always had a toothbrush, you never knew just when you were going to get an embarrassing piece of salad stuck between your teeth, "In my purse."
"Okay, do you want to go first?"
"Yes," Elliot nodded, "that way I can get under the covers whilst you're cleaning your teeth."
Carla nodded. Elliot waited for the Latino to stand up or at least close her eyes. The Latino looked at her, a slight frown covering her face, "Is there something wrong? I thought you were going to clean your teeth."
"I'm naked!" squeaked Elliot in panic. "I need to put my dress back on and I can't put it on when you're looking; you'll see my hoohoo."
"I want to see..." Carla grinned and Elliot nearly passed out. "I'll go into the kitchen." The Latino shook her head in bemusement as she stood up, ignoring the fact she was naked; Elliot wished she could be so brave.
*
Carla looked in the mirror, God she looked great for a woman past thirty; in fact she looked great for a woman who wasn't yet thirty. Her tits hadn't yet fallen to gravity and her stomach was firm, her thighs muscular and toned and her lips were still made for making out. The strap-on dangling from her pelvis was one of her favourites, a black ten incher with a oversized head and curved, twisting ridges which she knew gave the ultimate in satisfaction. From the main bedroom she could hear the switch off a light going off. She shook her head in bewilderment, Elliot was the complete package, young, sexy and cute, clever, funny and articulate, with her own place and a great future ahead of her. But she was the most neurotic, lunatic, bundle of insecurities that Carla had ever met -- and that included her stints working in the Psyche ward. And Carla wasn't absolutely sure that she wasn't falling for her...
She opened the door and to her bedroom. Even in the darkness she could see Elliot's pale face peaking above the covers drawn up to blonde's neck. She was tempted to switch on the light, to let Elliot see her standing their, naked and proud, but it might give the blonde doctor a panic attack and Carla really, really wanted to bang Elliot's sweet cunt. Instead she stood in the doorway, allowing the light from the bathroom to silhouette her, "Are you ready for me to fuck you with my big strap-on dick?"
The blonde nodded, "Yes. Can we keep our eyes closed?"
Carla didn't reply, mainly because she wanted to gaze at the hotness of Elliot Reid as she banged her. She walked over to the bed and pulled back the covers to slip in. She began to move over to Elliot, even as she was climbing on her the blonde pulling the duvet back over them both.
"You're so sexy," said Carla as she Carla lay her body over a nervous Elliot. The Latino was holding the dildo in her hand, trying to guide it in. Elliot's legs remained shut for a moment, her pussy squeezed shut between her thighs. Carla let go off the toy and pushed her hand between the blonde's legs. "Open wide," she grinned. For a moment it seemed Elliot was having second thoughts, but Carla forced her hand slightly higher, stroking at the edge of the pussy lips with her thumbs. Reluctantly Elliot's legs spread; there was a shiver in them -- in others Carla would have thought that was excited anticipation, with Elliot she wasn't so sure. She rubbed the blonde's pussy gently, not wanting to scare her.
"Mmnnn," Elliot gave a little moan and closed her eyes, her legs opening a little wider. Carla continued to massage the slit, brushing it with fingers and teasing it with her thumb, she could feel the wetness and hear the tiny little pants coming from Elliot, "Ohhh, mmmnn, urrrhhh," as slowly the blonde's legs spread exposing her pussy.
"I'm going to fuck you now," said Carla softly.
"Ooohhh, mmmnnn, urrrrhhh," Elliot moaned in reply. Carla continued to massage Elliot with one hand as with the other she eased the toy in. "Ooooooh, ohhhhh, urrrrhh, mmmnnnn" Elliot gave little grunts and cries and pants as Carla brought the dildo in, her legs moving wider open and her hands gripping the sheets under her.



Up Carla moved, the quilts flapping heavily around her and down, the a gust of cool air blowing over her as the cover came down like a fan. The toy slid into Elliot, the blonde squeezing her eyes tighter shut and letting out another guttural groan, "Oooooohhh." Up Carla pushed again, pausing for a moment to make sure she was angled right, and then down, the dildo thrusting deeper into the blonde. Elliot's back rose, making her titties bounce and she bit her lip, as a moan escaped from her pursed mouth, "Oooohhh."
She was so cute and sexy, thought Carla, as she continued to rise up and fall like she was doing press ups, her hands pressed into the bed either side of Elliot. The blonde let go off the sheet and slid her arms round Carla's neck. Carla went a little harder, thrusting the toy into the blonde's sweet shaven snatch, pressing it deep it the hole. Elliot's moans got louder, her back arching, "Ooohhhh."
"Yes, God yes," moaned Carla, the toy was playing back at her own cunt, sending waves of sexual pleasure vibrating through her as she fucked the blonde. Elliot was groaning louder, her fingers lightly caressing the back of Carla's neck and her body slowly rising to meet the Carla's downward plunges. Carla sped up, mentally daring Elliot to keep up with her.
It was a like a switch had been flicked. The blonde exploded with passion, her body bucking hard and fast in time with Carla and her legs wrapping round the nurse's body, her feet pushing up at the covers bouncing as she kicked at it. "Yesssss," Elliot screamed, "Yessssss. Oooooohhhh, aaaaaargggghhh, yesssss!" Her shout reverberated around the room, the high pitched yells so loud they were almost deafening. The blonde doctor's body pushed up, twisting and writhing as she met Carla's thrusts. Carla could feel their bodies colliding, Elliot's legs gripping at her and her hands no longer caressing the Latino's neck, but more like claws scratching at her back. Elliot shrieked louder, a cry of pure pleasure, "Aaaaarrrghhh, aaaaaiiieeee, yessssss!" Her eyes remained closed.
Carla pounded down faster and harder, vigorously slamming her strap-on into Elliot's soaking, sexy, slit. Beneath her Elliot's titties were wobbling, brushing and bouncing against her own larger pair. Both women's nipples were erect and hard, the nubs like little mountains, butting and bashing at each other. God, the blonde, was so fuckable, with her sweet pussy and pert, round titties and firm, toned body. The strap-on continued to press at Carla's cunt, making her hotter and wetter, stirring her innards into a twist of pleasure. She went harder, "Oh my God, Elliot, this is so good. You're such a good fuck."
"Aaaaarrrghhh, oooooohhh, aaaaaarggghhh," Elliot bucked in reply, her body straining as she came. Her face closed on Carla's and the Latino stopped banging the blonde to concentrate on a passionate make-out, their tongues intertwining and their lips moving in a wordless, though slurp filled, mouthing. "MMmnnn," Elliot broke after a few seconds her head falling on the pillow as her chest pushed up, lifting Carla, "Mmnnn, yes, mmmmnnn." Carla resumed the fucking turning Elliot's moans and groans into full-on shrieks within moments; "Aaaaargggh, yessssss, aaaarrghhh."
Elliot's nails scratched at the Latino, Carla knew there would be the red marks of passion down her back the next morning. But it hardly hurt, not compared to the pleasure and excitement sweeping through her pussy. She could feel a quiver in her thighs, the orgasm flooding out and down, tensing her and relaxing her and driving her to go faster and faster into Elliot. "Uuurrhh," she panted , "Shit, Elliot, shit you're making me cum baby, do you hear me? you're making me cum. Uuuurrhhh, oooohhh."
Elliot screamed louder, "Aaaaaarrrghhh, yesssssss, aaaaarggghh" The blonde was being swept away in waves of pleasure, her body shaking and shuddering from endless orgasms. Carla could feel the blonde's heated flush; every thrust down making Elliot hotter and redder, making sweat drip from her. With the duvet above her Carla was sweating as well, she longed to throw it off, but she didn't know how Elliot would react, nor did she want to find out. Instead she pounded up and down, the trying to make the duvet flap fast enough to act as a fan to cool her. It sent waves of cool air over her, but not enough, and the harder she moved the hotter she got until she was soaking with sweat, it running down her body in rivulets. She moved harder and faster, making the duvet flap and Elliot shriek "Yessssss, aaaarrggghhh, aiiiieeeee, aaaarrrghhh."
The dildo went in deep, slamming down the wet hole. Cum was leaking from both the fucker and the fucked, the juice covering their lips and the flesh around, dripping and bouncing from their bodies, covering the toy and its mount. Carla slipped it in further, bending her back and ramming it down at a new angle; the thrusts continuing to drive Elliot into paroxyms of pleasure. The blonde squeezed her eyes even tighter shut, like she was desperate not to open them and bounced back against Carla, thrusting herself up with the Latino and then dropping down as Carla pounded into her. Faster, they moved, in unison, a passionate, lustful rhythm, making the bed bounce and squeak.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck," Carla gasped. "Oooohhh, urrrrhhh, urrrrhhhh," she came again. She couldn't believe that Elliot was such a great bang; she had been sure she'd be good, hoping she'd be great and that she'd get a chance to find out. But she hadn't believed the blonde would be sex on a stick. She was still insatiable, banging and bouncing, squealing and shrieking, shuddering, shaking, quivering, quaking as Carla slipped the dildo in and out, deep and fast, hard, brutal, vigorous. Carla could feel herself panting with exhaustion, the sweat dripping off her, the muscles in her arms and thighs aching as she lifted herself again and again. But it was worth it, worth it for the feel of Elliot's supersexy, bangable body beneath hers. "Fuck, oh fuck, this is heaven, you're so hot," gasped Carla.
"Aaaaarrrghh, yessssss, aaaaiiiieeeee," Elliot shrieked again, so loud and so passionately it was a wonder a vocal chord didn't split with a twang. "Aaaaaarrrghhh, yessssss, arrrrrrgggggghhh!"
The blonde's legs gripped at Carla's thighs, rubbing her knees over the Latino's flesh as her hands clawed at the Latino's back, encouraging her in harder and harder. Carla could hardly speak, panting as she pounded in and out, she too consumed by a lustful excitement. Up and down, up and down, screams, pants, cries, grunts combining with the sounds of rubber ramming over wet cunt and two naked bodies smacking together. Fast, hard, passionately they came together, sweaty and shiny beneath the covers, cum leaking and dripping from them, the liquid soaking the sheets below them. Carla felt herself cum again, a bomb exploding in her twat, making her cry out. Elliot was louder, her shrieks waking the dead, or at least the neighbours. Carla shuddered and came down again and again, ramming her toy into Elliot.
Until she collapsed exhausted, rolling off the blonde and onto the bed. For a few seconds Elliot lay still, then she opened her eyes, looking across at Carla. A slow smile spread against her face, "I liked that."
It took Carla a few more moments to bring her ragged breathing enough under control to reply, "So I see. I liked it too."
"We should do it again," said Elliot.
"Is this you asking for a second date?" Carla smiled.
"If you like," said Elliot blushing, "but we don't have too if you don't."
"I do," grinned Carla, " I really do."
*
If you have any views on this or any other of my stories, please e-mail me.
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Lane Kim strode confidently into the hotel lobby and walked directly over to the elevator, not even glancing at the reception or the bellboy. It was how her escort agency boss – Madam might be a more accurate description – had told her to act when visiting a client; you had to look like you belonged there, not that you were a high class prostitute going to see a John. Or a Jill in this case. Rory stuck her hands in the pocket of her long coat and waited for the elevator to descend. Her fingers touched a piece of paper, on which she had scribbled the room number and the name of the hotel – a middle range chain in the outer suburbs of Hartford. She didn’t need to pull it out, she had memorised the room as she had the instructions of what her client wanted.
The bell to the elevator dinged as the doors opened. Lane stepped in and pressed the floor number. A man in a suit followed her in and he gave a polite nod. She gave a non-committal one back just enough to acknowledge they were two strangers trapped together in an enclosed space. He didn’t give her another glance, instead looking at his watch. With her glasses, smart bag over her shoulder and long, buttoned dark coat he probably thought she was an young looking professional. It would have shocked him that underneath she was wearing a sexy schoolgirl uniform, the skirt well up her thigh and the blouse tied across her midriff leaving her stomach bare. No panties either. The client wasn’t looking for an accurate representation of the schoolgirl look, more a sexual fantasy.
The bell on the lift dung again and the doors began to open. “My floor,” said Lane and stepped out, leaving the businessman glancing at his watch again.
The teen looked at the room signs and turned left, following them down the corridor. She could feel her pussy tingling with excitement - it always did. Some of the women did escort work for the money. Not Lane, sure it was a bonus to find yourself several hundred dollars richer and she loved slipping the money in her tin under the floorboards. But she didn’t need it, she made more from dealing pot and a little coke. No, she had joined the escort business because she was a naughty little nympho and this way she could get plenty of fucks and sucks.
She stopped at the door and undid her coat, so that the client could see what she was wearing. She was sure the woman would like it; it was suitably sluttish. Most of her clients were men, so it was a nice change to have a woman, especially when she was going to be the dominant one – not that she didn’t enjoy being bottomed or banged by guys, they were fun as well. In fact Lane hadn’t yet found any pairing or act she hadn’t liked. She licked her lips to brighten the gloss and pushed her chest out a little so that her pop-up bra and unbuttoned shirt conspired to make her titties seem even bigger and bouncier than they were. Her knuckles rapped at the door.
It swung open so quickly that the client must have been waiting on the other side of it.
“Lane,” the Jill gasped in shock.
“Lorelai,” Lane replied, equally surprised.
*
Lane stood in front of the mirror touching up her make-up; she always did it at Rory’s house – her own Mom thinking that lipstick and eye-shadow was the work of, if not the devil, at least someone who was probably going to end up sharing the afterlife with him. The teen pursed her lips, rubbing them together to clear any excess and make sure the gloss was even. Very cute, she thought to herself, and fuckable, which was the main thing.
She turned from the full-length mirror and towards her friend. Rory was wearing jeans and nothing else, frowning in concentration as she looked at a couple of bras on the bed, one a blue which matched her denims, the other as black as coal. “Which one?” she asked Lane nervously.
The choice was easy. Lane pointed to the nearest, “That one.” Rory put it on, sliding the cups over her titties, pushing them up and together. Lane smiled, “It’ll soon be off anyway; I don’t think the guys are looking for a fashion show.”
“It’s still important to look good,” said Rory and gestured for a white pullover, which was crumpled over the chair next to Lane. Her friend passed it her and she pulled it over her head; it was tight and thinner that it looked, the outline of the bra visible. The teen moved her head, pulling any hair strands that had been stuck in the sweater out and letting them hang loose. “You could come as well,” she smiled cheerfully, but Lane had been her friend long enough to know that Rory was nervous.
“Pass me your old blazer,” Lane said. Rory passed it to her, the smile still on her face. Lane took it and looked it over; Rory had removed the badge on the pocket, leaving it a darker colour than the surrounds, but apart from that it looked fine – the perfect complement to the rest of her slutty schoolgirl outfit. She shrugged it on and turned to the mirror, yes, that worked. She turned back to Rory, “You’ll be good.”
“But two guys… at once,” Rory smile’s faltered and her anxious face came to the fore. Then her smile beamed up again as if an idea had just popped into her head, though Lane suspected that it had been their for a while, “We could put them off until tomorrow and then take one each.”
Lane was almost tempted, she seldom said ‘no’ to dick. But Mrs Kim was aware that Lorelai was away at a hospitality event overnight and that Rory was alone, her Mama wasn’t naïve and knew that meant loud music and, despite her strict admonitions, a glass of wine. It had been with some reluctance the older Kim had agreed her teenage daughter could spend the night at Rory’s, thinking it would prevent Rory being tempted to invite a boy round. But in return Lane would need to spend extra time cleansing her soul and a Sunday afternoon’s bible reading beckoned. Lane picked up a joint, pushed the bedroom window open a little more and lit the weed. She sucked it and turned to Rory, offering her friend some. She waited until Rory had taken it and sucked in a lung full before replying, “No, you take them.”
“You sure? Their big dicks, your tight ass? It’s your thing. And you’re better at negotiating than me, I always get tongue tied.”
“I’m going to get my full of pussy tonight, with a Milf with a schoolgirl fetish so it’s not like I’m going without,” Lane took the pot back and took another puff. It was good stuff, “You’ll be fine, I’ve already done the talking; two grand of pot and one grand of coke for two and a half and your ass and pussy. The guys know you’ve not done DP before, but Aaron says neither has Walt, so they’re not expecting porn star style. Anyway once they’re in you, all you have to do is squeak and squeal, they’ll do all the work.”
“Okay,” said Rory. She didn’t sound totally convinced.
Lane grinned, “Honestly, Rory, it’s as easy as falling of a log. And take it from me, you know how much you love one cock, two’s not just twice as good it’s orgasm squared.”
“Sure,” Rory smiled; it was still one which was tinged with anxiety, but it was also one of acceptance. Lane didn’t worry about her friend, she knew Rory would be fine, she’d been exactly the same when they’d gone round to give away her virginity and the teen had loved that. Rory was just a bit of a nervous nympho at times.
“I’ve told the Aaron we’ll go fifty-fifty on the profits,” said Lane, “We just go straight down the middle with our half.”
“Cool,” Rory nodded. “I can get it ready tomorrow afternoon, weigh it all up and get the prices.” She looked a lot more confident now she was talking Math rather than sex.
“Keep some for us,” said Lane. It was her time to look nervous - it would be her and Rory’s first deal, it was important they got it sold; otherwise, no matter how good a fuck Rory Aaron wouldn’t be offering them a dealership again. “I can sell seven fifty dollars worth of coke for double that to your ex, Jesse reckons he can shift it to a friend in New York. You sure you can get rid of the rest and the pot?”
“Louise and Madeline have promised to help shift it round school in return for a small cut of the profits.”
“Good,” said Lane. She forced herself to relax and took another drag of the pot. Time to change the subject, “So how am I looking?”
“Whoever that Milf is, she’s in for the banging of her life,” grinned her friend.
*
For a few moments Lorelai Gilmore and Lane Kim just stood there, looking at each other. Lane’s brain working overtime – wrong room? No, she had it memorised. Lorelai’s long lost twin? Not unless the twin also knew a Korean cutie called Lane. Lorelai was the client? The door had opened supernaturally quickly, like Lorelai had been on the other side waiting and the Milf was prepared for a guest, her lips recently glossed and her dress both cheap and short and revealing. Lane’s brain clicked round again and she smiled, slipping into professional mode, “Hello, I’m Lane Kim. I’m a naughty schoolgirl.”
She entered the hotel room, pushing aside Lorelai who made no effort to stop her. There was a brown envelope on the desk. Lane walked over to it and peeked inside; inside was a bundle of ten dollar bills; she didn’t need to count it to know there was five hundred dollars – she was expensive, but - as Lorelai was about to find – worth it. She turned back to the stunned looking Milf and waved at her with the envelope, “For me?” Lorelai nodded soundlessly. Lane smiled at her, “I don’t need to count it, I trust you,” she said and slid it into the inside pocket of her coat, before immediately sliding out of it and hanging it over a comfy seat in the corner of the roof.
She turned back to Lorelai; the Milf seemed to be recovering from her shock, a gleam in her eye as she looked at Lane in the short skirt and tied up blouse, the teen’s cleavage very definitely on show. The teen moved to a more seductive pose, putting a hand on her waist and punching her chest out. She let Lorelai admire her slender body and toned stomach, showing her Mom’s friend the sensual, wicked side of Lane that she had never seen before. After all Lorelai had paid a lot for her…
“I wasn’t expecting you,” Lorelai pulled her gaze from Lane’s cleavage and for the first time looked her in the face. “I don’t normally do this type of thing.”
Lane saw she was blushing as she spoke, but she wasn’t denying she’d hired her. The teen smiled, it wasn’t the first time she’d had to calm a nervous client, “I do.”
Lorelai eyes flicked down and she licked her lips, “Do you? I mean… have you? What about…?” she trailed off.
Lane wasn’t sure exactly what Lorelai was asking, but she guessed it might be how good girl Lane Kim had come to be bad girl Lane. Lane shrugged and smiled, “I don’t discuss my personal life with clients,” she replied politely. Lorelai wasn’t the first customer who’d wanted to ask her questions about how she’d ended up as an escort or why, though she was the first who knew her Stars Hollow alter ego. Lane was used to batting the questions aside, as a professional Lane didn’t hold with personal talk, though if she had wanted to reply the answer was simple - it paid well and fucking was fun.
Lorelai nodded and blushed a little more, though she closed the door behind her, suggesting that even if she was still not comfortable she was close to deciding that as Lane was here they might as well fuck. Lane helped her in her decision making by undoing an extra button on her blouse, exposing more of her black bra and the round mounds it was covering. Lane walked over to the desk and took out her exercise book and a pen, putting them down on the blotter, even though her back was turned aware that all the time Lorelai’s eyes were feasting on her. She deliberately bent over, as she went into her bag and letting her skirt ride up her thighs and cling tightly to her shapely behind. She remained in position a few moments, knowing that she was driving up Lorelai’s libido, before she turned to the Milf and pretending she was searching for something, though in reality she had found it immediately. She straightened with the strap-on panties in her hand and opened a drawer and slid them in. Lorelai’s eyes followed the toy, before moving back to Lane as she turned and ran a finger between her cleavage “So you want to do it?”
“Yes,” said Lorelai and she blushed again, turning her head slightly to avoid looking Lane in the eye.
The teen smiled, this would be fun, she hadn’t ever really thought about doing it with Lorelai Gilmore, her lesbian fantasies tending to go for more buxom and blonder women, but now she was here she decided that the Milf brunette was pretty damned hot looking. “I was told your fantasy was that I’m your foster daughter and you’ve just got back from talking to the Principal who’s not happy with my behaviour. You start to tell me off, but it turns out I’m the dominant one. Is that right?”
“Yes,” Lorelai’s cheeks were red and she was looking at a picture of some fruit on the wall rather than Lane, “You fuck me in every hole, totally humiliate me.”
“I was told you want me to call you Mommy?”
Lorelai’s blush was so warm it was almost burning, “I think Lorelai wouldn’t be right. You’re my foster daughter after all.”
“That’s cool, also I’m to verbally abuse you as well, so I won’t be calling you Mommy for long,” she looked at the Lorelai. The Milf was still for a moment, pondering, then she nodded. “I’m ready when you are,” Lane sat down at the desk and opened her exercise book. She figured that naughty schoolgirls wouldn’t do math so instead she started to doodle, drawing matchstick figures with large tits bouncing on other matchstick figures with what looked like five limbs.
There was silence in the room, the only sound the scratch of Lane’s pen on the paper; it went on for so long that Lane wondered if Lorelai had changed her mind and had decided for a quite night in. Just when Lane was about to ask if there was anything wrong Lorelai came up behind her and forcefully put her hand down on the book, “I’ve just been to see Principal Charleston. He’s not happy with your performance, he said you put all your effort in trying to feel up the cheerleading squad.”
If it was a mother-daughter fantasy which was really about Rory that was way off, Rory would be more into being fucked by the local drug dealer, not that Lorelai knew that and Lane didn’t think now was the moment to tell her. Still Lorelai wanted her to be bad and bad she’d be. She turned a sulky look on her face, “So? School’s boring, and so what if I want some pussy; it’s better than being one of those stick stuck up ass types who’s head’s always in a library book.”
“That’s not the attitude I want to see,” said Lorelai sternly, a frown creasing her forehead, “If you don’t improve your grades we’ll be having words young lady.”
Lane grinned inwardly, wondering how much of the fantasy was about sex and how much it was about really having a grade perfect daughter who needed no parenting where school was concerned. But out loud she gave a scowl and under her breath, but loud enough for Lorelai to hear, scowled, “Bitch.”
She turned back to her exercise book as Lorelai stood in mock anger, her hands on her hips, “What did you call me?”
“I called you a bitch, Mommy” said Lane louder, the role-play was kind of liberating for her as well, she’d never dare talk to Momma Lane like that.
Lorelai reached down hard for Lane’s shoulder, gripping it hard and almost pulling the teen to up. Lane stood and turned so she was facing Lorelai, the older woman’s face puce, fake anger mixed with real lust. The Milf stared at her, “Listen to me. I won’t have you throwing your education away like some skank, after some pussy. Even if it means keeping you in the house all day.”
Lane gave Lorelai her most rebellious look, one she had been practising in the mirror for years and never quite got round to using, “You’d like that wouldn’t you, Mommy, you’d like this to be stuck at home with you.” To emphasis the point Lane slid her hands seductively down her slender body, and untying the knot on her blouse that kept it together. Lorelai looked at her, lust etched into her face, and Lane slid out of her blazer, “You want me under your eye Mommy?”
“I don’t know what you mean,” Lorelai was so excited by Lane open blouse that she was almost growling, her voice hoarse with desire.
“Yeah, you do Mommy. I’ve seen you watching me, wanting to kiss, nibble at my titties, fuck my sweet little pussy,” the teen felt herself getting wet with excitement. She pushed her bra down just enough for her titties to free themselves and slide over it, pushing away the thin material of her blouse and giving Lorelai a glimpse of her titties, “That’s why you don’t want me feeling up the cheerleaders, you want me for yourself.”
“I don’t know what you mean,” said Lorelai. She was saying the words, but her acting skills weren’t enough to conceal her desire. All the signs were there - the excited gleam in her eyes, the little grunts and pants of anticipation, a hand clenching itself in front of her as if the second she loosened it would be under the dress and hitting her pussy.
Lane knew how she felt, her own cunt was tingling with excitement at doing Lorelai Gilmore. She gave a hard looking smile and said, “So if you’re not a fucking dyke who wants to fuck me stop me doing this.” She slammed her mouth on Lorelai’s, gripping the back of the woman’s head with one hand and keeping her in place as her tongue tried to force its way into the Milf’s mouth. The brunette weakly tried to resist, one hand flailing until Lane caught the wrist and gripped it hard. She pressed herself harder, slowly forcing open Lorelai’s resistant lips and thrusting it in. It was obvious that the reluctance was for show only as Lorelai’s tongue began to engage right back with the teen’s, striking against it, slithering over, twirling and twisting around. Lorelai’s eyes were closed as she leant into it. Lane let go off her wrist, the arm fell to Lorelai’s side, unmoving. Her hand now free Lane took the time to pull the zip on the back of the dress down, still forcing her tongue to control the Milf’s mouth. Then the teen pulled back, a smile on her lips as she wiped her tongue over them, cleaning away the Milf’s saliva, “See, I knew you were a whore.”
“I…I…” Lorelai stammered, whether it was acting or whether she really was confused about how much she enjoyed this was a moot point, but also, to Lane, an irrelevant one.
The teen gripped at the older woman’s dress and brutally tore down the straps, before yanking it down to the waist leaving Lorelai’s tits bouncing as they were set free. Lane grinned, “You want to eat some pussy?”
“No…I…I don’t know,” Lorelai looked flustered. She also looked excited.
“I wasn’t asking whore,” said Lane. She grabbed Lorelai and propelled her onto the bed. The Milf fell forward, turning onto her back as Lane twisted her round and swung her legs up so that Lorelai was lying on the bed. Lane dropped out of her skirt with an easy professionalism, her bald twat was already wet with excitement.
“Oh, oh, oh,” Lorelai stammered her eyes wide as she looked at the cunt on display.
“Eat me bitch, eat me good.” Lane didn’t give the other woman long to examine it before getting on the bed and sitting down on her face, smothering Lorelai with the cunt. “Fucking eat me.”
Lorelai’s mouth opened and she began to lick at Lane’s fuckhole, thrusting between the lips and lapping greedily. Lane immediately gasped and shook as the older woman’s tongue dove into her. It was fast and hard, passionate and powerful – it made Lane think that Lorelai was no amateur; despite the Gilmore’s claim if she hadn’t done this often Lane Kim was a virgin nun. She ground her pussy down on Lorelai, squashing the woman pretty face between the teen’s thighs, “Eat me you fucking whore, eat my cunt like a slut.”



The Milf’s body quivered, shaking the bed as she pushed herself into the wet cunt, slurping at it energetically, redoubling her tonguing as Lane leant forward and started to slap the brunette’s naked titties, “More you cunt bitch, stick your tongue in deeper. Yeah, bitch, fuck me with it, fuck me like a Mommy fucks her little girl. Aaaarrhhh.” Lane had to admit that Lorelai could do things with her tongue that would have made her the most popular lesbian on the Eastern Seaboard if she’d been out; slashing her tongue deep into the petite Korean’s wet hole and hitting the spot with vigorous intensity. The teen moaned again, “Oooooohhh,” feeling the enjoyment course through her, “Uuurrhhh.”
Half of her would have been satisfied to just sit on Lorelai’s face and let the Milf slurp her sweet slit. But the other half remembered she’d been paid five hundred dollars and Lorelai should get her monies worth. The teen closed her eyes for a second, trying to take control of her body and stop herself succumbing to the orgasms. It took a few moments, but she managed, putting the pleasure into one part of her brain, leaving it luxuriating there before she returned to bitch schoolgirl Lane, dominator of her foster Mom. She slapped at Lorelai’s tits, making them wobble and jiggle, “Eat me harder, bitch, use that tongue like the skank you are.” She slapped the titties again, forehand and back, smacking them hard enough to bounce them and leave little red and pale blotches on the skin. “You’re a whore, you’re a fucking dumb, stupid slut who wants to eat teen pussy. That’s what you are, a fucking whore, no better than a street corner hooker.” Her hand slapped again, the tits rocked and swayed as she hit, her palms smacking against the soft flesh.
Lorelai’s tongue moved even faster and harder, her face pressing hard into Lane. The teen groaned and squeezed her thighs tighter, gripping the Milf’s head in a vice, “Eat me cunt, eat me!” she shouted and smacked the brunette’s boobs back and forth. Lorelai responded with enthusiasm, driving her tongue as deep into Lane as she could manage, so desperate to please the teen that her mouth pushed into the hole as well, her lips munching at the wet walls. Lane gasped and groaned, bucking with excitement. The pleasure was too much to take, so intense it was like shooting headfirst down a Helter Skelter. She closed her eyes and let out a gasp, “Fuuucck, yesss!”
The teen got off her, “Stay there you fucking whore,” she ordered as she pulled off her blouse and threw it to the floor, following it swiftly with her black bra.
Lorelai nodded and lay still, the only movements that of her chest rising and falling and a slight turn of her head so that she could watch Lane as the naked teen got off the bed and went over to the drawer where she placed her strap-on panties. She quickly pulled them on and turned to Lorelai, her hand sliding up and down the rubber dong, accenting its length and thickness. She smiled as she saw the brunette’s eyes widen;. “No, please Lane,” there was a tremor in the woman’s voice. Was it possible that Lorelai Gilmore never been banged by a twelve incher? No, she had asked for a big strap-on when she’d put in her request to Lane’s Madame; it was likely all part of the game. But in either case the Milf was in for a treat
Lane got onto the bed and knelt beside her, “You want me to fuck you Mommy? Don’t answer I can see you do, your fucking slut pussy is all wet.”
“Oooohh,” Lorelai gave a moan half excitement, half fear as Lane’s finger pushed under her dress and into her cunt. The teen wiggled and twisted it, letting the warmth cover her digit. “No, please…” Lorelai repeated.
Lane slid herself out and licked the cum away, “I’m going to fuck your whore cunt now,” she said. But before she did so she had one more thing to do. She reached down to the dress of the half-disrobed Lorelai and pulled it down harder. She felt it rip as it came off, Lorelai had deliberately gone for shoddy material, Lane was sure. She threw the dress to one side and looked down at Lorelai. The woman’s hands had automatically slid down to cover her cunt. Lane brutally pushed them away and gazed down at the magical place underneath, the hole was pink and wet, the skin around it shaven with just a bare hint of stubble. Lane resisted the temptation to stick her own face down there and instead gave the Milf the iron stare of a dominatrix, “Get on your hands and knees, slut Mommy. I’m going to fuck you from behind so I can’t see your skank face.”
“Uh, uh,” Lorelai whined in an approximation of a cry, turning onto her hands and knees. Lane noticed that the Milf was facing the mirror, she was going to say something about that, but she decided that Lorelai was the client. If she wanted to look in the mirror Lane would let her, perhaps she was role-playing some rebellion or she might just have wanted to look at Lane as the teen banged her cunt. “Please don’t Lane,” Lorelai continued, though Lane could see the excitement in her reflection.
“Shut the fuck up whore,” said the petite teen as she took the dildo in her hand and pushed it between Lorelai’s slit lips. The Milf pretended to squeal and try to escape forward, but Lane grabbed her waist and dragged her back into place as she slowly pushed the big dildo up the older woman’s cunt. Lorelai still continued to struggle, so Lane laid a palm hard across her buttocks. “Take it you bitch!” she snarled.
“No, no, no,” moaned Lorelai as the cock was forced into her twat. It was huge, not an easy fit, but Lane had been instructed not to show mercy. She gripped Lorelai’s waist hard, for leverage and balance and began to thrust hard, ramming the toy at the Milf. Lorelai squeaked again and shook violently. “No,” she cried again, “No.” But the excitement in her voice was impossible to disguise and her body was moving in excitement, shuddering as she pushed herself back, stretching her lips over the dong, slowly impaling herself on its length. “No, please, no.”
“”Shut it you fuck,” said Lane girding her loins to slam even more violently into the woman’s waiting cunt. Lorelai pounded forward, her eyes like marbles and her expression twisted, her mouth up and down, her forehead creased, a strand of hair falling across it. Lane hammered down, forcing the toy deeper and deeper into Lorelai, ramming aside the obstructive walls and pressing the dildo further in. Lane smiled “Fucking Mommy cunt, I’m fucking Mommy cunt.”
“No…oooohh, urrrrhhh, urrrrhhh,” Lorelai’s body rocked as she was pounded, Lane could see her titties bouncing and dangling in the mirror as she moved. Deeper and deeper the cock went, Lane go at full strength, slamming as hard ad fast as she could. She could see Lorelai’s face contorting as the older woman gasped and moaned, unable to pretend that she wasn’t enjoy the dick. It went deeper and deeper, until Lane was slamming to speedy rhythm, pushing the toy all the way into Lorelai. The brunette groaned and gasped, her body bending, “Ohhhh, urrrhhh, urrrrhhh.”
“You’re a fucking bitch. You’re my fucking bitch. Aren’t you? Say it. Say I’m your fucking bitch.”
“I’m your fucking bitch,” squealed Lorelai.
“You’re a dirty skank whore. What are you?”
“A dirty skank whore,” Lorelai gasped back.
Lane smiled and shifted one of her hands so that it was over the buttock, the thumb resting at the Milf’s puckered back hole. She stroked the tight rimmed flesh and said, “I’m just going to loosen up my next fuck hole.”
“No please, not my ass,” gasped Lorelai. She gave a shudder as Lane ignored her and pushed the thumb in. “Ooooohhh” Lorelai gave a loud groan. It was hard to tell how much was pleasure, as she was still getting pussy fucked hard, how much was pain as the thumb was stuck way down the hole and how much was humiliation, even if was humiliation the Milf was so obviously getting off on.
“If you think it hurts now, imagine how much it’s going to hurt when I stuff this great big strap-on up your ass,” Lane said. She grinned as she twisted the thumb round, working the Milf’s ass. “You’re ass will be gaping by the time I’ve finished fucking it.”
“Ooohhh, nooo, ohhh,” Lorelai gasped and shuddered.
Lane thrust the dildo hard into the woman’s wet cunt, hearing the sucking sound as she pulled back. She rammed down, pushing her thumb into the ass at the same time; Lorelai jolted and bucked, almost like she was a horse trying to throw its rider. Lane pulled out the thumb and replaced it with her middle finger, pressing it down deeper than she had been able to manage before, “I’m going to bang your butt so hard, you’ll be able to stick a football up there.” The dildo slapped down the cunt. “It’ll be wider than the Pacific by the time I’ve finished fucking you.”
Lorelai gasped and moaned again, her body rocking with Lane’s, taking the dildo all the way. The teen pulled the finger out and Lorelai’s ass began to contract back. But only for a moment before Lane pushed in two fingers, driving them deep and wiggling them, stretching at the walls. Lorelai’s head jumped and her back arched, a hiss came from her mouth, “Fuuucckkk. Yesssss. No, I mean, no.”
It didn’t matter what she meant as Lane continued to finger fuck the Milf’s back passage and stuff her pussy. She slammed both holes vigorously, ramming digits and dildo as far as she could into the holes, watching the brunette writhe and squeal in pleasure. The teen continued until she was satisfied that Lorelai’s anal chute was as stretched as two fingers could make it, and if it was not ready for a twelve inch dong it was still as ready as it would be.
She dragged the strap-on out of Lorelai’s cunt, cum dripping from it onto the bed and grabbed the wet dick in her hand. “Let’s fuck a new hole with my big cock,” she said, withdrawing her fingers from the ass at the same time.
“No… no… oh, Lane,” gasped Lorelai whilst pushing her buttocks back at the teen. With one hand Lane pulled at the nearest one, keeping it spread and the hole opening; using the other she guided the prick into the Milf’s butt. Lorelai gasped and grunted as Lane pushed in, her body quivering as she was anally penetrated, “Oh, urrrhhh, don’t… don’t… don’t stop now… oooohhh.”
As the toy went in Lane gripped the older woman’s waist again, dragging her back as the teen worked her own hips. The dildo rammed back and forth, with each thrust going deep, pushing aside the tight walls and going deeper. Lane smiled inwardly, whilst keeping her face dominant and stern in the mirror and pounded harder. Soon the entire toy was in and the teen felt her thighs smacking against the woman’s buttocks. Lane drew back again and rammed forward, the toy hurtling all the way down Lorelai’s anal tube to crash resoundingly at her cervix wall, forcing it in like the wall was made of rubber. The Milf cried out in pleasure as Lane pulled back and hammered in again, and again, and again. Lorelai’s ass was getting easy, loosened by the pounding of the huge dong down it.
And that’s when Lane really let loose. Pounding as hard and fast as she could and hammering the hole like she’d gone psycho. Lorelai screamed and shuddered her entire body quaking like a thousand bombs were exploding within her. Lane slammed in, determined to Lorelai the most vigorous, violent butt-fucking ever; “You’re my slut,” she screamed, “you’re my Mommy skank, you’re my dirty anal fuck-whore.”
“Yes, yes,” cried Lorelai, “I’m your slut. Ram me with your big dick. Ruin my whore butt, bang it open.”
“Take it you whore. Take my cock all the way up your sluttish skank asshole,” Lane shouted at the Milf, so loud it was almost deafening. Lorelai screamed back, and Lane pounded her again, thrusting the dildo deep down the chute and smashing her thighs so hard into Lorelai’s cheeks the skin went white and red. Lane ignored the stings on her legs as she cracked into the Milf, pounding like she was a desperado on the run and had to finish quick. Not that she needed to stop or had any intention of doing so, instead she carried on with an intensity she had never felt before, “You’re an anal slut whore. You’re a fucking dyke bitch who loves me ass fucked. You’re a cheap fucking hooker, a fuckhole, just a fucking hole for my big fucking dildo. Bitch, skank, whore.”
“Yes,” shrieked Lorelai back, “I’m your fuckhole, I’m your bitch. I’m just a slutty, whoresish, skanky piece of shit. Oh fuck, yes, fuck me harder. Fuck my asshole like I’m a two-cent whore, fuck my skank butthole.”
If Lane had ever been asked she’d have laughed at any suggestion she’d ever bang Lorelai Gilmore, but yet, here she was, her dildo thrust deep in her best-friend’s Mom’s butt, not just fucking her, but totally dominating her. And the older Gilmore was loving it, shrieking in excitement as her ass was thrust open. Lane gripped her waist harder, it was sleek and slippery with sweat as Lorelai worked herself back hard at the toy, taking it all in and screaming in ecstasy as it pounded all the way down her asshole, “Aarrrghh, yessss,” screamed the Milf, “Ram my whore ass. Fuck it open. Make it gape. Fuck me like I’m a bitch.”
Lane hammered harder, thrusting in with all her strength, sending the dildo hurtling down the hole, all the time screaming abuse back at Lorelai, “Fucking whore, slut, you fucking bitch. Take my cock in your fucking hooker ass. You’re a fucking dyke skank whore, you’re my fucking fuckhole.”
“Yes Lane, I’m a dirty whore. I’m you’re fuckhole. Fuck me like I’m a slut,” Lorelai shrieked back.
It was what Lorelai had asked for when she’d booked, to be sexually humiliated as she was banged. And it wasn’t over yet, as Lorelai’s instructions called for it to becoming even more so. The teen yanked the dildo out of Lorelai’s ass for the last time, for a second she looked down at the Milf’s butt, the hole red rimmed and gaping, the skin of the cheeks mottled and white where lane’s thighs had smacked them. The hole began to gradually close, slowly moving back to a more reasonable size and Lane got off the bed and stood beside. She leant and grabbed Lorelai’s wrist, pulling the older woman towards her, “On you knees, skank.”
The Milf did as she was told, looking up at Lane her expression a mixture of terror and anticipation. Lane looked down, keeping her own face grim and unyielding, the dom to Lorelai’s sub. “You’ve dirtied my cock with your ass. It needs cleaning.”
“Yes Lane,” said Lorelai dutifully.
But she didn’t move. Lane smirked, “By you bitch; open your mouth and start sucking.”
Lorelai paused, just for a second, but it long enough for Lane to grab the back of her head and force her face towards the dong, “I said suck my dick, whore.”
Lorelai’s mouth opened and she began to wrap her lips round the dildo. It wasn’t easy, despite the Milf’s reputation for rapid chatter and quick-fire quipping, her mouth was normal size; the dick wasn’t. Still she quickly got herself open wide enough to take the tip, and with Lane pushing her at from the back a few inches more. If Lorelai had just wanted a normal ass to mouth Lane would have left it at that, allowing the woman to take the few inches she’d managed and to suck the toy at her own pace. But Lorelai had been explicit in her instructions, she didn’t want to just give a blow-job on the dildo, she wanted to be face-fucked. The teen slid a second hand to the back of Lorelai’s head, interlocking her fingers and cupping the back of the Milf’s skull with them. She gave a smile as she looked at the older woman struggling to take in the cock, “I said clean it bitch.”
Lorelai knew what was coming, and was almost certainly wanting it, but she kept up her role-play and tried to take the dick deeper into her mouth, forcing her jaw down and managing to take an extra half-inch. But it wasn’t enough for either of them and they both knew it. Lane pulled her hips back, “You’re a fucking useless cock-sucker for a whore. I’ve got to do all the work.” She thrust forward, pushing the dildo into the Milf’s mouth. Lorelai gargled and choked, automatically trying to bring her head back away from the dildo, but kept in position by Lane’s grip. The teen brought her hips back and then thrust again, driving the dildo deeper into the Milf’s gullet. Lorelai’s eyes widened and misted over, watering as the plastic prick pushed over her tongue and towards the back of her throat. “Fucking dick sucking bitch,” snarled Lane and thrust again.
This time she was rewarded with a loud gurgling noise and a wash of white bile as the dick struck deep into Lorelai and activated her gag reflex. The woman gasped and choked, struggling for air, sucking it desperately in through her nostrils. Her body shuddered, her chest heaving as it automatically tried to get away. Lane was having none of that, Lorelai was had paid five hundred dollars and the teen wasn’t going to skimp on giving the Milf the face-fucking she desired. She gripped Lorelai’s head harder, “Did I say you could stop deep throating my dildo fuckface whore?”
If Lorelai could speak she’d have said, ‘no’ and if she could have moved her head she would have shaken it. As she could neither of these things Lane just had to imagine her response and resumed jerking her hips. Each thrust sent the dildo pounding into Lorelai’s mouth, making the Mom vibrate as she wretched. Her eyes watered even faster, the tear ducts opening wider and flooding out, ruining the eye-shadow and leaving it in streaks down her cheeks. Lane rammed harder, her feet remained in place and her back straight, the only movements the thrusts of her hips and bounce of her hands as Lorelai’s head was forced back. The teen snarled, “Suck it whore. Your mouth is as much a fuckhole as your slut ass and skank cunt; they’re all mine to use as I want. And I want to fuck your fucking mouth, fuck-features.”
This time Lorelai couldn’t reply, so the only speaking was from Lane, “Whore. Bitch. Slut. Skank. Suck it, suck my dildo dick. I never fucked such worthless cheap cunt. You enjoy sucking dick that’s been in your ass? Only a fucking whore would like that, you know. You’re a fucking whore, slut-bag.”
The words weren’t the only sounds; there was the splatting as the dildo thrust into Lorelai’s mouth, like a hammer smacking into a pond. And then there was the sound of Lorelai, a choking, gagging series of hums and pants as the woman struggled for breath and gasped in air and at the same time spewed bile and spit and saliva. It was flooding from her mouth, a white goo, which looked like male cum as if the cock was real and had blown into her mouth. It soaked her chin, leaving it with a gleaming sheen and over her titties, down her stomach and belly, to puddle between her kneeling thighs, before sliding down them like snow melting on a roof. Lane slammed the dildo in again and again, making the Milf wretch and choke until she was heaving for every breath.
“Fucking cuntish whore,” snarled Lane as she pulled out the cock for the last time.
“Hhuuuurrhhh,” Lorelai fell forward gasping for oxygen and letting more white bile spill from her mouth and down her chest. “Hhuuurrrhhh.”
Lane gave her a few seconds grace as she pulled of her strap-on panties; say what you liked about Lorelai but she’d left the dildo gleaming like it was a new car in a showroom. But Lane wasn’t going to tell her that, it would have ruined Lorelai’s evening to be told how good a cock-sucker she had been. Especially as Lane had one request left to fulfil. She grabbed Lorelai’s hair, “Come with me fuckface.”
Lorelai gave a squeak, “Please… I’ve been good. I’ve been your slut.”
Lane ignored her and tugged harder, pulling the Milf towards her and onto all fours. She half-dragged, half-led Lorelai, on her hands and knees, towards the bathroom, the older brunette squealing all the time. The teen Korean kicked the door open, and brought Lorelai in. She thrust the woman face forward onto the floor and stood over her as Lorelai turned. The Milf’s eyes widened as she saw Lane’s pussy above her, getting closer as the teen lowered herself into a squat, “After fucking a skank bitch I always like a nice long piss. Open wide Mommy.”



Lorelai’s mouth remained defiantly closed. At least until Lane repeated herself, her voice cold and as sharp as a knife, “I said open your mouth, you fucking dumb whore.”
Lorelai opened wide and Lane released herself, spreading her pussy and letting the amber liquid flow. It gushed out in warm stream, splattering over Lorelai’s face and nose, stinging her eyes and forcing them shut, dripping down her chin and cheek, sliding down her nostrils making her sneeze and squirm and into her mouth, making her gag and choke and swallow as it slid down her throat. Lane hadn’t been lying about need a long piss and it seemed to come out in a never ending stream, soaking the already humiliated Lorelai and forcing her to keep drinking as around her head a yellow pool formed from the pee she couldn’t swallow. Even once it had stopped Lane remained in situ, shaking free the last drops so the bitter liquid dripped onto the Milf’s pretty face like rain. Only once she was satisfied that no more would come out did she stand up and walk over to the toilet to take a strip of tissue to dry herself. Clean, she stepped over the prostate Lorelai, dropping the used tissue on her as she did and walk out of the bathroom, “You’re a fucking skank whore,” she repeated as she left.
Inside the main room her clothes were strewn where she’d left them,. Lane put them back on, buttoning the blouse all the way down this time. Next she went into her bag and brought out a brush and lip-gloss, she didn’t want to look like she’d been dragged though a hedge backwards as went home, or more accurately gone through a Jill’s backdoor. The door to the bathroom opened and Lorelai stepped out, she was rubbing at herself with a towel and the sound of a shower could be heard behind her. She smiled brightly at Lane, “Thanks. I really enjoyed that, it was worth every cent.”
“Glad you had fun. I enjoyed it as well.”
“You won’t tell Rory?” Lorelai looked nervous, as if she had only just thought of that.
“No,” said Lane smiling, “Discretion’s guaranteed.”
“Good, she’s an innocent, she doesn’t know what a woman needs sometimes,” Lorelai said.
“Sure,” Lane’s smile got wider as she thought that ‘innocent’ Rory Gilmore was probably taking two huge dicks in return for drugs even as they spoke, “I wouldn’t want Rory to think I’m a slut either.”
Lorelai smiled back and nodded in relief, “Er, do you want to stay for coffee?”
“I better not, I need to get back to your house. Rory’s on her own and she’ll soon start to wonder why I’m so late,” Lane smiled.
“Okay… um, can I, um hire you again? Perhaps you could be a hotel guest and I’m a maid you find trying to steal from your suitcase.”
“Yeah, that sounds fun,” Lane smiled, “You’ve got my cell. Give me a call and we can set something up… we can talk about giving you a frequent client discount as well.”
“I’d like that.”
Lane stood up and picked up her bag, “I’ll be seeing you then.”
“Yes,” Lorelai looked like she was going to give Lane a peck on the cheek, but at the last moment thought better of it and stood back, “Thanks again, bye.”
Lane opened the door and walked down the corridor to the elevator. She began to hum a tune.
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"Hilarious," Bree van de Kamp gave a delicate laugh and let her fingers move to the young man's arm at the table beside her, positioning them casually just above his wrist and stroking gently through the soft dark hair that covered the young man's arm. Jake grinned, obviously pleased with the reaction that his tale had got. Bree smiled back, encouraging him in that belief; whilst she hadn't found it funny, it was a little coarse for her tastes, she could see why a nineteen year old college freshman would find a tale about burping in the middle of presenting a class paper amusing.
"Tell 'em about the time you found yourself locked out with just a towel, that's a hoot," Gavin said. He was as good-looking as his college buddy, but blonde rather than dark, with an earring in his ear and like Jake his hair was fluffed in what Bree thought was a stylish cut if you were eighteen. His arm was round the waist of her friend, Susan Mayer, and the brunette Milf was making no effort to dislodge it.
"If you want to hear a funny story, it's got to be that time we went to this party at this frat house and Jakie got so drunk he agreed to down this chilli powder mixed with beer;" said the final member of the trio, Ford. He was a touch smaller than his buddies who hit six foot, whilst he missed it by two or three inches, but he was broader and even more muscular, his chest and arms seeming to ripple under his tight T-shirt. Gabrielle Solis had made straight for him and her seat was so close to him she was almost on his knee, her arm lightly resting round his shoulder and her fingers stroking at a rough cheek. Ford grinned again, "The result wasn't pretty - from either end. The man's an animal."
Bree hoped that he'd tell the first story; it seemed a little less disturbing. Actually she hoped he wouldn't tell either story and instead would talk a little about his Major and his plans for the future, but she guessed she wouldn't have such luck. Instead she turned to him, putting on her most charming smile and said, "Go on tell. Let's hear..."
Her hand stroked at his arm again as he began to talk; she didn't really listen, going into autopilot and concentrating on looking both attractive and available. She thought Gabby and Susan were doing the same, smiling and laughing, touching the guys attentively and looking at them admiringly. The guys continued being young college guys, brash, boastful, never boring, but not sophisticated or charming or smart either. But then if Bree wasn't caring about the first three attributes, neither she nor her friends were particularly looking for the final three either. The women were all looking for young hard cock for no strings fucking and for that the three college guys were the jackpot; youthful, good-looking and with sports physiques.
It had been Susan who suggested it, her daughter was going to her ex-husband's for the weekend, and that reminded Susan that her ex's new wife was blonde with tits like mountains and legs so long that they seemed to go up her to her armpits. Susan's way of coping with this was to go out and get laid; last time she'd done it she'd invited Bree to join her in the quest for cock, reasoning her friend needed a good fucking as much as she did. She had been right, Bree was forced to admit, the casual no-strings banging leaving her reinvigorated and with a refound zest the next morning, despite her lack of sleep. Even a couple of weeks later Bree had felt her pussy tingling whenever she remembered the big dong pounding into her wet hole, and as she lay in bed at night she found herself reminiscing a lot. Unlike last time she had needed no persuasion when Susan had suggested it.
They were talking at one of their weekly poker games about where to go, what bars had the right mix of quality drinks, cheap prices, good-looking guys and lack of single attractive women, when Gabby said she knew some places. Unlike Bree and Susan Gabrielle Solis was not single, but her relationship with her husband was strained and even if it wasn't the ex-model had a reputation as a good time girl. As Carlos Solis was away a conference and wouldn't be back until way past midnight and on the theory it would be as easy to pick up three hunky studs as two Gabby had been added to the night-out.
Jake finished his story, which hadn't seemed at all amusing to Bree, but she took a quick glance at his flat chest, then his firm thighs and what seemed to be a lump in between and laughed; her friends smiling and giggling and pretending that Jake was a great raconteur. Ford picked up his beer glass and drained the remaining quarter in a couple of chugs. He put it down heavily on the table, "Another? You want some more wine Gabby? Bree? Susan?"
The glass in front of Bree was still half-full and neither Gabby or Susan was much further advanced. The guys could probably easily fit in another beer before the Milfs had finished. The redhead gave a quick glance to her friends, they gave small nods as she flicked her eyes towards the door, thinking what she was, that another round would just mean more stories of Ford skipping a taxi bill or Gavin waking up in a empty doorway. The Milf shook her head and made to stand up, "We better be going."
"Oh," said Jake, obviously disappointed and surprised, as it was early and he thought it had being going well.
Bree straightened up and waited for her friends to disengage themselves, before looking back down at the guys, a teasing smile crossing her face, as she said, "We're only a short cab ride away, do you want to come back and have a few drinks?"
The three men looked at each other, grinning and then back up to the sexy Milfs, "Fuck yeah," they said.
*
Gabby Solis giggled as she stood waiting for Bree to open the front door; her friend seemed to be having trouble finding the key in the dark and getting it to successful enter the lock. It was amusing to see that even Miss Perfect could forget to leave on a porch light before going out for the evening, made even more entertaining my the fact that Gabby had drunk just enough that the level for funny had slipped a couple of notches. Neither of those reasons were why she giggled, more that Ford, the good looking stud she had picked had squeezed her ass with all the subtlety of a drunken sailor in a whorehouse. Not that Gabby minded, if she wanted subtlety she'd have hired a silver haired escort not picked up a college kid from a bar. "Easy Tiger," she giggled, "Wait until we're inside."
"So what's going to happen when we're inside?" Ford grinned as he slid his arms round her front and began to nuzzle at her neck.
Gabby giggled, "Let' see." Mentally she added, 'if Bree ever gets the door open.'
The redhead stepped away from the door into the moonlight, looking at her keys. Jake came with her, his hand resting lightly on the Milf's waist. Susan had moved even faster with her pick-up and was using the delay in opening the door to introduce her mouth to Gavin's, the forty-something divorcee and the eighteen year old college guy passionately making out a foot away from Gabby. The ex-model could see their hands moving up and down each other, like out of control octopi and their bodies gently rocking as their lips forced each other back and forth.
"Here it is," said Bree almost to herself and with the correct key opened the lock. She walked in, Jake following, his hand on her rump.
Gabby slid her hand down to take Ford's, "Shall we go inside?" she purred, oozing sexuality.
"Sure thing babe," the nineteen year old said to the older woman.
The lights snapped on, illuminating both the perfection of Bree's décor and how deep Susan and Gavin were in each other's mouths. Gabby took Ford over to the couch as Bree and Jake waited, with varying degrees of patience, for the kissing couple to come up for air and out of the cold. It took them about a minute, but eventually they took the hint and came in, sliding onto the sofa beside Gabby; Susan dangling a leg over Gavin's and pressing close beside the six-foot hunk. Bree walked over to her drink's cabinet and opened it, "Drinks, everyone?"
The others nodded their affirmation and Bree poured six generous measures into crystal tumblers, passing them to Jake to hand out. Once she'd poured the sixth she took a seat on the nearest wide comfy chair, Jake dangling his legs as he sat on its armrest. Gabby took a sip of her drink; Bree hadn't spared the expense, pouring her most expensive neat whiskey. Ford's gave a grimace, his palette not refined enough to appreciate quality, but he took another sip anyway. And as he did so he placed his hand on Gabby's thigh moving it up and down, squeezing at her flesh and threatening to go under her dress. Gabby drained her own glass, sure it was good stuff, but there was hot stuff beside her and holding a half-filled tumbler would cramp her style. She passed it to Ford, "Drink your own and then put them on the table," she said, her eyes glancing down at young man's muscular arm.
Ford drained his whiskey in one long gulp, blinking his eyes and twisting his face as the full potency hit him. Gabby placed her hand on his wrist encouraging it further up her thigh and under her dress. Beside her she could hear the slurps and sighs as Susan and Gavin resumed their tonguings. To her side she could see that Jake had also moved from the armrest onto the comfy seat with Bree and the two of them were starting to giggle and peck at each other's lips, Bree not yet finished with her drink and still holding the tumbler. It all made Gabby hot and excited.
She opened her legs wider, moaning in excitement as Ford's hand continued it's upward journey. "Oh yes," she murmured as his lips touched her neck, kissing at the flesh, before continuing to the bottom of her jaw. "Oh that's so good," she whispered passionately, as his hand stroked at her, closing in on her rapidly dampening pussy.
Ford's mouth moved onto hers and Gabby opened her lips. His tongue slid in, powerful and energetic; it probed and pushed, taking over her mouth and exploring it. Her own tongue curled against it, and she could feel the fizz of their saliva as they connected. Her moans were curtailed, replaced by grunts and slurps as she pressed back against him, her mouth twisting and contorting to meet his. The noises from Bree and Susan were loud as well, pleasure and passion intermixed in sighs and squeaks and sucking sounds. The sofa was quivering and shaking as the two couples wiggled and rocked on it; Bree's seat was no stiller.
Finger's touched at Gabby's panties, stroking at the thin material, as Ford reached all the way up. Gabby moaned in pleasure, with one hand pulling her dress up so that they were exposed. Ford's digits slid over harder, massaging her cunt through the cotton, making her wet. Gabby she reached down and pulled the underwear to one side to give Ford easy access to hole. "Oh yeah," she moaned as her fingers touched his wrist lightly in guidance.
He took the hint and began to rub at the naked hole, a finger dipping into the wet cunt. "That's so good," she gasped as the digit slipped in and out, pushing down and tickling her. Her back arched and the ex-model gave another squeak as the tip of Ford's finger swam over an erogenous zone. Groaning in pleasure Gabby shrugged herself out of the dress, letting it fall half-down and freeing a tit. "Oh yes, touch me," she groaned and resumed her full-on tonguing of Ford as the young man gripped the naked tit and began to squeeze and play with it.
"Ohhh, ohhh, that's so good," quaked Gabby as Ford's digit pounded into her pussy, making her whole body tingle in exhilaration. Her body bent and twisted as the orgasmic pleasure tore through her, racing round in a wave of sexual bliss. "Ohhh, fuck, that is so good. You're making me so hot."
The squeals and squeaks and moans from Susan and Bree also showed that they were enjoying their make-out sessions, their dresses tumbling from their shoulders and down to their waists. The brunette and redhead were giggling and groaning as their pick-ups played with the naked bosoms and brought their hands up under the women's dresses to tickle and tease their wet pussies. The young men pushed their fingers into the slits harder, making the women quiver with pleasure.
"Mmmnn yeah, let me suck it," Susan undid the pants of Gavin and pulled out his dong, ten inches of thick meat, purple veins pumping in excitement. It made the brunette salivate in lust. She slid down off the couch, still bouncing and squeaking as her friend, Gabby, was finger fucked beside her, and between her own young pick-ups thighs. She undid his shoes and pulled them off as he undid his pants with shaking hands and sausage fingers. She ended up helping him, taking hold off the pants and boxers. Free from them his hard cock seemed to get even larger and more suckable. "Let me suck that big boy," giggled Susan, "Let me suck it all up."
"Yeah, Susie, stick it in your mouth. I want those sexy lips on my cock," Gavin said, a passionate expression on his face. "Give me that blow job."
Susan's lips rolled down his prick, her mouth opening wider as she took more of it. There was no way she could fit it all, not without dislocating her jaw, but she went as deep down as she could, angling her head so that the dick pushed into the soft inside of her cheek, making it bulge. She paused as she reached maximum depth, considering of she could take more, and checking to make sure Gavin looked satisfied with what she'd got in so far. He looked happy, a wide beam, plastering his face so she decided that she wasn't going to get any more in and should concentrate on polishing the six or so inches she'd managed. "Oh yeah, Susie, that's so fucking cool," Gavin moaned as Susan started moving her head up and down, her lips brushing over his stretched flesh.
Gabby was on her knees beside her sucking at her pick-up's dick. The Latino, had removed her dress, leaving only on her panties and high-heels - and the panties were askew - her titties bounced and wobbled as her head bounced. After a few moments Bree and Jake came over, Bree's dress, like Susan's flapping round her waist. The young man took a seat beside his friends as Bree got between his leg and removed his pants. Susan sucked at her pick-up's dick, but with one eye watching as Bree opened her mouth and started to take Jake's member in her mouth. The young man groaned, "Fuck it Bree. That's good."
"Oh yeah, Gabby, you suck it as well," moaned Ford stretching back against the couch's back
"C'mon Susie, that's one hell of a BJ," gasped Gavin, his hands taking hold off the brunette's head.
The three neighbour's heads went up and down on the student's dicks, each of them slurping greedily and hungrily at the cock on offer, covering them with their saliva and pounding them against their cheeks. The three guys gasped and groaned, obviously enjoying the Milf's ministrations. In the middle Gabby was impressed the expertise her friend's were showing in giving head, especially Bree. Whilst Susan's enthusiasm was expected, she wasn't without experience, Bree was also going at it with more than anticipated vigour and skill, her mouth pounding down the dick and hammering it into her cheek. All the time she was slurping and licking, leaving the dick with a shiny sheen as her head ratcheted up.
"Oh suck it, baby, give me head."
"That's so fucking good, that's what I call a blow job."
"Shit, this is so hot."
The three guys gripped the sofa, almost pressing themselves into it as the sexy housewives desperately gobbled their cocks, the women's heads bobbing up and down energetically. The expensive couch creaked and groaned as the men, squirmed and rocked, as they were forced down, their thighs jiggle up and down in excitement as in the Milf's mouth their cocks vibrated deliciously. Susan knew if she carried on bringing her round lips down tightly on Gavin's cock he would explode in her mouth and he would love it.
But she wanted more - she wanted him in her cunt, fucking her, banging her, sending her to orgasm paradise.
"That seems to have made you ready," she said bringing her head back up and shaking her hair. The dick was hard and long, pulsating without being touched, dripping with her saliva and it made her giddy to think that it would be impaling her in moments. She stood up and, for a moment, considered going up to Danielle's or Andrew's empty rooms and using one of their bed. But then she glanced down at the Gavin; he was removing his T-short, giving her the perfect view of his hard dick and toned stomach and firm thighs and Susan knew she was too horny to waste time in taking him upstairs. She needed his dong now and she needed it bad. "Come give it me, fuck me hard," she growled and pulled her dress down the rest of the way.
Her panties followed, leaving her naked apart from her high-heels. She laid down on the rug, with a quick glance at her two friend's blowing away, she ran her finger over her slot, she could almost feel its heat. "Fuck me, fuck me so hard I faint."
Within seconds Gavin was on her, his large dick soaked with her saliva forcing itself into her cunt, which was wet with another type of liquid. Susan gasped as it pushed it ways down, the hard dong running over her sensitive spots in its quest to go as far down as it could. Gavin's hands were pressed to the floor either side of her, as he levered himself up and down, thrusting the dick deeper into her. His firm stomach was pushing at hers, she could feel the muscles beneath his skin, like iron; they rose and fell like bellows as he pumped into her, pressing her down into the floor, keeping her in place as his cock went down her slick pussy. Susan gripped at his back, her nails gripping him like claws, "Give it me all. Give me your huge fucking dick all the way. Screw my cunt, bang my pussy. Fuck it, fuck it so fucking good."
"Yeah, take it Susie, take it good. You're cunt is so sweet," Gavin gasped and raised himself again and again, hammering down deep into her.
Below him Susan squealed in excitement as his dong thrust in, his balls bouncing against her pussy lips, threatening to follow the dick into her cunt. He was going faster and harder, fucking her with all the vigour that a man in his late teens can muster - his cock hitting her clit and making her swoon with sexual exhilaration. "Yessss," she screamed, "Yessss! Fuck me harder. Bang my cunt!" Her legs wrapped round the small of his back, the high-heels bouncing and jiggling on her feet as he came up and down.
"Oh, oh, oh, oh," "Uuurrrgghh, fuck, aaaahhh!" On either side of Susan Gabby and Bree were lying on their backs, naked apart from their high-heels, getting their front fuckholes filled and both loving it. The two of them rocked and shuddered, as their pick-ups fucked them with their big dicks, the two women's hands gripping at the students backs as they wrapped their Milf legs round the fit, muscular frames of the young men. "Ohhhh, yessss, ohhh, ohhhhh," "Aaarrrghh, urrrrhhh. Yessss! Yesssss!"
Seeing and hearing the ecstasy of her friends made Susan even more horny and wet and she drove her pussy up to meet the dick coming down, "Harder, harder, give it me as hard as you can!" she shrieked. Her pussy was ablaze with lust, soaking from the pounding it was getting and from the sight of other hard, erect pricks slamming into her friend's slick shaven slits. She dug her nails into Gavin's back, tearing at the flesh with passionate intensity, "Harder, harder, harder!" he did as she asked, ramming his member deep into her pussy. Susan squealed in pleasure, her back arching as beside her Bree also shrieked and writhed in pleasure, her body moving almost in partnership to her friends.



The orgasm was so powerful that it left Bree dizzy and so weak she just lay there. Only for a second though and then she recovered, arching herself to meet Jake's downward thrust and gripping his naked buttocks with her thighs to drag him far into her. It was such fun, she cursed herself for spending so long locked in a sex-poor marriage when she could have been out there, getting herself filled by well-hung young studs with no strings attached. Jake was superb, as well, she was lucky she'd chosen him - the others were big, but Jake had two inches on them and knew how to use it as well, slamming his cock into her cunt with such power and vigour she knew she could burst. The orgasms were flooding her, a perfect wave of pleasure, leaving her body warm and flushed and tingly, her cunt aching and stretched and soaked. "Yeah Bree, yeah," Jake panted as his dick connected with her clit again and again, "Yeah, yeah, this is such a fucking fuck."
Beside her she could hear the squeals and gasps from Susan as the brunette took her dick, and over from her the equally loud shrieks and shouts from Gabby as her pick-up slammed at her. It made Bree quiver with excitement, as she thought about what she was going to do next and how she was going to be doing it in the presence of two of her best friends; it made sense since they'd been the ones who'd persuaded her to try it.
She dragged her hands from Jake's back and used them to push up at his shoulders, stopping him coming down. He look momentarily confused, though his bafflement was swiftly replaced with a beaming smile as Bree said, "Do you want to bang me in the butt now?"
"Damn right I do," he said enthusiastically and pulled his prick out of her sopping pussy with a slurp.
"Okay sit on the couch," said Bree, "and I'll ride you like a bronco."
The young man nodded and did as he was told, taking the middle couch of the cushion. He gripped his large dong in his hand as Bree turned her back on him, and taking her ass in her hands, began to lower her backhole on his twelve incher. After Susan and Gabby had encouraged her, following their poker game, to try anal she had been preparing. They have advised her to use a dildo on her back passage before she went to bed and she had borrowed a butt-plug from Susan to stretch the hole when she was doing some chores around the house. It paid off, for an anal virgin her ass was remarkably supple and flexible, the dick starting to push into her hole straight away. It didn't go straight in, but Susan and Gabby had warned her not to expect that. They also, luckily warned her that, at first, it would be eye wateringly tight - and it was.
Bree raised herself, squirming slightly and blinking away the misty water that had appeared in her eyes. She paused before lowering herself on Jake's hard prong again. It squeezed in a little more, making her wince and shudder and gasp. She went up and down, slowly, gradually taking the dick deeper in her ass and wishing she could take it faster and fulfil her promise to ride him like a bronco. Luckily Jake either didn't notice her slowness or didn't mind as he took hold off her waist, gripping it hard and started to work with her, "This is so fucking cool man, your ass is so fucking screwable."
"Yes," Bree moaned, "I want it. I want it all." Quicker than she thought possible she was finding her butt was getting use to the anal invader, the walls stretching to accommodate it and the nerves tingling pleasantly as it brushed over them. She began to move a little faster, not too speedily, but with just enough vigour to allow the dick to move a little further in next time.
"Fuck my ass as well," giggled Gabby as she led Ford over to sit beside his buddy. As he sat down with his dick up the Latino began to lower her ass onto it, taking it in one hand to guide it in as the college student grabbed her sides and kept her in place. She was more experienced than Gabby at taking it in her butt, having had most of her boyfriends (before and after she met Carlos) fuck her butt since she was eighteen. It didn't take long for her to get the dick in her back hole and to start to rock it. "Oh yeah, give it me hard," she squealed, leaning back into Ford's broad chest and bringing her legs up. The young man slid his hands under her thighs and started to pound up, ramming his massive member up her hole. The housewife began to gasp and giggle in pleasure, "That's it big boy, bang my asshole open."
Like Gabby Susan had plenty of anal experience and so it didn't take her long to sit Gavin down on the last couch space and get herself impaled. Unlike Gabby she was happy to take the lead and let her young stud, if not lie back, at least take a more relaxed approach as she started to slide her butt up and down his pussy greased pole. He held her waist, rocking his hips in time with her, his dong spearing up her ass and spreading her tunnel. Susan moaned and gasped, writhing against him, wiggling and rocking to take more with each downward thrust. Despite being the last to sit on her pick-up's prick, she was so active and energetic she was the first to feel his balls under her cheeks and the full length impale her ass. She squeaked in pleasure as she felt it push through her thin wall into her clit, "Fuck, oh yeah, bang my ass, bang it good."
Beside her the other two housewives were moving faster and harder, as there assholes also spread and expanded to take in the full length of the dicks. The three women began to speed up, all three bouncing on the huge dongs, their legs spread out and their pussies quivering. "AAAArrrghh, aarrrggghh! Harder, harder. Oooooh, ohhhhh. This is so good. Fuck me, fuck me," there screams and squeals reverberated around Bree's main room. Up and down they went, Gabby taking back control and the others not giving it up and all of them more than adequately meeting Bree's promise of riding the guys like Broncos. "Uuurrhhhh. AAArrrrghhh. I can feel it. Oh my God, this is so good. I'm loving your big dick."
As she went up and down Bree knew why the others had persuaded her to try anal; her insides were cart-wheeling in ecstasy, churning and leaping with an orgasmic bliss that was so hot it was like she'd caught fire. She was an analholic now she knew, she'd never have enough of big pricks ploughing her pucker. And the best part of loosing her anal virginity - well the second best part after the orgasms - was that she was having her butt pounded with two of her three best friends beside her. She reached out her hands and her friends took them, the three of them wiggling them like in a Mexican Wave as they bounced up and down the dicks, soaking in pleasure.
"Aaaaaarggghh, yessssss, aaaaarggghh," Gabby squealed in pleasure as the dong dug deep up her ass, slapping at her special spot through the thin wall making her shudder as she came. She knew she wasn't the only one have anal orgasms; she could feel the vibrations from Bree as the redhead's nails dug into the Latino's palm. The couch was rocking so much from their combined pleasure, with that of Susan, it threatened to break. Gabby didn't mind, she spread her legs wider so that the they were rubbing against Bree's, their hot, clammy skin brushing together as they bounced. Reaching down between her thighs Gabby began to rub at her cunt. It had been soaking ever since she'd started making out with Ford, but it had got damper and more excited as the evening progressed through her blowing him, to him banging the cunt and now him pounding her tight asshole. She screamed and gasped , "Yessss, aaaarggghh give it me, give it me hard."
"Yeah, fucking yeah," Ford's upward thrusts were almost as violent as her downward blows, the two of them coming together in a frenzy of flesh slapping bangs and slurp as the dick raced up her open asshole. Gabby gripped Bree's hand, squeezing it, as a thank you for allowing her to join Bree and Susan in their pick-up. The redhead squeezed back, before letting out another scream of pleasure. Gabby knew how she felt, their was nothing like a good analising to put you on form; and this was damn good butt-fucking she was getting. A girl could hardly be blamed for enjoying it, Carlos hardly ever fucked her cunt anymore, and as for her ass - well it was at least a month since he'd enjoyed her in that hole. Gabby moved quicker, thrusting her hole down the cock, gasping in pleasure as it was filled and stretched and satisfied.
"I'm gonna cum," gasped Ford, "I'm cumming."
"Aaaawwww, oooohhhh," Gabby moaned as the warm cum pumped into her butt-hole, shooting up deep into her bowels before trickling down as she got up. She stood for a few moments, letting it run down her hole and out of her butt.
She turned to the others, Ford was collapsed against the seat, panting and spent, but Bree and Susan and the other two guys were still going strong, the two Milfs bouncing and squealing, holding each other hands, whilst with their other was rubbing at their juicy cunts. Bree moaned in pleasure, before saying, "Gabby, get my camera. It's in the kitchen, I want some shots."
"Mmnnn yes," giggled Susan, "Pictures."
"Okay," Gabby said. She walked into the kitchen, the cum oozing down her ass as she walked, and picked up the camera. It was a pretty standard digital one, little more than a point and click, but as ex-model Gabby had picked up a lot of hints from her snappers on how to take the best pictures, she was sure she could get some great ones of her friends fucking.
The two housewives were still enjoying their ass-fucking when she arrived back in the room. "Smile," Gabby giggled and took a couple of them just bouncing up and down, trying to make sure she got the huge dicks impaling them in the shot as well. She gestured for them to stop fucking, but remain in situ, as she lifted the camera again, "Bree, Susan, why don't you get closer together, give each other a bit of tongue."
The two housewives looked at each other, a slow smile spreading across Bree's face and a quicker one across Susan's. "I've never kissed another woman before," said Bree.
"It could be a night of firsts," giggled her friend, "I'm up for it if you are?"
Bree nodded a little reluctantly, "Okay, I'll give it a go."
Gabby held up the camera, watching in a viewer as her two neighbours' heads moved towards each other and their mouths met, she clicked the button as their lips opened and they began to kiss each other, sliding their tongues over and under each other. The Latino took a step back to take a few more shots, still taking in Bree and Susan's make out session, their hands resting on each other's titties, but also their spread legs and the muscular male legs underneath them, and the dicks pushing up into the women's assholes. "That's good," Gabby said as Bree and Susan broke away from each other, a broad beam on their faces showing that they didn't regret it.
"Before you carry on, I want to take one more pic," the Latino raised her camera again, "Guys could you lift them up of your pricks so that I can get one of their gaping assholes."
Susan giggled as Gavin reached under her knees and lifted him off his dick; her asshole suddenly felt cold without the dick burning away inside it. But she reached down and pulled at her cheeks, so that Gabby could get the best shot of her open ass, beside her Bree was doing the same, tittering as her cherry popped butthole was displayed for the camera. Susan smiled as Gabby clicked away, the brunette Milf was sure that this was a photo that neither she nor Bree would be sharing with their daughters.
"Hey, that looks good," Gabby smiled as she circled through the pictures, "Don't let me stop you fucking now."
Susan gave a squeal of satisfaction as Gavin re-entered her open asshole. The brief interlude seemed to have reinvigorated them both and they began to pound together even harder than before, Susan sliding up and down his huge dick as he rammed it up into her. She started to rub her pussy, sliding a finger into the hole and trying to feel the dick pounding her through her wall. Her body reverberated as she searched, the hard cock slamming her and making her shudder and shake. She squeaked again, "Fuuuccckk, fuuuccckkk!"
Gabby was taking photos one handed, the other was doing the same in Susan and fingering her wet slit. She was obviously enjoying watching her neighbours being fucked, though probably not as much as she would have enjoyed having one of the huge dicks ploughing into her own backhole. Nor was she the only one enjoying herself, Bree was bouncing up and down as fast as she could, her large titties bouncing as she screamed with enthusiasm. Susan smiled, and not just because her own pick-up had pounded her spot, as she thought how difficult it had been to convince her friend to try it up the ass, and look at her now. She squeezed Bree hand, suddenly squeezing it even tighter as Gavin hammered a new orgasm into her. "Oohhh, ooohhh, yessss, ooooohhh!"
"Fuck, baby, fuck this ass is so fine," Gavin grunted, as he slammed up, his cock ripping deep into her asshole. "It is one fuckable butt."
"Yeah, it is, so screw it open," squeaked Susan, her body thrashing back and forth as the dick went up her. "Ohhhhh, ohhhh, yesssss, aaaarggghhh."
She quivered as she came, the couch creaking beneath her as Bree also screamed and shuddered, the redhead's skin flushed and red. Susan wiped some own sweat from her forehead, still more appeared, trickling down her face faster than she could rub it away. It didn't matter, though, even if the salt stung at her eyes, it was a small price to pay for the blissful pleasure from her ass.
"Oh God, yes, yes," Jake's face contorted as he came, Bree gasping and moaning as well as the goo shot into her ass. Susan carried on bouncing, watching as Bree staggered up, gasping for breath as Jake slumped down on the couch.
"Quick Bree, on your back, let me take a picture of the cum coming out your ass," Gabby squeaked in excitement. Bree did as she was told, smiling for the camera as she lay on her rug and pulled her legs back as far as they could go so that her friend could snap a shot of her gaped open and overflowing asshole.
As she watched her friends Susan fingered her own pussy, pressing at the wall which separated her cunt and ass, as on the other side Gavin treated it as a very bouncy trampoline. The Milf gasped and bucked and moaned as digit and dick met, sending even more intense paroxysms of bliss coursing through her. She shuddered some more and screamed in passion, "Oooohhh, aaaaarggghhh, fuuuckkkk!"
"Yes, dear God, yes, I'm cumming baby," panted Gavin, seconds before he shot his goo into her hole. The semen flooded the back passage, swamping her hole and plastering every millimetre of her tunnel walls in a silvery sheen, before it slowly began to seep out.
"On your back, Susan," Gabby shouted, "Lean back, take your legs, let me get a picture."
Susan rolled onto her rear, pulling her legs back and rocking on the top of her back. Some of the cum seeped back down her hole, some trickled out, she could feel it sliding down between the crack of her buttock cheeks, dripping onto Bree's rug. The redhead would have to clean it tomorrow, and probably her couch, which must have been covered with sweat and cum, his and hers. Susan stayed in position as Gabby snapped away. "That cum looks so yummy," the Latino giggled, "Can I lick it up?"
Susan giggled as she wondered what it would feel like to have Gabby's tongue licking her ass. She guessed she was about to find out, "Yes, sure you can," she smiled as she got onto her hands and knees.
Gabby gave Bree the camera, "Take some shots," she said.
Bree nodded and raised the camera as Gabby took position behind Susan, spreading her cheeks with her hands. The brunette Milf gave a whinny of pleasure as her friend started to lick and lap at her still open butt-hole, the lithe tongue slithering deep in and swirling round the chute as it's owner slurped and sucked at the cum oozing up the passage. Gabby moved faster, her tongue rattling up and down the hole, each lap bringing as much of the salty white goo into her mouth as the Latino could manage. Susan quivered and moaned, "Oh, ohh, oohhh."
It might not be as good as a hard dick pounding her ass, but the soft tongue was an agreeable change, soft and flexible compared to the hard and erect cocks, cleaning and soothing her battered butt. Gabby pressed her face harder between the cheeks, prying them apart and forcing her tongue down deeper, seemingly determined to pick up even the dregs of the cum. Susan's could feel her excitement growing again, a warm buzz developing in her pussy. It was made all the hotter by knowing that Bree was taking photos of her neighbour burying her head in the brunette's ass. Susan closed her eyes and cried out, "Ooooohhh, yes, eat my ass, gobble that cum, slurp it clean."
A wave of pleasure washed through her, making her shudder and quake, her moans loud and passionate. For a few seconds she was lost in the pleasure.
"Oh fuck, yeah, that's shitting hot," Susan opened her eyes as she heard the Jake speak. It seemed that watching Susan getting her ass cleaned out by Gabby had succeeding in making them all hard again, the three guys sitting side by side their erect pricks pointing upwards and trembling.
Bree had also noticed and she put down the camera and scooted over to Jake. Susan watched, as her formerly strait-laced friend, dipped her head and started to take the cock that just been in her ass into her mouth. The redhead began to bob up and down, making slurping noises as she sucked the twelve incher. She reached out to the other two sitting on either side of him and, taking hold of their ten inch dongs, she began to slowly work them up and down in time with her nodding head. Susan giggled, the sight of Bree dealing with the three guys added to the sensation of Gabby's tongue swirling round her ass making her pussy even damper and tingly
The Latino looked up and smiled, "I think that's done. There's not a spot of cum in that butt."
Susan giggled, "Shall we join Bree?"
Gabby licked her lips as she stared at the three rock hard members on display, "Oh, yes. Let's swap guys as well."
The two housewives dropped down beside Bree, their mouths taking over from her hands on Ford and Gavin. The three women's heads bobbed up and down, sucking greedily at the dick, all of them excited by the thought that the rock hard members had been pounding their asses open just minutes earlier. As they sucked their fingers played with their cunts, massaging and rubbing the slick slots, making them even wetter and raising their sexual ardour like a thermometer placed in a hot room.
"Mmmmnn," Bree could see Gabby raising her head from Gavin's cock, leaving a trail of saliva. The Latino looked greedily at her friend as her mouth worked up and down Jake's twelve incher.
Bree's head slipped of her pick-up's dick and she smiled at her friend, "You wanting to swap?"
"I was thinking I might have them together," Gabby said with a grin, "If you and the guys don't mind?"
The two guys nodded enthusiastically. Bree was less keen, she would have been willing to give up Jake, even with his huge dick - she wasn't selfish - but when she'd made the offer she assumed she'd be getting a ten inch cock in return; one she hadn't tried. But now Gabby had made the offer to the two students there was little Bree could do, but pretend to be fine with the idea. She gave a tinkle of a laugh, "Sure, Gabby. That'll be good, perhaps I'll share with Susan."
The brunette gave her an angry eye, as she was obviously enjoying slurping on Ford's cock. But even Susan's math skill would work out that if there were three guys and three women and one of the women took two that would mean the remaining women would have the share the last guy. She moved her head from the dick, leaving it shiny and said, "Come join me Bree, we'll lick this dick together."



The two Milfs started to lick and lap at the cock, their wet tongues sweeping over it from the tip at the top to the balls below. They moved without rhyme or reason, randomly following saliva trails or criss-crossing them or missing bits of his member entirely. At times, as they moved to the front of his prick, which was shared territory, their heads would bump or their hair would brush against each other's faces and they'd both titter and apologise before continuing to polish the dick. Ford didn't mind the lack of planning or quality control as he gasped and tensed, his hands on the Milf's heads and his eyes locked on Gabby and his two friends.
The sexy Latino had lain the bigger dicked Jake on the ground and had clambered on top of him, impaling her slick slot on his large dick. She rode it for a few moments, to get it nicely fitted in and for her cunt to clasp round it; before pausing. Leaning forward, so that her titties were resting on Jake's chest she placed her hands on her butt cheeks and opened them invitingly. She turned her head and gave Gavin a wanton glance, "Time for you to fuck this butt."
"Yeah, shit, fuck man, yeah," Gavin wasn't the most coherent guy she'd invite to DP her, but with his ten inches he was in the top twenty percent largest. She quivered and moaned in excitement as he took up position behind her and pressed the tip of his prong against her backhole. He gripped her round the front, squeezing her titties hard between his hand as he pushed his dick into her butt. "Oh, yeah, this is fucking great man, this is so cool."
"Ohhh, I know, ohhhh, that's it, push it in baby," moaned Gabby. Her ass was still flexible from her previous ass ramming and the prick slid down it, if not as snugly as key in a lock at least much easier than it would have been if his friend hadn't already done the opening. His dick was soon ramming in and out slamming down with speed. Gabby squealed and shuddered, "Ohhh, oohhhh, give it me, give it me hard."
Jake began to thrust up as well, powering his prick into the pussy, the large member stretching and filling the wet tunnel. At first he moved slowly, as if he was scared that Gabby couldn't take two dicks at once, but her passionate screams and squeals and violent ecstatic shudders told him that this was a woman who could take all he could give. He up his pace, ramming harder at her cunt, the big dick thrusting over her G-spots, going so far up the hole that he was almost penetrating her womb. Behind her Gavin was grunting as he too gave her the full length, his balls slapping at her buttocks so hard that it was like they were knocking to get in. The Latino shrieked louder, enjoying every second of the fucking, "Yessss, yessss, aaaaarrghh. Give it me, give it me, I want your dicks, I want to be fucked so good."
Sweat poured from her as she slammed between the young guys, her body rocking like she was a see-saw being jumped by two very boisterous children. The two thick cocks were packing her holes, leaving all the space occupied and making all her nerve endings sing like nightingales. They pounded together, squeezing her in half, as the guys upped their rhythm, slamming her in unison. It felt so good, so powerful - as the proverb said 'two dicks were better than one'. She screamed and gasped, "Harder, boys, harder, I want to be fucked!"
"Uuurhh, urrrhhh," Gavin panted as he ploughed into her butt, his muscular teen chest slamming into her back and his hands grappling with her titties. He pushed Gabby down, impaling her cunt half-way down his friend's cock, Jake supplied the other half, jacking his pelvis up and thrusting the dong into the wet cunt.
"Ooohhh, aaaarggghh, yessss," squealed Gabby, cumming furiously and repeatedly.
Beside the couch, just feet away, Bree and Susan continued to share Ford's prick, one of them licking round the balls and base, as the other slurped their mouth down over the tip and top. Between them they left the dick as shiny as a new nickel. They could hear the sounds of Gabby behind them, the squeals and grunts, the slap of flesh on flesh, the slurp of it through cum stained holes. Looking up they could see that even as they cleaned his cock he was entranced with the other threesome in front of him. Susan pulled her head up from his dick and murmured in her friend's ear, "I think we've lost him, I think he wants to join the dp."
Bree nodded, she'd have liked to keep Ford for a little longer, but she wasn't as knowledgeable in this as Susan, and certainly not as Gabby, and bowed to her friend's experience. She called out to Gabby, "Do you want a third?"
"Yessss, yessss, yessss!" screamed Gabby. There was no evidence she'd even heard Bree, never mind that she was replying to her, but Ford took it as a 'yes'. He scrambled over to the Latino. For a second Gabby looked surprised to find ten inches of dong pointing to her face, but she quickly recovered and slowed her fucking long enough to take it in her mouth.
A naked Bree and Susan moved onto the couch, sitting so close that they could feel each other's heat. On the rug Gabby was airtight, a big dick filling all three of her main holes, vibrating and shaking as she was roughly and enjoyably fucked. Bree slid a finger into her own cunt, masturbating vigorously as she watched her friend, beside her Susan was moaning and shaking as she also fingered her soaked fuckhole. The two neighbours jilled themselves harder and deeper, pounding at their twats, their bodies vibrating against each other.
"Oooohh," Bree giggled as a red flush burnt her skin and a wave of pleasure crashed in her. Susan gasped and tittered as well as she came. Neither of them stopped, plunging their fingers back into their slits to hit their special spots. They moved faster and harder, excited and turned on by the lewd scene in front of them. For a second the guys stopped, and Bree was worried they'd all cum before she was ready to stop playing with herself. But it was only a pause for them to swap holes, Ford taking the pussy for a second time as Gavin moved from ass to mouth and Jake replaced him, shoving his twelve incher up the Latino's back fuckhole. "Ooohhhh," Bree giggled again and rammed her finger in.
"Mmnnnn," moaned Susan and kissed Bree. The redhead responded enthusiastically - it seemed the right thing to do. Before tonight she'd never kissed another woman, never even seriously contemplated in, but now this was the second time she'd locked lips with Susan. It was even better than the first time, without the camera taking snaps was felt more relaxed, less on show, more able to slide her tongue over Susan's and let her friend's tongue play back on hers. "Mmmnnn," Susan moaned louder as her lips pressed on Bree's, "MMmnnn."
"Ooohhh, mmmnn," Bree squeaked, quickly replacing it with a moan of pleasure as Susan's hand slid to her cunt and started to share the hole with Bree's finger, her thumb pressing and rubbing at the clit. The carried on fingering her own pussy for a few more moments before she moved her own hand to Susan's slit, jilling it tandem with Susan's deft thrusts. The two of them kissed harder, their naked bodies pressing together, their fingers pleasuring each other's wet holes.
In front of them Gabby rocked and slurped, her body bouncing and her head bobbing as she was fucked in every way. Her skin was as red as a beetroot, flushed and wet with perspiration Every hole ached, her jaw, her ass, her pussy, all stretched wider than natural and kept open as the thick pricks pounded them. It was worth it, they were also tingly sensitive and with every hammering blow an orgasmic rush surged after it, keeping her in a state of permanent ecstasy. She wished it could last forever, but knew it couldn't.
"Fuck, I'm about to cum," gasped Jake.
Gabby pulled her head back from Gavin's cock, gasping for air, before quickly turning to Jake and instructing him, "In a moment - all of you - cum over our faces." The guys all grinned and nodded as Gabby pulled herself away and knelt, swinging round to the making out Milfs on the sofa, "Susan, Bree - cum bath if you're quick."
Susan and Bree joined her in seconds, the three housewives kneeling in a line with Gabby in the centre as the three students stood around them quickly jerking their dicks. It didn't take long for them to start spurting, blowing the warm tendrils of cum all over the neighbours, covering their beautiful faces in a silvery white shine. "Mmmnn, tasty," Susan giggled and began to lick away the cum covering her face.
"Yummy," agreed Gabby as she did the same.
"Lovely," Bree's tongue shot out as she cleaned the sperm from her chin.
Their tongues weren't long enough to get more than a portion of the cum covering them. But as good neighbours they were always willing to help each other and once they'd licked their own lips and chins they started to lick and lap at the cum covering each other, sucking it up with enthusiasm until they were as spotless as an albino dog.
*
"The cab's here," said Bree, taking the coffee cup from Jake.
The other two young men placed theirs on the coffee table. Bree was impressed that they chose to put them on coasters, they were well brought up.
"Thanks for the evening," Jake grinned and his friends agreed.
"No, thank you, it was fun," said Bree. She stood at the door, once more in her dress, waving at the guys as they walked towards the cab. Once they got in she didn't stay any longer, it was known by all six of the orgy participants that the students and the housewives wouldn't be seeing each other again.
Gabby put down her own coffee and picked up her purse, "I better be getting home, Carlos will be in soon and I want a shower first."
Susan stood up as well, "Can I help clean up?"
Bree looked at the rug, scrunched up and cum covered, the sofa stained and soaked with sweat and cunt juice. She shook her head, "No, I'll tidy before I go to bed. You know how I hate a messy house."
"We've got to do this again," said Susan.
"As soon as possible," agreed Gabby.
"I can hardly wait," replied Bree.
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"So we're agreed on these?" Susan Mayer asked her friends, Gabby Solis and Bree van de Kamp. The three of them were sitting at Susan's kitchen table drinking coffee, clustered around a laptop.
Gabby nodded. But Bree paused, frowning, "I'm not sure, let's have another look."
Susan pressed a button and the first photo came up. It was of Bree and Susan from their last evening out, the two Milfs being lifted up under their thighs by two guys, displaying their well open assholes, which the two studs had just been hammering. Bree looked at it, with the black stripe across her and Susan's eyes you would only recognise her if you knew who you were looking for. She didn't think those people who she wanted to keep her sex-life secret from - her Church Minister, fellow members of the PTA and her children - would be frequenting pornography sites. Well Andrew and Danielle might be, but in both cases she thought that their interest would be in man on man, not amateur Milf. So it wasn't fear of discovery that was making her pause, it was more Bree was a perfectionist and if she was going to submit photos to an amateur sex website she wanted them to be the best. "Can we have a look at the other shot?"
Susan and Gabrielle groaned, but Susan did as she was asked, clicking onto a photo taken a second earlier. Bree looked at it, trying to compare it in her mind to the previous shot. To her friends they might look the same, but in this one her asshole was a little wider, her smile a little less bright. She decided that as her eyes were blacked out viewers weren't going to concentrate on her mouth. She tapped the screen, "Can we swap? I prefer this one."
"Okay," Susan made a few more clicks and replaced the first attachment in the e-mail with its replacement. Then, before Bree could change her mind again she clicked on the second attachment. This time the redhead had been the photographer, taking the snaps as Gabrielle's face was buried between her butt-fucked friend's ass cheeks, licking the cum out of Susan's asshole. Bree was proud of the lighting for that one and the look of lust she'd got in Gabby's eyes, which was the only part of her face you could see above Susan's round butt. She did wonder whether it was the best, there was another she'd taken, from a different angle, which really showed the cum dribbling out and the tongue going in. Perhaps Susan read her mind, in any case the brunette clicked onwards before Bree could comment.
"Now this is my favourite," giggled Gabby as the final shot came up.
It was a selfie Gabby had taken of the three of them, not long after the guys had cum. The Latino housewife was holding the camera and smiling as Susan and Bree rested their heads on her shoulder, cum still covering their faces and chests, like silvery gooey tentacles. Bree remembered they'd only taken the one snap before the cum started to drip away and they had to start licking or lose it to the floor. Unlike Gabby she didn't think it was a great photo - she didn't disagree it worked well as a narrative for the night; ass-fucking, ass-eating and facial. But the symmetry was wrong, Gabby was not right in the middle of the photo and her own and Susan's heads weren't aligned so she was looking slightly to one side and Susan to the other, their smiles at different angles. She had mentioned that and had been outvoted two to one and she decided not to press for a last minute recount. Instead she smiled and lied "It's good."
"Okay, we're all agreed," said Susan. And before Bree could object again, she pressed send, e-mailing the photos to 'www.mysexymilf' to add to the thousands of amateur snaps the site already had of thirty-plus women getting fucked, including, according to Gabby, a couple of dozen of her that various boyfriends had taken over the years. "That's done," she said and shut the laptop.
Bree nodded, feeling both naughty and liberated about submitting some intimate photos of herself to the web so that thousands of guys could jack off over them. It was a feeling she'd been having a lot recently, with firstly Susan introducing her to the joys of casual sex and then her and Gabby joining Bree for a bangathon with a group of guys who Bree had already forgotten the names off. Even if externally she kept her cool, prim exterior, went to flower arranging classes with the rest of her church and baked cookies for the local scout group's fundraiser, she was turning into a slut and enjoying it. She smiled at Susan, "Are you sure you can't join us tonight?"
Susan looked torn, she enjoyed hard dick as much as Bree, but after a few seconds she ruefully shook her head, "I can't. I promised Julie I'd help her study tonight; I can't bail at short notice, she'd get suspicious."
Bree, having teenage children herself, sympathised; she too wanted to keep her role as a 'fuck anything Milf' secret from her kids. Gabby, younger than them both and a trophy wife with no children was less understanding. She gave a shrug, "You could just tell her Bree's got an emergency and you need to support her, no need to tell Julie that it's a 911 for cock."
Again Susan looked tempted, then she shook her head again, "No... I can't, I don't want to let Julie down. It's an important year at school."
Gabby tried one more time, "The bar we're going to go to is a college one. It'll be full of young, hunky college studs, with huge dicks who just want to fuck a cute Mom like you."
"No, no, I can't" Susan put her stern face on, "But I hope you too have fun."
"We will," smiled Bree as Gabby grinned and nodded in agreement.
*
It was safe to say the bar wasn't Bree's type of place. The music was loud and instead of harmonies was all twangy guitar or pounding drumbeat. The décor was a mixture of fake wood walls and signed football jerseys, stained or faded or both. And when she had gone to get a drink the barman had looked blankly as she asked for anything more sophisticated than beer until eventually she settled for a cheap, and nasty, glass of white wine.
However, standing there and looking round at the clientele she recognised the bar had advantages. She thought little of the competition, the women might have been young and they could have been cute, but they'd dressed little different from the guys in jeans and T-shirts, thinking the way to impress them was to match drink for drink until one of them collapsed insensible. They were no match for the sultry housewives in their classy dresses and high-heels. And the guys were to die for, sure there were few chubby losers with glasses or acne, but there were many more hunky, good-looking young studs with sporty physiques and sex on their mind.
"What about them?" Gabby nudged her friend and nodded towards a table with two hot looking college jocks, slamming down the beers.
Bree had noticed them before, but she also had noticed that they weren't alone. It was a shame, as she would have been perfect. "They've got a couple of friends at the bar," she answered
"Female?" asked Gabby, her eyes still fixed on the two at the table, like a hawk eyeing a rabbit.
"Male," said Bree in reply.
"Good looking?"
Bree looked along to where the two other guys had picked up four beers from the bar and were wending their way back to their friends, deciding quickly her earlier impression still held. "Yes, they're handsome, very athletic looking."
"So what's the problem?" asked Gabby.
"There's four of them..." Bree said and paused as she considered the rest of her answer.
Gabby was willing to help her thinking along, "I could handle three."
That decided Bree, "That would be greedy," she smiled, "Two each and we can swap."
Her friend smiled and nodded, following a step behind as Bree strode confidently up to the table, "Can we join you boys?" she purred seductively. Without waiting for an invite she pulled up a chair and sat down, "I'm Bree and this is my friend Gabby, we're on a ladies night out." As she spoke she stretched slightly so that her bosoms pushed at her dress and her cleavage was shown to its full advantage. Beside her Gabby was as subtle, licking her lips like a cougar already imaging the taste of its prey as she raised her glass in a silent, but sensual, toast.
The four guys looked at each other. It was the shortest of them who spoke first, and by shortest that meant he was still only a couple of inches shy of six foot. "I'm Todd." He had close cropped blonde hair and now Bree was close to him she could see a silver stud in his nose. He pointed the guy next to him, his skin the colour of a Mediterranean pirate and his face covered by a dark stubble which was not quiet a beard, "This is my roomie, Chris." Chris raised a hand in hi and Todd moved onto the next man, who was just sitting down after his trip to the bar "Mike." Mike nodded in greeting, as he pulled back his chair; like the others his hair was short, but the way it was starting to recede from his forehead suggested he'd be bald by his mid-thirties. Todd pointed to the last of the guys, a young man with bleached blonde hair, which spiked at all angles, "Liam. He and Mike are on the same soccer team as me and Chris. We're out celebrating a win."
"So did any of you score... " Gabby giggled, her gaze moving in such a way round the table to tell them they were scoring now.
"Oh yeah," Todd grinned. He understood the hidden conversation, "I think we all did."
"Oh you did," purred Bree, she seductively sipped her wine and ran a finger down the front of dress from the cleavage to her navel, like she was tracing an imaginary zip. "It's very noisy here, and a little smelly, is your place near? We could go there and carry on hearing about your scoring techniques."
"All four of us?" Chris's eyes widened slightly, before he gave a slight grunt as a sharp elbow from Mike slid into him.
"It'd be rude not to invite your friends as well," smiled Bree.
"Our dorm room is five minutes away," said Todd getting up and not bothering to finish his drink.
"Shall we?" smiled Bree and stood up as well.
The other three guys moved so quick that two of them sent their chairs tipping backwards and Liam hit the table with his knee so that the four newly bought beers spilt all over it.
It wasn't a five minute walk, more like ten. But Bree didn't mind, the night was warm enough to be pleasant, cool enough not to be overbearing, the guys were attentive and if their humour wasn't exactly to Bree's taste - well she wasn't planning to end up marrying any of them.
Chris opened the door to the room and the six of them trooped in. It was a typical college boy's room, the type Bree had avoided when she was eighteen and a prim virgin. Now, a fortysomething widow and a slut it had a certain naïve charm, with two computer desks covered in half-scrawled pieces of paper and creased text-books, posters of half-naked babes and bands she'd never heard of on the walls and the quilts crumpled on unmade beds. She walked into the middle of the room, pausing for Gabby as the Latino gave Chris a sultry smile and waited for him to close the door behind them.
Bree smiled, she and Gabby were in the centre of the room and the centre of attention, all four guys eyeing them like hungry wolves. The redhead turned to her friend, "I'm hot, are you?"
"Very," smiled Gabby.
To the amazement and gratification of the four college kids the two women lent in and kissed. It didn't surprise Bree, Gabby had suggested earlier that the way to rev up the engines of their one night stands was to start with a lesbian floor show. Bree had been keen to agree, after all compared to Gabby she was still an amateur at picking up studs for no-strings sex and getting them as hard as a rock as quickly as possible. But, she also had to admit, that her lesbian make-out session with Susan when they'd last picked up some guys had been an exciting turn on and Bree wanted to decide whether that was a one-off or whether other women could be as pleasurable as Susan had been. Her mouth opened and pressed against Gabby's, their lips moving in synchronicity, their hands wandering up each other's back. So far, so good, thought Bree.
After a few moments she broke the kiss, moving her head back to see Gabby's smile. She flicked a quick glance over at the four guys, they were sitting on one of the beds, all in a row, entranced by the floor show happening in front of them. And it was going to get better. "Shall I get this off?" said Bree, her hands slipping to the straps holding her friend's dress up.
"Yes," giggled Gabby, "It's getting in the way."
Bree's fingers sprung the clips, pulling the straps free and letting the dress fall. "Fuck," gasped one of the guys in shocked awe as Gabby slid her dress down to her waist. She wasn't wearing a bra and her olive boobs bounced and jiggled as she reached out to Bree's straps and returned the favour.
Bree put her hands on her sides and brought the dress halfway down her body. Her titties were paler than her friends, but bigger and juicier, they waved and juddered as she leant forward, her mouth opening as it closed upon Gabby's. She could hear the guys' oaths of surprise and wonder as the two housewives kissed passionately, their tits rubbing and brushing as their arms enveloped the other. They continued for a few minutes, sliding their tongues at each other, pursing and pressing their lips, making munching moves as they mouthed at each other.
"I think these are still getting in the way," said Gabby, taking a step back from Bree.
"Me too," Bree replied with a smile.
The guys gasped, their jaws almost literally falling to their knees as both housewives shimmied out of their dresses, dropping them to the floor leaving themselves clad only in very tiny panties and high-heels. Bree giggled and turned to the young men, "I'm thinking you like what you see," she said.
"Shit, fuck yeah," grunted Chris, the others nodding in agreement, but Bree had already turned back to Gabby, lip-locking with the Latino and pressing her nearly nude body against her friend's.
She continued for a few moments, revving the college boys further; kissing Gabby was enjoyable, the younger woman's lips were soft and wet and luscious and her body was slender and sensual and warm. But enjoyable though the lesbian make-out session was it wasn't why either her or Gabby were out. She broke the kiss and turned back to the guys, "You want us to take off our panties?" Gabby's fingers slipped under the elastic, like she was hinting how easy it would be to remove them.
"Yeah, yeah, yeah, yeah," the four young men nodded with enthusiasm.
Bree grinned, "We'll show you ours when you show us yours."
"Strip boys," added Gabby.
The young men stood up and started to get undressed, but neither housewife was looking as they resumed kissing at each other, rubbing and massaging them bodies at each other like they were one person. The girl on girl make-out may have only been a starter, but it was one both women wanted to finish tasting.
"We're ready," said Mike.
Bree broke her kiss, licking her lips clean of Gabby's saliva and turned to the young men. They were standing in a row, like they were on parade, each of them naked as the day they were born and with their cocks sticking out in front of them like tank cannons. Bree's tongue licked her lips again, this time to dampen them as they seemed suddenly dry with lust. Her and Gabby's suspicions had been correct, all four men had the physiques of young Gods, with firm six-pack stomachs, muscles rippling, legs like firm tree trunks and with not a cock below eight inches on one of them. Bree glanced at Gabby, her friend looked as impressed as she was. "A deal's a deal," giggled the Latino and spun away so that her back was to the guys.
Bree did the same and bent over as she lowered her panties to her ankles, letting the studs feast their eyes on her round Milf buttocks. She straightened up and stepped out of her panties, twirling round so that they could now see her snatch, freshly shaven apart from a small trimmed landing strip to show that she was a natural redhead. "Fucking hell," muttered Chris his hand automatically moving to his nine incher and beginning to stroke it.
"You don't need to do that, let me and Gabby take over," purred Bree. She walked the few feet over to them, her high-heels -the only thing she was still wearing - clinking on the wooden floor. Beside her Gabby sashayed over with the same purpose in mind. Bree smiled and took Chris's hand from his cock, reaching down and stroking his tanned dick, "Unless you mind..." she smiled and left the rest unsaid.
"N...No...not at all," stammered Chris, his words turning into a gasp as Bree got down on her haunches and opened her mouth to slide her lips over his dick. She moved slowly down it, not wanting to strain her jaw by taking too much too early. He didn't seem to mind, groaning in pleasure even as she sucked at the top. Slowly she moved further, rolling her lips further down the engorged organ and bringing it deeper into her mouth.
"Fuck, shit," at the opposite end of the line Mike groaned in pleasure as Gabby's mouth moved down his dick, slurping hungrily at it. The Latino's hand was gripping Todd beside, him stroking and holding the dick, keeping it hard and erect; his eyes were open in amazed pleasure, a purr coming from his lips like he was a cat beside the fire.
Not wanting to leave Liam out Bree reached up and took his dick. It was wide and thick and her hand wouldn't fully close round it. Slowly, she tugged at it, feeling the skin glide over the gland beneath, the blood pulsing and pumping making it vibrate against her hand. Her mouth moved deeper down the Mediterranean dick of Chris, her ruby red lips a contrast to his tanned brown dong. The young man grunted and groaned again, "Shit, Bree, fuck this is some blow-job. Fuck you're much hotter than any dumb cheerleader."
Much sluttier as well, thought Bree, no self-respecting cheerleader would join with her friend in servicing four guys - or perhaps they would, but not as skilfully as she and Gabby would. She didn't reply, just smiled up at him as she popped his dick out of her mouth and moved over to Liam's, the bleached blonde hunk groaning as her mouth slid down his member, "Fuck, suck my dick."
Bree did so, moving her head up and down his hard prong as her hand reached for Chris's cock, her finger sliding round the hard manhood, still slick with her saliva. From the corner of her eye she could see Gabby had also swapped, her head bobbing up and down Todd's cock, making him moan like he was both in heaven and surprised to be there. The Latino's hand worked at Mike as she sucked his friend, her fingers expertly stroking and tantalising the young man's huge prick.
"Shit. Urrhh. Fuck. Oh my God, fuck, fuck," Liam shuddered as Bree took him further into her mouth, her tongue beating a tattoo on his tool as she guided it into the soft wetness of her inner cheek. "Fuck, my God, fuck, shit. This is great."
Bree knew it was, she knew she was giving great head. But she also knew she didn't want him to cum just yet, that would be such a waste. She brought her head up and smiled at Gabby, "Shall we swap places?"
Her friend nodded, "Yes, let's get a taste of them all."
The two women quickly switched positions, so that Gabby was stroking Liam, keeping him interested as her mouth slid down Chris's tanned cock. Bree meanwhile was taking Mike in her mouth, mixing her spit with that of her friend on his huge penis, her hand stroking and playing with Todd's dick, her fingers wrapping round it, unable to close. All four of guys grunted and moaned, panting in excitement as the housewives used all their feminine wiles, none of them complaining as mature lips pressed at their cocks and the women's hands jerked at their dicks. After a few minutes Bree switched again, this time taking Todd into her mouth as she stroked at Mike, the young man grunting in excitement as she sucked him in, pushing and rolling her lips over his pumping prick.



Her own pussy was tingling, warm and wet to the touch. Bree slid a finger between her labia lips, feeling the dampness of her slick slot. She was ready for a fucking and, judging from the hardness of the two cocks she was servicing, Todd and Mike were ready as well. She went down one last time on Mike's prick before pulling her mouth back with a pop, she looked up at them, smiling greedily, before standing, "I want you to fuck me."
"Which one of us first?" asked Mike, running a hand over his head, pushing the hair backwards and accentuating the receding hairline.
Bree giggled, "When I say I want you to fuck me I mean I want you both to fuck me."
Todd's eyes were open so far it was like they were about to pop, "You mean..." he was unable to complete the sentence.
Bree smiled and walked over to the bed, "I mean I've two holes." In case they still didn't get it she put her hands on her cheeks and spread her buttocks open, revealing the second, tight, fuckhole.
The two studs didn't need any further invitation and within moments Mike was on the bed, Bree straddling him, pushing her pussy down his large cock as behind her Todd was starting to push his equally large dick into her asshole. Bree groaned in pleasure as he pushed in, first the tip and then the shaft. The young man's pressure shoving her wet pussy down his friend's dick, so soon she was fully impaled on it. She gripped the quilt, "Oh, yes, give it me Todd, baby, give me your dick."
On the bed opposite Gabby was replicating her actions, lowering herself onto the waiting cock as Chris's olive brown member was slowly pushed into her tanned ass. The hot Latino moaned, "That's good. I'm greedy though, so I want it all, deep and hard."
The young men started thrusting, four dicks slamming at four holes. Bree and Gabby gasped and squealed as the large cocks went further into them, the hunks soon getting into a rhythm and giving the housewives the full length. "Ooohhh, yeesss, fucckk," squealed Bree as both her holes were filled. Feet away Gabby squeaked and shrieked in response as she too was slammed. The hunks gripped the women, their hands grabbing waist and butt and breast as they rode them, slapping their dicks into the holes. Bree grunted in excitement, working her body in unison with the dicks hitting her above and below, doing her part to keep them all in time. Her fingers clenched at the bedding, pulling at the material, "Ooohhh, uuuurrrhhh, fuck, give it me, give it me so hard."
"Shit. Yeah. Fuck. This is fucking hot," grunted the guys, still obviously unable to believe their luck even as they made a housewife sandwich of the two women. Their hard dicks slammed in and out of the holes, sending Bree and Gabby into orgasmic delight, making them buck and squeal and come. The young men, encouraged, pounding harder, their muscular thighs beating at the women, above and below, as they thundered on, hammering, slamming, thrusting deep and hard.
"Aaaaarrrghh," cried Bree as the orgasmic pleasure swept through her. The two dicks were squeezing at her, filling her so completely it was like concrete was being poured into her holes, except this was a concrete filled with pleasure. She now knew why Susan and Gabby swore by double-penetration; they told her two dicks was twice the pleasure. She hadn't been convinced until she'd tried it tonight; though truthfully she still thought they were wrong - having two hunks ram their dicks into her wasn't doubling her ecstasy, it was at least tripling it. She raised her head and screamed, howling like a wolf at the moon, "AAAAArrrrghhh, fuuuuucckkkk, aaaaarrrghhh!"
Over the other bed Chris grunted and panted, his face turning and twisting as he came, spurting his goo over Gabby's lower back and butt cheeks, the silvery tendrils sliding quickly down her waist and sides as she continued to ride Liam like he was a bronco. Chris got off the bed and wiped sweat from his forehead, standing alone in the middle of the room like a gatecrasher at a party who knew no-one. Not for long though, Bree was enjoying her DP a lot, but last time Gabby had gone airtight and had sworn by it. She stilled the studs hammering her long enough to call out to Chris, "Come over here and join us; I'll use my mouth to get you hard again."
"Fucking hell Bree," Todd gasped in astonishment, "You know it's just been in your friend's ass?"
"I know," laughed Bree, "and I also know when you come Gabby will return the favour and suck your prick back to hardness."
Chris got on the bed, standing in front of her. Even without her tongue he was starting to get hard, just the thought of ass to mouth doing the work. Bree opened her mouth and slid her lips over his large member. It's flavour was salty and bitter, but if it wasn't the most nicest thing she'd ever tasted the feel of the cock in her mouth made up for it - Gabby had been right about how good it felt with all her holes blocked up and in use. Behind her Todd started to ram down again and Mike took the hint as well, gripping Bree's back as he started to thrust up again. The Milf rocked between them, her head bobbing as she sucked the dick in front of her, making it even harder, like it was iron. Chris grabbed the back of her head, pulling her forward so that he was deeper in her mouth, the huge prong pressing at her cheek and threatening to slide to her throat.
"Fucking hell, fucking hell," grunted Chris as Bree tongued at his prong, slurping away his cum and the flavour of Gabby's ass. "Fucking hell, this is fucking great. You suck fucking hot cock."
Bree would have smiled at the compliment if she was able to, but she had no intention of emptying to her mouth to do so. The ecstatic pleasure flowed through her as her cunt and ass were whacked hard, with Chris in her mouth the orgasms seemed even more intense, as if being unable to let them out with a scream kept the pleasure reverberating round her body like balls on a pinball machine. She shuddered and shook, coming again and again and hoping that it would last forever.
It couldn't and it didn't. It was only minutes after Chris joined them before Todd grunted and gasped, and unable to pull out in time, shot his load down into her ass. The warm wet semen trickled down the hole, sliding deep down into her bowels and leaving the tunnel coated in his goo. She felt a moment of irritation that he had messed up her back passage instead of doing what his friend had done with Gabby and shooting over her back, especially as Chris said. "Yewww, Todd. I'm not going in after you."
"Hey, I don't mind," said Mike from beneath her, "It just helps lube up her ass."
Even for Mike's huge dick Bree felt her butt had been opened enough by Todd's pounding not to need any lubrication, but at the same time she wasn't going to look a gift horse in the mouth. She brought her head back from Chris's dripping dick "Okay let's swap position, Chris you get my cunt so lie down, Mike, my butt is yours."
The two guys moved with alacrity, Chris getting himself down on the bed and Mike moving behind her so that as soon as she impaled herself on his friend's big dong he was taking her from behind. Bree grunted in pleasure as the two huge pricks slid down her holes. Both tunnels were so stretched from the hammering they had already received that the thick members, despite their girth, were quickly pushing balls deep and Bree was getting the full benefit. She shuddered and gasped, screaming out, "Fuck me, fuck me hard!"
They did so, both studs slamming into her fuckholes with a violence and vigour, stretching and stimulating the walls. Bree screamed and shrieked, her body rocking in pleasure. She knew she was a slut, that her prim exterior was only a front, but she didn't care. Or rather she did; she loved being a slut, taking hard dicks in the most kinky and depraved fashion, cumming repeatedly and keeping the hunks hard and satisfied with her skills. Chris carried on thrusting, like he hadn't blown a load five minutes before, Mike thrust into her, ignoring the wet gooey cum still coating her anal chute. She screamed louder, "Fuck me. Fuck me. Fuck my holes so fucking hard they split."
On the other bed Todd was withdrawing his dick from Gabby's mouth as her friend swapped positions. Unlike with Bree it was her who swivelled so that Liam's cock popped out of her cunt and she lowered herself down on him. She quickly got into a rhythm with her reverse anal cowgirl, moaning loudly, "Ooohhh, urrrhhhhh yes, yes." Then as she lowered herself all the way down Liam's dick, she beckoned Todd, "Fuck me, fuck my cunt." The young man needed no second invitation, joining his friend in penetrating the sexy Latino housewife. Gabby's back arched and bent, Liam reaching up and grabbing her titties to keep her on. "Oooohh," she moaned, "OOOohhhh, that's it." Todd pounded in.
The four guys thrust hard and fast, ramming their big cock into the housewife holes with all the vigour they could muster, pounding deliciously deep, filling ass and pussy with large, thick dick. "AAAArrrghhh, fuuucckkk, yesssss," Bree and Gabby screamed and squealed, their bodies jolting as they were pounded like the meat between two slices of bread. Their screams left no doubt of their wants "Aaaaarrrghhh, yesssss, fuuucckkk meeee haaaarrdd!"
The young college studs did as the older women asked, hammering down and up, grunting and panting as they gave Bree and Gabby what they wanted. Bree could feel the orgasms swamping her, an almost continuous wave of pleasure, which built higher and higher and then exploded, before restarting and climbing swiftly again. Her ass ached and her pussy was sore, her vocal chords were strained like an Opera Singer after a peak performance and her back was stretched like she was a gymnast who had just won an Olympic Gold. But the twitches and pains were worth it; she screamed again, even louder, "AAAarrrrrghhh fuuuccckk, aaaaaargghh yesssss!"
It was probably a coincidence, but as she let out the animal yowl Mike released himself, grunting and swearing, "Fuck yes, fuck yes, fuck yes," as he pumped his seed into her ass. For the second time that night Bree felt the warm gush of a guy's cum filling her butthole, soothing the aches and spurting down deep into her bowels. Mike groaned some more as he released the last spurts, pulling his prick out of her.
"You know what to do, come let me suck it back," giggled Bree. She paused riding Chris long enough for Mike to move from front to back, her tongue sweeping out over his cock allowing it barely enough time to go flaccid. Swiftly it hardened again as she wiped at the cum. She grinned up at it him, "I'm going to suck your big dick until you cum again."
"Shit, okay," Mike nodded enthusiastically as Bree's lips closed round his hard member and she began to suck at it quickly and vigorously.
At the same time she resumed bucking on Chris. "Yeah, yeah, shit, yeah, fuck me Bree, fuck me," he grunted as he began to push up into her as well. Bree felt his huge member thrusting deep into her pussy, hitting her G-spot and making her quiver with excitement. It was only a shame that her mouth had no erogenous zones, she thought, as she took Mike so deep that his prick was pressing her cheek out so that she looked like a squirrel with a nut. Chris rammed harder, slamming himself balls deep, "Yeah, baby, fuck, this pussy is so fucking hot."
"AAArrrggghhh yes," on the other bed, Gabby was screaming in orgasmic ecstasy as Todd pulled his cock pulled his cock out of the Latino's pussy and coated her titties and chest with cum, pumping the dick until it could spurt no more. Gabby continued to bounce hard on Liam's dick, ramming her asshole down his prick. Some of his friend's cum was dripping onto him, but the young man was so engrossed in butt-fucking Gabby that he didn't care. She screamed again, her back arching and then rolled off Liam, his wet cum bubbling from her ass.
Bree went faster, her and Chris crashing together like waves against rocks. Her large titties bounced and jiggled as she went down and up; his firm stomach heaving and rising as he panted with exertion. Harder and faster they went, the dick pounding deep into her cunt. She could feel it, feel the thickness stretching her walls, the length penetrating deep into her. She rode it like she was a champion show jumper and he was a pure bred stallion. Her hands clawed at his chest, his gripped her side and back, driving her down. "Fuccckkk, aaaaarghhhh, aaaaarggghhh," she screamed and came, came and screamed, "Aaaaarrrghhh, fuuuucckkk, aaaaaarggghh"
"Shit, yeah, fuck shit, I'm gonna cum, I'm cumming," Chris grunted and Bree could feel his body shudder as he released. The cum blew into her pussy, swamping it with his seed, filling it with goo. As she got off him it dribbled down, sliding over her lips, the sperm smearing them with its white sticky mess. "Fuck," he groaned, "Fuck that was fantastic."
"For me too," said Bree and then looking round at the other young men, she added, "From all of you."
"Seconded," said Gabby, "That was such a great fuck."
The two housewives smiled, their desperation for hard dick sated for this night at least.



        One-Night Stand Ch. 04

        Bree van de Kamp gets gangbanged.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/one-night-stand-ch-04

Title: One-Night Stand Ch. 04

Author: LL72

Category: Celebrities & Fan Fiction

Description: Bree van de Kamp gets gangbanged.

Tags: anal, milf, group, doube-penetration, orgy, mom, outdoor, desperate housewives, bree, gangbang

Series: One-Night Stand


Bree van de Kamp was a nymphomaniac, she knew that, she was a slut who's entire life revolved around cock, thinking about it, planning how to get it and fucking it. For over forty years she had lived a lie, the prim housewife, the loving wife, the dedicated mother; her days filled with homemaking and PTA and church. Outwardly she was still the same, even if her husband was gone and her children were off the rails. Her front lawn was neatly trimmed and not a weed sprouted from her borders, dust barely had time to settle on her freshly polished furniture before she brushed it away and her dinners were home cooked with only fresh ingredients. But even as she baking the cookies for the church sale she was thinking about dicks, about young, hard, big dicks, fucking her, penetrating her holes, brutally, vigorously, sending her to heaven and back.
The house was empty tonight, her children out, probably drinking or taking drugs or something equally destructive, Bree didn't care. She'd waved Danielle off, barely noticing that the driver of the flash car her daughter got into looked about three times the teen's age. All that mattered was that, with her and brother out all night, Bree could cast aside her inhibitions, get out of the sensible dress and the warm, comfortable cardigan and get into something slinky and sexy and tight, which left her titties struggling to break free. She wished her friends Susan and Gabby could join her on the pull, it was her first time solo, but Carlos Solis had a corporate dinner for which Gabby's attendance was obligatory and Susan was dedicated to helping her daughter study for upcoming tests. It meant Bree was on her own; and it was much harder than she had thought.
Several times she thought she'd seen a likely candidate or two, young men, muscular and fit, who looked like they could give the hot housewife what she needed. And each time just as she started to prowl towards them she saw she was wrong, as they were joined by their girlfriend or parents, in town to see how there son was settling. Even in one case, when she saw two studly looking guys, discovering that they were holding hands as she approached. She tried one bar, then a second and finally a third, you wouldn't have thought it'd be so hard to find a prick for a one-night stand, but it was; at least if you weren't prepared to settle for anything but the best. And if there was one thing old and new Bree had in common it was that only perfection would do.
She left the third bar, her wine hardly touched - it had been weak and slightly sour anyway, much too cheap for her palette. It was so frustrating, she thought as she walked out of the sweaty bar into the pleasant night air, on her one free night when she should be getting dicked from here to eternity the only guys around were ugly, gay or already banging a cute college girl.
Across the lot she could see a small group of young black men, they looked like gang members or other undesirables, in jeans and vests, tattoos on their black, dark skin, not a WASP among them, not even a Latino. She took her keys from her purse as she walked across the parking lot to her car, she would have preferred a small pistol, but it wouldn't have gone with her dress. Not that she was racist, it was just better safe than sorry. She started to walk towards her car, ready to scream 'rape' the moment one of them took a step in her direction, she hurried along as she could feel their looks on her, mentally devouring and undressing her. She glanced at them as she passed, even half a lot away and in the dark she could see the desire written on their faces. She got to the car, hurriedly unlocking it and throwing her bag onto the front seat. But just before she got in, she paused and turned, thinking, there were four young men, all hunky and hot and all wanting to fuck her.
"Bree, what are you thinking," she said to herself. It was one thing to pick up a well brought up young man (or men) from a good family and bang his brains out. But these men were thugs, probably dropped out of school when they were fourteen and almost certainly with criminal records that were as long as... their dicks, their huge sexy dicks that would pound her holes. She stood in beside her car, holding the handle of the open door; they were dangerous, they'd probably rape her... but you couldn't be raped if you wanted it and Bree wanted it so bad. Did it matter if they were uneducated or wouldn't be welcome at her Country Club? She was only going to fuck them, not marry them. Dear God, she prayed, she was going to fuck them, all four of them, in all her holes. She shut the car door, leaving her purse sitting on the front seat, dropped her car keys to the floor and kicked them behind the tyre, took a deep breath, turned and walked over to the men. "Hello, boys, my name is Bree."
"And?" the one nearest her sneered. He was tall and his muscles rippled under his skin as he moved. His friends, leaning against the van, grinned and guffawed as if he had just made a joke.
"And I want to go somewhere quiet with you and your friends and fuck you all," said Bree. That got their attention. She smiled.
"What? Is this some shit? Are you setting us up lady?" the guy said, looking around as if he thought there might either be camera or cops in attendance.
"No set up," said Bree, she pulled at her dress, dragging it down so that her titties popped over the top, "I'm wanting a nice hard fuck and you seem just the guys to do it." The guys just stared at her and after a few seconds, aware she was still standing in a public parking lot, Bree pulled her dress back up, recovering her boobs. "So I want a fuck, I'm guessing you do as well?"
"We're up for it," said the leader and the one nearest the back of the van opened its door, gesturing Bree inside.
The redhead climbed in, the inside was dirty and dusty, with a couple of paint tins in the corner and a dirty sheet crumpled up next to them. Two of the guys got in with her, whilst another jumped into the driving seat. Before Bree could react he'd turned on the engine. "Wait," she called, "the doors are open and your friend's still out there."
"Relax," the driver grinned, "We're not going far."
He spun the van around in a circle, making Bree rock and grab the two gang members next to her for support. They grinned and laughed, Bree smiled back, trying to regain her balance as the van reversed into a small alley just off the parking lot. The van stopped, and one of the young men said "Don't worry Bree. We're nice and secluded in this alley. No-one's going to see you acting like a slut."
"Apart from you all," grinned Bree. She took the sheet and quickly folded it on the floor. There were stains on it, from goodness knew what, some could have been paint, some almost certainly weren't. It didn't matter, if she wanted cock as desperately as she did you had to put up with lower hygiene standards. The two guys in the back stood up, bending their heads slightly under the roof as the Milf got on her knees between them. They undid their flies, dragging out their huge, meaty pricks. The redhead nympho Mom almost salivated with lust at the sight of the two rock hard whoppers sticking in front of her.
"Suck on this," said one of the guys and pushed his cock towards her face.
Bree didn't need a second invitation, opening her mouth and taking the dick in it. Her head bobbed up and down, sucking and slurping at the member, bouncing its end at her cheek and over her tongue. Her hand was groping for the other cock, waving around in the air for a moment or two before she connected with the wide, thick dick. Her hand gripped round it, her thumb and middle finger barely able to fit round it, and began to jack at it.
"Yeah fuck," the guys grunted in pleasure as she worked them with mouth and hand, her head sliding up and down the prick as quickly and enthusiastically as her elbow hammered and her wrist jerked. The guys groaned louder, "Fuck, lady, fuck."
Within a few moments the leader appeared, jumping in the back with his comrades and moving in front of her. Still concentrating on sucking the guy to her right from the corner of her eye Bree could see the leader undoing his pants and dragging out a dick as large as his buddies. "You're going to fucking love this fucker, every woman does," he grinned as he held it and stroked it hard, "It's a pussy wrecker."
"Mmmnnn yes," Bree's mouth withdrew from the guy she was sucking to look at the hard dick inches from her face. It looked as delicious as the one she'd just been gobbling at, as least as long and thick, and pulsating with lust. "I'm going to suck it good, you'll love it as well," she said and then slid her red lips down over the member, making the guy groan in pleasure.
Her hand reached up to the cock she'd just been sucking and she grabbed it in her hand, the slime of her saliva coating her palm as she jacked it back and forth. She felt so slutty with a dick in each hand and one in her mouth, but slutty in a good way, excited and wet. She enjoyed the feel of the dongs and taste of the one she was eating, the grunts and groans of the three young gang members and the look of rapture on their face as she took them towards delights that only a nympho cocksucker could offer. Her head banged back and forth and her hands jerked rapidly and repeatedly.
The driver appeared at the doorway, a cellphone in his hand. "You want to fuck on that sheet or you want a couple of buds of ours to come over with a mattress for us to fuck that hot cunt of yours?"
Bree was so horny she'd have fucked anywhere and on anything, but a mattress would be a lot more comfortable than the metal floor of the van and it meant the guys could go at her more vigorously as well and give her a good, proper screwing. She popped the dick out of her mouth and said, "Yes, please ask them to bring it over."
"They'll be wanting something for it," the driver grinned, adding "...some ass if you know what I mean."
She did. "The more the merrier," Bree smiled sluttily at the driver. She turned her head to the left as the driver began to dial. The third dick was there, hard as she jacked at it, thick and long. She dropped her hand and began to suck it, bringing it deep into her mouth, banging it against her cheek to make it bulge. The guy grunted in pleasure as she sucked him, grabbing the back of her head. He began to pull at her, dragging her further down his dick, grunting and shuddering in pleasure as she obeyed his actions.
She could tell from his the stir of the cock and his animal, guttural groans that he was more than enjoying the suck and slurp of her slutty mouth. But Bree didn't want him to cum, at least not yet. "Mmmnn tasty, let's try another," she pulled her head from the cock.
Around her were three hard cocks, all pointing in her direction and dripping with saliva. She went for one to her side, her hands reaching out and grabbing the two others, jerking at them as she brought her lips down as far as she could. The young hunk she was sucking grunted and shuddered, his hands on the back of her head, gripping her red hair and encouraging her on. She quickly went down to his balls, feeling the press of his huge member's head at the back of her throat, tickling and irritating her tonsils. She gagged a little, bringing her head back a few inches to let the drool run out of her lips, before going down again. The stud grunt, "Fuck, you bitch, you can suck."
Bree knew that and as her hands stroked back and forth she also believed that her hand jobbing wasn't in the amateur league either. Not that she wanted any of the guys to cum, not until the mattress arrived and she could get some proper fucking. From the corner of her eye she saw the driver was back, pulling down his jeans to reveal a dick as large as his fellows. Bree popped her mouth from the one she was sucking and moved to the newcomer, "Are you as yummy as your friends?" she asked rhetorically.
"I am," grinned the driver as he shoved the dick in her direction. Bree opened wide and took it in. Her head bobbed back and forth as she quickly took it deeper in, until her lips were up to the balls and she was sucking and slurping and gagging and drooling all at once. "Shit man, this is hot," the driver grunted as Bree deepthroated him, covering his prick with her lips and drowning it in her saliva. "Fuck lady, you're one fucking hot cock-sucking bitch."
"Mmmnnn, I am," again Bree swapped moving to take another big black cock that was being waved in her face.
The hot redheaded Milf quickly moved into a pattern, sucking a cock deep for half a minute as she stroked and played with two others, a fourth hovering inches from her face. Then she'd move to another, sliding a new dick into her mouth, pressing her lips round it and covering it with her spit; she'd take it as far as she could, her head going forward until she could feel the tip banging at her tonsils. She'd gag, but not as much as the first time, her throat quickly getting used to the hard cocks entering it. Sometimes, depending on who she was sucking and where they stood, she'd keep stroking the same dicks, but usually she was changing, gripping a new huge member in her hand and tugging at enough that it kept the guys interested, but not so much that they came. As she jerked her hand would clean it of her spit, so that by the time she took it in her mouth again, the cock was dry.
The four guys grunted and gasped, grinning and groaning as she serviced them, "Suck it Bree baby." "You're one dirty slut, lady, that's good." "Shit, you ought to be doing this professionally, that's one hot mouth you've got." "Oh, fuck, fuck this feels so fucking good."
At some point one of the guys, who's dick wasn't in her mouth or gripped by her hand, took the opportunity to pull down her dress, so that her tits bounced free. The pale orbs bounced and jiggled as she swapped from prick to prick, bits of saliva dropping on them, leaving white globules dripping down her white skin. Bree didn't mind, she just sucked harder, enjoying the sounds the guys were making and the wet, hot feeling between her legs as she manhandled the four dicks. The van's floor vibrated as the guys moved and swapped places, always thrusting their massive dongs at her. She could feel the hardness of the metal, even through the sheet, and she moved position slightly to reduce the ache in her knees and legs.
"Shit baby, this is so hot." "Suck my dick, suck it good." "Take it deeper, Bree, oh yeah that's good, that's the way." "Yeah, you're one dirty whore, sucking all our cocks. Fuck yeah..."
"What's going on here?" a young muscular black man with dreadlocks appeared in the door of the van. He was grinning so wide that his teeth looked like pearls in the night. "Is this the slut? Shit, you weren't lying'... that lady is fucking hot."
Bree took a cock from her mouth, licking a trace of saliva from her lips before smiling in introduction, "I'm Bree. I'm guessing you're the man with the mattress."
"Yeah, my boys are just unloading it from our van," the newcomer grinned, "but whilst they're doing that..." he started to undo his pants.
"Oh yes, be my guest," giggled Bree as he unveiled a whopper, large and meaty and just ready to be blown.
Her head went down the new one, not stopping her downward motion until it was at the back of her throat, her nose pressed at his crotch and her lips kissing at his scrotum. The newcomer grunted, "Shit, you're a slut, Bree, you know that? a dirty slut." Bree sucked at him, her tongue wiggling under his huge pack to tease and please the meat. The newcomer groaned, "Oh fuck, what a cock-sucker you are. You're the prick-sucking queen." Bree didn't disagree, her hands jerking at the dicks beside her.
From the corner of her eyes she saw two other young hunky black men drop the mattress on the ground behind the van. Even in the darkness she could tell it wasn't clean, covered with stains and mildew. It didn't matter, she wasn't going to sleep on it, just use it as something softer than the ground to fuck on. But before she did that... Her head dropped away from the dick she was sucking, the young dreadlocked stud groaning in disappointment. Bree smiled at his two friends, "Thank you for bringing that. Now let me prep you up for your reward."
They grinned and looked at each other, "You mean...?"
"I mean cocks out so I can suck them," giggled Bree. "I want you all nice and wet for my holes..."
Within moments the two young men had their pants off and their pricks pointing at Bree. It was just long enough for the redhead to suck at another dick, slurping over it passionately. Then she was at the two young men, jerking at one of them with her hand and whilst sucking deep at the other and then vice versa. The remaining five guys were crowding round her, their hard cocks pushing and poking at her like little children trying to get teacher's attention. She moved to one of them, her mouth sliding round a cock as her hands reached out. Her pussy was wet with lust, though it hadn't been touched, she was so horny she could have died - it was time.
"Mmnnn, I loved sucking those big dicks of yours. But now I want them properly," she giggled, holding out her arms so that they could help her up.
The guys grinned and nodded as she walked forward, tottering on her heels for a second, before she stopped at the van's exit and leant against one of its inner walls and pulled them off. Dropping down she walked barefoot and bare breasted to the mattress. It didn't look any cleaner further up, dark patches of in-ground dirt and rings of damp spotting its lumpy surface. But she was so up for fucking it could have been made of damp concrete and she'd have used it. She dropped onto her back, pulling up her dress to her waist to expose her pussy with it's thin sliver of red hair above the slit, "Come on boys, who's coming in first?"
There was a rush, but it was one of the newcomers who was nearest, getting on the mattress and dropping onto her. Bree groaned in excited lust as she felt one of his hands gripping hard at her titty, as he used the other to thrust his dick at her pussy. He was so large, the meaty dick spreading her pussy walls as it entered. She lay back, ignoring the scrape of loose springs under her and the mouldy smell that assaulted her nostril and only concentrating on looking up at the young black man hammering down towards her and the his huge cock as it pounded at her pussy. "Oh yes," the redhead Milf moaned, "Oh give it me good. Fuck my hot twat."
"Shit will do lady, I'm going to fuck you raw," he grunted in return, pounding up and down on the mattress.
Bree's legs spread up and round him, her heels rubbing at his muscular calves, going like pistons. Her arms reached for his back, dragging him down and into her. He slammed harder, nailing her to the mattress, making her squeal and gasp. "OOOhhh, yeesss, oooohhh, fuck me big boy, ram that big dick into my sweet cunt."
His friends were clustered around the mattress, stripped to the buff and stroking their dicks as they watched the hard black stud slam into her white pale pussy, ramming her deep. Bree wrapped her legs round him tighter and squealed louder, enjoying the attention, "Fuucckk, ooohhh myyy... I want that dick, I want it bad."
The guy pounded harder and faster, ploughing his thick member down her wet hole, stimulating her spot and driving her into orgasms. Bree's spine bent, her head pressing down at the mattress as her ass and back raised themselves, "Ohhhh, aaarrrghhh, yessss, yessss, make me cum."
"Go for it Leroy," shouted his friends, "Fuck her white Mom pussy. Give it her hard."
"Yesss, yessss," Bree screamed and squealed in pleasure, this was what she lived for, hard cock fucking her. She gasped and shrieked, writhing and rolling, her legs round his and her hands clawing desperately as his back, "Fuck me, fuck me good..."



Suddenly Leroy was out of her. Bree only had seconds to wonder why he was stopping before the answer became clear, "Don't want to fill up your cunt," he grunted as he pointed his dick over her midriff. With a few swift jerks he let if off, the cum blasting out in torrents to splatter over the dress which was wrapped round her middle. There was plenty of it as well, the young man's balls being full of sperm, it soaked the dress, leaving little silvery puddles in the fold, which ran down the creases like a molten white silver.
"Who's next?" giggled Bree. Before anyone could answer she got up and removed her dress, to stop it getting further cummed on; it was expensive. She looked around for somewhere to place it, before deciding the only relatively clean spot, was the van's floor. She skipped barefoot over the cracked tarmac, folding the dress and placing it on the sheet covering the van. It'd definitely need to go to the laundry...
She turned back to the mattress, two guys were already standing on it, looking like they were about to go toe to toe for the honour of being the next to fuck her Milf pussy. She smiled, "No need to fight, there will be plenty of me for all of you."
"Yeah, okay then," said one of them, stepping back like a gentleman to allow his buddy the chance to be next to gangbang Bree.
The redhead grinned and walked over to the mattress, placing her hand on the young man's firm chest, she could feel the excited beat of his heart, as she slid her palm over his pecs, gently pushing him down, "I'll go on top, I don't want to tire you out before I've got my fill."
"You won't," the young stud said, but he still got down onto the mattress. Bree smiled and moved over him, knowing he was looking up and seeing her shaven snatch in all its sexiness. She grinned, rubbing it gently for a moment and letting him and his buddies get a glimpse of the pink as she opened it. Then she started to lower herself down, two fingers splaying open the hole as it descended on the massive rod. The guy squirmed as she pressed down on him, she knew how he felt - the mattress might be serviceable as a fuck pad - it was better than the hard tarmac, but it still left a lot to be desired in comfort. It was one of the reasons she had wanted to go on top, though not the only one...
"Oh yeah, oh yeah, ram it up me stud," she groaned as she began to ride him fast, slamming her pussy as far down his meaty cock as she could manage, and soon she was managing a lot. The young man was thrusting up, gripping her waist and levering himself in, the two of them smacking together like clappers. Bree moved harder and harder, enjoying every second of the fucking. And even when he was spent there was more to come and cum; all around her, just feet away were the hard dicks of the remaining stallions, all pointing towards her like signposts pointing the way to the promised land.
She bounced faster, impaling herself deep on the dick. As she did so she slowly raised her ass upwards and slid her hands round to her cheeks; there was a second reason she'd gone for that position. She pried apart the buttocks, exposing her tight back hole between the round mounds, "I can take another, boys... who wants it?" it was like asking a crowd of ten-year olds whether they wanted ice-cream. There was almost a stampede, but Bree caught the eye of the guy who been standing on the mattress before giving it up, he deserved a reward, so she smiled at him and said, "You?"
He nodded enthusiastically, "Fuck yeah." She turned her head back to her front as he stepped behind her. Within seconds she felt strong hands pulling apart her cheeks and then a huge, thick, meaty prick pushing at her hole. She moaned in excitement as it entered her; it had been at least a week since she'd been fucked there and whilst dildoing in her bed at night had kept the hole sprightly and springy the real thing still stretched her. It felt good.
"Ooooohhhhh, urrrrhhhh, urrrrhhhh," she rode the dick below and slammed back into the one behind her, her body moving in a circular movement between them. The two black studs were doing their bit as well, thrusting and pounding into her so that she felt she was going to be split. Her body rocked between them, her pussy and ass enjoying the attention. Her gaze zoomed round to the other guys all standing around waiting for their turn, their big cocks pointing at her like pistols. She licked her lips and smiled; she still had one more hole to fill.
"Come here," she gasped at the nearest bloke and as he stepped forward she opened her mouth and slid her lips round his cock. There was no way she could get it all down, but he didn't seem to mind, grunting in pleasure as she encased his prick. Her head bobbed back and forth to the same rhythm as her fucked body as the three large members used her holes. Susan and Gabby would be so jealous, she thought, and impressed as well, here she was airtight with three big dicks and there were plenty more still waiting. Her hands reached out and she stroked two of the nearest, her fingers sliding over them as she moved from a gentle massage to a hard grip, jerking at them. Five cocks, and more to cum.
"You dirty whore." "Fuck those guys." "Shit, Bree, you're the biggest slut I've seen." "Five fucking dicks that's something." "Ride it bitch." All around her the gang members shouted encouragement interchanged with sexually charged insults. It all made Bree even hornier, spurring her on to ride and jerk at the dicks harder.
The guy in her ass came first, spurred on by the tightness and the enthusiasm with which she was smacking her butt down his members. Bree could feel the first touch of cum drooling out, spurting as he quickly dragged it out and blasted the majority of his cum over her cheeks and lower back. That was considerate, she thought, leaving her ass ready for the next guy. She started to push the cock out of her mouth so she could invite the next one into her ass, but she didn't need to bother. "I'm in," came a voice and she felt another hard cock pushing into her butthole, spreading the walls and plundering down.
The young stud began to pound her with unseemly enthusiasm, grabbing her waist and levering himself in and out. It seemed to revitalise the guy below her who upped his speed and power, pounding his dick into her pussy in competition with the ass-fucker. Bree would have cried out in pleasure if her head wasn't bobbing up and down the cock in her mouth, her lips encased tightly round the dark meat. The guy she was sucking grunted, "Fuck, slut, I'm going to cum."
He pulled out his cock and pointed it at Bree, jerking it hard and fast. "Shoot it over my face," said Bree, unnecessarily as that was the guy's intention. Indeed, even as the words came out, so did his cum, a jet stream of sperm blasting over her face and hair. She stuck out her tongue to lick at the salty seed as it dripped down her cheeks and over her chin. But she only had moments to do so before one of the men she'd been jacking moved to the front and presented his dick for her mouth. "Let me take that," said Bree and slid her mouth round.
If the big-dicked hunk before had let her do the work, the newcomer was more energetic. He gripped the back of Bree's head and began to thrust forward, pounding her dick into her mouth. The large prick stretched her jaws and slammed towards her throat. She gagged a little, covering it with saliva, but made no attempt to pull back. As far as Bree was concerned, this was a fuckfest where the guys could use her slutty body as they would, treating her to their big dicks in multiple, and exciting ways. Seeing that she was taking it the young stud moved even faster and harder, pounding her face like it was her pussy. It was so hard she had to let go off the remaining dick in her hand or risk ripping it off. The stud in front of her rammed forward. Bree gagged and choked, her eyes, already widened from the butt-pounding she was getting opening further and misting with water. Her make-up ran and her lip-gloss smeared round her lips. Behind and below her the hunky black studs using her other holes slammed with increase vigour.
Around her the other young men shouted, "Look at that slut go." "Fuck her face, man." "Harder, give it her harder." "Bang that ass deep." "My turn next, I'm gonna get me some pale white ass." "I wanna fuck her face, that whore can blow." It could have been Bree's imagination, but she was sure that there were more voices than before. She couldn't look round to see, her face stuck down on a dick, but looking from the corner of her tear stained eyes she was certainly getting the impression that the crowd of naked young black men was growing. She smiled inwardly, more dick for her.
"Shit, fuck, man," the guy she was sucking suddenly gasped. He whipped his dick out of her mouth. She barely had time to look at the thick slab of meat before it was pumping, exploding yet more cum on her face. "Shit, shit, shit," he continued to gasp as his cock spurted all over.
"Fuck, I'm cumming " shrieked the hunk behind her, even before his buddy had finished emptying his load. His cum blasted over her thighs and legs as he jerked it out, leaving it ready or the next go.
"Hey, Bree, I want some of that ass," it was the guy beneath her.
The Milf nodded and picked herself up, cum dropping from her as she did. "What position?" she asked.
"Hell, I'm comfy down here. Get that white butt down on my dick," he said.
Bree did as he said, lowering herself backwards onto him, her ass going down towards his prick. It entered easily, the two earlier dicks had left it wide and loose, perfectly shaped to slide in another huge dong. She groaned as she went down, feeling the ass's third prick of the evening enter her. Her hands reached backwards to the lumpy mattress, feeling the springs and torn cloth against her palms. Her feet touched at the same time, positioning her as a reverse square, her body lifted upwards as the young stud began to pound her.
She briefly had time to glance around. Her suspicion was correct, the number of guys had increased, it had to be at least in double figures now and even as she looked another two hunky young black men appeared round the back of the van, one with his arm round a pretty black girl. Bree grinned in excitement, as her view was blocked out as another guy moved in front of her. "Is this hole free?" he asked, more politely than Bree expected.
"Yes," she moaned, "Nail it."
The young man pushed his huge cock into her, driving her down on to the guy fucking her. Bree groaned out in pleasure as once again two dicks rammed her holes. The two studs slammed hard, like they were practised at it. Bree's feet scraped over the mattress as her hands tried vainly to grip it, "Oooohhh, aaaaargghhh, fuuuckkkk, yesssss."
"Suck on this slut," a cock was waved in front of her face. Bree tried to reach for it, but she wasn't in the right position, her head wouldn't go back far enough
But inspiration struck and she lowered her head so that it was just inches above the stud below her. She looked up at the naked black man pointing a huge dick at her and smiled, "Come down and fuck my whore face."
"God dammnit, slut, you're making me work for it," he seemed affronted, but did as she suggested, standing above her and lowering his haunches to stick the huge cock in his mouth. Despite his lack of manners Bree opened her mouth to receive him. His large member stretched her lips and pushed at her throat. She gagged over his dick, lubricating it, swallowing more as she was pounded up from below and then sliding down as the guy in her pussy hammered her down.
"Look at that bitch go." "Fuck Del, give it her good." "Three fucking cocks at once, that's one slutty Mom." "Fucking hot as hell as well, she's a shitting dick machine."
One after another the guys fucking her came, being replaced by others. The one banging her face didn't bother to remove it before he came, or warn her, leaving her choking as the salty cum blasted into her mouth and down her throat. She swallowed some and spat the rest out, like a geyser of white goo from between her lips, the sperm falling down her chin and over her neck. The others exploded over her chest and tits and over her back. New dicks came into her, pounding her holes, penetrating deep and driving her into yet more orgasms.
Soon she was on her side, her front and back holes being pounded by huge dicks, her hand reached up above her jerking a third. Her mouth was free and she screamed in pleasure, "Aaaarrgghhh. Fuck me. Fuck me like a hooker. I'm a nympho slut who wants your big black cocks. Fill me with your massive dicks. Take me hard, cum all over me, make me your whore."
The guys did as she asked, thrusting deep into her and ramming her holes. The guy in her ass exploded in their, the cum oozing out as he withdrew. For a few seconds she thought that might put off anyone else fucking her, not wanting to stick their cock in someone else's sloppy seconds. She needn't have worried, she was turned onto her elbows and knees so the cum slide down her bowels as she was leant forward and then another dick was slammed into her She squealed in excitement "That's it fuck it. Fuck my holes."
Then someone lifted her up by the shoulders, so she was straight again and there was a dick in front of her mouth. Bree knew what to do and took it between her lips; it's top was salty and the rest bitter, the taste of someone who had cum after screwing her in the ass. Bree didn't stop, a little ATM action never hurt anyone she reasoned, at least not that she knew off. And anyway it was empowering and gratifying that she was so hot a guy would want her twice. From the number of dicks that entered her he wasn't the only one. She was shifted position again and again, spit roasted and dp'd and made airtight, on her back and on her front and on her hands and knees. At one point she even had two dicks slamming into her twat at once, stretching the slick slot like it hadn't been stretched since Danielle had come out of there. As she came she wondered if Susan or Gabby had ever been double-fucked in their pussy, she'd ask later. "AAAAarrrghhh, yesssssss, aarrrrgggghhh."
"Fuck, fuck, you're so hot." "I can't believe how wet this cunt is." "This asshole is so fucking loose, it so easy." "Shit, slut, I'm gonna blow." Hunk after hunk came; their large dark dongs exploding pale, silvery white goo. A few came in her, their seed filling her holes, dripping and sliding out as she shuddered from another cock. But most came over her, blasting their cum with wild abandon all over her dick-ravaged body, over her face, her tits, her smooth pale stomach, her deep red hair. Until she was covered in it, the cum smeared over her like she'd been rolling in it. Her make-up, so carefully applied was ruined and her hair, normally straight and neat, was sloppy and messed up, globules of cum sticking clumps of it together. And still she was pounded, screaming in pleasure as yet more guys took her holes.
"Look at that slut go, I'm gonna to take a picture," a pretty black girl held up her phone and snapped a shot of the cum-covered redhead being made airtight.
"Me too," said her friend and snapped a photo of the guy she'd arrived with slamming Bree's cunt with his huge dick.
The guy in her mouth, pulled out, exploding his cum over her face and hair. Bree shrieked in enjoyment and then turned to the two teenage girls, "Take more. Send them to my phone. I want souvenirs."
"Sure, slut, what's your number," said one of them.
Bree just had time to tell her before another cock was presented to her and she gripped her lips round it greedily. She wanted proof for her friends of what a great evening she had without them; she was no longer a prim housewife, but a super-slut, an even bigger and hornier nympho than they were; up for anything, including multiple dickings. The two teens snapped away as Bree continued to get fucked in all her holes, one at a time, two at once, three together. More cum blasted down her ass and cunt, more shot over her face and tits, covering her in sperm, like she was a melting snowman. Virtually every dick she sucked had the unmistakable flavour of cum, showing that they'd fucked her once already, and many had the bitter taste of her ass. She sucked them all.
Gradually the gangbang wound down, all the guys had cum at least a couple of times, many three, some even four. Bree wasn't sure how many different dicks she'd had, some had arrived after the fucking had started and many had left once they'd fucked her to exhaustion. But as the last cock pulled out of her ass after shooting it's load in their she estimated that it was well over a dozen, may be even close to twenty. She put her head up, only the four guys with the van and one of the mattress carriers were left, all of them were part dressed apart from the guy who'd just cum in her butt. She looked round at them, smiling as the cum dripped from all her holes, "Any more?" she asked hopefully.
"We're done Bree," said the driver. "Fuck that was some night."
"Yes," Bree agreed.
"Can I get a lift to my Gran's?" said the guy who'd just been pounding her ass.
"Yeah," the driver nodded and pointed to a pair of jeans and a sweatshirt, folded on the ground, "Yours."
Bree looked round for her own clothes. At some point of the night her shoes had been kicked to the side of the alley and were lying up-ended amongst the trash. Her dress despite her neatly folding it someone had decided it made a useful rag; it was crumpled and sticky where it had been used to wipe dicks clean. She'd probably have to dispose of it, there was no way she could take a dress so filthy with dick spill and stinking of sex to her cleaners. But it would do until she got home. She sat on the lumpy mattress, getting dressed as the studs got into the van and drove away.
It had been a more perfect night than she had thought possible, and Bree was sure she'd be looking around for a black gang gang-bang in the future.
*
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"Now there's a mouth made for kissing," Mona Vanderwaal looked in her car's mirror and pursed her lips at it - they were a deep red, the lip-gloss making them appear even more succulent and appealing than they were normally. The High School Senior smiled at her reflection and then frowned. She hated wearing glasses, at least when she wasn't alone with a book, it reminded everyone that she was, even now, a geek.
She wished she could have worn her contacts, but her girlfriend Alison Dilaurentis had been quiet clear, 'Your eyes mist up when I give you a proper ass-fucking and the next thing is your contacts are lost or stuck to your eyelids or you're looking like a bawling baby.' Mona had tried to tell Alison that she didn't look as pretty in spectacles and didn't her lover want her to look as beautiful as she could for her friends? The blonde had given that argument short shrift, 'They won't be interested in your face.' Still Mona decided to take the glasses off and leave them in her glove-box, it wasn't like she was going to be doing much reading.
She got out of her car and glanced up at Ali's door. She still couldn't believe that she was dating Rosewood High's Queen Bee, even if so secretly most the school didn't know. It was still surprising to her that Ali would even deign to talk to her, never mind that Alison would get her naked and make sweet, sweet love to her in all sorts of positions and with toys in all different holes. And tonight, as Alison had the house to herself for the night, she had invited Mona over to join her and her four best friends. Okay it wasn't for the sleepover, Alison had laughed when Mona had got confused and asked whether they'd sleep in the same bed. 'No Mona, you won't be staying over, there wouldn't be room with you and Hefty'. But even being there for part of the evening with Ali and her friends was special.
The eighteen year old slipped out of her driving shoes and into her high-heels. 'Dress slutty' Ali had told her, 'Dress like a whore.' Mona had taken the blonde at her word; she wanted to please her. She'd was looking so much like a hooker she'd had to sneak out of the house wearing a long trench coat, even though it was a warm evening. The coat was in the back of the car, anyone who saw her now would see how short her skirt was and that her top just covered her titties and little else. From the right angle they'd have noticed there was no bra underneath, so her nipples stuck out of the tight vest and if they positioned themselves very cleverly they'd would be able to see that there was no panties under the denim skirt.
She felt nervous as she walked up the final steps to the door. Perhaps she was dressed a little too conservatively or Ali would be pissed that she taken off the glasses and send her away. What about Ali's friends? Mona knew that the five of them were as tight a gang as could be found - what if they didn't like her and thought she was still geeky, virgin Mona. For a second Mona's finger hovered over the doorbell, terrifying visions of what might happen crowding in her mind. Then she took a deep breath and pressed, Alison had told her to arrive for eight, she wouldn't be impressed if Mona delayed because she was chicken.
It seemed ages for the door to open, enough time for Mona to start to panic again. She almost cried with relief as it opened and framed in it was the angelic frame of Alison Dilaurentis. Her girlfriend smiled and automatically touched the back of her head, rubbing the tiny scar hidden under her hair where a psycho had smacked her from behind, almost killing her. She looked Mona up and down "Let me see, are you dressed fuckable enough?"
"I am... I think," replied Mona, hoping she was. Ali had a cruel streak and if Mona wasn't up to her standards she'd certainly not be shy in letting her know.
Mona was aware that standing behind her lover were Ali's friends: Spencer Hastings the preppy overachiever, Hanna 'Hefty' Marin svelte and busty, her nickname a holdover from years before, Emily Fields, dark skinned and toned, the champion swimmer and Aria Montgomery, the girl next door with a style all of her own . All four of them giggling and smiling as they eyed Mona with appraising gazes.
"Turn round," said the blonde.
Mona did so. Standing in the open doorway facing the road outside. "Let's see," said Alison and lifted up her skirt. Mona reddened slightly, that was stupid, she thought, it was lucky Alison couldn't see her blush or she'd think she was a stupid, prim dork. Behind her she could hear Alison's friends laughing and whispering to each other, giggling as they stared at the Mona's naked behind. Ali kept the skirt up allowing her friends to check out the naked butt. "So what do you think?" she asked them.
"Nice," said Spencer.
"Yeah, it's cute," added Hanna.
"I like it," Emily added.
"It looks kinda firm as well," said Aria.
"It is Aria, you should give it a feel," Alison said.
"Can I?" laughed Aria and the next thing Mona knew was that the petite brunette was squeezing Mona's naked ass cheeks and giggling, laughingly saying to Alison, "I never had Mona as the working out type."
"Oh we do a lot of exercise," Alison laughed, "Mona's a horizontal jogger aren't you sweetie?"
Mona loved when Ali used a pet nickname for her. She nodded, "Yes, I am."
Alison ignored her answer, instead turning back to her friends, "Em... you want a feel?"
"I don't know Ali..." Emily sometimes seemed almost timid to Mona, at least compared to Alison.
"Go on, I know you want to," Alison cajoled her friend. A few seconds later Mona could feel Emily's hand on her butt stroking it gently and cupping the round curve in her hand. "You ought to feel her pussy, see how wet it is," added Alison. Mona wasn't wet yet, but she could start to feel the tingle in her cunt which meant the juice would be soon to follow. She shivered as Emily's finger lightly moved over her cunt, only Alison had touched her there and it felt strange to have another's digit tracing a light pattern over her labia and slit. Especially as she was still standing in the open doorway with her girlfriend holding up her skirt for all the others to see.
"You like it?" asked Ali as Emily pulled her finger back. She didn't wait for an answer, but instead slapped Mona's ass with her spare hand; it wasn't hard just enough to make the teen's cheeks jiggle. "They're nice aren't they?"
There was a chorus of agreement from Ali's friends, none contradicting the blonde's observation. Ali lifted the skirt a little higher so that the very bottom of Mona's back was visible, "Do you think we should let her in? Is she slutty enough?" Mona almost ceased to breathe, but she didn't need to worry as the girls all hooted their agreement. Alison lowered the skirt and leant forward, placing her lips close to Mona's ear, "You can come in." She closed the door and slid her hands down to Mona's waist, turning the dark-haired teen round to face her friends, all of whom were grinning enthusiastically, "You all know Mona, Mona you know the others don't you - Spencer, Aria, that's Emily and Hefty."
Hanna blushed slightly, but still smiled as the other girls all welcomed Mona warmly, their eyes never leaving her body. It was strange to have the school's cool kids all eyeing her so lasciviously after never noticing her since the start of Junior High. She looked at Alison, her lover gave a small grin and slid a hand down to rest just above her butt, her fingers splayed out so that the middle one was resting on the skirt just above her ass crack. It felt good, thought Mona, like she was almost popular. "Hi, it's really good to see you all. Ali's always talking about you." That was an exaggeration, but it seemed to please Hanna and Emily who both grinned like they'd just won top prize in a gameshow.
Ali led them into the main room. The debris of a teenage get-together littered the room, empty pizza boxes on the coffee table, diet coke bottles on the floor, fashion magazines on the couch. Ali smirked, "Mona, could you be a babe and throw this in the trash?"
Mona nodded and quickly tidied the room, as the others sat down and watched her. She was aware of their lust filled gaze checking out her butt every time she bent down; and it made her tingle with excitement. She knew what was coming, so she played to it, wiggling her ass as she lent over, bending at the waist and pushing it high so that her skirt stretched over her round mounds. She was sure Ali appreciated the effort she was making for her friends, even if it didn't take long to clear the mess. Dropping the last plastic bottle in the recycling box in the kitchen Mona returned to the main room. Ali rose to meet her, the blonde's lips touching hers and her mouth opening in a surprise, but welcome kiss. It only lasted for a few moments, but that was enough to send Mona to heaven. She felt woozy with a happy desire as Ali let go of her and turned to her friends, "So do you want to see what she's got?"
They all nodded enthusiastically. Ali turned to Mona, places her hands onto the teen's waist. "You want to get naked?"
"Here?" Mona replied and for a second Ali's face darkened. But immediately Mona blushed as she realised she sounded like she was backing out, "I mean I thought we'd be doing it in your bedroom."
Ali's expression brightened again, "There's more room here, so everyone can see. We'll all go upstairs in a moment. I mean if you still want to..."
Mona wanted to. She could remember Ali first suggesting it to her. The blonde teen rolling off Mona's back, panting with exertion as Mona sighed in post-orgasmic contentment, lying face down on Ali's quilt, which smelt of her lover's perfume and scent. Ali had said 'That was something, all my friends are so jealous that I'm nailing the cutest fuck in Rosewood.' Mona had blushed with pleasure, when Ali wanted to she could be as cruel as a the Wicked Stepmother, she could also be as nice as a Fairy Godmother. Ali had leant over again and planted small kisses on Mona's back, reminding the black-haired senior how important she was to her. 'They all want to fuck you," the blonde had said and Mona had smiled happily, reminding her lover that she was the only one who was. Ali gave her that pitying smile, the one she gave Mona when Mona was being dumb and which made the young woman shrivel with embarrassment, 'I wouldn't mind them fucking you, as long as I was there.'
And so here Mona was. She smiled at her girlfriend and nodded, "I want to Ali, I want to please you."
Ali kissed her again, tenderly and lovingly, "You are the best girlfriend ever. We're all going to be taking some pictures, so we remember this special night. You don't mind? I'll make sure we don't spread them too widely and we can black out your face if we post online so you're not recognised."
"No, of course that's okay," Mona said, she was so pleased to be pleasing Ali.
"Good, love you," said Ali and joined her friend on the couches. The five of them had their phones out and pointing at Mona as she stepped into the middle of the room.
'Keep it simple' Ali had told her earlier, 'but make it slutty.' Mona had practised and she thought she had the moves, she only hoped Ali agreed. She kicked off her heels first and began to sway from side to side, her hands sliding sensually up her sides. She had planned to spend a few moments teasing but Ali looked bored at her dance and so Mona skipped to the second stage, twirling round so that her back was to the other teens. She pulled off her vest and swung round so fast that her titties swung. Five camera phones clicked.
Mona had next planned to spend a few minutes rocking her top and jiggling her titties at an appreciative audience, but Ali was impatient. "You want to see some pussy Em? Mona get that skirt off."
The skirt was undone and dropped within second Mona standing naked in front of five lust-filled seniors. Ali grinned, "I said she was fuckable. Come and sit here Mona" She patted her lap.
Mona sat gingerly on Ali's knee. Ali and her friends were so closely crowded on the sofa Mona couldn't help that her legs were touching Spencer and Emily, who were sitting either side of Ali. The blonde's hand reached out and began to stroke Mona's snatch, "Feel how smooth she is..." she said invitingly to her friend.
Emily's hand joined Alison's and she giggled and blushed, "She's so shaven I can't even feel stubble."
"You're right," Spencer was feeling between her legs as well, "Like a baby's bottom."
"Her titties are great as well," Ali took one and fondled it, "Hefty give it a squeeze."
Hanna lent across and grabbed it, pressing it tightly. Mona moaned and Ali laughed, "She likes that... Oh, what a surprise, Aria's a butt-girl." Mona groaned again as she felt Aria's hand cupping her ass cheeks and gently working her them around. Another hand joined them, Mona thought it might be Spencer but she wasn't sure, certainly the preppy teen's hand had moved from her pussy as it was now Hanna stroking the slit and marvelling about how smooth Mona had managed to get it.
"Can I try her pussy as well?" asked Aria.
"Sure, though it's not as nice as her ass so I'd stick with that - I do," laughed Ali, but she guided Mona into turning round so that she was facing Aria and Spencer.
The two of them started to rub a titty each as Aria also started to stroke Mona's pussy. She grinned, "It's damp."
Ali reached between Mona's thighs and encouraged them further apart, "Let's see," she said and moved her own fingers down their. Mona sighed in pleasurable satisfaction as Ali's fingers slid at her lips, prying them open, there was always something special about her lover's sensual touch. She was wet and Alison sliding up made her wetter. The blonde grinned and laughed, "Oh yeah, she's soaking, aren't you, you little slut."
"MMMnn, yes, Ali. You make me," Mona replied.
The others laughed and continued to stroke and fondle her, their hands on her tits and ass and back, caressing and massaging as Ali's finger moved into her damp hole. "I think it's time we went upstairs, isn't it" smiled the blonde and Mona nodded.
Ali led them all up, Mona close behind, the others following, giggling and whispering to each other as they admired the naked teen, clicking their camera phones as they took souvenirs of her naked butt. Mona felt a surge of pride that she wasn't Mona that geeky dork they avoided, but sexy, slutty Mona, Ali's girlfriend. She followed her lover into the bedroom; it had so many great memories for her. It was here that Ali had taken her virginity and a few days later popped her anal cherry with the same toy; she'd licked pussy for the first time by the wardrobe and in the en-suite bathroom she'd drunk down Ali's piss after they had watched it in a porn. She blushed thinking about how poor a girlfriend she'd been at first, green and nervous, a shy eighteen year old virgin. She was so lucky that Ali hadn't dumped her straight away for someone more fun and experienced. And now Alison thought she was so good she was going to share her; Mona could have sung for joy.
There was a selection of strap-ons lying on the bed, some Mona recognised, but some were new, or at least not owned by Alison. Her girlfriend was beside her wrapping her arms round her waist and squeezing her, "I'll go first baby, open you up."
"Okay," smiled Mona. She stepped back and watched as Alison and the others got undressed, though it was Ali she concentrated on, as ever lusting after her shapely, firm, sexy body. They had talked about it last night, Mona sitting in her car, nervous, Ali putting her at ease and telling how all the others were looking forward to the anal gangbang and finding out what Ali meant when she told them of what a great lay Mona was. 'You'll enjoy it Mona, but I'll go first and put you at your ease' Ali had said and then she'd kissed her and whispered how much she loved her cute Mona.
Ali slid on her strap-on, it was the only thing she was now wearing. She turned towards Mona, pointing it at her like a waist high gun, "You want to oil me up?"
"Of course," said Mona. She unscrewed the lid on the anal lube and smeared her hands with it. Getting down on her knees she coated the large toy with the gel, working it deep and harder, smothering it with the semi-liquid lubricant. She could see from the corners of her eyes Aria and Spencer both naked, both holding their cameras up. She smiled for her photo, she wanted to look her best and not let Ali down.
"That's enough," said Alison. She gently helped Mona up, sliding her hand over the teen's ass-cheeks and pulling at them so that her finger was touching the hole. She smiled, "You prepped as well?"
"Yes," nodded Mona. At her lover's suggestion she had spent a large part of the late afternoon kneeling on the floor, leaning over a fashion magazine that Ali had lent her, a butt plug in her ass. "I'm ready."
Alison sat on the bed, she grinned, "I'm going to do you reverse cowgirl so that I can show of that sexy pussy to my friends. Now come and sit on it." She wiggled her dildo.
Mona did as she was told, turning her back to Ali and retreating so that she was against her. She slowly lowered herself onto the prong, spreading her cheeks with her hands. "That's it," said Ali as the tip pressed at Mona's sphincter, "Down you come."
"Ohhh," moaned Mona as she penetrated herself with Ali's strap-on. Her blonde lover was holding her under the waist, encouraging her. "Ooohhhh," Mona groaned again and carried on down the dick, closing her eyes to concentrate on the pleasure and ignore the soreness that came with it.
"All the way, come all the way," Ali said, her arms wrapping round the top of Mona's thighs so that a finger could tease the teen's slit. "Show everyone how good you are; it'll make them hot."
Mona forced herself down. She was better than she used to be, the first time Ali had fucked her butt it had seemed to take forever for the toy to go all the way in. Mona remembered the tears that prickled at her eyes as Ali crossly said she wasn't trying; she had been, her butt had just been too tight and the toy too big. She was more experienced now and recognised the value of plugs and lube. She went down deeper, feeling the full length of the toy slowly push up her asshole. "Oh yeah, that's good, that's good," said Ali and began to pound upwards.
Mona gasped in pleasure as Ali started to fuck her. She could hear the others, their murmurs of appreciation and giggles of lust and the clicks as they snapped shots of her. She spread her legs as she went up and down so Ali's friends could photo the smooth snatch and see the dildo going in and out of her asshole. "Ohhhh," she moaned in pleasure, "Ooooohhh."
"Yes, Mona, you're doing good, you're better each time," Alison grinned, "I love your ass." Mona knew that, Ali had told her plenty of times that her favourite hole was butthole. She knew she wasn't Ali's first, the blonde had told her of a girl called CeCe and another one, an ex-neighbour of her Nan in Georgia. But Mona was the best she'd said, at least now she knew what to do, and getting better all the time. The blonde slid her finger over Mona's cunt and kissed at the side of her throat, "Your ass is so tight and fuckable. Everyone's going to enjoy it."
Mona hoped so, she wanted to show what a good girlfriend she was to Ali's friends, not some dorky geek who fucked like a virgin. She moved more enthusiastically, showing them what they could look forward to, rocking her body down and against Ali's, the blonde's tits bouncing at her back.
"Go for it," Aria grinned.
"Fuck her," agreed Spencer, "Fuck her hard."



"Wow you're so lucky," added Emily.
"This is so hot," said Hanna.
Mona opened her eyes to look at them, the four teens were clustered just feet away, all of them holding cameras as they snapped away, expressions of carnal desire dominating their features. Alison laughed and thudded up to meet Mona's downward butt, "That's it. Show them what you've got."
"Yes, Ali," said Mona as she went up she opened her legs wider, straddling her lover's thighs and making her cunt lips spread to give the other teens a great look at her shaven pussy as Ali fingered it. She just hoped that Ali was proud of her, that she was putting on the show the blonde wanted; she was sure...almost sure... that she was - certainly Ali was pounding into her hard.
"Come on ladies, take some close-ups, see how wet her cunt is," Ali said, thrusting up into Mona's butthole. She didn't need to tell Mona to open her legs as far as she could so that the young women could do as their friend suggested. Mona felt herself flush as the four of them all came close with their phones, taking shots of her cunt and the dick pounding up her anal passage in excruciatingly close detail. She kept her legs spread, Ali wanted to show her off, her lover wanted to show her friends was a cute cunt Mona had.
"Oooohhh," Mona moaned in pleasure as Alison's dildo stimulated her, "Oooooohhh."
"You like that Mona, you like my big dick in your butt?"
"Yes, Ali. I love it."
"Tell my friends how much you love it. Tell them how much you love me fucking your ass."
"I love it. I love it when Ali thrusts her big strap-on up my butthole and fucks me. It's the best feeling ever."
Ali pounded up, ramming the full length into her girlfriend and Mona's entire body trembled with passion. The blonde grinned and slid her hands over the other teen's waist, "You want to be fucked by them? You want my friends to fuck your ass?"
Mona would have much preferred to have Ali continuing to make anal love to her, but she knew that was not the answer her lover wanted. She nodded and shuddered as she went down, rubbing the back of her head on Ali's shoulder so that the blonde would know that she was Mona's real love even as she said, "Yes, yes, I want to be fucked up the ass by your friends."
"So who's first? Hefty? Or Em - I think Emily really wants to bang that sweet ass. What about Spence?" Alison squeezed Mona's tits so hard the teen's flesh felt like it was popping. She pounded harder as well, ramming the dick hard up the back chute. Mona groaned and writhed as Ali smiled, "Aria?... I think Aria first."
Aria looked down at her dildo. It was slick with gel, though she suspected that with the hard banging her friend had being giving Mona the asshole would be easy to enter. Still it was the first time she'd butt-fucked a girl, and she was nervous, Ali could be unforgiving and she had laid on Mona specially; Aria didn't want to fuck it up - or rather she did. She tried to look confident as she grinned at Ali and nodded "I'm up for that."
Ali pushed Mona off her knee and directed the dumb slut onto her hands and knees on the bed; it was amazing how well she controlled her. "Whilst Aria fucks your ass I want you to clean my dildo with your mouth. You can do that can't you, sweetie?"
Mona nodded enthusiastically and Ali moved to the front of her, sliding the dildo into the teen's mouth. She gestured at Mona's behind, "There you are Aria, all ready for you."
It was. The backhole was gaping and open, stretched wide for Aria's dildo. It slipped in easily and Aria took position trying to remember how Ezra held her when they did it backdoor. Ali didn't seem to notice that she was starting slow, her friend was just grinning broadly as she slid her own toy at Mona's mouth, making the High School senior suck it. Aria quickly got into her stride, pushing quicker and harder, driving the dildo down.
Ali looked at her and grinned, "You enjoying Mona? She's a slut, aren't you babe?" Mona couldn't answer, but she seemed to wriggle between them more enthusiastically, Ali grinned wider and took hold of Mona's head, pushing it further down her rubber dick. Aria moved with her, thrusting her own toy into the ass.
Ali smiled again, though this time her look was at the three others. "Snap away; let's get some pictures of Aria for Ezra to jack over." Aria wondered if there was a trace of jealousy, her sexy teacher boyfriend had once being seeing Ali. Even if her friend said she had no interest it would be typical Ali to want what she no longer had - like a child with a toy, sharing wasn't enough, she wanted it all. There was no further clue from Ali, her friend just grinning and continuing to pump into Mona's mouth, making the dark-haired geek clean her rubber cock.
Don't worry yourself about it, Aria told herself, just concentrate on fucking Mona's butt. It was a new experience doing the fucking, harder work than she expected, every time she thrust in the dildo threatened to slip as she withdrew; and it was more tiring than she had imagined, making her use muscles she hadn't used in years. She looked across Mona at a naked Ali, her friend grinned at her broadly and twisted her head suddenly so that her long blonde hair flowed across her face and her titties bounced.
It wasn't the first time she'd shared with Ali. Aria could remember Ali on her back, squealing with excitement as Ezra's dick pounded her asshole. Aria's face had been so close, her tongue slapping at her boyfriend's member as it penetrated her friend. And then he had swapped them over, slamming at Aria's asshole as Ali lent over her, the blonde's damp pussy over Aria's face as she tongued Ezra's prick and managed a few crafty licks of Aria's cunt at the same time. It had made Ezra explode with a passion, blasting his cum into Aria's ass.
Afterwards as they lay on Ezra's bed, the teacher in the middle the two teens taking it in turn to lick and suck his manhood, making it hard and keeping it there Ali had told them about Mona. 'I'm using her as fuckhole to practice dyking'. Ezra told her it showed, and even though Aria didn't say it, as she was sucking his dick she agreed, Ali's kisses and touches of her as the two of them had rode Ezra had been designed to please another woman. Ali had laughed and said that she'd learnt more than that and perhaps she'd give Ezra some hints on how to best butt-fuck a woman; not that he'd been bad, she added, and with a dirty grin told him that practice made perfect. Aria had watched as her friend anally rode Ezra again, driving herself down onto his cock and then she'd joined in. The cum slid into Alison's ass as she lay face down, letting Aria boyfriend's cum dribble down her hole. Ezra had been so hard as Aria's tongue flicked down her friend's hole eating his gooey sperm. After she had been emptied Ali lay on her back, 'We should do this again, but we should be the tops fucking Mona.' Ezra had got even harder, adding his voice to Ali's and persuading them to give it a go, especially when Ali had said that it'd be a good idea to bring in their other friends, for some reason thinking that Em especially would enjoy it.
And here they were, the five of them - Spence, Em and Hanna all taking snaps as Ali and Aria spit-roasted Mona like she was a three-cent whore, though Aria knew the only payment Ali had made were a few loving words and a bit of time spent in seduction. It was time well spent, thought Aria, friends share.
Ali pulled her dildo out of Mona's mouth. It was slick and clean, soaked with Mona's saliva. The pretty blonde got off the bed and moved to stand near to Aria, watching as her friend slammed hard into Mona's ass. With Ali's eyes on her Aria moved faster, slamming her friend's pet dyke as hard as she could. Ali smiled appreciatively, "Enjoying this Mona? I know Aria is."
"Oh yes," Mona groaned, "Oh yes."
"You should thank her properly," smiled Ali as she got back onto the bed and kneeled behind Aria, her hands resting on the brunette's shoulders and starting to lightly massage them.
"Ohhh, thank you Aria, thank you for giving me such as ass fucking, thank you for thrusting your big strap-on down my butt, thank you for banging me hard," Mona cried out.
Ali laughed, "She's so polite," she grinned. Her hands moved further down Aria's body, to her belly. She stopped as she got there and slid them round, hugging her friend. Her body moved closer so that her tits were squashed on Aria's back and her chin resting on her friend's shoulder. She looked across at their friends, "You've got to take one of us like this, for Ezra."
The others raised their phones and snapped away, at Ali's grinning face and Aria's concentrated one, and if they zoomed out enough, Mona's contorted expression. Aria looked up and smiled at the camera, if Ali was going to want to send photos to her boyfriend, either to jack over or make him jealous, she wanted to look her sexiest. Ali grinned as well, her hands moving over Aria's tummy and her lips threatening to plant little kisses on her shoulder. Aria went harder into Mona, pounding deep, sweating with exertion, "Thanks Ali, this is great. I'm fucked."
"It's Mona's who's fucked," the blonde replied, but let go of Aria and got off the bed. Her eyes went over her friends.
Emily tried not to blush. Ali was always so beautiful, but standing there naked, with a sheen of sweat over her skin and with a seductive smile on her face, she was even more so than ever; it was impossible not to be in love with her. She looked downwards trying to avoid Ali's eyes, scared her friend would realise how she felt. It should be her Ali was with, planting sweet kisses on each other bodies, heads down between the other's thighs, stroking, caressing, touching. Mona wasn't good enough for Ali, Em didn't even think she was a real lesbian, just someone who wanted to be in the same orbit as the coolest girl in Rosewood; she wasn't like Em, Mona wasn't really in love with Ali.
"What about you Em?" asked Alison. She was grinning at her friend, "You want to replace Aria in fucking my girlfriend?"
It should be me, I should be your girlfriend, I would be so right for you, Em wanted to cry, but she couldn't. She loved Ali, but her friend could be cruel, she'd just laugh, or worse, cut their friendship. It wasn't worth the risk. She nodded, "I'd love too Ali. Hurry up and finish Aria so I can go."
Aria sped up, grunting and sweating, thrusting the toy into the writhing dark haired usurper on the bed. Em put down her phone and picked up the lube, reapplying a generous amount to her dildo. Not that she thought it would be needed, after being fucked twice Mona's ass must be well prepared for the next dick.
"OOOhhhh, fuck," moaned Aria, "oooohh, urrrrhhh." She pulled out of Mona, leaving the other groaning and gasping, her butt hole opened.
Ali gestured towards Mona, "Your turn Em. You know what to do, I'm sure you've thought about it lots... if you had a boyfriend you'd be doing this." Em got on the bed, hoping that Ali would wrap her arms round her like she did with Aria. Even as she got on Ali got off and moved out of her eye line, though Em could still hear her saying, "You need a boyfriend Em, so you can fuck."
I need a girlfriend, I need you, thought Em. "Stick it in her Em, fuck her behind," Ali called and Em did as instructed, pushing the dildo into Mona's ass. "That's it Em, break your girl on girl virginity; or are you still a proper virgin as well? You've not had a boyfriend for so long." I'm not, thought Emily, if only I could tell you the truth, that I love girls and love you.
There had been Maya first, the young black girl had moved into Ali's old house when her friend and her family had moved out after the attempted murder of the blonde. It was Maya who made Emily realise she was a lesbian and her first; they had made sweet love under the blankets of Maya's bed one morning instead of going to school and all the time Em was wishing it was Ali. Next came Samara, she was blonde but not like Ali, they had sex in Samara's parents bed, toying each others twats until they came in explosions of girl juice and cum; she was sexy and cute and hot, but she wasn't Ali. And last was Paige, a fellow swimmer even further in the closet than Em; they'd swum naked in the pool and afterwards kissed and slid their lithe, wet naked bodies together under the stars and all the time Em had thought of Ali.
She thrust the dildo into Mona, and the other moaned loudly, her hands scrabbling at the bed. Em's gripped her waist, pushing her nails in and not caring about Mona's pained squeaks and began to fuck her hard and brutally, ramming the dildo down the young woman's anal fuckhole. If Mona wanted to be Ali's this was what was coming, a hard dildo down the back chute, pounding open her hole. She could hear the Mona squealing as the toy speared deep into her asshole, squeaks of excitement and pain mixed.
"That's it Em, enjoy her, go harder, give it her all" Alison was behind her, encouraging the swimmer to fuck Mona as hard as she could. Em did, thrusting the dildo deep into the teen's butt. She could see Spencer and Hanna, eagerly awaiting their turn and Aria, still smiling from hers, the three of them giggling and watching Emily poundings. "I know you want to fuck her hard, Em" Ali continued, "I know you like this. Fuck her, fuck her, fuck Mona's ass. It's good practice... for when you get a boyfriend."
"Oooohhh, yessss," Mona moaned and gasped, her back arching and bending as Emily slammed her. Emily gripped her waist harder, digging her nails deep into the flesh to stop her palms slipping from the dark-haired teen's slippery flesh.
"Enjoy it, love that sexy dyke hole, fuck her lesbian ass" Ali was still encouraging her on, telling her it was alright to bang her girlfriend.
'It'll be hot' Ali had told her. 'I know you'd prefer to share a guy, but this will be fun'. Emily hadn't replied, hoping that her silence would be taking as rejection, even though Ali was half-right, she knew banging another girl was hot, even Mona who wasn't fit to lick Ali's pussy. They were in the hot-tub at Spencer's house, the three of them. It had been Ali's idea to jump in, 'I haven't got a costume' Em had said, but Ali had just snorted and said, "Neither have I'. Spencer did have, but as the other two were skinny dipping she was as well, the three of them sitting naked in the tub, Emily trying desperately not to look at Ali's perfect sexy body. Alison was talking about Mona, 'She's my experimental phase. We should all try lesbianism sometime, shouldn't we Em? And if I want to try a bit more when we get to college I'll have practised.' Spencer, ever practical, agreed and then agreed again as Ali said, 'You should all try her, Aria and Hanna as well. What about next weekend when my parents are away? That good for you Em?' Emily couldn't refuse.
"Aaaarrrghhh, aaarrrghhh, ohhhhh, ohhhhhh," Mona writhed as she was fucked. Emily thrust the toy down, pushing open the asshole.
"That's good, Em. You're really giving it her. It's almost like you've done this before you're so good," Ali called out in encouragement. "What do you think Hefty? You next?"
Hanna nodded quickly, "Yes," she answered. She could never quite believe she was here, she'd been a plump and gauche junior High Schooler, even geekier than Mona; that she wasn't now was all thanks to Alison and she loved her friend for that. It was Ali who'd given her dieting tips to loose the pounds, clothing advice to improve her style and introduced her to sex to boost her confidence. She'd taught Hanna how to kiss, how to suck a dick (using a strap-on a substitute) and how to give a hand-job to a very willing Mike Montgomery. She'd even stood outside the room like a mother hen as Hanna had lost her virginity to some college guy Ali knew and drove her home afterwards, smiling almost as broadly as the cherry popped teen.
"Better get ready Hefty then. Put some lube on it... it'll help it go in better," Ali unscrewed the lube herself and squirted it onto her hands. "Let me," she grinned and slapped the lubricant over Hanna's toy. Once it was smeared on she stepped back and looked over at Emily and Mona, the swimmer was still diving deep into the dark haired geek's butthole. Aly grinned, "You ought to get a girlfriend Hefty, you can share her with us."
Hanna hadn't thought about having a girlfriend, she was sure she was heterosexual and anyway she was sure Ali was joking, she often teased Hanna, more than she did the others. Hanna didn't mind though, that was just Ali. She shrugged her shoulders, "If I did I would."
Ali smiled wider, "We ought to set you up then. Do you think Paige McCullers is a lesbo? Em, you know her, do you think Paige enjoys muffin munching?" Em didn't answer, she just grunted and went redder as she pounded Mona's asshole. Ali laughed, "I think Paige probably is, I bet she's banged a girl before, probably one of the swim team Em... you better be careful or she'll be licking your pussy in the shower."
"Ooohhhh, fuuuckkk, yessss," Emily grunted as her strap-on stimulated her clit. She dragged it out, sweat dripping down her olive skin, "I'm done, Ali."
"You ready for Hefty Mona, she's a big one," Ali got on the bed and put her hands on the teen's butt-cheeks, pulling them gently apart she showed Hanna the gaping hole. "Come here Hefty, butt-fuck Mona, she's ready for it."
"Oh yes, Ali, yes, I'm ready for it, I'm ready for your friend's big dick," Mona said.
"Not the only thing that's big," grinned Ali, "Come on Hefty fuck her ass."
Hanna pushed the toy in as instructed. Mona shuddered as it entered her, after being fucked by three other dildos her ass must have been stinging like she'd stuffed a bunch of nettles up there, but she still seemed to be enjoying it, emitting a moan of ecstasy as Hanna drove the toy down. The busty blonde began to fuck, not as hard as Em, but not softly either, thrusting forward and back, sending the dildo's length into the hole. "OOOhhh, urrrrrhhh, oooohhh," Mona grunted, rocking her body to Hanna rhythm.
"Fuck her Hefty, that's it, go on," Ali grinned. Hanna did. She was aware Ali and the rest of her friends had their cells out, snapping shots of her and Mona. Hanna tried to ignore them, she knew she wasn't photogenic, even if she wasn't as fat as she had been she was sure her boobs were too big and her butt too round. Em said she was perfect, but Ali said Em liked big girls. "Fuck her Hefty. Work on some of that excess weight you've got." Ali said.
Hanna blushed, and thrust harder. Ali was right, sex was good exercise, Cosmo said the same and Elle as well. She moved as fast as she could, ramming the dildo in and working her thigh and upper-back muscles - hopefully she'd work a little weight off her butt. In front of her Mona wailed and shrieked, her back arching as Hanna's exercise drove her to climax. Ali whooped and hollered, cheering Hanna on, encouraging her like Mona was a rowing machine and Ali a personal trainer, and perhaps they almost were. Butt-fucking Mona in public was just another form of confidence boosting for Hanna and for Mona herself; it might be harsh on the geek's ass, but Hanna realised it was showing an ugly duckling that she too could be a swan. Hanna smiled and hammered down, Ali could be a bitch, she wasn't going to deny it, but she was also the bestest friend a girl could have; if Hanna had been a lesbian she'd have wanted Ali as well. "How's this?" she asked Mona, "Am I going fast enough?"
"Go faster Hefty, work up some sweat," Ali grinned from the sidelines, "Shouldn't she Mona? She should really work your asshole."
"Aaaarrrghhh, yesssss, aaaarrghhhh," squealed Mona in reply. Hanna carried on, slamming in and out, making herself sweat and pant with exertion and Mona shriek with pleasure.



Spencer was standing ready, she'd put down her cell and gelled up her dildo so much that it was literally dripping with lubricant. As soon as Hanna had finished she was going to give Mona the ride of the evening. Not that she was competitive towards Ali, well not too much, but her friend couldn't bring her girlfriend over for a fucking and not expect Spencer go at her like she was in a race with Alison.
Hanna pulled out panting with exhaustion and Ali turned to Spencer, "Your turn Spencer." The teen was about to step forward and take her place in Mona's ass when Ali stopped her. "I think Mona's been on her hands and knees for so long she'll be getting calluses, let's switch position."
Spencer didn't believe for a second Ali gave a any consideration to her girlfriend, Mona was a fuckhole to Alison - nothing more; she was doing something to stop Spence giving Mona the hardest butt-fuck of the night. Still there wasn't much she could do but grin and say, "Okay Ali."
"Babe," Ali said in a voice that gave all the impressions of caring, "I want you to lie with the top of your back on the floor and the lower back bent, that's it move your legs down so that they're near your ears."
Mona did as her girlfriend said, so that her asshole was up in the air above her head. Spencer couldn't see Ali's game, it just meant that she stand above Mona and thrust in, it was still a position she could fuck her from. She smiled at her friend, a smile of victory; Ali had miscalculated, she could ream her girlfriend equally vigorously standing and going down as taking her from behind on her knees, "Is Mona ready?"
"Go for it, Spencer," Ali smiled.
Spencer moved over the black-haired teen and looked down. It wasn't the most comfortable position for Mona, all the weight of her body was on her shoulders, neck and the top of her back and her legs were stretched back so that her toes were almost, but not quiet, on the floor. But it was probably the teen's asshole that must have pained Mona most. Four big dildos pounded into it had left the hole more cavernous than Spencer would have believed possible, the chute opened and dark, red lines and bruises surrounding the gaping sphincter. Spencer added in the fifth dildo, ramming it down and grinning happily as Mona gave a gratifying shriek. She loved Ali like a sister, but she feuded and fought with Melissa as well, the Hastings always believed that love and rivalry were bedfellows. She raised herself up again and pounded down, her hands on the back of Mona's thighs trying to push the legs down further. The dark haired teen shrieked, "AAAaarrrghhh yessss, yesssss."
"Take it, take it," grunted Spencer. She could see Aria and Em taking pictures, Hanna collapsed on one of Ali's bedroom chairs recovering and watching. Ali herself was putting some more lube on her dildo. Spencer mentally frowned, did Ali intend to have another go when Spencer finished? Mona was hers after all. But Spencer had just started, she would be some time, especially as she intended to really, really plough Mona. What then? Was Ali about to claim ownership rights and throw Spence off before she got to properly fuck Mona - that was unsubtle and Ali was seldom that. She continued pounding down, making Mona scream and cry as Ali smeared her toy in the gel.
The blonde gave Spencer a winning smile, victory dancing across her face, "I think Mona can fit two dildos in their. Want to share?"
Spencer knew she had been out-manoeuvred, there was no way to refuse, only to accept defeat gracefully. She pulled her toy half-way out, "Yes, definitely Ali. That sounds like fun, us going together."
"Don't we always go together?" Alison smiled back, her words carrying an undertone which said, 'we're rivals, but I'm always the winner'. Spencer wasn't sure she disagreed, so she just nodded and let Ali come in opposite her and push her dildo down into Mona's butthole.
The dark-haired teen squeaked a little and writhed, shaking and wriggling as the two cocks pushed together. But she didn't complain. I should get a girlfriend, thought Spencer, I could train her so that she orgasmed for everyone but Ali. That would teach her friend, perhaps if Paige really is a lesbian...?
She pushed down, thrusting her toy into Mona, dragging down Ali's at the same time. Or was it the opposite way round. It was hard to tell. Ali was grinning and giggling like a cross between a Cheshire Cat and the laughing policeman. Her hands reached out round Spence's waist, Spencer replicated, they both pulled each other close so that as they drove down their titties rubbed and bounced at each other's.
"OOOohhh, urrrrhhh," moaned Mona as they came up. "AAAaarrrghhh," she shrieked louder as the two teens rammed down together.
"This is fun isn't it Spence. Sharing..." Ali grinned.
Despite herself Spencer smiled back. Yes it was fun, she had to admit. Ali had her faults, many of them and varied, she was cruel and narcissistic, selfish and jealous, petty and mean. But she was also fun and loving and great to be around, and when she wanted to share she did, whether it was a trendy blouse or her lover's ass. "Yeah, it's fun," laughed Spencer. "Things with you are."
"Good," smiled Ali in her most charming way, "You're my BFFs, all four of you and I love you dearly. I love doing things together." From below there was a gasp from Mona and it seemed to Spence almost as an afterthought that Ali added, "Oh and I love you as well Mona, take our dicks a little deeper."
"Love you as well Ali," Mona said. The pain in her ass was eye watering, but Ali loved her and that was all that mattered. Her hands splayed out beside her, trying to give her balance as Ali and Spencer pounded down, threatening to push her over. Pressure built on her shoulders and back until the muscles ached almost as much as her butthole. But Mona didn't complain, she was Ali's girl and her lover was fucking her again. She might have preferred it without Spencer, just her and Ali, but to have even hinted at that would disappoint Ali and there was no way she wanted to do that.
The two cocks thudded down into her ass, they didn't go as deep as one on their own would have gone, but they stretched her more, making her walls expand like they were rubber. A wave of pain washed through her at the same time as one of pleasure. She ignored the former to concentrate on the latter, groaning out loud, "Ooooohhh, yesssss."
"That's it Mona, let it out, tell me how much you love having two dicks in your ass," Ali said as she came down.
"Ooooohhh, urrrrrrhhhh, it's heaven Ali, I adore being double-stuffed anally and having my butt stretched open. Give me more. I love it."
Ali laughed and lent forward to murmur something in Spencer's ear as the two teens came down again. Spencer smiled back at the private joke and moved her own head to whisper something to Ali. Mona's jealousy rose; she didn't like the way that Ali and Spence were holding each other close, or the way their titties bounced and rubbed together as they moved, nor that their faces were just inches apart forcing them to look the other full-on. She fought back the green-eyed monster; Spence was Ali's friend, one of her best friends, Mona should just be glad that Ali was willing to share.
"Aaaaarrrghhh," Mona squeaked as the toys pushed down.
"Uuurrrhhh, oooohhh, urrrrhhh," Spencer and Ali panted as they forced the dildos down, fighting the ass walls and the friction from each other. Sweat dripped from them onto Mona, the small beads sliding down her crevices and against the dildo. "Uuurrrhhh, uuuurrrhhhh."
Mona closed her eyes and shuddered, her boobs bouncing as she was pounded. She listened to the grunts and groans of her lover and Spence, their cries of pleasure as their clits were stimulated, theirs pants of exertion as they penetrated her, their giggles as they bounced against each other. It all sounded like Ali was enjoying it and that was all Mona wished for. Above her came the sound orgasmic moans...
"My God that was great," Spencer giggled as she pulled the toy out. Mona opened her eyes to see the preppy girl step away, sweat rolling down her.
For a second she was just left with Ali, her lover, pounding into her asshole. The blonde saw she was looking and grinned down, "It was..." she agreed and thrust in again, her smile get wider and wider. Mona gasped and moaned some more, bucking as Ali thrust all the way down. "AAAarrrghh, urrrrhh," she squeaked and groaned
And then Ali was out as well, perspiring and sweating, her skin red and flushed. She looked at her friends, "I enjoyed that."
"I did as well," said Aria and the others joined in chorusing their approval of Mona's anal abilities.
Ali began to undo her strap-on, "Let's get into our PJs and put on some popcorn before we settle down to watch a slushy romcom." The others nodded and began to undo their toys, looking around the room for the rucksacks they'd brought over with their night things.
Mona ached as she stood up, her muscles sore, her asshole stinging as she walked. The others were talking and giggling between themselves, already ignoring her. She paused and looked at Ali who was saying something to Aria, her girlfriend turned suddenly as if she had just remembered Mona, "Your things are downstairs aren't they? You best get dressed down there, this rooms crowded with us all in; I'll come and see you off in a minute."
"Okay," said Mona; she smiled at Ali to show how much she loved her but her girlfriend had already turned back to Aria and was saying something that made her friend laugh.
Mona went downstairs and got dressed, the sound of laughter upstairs making her jealous. Perhaps she should stand up for herself more, she had just let Ali and her friends gangbang her, Ali should recognise that and at least invite her to stay to watch the movie with the rest of them. All her good intentions vanished a few minutes later as Ali returned downstairs, she looked dazzlingly attractive in her pink pyjamas and with her blonde hair pulled up, her bright red lips opening in a smile; it reminded Mona how lucky she was to have her.
"You ready to go?" Ali asked and slipped her arm in Mona escorting her to the front door.
Mona nodded, "Yes. Thanks for inviting me."
Ali smiled at her entrancingly, "We had a great time. They're all saying how good you were, much better than they expected." She kissed Mona lightly on the lips making the teen's tummy turn, "Apart from me. I knew you'd be special." She opened the door.
"I could do it again," Mona said.
Ali smiled, "We'd like that."
"And I was just wondering... on Monday, at school, I could sit with you at lunchtime... with your friends as well."
"I'd love to," Ali looked sad, "but it wouldn't work. If you sat with me I'd have to kiss you and everyone would know you're a lesbian. I wouldn't mind for myself, but I don't think you're ready to come out yet. I think it's best you sit at your normal table with... er... you know, your friend? Luke? Lucas?"
"Yes, of course," Ali was right, she was sure, though she wouldn't have minded too much coming out if Ali was beside her.
Ali leant in and kissed her tenderly again, "We could meet up on Monday night somewhere and I can show you how much I adore you and that cute butt of yours"
"Oh yes," Mona smiled, "I'd like that."
"See you Monday," Ali guided Mona out the front door and made to close it, "Love you" she said as it shut.
"Love you too," Mona replied to the door. She stood for a moment, staring at it, a smile on her face. Ali loved her and that was all she wanted.
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Over the last couple of months Bree van de Kamp had got an education in the bars of Fairview and the surrounding towns; she knew where the college guys hung round, which were meat-markets for single professionals and the ones which were rougher and where a middle-class white woman could be virtually guaranteed one or more huge, rough dicks. She'd been fucked as many times in half a year as she'd managed in close to twenty with her husband, and whilst several guys had fucked her twice or more, they'd seldom done it in the same hole and never on more than one night.
She was almost certainly the One Night Stand Queen of Fairview. Even her friend Susan Mayer hadn't managed as many as her, having to miss nights so as not to arouse the suspicion of her teenage daughter. The third member of their triumvirate, Gabby Solis, was further behind still - married women had even less freedom to go out on fucking expeditions than single Moms. She couldn't make tonight, having to attend a business dinner with her husband, but Susan was right beside Bree - Julie was spending the night with friends. Bree wasn't sure where her own daughter was, knowing Danielle probably getting banged by some boy or boys... she really was a chip off the old block.
Except tonight Bree and Susan weren't questing for cock. Bree looked round the bar, in some ways it was similar to so many she'd been too, music blaring, the small dance floor crowded, bar staff pouring pitchers and filling wine glasses. The only difference from normal was the clientele and staff, not a guy - good looking or otherwise to be seen. For a moment Bree stood in the door, Susan beside her, the two women looking around Fairview's lesbian bar, then Susan said, "You still up for this? We can change our mind and go to a college bar, get some hot studs to take us home."
"No, let's do it, let's find some sexy pussy," Bree stepped forward and into the bar. Susan followed immediately behind her, looking relieved that Bree wasn't going to take her up on the offer and change her mind at the last minute. It had been Susan's idea that for a bit of variety they pick-up some other women for a lesbian fuckfest. Bree hadn't been sure at first, she wasn't homophobic - after all she'd done lesbian make-outs with her friends to turn on some of the guys they'd picked up and that had been fine, even enjoyable. However having sex with another woman who was a stranger, that was something different - a line she hadn't crossed.
But, as Susan reminded her, only a few months ago she'd not had a one night stand, done anal, been doubly penetrated or taken part in a gangbang - all of which she'd now done and enjoyed. It was an argument Bree wasn't able to counter and so she agreed that if Susan wanted she'd join her friend. Now stepping in and pausing to look around and see who was on offer she felt both trepidation and excitement, like she was an even bigger slut than she'd previously thought.
"Anyone?" Susan asked, her eyes also sweeping the room. "What about those two?" The Milf gently inclined her head towards a couple of brunette's sitting at a table, sharing a bottle of wine.
Bree followed her friend's look, subtlety checking out the two women. Susan's taste was as impeccable as ever, they were certainly hot and the way they were looking round the bar, eyeing up the talent on offer rather than each other suggested that they weren't a couple either. In fact Bree could detect a family resemblance, despite the age difference, "Do you think they're sisters?" she murmured to her friend.
"Let's find out," Susan murmured back, turning her head to look at the two women and smiling back at them, without words signalling her and Bree's interest and having a positive reply silently beamed back.
They walked over to introduce themselves, "I'm Susan Mayer, this is my friend Bree van de Kamp. Would you like a drink?"
"Lorelai Gilmore," the older of the two brunettes said, "This is my daughter, Rory. Yes... two white wines."
Susan gestured for a waitress as she and Bree took their seats. Lorelai seemed to want to give an explanation, "We don't normally do this; go to lesbian pick-up joints together."
"No?" said Bree, she didn't really mind, all she could think was that the two Gilmores were hot.
It was Rory who answered, "No, normally we're chicks for dicks, getting fucked by well-hung studs in all our holes. You wouldn't guess how easy it is for a couple of cuties to pick up men." She didn't seem to register the knowing smile that went between the housewives, but continued, "But I've been experimenting now I'm in college and I've really being enjoying some pussy, so we thought this weekend rather than cruise for cock me and Mom would tease for twat."
Susan smiled, "We're not looking for long term relationships either, normally we're after one-night stands with guys, but we decided to mix it up, get some sweet cunt for a change."
"It seems that we're all in luck then," Lorelai gave a seductive look towards Bree, which suggested she was an interested in the fortysomething redhead as Bree was in her.
By the time the waitress arrived back with their drinks the four women had picked up their purses and were hailing a cab back to Wisteria Avenue.
*
To make up for the fact that they'd left before the wine Bree had opened a moderately expensive bottle when they'd arrived back at her house and was doing her second favourite thing after casual sex, showing people round her spick and span home. Normally is was fellow homemakers, who cooed in delight at her matching cushion covers, her artful floral arrangements and freshly polished mahogany dining set. The Gilmores seemed less interested in any of that, dutifully sipping the wine and nodding as Bree guided them onwards. However, from the way their glances moved swiftly from the wooden legs of the dining table to those of Bree and Susan it was obvious that the only floral arrangements they were interested in were those decorating the Milfs lingerie. Luckily that was similar to Bree's plan and she knew, even without asking, that it was one Susan was whole-heartedly in agreement with.
She opened the door to the next room and stepped in; it was new, paid for out of the generous cheques her deceased husband's pension company sent her monthly. The tiles on the floor were a deep lilac, freshly shone and gleaming beneath the lights; the towels on the rack were a matching shade, freshly laundered and folded sharply; the wall was suitably decorated, flowery tiles at the bottom and deeper painted blue above, fresh and clean. But the centrepiece was the hottub in the centre, the water bubbling away as Bree had left it before she'd gone - confident she'd not be coming back to it alone. She turned to the others, "So do you like my hottub?"
"Very nice," purred Lorelai stepping further into the room and running a finger sexily over the rim, before sipping her wine and turning back to look at her daughter, "We went in one when we were in Europe. Do you remember Rory? With those French exchange students."
"Mmmnn, I remember," for a moment Rory looked far away, her expression dreamy.
Bree smiled as well, glad that she and Susan had met such absolute sluts. "Do you want to try it?"
"We haven't any swimming costumes," said Lorelai failing to appear coy as she said it.
"I'm happy to go naked if you are?" Bree said, putting down her wine glass and reaching up to undo the strap of her cocktail dress.
"It would be impolite not too, as we've been offered," said Rory, starting to pull her sweater over her head.
It only took a few moments for the four women to get nude, leaving their clothes in the hall outside and one after the other go up the few steps and hoisting their legs over the rim dropping into the effervescent liquid. Naked and with water bubbling around them the Gilmores looked even sexier than closed; both with slender, hot bodies and lovely handful sized tits, Rory's just a little tighter, her Mom's bouncier - but both suckable. Down below Lorelai was as smooth as a professional con-artist, Rory favoured a carefully trimmed landing strip, just enough to show she was a full-grown woman. Bree took her glass and raised it, "To new friends," she said, making sure the two new friends realised she was admiring their sexy bodies.
"To new friends," giggled Susan replicating the toast and moving even closer to Rory.
"To new friends," Rory sipped the wine and made sure that Susan was welcome on the small seat.
"To new friends," Lorelai finished the toast and slid across so that she was inches from Bree.
The hottub wasn't the largest model, but nor was it small and it could easily fit four women. Even so they clustered together in the two pairs, leaving the side benches and unused, only their feet crowded in the centre, touching and bouncing under the water. Lorelai didn't waste any time, her hand sliding down to Bree's pussy and rubbing at the lips gently before moving to the tiny bush Bree kept for decorative purposes, "I see you're a natural redhead," the younger Milf giggled.
"Did you doubt it?" Bree arched an eyebrow. Her own hand went down to Lorelai's twat, her fingers exploring the lips and holes. Her lips curled slightly upwards in response to Lorelai's giggle, "I can't tell whether you're a natural brunette."
"I'm a blonde in disguise," quipped Lorelai.
"Liar," laughed Rory, from across the hottub. In the few seconds that Bree had been moving in on Lorelai Susan and the teen hadn't been still and Rory was almost sitting on the other housewife's knee, so close had she come. "We're both dark."
"In more ways than one," murmured Lorelai seductively, moving even closer to Bree so that just a few inches of bubbling water separated their naked bodies.
"I can see," smiled Lorelai, her hand continuing to tease at the cunt; it was as wet as hers and in neither case was in just the result of hot-tubbing. She moved even closer to Lorelai, sliding her legs and ass along the slippery plastic bench until she was pressed at the brunette. Lorelai was waiting, ready and wanton, her mouth opening for Bree's as the redhead leant in. They connected, lips moving without words, if not soundlessly as their slurps and laps, competed with the hum and patter of the tub. As Bree spare hand moved up to take one of Lorelai's titties in her hand, she could see - from the corner of her eye - that Rory and Susan were also starting to make out, the young teen beginning to clamber onto the older brunette's legs as she got closer. She could feel her own and Lorelai's feet entwining with Susan's, the three Milfs shuddering in excited pleasure.
The four women made out, their bodies heaving against each other, their titties pressed together and their hands sliding and exploring at the cunts of the sexpot beside her. The warm water bubbling round them added to their pleasure, relaxing and cleaning them even as it popped and fizzed over and around them.
"Mmmmnn," Lorelai moaned, thrusting her head back. Bree's mouth moved down to the bottom of her neck, suckling and kissing the smooth skin making the younger Milf shudder with delight. "Mmmnnnn, oooohhhh." The brunette's legs were open, her twat an easy target for the housewives hot fingers. In and out Bree went, exploring the sexy slit and making the Lorelai squirm and stretch, arching her back at the solid plastic of tub. Bree pushed harder, working her fingers deeper.
"OOooohh, yessss, ohhhhh," Bree she could hear the moans of Susan. She wasn't at the right angle to see what the younger Gilmore was doing to her friend, but from Susan's groans she was enjoying, "Ooohhhh, yesss, ohhhh." Her feet were scraping at the bottom of the tub, banging furiously at Bree and Lorelai.
The redhead moved back, both to see what Susan and Rory were doing and to let Lorelai return Bree's favours. The younger Milf did that, her mouth sliding down to kiss and lick the top of Bree's chest, with one hand gripping her chest and the other thumbing at the Mom's mons. "Oooohhh," Bree gasped in pleasure. She could see why Susan was also moaning loudly as Rory was almost draped across her, the teen's elbow breaking the surface of the water in a series of splashes that were dwarfing the popping bubbles as her fingers drove deep into the brunette's cunt. Seeing her friend's face contort and twist in ecstasy, made Bree even more excited and she squealed again as Lorelai's thumb rubbed at her clit, making her zing go zang. The water bubbled more fiercely around the four women, waves of water shooting up and over as they rubbed and played against each other, fingers and tongues finding spots which drove their partners wild with delight.
"OOoooohhhh, yessss," Bree moaned, "Rub my pussy."
"Mmmnnn," giggled Lorelai, "It's so hot and slippery. I love that sexy cunt of yours, it's so fuckable." So saying she slid a finger in and demonstrated, rapidly, what she meant. The brunette smiled wider, enjoying Bree's reactions. "I'd like to get to know it better," the smirk on her face suggested that she wasn't intending to ask it twenty questions. Her next words confirmed that, "with my sexy, lithe, tongue." The younger Milf swung it round her lips to remind the redhead how supple it was.
"OOOOhhhhhh," Susan's body arched, almost lifting her out of the tub; only the fact that Rory was half-sitting astride her kept her in.
As the housewife fell back, Rory slid her fingers out of the Milf's cunt and turned to look at Bree and her Mom, her expression lustful and expectant, "Did I hear that we're going pussy licking?"
"You did," Bree stood up, letting the water fall from her sexy body in cascades. She stepped out of the tub, briefly pausing to switch it off, before heading to the towel racks. Between the four of them there were only two towels. She looked at the Gilmores as climbed out of the tub; dripping wet, the water running down their bodies; Lorelai, with her dirty smile and sexy, swinging boobs, Rory with her equally slutty grin and tits that were tighter and firmer, but still wobbled. Bree passed one towel to Susan and took the other herself, smiling at the Gilmores, "We'll have to share."
"That works for us," said Lorelai stepping forward to stand in front of Bree, her hands raising high above her head like she was surrendering. The redhead gracefully took the submission, moving the towel sensually and sexually over the other Milf. Beside them Rory giggled as Susan did the same, sliding Bree's clean and freshly laundered towel between the teen's wet legs, the woollen material brushing over the teenage twat. Susan knelt down, kissing and licking Rory's stomach as she dried her cunt and thighs.
Bree concentrated on Lorelai's top half, she knew she'd get plenty of pussy in a few minutes. Her hands delicately held the towel as she patted and padded at Lorelai's stomach and back, moving up to massage the brunette's boobs, making them bounce as she gently rubbed the towel over them. Lorelai gave a low growl of appreciation, her breathing getting deeper in excitement and her smile widening. Bree gave the titties a squeeze as she said, "I think you're dry."
"In some places," grinned Lorelai cheekily taking the towel, "In others I'm soaking."
"I think we all are," her daughter giggled as she rubbed at Susan's chest, making the Milf titties jangle.
"Mnnnn," said Susan, her hand slipping down to her slit, "Perhaps you need to dry down here."
"I can give it a go," Lorelai winked before moving over and dropping to her knees.
For a second Bree was left standing on her own as both Gilmores concentrated on her friend. But only for a second, Rory gave a giggle and stepped away from Susan, "Do you want me to help you get dry?"
"Yes," smiled Bree, "though you may not manage it."
"I'm not sure I will," agreed the teen dropping to her knees in front of the older Milf and threading her towel through her thighs.
"Oooohh, urrrrhhh," Bree vibrated in pleasure as the woollen towel was pulled over her pussy, the friction making her warm and massage making her wet. Rory tugged it gently back, repeating the motion. Bree shuddered, drawing in a quick breath and placing her hands on top of the teen's shoulders - for balance. Rory's towelling technique was hot, sexual and completely useless for drying; soon Bree was even wetter than she had been when the young brunette had started. Not that she was complaining, she'd masturbated herself after a shower and it had felt good, but it was nowhere near a practised a sensuality as what Rory was bringing; soon the towel was damp with pussy juice. Bree shuddered again, "Ooooohhhh."
Lorelai and Susan had dropped any pretence of drying, the towels dropped in a messy heap by their feet as they made out hard and furiously, the two brunette Mom's slurping each others face off and their hands and fingers played passionate concertos across each other sides and back. Rory turned her head and, seeing what Bree was looking, at giggled, "It seems they're dry enough."
"I am as well," said Bree, hungering for some teen quim and after that some sexy Mom as dessert. She took a step away from Rory, reaching down for the teen to take her hand so she could help her up, "Let's go to the bedroom and eat each other out."
"Works for me," grinned the teen temptress. The two of them held hands as Bree led the younger woman away from the bathroom, leaving Susan and Lorelai still engrossed in each other, and into the bedroom. Rory didn't waste any time in getting on the bed and opening her legs. She looked hungrily at the redheaded housewife and said the words Bree was longing to hear, "Let's sixty-nine."
"Mmmnn, mmnnn, yum, mmnnn, yum, yum," within seconds the room was filled with the sound of the two women, as their tongues hit each other's snatches and their lips connected with the warm, sexy flesh, opening and closing as they drunk for juice.
"Yummy, ohhhhhh, uuurrrh, yum," the bed creaked and moved as Lorelai and Rory joined their daughter and neighbour, the two Milfs immediately replicating the other Mom and teen in a mutual twat slurping competition. The four women's mouths hammered down (or up), driving their cunts at the frenzied flickering tongues. Their hands gripped and pawed at each other's sides and asses, grabbing and squeezing their partners round asses, pulling apart the lovely sexy cheeks and scratching at the round mounds with their nails.
"Mmmnn, oooohhhh, yuuuummm!" the bed shuddered as the women groaned with pleasure. "Oooohhhh, mmmnnnn," their tongues slammed at the moist holes making them even moister and mixing saliva and lady cum. Bree couldn't believe how great a pussy eater Rory was, the teenager showing an expertise which belied her years. She was enthusiastic as well, going fast and hard at the pussy, inching up the slit to smack at the clit, before burrowing deep down again to find spots untouched. Bree returned the licking with what she hoped was the same passionate intensity, sucking deep down the juice of the teen. She disappeared into a dream of wet, tasty pussy, her tongue thundering out automatically as her ass rose and fell, grinding at Rory's cute face.
"Shall we fourway?" Lorelai lifted her head from Susan's slot and looked at Bree and her daughter, a wide grin spreading over her face, "Have you ever had your cunt licked by a daughter whilst you pleasured her Mom with your tongue?"
"No," grinned Bree, "but I'm willing to try it."
"Yes," said Susan and seeing Bree looking at her in surprise, gave a non-committal shrug, "It was in college." Her face brightened as she looked at Rory's twat as the teen rolled out from under Bree, "but I'm going to say I'd do it again."
"You won't regret it Bree," said Rory, twisting round so that she was lying horizontally between the two housewives, "It's a speciality of me and Mom... well that and being tag-teamed by a big dicked stud."



Lorelai giggled, as she moved into position, lying parallel to Rory, but the opposite way round so her lovely pussy was near Bree's mouth and her luscious lips inches from Susan's shaven haven. Bree watched as the Milf's mouth moved even closer to her friend's cunt, opening as she reached it. For a moment Bree watched the tongue stab forward, licking over the labia and then her eyes closed and she gave a groan of heartfelt pleasure as Lorelai's daughter's tongue shot at her own cunt. Susan giggled as well, "I'm going to so enjoy your pussy, Rory." The words were hardly out of her mouth before she was putting them into action, her slurps loud and quick. Rory's own tongue shot harder at Bree, diving over her labia lips. She gave another groan and then, aware she was the only one of the four without a twat in her mouth, lifted Lorelai's leg to get better access and went in.
"Mmmmnnn, ooooohhh, urrrrhhhh, yum," if the moans slurps of satisfaction had been loud before now the four women were in a pussy licking circle they were even noisier, seeming to merge into a vortex of groans and grunts and slaps of tongue swishing over wet flesh. Bree's hands were clasping at Lorelai's round butt cheeks, massaging and playing with them as she licked the hole on the other side. The brunette's daughter started to join her own tongue with a finger, interspersing her licks with slow, but firm, prods down Bree's slit. "Mmmmmnnn, urrrrrrhhhh." Lorelai received the benefit as Bree sped up her own tonguing, slapping and sliding over and into the hot and wet Milf hole. "Mmmnnnn, so good, so tasty," she said in one of the brief pauses before resuming tonguing the younger Mom.
Lorelai shuddered in pleasure, shaking her fuckhole at Bree's face, coating the redhead with girl-cum. Not that it mattered, it was so tasty and sweet and she was doing the same with Rory, her cunt rubbing at the teen's pretty face, smearing it with her juice. Rory fingered and tongued harder, obviously caring as little that the cum was covering her juice. And opposite Bree, she could tell Susan was enjoying the lapping as hard as she was.
But whilst pussy eating was fun to a pair of nymphos such as Susan and Bree it wasn't enough. Bree broke her head from Susan and swivelled round so that she was half sitting and looking at Lorelai, smiling as she sensually licked the other's cum from her lips. "That was nice - now do you want something harder?"
"Always," said Lorelai, she rolled away from Susan and spread her legs, wiping away the cum on her pussy and she stroked it hard, making the labia vibrate. "I'm horny for toys..."
Bree got up, after allowing Rory one last fingering tonguing, walking over to her dresser. Opening it she pulled out a pair of strap-ons, dangling them from her fingers, "I hope you like big ones...".
Lorelai grinned widely, "Oh, yes," her daughter said with an equally slutty smile.
Bree held one out to her friend and then attached the other; silently thanking the practice she'd had with Susan and Gabby on equipping the fake dicks she looked like a pro. She pressed the end against her clit hood, feeling a stir of passion as the toy pressed down against the flesh and at the bud. If that was how it felt when it was free and loose, it would be even better when she was pounding pussy and the toy was springing back at her clit. She got on the bed, waddling on her knees towards Lorelai who was opening her legs in invitation, beside the Milf her daughter doing the same as Susan moved towards her.
"Come fuck my cunt..." Lorelai invited.
Within moments Bree and Susan were pounding the pussies of the Gilmores, the two housewives up on their knees driving forward at the wet, sexy holes. The two Gilmores gasped and cried in excitement, their legs spreading wider so that Lorelai's was resting over her daughter's, the two of them gripping at each other's hand, holding them in a parody of mother-daughter bonding. Bree slammed harder and deeper, thrusting the toy further into the Milf twat in front of her. It vanished between Lorelai's sexy twat lips, making the hole between spread.
"AAAaarrrghhh," Lorelai let out a squeal, her back raising and arching, her hand squeezing at her daughters. Rory wasn't far behind, shrieking in ecstasy as Susan's plastic prick penetrated deep.
"Yes, oh, yes," moaned Bree and upped her speed, realising as she did so that Susan was racing up to match her. The two horny hotties on her bed, bucked and jolted, crying out in pleasure. Bree slammed harder, her titties bouncing and jiggling as she slammed forward. Looking down she could see Lorelai's jumping and swinging, like two jellies on a shaking plate.
The feeling of excitement in Bree's own pussy was mounting. The toy's haft doing it's job, pressing hard at her clit, stimulating and exciting the hard bud. The redhead could sense the dampness of her pussy, feeling the little trickles of cum juice forming inside, bouncing and sliding over her lips and down her mons as she slammed forward and back. Beneath her Lorelai was as wet and slick as a melting ice-rink, shrieking and gasping as the large toy rammed in and out of her soaked twat.
"Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me please," Lorelai gasped out, though Bree had no intention of doing anything else. She slammed down sending the toy shooting down the Milf fuck tunnel.
There was a loud series of moans and squeals from beside her "Ooooohh, aaaarrghhhh, yessss," Bree briefly turned (without pausing in her fucking) Rory was enjoying the fucking as much as her Mom, her back bending and arching. She had let go off her Mom and one hand squeezing a tittie, the other rubbing at her clit as below it Susan filled her hole. Bree grinned at her friend and Susan smiled back, and without saying anything they both sped up, their plastic cocks ramming harder at the sexy holes in front of them.
Bree turned back to Lorelai, the other woman's face was contorted in pleasure, beads of sweat on her hair. One hand was gripping the bedding, inches from daughter's head, the other was strumming at her clitoral hood like it was a guitar. It made Bree even hotter and she sped up, mentally telling Susan to keep pace with her.
"Aaaaaaarrghhhh," Lorelai's shriek was loud and passionate, her mouth opening like a siren starting to sing.
"Yessss," cried Bree, "yesssss." Her own cunt felt like it was afire, burning, flaming - and all in a good way. The juice which had been building up in her pussy exploded, shooting at the toy and surging down it to splatter over Lorelai's slick cunt; the two women's juices mixing together to form streams, sliding down to pool on the quilt. "Yessssss, arrrrrrghhh, yesssss," Bree was out of control, slamming forward with a frenzy she had never experienced. Was this what it was like for guys? An explosion of bliss with an explosion of cum and their brain's blowing at the same moment... "AAaarrrrrghh, yesssssss," she slammed into Lorelai, again and again. She had one advantage over men, cumming didn't leave her spent and floppy.
It was an advantage Lorelai was making full use of, her back bent and she screamed so loud mirrors almost shattered, "Fuuuuckkk, aaaaaarrrrrrggggh, fuuuuuckkkk, aaaaarrggghhh aaaarrggghhh, aaaaaarrrrrggghhh!!"
Bree hadn't heard anyone cum so loudly or for so long, if it wasn't for the fact that Rory was replicating her Mom's screams and shrieks, Bree would have said it was a one-off. She pounded harder and faster, giving it deep to Lorelai and not letting her own pleasure subside. Within seconds another orgasm hit her and Bree discovered her toes really did curl... "Yessss, yesssss, aaaarrggghhh, ooooohhhhh, aaaarrghhh!"
It was Lorelai who squirted next, blasting her cum up and over Bree's fake phallus. The redhead continued to ram through he spray, making it fan out like from a high-powered shower. "AAAarrrgghhh!"
"AAArrrrrggghhh," screamed Rory as well, "Fuck my ass, Susan, fuck my sweet butthole."
"Me as well," her Mom squealed, "Take me anally..."
Bree and Susan pulled out their toys, both liberally dripping cum. The two Gilmore's turned over, rolling towards each other so that they were face down with only inches behind them. They both reached to their cheeks, pulling the buttocks apart to reveal their rosebuds. Their heads turned as they looked round at the housewives, "Fuck our butts," said Rory with her dirty smile and Lorelai nodded an enthusiastic agreement.
Even if the pussy lubed cocks didn't push down deep at first shove, it was obvious that these were no virgin assholes. Not from the way both Mom and daughter raised their butts to meet the invaders, wiggling to encourage them down. Nor from the deeply satisfied groans which escaped from both Gilmore's lips. These were two experienced ass-fuckees, ready for a deep and hard reaming.
And Bree knew she and Susan were ready and willing to give them one.
The two housewives took their plastic pricks in their hand, the slick juice which coated the toys damp against their palms and guided them towards the waiting holes, the Gilmore's spreading their rosebuds so they bloomed open as the strap-ons approached.
"Oooohhhh yes," moaned Lorelai as Bree entered her, the younger Milf raising her cheeks to help the toy in, the wobble of her cheeks an enticement to Bree to carry on down. Beside her Susan was doing the same, slowly pushing and lowering herself onto the teen sexpot she was sodomising. "Deeper," groaned Lorelai, "Deeper." Bree pulled back an inch with her pelvis, before thrusting it down again. This was no virgin butt, the cherry had been popped a long time ago, the tunnel expanding with ease as the toy pressed down it; Lorelai moving with a long-practised experience. "MMMnnnn yessss," the brunette moaned.
"I'm going harder," said Bree, "I'm really going to pound down."
She was as good as her word, speeding up her pace and passion, thrusting deeper and deeper into the sexy asshole. At first her body perpendicular, but as she drove further in shifting so he was parallel, her body lying on top of Lorelai so it was like she was doing press ups with Lorelai as the mat. The younger Milf squeaked and squealed in pleasure, one of her hands gripping at the bedding, the other resting on her daughter's back, rubbing and squeezing the flesh. "Oooooohhh, urrrrrhhhh, yesssss."
"Fuck," grunted Bree, "You are so hot, this is amazing."
"You're great as well," gasped Susan to Rory, "Your asshole is the best hole I've fucked; if all women were as hot as you I'd go one hundred percent lesbian."
"Ooooohhh," Rory squeaked in reply, "Your strap-on is so hard; it's like being butt-fucked by a guy."
"Better..." corrected her Mom, "Uuurrhhh, aaaaarghhh, oh shit..."
The two housewives slammed down on the naked Gilmores, ramming their dildos all the way down the younger women's anal passages. The Mom and daughter bucked and screamed, their bodies shuddering in excitement as they were driven to furious bouts of pleasure. Their hands grabbed at the bedding and each other, gripping hands so tightly that it seemed that they were worried if they let go they'd plummet. Sweat covered them, juice as well, shiny on their backs and buttocks. Bree and Susan's titties jiggled and jumped, bashing against their new lovers, the nipples hard and stiff.
"MMmnnn, yeaahhh, ohhhhhh," Susan moaned in excitement.
Bree matched her, "Ohhhhhh, yessss, uuurrrhhh." Lorelai's asshole was so bangable and hot; it was relaxed enough for easy fucking, but Lorelai was pushing it back at her for maximum enjoyment, making the strap-on rub at Bree's clitoris with every violent thrust. She was soaking and dripping, her pussy aflame with passion, waves of pleasure rippling outwards through the rest of her body. From the grunts from Susan and the wide grin on her friend's face she was equally enjoying Rory's butt. Harder and harder the housewives pounded, until they were panting with exhaustion and the Gilmores were screaming.
Needing a brief break Bree dropped off Lorelai and onto her back, beside her the panting Susan did the same. The break only lasted a few seconds before Rory said, "Let me suck your dick, Bree."
Her Mom laughed and nodded as Rory clambered over her and positioned herself so that she was leaning over Bree's strap-on, her ass in the air. Her mouth went down, opening wide as she took the toy between her lips. Up and down she bobbed, her hair flopping over her forehead and into her eyes as she cleaned up her Mom's anal juices, at the same time pushing the toy into Bree's cunt. The redhead gave a groan of pleasure, "That's good," as she began to rub and play with her titties.
Lorelai moved to a sitting position, resting against the bed's headboard and spreading her legs open so she could rub at her wet twat, massaging it in a circle as she watched her daughter slurping at the cock that had been in her ass moments before. She grinned widely, "She's good, isn't she?"
She was, Bree agreed, the teen was an expert at giving head, taking the fake cock nice and deep, slurping passionately at it and covering it with her bile. If Bree had been a guy the bj would have made her blow, as she wasn't it just made her hot and horny again and when Rory's head popped up and the teen smiled and said, "Now fuck my ass," she was more than inclined to accept.
Getting up Bree moved round, Rory on her hands and knees and wiggling her ass, and inserted the dripping dick into the teen's butt. Her friend had left the opening gaping and ready and the toy slid easily in, making Rory gasp and grunt in pleasure. Bree took hold off her waist and slowly began to move in and out.
"Mmmnnn," Rory moaned, her eyes moving to Susan. The brunette was half-sitting, watching in enjoyment as the redhead analised the teen. Rory gave another groan of bliss as Bree's dick entered her. Then she smiled at Susan, "Come fuck my mouth, let me take you both together."
"You won't regret it," said Rory's Mom, rubbing harder at her pussy.
And that was how moments later Bree had Susan opposite her, both housewives on their knees, gripping Rory, their tits swinging as they pumped into the teen enthusiastically and the teen bounced and jiggled between them with equal eagerness, her slurps and gulps loud and passionate. In and out, in and out, they both went, Bree possibly a little faster than Susan as the brunette held back from totally ramming Rory's throat. Bree grinned at her friend, "This is so much fun..."
"I knew it would be..." Susan grinned, "but I didn't know we'd pick up such a pair of hotties..."
"Good, you're enjoying. We are as well," Lorelai was up on her knees, kneeling behind Susan and taking hold off the housewife's tits, to play and knead with them. "Mmmnnn," the younger Milf moaned, squeezing the boobies harder as Susan turned her head and the two brunette's tongues flickered at each other. "Mmmnnn, don't you enjoying spit-roasting Rory, isn't she so sexy?"
She was and Bree was definitely enjoying sharing the teen with her friend, and seeing Lorelai join in was adding to the pleasure. She gripped Rory's waist harder, leveraging in her fake dick deeper and harder, so that it's full length was drilling the teen and her thighs were slapping at her. In front of her Susan and Lorelai continued to grapple with each other, Susan removing her hand from Rory to move them behind her and onto Lorelai's side, encouraging the hot Mom to press deeper at her. Lorelai seemed keen to do so, her hands grasping at Susan's boobs, squashing the two mounds so that the flesh quivered and popped between her fingers. Their tongues continued to press and wiggle at each other, never quiet sliding into the open mouths, but always threatening to. And all the time Rory continued to bang back and forth between the housewives, sucking deep on Susan's fake phallus as she enjoyed Bree's up her ass.
"Fuck my butt as well," Lorelai broke from Susan and moved onto her daughter. She rested her pussy on the top of the teen's head and then pushing it down so that Susan's toy popped from Rory's moth and the older Gilmore's still open rosebud ended up exactly opposite the other brunette's cock.
"Fuck her, Susan," giggled Rory, "She loves anal. We both do."
"Oooohhhh," moaned Lorelai. Bree paused from butt-fucking her daughter to watch in excited fascination as the younger Mom shuddered and shivered as her friend pushed the dildo into her ass. "Oooohhhh, that's so good, fuck it hard."
Susan began to thrust in and out, sending vibrations through Lorelai and Rory and Bree. For a few moments Bree remained halted, letting the shudders run through the Gilmores and up her plastic prick to her cunt. It felt good, but it'd feel better if there was more pressure pounding on her clit and she resumed banging Rory's ass. The teen squealed in pleasure, "Ohhhh, that's it, that's it, ram my asshole, fuck my butt."
"Stick it in my mouth, let me suck my girl's juices," cried out Lorelai.
Bree couldn't say no. She popped the dildo out of Rory's ass and held it for Lorelai. The Milf slammed forward, driven by Susan, her mouth opening. In the toy went, Bree moving to follow it so that it went with Lorelai as the Milf fell back.
"Mmnnnn, that's it Mom, clean Bree's dick, suck my hot ass of it," said Rory. The teen giggled and laughed as her Mom see-sawed back on forth on her back, her pussy scraping at Rory's head, the hair getting mussed with juice, the Milfs titties rolling over her daughter's back, the nipples hard like rock. At either end the two housewives slammed away, their rubber dicks ramming into Lorelai's orifices and filling them with their sexy goodness. Rory giggled some more, balancing on one hand as she rubbed her wet pussy with the other. "Oh my God, this is so hot, I love sharing with my Mom. Stuff it back in my ass now... ooooohhh God yes."
Bree rammed at Rory's butt again. It seemed she was able to go even faster and harder now that Lorelai had lubricated the dick, Rory's ass stretched and willing. "Aaaaarrrghh," the teen screamed in pleasure, wobbling on one hand as she used the other to stroke at her cunt, "AAAaaarrrghhh."
"OOooohhhh, fuckkkkk, oooohhh, aaaaaarrghhh," her Mom was shrieking as well, Rory's hair acting as a mastubatory aid as her own ass was hammered by Susan.
Bree knew how they felt, her own pussy was soaking wet, waves of pleasure shooting from it with each thrust into Rory's butthole. Lorelai's mouth was just inches from it, the Mom, interspersing her screams and squeals with attempts to ram her tongue at the narrow gap between Bree's toy and her daughter's walls. Bree was moving to fast for the brunette to have much success, but it didn't seem to stop her trying. "OOoooohhhh, aaaaarrrghhh," Rory shook in pleasure again.
"Yes, yes, yes," grunted Susan. Bree could see her friend's tits wobble and jiggle and jump as the brunette pounded Lorelai's ass. Tiny streaks of sweat trickled down her face and between the bouncing boobs as Susan panted and strained, her face red with exertion, "Yes, yes, yes."
Bree was gasping and panting as well, she was pounding Rory as quick, hard and deep as she could and the pace was telling. Her heart was hammering in her chest, her skin flushed as the blood pumped and burning like it was molten lava flowing through her veins. It was worth it; her pussy was leaking cum, almost singing in pleasure as the strap-on ground at her; waves of pleasure rushing through her body. She hit as hard as she could, "Ooooooohhhh, oooohhhh, urrrrrrhhh, aaaaaarrghhh."
Exhausted she popped the cock out of Rory's ass. The teen remained in position for a few minutes, acting as stand for her Mom to lean on as Susan drove the dildo in and the Milf to orgasm. Lorelai screamed in pleasure, "Fuuuuccckkk, aaaaarrrgghhh."
"Yesssss," Susan cried seconds later. She pulled the dildo out and collapsed backwards, breathing heavily.



The two Gilmores dropped away from each other Lorelai rolling towards Bree and Rory towards Susan. The two housewives were waiting for them, mouths open and soon the dour women were kissing passionately, their toes wiggling as their tongues entwined.
Finally they broke. "We better get dressed," smiled Lorelai, "It's getting late"
"Okay," Bree said. She briefly looked at Lorelai and Rory as they got up, slender and sexy, with lovely pussies and fuckable asses. For a moment she was tempted to ask for their numbers, then she paused; it had been fun but it had been a lesbian one-night stand, not the start of a relationship. She smiled, "I'll call you a cab."
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The only sign of the evening's earlier happenings was the steady, rhythmic blue flash from the police car parked down the road, near enough to give some comfort, far enough away that looking from the window you couldn't see whether the bored officer was asleep or awake. Only a few hours ago the street had been filled with activity, dogs barking, helicopters chattering overhead, detectives barking orders as APB went out for the mysterious masked intruder that had been in Ashley Marin's kitchen. The Milf shuddered at the memory; to think people had been coming to believe that Alison hadn't really been kidnapped. Though if truth had been told she'd been starting to have one or two (small) doubts herself - the teen had always been tough, uncannily so, but to have got through her ordeal so mentally unharmed...
There wouldn't be any murmuring of that now, not when the kidnapper had broken into to Ashley's house. It was lucky Ashley had been around, the maniac had taken Alison once before, it was probably only because he feared taking on them both that he'd fled. Which was lucky because Ashley had been shaking so much at the time she didn't think she could have tackled a determined mouse let alone a knife wielding psychotic with an Ali obsession.
She looked at the blonde sitting at the table, drinking some hot chocolate, she looked nervous and anxious, but much less than she should be after they'd almost confronted a lunatic with a kitchen knife. Not for the first time Ashley marvelled at the iron self control Alison possessed, for an eighteen year old she was so cool it was frightening. The teen saw her looking at her and forced a small smile, "I'm okay Mrs Marin."
"I'm sure you are," Ashley tried to smile confidently back, thought she was worried it was as brittle as a paper thin wafer. "The police will get him."
"Perhaps," Alison didn't sound convinced. "They haven't managed to do a great job so far," she added pointedly.
Ashley couldn't disagree, it had taken two years for the police to even realise that the teen hadn't been murdered (despite there being no body), but had been kidnapped. And if she hadn't escaped they'd probably still be working to the assumption she was dead. But concentrating on the police's shortcomings wasn't going to help Alison, so she changed the subject, "Did you manage to get hold off your Mom?"
The teen nodded, "She wanted to come home straight away and pick me up from here. But I told them it was a five hour drive so they were best to stick to her plans, let me stay here, have a relaxing night away and come collect me in the morning."
There was that cool self-control again. It was like the teen didn't know fear. And also like her Mom didn't understand that their daughter had been in real danger. Ashley knew that if it had been Hanna and the roles had been reversed she'd have driven all night and through the next day with no sleep at all to get home. It was, perhaps, the evening's only small mercy that Hanna was out at Caleb's. Ashley had been sure the two were in the process of breaking up, but it was almost like Hanna was desperate to not spend the night with Alison - she wondered if something had changed between her daughter and her friend. Hanna had for years hero-worshipped Alison, but since Alison had come back that seemed to have cooled. Ashley mentally shrugged, teenage girls could be fickle, especially Hanna, friends one day, enemies the next - whatever the problem between the girls it would blow over she was sure.
The teen drained the last of her chocolate, "I better go to bed now, it's late." For a moment her mask slipped and she looked scared and tired, but it was only for a second and then she was Alison, self-assured, poised, the Queen of Rosewood. "Are you going to wait for Hanna?"
"No, I don't think so. I don't think she'll be in until late and she's got a key. I'm just going to put away the dishes and then I'm going to bed as well, after tonight's excitement I need my sleep."
"The policeman will be out all night?" Alison said in a tone that could have been either to reassure Ashley, herself or as a question.
Ashley chose to interpret it as the latter, "Yes, don't worry."
"I'm not," Alison said, "but you know... it's good we're not alone, that we've got each other as well."
Ashley nodded, "I'll double-check all the locks on the windows, we'll be fine. Good night."
"Night," Alison said and went upstairs to the spare room.
Ashley was as good as her word, checking the windows once and then a second time - just in case. Even with a third check and washing the cups left by the cops on the sideboard she was upstairs only five minutes after Alison. The teen's light was still on and her door ajar as Ashley passed, the Milf pushed it gently open and looked in. The eighteen year old blonde was half-sitting in her bed, wearing her pyjamas texting, it seemed all the teen girls did all the time nowadays. She looked up from the cell as Ashley looked in, "I'll only be a few minutes then I'll switch off."
"You turn it off when you want," Ashley said, Alison was probably more scared than she dared let on, "You know where I am if anything happens... not that it will," she added quickly.
Alison nodded, "I do, goodnight." She smiled as Ashley closed the door behind her.
Going into her room she changed into her nightdress and got under the covers; seconds after her head hit the pillow she was asleep.
Until she woke with a start... she wasn't sure what she'd heard, but it was something. She glanced at the alarm clock beside her bed; it had only been thirty minutes since she'd gone to sleep, but the pounding of her heart and the adrenaline running round her body left her as awake as she ever been. She stayed still in bed, desperately trying to hear something, anything, a clue to what had woken her. The house was silent... but that meant nothing. She got up, feeling the quiver of her legs and felt around in the dark for a weapon, the best she could find was a hand mirror - which wasn't much defence against an armed lunatic.
She stepped out into the landing, one of the boards creaked and she froze, wondering if the intruder had heard her. If he hadn't Alison had as her voice came from the room, "Mrs Marin," followed by the switch of the light.
"Yes," Ashley felt her mouth go dry, "I heard something, pass me your cell I'm going to call the police."
Alison stepped out into the landing, she didn't look nervous, more surprised, "I was awake I didn't hear anything. What was it?"
"I just woke," Ashley admitted, "I'm not sure."
"It was probably just a delayed reaction or some wind," Alison seemed confident. "I'll take a look."
"No... I..." Ashley suddenly felt embarrassed, she hadn't heard anything - just suddenly awoke and whilst Alison didn't seem worried the way to reassure her wasn't to stand here quaking in a night-dress holding a mirror like it was a club. "We'll look together."
"Okay," said Alison. She walked confidently down the stairs, Ashley following less confidently. But it turned out the teen was right, they were alone, with no signs of anyone breaking in.
Ashley blushed, "Sorry for getting you out of bed."
Alison nodded and smiled, before giving a small frown, "I'm fine, but you, Mrs Marin, you're shaking."
"It's been quite a night," said Ashley.
"Are you alright?" Alison laid her hand on Ashley's arm. When she'd been younger Ashley had never thought Alison knew what empathy and concern for others were, but she looked genuinely worried at Ashley now. If her years being kept in a dark cellar hadn't broken her mentally they had matured the teen and given her a softer edge under her hard as nails exterior.
"I'm alright," Ashley said.
"You're not," Alison shook her head, "You're shaking like a leaf."
"No, no honestly Alison, it's nothing, as you say just a nightmare and some delayed shock. I'll be okay in the morning."
Concern showed in Alison's eyes, "It's not the morning I'm thinking about. It's the night. Look, Mrs Marin, I know you're not eight, but would it help if I shared a bed with you, that way you're not alone."
"You don't need to."
"It would make me feel better," said Alison.
"Okay," Ashley felt a little dumb and embarrassed about agreeing, telling herself that it was for Alison's benefit, though she knew that wasn't true.
Ali switched of the light in the kitchen and followed Ashley up the stairs. As Ashley went to her room for a moment she thought that the teen had already changed her mind as Alison turned into the spare room. But she emerged seconds later, the room's light off and her cell in her hand. "I can't sleep without it close to me," she smiled in explanation as she joined Ashley in the main bedroom.
Ashley got into the bed, wondering when was the last time anyone apart from her had been in it; a long time ago, she decided. The mattress trembled slightly as Alison got in the opposite side. Ashley drew up the covers and turned away from Alison to out into the darkness, "Good night," she said.
"Night," replied Alison. The teen seemed slightly uncomfortable, turning and twisting as she sought to find a spot on the bed she could sleep in. Ashley closed her eyes and waited for the young blonde to find a position she was satisfied. After a few moments Alison relaxed and stopped fidgeting; the position was close behind Ashley, so near that the Milf could feel the teen's warm breath. It was strangely comforting. She closed her eyes...
But sleep wouldn't come. No matter how much she tried to relax or count sheep or let her mind wander sleep eluded her like a laughing princess teasing her chasing prince. Behind her she knew Alison was in the same state, awake and still, just waiting for sleep to come upon her and hoping it was before dawn. The Milf stretched and moved backwards slightly, she was so close to Alison that her back ended brushing against the teen's front. Alison's arm draped itself so casually over Ashley that it took the older woman a few seconds to realise it was there and certainly moments too late to complain; anyway like the teen's breath on her neck it was comforting after the night so far. She closed her eyes.
Suddenly her eyes opened in shock. Alison's hand was caressing her arm - gently, hardly at all, in the darkness the movement would have been imperceptible, but Ashley could feel it all the same. The teen was stroking at her through the material of the night dress, her hand sliding just enough so that it was covering the boob and the fingers slowly moving over the lace encased mound. Ashley knew she should say something, or even better, not say anything and just move half a foot out of Alison's reach, but for some reason she couldn't, the teen's touch felt so good, making the Milf's nipples stiffen in erect excitement. It was probably nothing, Ashley lied to herself, a half-asleep Alison acting automatically without realising what she was doing.
She was still thinking that as Alison's hand went lower, pulling up the hem of Ashley's night dress and moving between her legs. Ashley failed to stifle a squeak as Alison started to stroke the Milf's pussy, her fingers moving over the shaven skin round the hole and the small tuft of neatly trimmed hair above it. The movements might be slow and slight, but it was impossible to believe they were accidental. Ashley lay there, unsure what to do or what to say; as a night it had moved from the horrifying to the surprising and she wasn't sure that being fondled by her daughter's friend wasn't a scary as an armed intruder. But whatever else it was it was exhilarating, Alison's touch was teasing at her clit and making her quiver in excitement. She gave another small squeak and shiver as the teen's tip slipped between her lips, not far in, but enough that she ran over the wet pink insides.
"Are you enjoying?" Alison said confirming Ashley's fears, "Masturbation is such a stress reliever."
"It is," agreed Ashley, blushing.
"And you've had some night," the teen's mouth was inches from Ashley's neck as he finger continued to stroke. Even the slightest stretch from the Milf was pushing her back into Alison, the older woman could feel the softness of Alison's breasts through the teen's pyjama top. The teen wiggled her nymph like body at the older woman, squishing the titties harder into her; "We both have..." she purred.
"Yes," Ashley said and then gave a moan as the teen's finger slid and slithered over her cunt lips, brushing aside the flaps.
Behind her she could feel the move of Alison's other hand. The teen tugged at the string cord of her pyjama bottoms and then pulled them down one-handed, all the time continuing to play with Ashley's pussy. The Milf didn't react, or at rather she did, but her reaction was a whimpery moan of lust. She knew she should stop it, she wasn't even someone who liked other women for God's sake, but at that moment she seemed unable to do anything but quiver, her desire taking over.
"I want you," growled Alison, "I want your face between my legs..."
"I...I...I'm not..." she wasn't a lesbian but Ashley didn't know how to resist as the teen rolled away from her and onto her back. Oh God she so wanted to eat Alison's sweet little cunt as the teen demanded, it was like a compulsion she couldn't stop even though she knew it was wrong, the girl was only eighteen and Hanna's friend.
"I want you eating my pussy," Alison repeated as if her first instruction hadn't been clear enough.
"Oh no... yes," the lust was too strong to ignore. Ashley turned and went under the covers, a sixth sense leading her in the darkness to exactly where Alison's pussy was. She'd never eaten cunt before, never even fantasised it; sure she'd had it done to her by past boyfriends and her ex-husband before the spark had gone from their marriage, so she knew what she liked to happen to her... but to do it to another? For a moment she paused, unsure where to start. Alison's hand slid beneath the covers and onto to Ashley's head, "Eat it. I want you to eat me out." She pressed her palm on the Milf's scalp.
Ashley went down onto the teen's twat. It was smooth and shaven with just a bare hint of fresh stubble at the top. The Milf opened her mouth and began to lick, her tongue running over the lips and hood and down into the gap. Within seconds she could taste Alison's juice, the teen wettening as Ashley's tongue pressed in and over her. Ashley hadn't known what cunt cum would taste like; it was a strange taste, both sweet and bland, like warm sugared water. But the taste didn't matter, Alison's reaction did. The teen gave a little cry of excitement and brought her hips up at the same time as her hand pushed down sandwiching Ashley's head and forcing the Milf's mouth deeper into the teen's twat. "Ohhhh, mmmnnn eat my pussy, eat it up."
Ashley lapped harder and quicker, sliding her tongue at the hole. Alison quivered and groaned, grinding herself into the Mom's face. Her moans were loud and passionate and demanding, "Eat my cunt, lick it harder, make me cum." Not sure what else she could do but obey Ashley's tongue flickered out and in, slurping and lapping at the wet hole, licking away the juice as it formed and replacing it with her saliva. Alison's hand was still on the back of her skull pressing her down and her cries were getting more excited, her words more dominating and controlling, "That's it. Lick it like a whore. Eat it harder you slut. I want you to make me cum. I want you to make me coat your pretty face in girl juice."
Despite herself Ashley was excited, the though of Alison squirting over her was a turn-on, even if she wondered if it was depraved to be eating the pussy of a girl your daughter used to swap Barbies with. She went deeper and harder, her tongue moving as quick as it ever did. The teen quivered and squealed in excitement, her cries getting even louder as without asking or being asked Ashley brought her hand up and penetrated the blonde's cunt with a finger. "Ohhh fuuuckk yes, oh fuck you fucking slut, that's so good, more, oh yes, more," Alison shuddered in excited pleasure.
Ashley went faster, her tongue slathering over the outside of the wet teenie cunt whilst her middle digit pounded in. With her other hand she was massaging her own pussy, rubbing the hot wet hole and pressing her palm over the clit hood and bud beneath. It felt good, but she knew her own excitement should be secondary to Alison's and so when her body couldn't cope with doing all the actions at once she withdrew from her pussy and concentrated on the teenage blonde.
Alison was rocking and quaking, "Ooooohhh, urrrrhhh, that's it you slutty bitch, eat my cunt, eat it like a whore. You're a pussy licking slut." Ashley was surprised how turned on Alison's brutal demeaning taunts were turning her on; if anyone had told her she was a whore before or a bitch - well she wasn't one for violence, but her response wouldn't be to lick harder. But there was something about the cheap nastiness of it that made Ashley want to slurp Alison more and to demean herself to the teen; she was being dominated and to her horror and surprise, loving it. She was a pussy loving slut.
"Oh my God you slut, you're making me cum, oh my God.... aaarrrgghhh," Alison's body bucked and for the first time ever in her life Ashley's face was sprayed with girl juice. Ashley lifted her head from the teen and wiping away the juice as she did so, pushed it out from under the covers.
Alison lay below her and even in the darkness Ashley could see her smirk and the flush that suffused the teen's cheeks. And then, because she couldn't think of anything else to say, Ashley asked, "So how was that..."
"Okay, for a beginner," Alison said. She shrugged, "You'll improve with practice I guess."
"Practice..." Ashley repeated the word wondering if it meant what she thought it did, that she and Alison were going to be doing this regularly. She wasn't sure what to think, the sensible part of her wanted nothing more to do with the teen dominator, to get her out of the house as soon as possible and hope she and Hanna were friends no longer. But the larger and hornier part of her brain was already anticipating going down on the teen again; and her wet, tingly pussy was agreeing with it. "Practice..." she said again hoping Alison would say what the word meant.
The teen didn't elaborate instead she rolled out of the bed and walked over to the light switch, turning it on. For a few seconds the sudden brightness made Ashley blink, but when she focussed she could see Alison standing bottomless, her sexy teen pussy on display. The teen picked up her cell, "I'm just going to collect something from my room, don't go anywhere."
"Okay," said Ashley as she sat up in bed, wondering as what choice she had or where she was supposed to go.
She sat in silence for a few minutes, still wondering about the night's turn of events. She glanced at the alarm clock, Hanna should be home soon, she needed to finish with Alison for the night before she did and get the teen back into her own room, she'd risk the nightmares and later decide what licking Alison's pussy meant. But first she had to wait for the teen to return. Just as she was thinking that the door opened again and in stepped a nearly naked Alison. Nearly because whilst she'd removed her top letting her bare breasts bounce free she had added a large strap-on dick over her pussy. Ashley stared at it and Alison grinned.
"Oh my God..." Ashley's mouth gaped open as she looked at the dick, it was at least nine inches and thick with a bulbous end, in real life Ashley had never seen a prick that huge.
"You're asking if I'm going to fuck you with this, the answer's yes," Alison said.



That was what Ashley had been thinking, but not the only thing, "Yes. I was also thinking why you've got it." After all most girls didn't bring a massive strap-on dildo to a friendly sleepover, even if Alison wasn't most girls.
The teen grinned wider, "I'm always prepared for anything." She gave a small wink, "I'll let you into a secret though. I just knew I was going to fuck you tonight that's why I brought it."
Neither answer was very good. Yes, teen girls came prepared for sleepovers, tampons, lip-gloss, even breath mints - but not with huge sex toys. And as for her claim that she knew she was going to fuck Ashley, she'd need to be a clairvoyant to see all the circumstances that would bring them together in Ashley's bedroom. Still it didn't matter, they were here. Ashley girded herself, her pussy was tingling and wet, her heart pounding and most of her brain was screaming for her to go for it. But a small part was holding out and that was the bit she listened to. "You can't, not tonight, not now. We can talk tomorrow in private, you can't stay here in this room, not now. Hanna will be home soon."
"Does she come in to give you a good night kiss?" Alison asked.
"No, why?" Ashley shook her head confused, "She's eighteen and anyway she'd think I was asleep."
"In that case I'll close the door behind me and hope you're quiet," Alison said, shutting it as she did so.
"Oh..." what else could Ashley say?
The teen moved in front of her, a smug grin on her pretty face. Ashley looked up awaiting instructions she knew would be coming; and in truth she was looking forward to them, to giving herself to the young blonde temptress in front of her.
"Take off your night dress," Alison said. Ashley did as she was told, again, pulling off the dress and dropping it to the floor. She was standing naked in front of the teen, her pussy and tits exposed to the younger woman's lascivious gaze; it was embarrassing and demeaning and it made Ashley's cunt hot with excitement and lust. Alison stepped forward and slid her hand down to Ashley cunt, smiling almost wickedly as she said, "That's nice and juicy; you're so wet, like a whore."
"Yes," murmured Ashley blushing, she couldn't really deny it.
Alison smirked louder. "Get down on your knees and suck my dildo you'll need it soaked."
Ashley nodded and got down on her knees, "Sure Alison, though you said my twat is wet enough."
The Milf's lips were round the plastic dong before Alison replied, "It's not going in your pussy. I want to fuck your ass."
If Ashley's mouth hadn't been full she'd have whimpered. Not that she was an anal virgin, but it was something she'd deliberately left as a birthday or valentine's day treat for her ex-husband in happier days of their marriage. Now she was going to get fucked up there by a teen girl on their first date (not even that - their first hook-up). She should stop it she knew, that would be the right thing to do, but her mouth seemed to have a mind of its own, remaining locked round the dildo and sliding up and down it taking more in and keeping it soaked. She went up and down, her raven hair flapping as she bobbed.
Her eyes went up to Alison's face, the teen had a satisfied smirk on her face, as well she might with Ashley blowing her strap-on toy like she was a two-bit hooker. The Milf was so glad Hanna wasn't here or likely to put her head round the door when she returned; that would have been embarrassing, though she had a feeling Alison wouldn't care - it would be an extra turn on for the blonde teen. To Ashley's shame the thought that Hanna seeing them would make Alison wet made the Milf hornier as well, as she imagined what a turned on Alison would do to her; my God she'd fuck her stupid. Ashley's fingers slid down to her pussy and she began to rub it as she swallowed at the rubber dick.
Alison laughed, "You're such a slut, playing with yourself while you suck my dildo. I'm going to love fucking your ass."
Ashley didn't reply, she couldn't, but she hoped the enthusiasm with which she went up and down the toy showed how much she agreed. It was soaked with her spit, gleaming with saliva as she took in as much as she could, swallowing it as deep as she dared, almost risking gagging as it tickled at her throat.
Alison grinned happily, like a cat with a mouse, her hands were on her hips, as she looked down at the cock-sucking Milf, "You know Ashley... I can call you Ashley? Mrs Marin seems so formal when you're prepping my dick for an ass ramming. Anyway Ashley if you fuck as good as you suck I can see this being a regular thing, you'd like that wouldn't you?"
Ashley head nodded back and forth as she sucked the toy. Alison grinned deeper and pulled the toy back and out. Ashley remained on her knees, sitting like she was a dog begging for a bone and looking up at Alison's face. The teen looked down at her with a lustful look, "It's ass fucking time."
"Yes, Alison," Ashley nodded, agreeing that her most intimate hole was for Alison.
"Get on your hands and knees on the bed," ordered the teen.
Ashley did as she was told, pushing her ass up and outwards sexily; she couldn't believe what she was doing, but now she was she wanted Alison to know she wanted it bad. The teen grinned and swatted the Milf's rump playfully, "God, you're a whore, offering up your ass like that. I'm going to enjoy ramming it deep; do you want that?"
"Yes, I want you to fuck it hard, I want you to nail it so deep that you're hammering the whole dildo down my chute. I am a whore, an anal whore," Ashley blushed as she spoke, but it was the truth, she wanted it so bad, like only a complete slut or hooker would want it. Oh God, her desire for Alison's dick in her ass was so bad, it was almost painful. She needed the teen to fuck her ass, to control her, to dominate her by butt-fucking.
Alison seemed content with Ashley's answer. Ashley could feel the mattress shudder as the teen got on the bed behind her, the young blonde's hands reaching out for the Milf's round ass cheeks. Ashley gave a sound somewhere between a moan and a giggle as Alison pried them apart, she could imagine the look of lust on the teen's face as she stared down at the tight puckered hole normally hidden between them. For a few moments Alison just looked at it, before she said with a grin, "That's so tight and fuckable."
Ashley nodded, blushing red, "Thank you, I'm glad you like it."
"A polite Milf," grinned Alison and swatted Ashley's ass again, "I'm am so going to enjoy ramming your backhole."
"You will," agreed Ashley as Alison's hand pulled at her cheeks again, moving the cheeks aside. Then keeping one hand on a buttock Alison gripped her toy with the other and guided to the saliva stained dildo to the sphincter. "Mmmnnn," Ashley moaned in anticipation as the teen brushed the tip at her pucker. "Mmmnnn, oh God is it going to go in?"
"Oh it will be going in," Alison replied, but she didn't follow her words with any immediate action, being content to tease Ashley's asshole with the tip, pressing the toy against the puckered skin and lightly pushing it so the ass opened the barest amount.
Ashley moaned again, gripping the quilt below her and shaking her hair free as it fell across her face. Now she'd given into her desire for Alison she wanted it to begin, to have the dildo in her. "Please..." she murmured quietly, "Oh please..."
"What?" giggled Alison, "You want my big toy in your tight anal fuckhole?"
"Yes, I want you to bang my butt," Ashley nodded, her cheeks red.
"Ask me for it," ordered Alison, "Make me know you want it..." She continued to brush the tip at Ashley.
The Milf flushed even brighter, her skin so red she could have been mistaken for a stop sign, but as she wanted Alison's strap-on in her she did as she was told, "Please fuck me. I want you to please fuck my asshole. I want you to pound it as hard and deep as you like. I want you to own it. Please, please fuck it, it's my gift to you."
"A present? For moi?" Alison laughed and slammed forward.
Ashley's ass was too tight for the dildo to go down its full nine inches, but such was the power behind it that it still slammed down almost half it's length in one brutal thrust. Ashley's eyes opened so wide the sockets ached and her entire body shuddered as the asshole was stretched painfully open, "AAarrrghh," she squeaked, "Owwwww."
Alison ignored her, pulling swiftly back and pounding down as hard as before, sending the dildo even further in. Ashley's fingers clawed at the bedding and her face contorted in pain as the teen's toy opened her. She gave another squawk and then another as Alison thrust down again, making the Milf's anal walls stretch out. It was sore and uncomfortable, like red hot concrete was being poured into her, the anal invader feeling as out of place as a guitar solo in a Beethoven piece. But something strange was also happening as well, intense pleasure as Alison's toy penetrated deep and stimulated nerve endings mixing with a feeling of satisfaction that she was the teen's. "Oooohhh," the sound that came from her lips as young blonde whacked down again was pleasure.
"You slut," laughed Alison, "You're loving this, you're loving my dick in you."
"Oooohhh, yes, yes," it was impossible to deny. The discomfort Ashley had felt was receding as the dildo pounded down deep and her ass elasticated to fit it. It was more like a key in a lock than an unwelcome intruder, even the pain she had been feeling was slipping away like night to be replaced by a sparkling dawn. With one hand the Milf began to rub at her pussy, groaning in pleasure as Alison hit her deep, "Ooohhh, yes, ooooohh this is good."
Alison slammed hard, each thrust now sending the full length of the toy into the Milf's asshole. Her hands were gripping the Milf's waist keeping her in place as her own ass rocked back and forth as she drove the dildo into Ashley. The raven haired older woman squeaked and gasped in pleasure, shuddering and shaking, her naked titties bouncing and bobbing below her. Alison moved faster, slamming the toy hard, "You're a slut, Ashley, an anal slut and you're mine. I own you. You gave yourself to me as a gift and I'm going to use you like a cheap rag."
"Oh god, yes, wreck my ass, it's yours, Alison, I'm yours, use me, abuse me, fuck me as you want," squeaked Ashley. It was demeaning, she knew, to be saying those things to a girl much less than half her age, but it was true, she was Alison's and the teen could have her however she liked and Ashley would take it and love it. "Fuck it, fuck it. Oooooohhh, God, fuuuckkk iiitt..." As long as Alison pleasured her like she was pleasuring her now Ashley would be the blonde's fuck slave however and whenever she was wanted. "Aaaarrrghh, aaaaargghh, fuuucckkk!"
Alison laughed and slammed harder, thrusting her toy as far as it would go into Ashley's taboo hole, the sounds of her thighs smacking at the Milf's behind like a pistol on automatic. "Oh God, you whore, you dirty slut, you're loving it."
"Aaaarrghh," squeaked Ashley in agreement, "ooooohhh, aaaarrrghhh." Soon the Mom was lost in maelstrom of ecstasy, her entire being suffused with an orgasmic glow, making her shriek and shake and cum again and again.
From downstairs there was the slam of the front door as Hanna, as inconsiderate as ever of anyone asleep, returned home. It was enough to wake Ashley from her sexual stupor. "Oh my.... Alison, that's Hanna, you need to stop, what will she think?"
Alison carried on ramming Ashley's backdoor, "You're mine," she smirked evilly, "We stop when I say. Best bet is to be quiet... if you can."
Ashley closed her mouth and tried to ignore the pleasure pounding through her as her asshole was vigorously banged. It was so hard; it made it virtually impossible to be silent for long and as the full, solid nine inches slammed down her hole Ashley let out a moan and then another one. Alison went faster, almost as if she wanted to make the Milf shriek out loud. Ashley slammed her mouth down on the quilt, sucking it into her mouth and gripping it between her teeth, using the thick material to stifle her moans. She could hear Hanna's footsteps outside, coming nearer, pausing for just a second and then receding quickly as Hanna went to her own room. It was with relief Ashley heard the door close, thanking her daughter for not being so quiet about it and had let her know. She lifted her head, and confident there were two thick bedroom doors and a full landing between her and Hanna gave a loud moan, "Fuuuckkk, yessss Alison, fuck my ass, fuck it hard...."
Alison continued to do so, pounding Ashley into another orgasm and sending the older woman into a paroxysm of delectable delight. The Milf's cunt was soaking with cum, the juice covering her finger whenever she reached and rubbed at the hole. She had never known pleasure like it, she couldn't imagine how she had ever lived without it. She was an anal loving lesbian slut, to be more accurate, she was Alison DiLaurentis's anal loving lesbian slut. The teen owned her, they both knew that...
"OOohhh, fuck, you slut," Alison pulled the dildo out of Ashley's butt, "That was something."
Ashley started to move, "I liked it as well."
"Liar," said Alison, "You loved it." She put her hand on Ashley's ass, "Stay there I want a memento." She picked up her cell and held it inches from Ashley's gaping hole. There was an electronic click as she snapped a photo.
Ashley stayed patiently in position, if Alison wanted a souvenir of her well-used ass, Ashley knew she shouldn't question it. Not if she wanted Alison again and she did... The teen pulled the camera back a few feet and snapped again,.
"Nice," she grinned and lay back against the headboard, "Look see," she held up the camera screen for Ashley's inspection and the Milf got a good look at her ass for the first time ever. It was more shapely than she would have thought, though her eyes were more drawn to the gaping hole in the middle; she grimaced Alison really had stretched her. It felt good, however, even if a little sore.
"What now?" Ashley said quietly, nervous about the answer. Did Alison want her still or was she a gift played with on Christmas Day only to be discarded by Boxing Day.
Alison ignored her, playing with her phone. Ashley waited, not wanting to push it, until after a few moments Alison put her phone on the sideboard. She looked at Ashley with a smile, "What now? Now I'm going to sleep." She pulled back the covers and slipped under them, lying her head on the pillow and closing her eyes. Soon she was breathing deep in sleep, looking like a golden angel. Ashley sat watching her for a few minutes, before she too went under the covers, lying her head down next to - what she hoped was - her girlfriend.
*
Hanna Marin lay awake in her bed; her mind going overtime. Not because tonight she'd finally broken it off with Caleb; with his drinking and 'fuck you' attitude that had been on the cards for weeks. But, no what was jamming her mind with all sorts of thoughts, none of which she wanted there, was what her Mom was doing.
She'd gone upstairs ready for bed, but as she approached her Mom's room she'd heard some strange noises. It was only as she briefly stopped outside her Mom's room, about to go in and see if she was having a bad dream she recognised them as stifled orgasmic cries. Blushing she rushed to her own room, closing the door loudly behind her to let her cumming Mom know she wasn't alone. The teen let out a sigh of relief; she knew she sometimes was as subtle as a brick through a window, but bursting into her Mom banging some guy would have been a major faux pas, even for her. It was only as she got undressed that she remembered why she'd been out in the evening, her ex-friend Alison was here. She frowned, it wasn't like her Mom to go out and find a guy for casual sex, and certainly not when they had a guest.
A hollow feeling grew in her gut and she opened her bedroom door. As quiet as she could, and when she wanted she could be very silent, Hanna sneaked across to her Mom's room. As she got nearer she could hear the cries, they were louder now as if her Mom had been keeping them in when Hanna had walked past previously. There was no disguising the lust in them either, "AAAArrrghh, uuuurhhh, yessss."
Hanna paused unsure what to do or how to find out whether her suspicions were correct and her Mom was having lesbian sex with that bitch Ali. There was a squeal from inside, "Fuuuckkk, yessss Alison, fuck my ass, fuck it hard...." Hanna nearly fell backwards; it was worse than she thought - not only had the bitch seduced her Mom, she was taking her in that hole; the one no self-respecting girl ever gave up. Hanna blushed red and rushed to her room, she shouldn't have tried to find out, as now she had she had no idea what to do or how to break up the teen and her Mom; God, she hadn't even know her Mom was a lesbian...
*
Despite the late hour Mona Vanderwaal was still up and at her computer, not that she was doing anything more challenging than playing solitaire. Hanging in the wardrobe, tucked away was the black trousers and baggy jacket she'd been wearing earlier, the equally black pullover neatly folded in the drawer wrapped round the white mask that had covered her face. The plan had gone exactly how it should, a window left unlocked by Alison had allowed the other teen easy entry and a kitchen knife, some shadows and heavy breathing had been enough to make Ashley scream to heaven and run for the cops.
Not that they'd have found Mona; by the time they arrived she had already been nearly home, making sure she didn't alert her parents by slipping in the backdoor. And speaking of slipping in the backdoor, she glanced at her cell, sitting beside her on the desk. She had played her part in the plan, weakening Ashley's resolve and giving a chance for Alison to get into the Milf's bed and if it worked, and Mona was sure it would, into something much hotter as well. Still, Ali was taking her time...
She wasn't the only one who thought so. The cell chirped and the name A4 flashed up, her messaging appearing below her name, "Have you heard yet?"
"No," Mona thumbed back, her message being followed seconds later by the flashing name of A1 giving the same answer.
The answers didn't keep their A-team colleague quiet, as moments later the name A4 reappeared, "Do you think it worked? What if Ali couldn't do it?"
"It's Ali," typed Mona, she had faith in the blonde.
"She'll do it," the text from A1, the team leader, agreed with Mona.
"I hope so," there was a last message under A4, but neither Mona nor the head of the A-team answered. Not that Mona really blamed her friend for being nervous, she had been sitting here filled with anxious excitement for hours, unable to do anything but click on the cards on her computer. Not that she doubted Ali, she was sure her fellow team member would be able to seduce and then analise her target, but there was always the fluke - Hanna returning home, the police not leaving, perhaps it was even possible they'd make a mistake and Ashley wasn't a lesbian fuckhole... Mona suddenly felt as nervous as her colleague.
The cell chirped again. A2 the name read - that was Alison. Mona snatched it up like it was the last piece of pie at a picnic and thumbed the message open. A picture filled the screen, two red cheeks and a gaping cavernous hole between them. Seconds later a second picture came through, this one taken from a little further away, so that the open hole was still visible, but you could just see the top of Ashley's head. There was a two word message at the bottom, "Butt fucked."
Mona grinned, it seemed the A-team was in business.
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*
"Oh hi Hanna," Alison DiLaurentis had a smile like a serial killer, charming to those who didn't recognise it, evil to those who did. She stood in front doorway of the Marin house, obviously expecting to be let in. Not that Hanna was minded to, she couldn't believe that she used to be friends with the little sociopath who'd fucked her Mom. Hanna scowled, it had been two days since she'd come back from breaking up with Caleb to hear the sounds of Ali banging her Mom - in her butthole, as well. The next morning Alison was out before breakfast. It meant that Hanna hadn't had to see her over the morning waffles, something the teen was eternally grateful for. But when she tried to talk about with her Mom her Mom had blushed and swiftly changed the subject, she hadn't tried to deny it though.
"What do you want?" Hanna asked.
"Your Mom invited me over for dinner," Alison stepped over the threshold almost body slamming Hanna out of the way. She stood inches away from Hanna with her fake smile, "We bonded that night you were with Caleb, you know." Hanna blushed at the thought of it and Alison smiled even more, "You got a touch of the sun Han? You've gone awfully red."
"I don't want you here. You're toxic, Alison, I wished I'd known that when I first met you," Hanna said.
Alison's smile was as sweet as sugar and as cold as ice, "That's not the way to talk to your Mom's special friend."
Any more conversation was halted as Ashley Marin came out of the kitchen, she went a faint red when she saw Alison and she almost stuttered as she spoke, "Oh hello Alison... I wasn't expecting you until later. Hanna I asked Alison over for a meal; I thought it'd be nice for her to have a proper home cooked meal; her Mom's been so busy with things recently that they're living from microwaves."
"Thank you for inviting me Mrs Marin," said Alison in a voice so filled with sweetness and light Hanna almost barfed over her shoes. "I've been looking forward to it all day." She placed a slight emphasis on 'it', hardly noticeable, but it was enough to make Ashley turn even redder and look flustered. Alison smiled and walked further into the house, her hand trailing along beside her, sliding over Ashley as she past the Milf. "I hope you're hungry Mrs Marin," she said, "I know what you like to eat..." She turned and gave a small wink at Hanna.
It was too much for the other blonde. She reached for her jacket, "I'm going to go out and get a coffee and a pizza."
"Hanna..." her Mom called plaintively.
"Leave her," giggled Alison as Hanna slammed the door.
*
Melissa sat nervously in her car. She felt so exposed sitting their in this suburban street, it was like everyone could see her and were either clocking her as a housebreaker or a husband's bit on the side. Alison had laughed when Melissa had mentioned that the plan wouldn't work as she was too conspicuous and suggested she could hide under a rug if that helped. Mona had been more helpful, "No-one will even give you a second glance, why would they? They'll just assume you're waiting outside for a friend." The teen had been right, even if Melissa felt everyone was staring her whenever she looked no-one was paying her the slightest notice, not even a twitching curtain.
The cell beeped and she glanced down. A2 - Ali. She quickly read the message, "Target left. Foot."
Melissa looked around. After a few seconds she saw Hanna turning the corner onto the street, walking swiftly and looking like she was in a foul mood. There was a risk that she'd look up and recognise Melissa and the twentysomething waited for the glance which would blow their plans. It didn't happen Hanna stepping straight past her and continuing on. Melissa gave her a few yards head start before opening the door and following her, slipping on the tracker on her cell as she did. A1 was sitting in the den with a laptop tracking them, or at least she should be assuming Mona's gadgetry worked.
Hanna didn't look round, but continued straight ahead down the suburban streets and towards the centre. Melissa continued after her. Her cell buzzed, A1's name popping up, but the message said it was for A3 and Melissa was A4. She still briefly read it, it was an update of where Hanna was; Melissa hadn't needed to be told that, but as A1 said - it was best they were all copied in all the time, the A-team was a proper team.
Hanna paused in front of a shop, looking in the window at the half-priced sale jackets on display. Melissa stepped back and into a doorway, using the time to thumb in a general message, "Two stops from you."
"AOK," A3 typed back.
"She's moving again," Melissa typed in, but held from sending until Hanna stepped away from the window and began to move again down the sidewalk.
A3 must have had her message ready as well as within a second of Melissa's going out one came in, "Moving in for a butt fuck."
*
"Oh..." Mona nearly dropped her cappuccino as she only just avoided bumping into Hanna as she stepped out of and Hanna stepped into the coffee shop.
"Mona..." Hanna said. It wasn't her day, first one ex-bff had come round to her house and was probably even now banging her Mom and now another one had almost scalded her with frothy coffee.
"Oh hi Hanna," Mona blushed, "I'm sorry..." she paused, "For nearly spilling coffee over you... I mean..." She didn't mention the shoplifting or that when Hanna had been caught Mona had left her to the security guards, the police and her Mom in possibly the second worse day of Hanna's life.
"Don't mention it," said Hanna snapped. It was how she always talked to Mona now; if she had to talk to her - she'd been ignoring her for the last couple of years very successfully.
Then something surprising happened, normally if they bumped into each other there would be a second of momentary uncomfortableness before they stepped aside to let the other past and get on with their lives. But this time Mona not only showed no sign of moving, but she looked concerned for her old friend, "Are you alright, Han?"
"Why?" Hanna was instantly suspicious, but at the same time oddly grateful; she was having such a cruddy time that even sympathy from Mona was welcome.
The other teen gave a small nervous shrug, "We were friends for ages. I can tell when you're out of sorts."
Hanna paused, unsure whether to barge past her ex-friend and into the shop or stay and continue the conversation, which would almost be tantamount to forgiving Mona for leaving her. Mona made that decision for her, "I'm sorry about leaving you for the security guards, but there was no point us both getting caught."
"Yeah, I suppose so," agreed Hanna, perhaps she'd been hasty in cutting off Mona, Hanna's weeks being grounded wouldn't have been any more fun if Mona had also been cooling her heels in her room across town.
"That's right, all forgiven," Mona smiled, though Hanna hadn't told her it was, "Now what's up Han?"
"It's complicated," said Hanna, making one last attempt not to get back with Mona.
The other smiled, shaking her head in sad agreement "It always it with you. I'll tell you what, my Mom is out so why don't you come back to my house and we can talk about it. I've got the car here; it'll only take us five minutes to get there."
"Weren't you getting a coffee?" asked Hanna.
Mona turned to the nearest trash can and dropped the beaker in, "Sorted. Let's go back to mine and we can find out what's bothering you."
Hanna had no more excuses, nor could she say she wasn't secretly glad; this wasn't something she wanted to discuss with Em or Aria or Spence, they all had their own problems with their ex-friend and anyway knowing Ali was butt-banging her Mom was too humiliating to tell them. Mona would be a safe space; one conversation to take a load off her mind and then she wouldn't have to hang out with her again. She followed Mona to the teen's car.
It was ten minutes to Mona's and they didn't speak more than two or three words all the way. The house was silent when they arrived, Mona wasn't lying about her Mom being out. Hanna followed her up the stairs and into her room. It hadn't changed that much in two years, some of the pictures on the wall were new and the dresses hanging in the wardrobe and the shoes beneath were as well; but it was mainly the same. The single bed, the vanity desk and chairs, the full length mirror, the lap top sitting on the cupboard - the only sign of Mona's geek past. Mona smiled and sat on the bed and patted a space next to her, "Sit here and tell me about it."
Hanna took the spot, it was nearer than she'd been to Mona for two years, a foot away from her friend - she could smell Mona's perfume, a rosy scent. She paused for a moment, thinking about what to say. Mona smiled, perhaps mistaking the silence for Hanna not wanting to speak rather that not being sure where to start. "So why the long face, Han?"
"It's Alison."
"It would be," a brief spasm of anger crossed Mona's face. Hanna had forgotten how much her two ex-friends had hated each other, though truthfully it was more derision and bullying contempt on Ali's side. "What she done now?"
"She's having sex with my Mom," Hanna blurted out. It felt good to say and she waited expectantly for a sympathetic cooing from Mona.
Instead Mona frowned, "So? Aren't they both adults? Alison's eighteen now and can't imagine she's being forced into it."
Hanna blushed and shook her head, "That's not what I mean. I'm not suggesting my Mom's some sort of pervert."
"Are you saying your Mom is so weak-willed that she's just having sex with Alison because Ali told her?" Mona was still frowning.
"No. no..." Hanna felt confused, this wasn't how it was supposed to go, "I mean I'm sure it's consensual on both sides, that they both want it."
"So what's the problem?" Mona asked.
"I mean it's wrong," Hanna said.
"It sounds like its wrong for you not for them," replied Mona.
"They're having anal sex. I heard my Mom screaming for Ali to put a toy in her butt... at least I hope it was a toy," Hanna blushed as for a few brief seconds her mind work overtime on what else it could be - a fist, a foot, a stool leg...
"So? lots of women have anal sex. Even lesbians and it sounds like your Mom is a lesbian. I'm not surprised, I always thought she was."
"You thought my Mom was a lesbian?" Hanna couldn't understand why, even if turned out it was true.
It was Mona's turn to look confused, "It's a family thing. I thought you both were, and all this thing with guys was just covering up you were both dykes."
"I'm not, I'm straight," Hanna blurted. She had sex with Caleb so many times her heterosexuality wasn't in any doubt.
"You sure? This sudden homophobia just sounds like you're trying to cover up," Mona said.
Hanna stared at her open mouthed. She wasn't in any way homophobic, her best friend, Em, was a lesbian and Hanna loved her as much as she ever had when she'd though Em was straight. This wasn't about being against lesbians, she'd have been happy if her Mom had started dating Emily, even happier if was a woman her own age. No, this was about her Mom banging Alison. "I'm not like that. I'm not a lesbian, but I've nothing against them."
"You sure?" Mona said and then shrugged, "My mistake."
Hanna almost jumped as Mona placed her hand on the blonde's leg. It could have been innocent, but the darker skinned teen's next words suggested it wasn't, "I just thought you were. I was sure when we were friends you were checking me out all the time; that's why I thought we split up and that you were just using the shoplifting as an excuse."
"N...no," Hanna shook her head, partly to disagree with Mona's words, but partly in attempt to clear it and think straight. Mona's hand was moving up her legs, stroking the thigh under the denim, the smile on the teen's face was lascivious as she looked at Hanna. "I'm straight," the blonde said defiantly.
"Yes you are," purred Mona, even as she was speaking she was nuzzling her mouth to Hanna's neck, kissing and licking at the flesh as she continued to rub the teen's leg. Hanna couldn't react, physically she could have moved, but her brain seemed unable to comprehend what was happening or issue any order. Mona's mouth opened and her teeth rub at Hanna's throat, gently sucking at the exposed neck, up her hand went to the top of Hanna's thigh.
"I am straight," repeated Hanna, "Stop it."
"You stop me," Mona brought her mouth up from Hanna's neck just long enough to murmur in her ear, "Push me away and I'll stop, it doesn't even have to be hard, just enough to prove your not a secret dyke."
"Yes, okay," said Hanna abruptly, but she didn't move. She didn't need to see her to know Mona was smirking in victory even though Hanna knew she wasn't really a lesbian, not properly, she was just surprised by what was happening and not homophobic. Mona's hand slid between her thighs, prying Hanna's legs far enough apart that the dark haired cutie could rub at her pussy under the denims. To Hanna's horror it felt good and she could feel herself starting to get wet.
"Mmnnn, you haven't stopped me," Mona's mouth was close to Hanna's ear again, murmuring seductively in it. The blonde didn't reply, she could hardly deny it. Instead she tried to control her breathing and posture and make like she was just allowing Mona to tongue and kiss her to make a point that other girls didn't turn her on and not that she was in anyway excited. She was pretty sure Mona wasn't fooled as the other teen continued to rub at her cunt and nibble at neck and ear. Mona's head moved up again, "I know what you're thinking..."
"What?" Hanna said nervously.
"You're wondering what my pussy tastes like and whether I'd let you lick it," murmured Mona.
"I am not," said Hanna defiantly, but Mona was already back down to her throat, kissing and suckling at it. And whilst it hadn't been true before, as soon as Mona had said it Hanna did start to think of what it would be like. She tried to banish the thought, but with Mona's lips on her neck, her hands between her legs and her scent in her nostrils it was impossible. "I'm not a lesbian," Hanna said, almost to herself.
Mona pulled her head away from Hanna's neck abruptly, there was a smile on her face and she said, "I'll think I'll let you."
"Let me what?" asked Hanna, though as she watched Mona fall on her back and reach under her skirt she thought she knew the answer.
It was soon confirmed as Mona pulled her panties down her legs, "Lick my pussy, silly."
"I... I..." Hanna stared at her ex-friend open mouthed; how had her day had gone from Alison coming to her house to fuck her Mom to it being her sitting on the bed was a pantyless Mona? "I... I'm not sure..."
"Oh Hanna," laughed Mona, "You're not still in denial. I want my pussy eaten and you want to eat it, don't resist." Even as she spoke she sat on the edge of the bed and hoisted her skirt to her waist so that Hanna could see the smooth twat with the small carefully trimmed dark landing strip above it. "Now get on your knees and lick it," Mona's voice was firmer.
Without thinking Hanna obeyed, getting down on her knees between Mona's thighs and staring at the cunt. She looked at it for a few moments, trying to resist going down and starting to lick it. Mona placed her hand on the back of Hanna's head, pressing the blonde towards the hole, "Lick it Hanna, lick my twat."
"I..." Hanna wasn't sure what she was going to say, but she didn't need to worry as Mona push was encouraging her so near to the pussy she had no choice but to start licking it.
Her tongue went out and she began to tongue round the hole, over the lips and clit hood and the flesh around, through the soft hair on the strip above and down to the hole. She didn't know if this was what she was supposed to do; she'd never licked a girl before and Caleb hadn't ever offered either. Mona didn't seem to have any complaints, letting out guttural little moans and groans, as she kept her hand on Hanna. "Oh that's good, Han, eat my cunt, lick it out, like the lesbo slut you are."
Hanna lapped harder and quicker, getting into a pattern. It was strange how naturally licking a pussy came to her, she thought, almost like she'd done it in another life. Her tongue stretched out and slid over Mona's cunt. The hole was starting to juice up now, warm, wet liquid forming over the slit edges. Hanna's tongue was brushing over it; she steeled herself for its unpleasant taste, but to her surprise it didn't taste bad; a little bland perhaps. She mentally shook her head, what was she doing thinking about the flavour of Mona's cunt, she shouldn't even be licking it. But she didn't stop, just continuing to wrap her tongue round and round the hole, dabbing in and out.
"OOOoohhh," Mona moaned, "I was right; you're a dyke. Not just a dyke, but a dirty cunt licking whore. Mmnnnn, I bet you're just loving eating my slit, I can tell you're loving it."
Hanna wanted to deny it. She might have even done so if Mona wasn't pressing her face into her twat. But even if she'd said the words they'd have been a lie, she was enjoying it, Mona tasted so good, her pussy was so wet and juicy. But it was more than the taste or the look of the cunt close up, it wasn't even the smell of perfume and cum mixed together in an intoxicating mix. It was that Hanna realised that she was a lesbian, she'd never known before, but her life had been a lie. This was where she belonged, between another young woman's thighs, slurping greedily. Her tongue moved faster, prodding down between the slit walls and into the soft, wet tunnel; driving forward to pry apart the tight walls.
"Oh that's it, you slut, eat my cunt with your dirty lesbo mouth," Mona gasped and shuddered, "Slurp it, you're a pussy licking whore, you love soaking wet pussy. Eat it, show me."
The dark haired teen took her hand away from Hanna's head. It was the blonde's chance to drag her head back up and reassert her heterosexuality. Instead she licked faster and with a new vigour, determined to show that she was a self-starter who didn't need to be held in place any more; she was a pussy licker, Mona was right.
"Mmmnnn, lick it Hanna, lick my twat," as Mona was speaking she was pulling off her top and then unclipping her bra, dropping it on the floor beside Hanna. The blonde wasn't in a position to really get a good looking, but she was certainly getting an impression of her pert boobs and liking what she could see. She ate harder and more enthusiastically her tongue going like a hammer into Mona's cunt. The other teen grunted and gasped, shuddering as Hanna made her cum, "Ooooohhh, aaaarrrgghhh, lick it you dirty dyke bitch, eat my pussy, eat it up."
Hanna's hands were on Mona's thighs, caressing them as her head was stuffed between them. She could taste the liquid, smell the delicious aroma, feel the fizz of it on her tongue. The more she licked and lapped the wetter Mona became, no matter how much Hanna's tongue shot down her hole and over her lips and banged against her clit, she could never clean it away. Her tongue ached with the effort, but it was well worth it for Mona's cries and squeals.
"Oooohhh, you slutty lesbo, you cunt licking whore. You're the dirtiest dyke in Rosewood, mmmnnn you're just a pussy eater, Han, that's what you are, my dirty, lesbian twat licking whore," Mona shuddered, "Oooohh, shit, shit, shit, I'm going to cum, I'm going to squirt my juice all over your pretty rug-munching face."
With that warning Hanna could have escaped, but she no longer wanted to. She knew Mona wanted her to stay in place and keep licking and she knew that she wanted to do what Mona wanted. She carried on, lapping and licking with as much speed and strength as she could manage as Mona stretched and shuddered and shot her girl cum out. It splattered into Hanna's mouth and over her lips and nose and down her throat. It stung her eyes and choked her throat and made her snort as she sniffed it up her nostrils. It dripped from her chin onto her shirt and jeans. She pulled her head back and looked back at Mona, "I'm a dyke. I'm your dyke."



"Is this you asking to be my girlfriend?" Mona raised an eyebrow enquiringly as she looked down at the pussy juice covered blonde.
Hanna blushed red, "I...yes, it is."
"Mmm," Mona put two fingers to her lip in consideration, "I've never had a serious girlfriend before; though I've fucked other women. Perhaps I should audition you before I make a decision. First let's see what you're like naked."
"Naked?" Hanna asked.
"Yes naked, nude, undressed," Mona said, "I mean you can lick pussy I'll give you that, but what do you look like in the buff?"
"You want me to get undressed?" Hanna asked nervously.
"Yes. Honestly Hanna what did you and Caleb do all day, play chequers?" Mona said impatiently.
Hanna blushed and stood up. First she removed her sweater and T-shirt, unclipping her bra and dropping that to the floor so that Mona could see her titties. Next came her socks and then she shimmied out of her jeans, before finally pulling down her panties so that she was standing totally naked in front of Mona's apprising eyes. "Not bad," said the darker teen, "Turn around and put your hands on your butt, that's it. Now pull the cheeks apart gently, mmmmnnn nice; bend over... you really are a lesbo bitch aren't you?"
"Yes," Hanna said in a small voice. It was so humiliating exposing herself for Mona's inspection, so why was it turning her on? Was she not just a lesbian but a submissive one?
"Turn round, I've got some questions," Mona said and Hanna turned to look at the sexy topless teen sitting on the edge of the bed, her skirt still drawn up round her waist, but her pussy hidden behind the cross of her legs. She looked so hot that Hanna was desperate to be her girlfriend. Mona looked at the teen for a few more moments, admiring her naked body. Then she smiled, "So questions..."
"Yes, ask me anything," said Hanna, hoping that the teen genius wasn't going to be testing her on geometry or American history otherwise she'd never been eating that sweet slot again.
"You've arranged to meet Spencer and Aria for a coffee when I ring telling you I want you to come over and lick my pussy, what do you do?"
Hanna almost smiled, it was a gentle lob that she could smash back over the net, "I cancel with them and come over and eat your cunt."
Mona smiled, seeming to acknowledge that she'd started with an easy one, "That's right. You get your pretty little ass over here as soon as I call. But what happens if I want to go to a lesbian club?"
"I'll come with you... I mean if you invited me."
"What would you wear?"
That was a more difficult one. She was sure Mona would want her to wear something fashionable, but did the other teen want it to be demure and conservative so that she wasn't flaunting her stuff for other women or sexy and provocative so that Mona could show her off. She tried to hedge, "Whatever you want?"
"What if I haven't left any instructions?" Mona grinned.
Hanna paused, thinking, "A tiny short skirt, a cropped boob tube, no panties?"
"Definitely no panties," Mona grinned. "So we're dancing at this club, I'm guessing you're making out with me?" Hanna nodded quickly and Mona continued, "So I'm getting hotter and hotter, my hands are slipping on your ass - it's naked, no panties, and I whisper my pussy is tingling. What do you do?"
"Are there toilet cubicles?" Hanna asked. Mona nodded. Hanna gave a smile of relief, she was walking this interview, "I'd whisper back in your ear that if you wanted to take me to them I could deal with your horny slit in one of them. Then I'd lick it until you were satisfied, no matter how long."
"Clubbing sounds fun," Mona said, "but much as I enjoyed your lithe tongue I'm not sure I can be a one-girl girl." Hanna tried not to gulp nervously as Mona smiled, "So at the club this cutie catches my eye and me hers, and she comes up and makes clear that there's a place in her bed tonight. What then?"
"I'd be jealous," Hanna admitted, "but if you wanted to I guess I'd be okay with it."
"That's the right answer," Mona smiled, "as I am going to be honest Han, if we do go out I'm wanting to keep on fucking other women. What about you? Will you want to fuck other women?"
Hanna paused, aware she was standing on a precipice, "Only if you wanted me too."
"Mmmn that sounds good. So say instead of me getting eyed up by a cute girl it was you. I could go up and tell her that I'm really cool with her taking you home and fucking you as long as I watched. You'd be okay with that?"
"Yes, it'd be better if you watched, because then you'd still be there. But I'd do it whatever way you wanted," Hanna said.
Mona smiled, "Excellent answers Han. But before I make a decision could you go into my wardrobe and pull out the bottom shoe box on the left, yes that's the one." Hanna did as she was told, pulling out the box. Something rattled inside, sounding more solid than a pair of shoes. She proffered it to Mona. The teen shook her head, "Open it and get out what inside." Hanna did as she was told, her eyes widening as she saw that her guess that it wasn't footwear was correct, but still surprised by the fact it was a large strap-on dildo. Mona smiled at the blonde's surprise, "Pass it to me."
Hanna did so and watched as Mona dragged down her skirt and buckled the toy to her thigh and pussy. She looked at Hanna and smiled, "I took a look at your butt hole and it looked very tight. I'm guessing that was one cherry that Caleb didn't pop?"
"No, it's virgin," Hanna blushed, though she didn't think she was ashamed of that.
Mona smiled, "I'm a butt girl. I love fucking sexy female ass. If you're going to be my girlfriend you're going to be fucked a lot in that hole. All the time in fact, every time we're on a date I'll want my Hanna's anal honeypot. So are you up for being butt-fucked?"
Hanna's blush got redder, so much it seemed her skin was melting. Caleb had several times pestered her for anal and each time she'd told him no in definite terms; she didn't see why she should have anything up there. All the time she was dating she had always assumed she'd never say 'yes' to him or any other man, no matter how long they'd be going out. But here she was standing naked in front of Mona, they weren't even dating, yet, and she knew her answer would be different this time. "Yes, Mona. I'm up for you banging my butt."
The other teen smiled, "Good." She sat down again on the end of the bed opposite her full length mirror, so that Hanna could see both her and her reflection, two sexy naked Mona's for the price of one. The dark haired hottie looked at her, "Before I make a decision on you being my girlfriend I think its only right I take your ass for a road test, don't you think?"
Hanna nodded, "Yes."
"Come here then," smiled Mona. She patted her knee with one hand and pointed the dildo up with other. "Have you heard of reverse cowgirl? You sit down on the toy with your back to me. That way it's your choice to go down and be analised and I can watch you in the mirror and see your reaction; that's so hot."
"Whichever way you want, Mona," said Hanna, "I've not done any before."
"I can tell you'll be a natural. You'll be a big an anal lesbian whore as you are as pussy munching dyke."
Hanna moved in front of Mona and looked down at the toy. It seemed massive, eight inches at least, maybe nine, and thick as well. "Do you think it should be oiled? You know to help it up."
Mona smiled, "No, for your first time I really want you to feel it. I want your ass to be really stretched and sore so I know you really want it. But if you don't want to be my girlfriend..." she let the words hang in the air.
Hanna quickly shook her head, "No. I was only asking, I don't need it. I'll do it however you want."
"Then come and plant that virgin tushie on my dick," Mona grinned widely and held the dildo straight up with one hand as she leant back on the other.
Hanna turned her back on the other teen and walked backwards slowly, using the mirror to judge her steps. She couldn't see Mona's reflection but she could hear her excited breathing behind her as she stopped inches from her. Hanna paused for a second, taking a nervous, but deep breath of her own, before taking her cheeks in her hands and prying them apart. She gripped them as she lowered herself down. She was guessing where the dildo was, but either her estimate was accurate or Mona guided it as she felt the tip press at her hole.
"That's it," said Mona behind her, "bring your butt down."
"Ooooohhhh," Hanna gave a small whinny of pain as she pressed herself down on the toy. The tip went into her, followed by the shaft, stretching open her asshole and expanding the walls. She took a look in the mirror. All she could see of Mona was the teen's legs and one hand on her waist; she could see all of herself, her legs spread open to show her pussy, her titties which wobbled as she moved and her face, red and twisted in effort.
"Come down Han, get this dick all the way up that dyke ass of yours," Mona ordered.
Hanna resumed pressing herself down, her face contorting in pain as the thick slab of plastic opened her tight asshole further than it was designed to go. Just as she felt she couldn't go down any further she felt Mona lift herself up, pushing the toy into her, "Look Han, stop being a wuss. If you want to be my girlfriend you're going to have to ass fuck better than this; I don't want to do all the work."
"I'm trying," said Hanna desperately and forced her ass deeper, ignoring the spurts of pain that shot from her anal passageway. She carried on down, rising briefly to give herself leverage, before coming down. Her asshole gradually loosened, she was glad to find, the dildo still extremely tight, but with just enough space so that each inch down didn't feel like she was being roasted with a welding torch.
"That's a bit better," Mona said, which was all the encouragement Hanna needed. She lifted herself up and then came down, feeling the toy press in another inch. It made her wince, but for the first time she also felt a spark of ecstatic pleasure. She shifted position slightly, raising herself up and angling down. The soreness didn't go, but there was definitely something else there as well, a tingly excitement. Mona's hands gripped her waist, "Come on Han, fuck it, fuck my dick."
"Ooooohhh," Hanna sat herself down again, most of the dick was up her now and she could feel it throbbing in her asshole, making the walls stretch and ache and stimulating nerve endings beneath them that she never knew existed. She started to move a bit quicker and harder, bouncing herself up and down the dildo. "Ooohhhh, oooohhh."
"That's it," laughed Mona, "Work that cock. Take it in your ass. You're an anal slut, Han, a butt-banged whore."
"Oooohhh, I can feel it, its so tight," Hanna said, but she still continued to move up and down.
Suddenly she could feel Mona's hands on her thighs, knocking away her legs. Hanna resisted for a second and then she remembered that she wanted to be Mona's and let the petite teen take her away. Without her feet on the floor her entire weight was on the dildo. Her ass went down the rest of the way and she grimaced in pain and gasped in pleasure.
"Fuck, this is hot," said Mona as she started to slam up and down. Hanna could feel her body bounce as Mona slammed into from underneath, ramming the dildo deep into the blonde's asshole. If the hole had felt stretched and sore when Hanna was controlling the speed down the pain and discomfort was doubled as Mona took control and smacked in, but so did the pleasure, making Hanna quiver in excitement. Mona laughed, "That's it, Han, I knew you were an anal whore, I can tell you're loving it."
"Oh God, Mona, fuck my ass, fuck it please," Hanna cried in excitement. Mona was right, it was painful, it was discomforting, but it was fun and pleasurable, the orgasmic waves as intense as she'd ever had from straight pussy fucking. And they got wilder as Mona's hand reached round and began to rub at the blonde's cunt, making her wet and warm. "Ohhhhhh, yesssss, oh please do me, please."
"You're a dirty anal dyke slut aren't you Han? All the time pretending you were straight when all you really want is a big fucking strap-on up your lesbo ass," Mona slammed harder, ramming the toy deep into Hanna. "If only your friends could see you now, what would they think? I'll tell you, they'd think you were a lesbo slut, a cheap dyke whore, a fuckhole, who needs another woman fucking her ass."
"Oooohhh yes," Hanna cried, "That's what I am. I'm a lesbian whore, a dyke, a cunt eating slut. They'd think that and they'd be right.... ooooohhhh fuuucckk."
Mona's hand had moved from Hanna's cunt to the teen's tits, gripping them hard like they were levers as she pounded up with speed, power and passion. Hanna slid her own hand down to her pussy. It was soaking and got even wetter as she began to rub it, stimulating her clitoris under its hood as she did so. She could see herself in the mirror, her tits juggling and jumping, her fingers spayed and her palm thrumming over her cunt. She could even, just about, see Mona's toy slapping up and into her. And if she couldn't see it she could feel it.
"That's it you dyke fuckhole," grunted Mona, "let me use that ass, let me bang it open."
"Oh God, yes, do it, do it, fuck my butthole. It's yours Mona, fuck it as often as you want," Hanna gasped and shuddered.
Mona slammed up, making Hanna shudder and bounce. The dark haired teen's tits bashed into her, she could feel the hardness of the nipples. Her own tits were still being squeezed and fondled in Mona's hands, gripped so hard that if they'd been balloons they'd have popped. "Take it you slutty bitch, take my dildo in your dyke ass, take it you anal lesbo whore."
"AAaaarrrghh," screamed Hanna as she came, "AAAArrrghhh." The pleasure was the most intense she'd had in her young life, ten times better than the times when Caleb had been pumping into her, twenty what she got when she had some alone time with her fingers and a dildo. Her back arched and bent, her body quivering, "AAaarrrghh...."
"You total anal slut," laughed Mona, "I knew you'd love it."
"Oooohh, ooohhh," Hanna couldn't speak, she just let Mona continue to thrust into her.
The other teen was slowing down, seemingly satisfied now she had fucked Hanna into orgasm. After a few moments she stopped and pressed Hanna up, "Off you get."
"I can hardly stand," said Hanna. Her legs felt watery weak, but she couldn't sit down, not with her ass as sore as it was. But it felt good, not just the orgasms, but that she'd pleased Mona and shown her that if the teen wanted anal Hanna was her girl.
"Let me take a picture of your ass," Mona was reaching for her cell.
"No, Mona, it must be gaping open. It's ruined... I mean not that I mind, but you can't take a picture..."
"Bend over and spread your cheeks," Mona ignored Hanna's protestations and Hanna did as she was told, blushing as she exposed her wide open asshole for Mona's cell. There was the click as Mona took a photo, "Wow Han, you're right. That asshole is open. Let me take another."
"Okay," Hanna said, she bent over more and pulled at her cheeks harder, accentuating the hole.
Mona grinned and held up the screen, "So girlfriend you want to have a look at what I've done to your ass."
Hanna didn't, but she still smiled and came over, "Girlfriend?"
"Yes, my beautiful slutty dyke girlfriend," Mona grinned. "Now take off my strap on and lick my pussy; it's ready for a real tongue lashing."
"Yes Mona," Hanna smiled happily, getting down on her knees and unbuckling the toy as Mona started to play with her phone.
*
Ashley Marin was in Alison Dilaurentis's favourite position, on her hands and knees on the bed, with the teen's strap-on dildo well into her ass. As soon as Hanna had left the house Alison had moved in on the Milf, grabbing her, stripping her, making her eat her teen pussy; all of which Ashley had responded to with the enthusiasm of a natural lesbo slut. Alison had waited until after they'd eaten dinner, before taking the Milf upstairs, getting her in the bed and pounding her.
It was something to do as she waited for the text.
"Aaaaarrghhh, Alison, fuck me, fuck my ass. It's yours, so fuck it good," Ashley was squealing in orgasmic pleasure, her naked body flushed with lust and soaked with sweat. Alison continued pounding from behind. There was a beep from her cell. The teen hardly slowed, reaching across to the pillow it was sitting on and scooping it up. Ashley screamed again, too lost in her pleasure to have even realise that someone had texted the teen.
Keeping one hand on the Milf's waist to keep herself balanced as she pounded, whilst she used her thumb on the other to open the message. It was from A3, Mona. She paused for a second before opening it. "Nice," she smiled as she saw the picture. Despite being taken from behind it was unmistakably Hanna, the blonde bending over her asshole gaping open. "Very nice," she repeated again as she looked at the message below the picture 'Butt fucked'. Ali grinned and closed the message and concentrated on pounding Ashley; the A-team had got the Marin's now who was next?
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Despite no-one living in it, the apartment was neat and well-furnished, with a wide-screen TV affixed to the wall opposite a comfy couch. Next to the window was a desk, from which you could look out into the street below and in the bedroom was made-up bed. It had seen plenty of use as the members of the A-team had practiced their anal technique on a succession of hired girl on girl escorts and later on, as they quickly grew in confidence, a series of one-night stands from lesbian clubs. Melissa smiled as she looked at the bed reminiscing, glancing up at the hidden cameras. It had been an important part of their team bonding, the four of them watching the videos and critiquing each other's positions and tips for improvement.
Now it was for real the practice was paying off. Melissa Hastings took a step back into the main room and to the wall to the side. There were two photos up there, on each with a carved a into the little wooden plaque, embedded into the gold-coloured frames; the first reading Ashley Marin butt fucked' and the second 'Hanna Marin butt fucked.' Melissa smiled as she looked at the photos, Ashley was on her hands and knees and Hanna bent over, and in positions that concealed their faces so you would need to know it was them to recognise either. But what both had in common were their wide gaping assholes, the results of a hard lesbian anal pounding.
The thought of it made Melissa hot; that was what the A-team had been formed to do, to bang and dominate the assholes of cute fuckholes and made them dyke sluts. Even the name was a play on that, A for Anal.
"Admiring our work?"
Melissa turned at the words. Behind stood Alison DiLaurentis, the blonde teen grinning, perhaps smugly. Melissa nodded, "You really banged Ashley open. That's a Mom who's been dyke-banged."
Alison grinned wider, "What can I say? I just let my natural passions come into play and talked her onto to my toy."
Melissa smiled back and nodded. To think a couple of years ago, before the team was formed, she had hated Alison, thinking the younger girl was a manipulative, selfish control freak. She still thought that, of course, but these were skills that were needed to dominate the buttholes of the sexy Rosewood women the A-team were planning to anally nail. And there was more to Alison than that, she was smart and funny and with a deep sense of loyalty to her friends in the team. "I'll have to enjoy her sometime."
"Just say the word and she's yours," Alison replied; the A-team were a team that shared and worked together as friends.
"I'm going to take you up on that and with Hanna as well."
"What about Hanna?" Mona came in from the kitchen with a tray with three coffees and a plate of cookie.
"Melissa was just talking about getting a piece of her ass," Alison explained, taking a coffee, but declining a cookie.
"Oh do," grinned Mona, "From my experience yesterday I can tell you it was worth it, Han is a complete anal loving dyke, with an asshole to die for and as a bonus her cunt-licking is also first rate."
"I can see from the pictures that you had a good time." The A-Team were like the musketeers - all for one and one for all. The four analisers, Melissa smiled at the analogy, even if tonight there were only three of them - the team leader couldn't make it, though she had told Melissa she had every confidence in her and the plan when they'd spoken earlier.
"And it's your turn tonight," grinned Mona. She led the three of them over to the table where her laptop was sitting open and running. "I'll run tech support from here with Ali."
"You want to go over the plan again?" asked Alison. She took a seat at the table, Melissa joining her and Mona sitting opposite them and beside her laptop. Alison took a sip of her coffee, "Emily's coming back from swimming practice. As she passes Miller's Peak Mona uses her techie whizzie skills to disable the car's electronics and block her cell."
"I'll kill the car at one point one kilometres from Miller's Peak exactly," Mona took up the narrative, "I estimate, based on the normal time the meet finishes, that will be at ten past seven; you don't want to be too late in case another good Samaritan comes along..."
"I'll pull over and act surprised," Melissa confirmed...
The three of them continued to go through the plan for Melissa to butt fuck Emily Fields.
*
"What?" Emily started in confusion as with no warning all the electronics in her car - lights, radio, everything, shut down. It was lucky she wasn't going fast as she coasted into the side of the road. Once the car was halted she turned the ignition off and then on again, hoping to hear the satisfying thrum of the engine restarting. There was silence, not even the click-click of an indicator or the blink-blink of her hazard warning lights. She tried again, still no result. That was great, she thought, at least the breakdown had happened after the meet rather than before, though why couldn't it have happened on a more widely used road. She pulled out her cell. Things were getting worse, she decided as she looked at the screen displaying the no signal sign. She looked out of the car and up at the sky, the clouds were starting to darken, but she hoped that was night coming on rather than rain. But she couldn't stay here all evening, with luck it was only a small dead zone and a short walk to somewhere her cell would work.
She grabbed her rucksack with her swimming things and purse, slinging it over her shoulder and closed the car door behind her. From force of habit after a couple of steps she turned and pressed her key-stub, momentarily being surprised not to hear the familiar chirp-chirp of the car locking. "Well if anyone tries to steal you they're not going to get far," she said to the broken down car and turned and walked down the road.
She'd gone less than a hundred yards when she heard the sound of a car behind her; she half turned wondering whether she should flag it down or whether it was better and safer to carry on walking. The car passed her and then came gently to a stop about forty yards in front. Emily slowed down, not quiet walking backwards, but certainly not moving forward at pace. Then she recognised the car almost at the same time as the door opened and a familiar voice said, "Emily? Is that you?"
"Hi Melissa," Emily walked quickly towards her friend's sister, "My car broke down and my cell's not working. I was just trying to find somewhere with better reception."
"It's terrible along this road," agreed Melissa. "I thought I saw a car back there; what's the problem? Can I help?"
"I think it's a garage thing, all the electrics just went," said the teen.
"Yes, that sounds like a call-out," Melissa said. She looked up at the sky, which was rapidly darkening, "Look, I was just going to stay at my parent's cabin by the lake for the evening and do some work in the peace and quiet; there's a landline in there we can use to call the local garage."
"You don't mind?" asked Emily.
"No, I'd be worried about leaving you out here anyway and what if it rains?" Melissa smiled and pointed to the passenger side, "Get in and we'll give the garage a call when we get to the cabin."
*
In the A-team lair the phone rang. Alison paused for a second before answering, waiting for Mona's nod. "Hello, Team A Motors, can I help?" her voice sounded the same to her, but she knew that Mona was putting a slight disruption on the line, an echo which would distort it enough to make it unrecognisable.
"Hi my name's Emily Fields," Alison had heard the voice on the other end of the phone so often that even if she hadn't been expecting her to call the name would still have been superfluous. "My car's broken down just outside Miller's Peak, I was hoping for a mechanic to come out."
"Sorry, dearie," Alison said, smiling at Mona, sitting by the laptop, "both our tow trucks are on out of state jobs at the moment. The earliest we can get someone there is tomorrow morning."
There was a very uncharacteristic oath from Emily, admittedly so quietly under her breath it was barely audible. "You sure they can't come earlier?"
"Yes dearie," Alison smiled as she said it, Melissa would be in for a treat tonight she was sure. "Six alright for you, we can make it seven."
"Six will be fine," said Emily in resignation.
*
Melissa was sitting on the couch, her legs drawn up under her, reading a thick sheaf of documents as Emily came back in. She looked up at the teen, "Are they coming out?"
"Do you have a number for a cab?" asked Emily, she put down the card with garage number that Melissa had given and then stared down at it as if magically it would turn into the number for a taxi.
Melissa put down her papers on the little table next to her, "Problem?"
"They can't come until tomorrow. I'll have to get a cab home and sweet talk my Mom to driving me to my car in the morning..."
"That's silly; it'll take at least an hour for a cab to get here and it'll cost you a fortune to get back to Rosewood. It's at least a forty minute drive."
"I can't stay here..."
"Of course you can," Melissa smiled, "There's a spare bedroom, towels in the cupboard, plenty of milk in the fridge, even a choice of cereals."
"I thought you wanted a bit of peace and quiet?" asked Emily, secretly grateful she didn't have to spend most of her month's pay on a taxi ride home.
"It doesn't matter, none of its so urgent that I can't do it tomorrow," said Melissa and then she added, "So that's settled, do you want a soda or even a glass of wine. I've got a bottle in the fridge."
"A soda would be fine," said Emily. She took a seat on the couch and curled her legs up under herself as Melissa disappeared into the kitchen. The room was warm, the gas fire in the grate was both startlingly realistic and up high. Emily wondered whether she should turn it down or whether that would be rude; it was Melissa's cabin and she might be cold. Instead she decided to pull off her sweater. She reached down and dragged it up, the world momentarily vanishing from view as it went over her head.
"Are you stripping?" asked Melissa with a smile as she returned into the main room holding two sodas.
Emily blushed and smoothed down her T-shirt which had ridden up to expose her belly, "I was just hot."
"You should have just turned down the fire," said Melissa handing the teen a drink before proceeding to do just that. She turned round and smiled as she walked over to the couch, "Not that I was complaining..."
"What?" Emily was confused.
Her confusion increased as Melissa sat down on the couch, not just next to her, but so close that they were almost touching - the faintest wiggle and Emily's knee would be brushing Melissa's thigh. The older brunette smiled, "I was saying I wasn't complaining about you taking off some clothes."
"Oh... why? I mean..." Emily blushed, "are you... you know like me?"
"A swimmer? Not as good," Melissa's grin suggested she knew exactly what Emily meant and if that wasn't enough the touch of her fingers lightly on Emily's thigh told a story. "Or did you mean something else?"
The room seemed to be getting hotter for Emily; her skin flushing with warmth and a little trickle of sweat forming at the back of her neck. Was Melissa a lesbian? Was she making a pass? She'd always assumed her friend's older sister was straight, but then she'd thought the same of her ex-girlfriend Paige and she'd turned out to be an enthusiastic as muff-muncher as Emily herself. But even if Melissa was a lesbian surely she wouldn't be interested in her - she was only a senior at High School. Surely Melissa would want some more attuned to her, someone smart and sophisticated, who knew which wines went with which meal and what they were wearing in Paris this season. But Melissa's hand was moving higher up her thigh, it was hardly innocent. There was only one way to find out. Mentally Emily took a deep breath, "Are you ... do you like women?"
"Are you asking if I'm a lesbian?" Melissa asked and Emily nodded, glad it was Melissa who'd said it. The twentysomething smiled, "Can you keep a secret?"
Emily nodded and after a second Melissa continued, "Yes. I am. I don't really tell anyone - my Mom would freak if she found out and Spencer would be judgementally supportive and even more insufferable than normal."
Emily felt she should defend her friend, "She was okay with me. She was really cool."
Melissa smiled, "You're not her sister." Her hand was moving up Emily's thigh, "So there it is. I'm a woman who likes women, a lesbo, a dyke. I love having my pussy licked by a hot cutie or having my tits in their mouth as they suckle and nibble them until the nipples are hard like pebbles. I love using toys as well, sliding a dildo into my pussy and imagining it's being held by some sexy thing or wearing a strap-on and fucking..."
Emily's eyes widened in surprise. She had done some of those things, well she'd licked and been licked by her girlfriends and played about with their titties. And if she hadn't used a dildo (unsure how she'd explain it if her Mom found it while tidying her room) she'd slid the smooth handle of a plastic hairbrush up her twat. But she'd never used a strap-on to fuck another woman and, even if perhaps she shouldn't be, she was still surprised to discover that Melissa, not only had, but enjoyed it.
Melissa grinned wider, "Does that shock you Emily? That I put on a strap-on and fuck other women with it."
"A little..." admitted Emily.
Melissa's smile was almost splitting her face, "Shall I shock you more?" She didn't wait for a response, but continued, "I like doing it backdoor..."
Emily's mouth fell open, "You mean..."
"In the ass," Melissa confirmed, "I love sticking a great big thick dildo between two pert, firm cheeks and fucking a sexy slut's butthole."
"Oh," Emily blushed. She had never imagined doing it anally not with a man, nor with a woman, but here she was sitting beside Melissa Hastings, conservative, straight-looking Melissa and the other woman was telling her she was a lesbian who enjoyed analising other women. And the way the older brunette's hand was moving up her thigh Emily was wondering if she was the next planned tick on Melissa's list.
Melissa grinned, her hand at the top of Emily's leg, just next to the jeans' zip. "So Emily, I bet you're a bottom as a lesbian..."
"A bottom?"
"Submissive, the girl who goes down and laps her lover's pussy and massages her clit. The one who spreads her legs to allow a top to enter her sweet tight hole."
"I...I... it's not really been like that, more mutual," Emily blushed, unsure why she was telling Melissa this; just because the older woman had shared didn't mean she had to. Melissa's fingers were up sliding over the zip like she was just going to undo it and Emily felt the bead of sweat slide down her back, "I've scissored Maya and Paige and I sixty-nined a few times..."
"Oh, that's adorable, I bet you looked into each other eyes as you stroked each other's hot little pussies as well," Melissa smiled.
"Yes," Emily blushed; at the time she thought it had been daring and sexy, now with Melissa talking about what she'd done it seemed staid and unimaginative.
The other woman seemed to know that and smiled wider, her fingers pressing at the zip. Emily shook it off as slid her legs from underneath herself so she was sitting properly on the sofa. There was no doubt Melissa was moving in and from what she had said it wasn't just for a hot make-out session, but harder and further than Emily had ever gone. The eighteen year old High Schooler wasn't sure what she thought of that; she knew that it would make her a slut - only complete whores took it up the butt. But at the same time she was sure it was going to happen; her heart was racing faster and her temperature rising as Melissa closed in and put her hand back on the teen's thigh, sliding into the crack between the legs and gently, but firmly, prying them apart.
"You're still hot," Melissa said.
Even though it was a statement, not a question Emily still answered, "Yes."
"So am I," purred Melissa her head close to Emily's. She moved back a couple of inches and then to Emily's surprise reached up to her blouse and began to undo. The teen watched open mouthed as the buttons clicked open to reveal a lacy black-push up bra encasing two lovely round bosoms. Melissa smiled at Emily's reactions, "I know you've seen tits before, Emily, so how would you grade these... A?"
Emily found herself unable to speak so she just nodded. Melissa smiled widely and reached round to undo her bra. It fell down and exposed her titties. She wiggled them, "A plus?"
"Yes," said Emily. She blushed, "They're lovely."
"You'll find they taste nice as well," smiled Melissa.
"You mean... you want me to...?" Emily gaze was stuck to the titties.
"Mmnnn yes," said Melissa, agreeing with Emily even though the teen hadn't said what she meant. But to confirm it she put her hand round the teen's head and pulled it gently downwards.
Emily's mouth open and she began to suck the nearest nipple, slurping and swallowing back like she was trying to eat it. It began to stiffen as her lips went round and over it and automatically her teeth slid down and started to massage it. The older brunette groaned and shook. One hand gently, but firmly, pressed on Emily's skull keeping her in place, whilst with the other she was undoing her slacks and sliding her hand in. Emily licked harder for a few moments and then swapped titties. The nipple on the second was already as solid as a pebble and Emily licked her tongue over it, before opening her mouth wider to swallow of the tit between her lips.
"Ohhhh, that's good, that's so hot," moaned Melissa. She had undone her slacks, pulling them down far enough to get her hand in and under her panties, rubbing at her pussy as Emily sucked at her tits. She groaned and shuddered, her body arching in pleasure. Then her hand moved out from under the panties and took Emily. The teen didn't resist, she wasn't sure she knew how to, as Melissa guided her hand to her cunt and slid it under her panties. The older brunette was smooth and wet, soaking would be a more apt description. "Rub my cunt, Emily, make me cum."
Emily did as she was instructed. It had taken her months of dating before she'd ever gone this far with Paige or Maya; but here she was playing with Melissa's cunt only minutes after she'd discovered the other was a lesbian. It made the teen feel like she was a total slut, but though she went red with that realisation she didn't stop, but continued faster and harder.
"Ooooohh, urrrrhhhh," Melissa moaned, "That's it my little dyke, mmmnnn, ooohhh, rub my pussy, play with it. Mmmmnnn, ooohhhh, urrrrhhh, put a finger in, slide it in, fuck my slit with it."
Without thinking Emily did as Emily told her, pushing her digit into the hole. The warm wet walls wrapped round her finger, soaking it as she pushed in and out, trying to find the spot for maximum pleasure. Melissa squeaked and shuddered, gasping loudly, obviously enjoying Emily's touch. The older brunette's hand dropped away from Emily's head as she draped her arms over the back of the couch, pressing against the seat, shuddering with excitement. "Finger fuck me," Melissa grunted, "That's it, you cute little dyke whore, fuck my pussy, find the spot and finger it good."
Emily brought her mouth up and away from Melissa's tits so she could look at her face; the brunette's contorting expression made it easier to judge when the teen was hitting the erogenous zone most effectively. From the way Melissa's jaw was twisting whilst her eyes popped open in wide-eyed pleasure Emily was doing a great job. "Ooohhh," she gasped, "Ooohhh, come on you dyke, make me cum, fuck my pussy until I squirt." Emily pressed harder and Melissa shuddered again, her exposed breasts jumping as her back arched. "Oooohhhh you slut, fuck my cunt. You're such a slut..."



"I don't normally go so quick as this..." Emily blushed, "Not in fingering. I'm going as fast as I've done before. I mean in getting to the finger fucking." She realised she was sounding incoherent and her excuses that she wasn't a slut seemed lame as she slammed her finger up Melissa's twat. Not that Melissa looked like she was paying any attention to Emily's word as her face contorted and she squealed in excitement. Emily blushed and slid her finger up and into the brunette's pussy.
"OOoohhhhh, urrrrhhhh, that's it's you little slut, now get your mouth down their and eat it?"
"You want me to lick your pussy?" Emily blushed, but continued finger fucking Melissa as she asked.
"Yes, you little dyke slut, put your face between my legs and lick me," Melissa gasped and shuddered, "Please me with that lithe tongue. It's what you want. I know it and you do as well. Now eat my twat."
Emily was red. She wouldn't have said she was a good girl, but she'd never thought she was so bad. But here she was with a half-naked Melissa fingering the older girl's slit and the brunette was right, Emily did want to suck and lick the wet cunt. She wanted to stick her face down there and smother herself in the juices, to slurp and suck and lick and lap the wet hole until Melissa was cumming again and again. She paused for another second, not wanting to give in to her nymphomaniacal desires. Melissa shuddered again, groaning as Emily's finger went up her, "I said eat me dyke, I want your cute slut face licking out my cunt like a whore. Do it..."
This time there was no hesitation from Emily, the only pause was as she pulled the slacks further down and off so that Melissa could spread her legs wider and then she was in. Her teen tongue licked at the wet hole, her teeth nibbling at the labia and pulling it with her mouth, her lips pressing at the cunt as she sought upwards for the pleasure points. Melissa squealed and shuddered in excitement, "Ohhhh, that's what I want. Suck my cunt juices, eat my girl cum like you're a dyke whore. OOoooohhh, eat my cunt."
Emily licked harder, tasting Melissa's flavour; it was sweet and warm, like flat cola. Melissa's hand pressed down on her head, encouraging the teen deeper and harder, pushing her face into the wet snatch. Emily didn't fight, but went with it, her tongue and lips moving speedily as she energetically licked and munched at the hole.
"You slut, ooooohhh, urrrhhh, you dirty slut, eating my cunt like a pro. Mmmnnn, I should leave a twenty dollar bill in your purse, you dirty slutty whore... Ooooohhh, I bet you walk the street eating twat, you must do to be so practised." Melissa shuddered and groaned, her hand pressing hard at Emily, thrusting the teen's mouth at her cunt. "That's it you cunt lapper, eat my pussy, eat it all."
Emily tongued away, burrowing deep into Melissa's hole. She still couldn't believe she was doing this, how swiftly her inhibitions fell away. But she no longer cared, all that mattered was drinking Melissa's sweet nectar and keeping the brunette satisfied. Above her Melissa grunted and gasped, crying out in pleasure and excitement, "Oh you slut, eat it, eat it all." The teen slurped away, her tongue swatting at Melissa's pussy like a Venus Fly Trap shooting out to grab an insect, slamming fast and hard and accurately, hitting deep in to the pussy as her face pressed into Melissa's flesh. The older brunette gasped again, "That's good you dirty slut. You're a dyke nympho, a horny little pussy whore."
Melissa was right. Emily was that and more. She was a cunt diving dyke, a slutty lesbo hooker, a rug-munching pussy hound. Melissa tasted so good, it felt so right to be between her legs, making the older brunette cum with her tongue, driving her to orgasmic lust. Melissa grabbed her head, shoving it harder, "Ohhhh, fuuuuckk, aaaarrghh," she squealed, "You're going to make me cum, I'm going to cum."
Once, when she'd been dating Paige, the two of them had been on the phone talking dirty whilst masturbating and Paige swore that she came so much she had squirted. Emily had doubted that; she had thought you could never be so wet that it actually exploded out of your pussy like a fountain. But there was no way she could deny her tonguing had caused the brunette to gush like a geyser, the juice shooting over Emily's face and up her nostril and into her mouth, causing her to snort and choke at the same time.
She looked up, the liquid dripping from her face, as Melissa let go off her head and dropped back against the sofa, smiling inanely. The brunette looked down at the teen, "God, Emily, I didn't realise you were such a cunt licking whore. Did you slurp all your girlfriends like that?"
"I...I guess. I don't normally do it so quickly, I get to know people first," Emily wanted Melissa to know she wasn't a slut, normally.
"I'm sure you do," said Melissa in a tone which suggested she didn't care.
Emily blushed and didn't say anything. She watched as Melissa stood up and finished pulling off her pants so that she was standing naked apart from her socks. The brunette looked down at her, a lusty smile on her face, "I'm still horny. What about you?"
"I...yes I am," Emily blushed, she wasn't sure if would be even hornier if she hadn't just slurped Melissa's pussy or whether tonguing twat was what had turned her on. In either case, her cunt was wet and soaking under her jeans, her arousal making her panties stick to her pussy.
"Let me go get something from my room," said Melissa. She turned and padded across the wooden floor into her room.
Emily waited, wondering what to do. Should she get naked? Melissa hadn't said. But surely if she was still turned on she was wanting more sex; she wouldn't be going to get a jigsaw. But perhaps she'd had enough? She could be going to get changed, she wouldn't have slipped out of her pants then would she? And certainly not have left them on the heap on the floor. Emily reached up and pulled off her T-shirt, before sliding down her pants. She left on her bra and panties; she wasn't sure why - it wasn't like she'd could deny she was a nympho desperate for cunt because she'd kept her underwear on. She was about to pull her top back on and just wait for Melissa to make her intentions clear when the brunette returned.
Her intention was clear enough.
The brunette was naked, her socks gone, but in one hand was a large dildo with straps dangling from it and in the other a small bottle of lotion. The brunette grinned, "Still horny?"
Emily wished she could say no and pretend she wasn't turned on. But she couldn't. She knew Melissa was going to fuck her, and in her ass as well, the brunette would bust her backdoor and take her anal cherry and they weren't even dating. Her lips felt dry, even as her twat felt wet. She nodded, "I am."
"You want me to fuck you?"
Emily nodded.
Melissa grinned, but made no move to equip the strap-on, instead she looked Emily up and down, frowning slightly. Emily took the hint. She stood up and dropped out of her bra. She had stood topless in front of many girls, Paige and Maya, her ex-girlfriends, lots of swimmers of course, even her friends. But none of them look at her tits with such unbridled lust, a look which got even more lascivious as Emily reached down and peeled down her panties, exposing her cunt, shaven smooth for extra aerodynamism in the water. Melissa lips curled upwards, "Nice," she said and started to slide the strap-on up her thighs.
Emily watched as the older brunette pulled it into place, tightening the buckles round the top of her thighs and adjusting the dildo so it was sticking straight out, the haft rubbing at the top of the brunette's pussy. Melissa looked up from fitting the toy, "You remember what I said earlier about fucking?"
"Yes," said Emily blushing, "You like..." she trailed off unsure what to say.
Melissa just grinned, "Say it Em, wrap your lips round the words and spit them out."
"You like fucking girls in the ass."
"I do... and yours is so cute."
"You want to fuck it?"
"Is that a question or an invite?"
Emily went silent again, thinking. She couldn't work out why she was thinking about it, because a) she knew only complete whores got banged in the butt and b) she had suddenly realised how desperate she was for Melissa to fuck her there. But she had to at least appear reluctant, for a few seconds. She let the silence go on until she hoped that Melissa was thinking she wasn't going to answer, though the brunette looked supremely confident that she knew the answer and it was one she was wanting. She was even squirting the lube onto the toy. The teen took a breath and said, "An invite."
"You are an anal slut, I always knew," Melissa continued massaging the lubricant onto her toy.
"I'm a virgin there," Emily corrected her.
"Not for long," grinned Melissa. She snapped the lid back on the bottle and dropped it to the floor.
Walking up to the teen she took her by the waist and forcefully twisted her round so that her back was to her, with her front next to the couch arm. Melissa pushed the swimmer's back firmly, so that she was bent over the sofa. Keeping a hand on the teen the older brunette reached down to Emily's thighs and spread the legs apart slightly. The teen shuddered as Melissa's finger slid over her wet cunt as she did so, "Ooohh," she moaned quickly.
The brunette finger moved back, "You're dripping. You're soaking at the thought of getting butt-banged... should I make you beg for it? Tell you I'm not going to bang that virgin hole unless you crawl for it?"
Emily wasn't sure whether Melissa was teasing or not. Surely the older Hastings had made clear how much she enjoyed banging asses? She wouldn't give up the chance to nail Emily's super tight one, would she? But why take risks...
"Please Melissa, fuck me, fuck my ass. I want you to be my first, to bang my virgin fuckhole as hard and deep as you want. I'll let you fuck it as you want, you can treat it like you own it, like I'm an anal whore."
"You're coming close to convincing me..." said Melissa, her finger slid once more over Emily's cunt, before coming back slowly and moving up, gently gliding between her cheeks and drifting over the puckered hole, "Tell me how you want it?"
"I want it deep and fast," moaned Emily, her heart thumping in her chest, "I want you to spread my cheeks and make my hole as large as the Jersey tunnel. I want you to bend me over the couch and ride me like a cheap hooker. I want you to fuck me until I'm shrieking. I want you to fuck me as hard as you can."
"That sounds like an offer," one of Melissa hand remained on Emily's back as she took the dildo in the other and pushed forward.
"Ooohhh, uurrrhh," Emily tried to straighten as the toy pushed at her virgin asshole, but Melissa's hand was keeping her in place. The toy pressed in deep. It didn't hurt, which surprised Emily, apart from an ache so slight it was like she was stretching just a little too far. But it was uncomfortable as her ass reacted to the invader, opening reluctantly to let the toy in. Melissa's hand pressed harder on her back as the brunette pushed further forward, pressing the dildo in deeper. Emily moaned, "Ooohhh, oooohhhh."
"That's right, Em, moan for me like a slutty hooker. I want to hear you as I butt fuck your sexy ass," Melissa said. She pushed the dildo in deeper, far enough that she no longer had to hold it in place and she moved her spare hand to grab the swimmer's waist, holding her side and back for balance and leverage as she moved in and out. "Tell me how much you want it, tell me how you're loving being butt-banged."
"Oooohh, I want it, I want it harder. I want you big rubber dick all the way in my ass. I want my hole stretched as wide as you can," Emily groaned. It was horrible, but it was all true. Her hands gripped at the sofa cushions as her stomach rubbed at the arm she was bent over, "Please, harder. I'm loving it, it feels so good, it's like heaven."
"You anal whore," laughed Melissa, "It's not even in all the way yet and you're still loving it."
"Mmmmnnn, ooohhh yes. That's because I'm a slut, I'm an anal loving dyke hooker. Give it me all. I want the full length in my butthole...ooooohhh, urrrhhh," Emily shuddered and shook. Behind her Melissa thrust, back and forth, every time she went forward sending the dildo deeper and spreading Emily's hole. The teen's fingers were splayed over the sofa cushions, clawing at the covers as she was driven to places she never imagined existed. "Ooooohhh, urrrrrhhh, yes, I want it all, I want it all down my asshole. Bang my slut butt."
Melissa moved faster, her thighs smacking at Emily's, her hands controlling and firm, keeping the teen in position; not that Emily had any intention of moving. "Aaaarrghh," she squeaked in orgasm, "Yessss, aaaarrggghhh."
"Dyke slut," grinned Melissa in confirmation.
The brunette had pushed the whole length of the dildo in now, opening Emily asshole like it was a tunnel and was concentrating on power and speed, going in like a pile-driver. She moved her hand from Emily's waist to slide it round the teen's front and down to the pussy, rubbing at it and the clit, within moments doubling the swimmer's pleasure. Emily arched and cried out, the words catching in her throat and coming out as jumbled, guttural, explosion of pleasure. "AAuurrhh, fuucckkk, meeee giiiivve, aaarrghhh"
"Yes, Emily, yes," panted Melissa, "That's how it feels doesn't it? It feels like fucking heaven having my dick up your ass, like you never want me to stop, like your proper position is face down over the armrest giving up your butt for me."
"Ohhhh God, yes, yes. I'm just an anal loving dyke. This is where I should be, getting butt-fucked by hot women. God, I didn't know how much I loved it, I'm a whore for lesbo strap-on dick" Emily cried out in reply. Every word was true. She couldn't think why she'd not done this before with Maya or Paige, it was perhaps because they'd never bent her over and dominated her anally that their relationships had collapsed, not for the reasons she'd once thought. If they'd fucked her butt like this she'd have been able to forgive them anything. "Go harder Melissa, fuck my butt like you own it."
"I do own it," replied Melissa and thrust in deep, sending Emily squealing to another orgasm.
The older brunette slapped her thighs at Emily's as she pounded in, so hard the teen could feel the sting and hear the crack of flesh against skin. Emily was orgasming almost constantly, her insides erupting like a bombardment on the Western Front. She closed her eyes, as if that would control the pleasure and keep it in; it didn't and she cried and shuddered again as another blissful bomb boomed within her, sending shuddering ripples through her body. "AAaarrrghhh, yessss, aaarrrghhh."
Melissa's dick went deep, spreading the hole open, sliding deeper than Emily though she could have managed. Each thrust was heaven, each retreat, paradise. The teen screamed louder, her muscles tensing and relaxing as her body lost control and just became a limp barrel of nerves. "AAAArrrghhh fuuuuckkk, aaaarrghh, yesss."
"Oooohhhh, oooohhhh, urrrrh, urrrrhhhh," Melissa was panting excitedly behind her. Emily could feel the vibrations as Melissa came, hear her moans, smell the sexual excitement of her lover. The teen worked with her, pushing back and rocking to meet the older brunette's thrusts so that Melissa would have more energy to bang her longer and to show, if her screams weren't enough, how much she was enjoying having her butthole pounded. Melissa grunted and panted, her finger rubbing at Em's clit, more excitement added to perfect pleasure. Melissa moaned "This is hot, you're ass is so fuckable, urrrrhhh, urrrhh. It's making me cum."
"Aaaarrghh, yesssss, I'm cumming too," shrieked Emily in reply, her body contorting and twisting, her heart pumping as blood rushed round her body like it was in a motor race. "I'm cumming."
"Uuurrrhhh, ohhhhhh, fuuuckkk, yes," grunted Melissa thrusting forward and in, then she paused and cried out, "Fuuuucckkk, aaaarrrghhh."
Despite the heat of the room Emily's butt suddenly felt cold as Melissa withdrew. Automatically she started to turn and reach for a piece of clothing, as she realised what she'd done, that'd she just been taken anally for the first time by a girl she hardly knew - and that she had loved it. Melissa stopped her, "Just remain there for a moment, put your hands on your ass and pull it apart."
"Why?" asked Emily, but she did as she was told.
"I just want to take a picture," grinned Melissa, "To remember a perfect butt fucking." She picked up her phone and pointed it at Emily.
*
"That's such a lovely fucked ass," said Alison admiring the glossy of Emily's gaping butt she had just printed out.
"It is," agreed Mona, taking a look over the blonde's shoulder at the naked swimmer bent over a couch with her opened hole on full display. She blew on the tiny wooden plaque into which she had just burnt the words, 'Emily Fields butt fucked' before taking a tube of glue and sticking it to the gilt frame. Carefully she slid the glossy into it, making sure it didn't crease, before fixing the glass frame. She held it up and admired it, Melissa had done a great job.
She took it over to the wall, where Alison was looking at the similar pictures of the Marins. The blonde turned as Mona approached, taking the photos of Emily and hanging it on a hook. That done she turned back to the Marins, "You know Mona, I was just thinking wouldn't it be nice to have a family portrait of Ashley and Hanna, one of them showing us their well fucked asses."
"I like the way you think," agreed her fellow A-teamer.
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Hanna was almost shaking as she entered her house; only the fact that her girlfriend Mona was right behind her stopped her turning and running, or at least just going into the kitchen and only giving her Mom a perfunctory nod and a brief talk-through of her school day. But Mona was insistent that Hanna speak properly to her Mom, even coaching her what to say; and what Mona wanted Hanna gave her. It was either that or never again taste Mona's sweet muffin or feel her pounding Hanna in her most intimate hole.
Taking a mental deep breath Hanna opened the door into her kitchen. Her Mom was there, but unluckily she wasn't alone. Sitting at the table was Alison DiLaurentis, Hanna's ex-friend and current enemy, the blonde smiling arrogantly as Ashley stood behind her massaging the eighteen year old's shoulder muscles through a thin blouse. Her Mom blushed slightly but neither said anything or stopped rubbing at Alison. The teen looked up, crossing her legs casually. "Oh hello Hanna," she said in a voice so innocent it was catty. She looked at Mona, there seemed a trace of a different type of smile, one Hanna didn't recognise as she said, "Hello loser."
Mona ignored her. Hanna knew that she didn't like Alison in the least, the blonde having bullied her mercilessly when she was Mona the freak rather than Mona the stunningly beautiful. Instead she pushed Hanna further into the kitchen: "Han has something to tell you."
Hanna cast her lover a desperate look, mentally pleading to be allowed to wait. But Mona's face showed no understanding or compassion; she wanted this and she'd get it. She'd turned out very like her arch-enemy in that respect.
"Yes," Alison asked, raising her eyebrow, "What?"
"My Mom, I should tell my Mom alone," Hanna said, hoping that Mona wouldn't mind a few moments delay.
Alison shrugged and made no sign of moving, "We've no secrets have we Ashley; we're all friends together."
"No, whatever you can say to me I'm sure you can tell it to Alison," the Milf blushed slightly as if embarrassed she was letting the teen walk all over her. But she made no sign that she was going to contradict her.
Hanna turned again to Mona, hoping that the other teen would have changed her mind. But one look at the expression of irritation on Mona's face told Hanna not only had she not, but also she was fast loosing patience with Hanna's delays. Hanna turned, she would either have to embarrass herself in front of Alison or lose Mona. She chose the lesser of the two evils. Taking a deep breath she said, "I'm a lesbian."
Her Mom didn't look surprised, not that she had any right to, not with her spreading her rear cheeks for Ali every chance she got.
"Tell her what kind, when I stay over I don't want your Mom thinking that we're only going to be in your room pecking lips and holding hands," said Mona. That was why the darker skinned teen was making Hanna do this; it was easier to use Hanna's house than her own she had said and for that Ashley had to know what Hanna was and what the noises coming from her room were. Mona prodded Hanna again "Give her the details."
"I'm a lesbo dyke, a slutty pussy whore. I love sticking my head in Mona's cunt and licking away all her juices, swallowing them and coating my face in her honey. I could eat her all night and day."
"And the rest..."
"And I love it when she fucks me in the ass. I'm a total anal dyke for her strap-on dick. I adore being face down whilst she pounds my butt, and not with some tiny dildo but a massive, giant dong which stretches my ass and leaves it gaping like I've been ripped open. " Hanna halted and blushed hoping that was enough for her lover.
"Oh," went Ashley her face as red as her daughter's.
But Alison smiled, "Sounds a bit like mother like daughter to me." Her grin got wider, "We were just debating whether to tell you..."
"Please Alison, no..." said Ashley, her face went even brighter.
"We have no secrets," said Alison piously, "Anyway I'm sure Hanna's already aware of our little secret and that it's not your cooking I'm coming round for." She gave Hanna a mocking smirk. "Anyway now Han's told us she's a anal loving dyke slut it's only fair to let her know she's not the only one."
Hanna wasn't sure what was worse having to tell her Mom all about her perverse lesbian desires whilst Ali sat on smirking or having to hear about her Mom's fucking with the cruel blonde. She was about to say she didn't have to hear about it and she was quiet content for it to be a secret when her girlfriend spoke, "Go on then; let's hear."
"Ashley's also a dyke slut. We've been fucking since that night of the break-in," Hanna noticed Alison giving a big smile to Mona about that, like she was reminding the other dom that she was still top dog in seeing off intruders. She turned to Ashley, "Tell them where I fucked you that first time."
"In my bed," said Ashley blushing as she looked at Hanna.
"I'm sure Han already knew that, you were squealing like a cop siren," Alison said tartly, "In what hole."
"In the ass," Ashley cheeks were so red she'd be able to audition to play the part of a tomato in a vegetable soup commercial, "She banged me in the butt."
"And you loved it didn't you?" Alison said. Ashley nodded and with a grin the blonde teen turned back to Hanna and Mona, "I've been poking her butt ever since; it's so fuckable and she's such a whore who lets me bang it until I'm exhausted."
Mona nodded, seeming to Hanna to be bonding with their joint enemy to a worrying degree, "It must be genetic. I thought I'd met some complete sluts who loved backdoor, but Hanna is just in a league of her own. I could ram it all night and she'd still be begging for more, even when I've totally ruined her asshole."
"So do you use a butt-plug? I've been meaning to introduce one to Ashley so she's ready prepped if I want to call in to see her at her office for a quickie" asked Alison, to Hanna it seemed her ex-friend had immediately forgotten how much she and Mona hated each other.
Mona seemed to have forgotten as well, "Oh yes," she smiled. "In fact Hanna's got one in at the moment."
The blonde didn't think she could have been more humiliated as her lover exposed her most intimate secrets in front of her Mom and Ali. Sadly she was wrong as Mona reached round and lifted up the back of her skirt, "Want to see?"
"Oh yes," said Alison. She didn't get up to take a look, but remained seated next to Ashley.
Mona gave a small raise of her eyebrows, "Hanna. Don't be impolite, show Alison the plug."
"Mona... my Mom's here," Hanna gave her girlfriend a despairing look, pushing her disobedience as far as she dared.
Hanna answered, not Mona, "I wouldn't worry about that. It'll give Ashley a chance to see how tight a fit it is for when I get one."
"See," said Mona, "Now Han, I know you try to be a good girlfriend and I don't like to push often, but there are limits and you showing me up in front of Alison is one."
"I...I...okay," Hanna looked down at her feet, it was so embarrassing to do this, but it was better than disappointing Mona; the dark-skinned cutie was so sexy she'd have a new, and possibly better, girlfriend by the weekend. Anyway Hanna didn't want to admit it, but there was a slight touch of hotness about showing her ass and plug; it must be the thought of her ex-friend seeing it, not her Mom.
"Sorry Mona," the blonde turned and pulled up her short skirts. A small round hook stuck out from between her round cheeks, all of the plug that was visible as the rest was firmly implanted in her hole.
"What do you think?" Mona said, and Hanna knew she was talking to Alison; the two teen tops bonding over fucking.
"It looks a tight fit," said Alison with a laugh, "but it suits her. But does it work? How's her ass after it?"
Mona didn't reply, just walking round to behind her girlfriend. "Hanna keep your cheeks spread." Hanna blushed, but did as she was told. There was a whoosh of air as Mona yanked the plug out, leaving Hanna still bent slightly forward with her skirt round her waist, but now with her open asshole being exposed towards her Mom and ex-friend. One of Mona's hands slid over the cheek, her finger's briefly brushing against Hanna's. "So what do you think? Will you be getting one for Mrs Marin?"
"Call her Ashley, Mrs Marin is too formal for a whorehole like her. MMmnnn, it's definitely left Hanna open hasn't it; she looks ready for it to go straight in."
"It'll depend on the size," said Mona truthfully, "As you can see the plug's only four inches so bigger strap-ons will only go in part-way at first. However, it gives you a good prep and it doesn't take long to get the remainder in, especially with an ass as slutty as Hanna's."
"I see. Ashley what do you think? Should we be getting you a butt-plug?"
"I...I...whatever you want Ali, you know I only want to please," Hanna's mom said submissively.
"If you're not sure why don't you take her for a road-test?" asked Mona, like she was a saleswoman with a commission on butt-plugs.
"Road-test?" Hanna's voice was a little higher pitched than she meant.
Her girlfriend glared at her. "You're embarrassing me," she hissed, in what was supposed be a whisper, but was loud enough for Ali and Ashley to hear, "You said that if I wanted to let other girls fuck you you'd be good with that, now I'm offering Ali the chance to bang you."
"I'm sorry Mona," whimpered Hanna, aghast that she'd so obviously humiliated her girlfriend in public, "Of course, I'd love Alison to test my ass out... I was just..." she tried to think of an excuse. "...worried you'd have nothing to do whilst she's banging me."
"I could watch..." smirked Mona.
"I've a better idea," said Alison, "As Ashley would just be sitting around whilst I butt-banged her daughter, you could fuck her ass as well. You'd like that wouldn't you Ashley?"
"I...yes, I'd like that as long as you do," Ashley replied.
"That's agreed then," smirked Mona, "We're Marin swapping."
Ali looked at Hanna, "Go to your room and get naked. I want you in position for when I come in." She turned to Mona "You want a strap-on? I've got some spares in Ashley's room you can choose from."
"That's considerate" smiled Mona, looking to Hanna like she was Ali's new BFF even though they hated each other, "but Hanna's got one in of mine in her bag. I always get her to carry one with her in case I get horny." She turned to the still sitting blonde, "and didn't Ali just tell you to go upstairs. What are you waiting for? A brass band?"
"Sorry Mona," Hanna blushed, aware that her hesitation was showing up her girlfriend.
A feeling confirmed by Mona's angry irritated snort, "Hmmpf, it's not me you should be apologising to but Ali for not listening to her."
"Sorry Alison," Hanna got to her feet, looking downwards for a moment, not wanting to see Alison's smirk.
Though she could still hear the other blonde's reply, "Apology accepted Hanna, but get that sexy tushie upstairs as I'm wanting to fuck it."
Hanna did as she was told, casting a last look at her Mom, sitting red-faced and silent. Hanna wasn't sure whether she was most embarrassed about the swapping and that she and her daughter had just agreed to be anally banged by each other's girls or that Hanna had been slow and almost rebellious. The teen made a mental note that she'd have to try better, she had to remember she wasn't a dominant, but a submissive and she should be doing everything she was told. That is if she wanted to keep Mona... and she did...
She got to her room, unsure whether to leave the door open or close it. She stood still for a moment, thinking. She could hear the giggling of Ali and Mona as they came up the stairs with her Mom. She began to panic as she realised she'd been given no instructions either way - quickly she shut the door, hoping that it was the right thing to do. Then she began to undress, speedily tearing off her clothing and pushing them under the bed, not wanting to waste time hanging them up as she needed to be in position and ready for Ali when the her ex-friend opened the door; and that could be just seconds away.
It might have been speed, or luck or Alison feeling merciful and slowing down but Hanna was undressed and on the bed, her naked ass pointing upwards towards the door by the time she heard the creak of the handle. The door opened and Alison gave a small titter, "Now, that's what I like to see when I come in a room, ready to fuck Marin ass."
Hanna wiggled it enticingly, "It's yours Alison."
"It's Mona's" Alison corrected her, "I'm just borrowing it."
"Yes," confirmed Hanna.
Ali's hand slid over her cheeks, rubbing at the firm flesh and massaging the rounded rump, "This is so sexy and hot. It really is a case of like mother, like daughter as your Mom has the most fuckable ass as well. Which is good as I fuck it all the time. You know I love slipping on my strap on and sodomising your Mom, ramming my big dildo deep into her most taboo and intimate hole and reaffirming my ownership. I bet Mona likes doing the same to yours, slamming it open and make it hers. Does she?"
"Yes, she does," Hanna replied, she shook in anxious anticipation as Ali's finger slid between her cheeks and over the still not fully closed hole. The blonde must have seen her reaction as she paused the finger there stroking at the hole and just touching the tip of the digit into the tunnel. Hanna bit her lip and tried not to give a little squeak.
"She is a complete anal slut, your Mom," Ali continued, her fingers moving away from the hole and sliding downwards towards the rapidly wettening pussy. "I mean she's just like a total fuckhole, always up for me hammering at her backdoor. I knew as soon as soon as Mona came in that your Mom wanted her strap-on cock in her slutty ass as she's a butt-fuck skank. I bet you're the same aren't you?" The blonde's finger was moving up again, pausing at Hanna's back hole.
Hanna didn't know what to say, she wasn't sure what was even the true answer anymore. Yes she was a total anal slut and she wanted Ali to fuck her, or no, it was something she did with her girlfriend Mona and she only was with Ali because she was being told to. She kept quiet, or as quiet as she could, little whimpers escaping from between her lips as the tip of Ali's finger pressed at the butt-plug loosened rosebud.
She couldn't see Alison's face, but she knew the other blonde would be smirking. That was what Alison did, she mentally overawed the opposition, screwing their mind with her games and Hanna knew that was all she and her Mom were to the teen. Not like her and Mona, that was true, she knew Mona loved her. "You haven't answered," said Ali cheerfully, "Are all Marins butt-fuck whores or just your Mom?" The blonde had removed her finger, pulling apart Hanna's buttocks and was rubbing the toy in the crack between, its smooth rubbing running over Hanna's sensitive hole. The teen moaned and Alison laughed, "Is that an answer? You're moaning for a large dildo in your ass, are you?"
Mona wanted her to fuck Ali, that was the one thing Hanna knew. She didn't know whether she was an anal loving slut or not, though she guessed she was about to find out, but she knew her girlfriend wanted her to fuck the other blonde. She gave a moan, "Yes."
"Do you really want it?" Alison's hands gripped Hanna's cheeks hard, dragging them apart, her thumbs moving to the hole to push and press at it, threatening to rip it open. The teen quivered, perhaps she did want it, certainly her pussy was damp and hot and her legs weak like jelly with anticipation as her tummy looped and rolled, fear of what she was mixing with a lustful need. But doing it with Alison? The queen-bitch who'd bullied and demeaned her for years, culminating in ass-fucking her Mom like a whore... did she need to feel so desperate for her to anally dick her.
"Ohhhh, I want it, please I want it," Hanna moaned. It wasn't cheating if Mona had asked her to do it, but wanting it like she wanted it, that was definitely slut territory. She just hoped that in future Mona would keep her ass filled personally, rather than passing her to Ali. But that was a worry for another day, right now she was on her hands and knees in front of Alison and she needed that cock, "Please Alison fuck my ass."
"Sure thing Hefty," smirked Hanna and rammed the dick in.
Loosened at it was by the butt-plug the tunnel didn't resist the first few inches, allowing the toy to hurtle inwards. It was only as it reached the parts that the butt-plug hadn't opened that the walls began to clamp round the dildo, like boxing ring ropes trying to hold in a hard hit heavyweight. They strained and fought back, but such was the force behind it they couldn't stop the toy ramming down and Ali was only halted as her thighs slapped into Hanna's cheeks. She whooped in pleasure and Hanna let out a squeal of pain, though there was pleasure mixed in there as well, "Aaaaaarrrghhh."
"You are an anal slut, aren't you?" Alison said in a snide tone, "Just here to be fucked like a submissive bottom." She pulled the toy outwards and Hanna moaned as it rubbed over her inner walls. "You're a fuckhole, Hefty, an fuckhole to be fucked, just like your slutty Mom."
Hanna knew she shouldn't lie here and take it, she should say something, tell Ali she was more than just a fuckhole, defend her Mom's honour, say something... anything. But she couldn't. All she could do was grip the bedding and thrust her ass upwards begging Alison to come down again. The blonde obliged, ramming down and in, spearing Hanna's ass with her whole length. Hanna squealed again, as her asshole was stretched and excited at the same time, "Aaaaarrrghhh."
"You dirty skanky, anal slutbag," Ali laughed, "You're loving my strap-on up your butt aren't you. Tell me you do or I'll stop." She was sliding out again.
"I love it, I love you fucking it. I want you to carry on fucking my ass," Hanna cried out, feeling she was betraying everything she loved, her Mom, Mona, herself. But she needed the feel of the dildo in her hole. Alison slammed down again, her thighs smacking at Hanna's cheeks. Hanna squeaked and gasped as the toy ripped into her, stimulating her and making her insides twirl and dance. Alison's hands were grabbing her sides, gripping them so tightly it hurt, and using them to balance as she went in and out. Hanna squeaked again, "Oooohhh, I want you to fuck me."
"Slut," laughed Alison in reply, but she continued to ram at the back hole.
From further down the corridor Hanna could hear the sound of her Mom's cries, through doors left open - deliberately or not, she wasn't sure - as Hanna's girlfriend banged her butt. The Milf's cries were high-pitched and passionate, the thought that they were because her own lover was making her cum made Hanna jealous; though that jealousy was dampened by the butting wrenching slam of her Mom's fuck-partner (Hanna didn't want to think of them as lovers). Alison must have been psychic as she grinned and said, without loosing a beat, "Can you hear your Mom, Hefty, she's so fucking loud when she's fucking. I have to stuff something in her mouth to stop my eardrums being burst. But I don't need to worry about you overhearing us now, do I. In fact, I think it'll be a bigger turn on when I'm fucking her Milfy ass to think of you here in this room finger fucking yourself as you listen. You will be finger fucking yourself won't you?"
"Ooooohhh, arrrrggghhh, yes, yes, yesss!" Hanna said what she thought Alison wanted to hear. She knew she'd be an anal lesbian hooker for now and ever, but she wasn't really going to get off to her Mom being ass-banged in another room. She tried to change the subject, "Fuck me, ram my ass so hard."
"Okay Hanna, you want it hard you dyke dildo hound," said Alison and slammed even more vigorously into Alison's hole so that the blonde teen almost felt that her chute would be split open.



She squealed at the soreness and also with the enjoyment. God, she hated loving this, but love it she did. With Mona most of all, but with Alison as well; trying to ignore that she was being anally ridden by the evil bitch and just trying to enjoy the cock in her ass. But it was impossible to forget it was Alison, the blonde teen keeping up a running commentary of what Hanna was; 'a skank, a butt-fucked whore, a fuckhole. a dirty dyke bitch, a piece of meat on legs with some tits'. As Alison said the last she reached slammed her own body on top of Hanna's back so that her bosoms were rubbing against the teen's back and grabbed at Hanna's own choice pair, gripping them hard and using them like pulleys to drag herself hard and deep into Hanna's back hole. Hanna squealed again and Alison carried on the abuse, "You're a slut, Hefty, I always knew it. I could see that you were a fat, piggy slut. Oink, oink, I'm butt-banging a piggy." She laughed, but Hanna couldn't say that the abuse wasn't even turning her on more, making her pussy wetter and making the orgasms more intense, as if the words were as powerful as Alison's demonic thrusts.
"Oink, oink, slut piggy, I'm fucking your dyke ass. That's what you are isn't it, Mona's little dyke, well not so little perhaps, a fat uggo dyke, who needs rubber dick in her ass like everyone else needs oxygen," Alison laughed.
It was true. Well not the fat bit, she might be a bit podgy still, probably not even that and she was at least moderately beautiful, the stares from the guys at school told her that. But she was Mona's dyke and she needed strap-ons in her ass like others needed to breathe. "I am," she squealed, "I'm an anal nymphomaniac. A slut, a whore."
"A fat piggy whore," corrected Alison.
And like a good submissive Hanna agreed, "A fat piggy whore. Oink, oink."
"Wow, that's good, you're really getting into this, aren't you?" Alison gasped and grunted, panting as she hammered away.
"Fuck me. Fuck my fat ass. Fuck it like I'm a whore, because I am. I'm a slut, a skank, a dirty, dyke fuckhole," squealed Hanna.
"Oh yeah, oh yeah you are a slut," Alison slammed harder, ramming the toy as deep into Hanna's hole as it would reach, expanding her ass like hot gases in a testube until the teen felt she was ready to explode.
"Aaaaarrrghh," Hanna screamed loudly, "Aaaarrrrghhh." She didn't feel any emotional connection to Ali, not like she did to her girlfriend Mona, but the orgasm was atomic all the same. "AAAArrrrghhh," she shrieked, her hands clenching so hard her nails were digging into her palms. "Aaaaaarrrghhhh. Aaaaarrrggghhh." Inside her intensities were looping and her hear hammering like it was trying to escape from her rib cage. "AAaaarrrggghh." The intensity of the pleasure fried at her brain.
There was a popping sound and Hanna could feel cool air entering her asshole as it was suddenly emptied. "Not bad," said Alison, "You're not as anally experienced as your Mom, but just as enthusiastic. it must be a Marin thing. Do you clean as well?"
Hanna nodded. She knew Mona would want her to give the full treatment, to show off to the Alison what a good girlfriend she was. Alison was standing up, leaning gently against the desk, the strap-on sticking out like a weapon. Hanna got up and then down onto her knees in front of the other blonde teen, opening her mouth and without hesitation taking the cock in. She could taste the familiar bitterness, plastic, mixed with her deep ass juice, but she was used to it now and didn't blanche, just closing her eyes and pretending it was something else, with a sweeter taste. Her head bobbed down the rod, slurping and sucking deeply. She heard the door open and the sound of Mona's laugh, "My fuckhole girlfriend, the atm slut."
"She is," Alison said cheerfully back, "I hope you got Ashley to clean yours off."
"She sucked it clean," Mona said, not seeming to mind that Ashley's daughter was in the room, which was fair as Hanna didn't. Well, not much, it was all part of being a good girlfriend for Mona, though she hoped however well her Mom had sucked her lover's strap-on she hadn't cleaned it as well as Hanna would; she didn't want to have to compete with her Mom for Mona's affections. She wondered where her Mom was now? If she opened her eyes would she be draped round Mona lovingly. Hanna's cheeks went red at the thought and she sucked Alison's strap-on deeper, hoping it would remind Mona what a super girlfriend she was.
"Where is the Mom-slut?" asked Alison. Hanna felt relieved that at least she wasn't arm in arm with Mona.
"She's just making us some cold drinks," said Mona, "If you're thirsty..."
"I'll just finish here and be right down," said Alison. She grabbed Hanna's head and pushed her forward so that the toy was pressing at the back of the blonde teen's throat, "Clean it properly skank. Don't go half-cocked on my cock."
Hanna swallowed the dildo as deep as she dared without choking, even so she still felt herself gagging, making the dildo tremble in her mouth and covering it with more bile. Alison seemed satisfied as she didn't push her any deeper, just keeping her head in place so that Hanna could hardly move back as she slurped and sucked. Suddenly, as quickly as it been pulled out of her ass, it was out of her mouth. The blonde teen sat on her knees, gasping in oxygen and letting the saliva drip from her mouth as Alison looked down at the spit soaked toy. She tutted, "I suppose it'll do. Though if this is the best you can give..." She let the words hang, but Hanna mentally supplied her own, '... Mona's just got much better from your Mom.'
She was about to dive back down and start doing a better job, to show Alison she was a great cock-sucker and could she please remind Mona of that, but the other blonde was already turning away, "I'm thirsty, I hope your Mom has the drinks ready." She turned and walked down the hallway. Without instructions Hanna remained where she was for a minute, before deciding she was probably wanted downstairs. She got up and went down.
A naked Mona was already seated, on the nicest sofa a fruity (probably non-alcoholic) cocktail in her hand. She passed a second one to Alison and the blonde took a seat beside her, like Mona her strap-on was sticking up, making it look like she had a perpetual hard-on. Hanna looked around for her own drink, she couldn't see anything but a couple of glasses of water on the table next to her Mom, on the smaller sofa. "Umm," Hanna said, not wanting to ask anything and appear dumb in front of Mona.
Her girlfriend understood and gave her a smile, "Han, your Mom made cocktails for me and Ali as we're guests. She poured you a glass of water, wasn't that kind?"
"Er, yes," Hanna picked up the glass and took a sip.
"Han," Mona said sternly, "Aren't you forgetting something?"
"Thank you," Hanna said to her Mom, blushing at who knew what.
"You should give her a quick thank you kiss," giggled Mona. "Just on the forehead."
This time Hanna knew why she was going red as she leant over her naked Mom, her own bare breasts swinging just inches from Ashley's eyes and quickly pecked her, before standing up and moving a few feet away to stand against the fireplace. Mona and Alison sat relaxed, their eyes moving between the naked Marins.
"So did you enjoy Ashley?" asked Ali as if the Milf wasn't there.
"Mmnnn yeah, very slutty," giggled Mona, "What did you think of Han? Was the butt-plug a help?"
"She's a total skank, isn't she? I bet even without the plug you can get the dildo balls deep in her dirty little whorehole without any complaints... not that it wasn't helpful getting a head start with it."
"Han's an anal nymphomaniac," confirmed her girlfriend, "If I wasn't keeping her on such a tight leash and fucking her butt regularly, I'm sure she'd been going round offering it to every girl in senior year."
"Ashley's the same. Though thinking about it, perhaps that's how I'll be voted Homecomings Queen... 'girls, you can butt-bang my lezzie lover if you vote for me'." Alison giggled and Hanna cast a quick look at her Mom. Ashley was sitting there unmoving but her cheeks were red and burning.
"You'd get my vote," Mona said nodding, "She's one hot, slutty fuckhole. Exhausting though, I'm pooped..."
"I was just about to ask if you wanted to swap back and bang our own skanky fuckhole," said Alison.
Hanna almost jolted upright at words, she lived for Mona banging her and whilst she do anything for her, the thought of the dark-skinned sex-machine thrusting into her was enough to start making her wet again. She quickly glanced at her Mom, if she hadn't been naked she'd have looked so prim and proper sitting their with her hands crossed on her lap, but Hanna thought there was a hint of desire on her face as well as she thought of being banged by Alison.
"In a little while, once I get my breath back," said Mona, disappointing Hanna.
But she ought to have known Alison long enough to realise 'no' was not a word that anyone ever used to her. The blonde grinned, wicked like a very sexy witch about to dump a plump baby in a boiling cauldron, "You need to be re-energised then... would a lesbian floor show do it?"
Hanna blushed, she knew Mona would like that, she just wondered if she'd be made to stay and watch or whether Mona would let her leave the room as Alison banged her Mom. Mona was grinning, which suggested not. "That'd work," said the brunette, licking her lips as she looked over Hanna and her Mom, "So Han you up for some sexy action with Ashley?"
It took a second for Hanna to realise what was being said. Her Mom must have been quicker off the mark as whilst Hanna was still frowning in confusion she let out a quickly stifled yelp of horrified shock. Alison was grinning, "Sounds like an plan Ashley, what do you say?"
"I... I... she's my daughter..." Ashley replied blushing.
"I know. That's what would make it ultra-sexy, the two of you making out, tit to tit, pussy to pussy," Alison grinned. "I think Mona's idea is great."
"Please, Alison, no, it's wrong," Ashley said beseechingly.
Alison shrugged, "If that's how you feel me and Mona better get going, no point hanging around for nothing is there?"
"No!" Hanna was surprised at her own vehemence. She looked at her Mom, "We'll do it, won't we Mom?"
Ashley was flushed red, but she nodded, "Yes, I mean if that's what Alison and Mona want?" She looked at them as if she hoped they'd shake their heads, but the two dominant young teens were looking too lustful for that to be likely. Reluctantly Ashley stood up, motioning for Hanna to do the same. The teen did so as slowly as she could. Despite her agreement to do it, she wasn't any more enthusiastic than her Mom, but she realised if she wanted to be Mona's girl she was going to have to do things that her lover liked; and if that included a floorshow with her Mom so be it.
"Start off gentle," instructed Alison, "Just kissing."
"But make sure you use tongues," added Mona.
Hanna faced her Mom. After a brief pause she leaned in, meeting her Mom half way. Their mouths opened together and they slid at each other mouths, their hands hanging uselessly by their sides. Alison noted that and quickly added a further injunction, "Place your hands on each other hips, so you don't look like dummies."
Hanna moved her hands as her Mom moved hers. Once on she kept them in place, not moving them up and down sensually as she often would do. Her eyes closed, she hoped Mona and Alison would think it sexual and hot, especially if she carried on munching with her mouth, and not the real reason - that if she kept them closed she was constantly reminded the woman she was making out with was her own Mom.
"Go for it you pair of sluts," hooted Mona.
"Get those tongues down each others throats," giggled Alison, "I want to see them fighting for control."
"Yes, kiss harder, like you're really in to it," Mona laughed as the two Marins followed their lover's commands, thrusting their tongues together and in, their mouths moving as they slurped and sucked and tried to encase the other's lips. As they kissed more vigorously and deeper their bodies came together closer, until Hanna could feel her Mom's tits rubbing at her and knew her own were bouncing under her Mom's. She kept her eyes closed, trying not to see in her mind's eye what she could feel against her skin, the nipples hardening, the touch of her Mom's hands on her waist. She knew it was just a natural reaction to being touched, but she felt guilt as her pussy began to become wetter. She hoped Mona and Alison didn't notice.
"You dirty skanks," laughed Alison, "How does it feel making out with your own flesh and blood?"
"They're loving it," Mona laughed as well, "I can tell."
"They are, I bet they slut off with each other all the time when no-one's around," added Alison.
"If we're careful they'll be butt-fucking each other like crazy and we'll be redundant," agreed Mona.
Never that, thought Hanna, she needed her girlfriend, needed her to bang her regularly and make her feel like a woman, otherwise, despite what she and Alison were saying, she'd never have even thought about swapping tongue with her Mom.
"Ashley, feel Hanna's pussy - see if you're making the little dyke wet," ordered Alison with a laugh.
Her Mom's hand slid down and rubbed against her pussy. As soon as her Mom started to move it back (which was within seconds of placing it there) Alison laughed out another command, "Keep it, there, rub that slit good, make her nice and juicy like she's a whore you've picked up."
"A daughter whore," giggled Mona, "Han you need to return the favour, play with your Mom's pussy as you make out."
Sliding her hand down Hanna connected with her Mom's hole, the one she'd come out of eighteen years before. It was smooth and wet, her Mom obviously as turned on as Hanna was and, she hoped, as disgusted with herself. The two teens on the couch were lapping it up however, and that was what mattered. "Finger fuck her Han."
"Oh God, Mona, look at my fuckhole's face, she's loving getting fingered by her daughter."
Hanna went red, but continued to finger her Mom's cunt, knowing that stopping before she was told wouldn't impress Mona. Nor from the way her Mom's tongue moved at hers, would it impress her Mom. She just hoped the Milf's reactions were as automatic as hers, her actions out of her control and just the natural response to having a finger in her pussy. rather than she was being turned on by Hanna. Even so she slammed harder.
"Go on Ashley, stick your finger in that whorehole in front of you," squeaked Alison.
Hanna nearly bit down on her own and her Mom's tongues as the digit slid into her. It seemed almost immediately to find her spot, making her legs shake and her stomach jump. Mom or not, it felt so good and hot, her pussy soaked with lust, almost vibrating in pleasure.
"You dirty skanks, you're just a pair of pussy whores," squeaked Mona in excitement and Hanna couldn't disagree.
"You think it'd be hot if they sixty-nined?" asked Alison.
"Really hot," laughed Mona. "You heard her, get on the floor, you on the bottom Han, Ashley on top and lick those wet cunts."
Hanna opened her eyes, to see her Mom was as red as Hanna was, both Marins flushed with embarrassment. But neither hesitated, Hanna lying herself on the floor, her legs opening and her Mom getting down her face between them and her own pussy over Hanna's face. Hanna's mouth opened and her tongue flicked out at the same time as she felt her Mom's running over her own twat.
"Lick out," cried Alison in excitement, "Eat those wet cunts."
"Tongue those holes, skanks," Mona laughed.
Hanna licked and lapped at the soaking slit above her, tasting the warm sweet liquid that was coating the lips and the tunnel walls between them. Her Mom's body vibrated above her, her larger tits rubbing at Hanna's stomach as her tongue slapped into the teen's cunt. Hanna couldn't help her hands moving to her Mom's butt, she told herself it was to make sure Mona was pleased with her performance and to help the two of them balance. But she was unable to explain why it felt so good to caress her Mom's butt cheeks as she tasted her front hole's juice; it must just be her body running on its own, not caring who it was eating and who was eating it.
"Look at those sluts, Ali, they're really tonguing those twats."
"They're the biggest whores in Rosewood," Alison laughed back, "I bet your energy levels are zipping up."
"It is amazing how watching sexy Mom and daughter skanks sixty nine each other can help you recover that mojo," giggled Mona.
"Shall we fuck some ass again?" Alison smiled.
"Oh yes, lets," Mona laughed before turning to the licking Marins, "You two stay in position and keeping cleaning each others cunts; a good ass-pounding isn't an excuse to slack off Mommy-daughter pussy slurping."
Hanna had been hoping that she'd have been able to stop and that Mona would take her upstairs to her room and butt-bang her in private. But, it could be worse, Mona could have been too tired to fuck her, or as a total nightmare, being so impressed by fucking her Mom she'd throw Hanna over for the chance of a more mature anal fuckhole. She briefly contemplated how quickly Mona and Ali had moved from mortal enemies to their current friendliness. If it had just been Ali she'd have put it down to some devious plan of the blonde, but Mona wasn't the type to put in place complicated conspiracies. It must just be that after years of hating each other the two tops had discovered in each other a kindred spirit; one with the same hunger for butt-fucking.
Her thoughts were cut short as Mona came in behind her, the dark-skinned top lifting Hanna's butt cheeks so that they were resting on her thighs at the same time as she pushed down Ashley's head deeper so that the Milf was deep in her daughter's pussy. Even though her eyes were closed Hanna could feel that her Mom was being penetrated by Alison as her licks got quicker and more intense and she started to shudder and vibrate. To her horror and embarrassment it made her own cunt hotter and hornier, turned on by the vigorous slam of her Mom's tongue.
"MMmnnn, well opened Hanna ass, I'm going to enjoy this," said Mona and pushed the dildo into Hanna.
The blonde started as it pushed in. No matter how loose she was (and with the butt-plug and Ali she was as gaping as she'd ever been) it still shocked her the first time the dildo entered, like it didn't belong. She screwed her eyes tighter shut and continued licking her Mom, knowing she would within seconds get used to the dildo. And she did; moments later the toy felt so right - as if having Mona's strap-on slide in and out of her ass, deep down the hole, was what her back passage had been designed for. She could hear Mona giggle as she sped up the pace, whilst still pushing Ashley's face down into her daughter.
"How's yours Ali?" she asked.
"Ohh, oooohhh. God, Mona, she's as hot and bangable, you did a really good job on prepping her," Alison said.
"You as well. Han's always an anal slut, but she's double it at the moment," Mona said back, "We ought to get them together like this more."
"Oh, yes, I swear they love nothing more than having their butts filled as they lick each other's wet twats like the dirty whore skanks they are," Ali laughed.
The two tops went silent again, apart from little grunts of exertion, as they hammered at the two Marins, slamming the toys deep into the anal passages of them both. Hanna carried on licking at her Mom, until her tongue, and then she licked some more. All the while her Mom's tongue was ramming at her hole, sliding over and in the slit, combining with the ass-fucking to make Hanna's toe's curl and her insides flutter. The vibrations from the butt-banging shot through her, her bouncing Mom's swinging tits scraping at the teen's belly with every brutal, vigorous thrust from Alison.



Suddenly her Mom's vibration ceased and Hanna felt something hard, wet and sticky being slapped into her face. "Open up and suck it," Alison sniggered, "There's a slut."
Hanna opened her eyes. The first thing she could see was the top of her Mom's pussy, dripping with cum and saliva. Seconds later she felt another smack on her forehead and she pushed her head back. Alison had removed the strap-on from Ashley's ass and was pushing it towards Hanna's face. She grinned at the teen blonde, "Open wide and suck it."
Hanna paused, but Mona was quick to confirm that she wanted her lover to do as Ali said, "You heard her Han, clean her cock."
Rolling her head backwards as far as it could go Hanna gave a sickly smile and opened her mouth. Ali didn't waste time with pleasantries or thank yous, just going forward and pushing the dick between Hanna's lips. The submissive teen slurped and sucked off it, she could taste the bitterness of her Mom's anal juices and as much as she tried to ignore them it was impossible to imagine it was anything but her Mom's butt, especially as she could see it above her. She tried to close her eyes, but Alison pushed the dildo deeper into her mouth, "Open your eyes, Hanna, how are you going to suck and slurp with them shut?"
There was no answer to that so Hanna kept them opened as she sucked up and down the toy cleaning it. After a minute Alison pulled the toy out, grinning as she took it in one hand and reinserted it in Ashley's butt, "Look Ashley, Han's relubed my dick for your ass. Isn't she the perfect daughter?"
Without being told Hanna knew she was supposed to be licking her Mom again now her mouth was free. She brought her lips and tongue up and began to munch as her Mom began to shudder and shake from Alison's re-enegerised fucking. The two Marins rubbed against each other as they were fucked back and forth.
"Pop," giggled Mona as she pulled her strap-on out of Hanna's ass. "There you are Mrs Marin, suck it up."
Hanna felt her Mom's mouth lift from her pussy and the sound of her slurps merged with the slap of Ali's thighs against the Milf's butt. "She's a great cock-sucker," the dominant blonde said not pausing in her pounding, "after I've given her a butt-banging there's little Ashley enjoys more than a little ATM action."
"I'm noticing," laughed Mona, "It's a real case of like mother like daughter." So saying she pulled the dick out of Ashley's mouth and placed it back in its proper place in Han's hole.
The two tops continued to pound, laughing and giggling, as they did so. Several times they'd take the dildos out of their girlfriend's backhole and make the other Marin clean and lube them up. Hanna quickly got into a practiced sucking routine, even if she still hated the taste, it was still better than lapping her own Mom's cunt - she would never stop finding that humiliating - even if she didn't consider stopping, not even for a brief moment. But even if she disliked what she was having to do with her mouth, the pleasure her ass was receiving made it worth it. And she couldn't deny the tongue in her pussy was blissful as well - if she tried to ignore the tongue belonged to her Mom. Her insides cooked and her body trembled and shuddered as she came again and again; above her she could tell from her Mom's vibrations that the fake cock and teen tongue was also doing for her.
"Whew, I am totally, like, pooped," Mona said pulling the dildo out and giving it to Ashley for one final clean.
"Me as well, but in a good way, "Alison said, withdrawing her own toy, "Open wide Hefty, eat on this..."
Hanna did as she was told, encasing the thick rubber between her lips and moving them up and down the hard shaft.
"Worth it," said Mona.
"Oh yes, definitely. Now I know you and Han are fucking we should do this more often, swap them as well."
"I'd be up for that," said Mona. She giggled, "Though who would have imagined we'd bond over analising our dirty slutty whore fuckholes."
Honestly Mona, if I knew you loved dyke ass as much as I did I'd have made friends with you in kindergarten, not waited until senior year." Alison said. She pulled the rubber dildo out of Hanna's mouth, "We ought to take a souvenir."
"Good idea," giggled Mona. "Okay, Han, Ashley, the two of you stand up and face the wall. That's it. Put an arm round each other's waists and with your spare hand pull at your outside buttock." Hanna did as she was asked, exposing her gaping hole. "Mona and Ali giggled and there was the snap of camera phones. "Turn your heads and smile." laughed Mona.
Hanna did, forcing a happy beam on her face, instead of the humiliated rictus grin she'd have otherwise had. standing a few feet behind them stood the strap-on equipped naked Mona and Ali. They were holding their phones at arms length, snapping away at the two Marins holding each other and their well-used butts. "Say cheese," grinned Ali and took another photo.
*
Standing in the apartment that doubled as the A-Team's HQ Melissa Hastings admired the latest addition to the wall of photos. It was the Marins, naked together. In the frame below was the engraving, "Ashley and Hanna Marin butt fucked" and from the size of the wide gaping holes that was an understatement, both had been so well pounded that their anal chutes were like caverns.
Melissa turned from the photo towards the two implementers of the gaping, "You look like you had fun." She wasn't jealous, she knew she'd get her turn and it was important that the team never let anything get anything as petty as who got to pound a particular fuckhole in the way of their camaraderie and closeness.
Alison and Mona both nodded, "We did," said Mona.
"I still can't believe that you managed to get them to swap," admitted Melissa.
Alison shrugged, "I was confident," she said with a touch of arrogance.
"I thought we'd get them to swap, but truthfully I thought they'd say no to going all lesbo on each other," said Mona, "But a few words from us and they not only do a make-out session but all the way to a sixty-nine."
Alison shrugged again, "I learnt a lot when I was away from Rosewood."
Melissa grinned, "Sounds like your 'kidnapping' paid off."
"For us all," said Alison with a smile.
Further conversation was interrupted by a knock at the door. Melissa walked over and opened it.
In stepped a visibly irritated Ella Montgomery. She looked round the three A-team members, "Hello girls..."
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Ella Montgomery entered the HQ of the A-team, a frown of irritation across her attractive features.
"You're late" Melissa Hastings said and then aware that it sounded like an accusation and noticing her fellow team member's storm cloud expression added in a softer tone "Tough day at school?"
The teacher and founder of the A-team nodded and strode over to the pictures, admiring the recent addition of Hanna and Ashley Marin standing together with their gaped open ass holes. Melissa, Mona and Ali waited silently for a moment as Ella gave a small smile as she looked at the photos and then a shrug as if her problems were inconsequential compared to the team's mission to fuck sexy bottoms. She turned back away from the pictures and took a seat on the couch, next to Alison, who was trying her best to look sympathetic - and almost managing it.
"It's your younger sister, Melissa," said Ella exasperatedly, "Giving her the answer is never just enough, she always wants to push it. I spent ten minutes trying to convince her that 1984 is a left wing criticism of Stalinism and she spent the whole time arguing back that it's a more general critique of bureaucracy and Government. If I said something was black, she'd argue it was just a light form of grey. I wouldn't mind if she did it in class, but she waited until the bell had gone before button-holing me at my desk."
"She needs reminding you're the teacher," said Mona sympathetically.
Melissa thought her younger sister needed more than that, but it was Ella who put it into words, snorting, " She needs butt-fucking. I mean she's so obviously a dyke fuckhole," she looked at Melissa, slightly reddening as she remembered she was talking about her friend's younger sister.
Melissa shrugged, "I'm not arguing, if ever a girl needed a cock up her ass it's Spence. I'm her sister and I think she needs to know her proper place, her head between an A-teamer's legs and her cheeks spread for another. But is she ready?" She looked at Alison the master manipulator, who almost seemed to be able to read minds and then open them so that they flowed in a way their submissive owners had never consciously considered.
It was Mona who answered with a smile, "Oh she's ready and I've been thinking of a plan... that is if we don't mind Ella breaking her in and by breaking in I mean banging her virgin butt."
"Oh I don't mind," Ella said with a smile. She looked at Melissa.
The older Spencer sister nodded, "No, I'm okay with that as well." Then she smiled, "In fact I'd love to hear about how my goodie-goodie sister is going to be made in anal whore."
"Here's my plan..." said Mona and began to go through it. Like many of Mona's plans, the core was good, but the details ill-thought through. Luckily Melissa had the forensic skill to see them and dissect them, throwing the problems to the rest of the group to solve. The four A-teamers talked and schemed for hours, but by the time they broke up they all knew Spencer's time as a heterosexual anal virgin was at an end.
And all it would take was Ella's red pen...
*
Spencer stared down at the paper, looked up just to check she hadn't fallen asleep and was having a nightmare, and then looked down again. It was her paper all right, her carefully argued and immaculately typed English essay of a quality most Yale graduates would envy; erudite, witty and above all correct. And there in the corner in red pen, circled as if for emphasis was an E. Not even a B+, which was the lowest she'd ever had (and she was on prescription drugs at the time), nor even a C or a D, which was what her friend Hanna normally got, but an E - a grade reserved for the dumbest of the dumb. She looked up at Ella Montgomery's retreating back as she passed the marked papers to the rest of the class. "Mrs Montgomery, I think there's been some mistake with my grade."
"I don't think so," said her friend's Mom. She turned and walked back to Spencer's desk, leaning over to look down at the paper as if she was checking what she had said was true, Then she straightened up, "No, there's no mistake. I've graded the paper with the mark it deserved."
"But..." Spencer knew it was worth more than that and was about to argue.
Mrs Montgomery made a gesture which said that she wasn't in a listening mood, "Spencer, we have to get on with the lesson. If you want to discuss the poor grade I've given you can see me after school." Spencer went red at the collective gasp that went round the room that she'd been marked as less than perfection. She gave a brief nod, deciding this was not the moment to argue, but equally convinced Ella Montgomery had made a mistake in the grading and that Spencer would need to persuade her of the error of her ways.
The rest of the day seemed to drag, the other classes Spencer had been too simple for words and seemingly designed just to make the day longer. As soon as the final bell rang she was out of her seat and striding towards Mrs Montgomery's classroom. It was empty, but all of Ella's books were still sitting on the desk, suggesting the teacher hadn't left. Spencer waited as outside the room the school emptied, the corridors clearing and the parking lot becoming denuded of both students' and teachers' cars. Just when Spencer was starting to think that she was, for once, wrong and Ella Montgomery had left for the day the classroom door opened and in stepped her friend's Mom.
Spencer immediately wondered if the reason Ella had been away from the classroom was that the divorced Mom was preparing for a date. She'd changed from her formless slacks to a shorter skirt which went half-way up her thighs, her sensible shoes replaced by knee length leather boots and her blouse with a sweater so tight Spencer could see the nipples. If so, the guy was in for a treat - Spencer wasn't a lesbian like her friend Emily, though if she had been she'd have been impressed. However date or no date Spencer wanted to get her grade put up to its proper place, an A- at the least. "Mrs Montgomery you said to come to see you about my essay and the grade."
Ella didn't answer straight away instead taking her seat behind the desk and pushing the chair a few inches back to allow her lovely legs space to cross, the skirt riding up a bare thigh. "I did. I was thinking about going to your parent's direct, but I've decided to give you a chance first - though if I don't see an improvement I'll have no choice."
This wasn't what Spencer had expected, she had thought Ella would quickly accept her mistake and up her grade, not talk about going to her parents. She quickly moved back into the attack, "Mrs Montgomery, you know this essay wasn't E grade material it was at least A. No-one else has done the depth of research."
"No, Spencer, it was sloppy, poorly written, with out of date and discredited ideas, I was reading your essay directly after Alison's and the difference in them was telling. For a smart girl you seem to be incredibly lazy and slack in your school work."
Spencer blushed; it was unfair, she thought, she had worked hard on that assignment. But more wounding was the fact that Mrs Montgomery believed Alison's had been better; there had always been a rivalry between the two girls, but it had become exacerbated now she'd come to realise Ali wasn't her friend but a girl who'd get A+ for being a bitch. She was about to protest more, when Ella held up a hand stopping her, "I don't want any excuses Spencer, what we need to think about now is where we go from here."
"I could redo it?" suggested Spencer.
There was an abrupt shake of Ella Montgomery's head, "If it was only this essay I'd agree. But we both know its more than that. I've been looking over your past work with a more critical eye, I've been marking too high - it's my own fault, you're Aria's friend and also I remember how bright your sister was and that may have influenced my marking. If I'd been marking properly I think you'd be bouncing around a D average."
Spencer's head swam, one essay was bad enough, but all her work.... She opened her mouth and closed it. Luckily, as Ella hadn't finished, "And there's your behaviour in class. Inattentive, argumentative, disruptive...."
Spencer seriously wondered if she'd wandered into an alternative universe where her alter-ego Spencer was everything she wasn't. She was the best student in the whole class, listening intently, never speaking unless she had something constructive to say and always first with her hand up for an invariably correct and well argued answer. How could Ella think otherwise? She looked at the teacher, for once speechless, of all the scenarios she had played in her head, this was one she had never even contemplated.
"So you see," Ella continued, "We have a problem. The question is what do we do about it."
Spencer was still shell-shocked and silent, but seeing that Mrs Montgomery was looking at expecting an answer she managed to mumble, "I don't know."
The pretty Milf teacher sighed, "That's the attitude I've come to expect from you Spencer, an 'I don't care'. You've been able to get by on being lackadaisical and lazy in school, but this is your final year. If you're lucky enough to get into a college tutors there won't be letting your poor quality work slide through, and as for if you need to get a job..." She didn't complete the sentence.
Spencer blushed red, "I'll try and improve," she said, though she wasn't sure how.
Ella shook her head despairingly, "I'm sure you will, for about five minutes, before letting your work slip again. That's the truth and there's little I can do about that, at least nowadays."
"What do you mean, now? Was there something you could have done? Am I too late?" Spencer could feel herself close to panic; she hadn't even known there was a problem with her work and if it hadn't been so life-destroying she'd have thought it ironic that there had been a solution that she had missed.
"I don't mean something recent, but more that whilst much of teaching has moved on, we've lost something about how to deal with poorly performing students. Now we can only tell you off, but it used to be we could physical chastise poor students..."
"Did that work?" Spencer asked.
"Mostly not, but with a few students it did. It made them realise they were going down the wrong path and righted them again," Ella shrugged and made to stand up from her desk, "It doesn't matter, spanking isn't allowed."
"Please, please, can we try it," Spencer said in desperation. There was opening, a way to get her work back on track and she wasn't going to get the law get in her way; she just had to talk Mrs Montgomery, Ella into doing it. It would be humiliating, she was sure, and possibly painful, depending on how hard the teacher smacked her, but it was a lot less bad than failing to get into college and ending up selling Big Macs and fries.
Mrs Montgomery looked shocked, "Spencer..." she snapped abruptly, her tone angry.
She shouldn't push she knew, but Spencer also knew that failing wasn't an option - no Hastings in living memory hadn't got into a top college, grandparents, parents, uncles, aunts, cousins, her sister... Whilst she couldn't see how an old fashioned spanking would help she had to try, or be a loser. "Please Mrs Montgomery... Ella," the teen wasn't above emotional blackmail reminding the teacher that she had known her since Aria was small.
Ella pursed her lips, "I shouldn't have said. It probably won't work."
Life was so unfair, thought Spence. She clenched her hands tightly into fists as she put every ounce of energy she could gather into her pleas, "Mrs Montgomery, can we give it a go. I want to do better, I don't want to be getting E's and if spanking will help..." Ella didn't say anything, but, from her expression, was at least considering it. Spencer didn't allow her any let-up, "I want to be spanked. I want my bottom to be thrashed until I squeal. I want to be good."
There was another silence, only for a few seconds, but to Spencer it seemed longer, before Ella spoke, "You know what you're asking is illegal. If anyone found out I'd be fired... at best."
"I won't tell anyone," said Spencer.
"If I do this, and I'm not saying I will, I won't be giving you a few light slaps on your bottom it would be a proper punishment, whipping you so hard you'll be sobbing." Ella spoke quietly her eyes on Spencer's face as if she was expecting the teen's expression to tell her something the young Hasting's words wouldn't.
Keeping her features in tune with her words Spencer nodded, "Yes, Mrs Montgomery. I understand. It won't work if it's not a proper thrashing."
The older woman sighed, "Okay Spencer. Go and shut the door and pull down the blind. Make sure it's locked as well."
Spencer almost skipped over to it, doing as she was instructed. In the few seconds it took her to do that and turn around Mrs Montgomery had moved her chair backwards from the desk so that there was a couple of feet of space between them. The teacher sat down and patted her thigh rapidly, "Over my knee Spencer."
Spencer quickly did as she was told. It felt strange having of her stomach resting on her friend's Mom's legs, but it felt vaguely right, almost comfortable. She waited for the spanking to begin. It didn't start, instead there was a cough from Mrs Montgomery, "Spencer if I wanted to mark my hand with your denims I'd have said so."
"Mrs Montgomery... do you mean?..." Spencer wasn't exactly sure what the teacher meant.
However Mrs Montgomery soon made it clear, "Yes, Spencer, pull down your jeans and your panties as well. Spankings need to be on bare bottoms, otherwise they're not going to do anything."
Spencer stood up, blushing. She turned away from the teacher as she fiddled with her jean buttons, all the time aware the older woman was looking at her. Perhaps the humiliation was part of the punishment, another spur to do better. If that was so she should have pulled them down to her ankles or kicked them of altogether, but she couldn't face being bottomless and over her teacher's knee so she just pulled them down to the top of her thighs. She turned back and waddled to Ella's knees, glad that her blouse tail covered her naked pussy. Slowly she lowered herself over the teacher, her head dropping down and her ass raising up.
"That's better," said Ella. For a moment Spencer could feel the older woman's hands caressing her cheeks, almost like she was playing with them. But before Spencer could fully think through the ramifications of that her teacher had raised her hand.
And then she brought it down.
With force...
"Yooowwww!" Spencer gave a cry, as much of shock as pain. It did hurt, more than she had expected, Ella must have put some strength into it. But it wasn't agony, not like ripping a nail or stubbing a toe, more like banging face first into a door. And it was embarrassing like that as well, as if she walked headfirst into one and bounced back in front of a room full of laughing students. The fact that there was only her and teacher and Mrs Montgomery wasn't laughing didn't stop Spencer blushing.
"Oooowww!" she gave another squeal as Ella's hand came down again, making her butt cheeks wiggle and dance. She hated this; it was humiliating enough to be over the older woman's knee with her ass getting tanned, that it was naked and exposed made it even more so. In fact the only thing worse would be the sniggers of the class as they'd heard of her grades. The thought of sitting in the corner wearing a dunce's cap kept the teen in position.
"Yoooucchh!" Ella's hand came down for the third time in as many seconds. Spencer felt her ass cheeks glowing, her face cheeks as well - possibly for different reasons. It didn't help that the position Ella had her in meant that the blood was rushing down to her head, making her dizzy and light-headed. There was another slap, as hard as before on her buttocks and Spencer squeaked out another cry. Face down, butt up meant she couldn't see them coming and it was hard to say anything, sure she could open her mouth and speak, but only to the floor - and why would Mrs Montgomery listen to that? The teen gritted her teeth, opening them again as a fifth slap spanked across her ass.
'Smack, smack, smack," Ella's hand ricocheted down in a series of ultra-quick slaps, each one leaving a print on the teen's firm butt. Spencer squealed and squeaked some more, involuntarily shaking one of her legs, like a nerve was jangling. Ella ignored the twitch and brought down her palm again, 'Smack, smack.'
"OOOowww," Spencer squeaked, was that ten or eleven?, she wasn't sure. Nor was she sure how many she was going to get. Did Mrs Montgomery have a set number in mind a dozen or a hundred? Surely her own hand would be stinging soon, it wasn't like she was holding back - Spencer's ass was red and sore, but the teacher's palm would also soon be aching. Was that what she was planning? To spank until she couldn't do any more? Or did she just suddenly hit a magical point when she would know Spence had learned her lesson. Spencer wanted to tell her that if so, she'd learnt the lesson after the first slap - her grades would improve, she knew it. She also knew that Mrs Montgomery wouldn't believe her, Spencer would be here for a while. Another series of slaps wiggled her naked butt - it was over a dozen now, it must be near fifteen or sixteen even. And Mrs Montgomery wasn't stopping, her hand careened across Spencer's ass taking the number of spanks up to twenty. Spencer opened her mouth and squealed again, "Ooooowwww!"
Would the teacher stop at a round number; even if Spencer had miscounted and it was twenty one that might be the time she stopped. 'Slap', Ella's hand pounded down again, there was no sense that she was weakening and Spencer gave another squeal, shaking in humiliation as her buttocks bounced. 'Slap, slap' the palm came down twice more in quick succession, concentrating once on each cheek, hard enough to have left red imprints in the flesh if her round buttocks hadn't already been scarlet. "OOOwwww," Spencer squealed again, the sound as much due to the embarrassment as the pain.
'Slap' once more the hand came down as hard as before, making Spencer jerk. She waited for the next blow.
And waited...
And waited...
The break might have only been a minute, but to Spencer, splayed across Ella Montgomery's legs with her naked, red, ass pointing upwards at her teacher it seemed like it was hours. Had the punishment finished? was that it? Twenty five slaps or twenty six? It might even be twenty seven? Spencer bit her lip, willing it to be so, silently promising to redouble her efforts on her essay for Mrs Montgomery. The silence continued and Spencer wondered if the teacher was waiting for her speak, to say she'd learnt her lesson and would be a model pupil from now on.
She was just about to do so when she felt Mrs Montgomery's hand on her butt again; except this time it wasn't a hard slap, but a slow, gentle caress of the teen's cheeks, moving over the round mound like she was stroking a favourite cat sitting in her knee. Spencer bit her lip harder, unsure what to do. After the hard spanking the soft touch felt good, worryingly sensual. Was her pussy starting to tingle? It was, just a little, a small feeling of horniness, growing as the teacher continued to rub her. Spencer's face went even redder than when Ella had been thrashing her, hoping that the teacher wouldn't notice the arousal. Over her cheek went the brunette teacher's hand, gently, softly, sexily. Spencer's face was burning with embarrassment; she wasn't a lesbian or a sado-masochist, so why was her body betraying her like this? She could feel her cunt was getting wet, not soaking or gushing, but certainly starting to dampen. 'Please, please, please stop', she thought, 'please, please, please don't notice'.



She was out of luck. Mrs Montgomery's hand moved lower, prying apart the top of her thighs to leave a small gap. She slid between it and down towards Spencer's shaven cunt. Her finger moved over it lightly, rubbing over the lips and teasing her tips at the slit between. For a few seconds she remained there, exploring the crease, before she withdrew. "You're wet," Ella said in the same tone she might have said that 'That dress is red'.
If her face hadn't already been dropped down Spencer would have hung her head. "Yes," she said meekly.
"This is so supposed to be a punishment, not a way to connect with your inner sub-dyke," said Mrs Montgomery sternly.
"Yes, I'm sorry," Spencer whined, "It's just..."
Before she could continue she was interrupted "Spencer if I wanted excuses I'd have asked for them. It seems your sloppy attitude isn't just in your school work." Spencer remained silent as Ella gave a sigh, either theatrical or heart-felt, "It seems just a normal spanking isn't enough. I'll have to take it up a gear for it to have any effect."
"Up a gear?"
"Using my hand, as you can imagine, at least if you've been paying attention in physics is going to limit the force I can use. I thought it would be hard enough, but I underestimated your sluttiness." Spencer went red, she'd never thought she was anywhere near a slut, but Ella must be right. That's why she was wet, was it also why she was failing at school - too much time thinking of boys and not enough knuckling down with her studies. Even as Spencer was thinking Ella was continuing to speak, "So if we want this to work, we're going to have to take firmer measures and use a ruler on your ass."
"Yes, Mrs Montgomery." Spencer agreed.
"Yes what? I'm a lesbo slut or I want you to thrash me with your ruler?"
"Both," said Spencer unhappily.
She could feel Mrs Montgomery leaning forward to her desk and hear the scrape of papers and pens being moved across it's surface as the teacher reached for the wooden ruler. Spencer suddenly recalled that she'd never seen her teacher use it, Mrs Montgomery was English not Math and the teen wondered if it was the first time it had been in the brunette's hand since she brought it in. She barely had time to think that this couldn't have been why it had been bought when the straight wooden stick slapped onto her ass. "Ooooowww," she squealed. If the hand had hurt, this was even more so. It was like being stabbed by a needle as opposed to being jabbed with a stick, a sharp, stinging pain making her blink in agony.
"Oooowwwww," Mrs Montgomery wasn't waiting for the pain to subside before she brought the ruler down again; the crack of it against Spencer's flesh sounding like what she imagined a gunshot would be. "Oooooowwww," the teen shrieked again as the short wooden stick smashed across her butt cheeks, perfectly dissecting them. Up went Ella's hand and down again, making no allowance for the fact that she was now gripping an implement compared to her open palm. Pain, flowed through Spencer, and humiliation.
And horniness.
Her pussy wasn't getting any drier, the tingle in it not vanishing, if anything she was getting wetter and the sexual itch was growing. The teen tried desperately to think of something else, early twentieth century legal reforms, but even as she began to formulate 'Oliver Wendell Holmes' in her mind Ella came crashing down, not even leaving Spencer time to remember whether it was the Snr or Jnr she should be thinking about. She tried to think again, to bring her mind away from the thrashing, but there was no chance - the brunette was just so fast, the teacher bringing down the ruler so speedily that it was like lightning. Spencer shrieked out again, rocking in pain, unable to remember what she'd been even trying to think about, the pain and the humiliation almost overwhelming her senses; leaving enough for her horniness but no more.
Ella was silent, not saying a word or grunting, just thrashing down with a brutal determination, leaving Spencer's butt a criss-cross of red lines and purple weals. Tears sprung at Spencer's eyes, forcing her to blink them back, her mouth was continually open and closing as she let out screams and yells. She wasn't even bothering to count how many strokes Ella had made off her bare bottom, there were plenty, she knew that, but they were too fast to count, even if her brain had been capable of doing so. 'Crack, crack, crack' the ruler smashed down. 'Crack, crack, crack.'
Spencer had never realised it was possible to be numb and feel pain at the same time; but that was what was happening. Her ass was agony, sharp stabbing pain shooting from it continuously, but it seemed to be impervious to the new strikes, hardly able to feel them,. She was only aware that the ruler was thrashing against her naked ass from the gunshot sounds and the way Ella's thighs wobbled and her stomach rubbed at Spence's side as her hand came down. 'Crack, crack, crack.'
Water was leaking from her eyes, no matter how furiously she blinked it back. But it wasn't as bad as the dampness in her pussy, her slit leaking out its own liquid with every thrash as if she was enjoying it. Spencer forced her eyes closed, hoping it would soon be over and wondering what she'd do when it was.
There was no warning it was going to stop, no slowing in speed or force, no words. One moment Ella was giving Spencer's bottom her all and the next... silence, stillness, the only movements Spencer's laboured breathing, the only sound her stifled sobs. For moments Ella remained still and silent, the ruler still in her hand, then she moved placing it back on her desk and sliding her other hand over Spencer's battered butt. "That's looking hot," she said, stroking it lightly, "I bet it burns."
Spencer gave a little whimper of agreement, though it had to be said the brunette's fingers seemed to have a cooling touch, dialling down the pain from agonising to merely sore. For a couple of minutes Ella continued to stroke and slide over the bare red buttocks, not saying anything to let Spencer know whether the punishment was over or whether this was just a break before she resumed with even greater vigour than before. Ella's hand suddenly moved to the top of Spencer's thighs, encouraging the teen's legs open. "Let's see if the punishment worked," she said, "if it did, you'll be as dry as a bone; but if you're a slutty dyke submissive you'll have been getting off on it and you'll be soaked."
Spencer blushed, knowing that she should be as arid as Death Valley, but in reality was damper than Florida during a hurricane. Ella's hand was moving downwards further between her legs, slowly, gradually approaching her wet spot. The Milf teacher didn't stroke it as before, but slid a finger in. Spencer gave a squeak and immediately after bit down, forcing her lips together to stop more sounds of pleasure coming from her lips. It was hard as Ella was working the digit in and out, exploring the teen's hole, twisting round as if she was trying to find a dry bit. "You're even more soaking than I thought," she said, and Spencer wasn't sure whether she said it smugly or with disappointment, "You're almost oozing cum; that spanking has left you literally dripping you little dyke whore."
"I'm sorry," Spencer opened her mouth and then let out a little gasp as Ella's finger slid up again, "ooooohh... I mean, I'm sorry, I will do better, I will, you can spank me harder if you don't think it's true. Or I can stay tomorrow after school and you can go again, I promise I won't get turned on and take my punishment properly. Oooooohhh..."
"That's a lie isn't it?" said Mrs Montgomery, "You're so obviously a slut for other women I can't believe I didn't realise it before; spanking won't work with you, it's not a punishment it's a pleasure."
Spencer didn't think that was true; even if did make her wet and horny it was also painful and humiliating; she thought she should mention that, plead with the teacher to thrash her more and teach her a lesson. But before she could speak again Ella gave a small grunt to herself and then spoke, "I may have been looking at this the wrong way. As you're an lesbo fuckhole, who's turned on by being dommed by other women, I shouldn't be thinking of the spanking as a punishment, but the first part of a two step programme - a carrot not a stick. Or rather a toy not a ruler."
"What do you mean?" Spencer asked in confusion as Ella hoisted her up so that she was standing in front of her.
The brunette teacher was smiling. "I was thinking you needed punishment to persuade you to improve, but I think it may be positive reinforcement you need. To be so wet and horny whenever you see me you want to do your best. I think that would work..."
"I... yes... I'm not sure," Spencer realised the teacher was looking at her pussy, barely covered by the front of her blouse. Her hands moved down to give it further coverage, clasping it protectively.
Ella shook her head, smiling, "This will only work if you are a lesbian. Are you?"
Spencer had never been so unsure it her life. She wasn't one, she thought, except standing here with her jeans round her knees and her hands covering her pussy whilst she teacher looked over her with unhidden lust, she suddenly wasn't so sure. The spanking had left her horny and wet, but was that just some weird deviation of her body and if she called Toby he'd set her straight again - literally. Then she remembered the E staring out at her. Her hands slid slowly apart, to hang by her side, leaving the blouse flapping over her cunt. Her cheeks went red, "I guess I may be a little."
"Say it then," Ella smiled.
"I'm a lesbian."
"More than a lesbian, a dirty dyke fuckhole, a serious pussy loving slut."
Spencer gulped, "I'm a dyke slut, a dirty cunt loving fuckhole."
Ella nodded in agreement, "And do you want me to fuck you?"
"Yes, I'm a lesbo slut, I want you to fuck me," Spencer gulped as she said the words, not sure if they were true or not, but unable to stop herself saying them.
Ella's grin got wider. "Remove your jeans," she ordered, "Take them off completely."
Spencer did as instructed, turning away so that the Milf wouldn't see the blush on her face, whilst realising that as she bent down her blouse rode up over her butt cheeks to give Ella another good look at the battered behind. She turned back to face the older woman, resisting the urge to slide her hands back over her cunt to give it more protection that the flap of her blouse. For a few seconds Ella remained seated, here eyes glued to Spencer's midriff; then she stood up and reached under her own skirt, removing her panties and dropping them on the floor. Spencer stared down at them for a second, before switching her site back to Ella as the teacher reached down into her bag and withdrew a series of belts with what looked like a sex-toy attached to them.
"What's that?" the teen asked.
Ella started to slide the contraption up her legs, hoisting her skirt up so that she could buckle it. As she did so she looked at Spencer, smiling, "You don't know? I thought a rampant a lesbo a slut as you would have seen it in the porn videos I'm sure you're always watching. I imagine you fingering your tight little cunt as you watch a hot cutie slam a dirty little slut, always wishing it was you on her hands and knees with it sliding up your ass."
Spencer gulped a little, as she realised Ella had said ass not pussy. She wondered how the older woman was going to fuck her; she'd heard about anal sex, but if you ever did it, it was a birthday gift for a long term lover. From the gleam in Ella's eye and the way she tightened the straps lovingly the teen wasn't sure the teacher thought the same way. She girded her courage, "Where are you going to fuck me?"
"Here, over the desk," smiled Ella,
"I mean, where, in what..." Spencer stopped as Ella stepped forward and put a finger on the teen's lips.
"You're a slutty whore, Spencer, we both know that. You're going to get down on your knees and suck it and then we're going to find out whether you're just playing at being a dyke or whether you're a real submissive."
Spencer nodded silently, allowing her knees to buckle and bend as Ella put her hands on her pupil's shoulder and pressed gently down. The dildo pushed at the skirt, making the material stick out in Spencer's face. She paused for a second, looking back up her teacher, Mrs Montgomery looked confidently down. "You want me to suck it?" Spencer asked. There was no reply, so after a few seconds Spencer pulled back the skirt to reveal the bright blue toy, pointing towards her face. She paused for a second and then opened her mouth, sliding her lips over the plastic and down an inch. Her eyes flicked up, there was a small, satisfied smile on Ella's face, confirmation to the teen that this was she was expected to do. She went down further, opening her mouth wider to take more dick, until it started to feel uncomfortable and then she went up.
There was a pop as she withdrew, spots of saliva dripping down from the toy. She looked up at Ella, "Shall I carry on?"
The teacher replied, "A lesbo dyke wouldn't need to ask..."
Spencer blushed and opened her mouth again, sliding her lips down the toy. It tasted, plastically, not that she expected it to taste like anything else and not like real dick. It wouldn't seep salty semen or suddenly explode down her throat, like Toby's did. and whilst the shape was similar it was less veined and the feel was both more solidly thick and less hard and more pliable. Down she went until she could feel the phallus pushing and sliding across her cheek and towards her throat. She pulled back, but this time not letting it slip out, breathing through her nose and dropping down. In that sense it was very like sucking a guy; and looking up at Ella's face, her previously stern visage replaced by excited anticipation, her reaction was like Toby's as well. A little more dominant, perhaps, as the teacher placed a hand on the back of Spencer's head, guiding the teen's mouth down the cock and controlling how far back she'd drop.
Ella smiled "Mmmmnn, are you a dyke, Spencer? Are you enjoying slurping my strap-on?"
Spencer was. She could feel the hotness in her pussy, the tingle not going away even as she rubbed at it. She went deeper down the cock. Ella's hand pushing her down deeper so that the rubber was pushing over her tongue and threatening to enter her throat. The teen fought the gag reflex. And lost. She choked and coughed, feeling the hot saliva rush up her throat and coat the toy. Ella continued to push at her head, controlling and managing her. " You could stop if you want." the Milf said, "you could force your head back and stop sucking my toy."
That might have been theoretically true; all it would take would be a push of her shoulders and a whip of her neck and the dildo would be out of her mouth. But Spencer couldn't summon the willpower to do that, her body seemed unwilling to listen to her, content to suck the older woman's plastic prick like she was a slut.
"MMmnnn, that's so good. You're pressing the toy at my clit, you're making me wet and hot. You'd go faster if you were a dyke, suck it good."
Up and down Spencer bobbed, her mouth sliding up and down the phallus. She was aware that Ella's hand was keeping her from going to far back, but the speed down was all her own work, Ella just resting her palm lightly on the back of the skull as Spencer shot down. The classroom was filled with the teen's slurps and slobbers, below them faint moans of appreciation from Ella. Faster and deeper Spencer continued, forcing the toy into her throat, her eyes opening and widening, tears springing in them, bile and drool sliding from between her lips and over her chin, dripping down her blouse. Deep sucking the teacher's dick wasn't as humiliating as being spanked, but it was close. And her pussy was reacting the same way, zinging with pleasure and excitement, getting wetter with every thrust forward.
She drove down again, but this time as she bounced up Ella didn't stop her. Confused Spencer dropped her mouth down the did again, slurping it as deep as she dared and then started up. Ella's hand was on her head again, her fingers wrapped in Spencer's hair, tugging her back lightly. The teen took the hint and brought her head all the way up, dropping the dick out of her mouth.
"Stand up," ordered Ella.
Spencer did so. Blushing as she looked down at the dripping plastic dick, sticking out with Ella's skirt draped over it. The teacher grinned, "I think that shows your a dyke. If you were straight there's no way you'd have sucked a plastic cock with so much enthusiasm; it would have been a poor substitute for a real one. But you went for it, deep throating it and sucking it all the way."
Spencer blushed, unsure whether she was being compliment or insulted - or both, or neither. Ella smiled even wider, the teacher's eyes going up and down Spencer's body, the teen in blouse and a with number of buttons from that had come undone, showing her bra. "Now we know you're a dyke, but let's find if you're a whore. I think you are, are you?"
"I... I don't know."
"Turn round," Ella ordered, "Lean face down over my desk with your ass out."
Doing as she was told Spencer leant forward, pressing her body against it so close she could smell the ink stains imbued in the wood and in the paper and exercise books which littered it. For the first time she noticed there was a photo of Aria sitting in a small frame in the corner, her friend looking out with a smile as Spencer prepared to be fucked by her Mom.
Ella moved behind her, her hands starting on the teen's waist before moving down to her buttocks, cradling them and rubbing them, making Spencer wince as she squeezed at the bruises. "You know what I'm planning to do?" asked Ella. She didn't wait for an answer, "I'm going to spread these ass cheeks and introduce your butthole to this dick you've been so busily sucking. Are you an anal virgin?"
Spencer nodded.
"You can stop me any time you like. You can even stop me now before I begin. Just say 'no, I'm straight' or if you can't speak just push back and force me off you."
"Yes," said Spencer, not sure what she was saying yes too.
Ella laughed softly, "But we both know you won't and it's not because you want me to give you high marks, it's because you're an anal slut, a horny dyke fuckhole. I'll tell you what; I'll give you A grades all year whatever rubbish you submit, tell me to stop and you'll get the highest grades off anyone in your year; they'll name you Valedictorian."
Spencer remained silent. Ella's hands were squeezing at the teen's cheeks, slowly pulling apart the sore buttocks, the toy pressing between them, quivering at her virgin rosebud. "Tell me stop, tell me no," Ella murmured, her face inches from the teen's ear, her body over her, squashing her into the desk. "Tell me you're not a slut, who wants to me to anally fuck her."
"Please..." Spencer moaned, then went silent. Ella's toy was rubbing up and down between her cheeks, tickling her hole, rubbing it as the teacher's hand slid over the teen's round cheeks. "Please... I am a dyke. I am a slut. I want it... I want it in my ass."
"MMMnnn, I knew you would," Ella took hold off her toy with one hand, keeping the other on the teenage butt. For a second the toy just prodded at Spencer's butthole and then it was in.
The teen gasped, her eyes widening, tears prickling in them for the third time that afternoon. She'd always imagined anal would be hard and uncomfortable, but now she was getting sodomised she was discovering reality and it was like she'd thought. Her asshole stretched like an elastic band between two fingers, the toy filling it like concrete, seeming to fill every crevice and nook within her, pushing down deeper and deeper. As Ella thrust the teen's tunnel expanded beyond what it was used to, aching uncomfortably as it opened. In some ways Spencer was grateful for the beating her buttocks had taken earlier as whilst having a dildo slide down her ass was sore, it wasn't nearly as agonising as the sharp stings of the ruler on her flesh. And there was a sweetness to it as well, a feeling of pleasure and excitement as the toy stimulated hidden spots.



Ella was moving quicker, thrusting in and out, grunting as she opened the teenager's butthole. Spencer scrabbled at the desk, her fingers hooking over the edges to keep in place. "OOoohhh," she moaned, "Oooooohhh, urrrrhhhh."
"Tell me to stop," grunted Ella in her ear, "Tell me to stop banging you butt."
"Uuuurrrhh, uurrrrhhh," Spencer moaned in reply. Her cheeks were pained as Ella slapped at them, her chute sore and uncomfortable as the thick toy pounded down it, her face was red with the humiliation of being taken anally over the teacher's desk. But she wouldn't have stopped it, it felt so good, the tingles in her pussy graduating to fully fledged waves of lust pouring over her. And even as she flushed with embarrassment she knew that being a slut whore might be humiliating to a high achiever such as her, but it was also what she was. "Oh Mrs Montgomery. I'm a slutty dyke, fuck my ass," she cried, knowing it was true, "Ram my asshole."
"You fuckhole slut, you dirty dyke whore," Ella grunted, hammering deeper and harder, thrusting the toy into the teen's hole. Her hands were under Spencer's body, gripping and squeezing the tits, the knuckles scraping at the wood as Spencer squashed them down, the teen herself rocking down as Ella thrust in and out.
"Tell me to stop, tell me to stop," the Milf dared, not pausing for a second.
"AAArrrghh," cried out Spencer as the orgasm took her, "Don't stop ever, fuck me, bang my ass."
"Slut, whore, fuckhole," grunted Ella. She was all the way into Spencer's ass, deeper than the teen had thought possible. So far in that with each thrust Spencer's pussy wall was vibrating and her clitoris was burning as it was taken from a direction it had never been hit from before. The teen squealed and gasped, making Ella slam harder and faster, her body bouncing up and down on Spencer's driving the teen further into the desk.
A stack of papers fell from the desk, hitting the ground with a crump and a whoosh as they shot across the lacquered floor. Ella didn't stop or pause, continuing to slam it, "Tell me to stop, you whore. I will. I'll stop fucking your slut ass with a word."
Spencer gripped the desk so hard it was a race between what splintered first, the wood or her nails. "Oooohhh, aaaarrrghhh, fuck my ass. I am a slut. I'm a dyke fuckhole. Fill me with that rubber prick. Analise me!"
She had never felt such pleasure or been so fulfilled. It was like being in a heaven, a heaven where she was a submissive slut, her entire day filled with being butt-fucked by attractive, but dominant, lesbians. She screamed again louder, her wails reverberating round the classroom. She just hoped there were no teachers in the classroom next door and that the janitor was elsewhere; otherwise this perfect ass-fucking would be interrupted by banging on the door and demands to know what was going on. Ella didn't seem worried about the risk of being interrupted, pounding hard and fast, grunting loudly and driving the teen to even higher screams of ecstasy.
"AAaarrrghh," another orgasm hit Spencer, made more intense as Ella continued to grunt in her ear, telling her she could stop anytime and interspersing that with descriptions of what the teen was, a fuckhole, a slut, a whore. It was all true and Spencer's body vibrated in pleasure at that knowledge, which had been hidden so deep in her she hadn't even known it existed. Up and down, in and out, pounded the Milf, slamming her dick deep into Spencer's asshole, opening the hole wider and wider and sending Spencer into yet more circles of pleasure. "AAAAArrrrghhh," she screamed again.
When Ella pulled out Spencer was so dazed she wasn't sure whether the Milf had asked her or even if Spencer had accidentally said stop. All she knew was that her ass was aching, her cheeks sore, but that it had been the most intense, pleasurably experience in all her eighteen years. She'd got her 'A' just not what she had expected.
"Pull up your blouse," said Ella.
The still dazed teen did as she was told, lifting it to the small of her back.
"Now reach down to your butt cheeks and pull at them," said Ella.
Spencer continued to obey. It was only as she heard the click of a phone she realised that her teacher was taking a shot of her wide open asshole. She didn't object, she was a lesbo sub and if a domme wanted to snap her well fucked asshole that was okay by her. She remained in situ, gently tugging at the bruised and battered cheeks as Ella continued to snap away.
*
Sitting in her office Melissa Hasting's eyes were continually shifting between the document she was trying to read, the clock on her wall and the phone on her desk. It was well after school had closed and Ella must have made her move. The previous successes had left Melissa confident that the A-team's plan would work, or at least mostly so. But she still wanted the proof. Her eyes moved back to the paper in front of her, her brain understanding the words but not the sentences.
The phone beeped.
She snatched it up, her thumb clawing desperately at the screen to open the message from A1. It was as she suspected, a photo, a teen leant over a school desk, her blouse half-way up her back her buttocks red and purple, a gaping hole between them, with just two word in the message 'Butt fucked'.
Melissa grinned.
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"MMnnnn," Hanna Marin moaned as her tongue slid into her Mom's mouth, their naked bodies pressed together so close it was like they were one. The teen's hand was rubbing at her pussy, massaging at the lips and fleshy wetness.
"That's so hot, girlfriend," from the PC in front of them came the sound of Mona's voice, a little tinny over the speaker, but perfectly audible.
"Fondle her tittie," Alison's voice immediately followed, as clear as fine glass, though she too was speaking over the computer's microphone. "And turn a little round, remember you're on camera."
The two Marins did as they were instructed, sliding their bodies over the bed so that they were directly in the view of the camcorder sitting on top of the computer; Ashley's hand moving up to cup her daughter's tittie as they did so.
"That's so hot, girlfriend," Mona repeated.
Luckily the feed was one way as, whilst Ashley and Hanna were well trained, Ella Montgomery still thought they would blanche if they knew there was incestuous lesbian sex show wasn't for their girlfriends as they believed, but for Melissa and Ella's enjoyment as well as Alison's. The three of them were sitting relaxed on the couch, watching the action on a big screen TV, the three A-team member's panties were down their ankles and they were gently stroking their pussies with their dildos. It was a great bonding exercise. Sure, Ashley and Hanna were a bit wooden, not surprising as neither was really wanting to do it, but they obeyed all the kinky instructions, kissing, licking and touching each other's naked bodies on demand.
Alison picked up the nearest microphone switching it on and speaking, "Hanna, take your Mom's tittie in your mouth and suck it."
She switched it off and picked up her cell-phone, scrolling down a number of recorded messages until she got to the one she wanted. She clicked the microphone on and held the phone next to it, Mona's pre-recorded voice came out of it, "That's so hot girlfriend."
"You should play a different message next time," Melissa Hastings, sliding a dildo down the crease between her pussy lips, massaging the rumpled flesh between. "It's the third time you've played that one, I know Hanna isn't the brainiest blonde in bimbo-town, but even she might notice Mona's not as eloquent as she normally is."
"Yes, okay," Alison frowned and then nodded, "we wouldn't want to spoil things and give the game away that she's not here watching."
"Especially as she should be getting some Em ass," agreed Melissa and she smiled, "And I can tell you that's some hot butt."
Alison reached for her phone and the microphone, playing a new message from their friend, "You're making me so wet, baby."
Hanna sucked Ashley's tit harder as her girlfriend's voice came over the speaker.
*
"Refill?" Emily Fields stood beside Mona holding a hot jug of coffee.
The other teen looked up. Emily could remember when Mona needed to wear glasses to read, now her face was unadorned. Emily blushed, thinking back to those days she hadn't been little Miss Perfect herself, too much in Alison's shadow trying to be part of her team. "Sorry? What did you say" Mona asked, "I was reading," she motioned to a book of the paperback edition of an Edgar Allan Poe she'd put on down on the table in front of her.
Emily tapped the coffee jug with her spare hand, "I was asking if you wanted a refill?"
"Yes, please," Mona picked up her cup and held it out for Em to fill up. She suddenly frowned as if seeing the other for the first time, "Are you okay?"
"Why? Don't I look alright?" Emily asked quickly, almost taking a step back and spilling the coffee - it was only by a supreme act of control she didn't.
Mona shrugged, "I don't know. You just seem a little off..." she tailed into silence for a second before continuing, "Not that I'd know we hardly know each other."
Em wondered if that was supposed to be a cutting remark or just a statement of fact. They had been at school together since Junior High and for the first years of that time the only time Em had even noticed mousy looking Mona was when the other teen had been the butt of a cruel taunt of Alison. Even after Ali had 'vanished' Emily had hardly spoken to Mona, though her friend Hanna had been close to her for a while before they fell out over a shoplifting incident. But sometime over the years Mona moved from dork to sexpot, her skin smooth and flawless, her mouth red and sensual, her eyes brown and so warm they were like pools you could dive into. Em held out the jug, "I'm okay. Coffee?"
She had wanted to change the subject, but Mona was looking at her, a slight frown on her face that betokened concern. But it wasn't that the forehead that held Emily's interest, but the mouth made for kissing and below that the tits, pressing at the other girls blouse, that were made for sucking and down, down below a pussy... She blushed, she'd never thought she was a sex maniac, okay she was interested and she'd made out with guys and girls, had sex a few times with her girlfriends. But ever since that time with Melissa Hastings, only a week ago, it seemed to be all she ever thought of, fucking, screwing, banging hot women and God, Mona was hot - so hot Emily just needed to get away.
Except the smartest girl in school was either awfully dumb at reading Em's desire to escape or even brighter than was thought in recognising the swimmer was seriously out of sorts. She smiled, "It's not busy. Why don't you sit down and tell me about it?"
It was the last thing Em wanted, Mona wasn't a lesbian, but she was so damned sexy that just being next to her made Emily worry she'd lose control and do something so dumb it'd make Hanna look like she was Harvard material. But she couldn't stop herself from sitting down; unsure whether it was because Mona sounded so sympathetic or whether somehow she'd become conditioned to do what attractive women said. Mona smiled, her rosy red lips enticing and sensual, "So what's the problem? Girl trouble?"
Emily looked round to make sure there was no one listening; they weren't - the coffee shop wasn't empty, but it was close to it and its few patrons showed no interest in the two teens sitting on the couch. "Kinda," she said, she paused and then said a bit more assertively "Yes, it is."
Mona nodded like she was one of an ancient sage who knew all the secrets of the human heart. "Is it Paige? That's who you're seeing isn't it?"
"Yes, I mean yes, it's Paige I'm seeing, but it's not Paige, not really..." she trailed off and Mona waited expectantly. Em blushed a deeper red, wishing she could get up and leave, but she seemed glued to the sofa. "I cheated on her."
To her credit Mona didn't gasp in surprise or launch into a judgmental tirade. Instead she just smiled, "Who with?"
Melissa hadn't specifically told Emily to keep it secret, but somehow the teen knew it had been implied. "It doesn't matter... We had sex."
"And the trouble is you enjoyed it..." Mona smiled knowingly.
"No, it's that I cheated on Paige," said Emily. God, the sex had been great, why did Mona need to remind her of that. But no matter how fantastic it had been to lose her anal virginity to another woman, she was dating Paige and she didn't want to end up like Ali, stamping over whatever human hearts got under her feet.
"So you told her and she's so pissed you've broken up and you're not getting any sex," Mona gave a pitying nod.
Again Em shook her head, "Oh no. I've not told Paige, that's the problem."
Mona looked confused, "What is?"
"I told you," Emily blushed, all the guilt and shame she felt welling up in her, "I cheated on my girlfriend."
"But the sex was great?" Mona frowned as she asked. "I can tell it was, when you mentioned it you had that 'I remember the great orgasms' look in your eyes."
"Yes, the sex was great," Emily was forced to admit.
"Anal sex always is..." said Mona, in a dreamy tone. She smiled at Em's look of shock, "I'm guessing it was in the butt?"
Emily blushed, she had been keeping that bit secret, "How did you know?"
Mona tapped the side of her nose in a mysterious gesture, "I can tell, magic powers," she teased. It was obvious she wasn't going to say anymore as she quickly moved on the conversation, "If you're into anal you should get Paige to fuck you there again." She smiled as easily as if she had just suggested Emily should invite Paige round for tea, not that she get her girlfriend to bang her most intimate hole.
"She's not that kind of girl," blushed Emily, "Anyway asking her for anal out of the blue would be tantamount to telling her I've been cheating on her."
"You seem to have a fixation on cheating," Mona frowned, "I can't see the big deal. I mean I've got a girlfriend and I'm always banging other girls; what she doesn't know can't harm her."
Emily's mouth fell open, she didn't know what surprised her most - that Mona had a girlfriend, that she cheated on her, or the casual way she mentioned both these facts. Em had struggled to come out, Mona mentioned it over a coffee. The other teen raised her mug, smiling mischievously over the rim as she sipped it, obviously enjoying Emily's reaction. She stirred it up even more as she daintily put down the cup on the table and said, "I enjoy butt-fucking her all the time. She's got the sexiest little ass. But why stick to it, there's lots of women with cute tushies, which are just begging for a strap-on..."
Was she looking down at Emily, sitting in her denim hot pants? Or was that the teen's imagination. In either case, there were other customers to serve, true not many of them, but that old couple on the other table probably needed another refill. She stood up so suddenly she almost spilled the pot, "Thanks for the advice," she lied, "I've got to work."
"No problem," Mona smiled and placed her hand on Emily's thigh, just below where her pants cut-off. "I'm going to be at 'The Pink Flamingo" it was the name of a lesbian bar a few blocks from here, "I might see you later and we can..." she smiled in a manner that could be best described as lustfully "...continue our conversation."
"Yes, perhaps," lied Emily, who had no attention of meeting Mona later. To cheat once was an accident, to do it twice would be habit forming. She turned and headed to the table with the pair of pensioners.
*
Emily wasn't sure why she was here; she didn't normally go to lesbian bars, certainly not those with reputation as meat markets and following an obvious come-on from another girl. She had a girlfriend, who she loved, and she was committed to making that work. But, still, here she was, pushing open the door into 'The Pink Flamingo' and going inside, knowing that there was Mona waiting and that the teen's intention was to make Emily cheat on Paige.
The bar was busy, but not overcrowded, all the tables had people sitting at them, but apart from on the dance floor and the bar there were few women standing. Emily quickly glanced round, there were a lot of hotties there and if she had been looking for a quickie this was the place to be. She wasn't; she told herself, she'd just tell Mona she'd given the wrong impression and leave, no cheating involved. And if she fingered her pussy tonight whilst imagining it was Mona butt-banging her ass; fantasies were harmless.
She quickly located the other teen, sitting at a table with two pink drinks in cocktail glasses in front of her. Emily was surprised, but relieved, that Mona had obviously got some company. She paused waiting to see if the other girl returned from the Ladies; if she did before Mona spotted her, she could leave without even speaking to Mona.
No such luck, Mona turned and raised her hand in a wave as she saw the teen swimmer in the doorway. Emily plastered a smile on her face and walked over, like she'd just arrived in that second. Mona waved at the drink furthest away from her, "I bought you a cocktail... " she giggled at Emily's expression, "don't worry its non-alcoholic."
"You knew I'd come?" said Emily, sitting down.
"Oh yes," smiled Mona, "I knew you'd come, in both senses of the word."
"I'm just here to talk," lied Emily, blushing as she picked up the drink. Mona just smiled knowingly. Emily took a sip, it was fruity and sweet, perhaps a little too much. Mona might think she knew her, but she didn't - the drink was proof of that.
"Shall we dance?" Mona was standing up and reaching out for Emily's hand. It was obvious a no was out of the question so Emily let the other teen lead her onto the dance floor.
Normally Emily's dancing was energetic, like a live bundle of energy flashing round the darkened club. But here, for some reason, she found herself following Mona's lead, dancing slowly and passively as Mona twisted round her body, until she was standing behind Emily. She took hold of the swimmer's waist, not tightly, but still firmly, and pressed herself close to teen. Emily moved to the rhythm, sliding her body up and down, brushing at Mona. The other teen's mouth was sliding to her neck, kissing and licking at the crease beside her shoulder. Emily couldn't deny that something was happening, her pussy was tingling with anticipation, and even if her brain was telling her it was wrong to cheat on Paige, the buzz between her legs was more overpowering.
"Oh," Emily gasped in surprise as one of Mona's hands moved to the swimmer's front and popped open the button on her top pants. Then without asking permission or even giving a warning Mona slid her hand down there and under Emily's panties, aiming for the pussy.
She found it.
"You're wet Em," she murmured in her ear, stroking at the cunt, "And you're shaven as well. Is that to keep you aerodynamic for swimming or for pussy licking adventures?" Emily didn't answer, but it didn't seem Mona was expecting an answer. Instead she slipped her finger between the lips and pressed it lightly down, "I can feel your dampness. You can't pretend you don't enjoy this."
"Mmmnn," Emily pressed back against Mona, allowing the other teen to slide her mouth down to the bottom of Em's neck and suck pleasantly at the flesh. The music went on, Emily was aware that she was being fingered in public, but the rest of the dancers seemed so engrossed in their own make-outs that none of them were looking where Mona's hand was parked. And even if they did Emily didn't think she could do anything about it; it wasn't that she didn't care, it was more the power to stop it seemed to have slipped from her, like she was Mona's plaything. "Oooohhhh," she moaned deeply as Mona finger fucked her hole, pushing the digit down up to the knuckle and twisting it.
"You dirty slut," murmured Mona in Emily's ear, "You're getting off on this."
"No, no, I'm not," lied Emily, "Oooohhh," the moan was loud enough that she was glad the music drowned it out.
Without warning Mona tugged her finger out of Emily, leaving the teen quivering. She could sense Mona licking it clean as she used her other hand to redo the button on Emily's tight hot pants, leaving the teen relieved and tense at the same time and equally wondering why Mona had stopped. Her confusion lasted only a few beats of the next song, before Mona whispered in her ear, "Come with me."
Again, Emily had little chance to object before Mona had her by the hand leading her from the floor towards the rest room. Once inside Moan ignored the couple making out in the corner and the other two young women gossiping intently as they touched up their make-up and dragged Emily over to the corner cubicle. She almost pushed Emily inside and shut the door behind them, ramming home the lock forcefully.
Emily had a second to glance round the cubicle, it was clean and smelt vaguely of lemon and lime, not the most romantic place she'd been, but she Mona wasn't interested in romance, but pure lust. A guess confirmed as the other teen thrust her face forward, and rammed her tongue at Emily. Emily let her lips be opened by Mona's hard pushing and her own tongue sliver round the invader. Whatever qualms she had about cheating on Paige were being swept away by the intense kissing she was being given. Especially with Mona's hand sliding down the swimmer's vest and lifting it up so she could rub at her sides and then down to her hot pants, to squeeze at her firm, toned buttocks. Her own hands reached out to press against the sides of the cubicle, balancing herself as Mona threatened to take her legs such was the intensity of her kissing, the cold chill of porcelain pressing at her legs as Mona forced her back.
"You're such a hot dyke," murmured Mona breaking the kiss, but not halting her handling of Emily's ass. Outside the cubicle Emily could hear the thud of music, softened into indecipherability by the walls between here and the dance floor speakers and the giggles and laugh as other lesbian as they used the rest room for it's more usual purpose. Mona grinned, as if she knew what was on Emily's mind, "We'll be quiet."
Emily nodded wondering what Mona meant. Then she found out. The other teen let go off Emily's ass and reached for her own slacks, undoing them and pulling them down. Emily's mouth opened in surprise and shock and lust as she looked down. Underneath the pants was a strap-on, bouncing up and straight once freed from the constraints of the clothing. Mona smiled, wickedly, "I changed after I met you earlier, I knew you'd end up following me here and we'd end up fucking."
Emily nodded, amazed that Mona seemed to know her mind better than she did. She watched in silence as Mona kicked off her heels and slid the pants all the way down. It wasn't easy to do in the tight confines of the cubicle and Emily had to sit down on the toilet lid to give the other lesbian room to move. Once the pants were down, Mona placed them in the corner and slipped back into her heels. She smiled at Emily like she was offering her a cookie, "We both know that I'm going to butt-bang that dyke ass, but how about you suck this cock first, as a lesbo it's the nearest you're going to get to giving a blow-job."
"I...I... yes," Emily nodded and struggled down to her knees, even if it meant pushing Mona back against the door. She opened her mouth and took the plastic dick gently between her lips.
"Suck it slut, lubricate my cock, ready it for your dyke ass," Mona instructed quietly but firmly. She took hold of the back of Emily's head, not putting any physical pressure on it, but letting the swimmer know it was Mona who was in control. Emily's head moved down, her lips playing over the plastic. She went down and then back, down again and retreated. "That's it, suck it good, make it nice and wet," Mona grinned, one hand playing with Emily's hair, whilst she leant the other against the wall. "I want you to slurp it deep."
Emily's head bobbed down, she could taste the cock - plastic with just a touch of something else, as if it had been used before and cleaned in some sweet flavoured soap. It wasn't nice, but it wasn't foul either, and she was able to quickly find herself moving down the fake phallus, soaking it with her saliva and cleaning it with her spit. "Oooohh," Mona gave a small moan, it didn't sound loud, but was it loud enough that the women outside would hear it? would they care if they did? For all Emily knew sex in public bathrooms was common in the club. She sucked harder and deeper, making Mona groan again. Emily listened hard, there didn't seem to be any changes in tempo to the mumbled conversations outside - perhaps they couldn't hear. Her head went down, taking the cock deeper, the toy pressing down on her tongue and sliding along the inside of her cheek.
"Deeper, you dirty skank ,deeper. I want it properly sucked," Mona murmured. Despite her words she must have been satisfied as she let go off Emily's head and placed the hand on the wall opposite her other one, balancing between them as the teenage swimmer's mouth went down the plastic dong. She began to gently sway her hips, pushing the dildo further into Emily's mouth. "I'm going to fuck your ass, I'm going to gape it open. Clean this dick, take it all."



"Uuurrhhh," Emily's head banged back and forth, sucking deep. She could feel the toy pressing at her cheek and then pushing in further, slipping over the wet flesh and heading towards her throat.
She would have gasped as the toy went into her gullet if her mouth hadn't been full and she hadn't been choking. Saliva and bile rose up from ducts deep down within her, splurging up like a volcano and washing the toy in a white, shiny liquid. She choked and gagged her eyes watering. Mona continued to fuck her, swaying forward, using her hands as both pinions and ballast, "Suck it you whore. Deep throat this dick like the skank you are."
Emily did as she was told, ignoring the discomfort and forcing herself through the choking and gagging, bringing her head down to meet with Mona's thrusts, so that the toy hammered deep in her mouth and throat. More saliva washed the toy, filling Emily's mouth so it dripped from between her lips and down her chin, onto her vest, making it look like a real dick had cum in her mouth and she was drooling it out. "Mmmnnn, you hot slut," giggled Mona and pressed forward, sliding the cock into Em's throat, threatening to choke her for a few seconds. Emily took it, not sure whether she should feel proud that she'd done so or disgusted that she was cheating on Paige by deep throating Mona's dildo in a public restroom. Both, probably....
Mona pulled back, dragging the dick from Emily's mouth. She looked down at it and the Emily sitting on her knees, looking back up at her, almost like she was in a begging position. "That was good. Look how wet you've made it."
She was right, the plastic cock was literally dripping, drops of saliva falling from it onto the floor in front of Emily. Mona grinned again and reached down to help Emily up, "I'm going to fuck your ass now, okay."
"Okay," nodded Emily. She knew it was wrong, but she wanted it so bad; what Paige didn't know couldn't do any harm, right?
Mona was looking at her, quizzically, "You heard?"
"Yes," Emily nodded, "You're going to fuck me in the butt."
"So why aren't those pants down and those sweet little cheeks ready for me to open?" Mona asked.
Emily blushed and sat down on the toilet seat, pulling off first her pumps and then, with a struggle in the small cubicle, her pants and the underwear she was wearing. "Where do you want me?" she asked.
Mona reached down and picked up Em's panties; the swimmer knew they were wet with her lust. She smiled at Emily, "Lean against the back wall, over the toilet." Emily did as she was told, turning so that she was facing the pristine white wall and shifting forward so that her hands were pressed against it and her legs were spread in a 'V' in front of the toilet, her shapely ass slightly raised. Mona's fingers moved down between her thighs and stroked her moist pussy; "You're almost ready, open your mouth..."
Emily suspected she knew what was coming, but opened wide anyway. She was right, Mona slid the swimmer's wet panties into her mouth, "I don't want you screaming the place down as you cum," she said as Emily clamped down on the soaking underwear, tasting her own juice.
As her own hands pressed at the wall Emily felt Mona's down on her ass, rubbing and massaging the naked buttocks, like she was admiring their round firmness, squeezing at the flesh and the muscle underneath. Gradually she pried them apart, exposing Emily's rosebud. The teen swimmer would have gasped if her mouth hadn't been full as Mona's toy was rubbed in her ass crack, the plastic running over her puckered hole, sending tiny little vibrations of excitement coursing through her. "You've got such a sexy butt," Mona murmured into her ear, "you're exercise regime is paying off... for me at least, I've never fucked such a toned ass."
"MMMpppfff," Emily said in agreement through her panties.
"Ssssshhh," Mona moved her head closer to Emily's ear, "I am going to so enjoy fucking your slut butt."
So saying she moved one hand down to the other teen's pussy and began to stroke at the clit. Emily shuddered in pleasure, her cunt dampening at the touch. She grunted into the panties as the toy began to push at her hole. Unlike with Melissa she now knew what to expect and she tried to move her ass back to meet the invading object, pressing her hands at the wall to give her balance.
"That's it, you slutty whore," giggled Mona into her ear as the toy slowly moved down and into Emily's anal chute. The tunnel expanded as the big toy pressed down, stretching to accommodate its size. It felt uncomfortable and pleasurable at the same time, a dull ache round the walls competing with waves of sensual joy shooting down there. Her enjoyment was heightened as Mona continued to massage her pussy, her fingers strumming over the wet hole and clit hood, pushing down to stimulate the bud beneath.
"Mmmpppffff," Emily moaned again, she could taste her own juice as she did. She closed her eyes and tried to be quiet. Outside the cubicle the world was continuing as normal, a murmur of conversation, punctuated by laughing and with the background thump of bass from the music. Mona raised herself and fell forward, pounding her dick further into Em's ass, gradually opening the hole. Emily groaned into her panties. No one seemed to be listening or caring that she was getting analised in here.
"Mmmnnn, you dirty slut. Your ass is so tight. I'd almost believe you were a virgin if I didn't know you're an anal nympho," Mona murmured in a voice so quiet that Emily had to strain to hear it above the background noise. "I'm going to gape it wide, I'm going to bang it good." She continued to slam down, ramming her toy deeper.
Emily's hands pressed at the toilet wall, the muscles in her arms straining as she placed her weight forward and then pressed back to push her ass towards Mona and the dick. Her legs were touching the cool porcelain of the toilet, sliding at the rim. Drops of juice spun out from her pussy as Mona continued to rub it, the cum splattering onto the lid of the toilet like a slow drip from a pipe. Faster and faster Mona stroked, the palm of her hand brushing over and pressing down at Emily's cunt, becoming wet with her juice. She was slamming the teen with the same passion and speed, ramming the toy all the way in so that her thighs were slamming against the other teen's. "Mmmmmpppfffff," Emily moaned with feeling.
"Sssssshhh, my dirty little slut. You want people to hear you being anally fucked? I know you're a horny little whore, but there's no need for everyone in Rosewood to know," Mona giggled and then pounded Emily extra deep and hard, making it so hard for the teen swimmer not to scream passionately into her panties.
In, out, in, out, hard, fast, deep, Mona pounded away. Her legs smacked at Em's, the slap of them hopefully muffled by the cubicle walls and then lost in the noise outside. Emily grunted into her underwear, she'd sucked up all her juice and while the panties were still soaked, it was her saliva that was making them wet. Her hands slipped and slid up the wall, leaving sweaty palm prints marking her progress.
Mmmmppppfffff," she screamed again, though this time Mona said nothing, her only sound a grunt of exertion. The toy slammed down, stimulating parts that Emily didn't know she had, satisfying and ecstasy inducing. her pleasure was intensified as Mona continued to play with her pussy, strumming it fast like she was a Thrash Metal guitarist playing the gig of their life. More juice slid from Emily's cunt, soaking her lips and Mona's hand.
"MMmmmmmpffff, mmmmppppffff," she shrieked, her teeth biting down so hard at the panties that she holed the thin material, "mmmppppffff, mmmmpffff."
"Fuck," grunted Mona quietly, "Fuck, fuck, fuck." She seemed to move into a frenzy, slamming even harder and more violently than before, making Emily's asshole scream and sing together. Mona let out another moan, longer and lower, almost like a growl, "Fuuuuuccckkkk."
There was a pop of air as she pulled out, the squeak of the door as she leant against it. Emily was just about to straighten up when Mona spoke again, "Hold on a moment. Stay there."
Obediently Emily did as she was instructed as she heard Mona rustling around in her pants. Seconds later there was a click of the camera phone, "A souvenir. You don't mind." It was a statement not a question. "You can put your pants back on now."
Emily did so, continually bumping into Mona in the small space as the other teen also pulled on her pants, albeit leaving her strap-on in place. Once dressed Mona gave Emily a charming smile, "Our secret."
"Yes," Emily nodded, "but won't people suspect if we come out of this cubicle together."
"That I've been ass-fucking you?" Mona smiled, "No, probably just that we've been making out in private."
"What if Paige finds out?" now the orgasms had died down all Emily's previous guilt about cheating on her girlfriend had returned.
"She won't. But if you're so concerned, why don't I leave first and then you lock the door quickly behind me and wait in there until everyone who's seen me leave has gone" Mona said.
"Okay," Emily nodded, relieved. She sat down gingerly on the toilet lid as Mona picked up her purse and unlocked the door.
"See ya," the other teen said with a smile.
"Yes, our secret," Emily confirmed, but Mona had already shut the door. Quickly Emily jumped up to slide the bar back into place, wondering how she and Paige were going to work as she'd again cheated on her.
*
Hanna and Ashley were lying on the bed, gently kissing and cuddling each other. They were both exhausted, having spent the evening 'enjoying' a large number of sex acts with each other, from tribbing to dildoing to sixty-nines. The three A-team members watching were almost as exhausted, their pussies getting continual work outs as they watched the two Marins fuck to instructions.
Alison raised her phone and tapped a recorded message, "I'm going to sign-off now," Mona's voice chirped cheerfully out.
"And me," Alison spoke into the speaker, "You can go to your own rooms." She paused for a second and then added evilly, "Unless you don't want to." On the screen Hanna and Ashley were already disentangling themselves, glad that the incestuous sex acts were over for the night.
"If that was me...." Ella Montgomery grinned and shook her head as she leant forward to switch of the monitor.
"Still wanting Aria?" asked Melissa Hastings.
"Don't we all?" grinned Alison, thinking of her ex-friend.
"Soon," agreed Aria's Mom.
Any further conversation was cut short as their phones all beeped. As one the A-Team members picked them up and opened the message. The same picture awaited them all, the long thin brown legs of Emily Fields, leading up to her firm buttocks and the gaping hole between them. Below was a message, "Butt fucked."
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Was it possible to both love and have contempt for someone at the same time? wondered Ella Montgomery. She certainly loved her daughter, but as she held her in contempt for being weak at the same time; and there was sorrow as well - that Aria would never know the joys of dominating and analising other hot women. When she was born Ella had fantasies of her beautiful daughter growing up to be like her Mom, a controlling top who enjoyed fucking the sexiest women. In many of the dreams Ella was fucking some gorgeous actress in secret when Aria walked in and on discovering her Mom was secretly a lesbian top joined her in dping the celeb in both holes, Mom and daughter bonding as they banged
As Aria got older that dream slowly died; there was none of the signs that Aria was a top; the old saying about the apple not falling far from the tree proving to be falser than Martha Stewart's tax returns. Oh, she was a lesbian all right - even her secret (and then not so secret) affair with her teacher couldn't disguise that from Ella. She could smell dyke at half a mile and Aria was one, even if the teen didn't know it herself yet. But she was definitely a bottom, a butt-fuckee, not a fucker.
Any lingering hopes that Ella had were demolished by Alison. When the blonde teen returned from her 'kidnapping' she had tested Aria; Ella's daughter not knowing that the seemingly innocent questions and conversations were giving Alison all she needed to know to analyse Aria and confirm she was bottom material. When Ali told Ella this, the Milf had squashed any lingering disappointment that her daughter wouldn't be joining her in the A-Team. Instead she started to talk to the team about fulfilling the other fantasy that had been growing over the years - if her daughter wasn't going to fuck lesbian ass with her Mom, her Mom was going to fuck her lesbian ass.
The preparation had been intense. Training the neural pathways for a normal bottom, could be done over days - hours if they were really susceptible, sometimes weeks if they were stronger than a normal bottom. It was all a matter of coded instructions, which the target didn't even realise was setting their brains in certain ways; so that when the A-team member moved in there were only a few gentle nudges needed and the bottom was ready to spread. But with Aria it had taken longer - not because she was strong-willed, - if any other member of the A-team had been targeting her Aria would have been ass-gaped in hours. But because loosing her anal virginity to her Mom was a big step, even for someone as secretly submissive as Aria.
Luckily Alison knew all the tricks, her training when she'd been away had covered all the eventualities. She had told Ella the exact things to say, how Aria would react and then the next thing to do, to lead the teen down the path to her a true self, an anal slut. None of things were overly sexual, that wouldn't have worked - the A-team weren't pick-up artists, but secret seducers; the target remaining unaware up until almost the last they were being seduced.
But tonight was the night Aria was going to find out...
Ella's ex, Byron and her son Mike, were having a boy's weekend, possibly fishing by the lake, more likely sitting in the hotel watching the football. It was the opening Ella had been waiting for - a chance of a girl's night with her daughter. Aria would be at Ella's apartment now, waiting for her Mom, assuming she was still at school, marking papers rather that at the A-team's den, getting rid of last minute jitters - butt-banging her daughter was the big game.
Her fellow A-teamers were clustered around giving advice over coffee and cookies, her friends as nervous as she was.
"You'll send pictures once you've fucked her?" Melissa asked.
"Yes," Ella smiled, "As we always do." She gave a brief nod towards the wall with the framed pictures of the open asses of previous conquests of the A-team.
"I can hardly wait," said Ali, she almost licked her lips as she added, "After you have her we can all have her?"
Out of friendship all the A-teamers had agreed that Ella should be the first to sample her daughter's lovely butt; but Ella knew they were all wanting to have a go themselves - Aria's ass was reaching legendary proportions, her Mom hoping that it was worth it. "Of course," she nodded, "Once I've fucked her, I want you all to enjoy my daughter." She smiled, she was sure Aria's asshole would be worth it.
"I don't think you should worry about us, just think about yourself tonight, keep relaxed and calm; it'll all go perfectly," Mona said.
"It will," Ella was nervous, but she knew as soon as she saw Aria her nerves would go and she'd be the perfect dominator; she'd felt the same way when she'd put the E next to Spencer's work and look how well that had turned out. She glanced at the picture of Spencer's naked butt, the teen bent over a school desk showing her open asshole. Soon there would be a picture of Aria joining it. She put down her coffee, "I'm ready."
"Go fuck that butt," giggled Ali and the other A-teamers nodded in agreement.
*
It was nice to spend some time with her Mom, thought Aria, her parents' divorce reversing the normal trend of the woman getting the house and custody. Not that she minded living with her Dad; he was a great parent as well, but sometimes a girl wants her Mom. She gave her Mom a smile as the she came in from the kitchen into the small lounge, "Thanks for dinner."
"It was only a pizza, all I did was add some topping to a ready cooked base," Ella took the seat beside her daughter.
"But you chose exactly the right toppings," said Aria.
Her Mom smiled, "Funnily enough that's what the woman I had over a few days ago said."
Aria frowned, it was a strange phrase to use, surely if her Mom had invited a friend over she'd have said her name. Or at least put in more description, like 'my friend from school' or 'an old classmate from college', if she didn't think Aria would know who it was. It almost sounded like her Mom had a secret girlfriend. The teen almost laughed at the thought. "Well she was right as well, you must be the best pizza topper in the town."
For a moment it seemed to Aria her Mom looked slightly surprised, then disappointed, but the two expressions were so quickly over her face that the teen knew she was mistaken, especially as her Mom smiled and said, a little enigmatically, "I'm certainly good at topping."
She moved a little closer to Aria as she said it, moving just a fraction into the teen's personal space. Aria shuffled herself a little away to give more space, hoping that her Mom wasn't going to use the evening to braid Aria's hair like she used to when she was a little girl. Her Mom didn't reach for her hair, but instead placed a gentle hand on her daughter's thigh - stroking it with her thumb. Aria winced and giggled, her Mom was close, a bit too close, but at the same time she couldn't deny there was something oddly comforting about it. Even if there were weird sensual feeling starting to bubble up within her, which she ignored as totally inappropriate when you were sitting with her Mom. She quickly moved the subject on, "So have you had many people over?"
"To sample my topping?" her Mom smiled, like she was making a secret joke, "I've had a few women over."
There was the reference to women again, not friends or work colleagues, but the infuriatingly vague 'women'. This time Aria decided to ask, "Women?"
Her Mom laughed, "Are you sounding judgmental? I am divorced and single."
Aria stared, surprised, "You mean women... as in girlfriend type women."
"I wouldn't got that far," Ella said, "Most were more casual than that."
Aria stared open mouthed at her Mom, Ella smiled and then laughed, "Seriously you didn't realise... why do you think your Dad and I split. It wasn't because of that silly girl he was seeing, I knew about that."
"You're a lesbian," Aria blurted out, several seconds after the fact. She quickly changed her tone aware that surprise might be read as disapproval and that was the last thing she wanted; after all one of her best friends was a lesbian and Aria had hardly batted an eyelid when Em had come out. "I mean, that's good, are you seeing anyone?"
What was it with her Mom and enigmatic smiles as the one she gave made the Mona Lisa look open, "Shall we say I have my eye on a cute brunette."
"Anyone I know?" asked Aria wondering if she did know any lesbians apart from Emily and Paige.
"In a kind of way," her Mom smiled, "So what about you. All dinner we spoke about school and colleges, but never about who you're seeing now you and Ezra have broken up."
Aria blushed, she wasn't seeing anyone, not that she wanted to talk about it with her Mom; not if her Mom's love life was going as well as she hinted. So instead she shrugged and smiled, "This cutie you were talking about..."
Her Mom smiled, and was it Aria's imagination that her touch on the teen's thigh got a little more sensual - it must have been, "Is for later... You got your eye on any hot girls yourself?"
"I'm not a lesbian," Aria frowned, it was a weird thing for her Mom to think, it wasn't like she'd given any indication she was girl who liked girls - she didn't even like Melissa Etheridge.
"No?" her Mom asked, like she didn't believe her.
"No," said Aria as forcefully as she could, "I like guys, just no-one at the moment."
"Are you sure?" her Mom was pushing it, lightly rubbing her daughter's leg as she did so - it made Aria feel funny, in a way she was sure her Mom didn't mean. That was the trouble with being a teen, anything made you a little horny, even the most innocent touches from another woman... it didn't make her a lesbian. "I mean I've always thought you were, even when you were seeing Ezra, it never felt real, it was like you were trying on an ill-fitting dress."
"No, it was... real? I mean it didn't work, but I don't regret it," said Aria.
"Lots of teens like someone older, my first lover was older than me... it was a woman before you ask; I'd had half a dozen female lovers before I met your Dad," Ella said. "He made me straight for a while, just long enough for me to marry and have you and Mike, then I remembered I loved women more."
"Oh," said Aria, her Mom was sharing a lot, probably too much.
Her Mom didn't seem inclined to clam up, it was as if now she was out to her daughter a dam had burst and a torrent of secrets was pouring out, "I really enjoy having my pussy licked. I mean a man can do it, but it's nothing like a woman doing it, her lithe tongue sliding between my lips, teasing my clit and sliding down my hole. Mmmnn, even thinking about it makes me hot. And having my titties sucked as well, oooooohhhh, that's so hot baby, I mean I'm sure Ezra tried, but there's nothing like it, having another woman slurp at your boobies, sucking them deep into her mouth....mmmnnn."
Aria blinked, for a second she had just imagined someone slurping at her Mom's boobs and the worse thing was that the person she'd imagined look a lot like her. She thought about trying to change the conversation, but her Mom was continuing, "I love playing with my tits as well, stroking them and kneading them as some hot cutie dildos herself for my enjoyment. It makes me so hot I can't help but use my own toy in return, sitting opposite her watching her fuck herself as I fuck myself."
Aria found herself getting hotter. And was there a dampness forming between her legs? It couldn't be, listening to her Mom shouldn't be turning her on.
But it was...
Ella asked, "Do you know what a butt-plug is Aria?"
"Yes," the teen. She was an anal virgin, though she had considered not being so with Ezra and had looked up on the internet various guides to anal sex.
"I love seeing one in a girl's ass, well placed, keeping it open and ready for my use..." Ella gave a small smile as Aria gasped, "Yes, Aria, your Mom is a butt-girl. I love fucking hot, sexy, slutty ass. I love thrusting my strap-on into it and gaping it open, I love ramming it so hard it's ruined. I don't how many anal cherries I've popped, but I've hardly been on a date where she's an anal virgin by the end of the night."
Suddenly the teen became aware of something. She looked down to confirm her suspicion - her Mom's hand had moved upward from Aria's thigh and was down rubbing at the teen's cunt through her jeans. She looked up at her Mom, Ella was grinning, her eyes meeting Aria's, totally unabashed that she was feeling her daughter up, "Is this all making you hot? Is all this talk about pussy eating and butt-banging making you dyke out?"
"No," whispered Aria.
"Liar," replied Ella without rancour. Without warning she grabbed the back of Aria head and dragged it forward her mouth opening as she did so. It clamped hard on Aria's and the teen automatically opened, though she was sure she didn't want to and it was wrong. Her Mom's tongue sped in, slamming round her mouth like she owned her. Aria was too stunned to do much more than allow her own tongue to tease back, tickling over her Mom's as it dominated her mouth. She could sense her Mom's other hand was fiddling with her blouse. Then, just as suddenly as she'd grabbed her, Ella let her go.
Aria's head sprung back. She gasped for breath and wiped her lips, a thin line of saliva had slipped out. She looked at her Mom, the Milf had undone her blouse and her titties were dangling over the top of her bra. Aria had seen boobs before, in the changing room and at sleepovers, but seeing her Moms was something new - she'd probably seen them when being breast fed, but she was too young to remember that. They were bigger than she'd thought they'd be, not that she'd ever thought about them; and bouncy looking, with two pink puffy areola upon which perched a pair of hard nipples - they looked surprisingly sexy. But Aria had only seconds to wonder before her Mom had grabbed the back of her head and was pulling her towards them, "Suck on these Aria, lick my puppies."
Her Mom was pushing her down, but even without the pressure Aria's head would have dropped. Her mouth opened and she took the nearest titty in her mouth, not caring it was her Mom's and began to suck and lick. Her Mom groaned and gasped, her body shuddering as Aria greedily sucked the boob into her mouth. "Oh, that's good. Suckle at my titty, lick it up."
Aria did as she was instructed, her mouth moulding round the bosom, her tongue flickering at the nipple. After a few moments she swapped boob, clasping on to the second one and giving it the same treatment as its partner. The nipple was stiff against her tongue, pinging as she stabbed at it, her teeth lightly scraping at the flesh around it.
"Ooooohhhh, God Aria, that's great," her Mom moaned. It took a few moments for Aria to realise that she was no linger being held, one of her Mom's hands gripping the back of the sofa, the other lifting her skirt and sliding down to her Milf pussy. Aria could have stopped. She didn't, suckling the tits like she'd been born to it.
Suddenly what she was doing came, her head sprang back like it was on a spring and she went red, "Mom... I... we can't, this is wrong."
Her Mom continued to stroke her Milf pussy, her hand sliding over the shaven pussy, like she was trying to hypnotise Aria. She grinned, "Aria we both know what's going to happen, by the end of the night I'll have taken another anal cherry. Why resist?"
Aria blushed deeper, mainly because she feared what her Mom was saying was true. She knew it was wrong, knew she shouldn't feel like this, but she was incredibly turned on. Just seeing her Mom rubbing her pussy made her want to slide her mouth down and lick, sliding her tongue over and into the wet hole. She shook her head to try and clear it, to regain control, "No, no that's not going to happen. I'm going to leave. If you try and stop me I'm going to report you to social services."
Ella seemed unfazed she just lifted her skirt higher so that her pussy was totally exposed to Aria's eyes, so she could see the wet juice glinting under the light above. Aria remained unmoving, just looking down at the wet, delicious looking cunt. She'd never eaten pussy, never wanted to, but this one seemed so sexy and sweet. She tried to resist its allure.
She might have managed it if her Mom hadn't said, "Eat my pussy, eat my pussy like the slut you are."
The next thing Aria knew she was on her knees beside the sofa her head dropping down to her Mom's shaven slot. One her Mom's hands slid down, her fingers spread like a V to open the hole for Aria's tongue. The teen obliged, sliding it in and down her Mom's twat, so that she tasted her juice - it wasn't unpleasant and soon, despite her best attentions, Aria found herself licking harder, lapping up the cum like she was a cat after cream. Her Mom groaned and shook, pressing her cunt into her teen daughter's face, "Oooohhh, eat me, eat your Mom's cunt you little tramp." Aria slurped quicker, her face red with embarrassment. She closed her eyes so that she couldn't see her Mom's cunt, as if that mattered when she could hear her words in her ear, "Yes, yes, that's it my slutty daughter, lick Mom's cunt, I want your tongue deep inside me you dirty little whore."
Aria had never heard her such language, so sexually demeaning that she could hardly believe it was her Mom uttering them. But then she could hardly believe that she was eating her Mom's pussy either. Ella gasped and groaned, shuddering in pleasure, "Make my pussy wet, use more tongue you slut, I want to be made hot you whorey fuckhole."
Aria knew she should bring her head up and leave immediately, not even stopping to call the police until she was home. But she also knew her Mom's pussy was so tasty and wet and licking it was making Aria wet and excited herself, her tongue was lapping up the pussy juice, which her taste buds seem to be craving. She couldn't stop, she didn't want to stop.... "OOooohhh, ooooohhh, you're going to make Mom cum, you whore. Ooooohhh, harder, lick me like a skank."
Aria's tongue pounded deep, exploring the damp velvety tunnel, licking up every drop of juice she could find like she was stuck in the desert and her Mom's cunt was the only thing keeping her from dehydration. Her Mom's hand was resting on her head, there was no pressure, but control was there all the same as her fingers played through the long hair, stopping briefly to gasp and buck as Aria drove her to a new orgasm. More and more girl juice formed in the Milf's cunt, so much that no matter how fast Aria licked she couldn't drink it all up.
"Aaaarrrghhh, yesssss, yessss, fuck yesssss!" her Mom squealed and rocked in pleasure, her body shuddering. Aria brought her mouth away and looked up at her orgasming Mom, her tongue nervously licking away the cum that coated her lips.
For a few moments her Mom just breathed deeply, her cheeks flushed red and her eyes glazed, before she finally said, "That wasn't bad, you're a passable cunt-licker, Aria."
The teen blushed and nodded, unsure whether that was a compliment or an insult. Her Mom stood up, her skirt falling down to cover her pussy but her naked tits still dangling from her open blouse. "Wait here," she ordered and walked across to her bedroom.
Aria could have escaped, fled the house and not looked back. But she stayed.
Her Mom was only gone a few minutes, returning with a canvas bag. She sat down in a comfy chair opposite the sofa and pulled out a dildo. Aria watched, entranced, shocked, as her Mom lifted the skirt again and began to slide it over her pussy. She gave a wicked smile as she saw her daughter's expression, "If you want me to fuck you, you better strip... and do it sexily."



Aria stood up and began to undress. She was too scared to do it as a strip-tease, her attempts at dancing looking more like a zombie shuffle than a seductive disrobing. But luckily her Mom didn't seem to mind, she just kept her eyes on Aria's sexy form as the teen gradually removed all her clothes, leaving her panties and bra until last and then slipping them off, so that she was standing nude in front of her Mom. The Milf stared for a few moments, drinking down her daughter's naked beauty, her dildo gently sliding over her pussy and clit, leaving her cunt slick with lust. After a few moments she reached with her spare hand into the canvas bag and pulled an object out, "Do you know what this is?"
Aria blushed, she'd knew what it was, though she'd never seen one for real, "A butt plug," she said so quietly it was almost a whisper.
Either her Mom had good hearing or she wasn't really interested in the answer. She played with the toy for a second before leaning forward to pass it to Aria. The teen took a few steps forward and took it from her Mom's outstretched hand, before shuffling back. It was smaller than she had imagined it would be, with a hook on the end and a point which tapered into a round curve at the end; she knew it was designed to easily enter the ass and to be equally simple to ease out. Ella gestured at the sofa opposite her, "Lean on the couch so that your ass is facing me and use that toy on yourself."
"In my ass?" Aria was sure that was what her Mom meant, but it was so perverse, so strange, so totally out of both their characters that she felt she need to make sure.
"Of course, it's a butt-plug, where else would you use it?" replied her Mom.
"Nowhere," replied Aria. She took position over the couch and raised her sexy ass so that her Mom could see it. With one hand she reached round and pulled at her cheek, exposing her tight rosebud. For a second or two she hesitated, in an evening of steps this was another big one.
"Fuck your ass, Aria," her Mom said sharply.
With those words of encouragement the teen started to feed the plug into her asshole. Momentarily it seemed the rosebud would resist the toy, but then it opened to the round point. Aria gave a squeak as the hard plastic entered her, but she carried on pushing down and opening her tunnel. Behind her she could hear her Mom's sexual moans as she played with her own twat, tickling it with her toy as her daughter shoved a hard lump of plastic down her ass. Aria closed her eyes tightly and continued to push. Her asshole stretched wider than she thought it could go, but whilst it was painful it wasn't as sore as she thought it would be and soreness was complemented by a enjoyable, sensual tingle. "Mmmnnn, ooooohhh," she grunted and keeping her fingers on the haft pushed harder.
"Yes, that's it my dirty slut daughter, shove that plug all the way into your skank ass," Ella cried out behind her, "Ooooohhhh, urrrrrhhh, that's so hot. Work it all the way down that whore butthole."
The butt-plug slid down, if not easily, as least with limited friction and resistance, the teen's virgin hole opening to accommodate it. Aria grimaced as it went down, it was sore and uncomfortable, but also enjoyable and snug. She wasn't sure whether she was pleased or not when the she felt the ring of the plug press at her cheeks, stopping it going any further. On one hand she didn't think she could take another inch, or the other she'd taken the first five inches and her ass seemed to be coping and on the edge of enjoying more. She remained in situ unsure what to do next. Her Mom quickly made it clear, "Work it in and out, anally masturbate yourself you little whore."
Gripping the top of it Aria did as she was told, pulling the plug out and then pushing it out. Her asshole stretched some more and she gave a small gasp, part plain, part pleasure. "Go for it," her Mom said, "Fuck your asshole faster, I'll be fucking it harder than that."
Unsure whether that was a warning or a promise Aria continued to work the toy in and out. It began to get easier as her anal tube got used to the invader, clamping round it so that the plastic whirred over hidden nerve endings, but loose enough that the resistance was easily pushed aside. And the looser her ass became the faster and harder Aria pushed. And the faster and harder she pushed the more she enjoyed it. She let out a groan and slid her other hand down to her cunt, rubbing the wet slit and the clit above it as she banged her asshole. It was such a turn on, anal masturbation was so much more enjoyable than the normal fingering of her pussy. The fact her Mom was behind her watching every slutty shove made her wetter, even though she knew it was wrong and depraved. "Oooohhh, ooooohhhh," the teen moaned in excited ecstasy.
"You slut, you dirty whore, anally fucking yourself in front of me. You can't deny you're a dyke slut now, " was there a touch of triumph in her Mom's voice or was it just lust? Not caring which, Aria hammered harder, she was everything her Mom said and more.
"Oooohhh, oooooh, this is so hot," squeaked Ella. "I'm cumming watching you fuck that hot little ass. Oooooohhh, uuuurrrhhh, aaaarrrghhh... Hear that Aria? you're making Mommy cum, you're making Mommy cum watching you fuck that skank hole of yours."
Aria bit her lip and continued, pounding at the asshole with her plug, fiddling and fondling her twat with the other hand. Waves of pleasure crashed through her, as she slid her finger up and down, running it over her cunt. It was sticky with wet cum, the juice dribbling from her hole and over her quim lips. Her ass was zinging as well, and if the five inches of the butt-plug wasn't enough, well there was a promise of her Mom butt-banging her soon. Aria just hoped that whatever toy her Mom used it was long and thick enough to pleasure the horny teen sufficiently. She gave a squeak, "Aaaarrghh."
"You're a whore, Aria, what are you?" her Mom gasped.
"I'm a slutty, lesbo, anal skank. A dirty whorey hooker," Aria squealed in reply. She rammed both holes harder, making her body shudder and shake with pleasure.
"AAarrrrghh," her Mom squealed again, obviously cumming a second time as she toyed herself in time with her daughter's thrusts.
"Uuuuurrrhhh, ooooohhhh," Aria moaned back shaking.
For a few moments she continued pounding her asshole until her Mom spoke, "I think that's enough. You're prepared."
Aria started to pull the toy out, but her Mom said, "Leave it in for a few moments, we don't want your ass to think it can start to close."
"Okay Mom," said Aria.
"Follow me into the bedroom," said Ella.
Aria slowly stood up. It felt strange, the toy rubbing at her walls with every movement. It felt even stranger as she walked, like it was pushing it one moment and trying to escape the other, all the time scraping up and down the chute, playing over the round tunnel sides. It meant she walked slowly and gingerly, she worried it made her look hesitant. But her Mom made no comment. Instead as soon as Aria was in she shut the door and undressed, as the nude teen stood still beside her. Still without speaking the naked Milf walked over to the wardrobe and opened it. Aria couldn't see what she was rummaging for, but she guessed and hoped it was a big one.
She wasn't disappointed. When her Mom turned she was holding a ten-inch strap-on dildo, which was almost as thick as it was long. Her Mom smiled, "I'm going to fuck your ass with this beauty; that is if you're an anal slut who wants to be butt-fucked by her own Mom."
Aria remained silent, but went deep red, knowing that was exactly what she was. Her Mom grinned wider and slid the toy up her thighs, buckling it in place. Sticking out in front of her pussy it looked even thicker and wider, and even with the butt-plug having opened her Aria wasn't sure how she was going to get all that in her ass. She soon discovered...
"Did you ever give Ezra are blow-job, you dirty little skank?" Ella asked, waving the toy in her daughter's face.
"Yes," Aria whimpered, not that his dick had been that big.
"You'll know what to do then," her Mom said.
Aria opened her mouth and started to slide it over the fake phallus. It was so thick and wide she couldn't take it in one go, having to take a couple of inches and then pull back. Her Mom grunted impatiently, "You're supposed to be sucking it not kissing it."
Aria tried again, bringing her head forward until her jaw ached and it seemed her mouth was full. It was still only a few inches in. Her Mom frowned, "If that's the type of blow-jobs you gave Ezra he must have been easily pleased." It was more at a little over five inches he'd been easier to accommodate thought Aria, but even without her mouth full she wouldn't have said that to her Mom for fear the more dominant lesbian would think she was talking back. Instead she closed her eyes and forced herself forward, ignoring the discomfort and rising bile in her throat, pushing herself at the cock until she choked and snorted.
Falling back she took a blast of air and looked up at her Mom. Gone was the soft motherly look of concern, instead it was stern and controlling and obviously not at all happy with the teen's performance. "Suck it, Aria," she said crossly.
The teen whimpered, hoping that her failure to suck it properly wasn't going to have an impact on the butt-banging her Mom had promised her. "I'll do better," she whined and opened her mouth to take the cock.
This time, however, her Mom took a hand. Aria's lips had only slid a couple of inches up the prong before her Mom took hold off the back of her head in both hands and lever it forward. At the same time the Milf thrust hard. The two movements caught Aria by surprise and she shot up the cock hard, feeling the end bang at the back of her throat almost before she had time to gag. The butt-plug in her asshole, scraped and quivered as she shook with the blow of her Mom's hard thrust. Her Mom relaxed for a second, then rammed again, hammering the dick deep into the teenager's mouth. Aria's eyes widened and watered as the plastic prick hammered at her tonsils, a wave of saliva and bile coating the toy as she choked and gagged.
"That's better, you dirty whore, deep throat my toy," her Mom called as she kept her hands on the back of Aria's head and shook her waist, thrusting forward into the teen gullet. "Get this dick nice and soaked."
The toy was so big and her Mom was fucking it so deep Aria seriously wondered if she was going to run out of oxygen and die. However, just as she was on the edge of panic her Mom pulled it out enough for a trickle of air to seep in. The teen tried to gasp it down, but her Mom was already throat-fucking her again, ramming the dick into the pretty teen's open mouth. "Suck it you whore. Get it wet for your skank ass," Ella called out and bucked away, pounding the cock hard at her daughter. "You dirty whore, suck my plastic prick." She pulled it loose for Aria to get some of that precious air and then slammed it back, so that the dildo hit the teen's tongue and bounced off it against her tonsils. "I want to fuck that dirty slut face before I fuck that whore ass."
Aria was no longer actively sucking, all she could do was choke and gag, letting her Mom have her way with her, the butt-plug shuddering in her asshole. Saliva filled her throat and mouth and burst through the gap in her lips, pouring down her chin and over her titties. Her eyes watered, the eye shadow streaked as liquid leaked down from it. But through it all her pussy was tingling with excitement and lust, her Mom was right about her being a whore, only a complete slut hooker would enjoy this as Aria was doing. She reached down and rubbed her pussy, making it too wet and soaking, dripping cum from her lips onto the carpet.
It seemed like hours that her Mom face-fucked her, but it couldn't have been longer than five minutes until her Mom pulled the cock out and let go off her daughter's head. The dildo was dripping with saliva, wetter than it would be than if it had been dipped in a bowl of water. Aria raised her head to look at her domme Mom. Ella grinned, "Do you want me to bang your ass?"
Aria nodded.
"Beg me. Beg me to fuck that sweet behind," Ella said.
"Please fuck my butt, Mom. Pretty please, with sugar on. Ram your dick into my asshole, bang it open, fuck my asshole. Please, please, fuck your anal whore of daughter. I'm begging you to ram my dyke ass and make it gape," the teen said, meaning every word.
"Get on the bed, on your hands and knees facing the mirror - I want to be able to see your face as I fuck that dyke ass," her Mom ordered and Aria did as she was told.
In the reflection of the mirror she could see her Mom climbing on the bed after her, the strap-on sticking out like it was a real hard cock. The teen shivered in anticipation, the butt-plug had whetted her appetite. Though it was small and thin compared to the huge dildo her Mom was wearing it still fitted snugly in her ass, how would it feel to have something as thick as the strap-on pounding her?
She didn't have long to wait. She saw her Mom lean towards her and felt a sudden burst of cold air as her Mom pulled the plug-out of her ass. So used had she become to it's feel that for a second Aria felt like something had been amputated. But before she could get reused to the lack of toy in her ass, her Mom was grabbing her cheeks and levering them apart, to push her strap-on at Aria's still open rosebud.
"Oh, yes," grunted Ella as she penetrated her daughter's ass.
"Oooooohh," groaned Aria as her ass welcomed her Mom's toy.
Ella leant back and then came forward, driving the toy deeper. It went in, the blow-job and the butt-plug having done their work. But even as it pushed down Aria gasped and cried out, her tunnel expanding further than the plug had managed and even the saliva covering it was not enough to leave it's entry frictionless and easy. Behind her Ella ignored her cries and gripped the side of the teen's ass to give herself balance and continued working herself in and out. "Yes, yes, yes," she muttered as she thrust forward and back, "Yes, yes, yes."
"Ooooohh, urrrrhhh," Aria grunted, closing her eyes and gripping at the bedding. It was sore and painful, but exciting and exhilarating at the same time. The cock was pushing further than the butt-plug, going into previously unexplored regions of her butt and opening tunnel that had been virgin. The chute expanded and elasticated like rubber, stretching to fit the dildo as snugly as a hand in a glove. Ella was going faster and harder, driving the toy deeper into her daughter's bottom, opening the tunnel wider. Aria gasped as the toy slammed against her cervix wall and made her clit spin. Gingerly, careful that she didn't overbalance, Aria let one hand go from the bedding and transferred it to her pussy, wiping at the wet hole with her fingers. The enjoyment she was receiving catapulted higher. "Oooohhh, urrrrhhh, ooooohhh. Fuck me Mom, fuck me."
Ella was slamming hard now, her hands gripping her daughter's waist as she pummelled her ass. The full length of the toy slammed down Aria's chute, making her feel like she was filled completely. The teen screamed and gasped and squealed, "Fuck me, oh my God, fuck me harder."
"You dirty anal dyke," her Mom snorted, "I own this fucking lesbo ass, it's mine."
"Yes, Mom, yes!" Aria cried back, "I'm yours, I'm your fuckhole to fuck anytime you want and anyway... I'm your whore, I'm your dyke daughter."
The dildo speared her anus, ramming down deep, filling her. She stroked her pussy hard, making it thrum as cum spurted out all over her Mom's bed. Aria had a feeling that she wasn't the first to cum on this bed as her Mom fucked from behind and that she didn't mind a splurge of girl juice on her quilt. Or at least if she did she was doing nothing to stop Aria cumming again and again as she pounded her daughter's back hole violently. "Yes, you slut, you dyke bitch. I'm fucking your ass because you're an anal lesbo skank."
"Aaaaarrrrghhh," Aria shrieked in ecstasy as she came, the waves of exhilaration smashing round her body. Her eyes popped open. In the mirror she could see her Mom pounding away, her tits bouncing and jiggling as she energetically thrust in and out, her brown hair flapping and flying across her face as she rocked, the look of pure lust on her face as she gaped her daughter. The dildo slammed all the way down Aria's hole, hammering behind at the spider-web nerves of her clitoris. Aria shrieked again, "Aaarrrrghhh!!!"
Her Mom continued, thrusting and banging at the teen butt-hole, stretching it like it was rubber, thrusting so deep that it was miracle her dick was coming out the other side. Aria cried out in pleasure with every stroke, her hand still continuing to fondle her soaked pussy. She knew it was wrong to enjoy being sodomised by her Mom, she knew it made her a lesbo anal whore as her Mom kept grunting; but it felt so good, so hot, so ecstasy inducing. She squealed loudly, rocking the bed as she came yet again, "AAaaarrrrggghhh..."
Her Mom pulled out and collapsed back on the bed. Aria remained in position gasping loudly; she was about to turn when her Mom stopped her. "Just a moment." Ella reached for her phone, sitting on the bedside cabinet and held it up. Aria blushed as she heard the click, had her Mom just taken a picture of her gaping ass? She just hoped that her Mom had a secure password...
"Come suck my cock clean," Ella ordered and put the phone back down.
"Yes Mom," said Aria, spinning on her knees so she was facing Ella. She leant down over the dick. For the second time that evening her mouth opened and slid over the fake dick. But this time she wasn't lubing but washing, her tongue sliding up and down the dimpled plastic, bouncing over it and swirling round. There was a slight bitterness that hadn't been there before. Aria tried to ignore it and to just concentrate on feeling the texture. To her horror she found that she could still taste the bitterness of her butt no matter how much she tried to just think on the ridges; to her greater horror she didn't mind as much as she should that she was tasting her own ass. Up and down her mouth moved, her lips pursed, her teeth grazing at it. She didn't go as deep as before, nor bob as violently, correctly guessing that her Mom wasn't wanting a hardcore deep-throating where her head banged like a metaller, but a slow and relaxed cleaning, where she slid up and down like a dirty little slave skank.
"That's good, Aria. You're finding your proper place now, sucking a strap-on after it's been up your dyke ass. You're a perfect little anal whore," Ella said, with a touch of admiration that at the same time vied with contempt and lust. "Wash it with your mouth. Clean my toy of your slut butt."
Aria tongue wrapped round the pole, slurping and licking at the hard rod. The bitter taste was been gradually washed away to be replaced with the bland nothingness of plastic. She still continued sucking, waiting for her Mom to tell her to stop as even if there was no taste she was enjoying the submission. Or perhaps enjoying was the wrong word for a submissive slut like her; she was accepting her submission.
"I think I'm ready for another bit of Aria ass," her Mom reached out to her hair and pulled the teen off the dick.
Aria drew up and nodded meekly, "Yes Mom, where do you want me?"
Her Mom remained lying on her back, flicking her plastic cock with a finger. "I want you to do the work this time, show me the real slut you and ride me."
Aria didn't pause, but nodded. She started to move towards her Mom, but her Mom shook her head, "I want you to do it reverse, so you can see yourself in the mirror and know what a butt-fucked whore you are."



"Okay," replied Aria, though she thought rebelliously that feeling the plastic dong pounding her ass would remind her she was anal slut.
Still, she did as her domme Mom demanded, turning her back to the woman who gave her birth, spreading her cheeks and lowering herself on the upright rod. She gave a groan as it penetrated her butt, though it slipped in more effortlessly than before, like sky-diving it was obviously easier the second time. She slid her butt down, letting the dick go all the way in until her cheeks were resting on her Mom. The Milf sat up a to grab her stomach and open her legs, a hand sliding down to rub at the teen's wet pussy, "You dirty, horny slut," Ella murmured in her ear and began to thrust up, "Ride me, ride me faster whore."
Aria began to bounce in time with her Mom, driving herself up the toy and then down again, opening her ass even further and spreading the chute. Her teen titties wobbled and jumped, her body shuddering in sexual pleasure. Her pussy tingled and hummed as her Mom rubbed at the clit from the front and pounded it from behind, the toy spearing all the way in to smack at the nerves behind her wall. "MMmmnnnn, ooohhhh," Aria groaned, "Oh fuck me, fuck me Mom. Hammer my dyke ass, screw it so hard I pop."
Her Mom grunted in reply, "That's it my slutty fuckhole daughter, I'm going to wreck your butt, I'm going to gape it open. No, no it's not your ass any longer, it belongs to me to fuck for as long and hard as I want."
"Oooohhh yessss," squealed Aria, "It's your. My ass is yours to screw, ram it Mom, slam your dick up my dyke hole."
"Uh, uh, uh," her Mom panted as she pounded the tight teen hole, ramming up with all her strength.
"Aaaarrggghhhh, yessss," Aria screamed in pleasure, thudding up and down. In the mirror she could see her reflection, her face contorting and twisting with every thrust, her long dark hair swinging as she jumped up and down, sometimes it covered her jiggling boobies for a second, before it swung to one side. Her pussy was almost hidden behind her Mom's hand, but as her Mom rubbed hard little spurts of cum would shoot out from between her fingers and Aria would shriek in ecstasy again. "AAaarrrrghhhh."
"Uh, uh, uh," her Mom grunted slamming harder, driving fast and violently into Aria's tunnel, forcing the teen to up her speed to match her thrusts. The teen's thighs ached, the muscles straining as she worked herself up and down. She leant back and down, pressing her hands on the bedding to give herself extra lift, her Mom's naked boobs pressing at her back as the Milf pushed up in response. Ella grunted in passion, her pants loud in Aria's ear, "Uh, uh, you slut, uh, uh."
The dildo pounded hard and deep, smacking at Aria's anal walls and making them stretch, The pleasurable was indescribable and Aria knew that this was where she belonged, anally impaled on another woman's strap-on. First her Mom and then others - hot domme after hot domme pounding her butt night after night, each banging confirming her status as a dyke butt-fuck slut. She screamed in pleasure, "Yessss, yessss, fuck me Mom, I'm a lesbo whore, I'm a skanky anal loving dyke. Fuck me, fuck meeeee!"
"Uh, uh, uh, fucking your slut butt," her Mom panted in reply, the dildo shooting up Aria' back passageway
The orgasms hit her the teen in a rush, making her jerk and squeal louder, "AAaarrrrgghhh, aaaarrgggghh."
Her Mom continued to thrust away, sodomising her submissive daughter deep and hard....
*
The phone beeped as Melissa was sitting in the barn going through some paperwork she'd brought home from the office. She smiled as she reached for it, knowing who the message would be from. She was right, she didn't even need to see the same to confirm as on the screen Aria's well gaped asshole displayed itself, the teen's face reflected in the mirror in front of her to give the picture an 'arty' quality. Though as she stared at it Melissa wasn't interested in its composition, but the naked pounded ass in front of her. She licked her lips, it would be so fun to bang it, she hoped that Ella would quickly be making Aria available for all. Her hand crept down to her own pussy. She unzipped her pants enough to slide it down under her thong and play with her pussy whilst imagining Aria's asshole.
After a few moments she put it down with a smile. She would look forward to Aria's ass and seeing it had whetted her appetite; but not tonight, tonight she was going to butt-bang her sister.
And she was looking forward to that...
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Veronica Hastings voice was on the other end of the office phone "I know it's short notice, but are you around tonight to keep an eye on Spencer?" And keep her on the wagon and away from prescription drugs, were the unadded words, "I've got to go and see a client in Federal Prison first thing tomorrow and the only way to make the visiting hours is to spend the night in a hotel near by."
"Of course," said Melissa, ever the dutiful daughter. She half-listened as her Mom continued to talk, giving details of when she'd be back and what there was in the house to eat. But the other half of her brain was thinking of her sister's sexy ass and what it'd be like to fuck it. Even as her Mom was speaking Melissa was fiddling with her cell and looking at the pictures, quickly thumbing through them until she found the one she wanted. Sent by one of her best friends, Ella Montgomery, it was a picture of Spencer wearing just a blouse bent over a school desk, her naked and well-opened ass pointing at the camera. Ella had said that Spencer was a good fuck, a totally submissive anal whore.
She became aware that her Mom was nearing the end of the conversation, telling her that she'd see her on Saturday afternoon when she returned from the client visit. Melissa said, "That's fine. I'll see you then."
"You and Spencer have a good time, but you're in charge."
"We will," said Melissa glad her Mom couldn't see the lecherous smile on her face, "Spencer will be good."
She put the phone down and looked at the clock on the wall. It was still thirty minutes to Rosewood High broke for lunch and she could call her friend Alison. That half-hour seemed to drag, the young lawyer forcing herself to work on drafting the deposition in front of her and not about dyke ass. The clock had barely reached twelve before she had her cell up and was dialling A2. It seemed like an age, but was only seconds before Alison answered. "Hi."
"You free?"
"Yes, I'm in the corridor" Ali replied, in the background Melissa could hear the clash of locker doors and hubbub of teen conversation. Melissa considered saying she'd ring back, she didn't want to be overheard. But Ali forestalled her, "No-one will be listening. Everyone talks here and no-one listens."
"Okay. My Mom's away and I'm looking after Spencer for the night."
"And you want to know whether she is ready?" Melissa could hear Alison's smile through the ether.
"Yes," Melissa said. Manipulating the neural pathways to make a woman a lesbian submissive was easy, if you had the knowledge (and Ali did and shared it with the rest of the team). It had worked with Emily (who had once been as straight as a ruler), then Ashley and her daughter, Hanna. It had even worked with Spencer, making her bend over the desk for Ella - and if either Ali or Mona had wanted her they'd have found her an easy lay. But incest was different, it was so taboo that it took extra work to break the social conditioning and open the mind to open the ass for a relative. Not that the extra work had worried the A-Team, Ella had been working on Aria for weeks, dropping the right phrases into the conversation - all seemingly innocent, but carefully designed to gradually turn the mind one way. And Melissa had been doing the same with Spencer, working with Ella and the others to slowly prepare her for sistercest.
"You could always try and see," teased Alison, knowing that Melissa wouldn't given the consequences of failure (including that she'd ruin all the preparation and probably never get a chance to bang that fine ass).
"I could, but you could tell me," replied Melissa.
"It must be the time for families," Alison continued, referring to the fact that Ella was planning to take her daughter's lesbian anal virginity that evening.
"Families are important and so are A-team members," Melissa said, impatient to know whether tonight she and her sister would be watching an uplifting movie or butt-fucking.
"I was only joking,"
Alison sounded a little sulky and Melissa regretted being so blunt; she knew that Ali would have told her in a few minutes and the reference to them being team members almost suggested that she thought Alison wouldn't tell her and that they weren't friends. She quickly softened it, "I know Ali, you're one of my best friends. Sorry I was so curt, I've just been waiting thirty minutes and need to know whether it's ice-cold shower time?"
"That's okay, I know you've been thinking of this for a long time," she paused. Ali wouldn't be Ali if she didn't play out the drama a little, making herself the centre of Melissa's world for a few moments. "I think I can safely say that's she ready. We'll all be expecting pics."
"You'll get them," laughed Melissa. "You and Mona have a good time tonight."
*
Spencer was a bad person, she knew. She had seduced her teacher into lesbian anal sex for undeserved grades and ever since then all she had been able to think about was backdoor banging and her need for it. She'd love for Ella to fuck her slutty ass again, or if not Ella some other hot woman who'd give Spencer what she wanted and needed. But the teacher hadn't given her another glance, even when Spencer had lingered by her desk after class, trying to look sexy and available whilst asking questions about the assignment Mrs Montgomery had given them.
She could hear her sister coming up the stairs, just in from the barn where she'd been working on some lawyery stuff; it was very like mother, like daughter as far as Veronica and Melissa concerned. Spencer was the cuckoo, the dirty lesbian slut in the prim and proper Hasting's family, the horny whore who wanted it in her ass. She pushed the tiny dildo in a little further, keeping it just between her fingers - almost excited by the risk that she'd slip and loose it. Wouldn't that be an interesting trip to the hospital? Melissa would probably die of embarrassment. But then she'd tell their Mom and Spencer would be grounded forever, and with no chance to have her ass filled by a dominant, demanding dyke. Spencer reluctantly pulled the toy an inch or so out.
"I'm going to take a hot shower," Melissa called through the door
"I've had one," Spencer called back. As her sister's footsteps receded down the landing Spencer adjusted her bath robe so that as well as dildoing her ass she could rub her pussy. In her imagination it was her in the shower, with Ella Montgomery behind her and for some reason, her Mona in front of her, both of them fucking her holes together as the warm water coursed down them. It was a fantasy, but an enjoyable one.
She gave a low moan as she toyed her ass, only wishing the dildo was bigger. But it had to be small enough to easily hide in her room, being kept in the hollow tube of her dress rack when not in use. Her fingers continued to play with her cunt, moistening it up and leaving it slick with teen cum. She closed her eyes, still imagining that Ella was behind her, but now instead of Mona, the Milf had been joined by Aria for some serious mother-daughter DPing of Spencer's holes. It was so hot.
There was the sound of footsteps on the landing as her sister finished the shower and headed towards her room. Spencer pulled the dildo out of her ass, hiding it under her copy of 'Of Mice and Men' and quickly adjusted her robe, so that her pussy was covered. She was sure that her sister would continue down the landing to her own room and not come into hers; but why take the risk that Melissa would come in, find her masturbating, tell their Mom and her then being grounded as delinquent sexual deviant.
She was lucky she had put the toy away as the door opened and Melissa entered, her wet hair flapping as she walked and her robe just loose enough up top that Spencer could glimpse a side-tit. She blushed slightly at the craving in her pussy from the brief look at the boob. She must be horny to be turned on by her sister. "What do you want?" she asked curtly, wanting Melissa to quickly leave so she could go back to masturbating.
Melissa gave no sign of moving, instead she gave a sniff as if there was something in the air, "I recognise that smell..." Spencer couldn't smell anything, but she wondered if her vigorous pussy and ass-play had left the odour in the air. She shook her head to try and convince her sister there was no smell, but Melissa wasn't finished. She walked further into the room, prowling round like a tiger with Spencer as the kid, tied up and waiting to be devoured. "You've not dressed after your shower."
"Neither have you," Spencer shot back, unsure where her sister was heading.
It seemed that where she was heading was the window, the curtains were closed but Melissa tugged them even tighter so that not even a chink of light could get in. Spencer frowned, what was Melissa doing? Not that it mattered, the teen just wanted her to leave so that she could carry on fucking herself as non-one else was. "What do you want?" she asked.
Melissa moved from the window and stood in front of Spencer. "I'm horny," she replied and shrugged off her robe.
Spencer wasn't sure what surprised her most, the casualness with which her older sister dropped the robe or that she wasn't as naked underneath it as Spencer imagined she would be - a strap-on springing up from under the gown and pointing as Spencer like a missile. She didn't have time to decide before her sister was stepping over her and pulling her own robe down over her shoulders. Spencer tried to pull it back up, her brain still trying to process what was going on, "Melissa... what? What are you doing?"
"Weren't you listening? I just said I was horny," Melissa grinned, "Don't resist, you know you're as horny as I am. I can smell it, the scent of sweet wet dyke cunt is so strong I can almost taste it."
"But..." Spencer found herself struggling to keep her gown on her shoulders as Melissa tried to pull it off, "We're sisters..."
"And I'm horny," said Melissa "And you're a lesbo slut."
Whilst it was true Spencer still felt she needed to deny it, "I'm not, now stop."
Her sister grinned so wide it was almost a laugh, "We both know you are, no matter if you're making me work to get a look at those titties." She dragged down the robe hard over Spencer's arms, pushing the younger sister's shoulders at the same time so that she found the robe pinning her arms to her back. Spencer struggled to get free, realising as she did that the effect wasn't loosening her arms one little bit, but was bouncing her now naked tits for her sister. Melissa smiled lustfully as she reached out to grab the pair, "You don't know how long I've wanted to see these and squeeze these firm boobies" Her fingers closed round the nipples, pulling and tweaking the nub "They may be small, but they are perfectly formed."
"Melissa, I'm not... not what you think," Spencer tried to dissuade her sister further.
She was ignored. Or rather Melissa took steps to confirm that Spencer was exactly what she thought - a lesbian slut, the older Hastings slipping a hand down under the robe and between the teen's leg. Spencer gave a small squeak as her sister rubbed her in that place that family members shouldn't touch. Melissa's smile was lustful, "Spencer, you are such a liar, you're soaking."
Spencer tried to shake her head in denial, but her sister was forcing her mouth down, kissing the teen hard. Her tongue pushed at the teen's lips, Spencer tried to resist it - for a moment. But Melissa was right, her cunt was soaking as it tingled in lust, her nipples were hard and ready, every part of her was telling her she was a lesbian submissive and that her sister was a domme. She submitted as she knew she should, opening her lips for Melissa' to stab in, the older girl totally controlling her mouth, her tongue pushing and probing and pressing at Spencer's. Even as she kissed her hard, Melissa was squeezing a titty with one hand and stroking the teen's clit with the thumb on the other. It made Spencer even wetter and hotter - especially as she could feel the brush of her sister's toy on her thigh; a promise yet to be fulfilled.
Melissa broke, "You're such a slut, Spence," she said without rancour taking her sister's head in her hand and bringing it towards her chest, "Now suck my titties."
Spencer began to slurp and lick at her sister boobs, her tongue darting over and around the puffy nipples, slipping them into her mouth and suckling at them. She could feel them coming erect under her tongue and teeth, as she switched between them. Her sister moaned in pleasure, her hand on Spencer's head, a mixture of tenderness and control as she stroked the hair, but kept the pressure on to stop the teen pulling to far back.
"Mmmnnn, yummm," Spencer licked and lapped at them. Her own nipples were stiff as well and her cunt was tingling. She knew it was wrong, but she didn't care. She was a dyke slut and if Melissa wanted her Melissa should have her. She stroked her tongue up and down, sliding it all over the teat and around the titty, sucking it and taking the boob in her mouth. She was aware that Melissa was disrobing her, unwrapping the rest of gown from Spencer so that she was even more naked than her sister. The teen relished the freedom it gave her arms, so that she could grip her sister's sides and suck the titties harder and deeper, really giving them the love they deserved.
"Oh, that's good," Melissa purred, "You're a good little titty sucker. Now let's see if you can suck something else..."
Spencer felt her head being forced down until it was level with her sister's plastic prick. Melissa didn't say anything, but Spencer knew what to do, opening her mouth and sliding it up the toy. It tasted oily, like it had been lubed with gel so many times that it had seeped into the toy. It hinted that her sister had fucked more than one other woman, a suspicion that was enhanced by the practiced way her sister was feeding her the strap-on, pushing it into Spencer's mouth with small, but rapid, thrusts. Spencer met the challenge, opening her mouth so hard it ached and pushing herself further down the dong, hoping that she was pleasing her sister.
She guessed she was, "That's it your dirty little dyke cock-sucker. Take my cock in your whore mouth. It's only plastic prick you want, no real dick wanted by my lesbian skank sister. Yeah, Spencer, suck my girl dick you fucking whore-faced bitch." The older Hastings was speeding up, pushing the toy deeper and quicker into Spencer's mouth, so that the teen threatened to choke and gag. Not that Melissa cared. "You dirty whore, you slutty skank. Suck it deep like you're a dyke hooker I've hired, a cheap and dirty one, a real slutty prozzie, who'd do it for free if she wasn't getting paid."
Both Melissa's hands were on the back of Spencer's head, dragging the teen's mouth down the dick all the way. Spencer's eyes were forced open as the cock pushed at her throat, she spurted bile and spew spit, the bitter and rancid taste of it filling her mouth. Still her continued fucking her like a whore, like Spencer deserved, like she wanted. Harder and harder, the cock banged at her throat, almost without let-up, only allowing brief pauses for Spencer to snort in air before she face-fucked her again.
"Whore, slut, skank, bitch, dyke, fuckhole," Melissa snarled and grunted, perfectly describing Spencer.
At some point they changed position so that Spencer was lying on her back on her bed, with her head hanging down and Melissa fucking her her face, the twentysomething slamming the strap-on into the teen's throat like it was her pussy. Spencer mouth exploded saliva, spewing out between her lips with each thrust and dribbling down into her nose and eyes and her hair; she imagined it was like having a continual facial. Melissa didn't stop though, as a guy would after he'd cum, continuing to bang and thrust the toy into Spencer's waiting mouth.
"You're just a dyke fuckhole," Melissa grunted, "Your mouth is just made for sucking large toys, not even proper pricks, but dyke dick." She rammed her dildo deep to accentuate the fact that Spencer's mouth was designed for throat-fucking, her lips to grip the toy, her teeth to graze over it, her tongue to lick and lather it as well. "You're a fuckhole, a faced-fucked fuckhole. And you know what happens to fuckholes? They get face-fucked like dirty fucking fuckhole whores."
As her mouth was pounded the teen moved a hand down to stroke her pussy, hoping that Melissa wouldn't mind if she pleasured herself. Her sister saw her movement and snorted in contempt, "You dirty whore, you're turned on by being face-fucked like a dyke slut." Spencer could hardly deny it and since it didn't seem like she was being forbidden from doing so began to rub and massage her pussy, stroking the wet and stimulated slit, making it even damper and excited. She wasn't sure, but she suspected Melissa was turned on by watching her fondle her slot as the older Hastings went even faster and harder, choking Spencer with the big cock and grunting out, "You whore, you slut, you skank. You're just designed to be face-fucked.... You're just so turned on by giant dildos, well let's swap holes."
She pulled the cock out of Spencer's mouth and manhandled the gasping teen so that she was face down on the bed with her ass raised. "You want me to be bang this sluthole?" Melissa spanked one of Spencer's cheeks, "You want be to butt-fuck this dyke ass?"
Thinking the question rhetorical Spencer remained silent. Her sister slapped her ass so hard it stung. "I asked you a question Spence? Do you want me to bang your lesbo ass?"
Spencer blushed as she nodded, "Yes."
"Ask me nicely... no, beg me, beg me to hammer that sluthole of yours," Melissa sneered, spanking the other buttock and making it wobble.
"Please Melissa, fuck my butt. I want you to take that big strap-on and ram it down my naughty, slut asshole. Please anally fuck me," Spencer said.
"It doesn't sound like you really want it," Melissa teased, slapping a cheek again,. "Convince me..."
"I'm a dyke bitch, I want to be dommed, I want to be fucked hard in my ass, I want to be treated like I'm a whore..." Spencer paused, barely able to believe she was saying all these things, even less that they were all true. But she needed that cock and whilst she was sure that Melissa was so wanting to give it her that she didn't need to be begged, why take the risk? The teen continued, "Please, please, please analise me. I'm just begging for your large strap-on, I've always wanted to be butt-banged and dominated by my older sister, knowing that you're the boss and I'm just your anal slut slave."
"My anal slut slave, that sounds good," Melissa's hand swatted Spencer's rump again, "But you know... I'm still not sure..."
"It's all I want," said Spencer, a touch of desperation in her voice, "For you to thrust a big strap-on up my most taboo hole and treat me like your bitch. I just want to be ass-fucked and screwed like a slut. Please fuck my slut ass and make me cum, please Melissa, I'm begging you like I've never begged before."
Spencer's face was red with embarrassment and her ass red from her sister's spanks, her relationship with her sister was usually competitive verging on antagonistic and if she wanted something it was expressed as a demand. But here she was wiggling her butt at Melissa, begging her to fuck her there; and Spencer had never been so turned on. "Please, " she repeated, "It's all I want, your cock in my ass, you owning me, ramming me so hard I burst."
"So how much of an anal slut are you?" her sister asked.
It was promising that as she was asking Melissa hand's were on Spencer's ass, spreading the cheeks apart. Spencer gulped, wondering what was the right answer, "A total one," she said hoping that was the right answer.



"Have you had any guys up here? Did Toby bang your butt?" Melissa's finger stroked at the rosebud, "My, that's fucking tight..."
"No; no guys been up there," Spencer said.
"What about women? I can't believe a big a dyke slut such as my little sister hasn't had her anal cherry taken."
"Just the once... I loved it, it made me realise what I want is big strap-ons in my tight dyke ass," Spencer said.
"Who was it? Which ball-busting top busted that Spencer Hasting's cherry?" Melissa was smiling broadly.
"It was Mrs Montgomery, at school," Spencer quickly responded, aware that she was telling her lawyer sister of an illegal act.
Her sister didn't seem to mind, instead she rewarded Spencer by slipping her middle finger into the teen's anal passage; it felt, if not like heaven at least the stairway to it. Melissa twisted it round slightly, opening the hole as she said, "At school? What did she do? Pull down your soaking panties and butt-fuck your virgin ass in front of the class."
"No...no... I'd got a poor mark" (and telling that to Melissa might have been the most humiliating part of the whole evening to Spencer) "and she called be back after school and then she spanked me and because that didn't work she banged my butthole."
"Mmmnnn, I can see to a slut such as you that would work as an incentive," Melissa replied. For a few moments the only sound was Spencer's little moans as her older sister's finger explored her asshole. Then Melissa spoke the words that Spencer was dying to hear, "You know what Spence? As you've asked so nicely I am going to fuck this hole. I wouldn't have done if it was virgin, but as Ella Montgomery has opened it up for all comers it would be a waste not to use it wouldn't it?"
"Oh, yes, "Spencer nodded excitedly, "A total waste. It's there to be banged open and rammed hard."
Melissa didn't reply, but she didn't have too as Spencer felt the hard plastic of her sister's dildo pressing at her sphincter and then easing in, sliding down the first couple of inches with little resistance. Her ass began to slow it then, despite their owner's desperate wishes, her walls seeming to clasp together to stop the toy going all the way down. Spencer gave a little cry of frustration and wiggled to drive her ass up. Melissa didn't seem to mind, just pulling back and thrusting forward.
"Ooooohhh, yessss!" Spencer cried out as the toy went deeper. Her fingers splayed out and then came back together into a fist, gripping the bedding as she did so. The cock wasn't in too far yet and it felt good, no discomfort or only a little pain - like she had a slight ache after over-vigorous exercise and she knew that would soon fade as her ass got used to the interloper. "Ohhhhh, give it me all, stuff me deep."
"You slut, you dirty whore slut," Melissa grinned and slammed the toy deeper.
The older Hastings' dildo pushed aside the resisting walls, spreading them like soft cheese as if she aimed to get the toy all the way into Spencer's bowels. The teen hoped she was, if it felt so good with the dick only half-way, how would it feel when it buried all the way in and her sister was vigorously pounding her. She was sure her sister must have done this before, the way she'd gripped Spencer's waist for balance, the speed and skill with which she was opening her, the confidence with which she pounded down, knowing the teenage asshole would give way to her thrusts. "OOooooh, yessss, fuck me, I want your dick...."
"Then take more, you anal skank, I'm going to stuff it all in your whorehole," Melissa grinned.
Spencer squealed in reply, her asshole opened more and now she could feel Melissa's thighs smacking at her as the full-length went down the younger woman's hole. "Aaaarrrghh, I can feel it, ohhhh, that's so good," Spencer cried out, her nails ripping at the bed clothes as she grasped them in a passionate grip. Her sister held her waist harder and sped up, thrusting down at pace. Spencer squealed again, "Arrrrrggghhh, yessss, Melissa fuck my ass harder."
"Beg for it, slut," responded Melissa, though to Spencer's delight she showed no sign of slowing down.
"Pleeeeaassse, fuck my ass, fuck it hard and deep, open it like the whore's hole it is, make me scream as you gape my ass, pleeeaaaasssse," Spencer begged.
"Yes, your ass is such a fucking dyke bitch ass, it's impossible not to pound," Melissa said and thrust even harder, spearing her toy down into the teenage chute, opening the tunnel so much that Spencer thought she might rip.
She didn't. She did cum. "Aaaaaaaarrrghhh, yessssss, aaaaarrrgggghhh," she screamed as the pleasure raced round her like dragsters; every nerve seemed to explode and implode simultaneously, her brain shut down and restarted so quickly that there were flashes in front of her. "AAaaaarrrrghhhhh, yeessssss, aaaarrrgghhh."
Melissa didn't acknowledge the orgasm, she didn't slow down to let the teen get over it or speed up to make it even harder; she just continued at the same, admittedly fast, speed, thrusting the toy down deep into the ass as if Spencer was just a hole. And that made the teen even wetter, knowing that she was nothing but a fuckhole, just there for her sister's strap-on, a whore to be fucked, a skank to be banged. If Melissa had said something lovey-dovey or complimented Spencer on her sexual skills, it would have spoiled it; Spencer just wanted to be dominated and fucked like she didn't matter. "Aaarrrrghhh," she screamed again, "Fuck my ass, please Melissa, ram it deeper."
Melissa continued to slam away, panting and grunting in exertion, her speed and vigour showing how much she was enjoying Spencer's ass. Spencer screamed louder, shrieking and squealing in pleasure. She knew she should feel shame, that she was getting fucked by her sister, breaking one of society's great taboos and in her ass, no less. But she didn't - all she felt was pleasure, this was where she was meant to be, face down on her bed, her ass getting fucked. She hoped that this would become a regular thing, Melissa coming in whenever their Mom was out and sodomising Spencer from here to eternity. Perhaps, Melissa would let other women fuck her as well; that thought made Spencer even hotter. "Aaaaaarrrrghh," she came again, "Aaaaaaarrggghh, fuucccckkk."
The teen's pussy was in a constant state of arousal, the soaked slit rubbing at the bedding as she was pounded. The dildo was smacking at her clitoral nerves from behind, driving her wild. Melissa was showing no mercy, ramming down the asshole like it was made of an indestructible fibre, not thin flesh. Spencer wouldn't have had it any other way; her ass was made to be fucked and fucked hard; she just trusted her sister to pound it to the point of destruction and not beyond - she was that was what Melissa was doing. And if not, if the teenage asshole was fucked so much she had to get it seen to, well the butt was Melissa's and Spencer would just lie to the doctor, perhaps claiming rape by some guy, before waiting until her butt was healed and then spreading it again. "Fuuuucckkk aaaaaarrghh."
"Slut... whore... bitch," Melissa panted, gasping out the words between fevered intakes of breath. She was definitely giving Spencer's ass its all. "Fuck... your... ass... whore."
"Aaaarrrghhh, yesssss, fuck it, fuck it hard," squealed Spencer, shuddering in pleasure and excitement. She could feel the dampness of her sister's thighs every time she thudded home; whether it was perspiration or pussy juice which had leaked from her cunt and down Melissa's legs Spencer didn't know - not that she cared. Her sister was wet and fucking her asshole, that was all that mattered, "Aaaaaarrrghhhh, fuuucckkk yessss, aaaaarrrggghhhh."
She felt a sudden coolness as Melissa dildo sprang out. For a few seconds Spencer hoped for it to be replaced, but it wasn't. Instead her sister said, "Hold still, I want a picture."
Spencer remained in situ, unashamed as her sister pulled her cell out of her robe lying on the floor and took a shot of Spencer's battered butt. Once she'd taken the photo Melissa dropped the cell down onto her robe and sat on the bed, "Suck it clean and I'll tell you what's going to happen next."
Spencer almost jumped up to drop down between her sister's legs, her mouth immediately opening and sliding down over the bitter tasting dildo. She bobbed up and down, wanting to make sure it was clean and that Melissa would have no complaints. Despite her initial words Melissa remained silent for a few minutes, whether appreciating Spencer's blowjob skills or getting her breath back Spencer didn't know; but she continued slurping up and down knowing that at the worst Melissa would see how obedient the teen could be.
Eventually, just as Spencer was sure the cock was clean of her juices, Melissa spoke, "You're going to be my anal fuck-slave." Spencer's heart leapt with joy as her older sister carried on, "I am going to own your ass and fuck it when I want. Every time Mom is out you should be waiting for me to come with a strap-on and fuck you. Most times you'll be disappointed because I'll be out, probably fucking some other whore, but sometimes yours is going to be the only ass in town and then I'll fuck it, like tonight, like you're a whore. And perhaps if you're really good I may let you get butt-fucked by some other hot woman, who'll treat you like the dirty, skank hooker you are. And you'll keep this secret, from Mom, from Dad, from those friends of yours. To everyone else you'll be bolshie, superior Spencer - only I'll know your true self, that you're slut, bitch Spencer who loves it in her asshole. Do you understand?"
Spencer's head bobbed up long enough for her to say, "Yes, Melissa" before it dropped down and continued sucking the dildo.
*
Ella's cell beeped as she was pounding Aria's ass for the third time that night, the naked teen on her back, her legs opening and rubbing at her Mom's sides as Ella pounded in and out. Aria's face contorted in orgasmic pleasure just as the beeps sounded and Ella decided to ignore it for a few moments as she knew it would just be a picture of a gaping ass, nice no doubt, but not nearly so much fun as fucking Aria's. She continued slamming in and out, until she was panting for breath and sweating. Only then did she roll off the teen, pointing at the strap-on, "Clean it," she demanded and reached out for her cell as Aria's mouth descended down the dick that had just been up her ass.
Languidly Ella swiped the phone, smiling as the she opened the message and Spencer Hastings well opened butt together with the message, "Spencer butt-fucked". Down below Aria's head sprung up and down cleaning cock, Ella grinned, two members of the A-Team had got some sexy ass, soon she'd find out, if, as expected the other two had as well...
*
Earlier that evening...
Alison deLaurentis gripped Miss Cooper's head tight as she kissed her, stroking the bun as her other head moved down to grip the buns of a more butt-like kind. The older woman reacted as Alison had expected, quivering and quaking like a teen virgin, but not stopping the real teen (even if she was a far from virginal one) squeezing her ass. Alison was half-tempted to continue. Not that the older woman was her type, she certainly enjoyed Milfs, as Ashley Marin knew, but Miss Cooper wasn't good enough looking, too horsey and with hair than was too course and could do with some dye; and she never use lip-stick. Thinking about it Alison would have put her down as a butch at her first, a total top, but she wasn't, she was a submissive a bitch as Alison had met and that was what made her tempting. Still there was the plan to consider and Mona would be pissed if Alison didn't keep her part in it; not that Ali was scared of Mona, but she was one of her best friends and part of the A-Team - all for one and one for all.
Reluctantly Alison drew her mouth away, making a mental note to pay Miss Cooper a follow up visit. The swim coach gulped and put her hand over her heart, breathing deeply like she'd just dived to the bottom of a very deep pool, "Oh Alison... I don't know why... I've never... I'm not even a lesbian..."
"Sssshhh," Ali gave her most seductive smile and placed a finger gently against the older woman's lips, "Our secret. I've had the hots for you for a while and couldn't resist any longer."
"You... me..." Miss Cooper blushed.
"I know, what the heart wants the heart wants," Alison sighed, like she was a love-struck teen and not a dominator of dyke butt. "But it can't be... yet...." She left the last word lingering like a slowly fading light, slowly licking her lips as if she was promising something without words.
Miss Cooper was entranced, slowly she nodded. "Yes..." she breathed without saying what or even being sure to what she was saying 'yes' to.
Alison smiled, "I was hoping for a quick swim tonight, without anyone seeing me, naked..." She smiled, "Totally nude," planting the vision in the teacher's mind. "You understand?"
Miss Cooper nodded, though it was unclear whether she did or not. It didn't matter as Alison continued, "If you leave me the keys, I could do that and lock-up."
"Paige McCullers is still there," said Miss Cooper, her eyes fixated on Alison's face.
The blonde smiled ignoring what the swimming coach had said, "I could drop them off tomorrow morning, perhaps stay for lunch and something to eat... or drink..." She smiled and moved her body slowly, gently, but undeniably, against the older woman. Miss Cooper gave a sharp intake of breath and Alison knew she had her, now she thought about it she probably would fuck her tomorrow; it would be good exercise and even if she'd promised Ashley she'd see her in the afternoon promises made to bitches didn't really count. "If you left me the keys..."
"Of course, Alison," said Miss Cooper, passing the keys to the changing rooms and pool to the teen.
Alison smiled... time to let Mona know that the first part of the night had gone smoothly - now for some anal fun.



        The A-Team Ch. 09

        A reimagining of Pretty Little Liars with more lesbian sex.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-a-team-ch-09

Title: The A-Team Ch. 09

Author: LL72

Category: Celebrities & Fan Fiction

Description: A reimagining of Pretty Little Liars with more lesbian sex.

Tags: lesbian, femdom, anal, group, strap-on, swimmer, pretty little liars, toy, submissive, teen

Series: The A-Team


Paige McCullers surged gracefully through the water, as sleek and fast as a dolphin. The small fatty bumps, a sign of early puberty, that had once plastered her thighs had vanished long ago, to leave her with legs smooth and shapely and muscular, like the rest of her body toned and firmed by countless hours in the pool. She swung her arm round, kicked her legs and propelled her body even faster through water, speeding forward like a torpedo - concentrating on getting her technique and timing as flawless as possible.
Her hand touched the side and she gripped the ledge, dragging herself the remaining couple of feet to the pool's edge. "How was that she asked?" and realised that she was alone. She frowned, she was a strong swimmer and as confident in the water as she was out of it - probably more so - but it was still against school rules for the coach to leave anyone unsupervised. Whilst Paige wouldn't have said she knew Miss Cooper that well, she didn't seem a teacher who'd ignore safety standards so easily. "Hello," she called, there was no answer. The teen frowned, wondering if there was a problem or more likely had the teacher just momentarily slipped away to make a call, proving Paige's image of her as a dependable teacher to be wrong. "Hello," she called again. Still no answer. She placed her palms on the ledge and pulled herself up out of the water; she was finished anyway.
Picking up her towel she walked towards the changing room; as she got nearer she could hear the shower. Did that explain where Miss Cooper had gone? Was she having an early shower or switching it on for Paige? If so it said where the teacher had gone, but not why. Paige carried onto it the changing room, briefly pausing in the disinfectant pool to clean her feet, before entering the room. "Miss Cooper..." she called.
"She's gone, she left me to lock up," Paige's stomach lurched as she recognised the voice. She turned as Alison DiLaurentis came from behind one of the lockers; she was drying her hair with a small towel and she was wearing another, larger one, round her waist, but nothing else, so her titties bounced as she walked. Paige hated Alison more than she hated anyone, she was a bully, with a mean and viscous tongue and the wit to make herself popular, even Paige's girlfriend Emily had once been taken in by the blonde's serial killer charm. But she had a body... her stomach flat and her tits, whilst not the biggest firm, but jiggly and whilst her smile was as deadly as a cobra's it was also charming and sexy and she was smiling now.
"Why?" Paige asked, stepping away from Alison and moving towards her own locker, she'd skip the shower tonight she decided.
The blonde followed her, entering Paige's personal space as the swimmer opened her locker. She slid a finger round a lock of Paige's hair, tugging it gently, "I asked her, that's why."
Paige shivered, despite the heat of Alison's breath on the back of her neck, the girl was ice-cold and devious she knew that, even talking to her was a risk, but she had little choice, being almost pinned by the topless blonde to the locker. There were a number of things she could have asked, how had Alison got the teacher to leave? why was she showering if she hadn't been swimming? why was she so close? But the big one was, "Why did you want her to leave?"
She could feel Alison's smile even if she couldn't see it. She could imagine it, was charming and warm and the blonde could make it reach her eyes even if she couldn't make it reach her heart. "Why?" the blonde purred, "So we could have some alone time..."
That didn't really answer Paige's question. Alison wanting alone time from her could be for reasons as diverse as murdering her and dumping her body in concrete to ripping Paige's homework out of the locker and dropping it in the pool to seeing her nude to find a small physical defect she could terrorise her with. None of these were good things, at least for Paige; and given a few moments she could probably think of even worse probabilities, "Why? Why do you want some time with me? We're not friends." She tried to keep her voice firm and remember she was eighteen, not twelve and Alison was an escaped victim of a kidnapping not the popular, evil Queen Bee who could sting you to death with a few words.
"Don't you know?" Alison was moving closer, as if she had no idea what personal space meant. She certainly seemed unaware that you shouldn't play with another girl's hair with one hand nor allow your titties to brush at her back - especially if she was a lesbian, that would be giving her the wrong idea.
"No, why?" Paige snapped. She forced herself to turn around so she was facing Alison. The blonde teen was inches from her, pushing her back against the locker as she stood forward, her naked boobs touching at Paige's covered ones.
Alison didn't answer with words, instead she reached out with one hand and slid it down and round so that it was resting on the lower part of Paige's buttock, which wasn't covered by her costume. She squeezed. Paige froze; it wasn't just that it was Alison, the girl she hated nor was it the total surprise that Alison was a lesbian, but mainly because she was dating Emily and Paige liked to think she wasn't that type of girl who'd even consider cheating. Alison didn't seem perturbed by Paige's reaction or lack of it; she didn't scowl or retreat or apologise - not that Paige thought she'd ever do the latter - instead she squeezed harder and brought her other hand round to join it's pair. This time Paige reacted, giving a little squeak and willing her arms to move upwards. Reluctantly they obeyed, pushing at the blonde. To her surprise Alison took a step back, grinning broadly.
"You can't deny you didn't like that. Your pussy's all wet," Alison said, her smile both triumphant, mocking and strangely hot.
"I've just been swimming, I'm wet everywhere," said Paige, though she had to admit to herself, that a topless Alison was very attractive and her pussy was tingling a bit. Still, she reminded herself Elizabeth Bathory was a looker as well.
"Admit you want me," grinned Alison, not put off by the reaction, "Admit you want me and I might fuck you."
"I don't and I've a girlfriend," said Paige stiffly; was Alison drunk or playing a game or did she really find Paige hot? It had been a long time since Paige had been pigskin and swimming had toned her body, left it firm and sexy. It didn't matter; it had to stop, "I'm not interested."
"Not at all," smiled Alison, still unabashed, "not in these?" She put on a sad face and slid her hands under her boobs jiggling them.
"No," lied Paige.
"My you are a pretty little liar," said Alison, her beam so wide her white teeth were like flashlights.
Paige saw that Alison wasn't retreating, but even so the blonde's next move surprised, given it was tantamount to rape, except with a finger, the other teen pushing aside the material of Paige's costume and without asking slid the finger into the swimmers cunt. Paige gasped, in shock, and to her horror, pleasure. She wanted to stop Alison, she wanted her to carry on. Unable to decide what to do she clenched her fists and teeth as the blonde's finger crept further up her snatch, tickling at the walls as she moved.
"Stop me," smiled Alison, "If you want..."
"I do," Paige said, whilst making no move to do anything about it, not even actually saying 'halt', never mind doing what she should really do which was scream and call the police.
Alison smiled, it was wicked, it was sexy. Her finger moved slowly in and out, massaging the flesh of the tunnel, sliding through the wetness. Paige shuddered, pressing back on the locker, telling herself it was to escape and not to balance herself as her legs grew weak. She had a girlfriend, someone she loved and cared for, she shouldn't be being finger fucked by this hateful bitch. And she certainly shouldn't be enjoying it as much as she was. But Alison's touch was sensitive and skilful, better than Emily ever managed and the blonde's tits were so firm and tight, small but perfectly formed.
"I think you're liking this," Alison purred.
"Oh, no, no," Paige shuddered, unable to find the strength to puss the blonde back and onto her ass.
Alison smiled even wider, not so much the cat who'd got the cream as one who'd become heir to an entire dairy. She slid the finger up deeper, pressing it in so deep that the knuckles on her other fingers pushed hard into the flesh of the mons. Paige shivered and let out a stifled groan, her eyes locked on Ali's wide, mocking grin. The blonde opened her mouth, slowly and seductively sliding the finger from Paige's pussy to between her lips, "Mmnnn, that's nice." She paused for long enough for Paige to hope that was it. But just as the hope came it died as Alison dropped her towel to the floor. "I bet you like cunt juice yourself, I bet you're always slurping Emily's slot and drinking down her juice."
Even if Alison hadn't been talking about pussy juice Paige didn't think she could have resisted looking down at Alison's, it was shaven and tight looking, a tasty a teen twat as Paige had seen. It was just a shame it's owner was Alison. The swimmer forced herself to look, even if her head felt so heavy it was like it was filled with concrete. "I've a girlfriend," she said.
Alison laughed, "I know, that's why I was saying I bet you love cunt cum."
"I mean I'm not interested, I've got a girlfriend," Emily tried to sound firm, but she was aware that her voice was quavering and it wasn't just because Alison's fingers were again pushing aside the flap of her costume.
"Oh sweetie, I don't care. I'm not wanting to hold hands in the hall and gaze moonfully at you over lunch," Alison said, shaking her head and grinning, "I'm saying I'm going to sit on this bench and you're going to lick me out."
Paige meant to turn, to walk away quickly, to run as fast as she could, but she couldn't not as Alison sat on the wooden bench and spread her legs, showing her luscious pussy. It looked too good, so sexy and slick, so sexually alluring. The swimmer picked up the blonde's towel; if she was going to get down on her knees between the bitch's leg she wasn't going to kneel on the hard floor. Alison grinned and as Paige laid the towel down on the floor, she took the other one off her head, whipping her blonde hair from side to side as if she was in a shampoo commercial, "Eat my pussy, if you want... It's not compulsory..."
It might not have been compulsory, but with it on view Paige didn't have a choice, the desire for it was too strong and overpowering, like a junkie craving their heroin hit. She was down on her knees, pushing her own hair over her shoulders and going down. The first touch of her tongue on Alison's twat was tentative, like going for an ice-cream she wasn't sure of the taste of. Alison snorted in derision and Ali could do derisive snorts with an expertise all of her own. Paige closed her eyes and tried to pretend it wasn't Ali, but someone else - she couldn't pretend it was Emily, the taste and the touch was too different from her girlfriend, but perhaps she could pretend it was Hanna or Aria or even Aria's Mom, Mrs Montgomery, her hot English teacher. Her tongue went out again, more firmly and decisively, sliding over the quim lips, tasting the trace of juice on them. She licked up and then down, moving from side to side and wiping over the slit.
Any fantasy it wasn't Alison didn't last long as the blonde said, "Mmmmn, lick my pussy, that's right. Lick my cunt like you'd lick Emily, show me what you give your dyke girlfriend, show me why Em's a dirty lesbo whore instead of a girl who like's cock."
Paige blushed as she was reminded she had a girlfriend; not that she could claim any credit for Emily becoming a lesbian, the other girl had been out when Paige had been so in she'd been a homophobe. But she didn't stop licking away at Alison, her tongue seeing to have a life of its own and speeding up as it went over the slit, tasting the juice coming from it. "Eat me, I want you to eat me good, stick your tongue in my cunt and clean it like a good little lezzie prozzie."
Paige reached a hand up to Alison's pussy, sliding two fingers in and opening them to spread the hole, her tongue moving into the gap. The flesh inside was warm and wet and sweet as only a sexy teenager's could be. Paige's tongue drove in and around, licking up the cum and replacing it with saliva, her cheeks burning with the shame of it, but her mouth unable to pull away from the gorgeous, tasty cunt she was eating.
"Oooohh, yes, that's good, you know how to please a woman, don't you? Is that because you're a slut? Have you practising with lots of other dykes? I bet you're always cheating on Emily, eating the pussies of everyone you can find. I should tell her that her girlfriend is a dirty cunt-licking skank, ooooohhhh, that's good, lick me there, tongue me harder," Alison shuddered, the bench shaking, it's legs banging at the floor as the teen rocked.
It was so wrong, Paige knew she should stop, but she couldn't. One hand was on Alison's cunt, levering it apart and thrusting her fingers in time with here darting tongue. The other was massaging Alison's thigh, trying to encourage the blonde's legs apart even further so Paige could push her head deeper and ram her tongue into the blonde's intimate spots. More juice formed in the hole, bubbling and seeping into the teen swimmer's mouth and over her tongue, she could imagine it almost fizzing and popping like effervescent water. Alison moaned louder and harder, rocking and rolling, one hand pressing on Paige's head, not that the brunette needed any encouragement to stay in place and lick Alison's tasty twat.
"Fuuuccckkk aaaarrrggghhh, oh shit, fuck, fuck, fuck! Oh my God, you're making me cum, you dirty cunt lapping whore. Ooohhhh fuuuckkk, I'm cuuuummmiiinnng!" Alison screamed loudly, her body shaking with pleasure and her cunt disgorging its contents into Paige's mouth. The blonde gasped again, making a deep grunt as she breathed in, her fingers tugging at Paige's hair and dragging her away from the juicy hole. She forced the swimmer's head upwards so that she was looking at the cruel, dominant, but oh so beautiful face of Alison DiLaurentis. "It seems you are good for something after all, pussy-licker. I'm so glad you're not keeping all that tongue for Emily, she wouldn't appreciate just had good you are..."
"No, she does... I mean I'm not doing this, I shouldn't be cheating on her. I should go, you should go," Paige said.
"Aaaawwww, you're all confused, my pussy juice must be like a drug," Ali grinned, like a cat playing with a mouse. She pushed Paige back commandingly. "What shall we do now?"
"Now?" Paige wiped away some of the juice from her lips, "We've finished. I didn't mean to eat you, I'm not a cheat."
Alison laughed, "Really? You think if Em had come in when you were tongue fucking me she'd have said 'It's okay Paige, you slurp that pussy, it's not cheating if there's no cock'. Or do you think she'd have said 'You dirty cunt lapping skank bitch, you're just a whore and I hate you.'" Alison's smile was wicked. "I think she'd say the latter."
Paige blushed, knowing it was true, no matter how much she tried to pretend she hadn't she'd cheated on Em and she wasn't sure what made it worse, was it that she'd done with the hated Alison or that she'd loved it. Ali grinned at her and disappeared behind the lockers. Paige could hear the light squeak of the metal hinges as one was opened and then the sound of Alison's voice, controlling and mocking all at once. "But if you want cock, I can supply cock."
The blonde stepped round from the lockers again and this time she was wearing a large strap-on. Paige's eyes opened wide, as did her mouth. She'd seen strap-ons in movies before, but never in the flesh.... or near to it. And if she thought that one day she'd be fucked by one, she hadn't imagined that the toy's owner would be Alison. But that was what was going to happen, she knew it was wrong to cheat on Emily, but she also knew she didn't have the willpower to deny Alison. And from the snide grin parked on the blonde's face the other knew it.
Her legs shivered as she stood up, her pussy tingling with excitement as Alison came closer. The blonde took the straps of her costume and brutally pulled them down, leaving Paige topless, her naked boobs swaying as she shook. Alison took the titties in her hands and squeezed them, grinning, "They're a nice handful, something for me to grab onto as I fuck you. Unless you don't want me to?"
Paige shook her head, no longer able to say what she wanted. Alison smirked, "You should ask me to fuck you, I wouldn't want to be accidentally raping you, would I?"
"Will you fuck me?" Paige said, her voice as quiet and small as a mouse.
Alison grinned wider, "Say please..."
"Please," Paige said, almost crying. She didn't want this at the same as she wanted it desperately.
"In the ass," Alison said, "Ask me to fuck you in the ass."
Paige went red, it was even worse than she thought; she'd never even imagined having anal sex, but now with Alison's words she was feel a terrible craving for the blonde to butt-bang her, no matter how humiliating it would be. "Will you fuck me in the ass?"
"You forgot to say please," Alison was enjoying this. She picked up a bottle with some sort of lotion and was squirting it over the plastic, rubbing the liquid in, "If you don't say please I'll leave and let you go unfucked."
"Will you please fuck me... in the ass," Paige whimpered, utterly defeated and totally horny.
"As you ask so nicely," Alison sounded almost prim. "Get your dyke cunt onto that bench, lie face down on the edge, raising that ass at me."
Doing as she was told, Paige rested her naked titties on the bench, her hands spread out along it and gripping the sides as her bare feet pressed on the floor and her ass rose. Alison was behind her, taking the costume and pushing it aside so that the backhole was exposed. Knowing the blonde was behind her, staring lasciviously at the virgin rosebud Paige felt vulnerable and scared; she almost cried out to Ali that she didn't want to be butt-fucked but to go home and forget all about today. She didn't; her mouth wouldn't open, it seemed to know she really wanted the plastic dildo in her backdoor. She gripped the bench harder and waited.
Her blonde nemesis didn't seem to be in hurry, one hand caressing the swimmer's firm cheek as the other held the costume away from her teenage butt-hole. "I love ass-fucking anal virgins, there's something so sexy about deflowering some bitch's unused ass, it's even better than popping her pussy cherry. Anyone can do that, but ramming a dick up a virgin asshole - that's special," Alison mused.
"Please fuck me, fuck my ass, please," Paige found her voice.
"Oh, as you ask..." laughed Ali and shoved the toy in.
Paige felt her ass caving in as the toy pushed through, her walls stretching as Alison forced the toy between them. The teen's eyes watered and her nails scratched at bench's wooden planks; she gasped, sucking in air and gritted her teeth. She'd never felt anything like it- she wanted it to stop, she wanted it to continue; it was agony and ecstasy all at one. The toy was both the uncomfortable and so snug it was like it was designed to exactly fit her ass, like a key in a lock.
"I'm going to stuff this dildo all the way down and gape your ass like the Grand Canyon," Alison pulled back and Paige was aware that the first thrust had only sent the first couple of inches into her ass, there were another eight to go.
Alison gripped Paige's waist and dragged herself forward, making the teen swimmer bounce and wriggle as more of the toy pushed down her virgin butt. Paige closed her eyes, screwing them as tightly shut as she could, she wished to she could close her ears as well, so she wouldn't hear Alison behind her, grunting as she shoved forward again. The only thing Paige didn't want closed was her asshole; she needed that to be open and filled with cock - she'd never imagined that she would feel like that, but she did and she only hated that it was Alison behind her.



"Ohhh, another inch in, that's feeling good isn't it Paige? You can talk you know, tell me how great it feels to have my great plastic prick in your tight virgin ass," Alison said as she shoved forward. Paige remained stubbornly silent; she might need this cock, but she didn't need to tell Alison that and give her any satisfaction... non-sexual satisfaction at least, the blonde was obviously more than satisfied with Paige's backhole.
Alison laughed not put out by Paige silence, "You don't know whether to hate this or love it. I know you Paige, you're not the first submissive virgin I've butt-fucked, you hate knowing your loving it, but soon you'll be living for it, every moment you're not getting dyke butt-banged a wasted second. You can hate me, but it's true,"
The worst thing was that Paige feared Alison was right. Having the plastic cock up her ass was feeling so right, like it belonged their and whilst it might be still uncomfortable, the pain was more than bearable and the ecstasy the toy was inducing was more pleasure than Paige had ever felt. She gritted her teeth trying to be quiet, hoping that once Alison had fucked her they go their separate ways never to speak again. And then Paige could buy her own strap-on and beg, bride and blackmail Emily into fucking her ass again and again and again.
Alison pounded forward again, thrusting and this time Paige felt the smack of the blonde's thighs against her butt as the final inches of the strap-on rammed down her chute. "Yeah, that's in, you're doing well Paige, ten inches of plastic cock in your ass, congratulations - you're officially a dyke anal slut," Alison grinned. She stayed still for a moment, letting the words sink in as deep as the dildo, then she gripped Paige's waist even harder and began to pound back and forth.
Before, Paige realised, Alison had been holding back, slowly fucking her so that her ass would gradually open and take her dildo in. Now she was letting go and properly fucking the swimmer. The pain came back as the toy was slammed home so hard it burnt, the discomfort as well as it blew out the walls until they ached. But neither could compare to the pleasure which came streaming down into her with every thrust. Paige gripped the bench even harder, trying to keep silent as Alison pounded her, her tits bouncing and jumping with every thrust, her hair wild and wet, sweat and water dripping down it. Alison's hand was on her waist, rubbing the Lycra of Paige's swimming costume so that the wet, smooth material skimmed at her skin. God, she needed to scream, to cum loudly, but she couldn't. Alison was grunting and panting, "Cum for me Paige, cum like the dyke whore you are, tell me how much you love having your slut asshole stretched, tell me you're a anal loving whore. Cum, Paige, cum now."
Paige bit her lip so hard that if her teeth had been a fraction sharper she'd have bitten through them. The pain failed to concentrate her mind; the pleasure in her ass was still overwhelming. She was on tiptoes, her feet stretching at the concrete floor, her soles aching as she raised her ass higher for Ali to pound and lay her body firmly on the bench, squashing her tits against the wooden plank. And all the time Alison slammed harder and faster, not caring what damage she was doing to Paige's ass or the mental anguish she was responsible for. "Cum you slut, cum now, scream out like a whore. I know you're a slut so cum for me, cum, cum, cum you fucking slut bitch."
Suddenly it was like a champagne cork had been popped. "Aaaaaarrghh, yesssss," Paige screamed, unable to contain herself, "Oooohhh myyyy Godddd! Fuck my ass, fuck it. I'm cumminnggg, ooooohhhh Godddd, I am cumming, aaaaarrrrggghh."
Alison laughed and continued fucking her, "I knew it, I knew you were a dyke bitch with a craving for plastic prick in her ass. God, you're such a slut, aren't you? Tell me you're a whore slut?"
"Aaaaarrrghhh yesssss, Alison, I'm a whore slut, I'm an anal loving skank. I love being butt-fucked by big dildos. Make me cum some more, make me cum. I want it, I need it, ram my asshole open," Paige cried, her cheeks red with both shame and lust, as she both hated saying these things whilst knowing they were true and enjoying every second and every inch of dildo in her butt. "AAAArrggghhh, ooooohhhh, please fuck me harder, I want you to butt-fuck my ass so hard, I can take more, I can cum, please make me cum more."
"Oh, you're going to be cumming plenty," laughed Alison as she slammed the dildo all the way down Paige's back passage.
*
Getting out of her car Emily Fields tried not to shiver, not that it was cold and nor was she scared; but she was excited and anxious all at once. Excited that Mona was meeting her, anxious about what that meant. Ever since Mona had become the second girl to butt-bang her the teen swimmer had almost continually been thinking about it. Sometimes in shame that she'd cheated on Paige again, but more often in desire, wishing for Mona or Melissa or another hot, dominant top to ram her tight butt until she came and came again. And it seemed that her wish was to come true, why else would Mona be suggesting they met in the school car park after hours.
Emily wondered where they'd be going, had the other teen booked a hotel? Or were they going to Mona's house to bang whilst no-one was in? Or did Mona intend that they drove to a secluded spot so she could analise her in the back seat of a car? She could see Mona's car pulling in, soon she'd find out.
She waited trying to curb her impatience and not to guiltily look towards the swimming pool where her girlfriend Paige would have been training earlier (though she'd have left by now, there was no sign of Miss Cooper's car anyway). Mona got out of her car and there was the chirp as she locked it. Did that mean she was expecting Emily to drive or were they going somewhere near enough to walk? Emily tried to think if there was a hotel nearby.
"Hello, you dirty dyke butt-slut," Mona smiled, her ruby red lips glinting with just a gleam of wetness.
"Hi Mona," Emily didn't comment on Mona's description of her, she knew it was true.
"Ready for another anal fucking?" Mona tugged the strap on the bag on her shoulder, casting it a little glance that told Emily more than words what was in it.
"Yes," she tried to sound casual, not wanting to be too gushing, though even at the thought of it she was starting to tingle.
"Why am I not surprised?" Mona smirked. She looked at the swimming pool, the building the building separated from the main school block by twenty yards of neatly cut grass, "Have you ever done it in the changing room? Ever slutted it out with Paige after you'd been for a nude swim?"
"No," Emily quickly shook her head, her cheeks reddening as she was reminded of her nominal girlfriend.
"Let's go there then, it'll be an experience," Mona slipped her arm through Emily's pulling her along.
"It'll be locked," Emily said, not that she was against getting fucked there - whilst it wouldn't be her first choice she was craving dildo in her butt and the sooner the better.
"We'll see," giggled Mona enigmatically and Emily wondered if the other teen knew something she wasn't telling. She let herself be dragged along, not finding herself surprised as the outer doors opened without a key and Mona pulled her along to the female changing room.
"You're a slut-whore, a dumb dyke fuckhole," a familiar voice from inside the changing room almost made Emily stop, in fact she would have done if Mona's arm was still through hers, the other teen not halting at the sounds of love making.
Lying face down on the bench, her costume pulled down to her waist, Paige was squealing in excitement. Behind her a naked Alison was gripping her waist and pounding back and forth. The angle didn't allow Emily to see what hole Ali was using but her words told her, "You're an anal slut. This ass is so hot, I'm loving fucking it." The blonde briefly looked up at Mona and Emily and smiled before looking down at Emily's girlfriend, "Dumb slut whore, take it harder."
Paige shrieked in pleasure again, her eyes so tightly shut it was like she was trying to glue them together by force of will.
Emily felt like there was a golf ball lodged in her throat, leaving her unable to say anything no matter how much she tried. She looked at Alison, the blonde continuing to fuck Emily's girlfriend and not caring she had an audience. Then she looked at Mona, the other teen smirking as she watched the show, her hand moving down to stroke Emily's butt. Emily knew it couldn't be a coincidence, somehow Alison and Mona, who hated each other, were now not just friends, but in some sort of perverted partnership. Emily wanted to scream, to leave, but Mona's hand was on her ass, stroking it and cupping the cheeks, her mouth moving close to Emily's ear, "It seems you're not the only cheating anal slut in Rosewood." She squeezed Em's ass hard.
Whether it was the words or the actions or even Paige's next orgasmic scream the metaphorical golf ball that had been choking Em was jolted out and she gasped loudly, "Paige!"
The other swimmer's eyes shot open and her expression as swiftly changed from orgasmic lust to horror, not just that she suddenly found she'd an audience, but that the audience included her girlfriend. "Oh my God," she shrieked and not just because Alison wasn't stopping her thrusts, "Em, it's not what it looks like.... oooooohhh, aaaarrggghhh." Her explanation was paused as Alison rammed her into a wave of pleasure, leaving the teen shuddering. But even when she recovered, at least slightly, she didn't resume her explanation, which, Emily thought, was because her soon to be ex-girlfriend didn't have one.
"Mmmnnn, that's hot, isn't it," Mona was murmuring in Emily's ear as she continued to cup and squeeze her ass cheeks. "If there's one thing almost as hot as fucking a hot girl's ass it's seeing a hottie getting it fucked good by a pro, and I can tell you, Ali is a pro." She slid her hands round Em's front and up her chest to her tits, gripping them through the other teen's vest. "I bet that's making your hot little cunny wet and wild." To test this theory she dropped one of her hands down, unbuttoning the top button of Em's hotpants and sliding it down under her panties to rub at her pussy. "Mmnnn it is, you dirty slut, you're getting off on watching Ali butt-bang your girlfriend, you're as into her cheating on you as you are cheating on her."
"No," Em whimpered, but was it true? She'd been horny before she'd entered the changing room, she was still horny, but that wasn't anything to do with the fact that Em was topless in front of her, gazing in plaintively at her, whilst getting pounded behind by her ex-best friend.
"You're wet, you lying slut," murmured Mona, her hand sliding over Em's clitoris making the bud vibrate. The other hand was sliding up Emily's vest, until she came to the bra. Mona slipped it off the boob and began to squeeze at the naked tit, making the nipple hard and firm between her fingers.
Emily moaned, she was excited, even as she was disgusted with herself (and Paige? she wasn't sure how she felt, she knew the need to have a dom stuff your ass and it wasn't like Emily had been the loyal girlfriend herself). Mona hoisted at the vest and Emily raised her hands, letting the other take it off her. Paige was still grunting and gasping, looking at Emily as the teen's bra was removed Mona tossing it to the side. She stroked Emily's pussy, the finger brushing gently, but sensually over the slit and clitoris, making the teen shudder.
"You want me to fuck you in the ass?" Mona had been quiet before, murmuring so that only Emily could hear what she was saying, but now she was speaking loud and normally and even above the grunts of exertion and pleasure coming from Alison and Paige, the words were clear and audible.
Emily nodded, God, she was such a slut she knew.
Mona stepped away and Emily knew she was undressing. Emily could have turned round and looked, but she was just looking at Paige and Alison, the blonde pounding hard at her girlfriend, slamming her onto the bench. Mona stepped behind her and Paige could feel the touch of her strap-on against her thighs, the other girl's naked tits brushing at her back. "Let's remove these," Mona said reaching for Emily's hotpants and pulling them down.
As they went down Alison stepped away from Paige, wiping a bead of sweat away from her forehead with the back of her hand she said, "Show Emily your ass, let your girlfriend see what you enjoy." Paige stood up and turned towards Emily, Alison gripping the bottom of the swimming costume and pulling it one side so that the Emily could see the round, open hole. It made her even more excited thinking that her own ass was about to receive the same treatment from Mona. Alison smirked, "Like it?"
"I bet she does," Mona answered, "Don't you?"
"Yes," Emily answered.
"There's no way you could give it to Paige like this is there?" Mona asked again.
Emily shook her head miserably, knowing she'd never satisfy Paige like Alison would.
The blonde grinned even more broadly, "I've an idea. You've tongued Paige's pussy haven't you?"
"Yes, a few times," Emily admitted.
"Well let's do a centipede, except instead of licking her pussy you stuff your tongue in her ass and lick that out," grinned Alison.
"What will you and Mona be doing?" Paige seemed to find her voice.
"You'll find out," said Alison curtly in the voice that was reserved for bottoms who spoke out of turn. "Now lie across the bench and give Emily your ass."
The teen swimmer did so and Emily removed her panties and dropped them on top of her shorts. There was a towel on the floor and she picked it up and positioned it under her knees and Paige's feet. The two tops let her, obviously willing for her to avoid scraping her knees on the hard floor. They stood, smiling and watching, as Emily knelt and pulled away the flap of the costume and looked at her girlfriend's asshole. It was still open and would remain so as Emily put her hands on the cheeks and pried them apart as far as she could before sliding her tongue in; the costume's flap falling back so that it was pressing at her nose and the sides of her mouth. She ignored it and flicked her tongue in and out of Paige's butt. The other teen moaned in pleasure.
"Raise that butt for me," ordered Mona, "I can't fuck it if you're sitting on it."
Emily did as she was told, still licking Paige's rosebud as Mona pushed her strap-on into Em's. It went in easier than before, the hole has lost its initial virgin tightness, helped by the fact that for the last few nights - since she'd been butt-banged by Mona before - she'd anally masturbated herself with one of her secret dildos before she went to sleep. The toy pressed down further, Mona sticking it in deep. Em slurped and licked harder, gripping Paige's buttocks as hard as she could and dragging them apart to give herself plenty of space for tongue.
"Mmmnnnn, ooooohhhh," Paige moaned in excitement.
"Suck on this bitch," said Alison. Lifting her eyes Emily could see her ex-friend was standing in front of Paige, feeding the swimmer the dildo that had been in her ass minutes ago, Paige swallowed it without complaint, her head bobbing up and down in front of Emily. The teen lowered her eyes and concentrated on licking teen asshole as behind her Mona started to shove harder and deeper.
"You dirty sluts," giggled Alison.
"They're a pair of whores," agreed Mona and as she stabbed the toy down Em's anal chute the teen swimmer couldn't disagree. She swirled round Paige's asshole and as Mona thrust forward again slammed her tongue in time, pushing her face forward so her cheeks were being rubbed by Em's. It was humiliating, to be cleaning the ass Ali had used, but exciting and exhilarating; especially as Mona was really ramming her slamming forward.
"Mmmnn suck my cock bitch," crowed Alison.
"Eat Paige's ass, you dirty skank Emily, slurp out your girlfriend's butt like you're servicing cunt," Mona said. Her hands gripped Emily's waist as she slammed in and out, filling her with marvel. "You ass-eating anal whore."
"Slut bitches," called out Alison.
"Anal dykes," laughed Mona in reply.
"Fuckhole skank," Alison responded.
"Lesbo whores," Mona called out.
The two tops continued to thrust and pound from both directions, sandwiching the teens in the middle. There was no complaint from Emily, and she suspected that if Paige could talk, she'd be equally happy, it was where the two of them belonged and they knew it. Mona was pounding her dildo all the way in, slapping her thighs at Emily. Alison wasn't giving it the same force, but still enough to make Paige shudder and shiver, the quakes sliding up Emily's tongue as she licked.
There was a pop as Mona pulled the dick out of Em's ass. "Ali let's swap assholes, I'll bang Paige's skank butt and you fuck that whore's Emily's." She didn't ask Emily what she wanted, but as soon as Ali nodded agreement Mona snapped out instructions, "Emily, lie across the bench like Paige and open your ass for Alison."
Emily hastened to obey, the wooden slats cool on her stomach, lowering her head over the other side. Beside her dangled an equally upside down Paige, saliva dribbling from her mouth where Alison's cock had filled it. Even as she looked Paige's mouth opened and her eyes widened and a heart-felt moan of bliss escaped her lips as Mona entered her asshole. Emily reached round and grabbed her own cheeks, spreading them.
Just in time as Alison started to push the dildo in, "Hey Mona you've really opened this whore's asshole for me."
"Paige's was nice and ready as well," Mona laughed, "Thanks for that."
"Enjoy her," said Ali, giggling, "I know I'm going to enjoy butt-fucking this submissive dyke ass." So saying she shoved the toy in deep, ramming it all the way in a couple of thrusts. Emily cried out in pleasure. Then, no longer having to keep her ass open, she balanced her hands forward, resting her palms on the floor's rough surface.
The bench shuddered as the two teen swimmers were vigorously fucked by the two teen doms, the two tops gripping the other girls' waists for balance and to give them greater leverage. Emily and Paige shrieked in orgasmic unison as their back holes were filled with thick, long plastic dong, behind them the two tops hammered harder, laughing and giggling as they rammed the holes open. "Wow Mona, they're such fucking whores, fancy allowing your girlfriend to get fucked."
"That's because they're just fuckholes on legs, they exist to get butt-fucked," said Mona, "offer them a chance to get a strap-on up their ass and they'd sell their own Moms."
Emily blushed, it was so true. She turned slightly, seeing that Paige's cheeks were also red - was that because she was hanging her head and the blood was rushing to her head? Or was it, like Emily, she was a slut for plastic dyke cock in her butt and embarrassed at recognising herself in the top's words. Emily didn't dare ask, but she suspected. She bit her lip and looked at the floor but as her ass was being pumped so magnificently it didn't take long for her mouth to be open and she was mewling out her gratitude, "Oooooohhh fuck me Ali, please fuck my whore ass. It's true I'm just a fuckhole who wants your dick in me. Fuck me harder, fuck me like I'm a skank slut whore."
"See Ali, Em recognises her place," Mona giggled. There was the sound of thighs slapping into thighs as she and Alison thrust harder. "What about you Paige? Are you a whore?"
"Yesssss," cried out the other teen, "I'm a fucking ass whore. I love being anally fucked by you or Ali, real tops."
"Not my Em, then," giggled Ali, "She's too much a submissive slut to give it you; she's too mentally weak."



"Yes, yes," agreed Paige, obviously not caring that Emily was beside her, "Only tops, my butt is a top-only zone, but I lots of cock in it. Ooooohhh myyyyy Goddddd! Harder, please harder."
"Hey Em, I think Paige's splitting up with you," giggled Alison, "She wants real doms fucking her properly, not the dainty little shit licks you gave out.."
"Oooohhh yessss," Emily squealed as she came, "I mean I can't give her cock like you can Ali, I want it as well. Please don't stop fucking me..."
"You pair of whores..." Alison laughed and she and Mona pounded down, slamming their rubber dicks in unison into the waiting holes.
The bench shook as Paige and Emily came repeatedly, the orgasms blasting through them so powerfully nothing else mattered. Not the fact they were cheating on each other, not the fact that Alison and Mona seemed to be secret friends, not the fact that the two swimmers were addicted to lesbian anal and that it would be all they cared about, like a junkie needing a fix. Bmm, bmmm, bmmmm, the cocks slammed down their asses, the thighs smacked at their cheeks and the wooden legs of the bench clattered on the floor. Paige was squealing in pleasure and Emily was joining her, the two of them shrieking as loud as they could, vocalising the pleasure they were getting.
"AAaaaarrrrghhhhh yessssss, aaaaaaarrghhh." "Shitttt! Aaaarrrrrhhh, yessssss, aaaaarrgghhh!" they screamed loudly.
"Whores," "Sluts" "Skanks, " "Bitches" Mona and Alison panted out the words between breaths of exertion, reminding the sub swimmers that they were just, as Mona had described, fuckholes on legs.
"AAAarrrghhh, aaaaarrrghhh," Emily orgasmed again as her ex-friend gave her all ten inches of dildo up her ass, spreading and straining the hole.
And then suddenly without warning Alison was pulling out, panting and breathing heavily, sated with pleasure and not caring where Emily was. Beside her Mona pumped a few more times before dragging her own dildo up.
Alison picked up a towel and wiped her head, "I want a photo, remain there whilst I get my phone."
"And spread your legs we want to get those gaping holes," said Mona. She fished into her bag and pulled out her phone, taking four or five of the two swimmers lying over the bench spreading their ass holes, before Ali got hers from the locker and joined her.
"Take one with me," Alison said, after taking a few shots and putting down her camera, went to sit on the bench between the ass-opened teens, resting her hands on their cheeks and smiling as Mona took a few shots.
"Swap," giggled the dark-skinned teen and replaced Alison the bench, massaging the two sets of cheeks as Alison snapped away.
Mementoes taken Mona put her and Ali's phones in her bag as the blonde walked over to switch the shower back on. Emily and Paige got up, Em knew she was avoiding her girlfriend's gaze, but suspected that Paige was equally trying not to catch her eyes as well. Mona grinned, "Me and Ali are going to have a shower, get rid of all this slut sweat. You two should get dressed and go."
"Will you be fucking our butts again?" Paige asked nervously.
Mona snorted, "We might, we might not. It depends if we want to and whether there's other hot butt around; we're not dating. You're just fucking holes to us."
"Okay," Paige blushed and Emily nodded, she knew her place, but she could hope. And in the meantime she'd anally masturbate whenever she was alone in her bedroom and fantasise it was Ali or Mona or Melissa.
Mona turned abruptly and went to join Alison in the showers. Paige and Emily quickly got dressed. "Do you want a lift home?" Emily asked praying the answer was in the negative.
She was lucky, "No, its near enough to walk." Paige picked up her bag, "See you at school on Monday." She quickly walked out before Emily could answer.
The teen watched her go; they both knew as a couple they were finished, not because of the cheating, but because as bottoms they could never be satisfied by anything the other could give them.
*
Ella Montgomery was smiling as she got out of her car, balancing the tray of coffees with one hand as she rummaged in her bag for her keys with the other. Aria was back at her apartment, cleaning and vaccing it before she went out to do the weekly shop; making the teen Ella's bitch last night was already paying off as her daughter settled to do all the morning chores that Ella normally did. Not that she hadn't already made use of Aria for other things. She had left strict instructions before she went to sleep how and when she wanted to be woken up and to her delight, if not surprise, Aria had dutifully complied, Ella's morning starting precisely at eight with a lovely pussy licking. After that, to make sure the teen remembered her place she'd butt-fucked her a couple of times, once in the bed and then in the lounge after Aria had cleared away the breakfast dishes. And she'd fuck her again when she got home.
"Hi, I'll take those," Melissa had slipped up as silently as nuclear submarine, taking the tray of coffees from her friend. Aria smiled and nodded in agreement, finding her keys at the bottom of the bag (where else would they have slipped too) and locking the car.
Melissa was already opening the main door to the apartment that had been provided to them for their A-team meetings and was pressing the lift button. Ella hurried to follow her, "I see you had a good time."
"You got the picture?" Melissa grinned, referring to the gaping ass shot of her sister she'd sent to Ella and the others.
"Oh, yes, very nice," Ella nodded, "She's such a great fuck."
"So submissive, so wonderfully sluttish," Melissa agreed, her eyes for a second suggesting she was back reliving the fucking of her sister. The lift stopped on the second floor and the door opened and Melissa was back in the present, "Definitely worth fucking." she grinned as they stepped out.
There was only one door on the corridor, the apartment they shared. Ella opened it and gestured Melissa in, taking one of the coffees out of the tray as her friend passed. Another one of the team was already there, Alison turned with a smile from where she'd been placing some new pictures on the wall, "What do you think?" she smiled, stepping back a pace to let the other two look.
There were three new pictures on the wall; Ella recognised them all. One was one of her own shots with the legend 'Aria Montgomery - butt-fucked' engraved in a little box in the frame. The second was the one she and Melissa had just been discussing, Spencer Hastings well opened butt staring out with the teen's name underneath. The third came from Ali and Mona, and was Emily Fields and her girlfriend Paige McCullers both bent over and showing their open butt-holes. It made Ella think she'd have to fuck both those hot sluts; together or individually. She licked her lips, "We all had fun last night then."
"Oh yes," grinned Alison taking the coffee and going over to the television. "I've got a movie we might want to watch as well."
Before she could say what it was the door opened and the last member of the team walked in, Mona grinned as she saw the others, greeting them as she too took a coffee and walked over to admire the new photos. Melissa and Ella joined her, the three A-teamers complimenting each other on an ass well-fucked - especially those which had been virgin before.
Alison meanwhile had switched on TV and slid a key into it. On the screen came a shot of Ashley Marin and her daughter making out. Alison grinned at her friend's as the Marin kissed passionately, "I told Ashley that just because me and Mona weren't coming over to fuck them didn't mean that she and Hanna shouldn't and I wanted to see results. I've just collected them if we want to watch?"
"Oh, yes," grinned Ella, walking to the couch "what's a better way than to spend a lazy Saturday morning than with your friends watching porn."
The others laughed and agreed; especially when the movies were with a couple of their fuckholes...
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Ellie Carter let her lips linger on her Mom's cheek as long as she dared. She could smell the perfume her Mom had applied before they left the house -- a scent so sensual to the teen that she almost let herself slide out her tongue to gently lick at her Mom's smooth and soft skin. She caught herself and with a mental effort forced herself to straighten up and reach for the car door handle. Luckily her Mom hadn't noticed anything, two seconds might be long for a familial goodbye peck, but it wasn't so long that it excited any suspicion it was anything more taboo.
"Bye," Amber Carter, turned her head towards her daughter and gave a smile, that the teen thought was too sexy for words, even if her Mom believed it was just a goodbye grin, "See you later."
"See you tonight," Ellie replied, trying to keep her tone casual and keep any undertone of lust for the woman who'd given her birth under control. It was an act of major willpower to open the door and step onto the sidewalk outside the school, ignoring the other students bustling past, to turn again and give her Mom a wave as the older woman, waved back, glancing briefly at the traffic as she waited for a space to pull out into. Ellie remained in situ a hand raised in farewell and fixed, but fake smile on her face. Her Mom was so hot and sexy, that Ellie could have stayed with her all day, stealing tiny touches and small glances and wishing that her Mom wasn't her Mom, but another attractive divorcee who, in turn, was equally attracted to the High School Senior.
"Are you fucking her?" the voice behind Ellie was far enough away she hadn't felt the person approach, near enough she didn't doubt the words were meant for her.
She turned ready to say exactly what she thought of people who accused others of incestuous sex with relations, but held her words. The speaker wasn't another student, but the new guidance counsellor, Miss Norman. She was only a few years older than the students, no more than early mid-twenties, but still gave off a vibe of worldly maturity that neither Ellie or any of her friends could match. Still it was strange thing to say about someone's Mom and Ellie wondered if there were rumours flying around about her sexuality (which was kind of fluid, but also pretty secret) or a false one that she was seeing some older woman. She decided to scotch the latter, even if not commenting on the former, "She's my Mom," she explained.
"I know," Miss Norman was looking at Amber as the older woman missed the opportunity to drive off as she was turned back to give another wave to her daughter.
"You asked..." Ellie started and then trailed off confused, wondering if she'd misheard or whether it was meant for someone else.
It wasn't a word it was easy to mistake for something else -- at least anything that made sense and all the others around them were making for the school entrance and ignoring them, whilst Miss Norman was continuing to look between the two Carters, making it abundantly clear she was talking to the teen about her Mom. Ellie paused and started again, "No."
"But you want to," Miss Norman nodded as if whilst she expected the denial she wasn't fooled that it was because Ellie was repulsed by the idea. The teen blushed, wondering how the guidance counsellor knew and what she was going to do.
The answer to the second question was to reach into her bag and pull out an appointment card, quickly scribbling on it before handing it to Ellie. "I've a free spot at eleven. Show the card to your teacher to get out of class," Miss Norman instructed.
"Er, yes," said Ellie, unsure what to say.
"See you then," the counsellor gave a friendly smile and walked up the steps to the entrance.
Ellie continued to watch her, confused, missing her Mom's final pull away into the traffic.
*
Ellie didn't know the rules for being called to the counsellor's office, she had always assumed it was a voluntary thing, not something you were summoned for. But after her initial shock she had managed to think logically for a few moments, albeit instead of concentrating on math. There was no evidence that she had done anything inappropriate (mainly because she hadn't even if she did want to) so all she had to do was deny everything and look affronted at the suggestion. It wasn't like Miss Norman could call her Mom in on the suspicion that her daughter had the inappropriate hots for her. So she was pretty confident when she left the classroom, though less so when she rapped on the door.
"Come in," Miss Norman immediately called.
Ellie entered. She hadn't been in the room since Miss Norman had started [and not often before that]. The counsellor had shifted the desk that had once dominated the middle of the room to the side and instead had installed some comfy seats and a small coffee table in the centre. The twentysomething was sitting in one of them and immediately beckoned Ellie to the other, "Mint?" she asked as the teen sat down and proffered a bowl of little round nuggets to Ellie.
Shaking her head Ellie sat down and waited for the counsellor to begin. Miss Norman put the bowl down and glanced at the door to confirm it was closed. "You know why you're here?" she asked and Ellie kept silent. Miss Norman waited just a moment for a response before continuing, "It's because you want to fuck your Mom." This time she didn't allow time for Ellie to speak before putting up a hand to silence, "Don't say anything, I don't want to start our relationship with you lying to me." Ellie kept quiet as telling an untruth was exactly what she had been planning to do. Miss Norman grinned and relaxed, "Don't worry I'm not planning to discourage you, I'm fucking my Mom as well."
A range of scenarios had gone through Ellie's head from threats of prison or psychiatric care to earnest conversations and suggestions of more regular religious observations. But this was one she hadn't expected -- her only hope was that her mouth wasn't hanging open too obviously. Miss Norman didn't seem to mind Ellie's reaction, she probably had been expecting it, as she smiled and pulled out her phone, flicking to the contacts list and showing Ellie a picture of her Mom, above the cell number. The teen could see the resemblance between them, even if there was at least quarter of a century between them. Miss Norman allowed the teen to look at the picture for a moment before turning the phone away and sliding her finger over the screen. She turned it back to Ellie. This time the photo wasn't a headshot in contacts, but of the Miss Norman's Mom in a very sexy bikini. The counsellor flicked with her thumb and it moved to the same beach, but with the older woman now totally naked, half-reclined on the sand and exposing herself wantonly. A new photo came up, this time kneeling on a double bed, her large tits draped over a thin nightie and when Miss Norman flicked again, her Mom was naked on the bed, drilling a toy into her slick slot.
Withdrawing the phone Miss Norman closed it and placed it back on the table, "Those are some shots I took of my Mom on our last summer vacation. We've been together for five years -- I was same age as you -- a senior in High School. We've been together when I was at college and then when we moved here for my new job, she came with me -- we live together as a couple now."
"Oh -- do your neighbours know?" Ellie was shocked and fascinated, as well as more than a little jealous.
"It's not something we spread around -- we don't really socialise with the neighbours much -- I think most of them assume we're a lesbian couple with a large age difference. I just need to remember whenever I'm out walking down the street with her hand in hand I don't call her Mom -- that would be a giveaway."
"Why are you telling me then?" Ellie asked.
"Because I've seen the way you kiss your Mom goodbye and I see the way she looks at your right back. I wasn't sure whether you're fucking yet, but I'm now guessing not...?" she let the question linger long enough Ellie felt forced into an answer.
"No," she paused and then elaborated just so Miss Norman was sure, "We're not fucking."
"But you want to?"
It was the moment of truth. She could deny it and leave the room, she'd have some choice blackmail material over a member of school staff if she ever needed it. But then she had a feeling that this would block out another option, a more taboo and shocking path, but one that Ellie knew, had known for a long time, that she wanted to take. She paused for as long as she dared, scared to take the first step, but then she put on her big girl shoes and said, "Yes -- I want to fuck my Mom."
The confession lightened her like a heavy rock had been rolled from atop her shoulders and Miss Norman smiled happily, as if she too had been suddenly worried that she had misjudged horribly. "Call me Dawn, at least when we're not in the school corridors" she said.
"Yes Dawn," it felt strange to call a member of staff by their first name, almost as taboo as fucking a Mom, but equally it felt like it was a matter of trust and that they were no longer a student and counsellor, but a teenager and her slightly older friend. "You think I stand a chance with my Mom, like you and yours?"
"Oh God, yes, I've been watching you both for the past couple of weeks -- it's so obvious your Mom fancies the panties off you. I can't believe no-one else sees the looks she gives you when you're exiting the car, it's pure lust for your cute behind -- I've almost been expecting her to make a dive for it."
Ellie blushed. If her Mom had been as obvious as Dawn said the teen had been oblivious to it. Dawn grinned, "Don't worry about not noticing -- I guess I'm super sensitive to these things given my own situation, no-one else would put two and two together -- they think the idea of a Mom and daughter having the hots for each other was so preposterous it only happens in porn movies."
"So how, um, did you know, you and your Mom get it together?" Ellie asked, wondering if she could take out her pad and make notes.
The answer wasn't however very illuminating, "I just made a move on her." Dawn gave another wide grin, as if she was remembering, before leaning a little closer, "But it was harder for me and Mom, I thought we were the only ones who felt the way we did. You have me and her, we can act as a kind of lighthouse -- guiding the way for you and your Mom to dock, in a manner of speaking. Assuming you're interested?"
"Yes. How?"
"You should come over to dinner on Friday, both of you and dress up properly in dresses -- not jeans and tops," she said.
"She doesn't know you, why would my Mom want to come?" I asked.
"Trust me, if you invite her she'll come," Dawn replied with a knowing confidence. "Also don't tell her about me and my Mom being a couple; in fact probably best if you don't mention I'm a guidance counsellor she'd only worry about you."
"What do I say then?"
"Tell her I'm new to the area, that's true and I'm sure I can pass as eighteen," she said, before adding with a smile, "at a stretch."
"So how will this work?" I asked, "Will it lead, um, to, er, you know, sex..."
"...with your Mom?" Dawn grinned, "Well me and my Mom can lead you to water, but in the end you'll need to be the one to make your Mom drink."
*
It was Friday evening and Amber Carter was unreasonably excited. She tried to tell herself it was because it had been almost a year since she'd gone out to dinner, even if tonight was with a friend of her daughter and the girl's Mom. But that wasn't the real reason and she knew it. For months she'd been thinking more and more about Ellie as sexy young woman and less and less about her as a daughter.
Ever since Ellie had asked her at the start of the week Amber had been thinking about it, quickly booking herself in for a quick trim and tidy of her shoulder length hair and a session in the nail salon so that they were a deeply varnished red and perfectly shaped. It had been worth shelling out on an expensive perfume as well, just a couple of dabs for this evening, but enough to make her feel desirable and like a woman. She knew Ellie wasn't really interested and that it was not a real date, not least because they were going to be with another two people, but in her mind, for a moment, Amber could pretend it was.
Opening the wardrobe, she took out the dress she'd decided on. It was as sexy as she dared for a date with her daughter, a shoulderless red number which went half way down her thighs and clung resolutely to her body, showing her curves to their best advantage. She had others which showed more cleavage, but she had reluctantly decided that even if Ellie hadn't realised her intent, the other Mom might mistake it for a lonely Milf out for some lesbian action with a fellow singleton. Still she hoped that Ellie was more daring than she was -- the teen had some very short and semi-revealing dresses. Whilst Amber publically disliked and discouraged her eighteen year old daughter from wearing to go out with her friends, in secret she loved seeing Ellie in them and wouldn't have minded if the teen wore them all the time.
There was a knock at the door, "Are you ready Mom?" Ellie called, "I said we'd be over at half past."
"Nearly ready, five minutes," her Mom replied.
It was nearer ten, but as she looked in the mirror and pursed her ruby red glossed lips in a fake kiss, she knew it was worth it -- even if Ellie wouldn't notice how sexy her Mom was for her. She headed down the stairs, her daughter was sitting in the lounge playing with her phone. For a moment Amber paused, looking at the teen, she was delectable with her blonde hair in a pony tail over her shoulder and wearing a dark dress that looked translucent (but sadly wasn't) over her bosom and stomach and which wrapped around the top of her thighs leaving plenty of leg on view. For forms sake she felt she had to say at least something, whilst hoping her daughter wouldn't take it seriously enough to change, "Are you sure that's suitable to wear? I'm not sure you should be out in that."
"Don't be so old fashioned," Ellie put her cell away and stood up. "You look nice," she added with a smile.
Nice wasn't sexy, but Amber was still wearing to take the compliment. She picked up the keys, "Come on, I'll drive."
It was a ten minute drive, which wasn't enough time to sit beside her delightfully sexy daughter, as far as Amber was concerned, especially as when the drive ended she wasn't rewarded with one of those all too brief kisses the eighteen year old Ellie still felt able to bestow on her. The house was set a little way back at the end of the street, not exactly secluded, but certainly with more privacy than many. Ellie was out of the car and up at the door, waiting for her Mom expectantly. Amber clicked her key, waiting half a second for the comforting beep before walking the twenty feet up the pathway. Her daughter slipped her arm through in a friendly gesture before ringing the bell.
The young woman on the other side of the door must have been expecting them as the door was open in seconds. "Hi," she said a young woman in a dress almost as daring as Ellie's, "You must be Mrs Carter, I'm Dawn. Hi Ellie... come in... Mom, Ellie's here with Mrs Carter."
"Call me Amber, Mrs Carter sounds like I've not been divorced for ten years," Amber said.
"Cool, Amber, I love that name, Ellie's told me so much about you since I arrived, I feel I know you," Dawn gushed as she ushered them in, "Mom's just finishing in the kitchen. Do you want some wine? Oh, I can have a soft drink with Ellie, though perhaps you'll let us have some wine with dinner -- my Mom is relaxed about me having a glass at mealtimes."
"Yes, for the wine for me. I suppose one glass won't hurt for Ellie when we eat, but only one," Amber replied. It didn't surprise her that Dawn's Mom let her drink at meals, she looked and sounded more mature than a typical eighteen year old -- in fact if Amber had met her in the street she'd have easily put her for at least a college graduate; teens grew so quickly nowadays, she thought.
Before Amber could get the wine a door opened and a woman stepped out. She was perhaps five or six years older than Amber, nearer fifty than forty, but the familial resemblance with Dawn was apparent, even to the extent that she was wearing a sexy dress that like her daughter's showed a daring amount of cleavage. She smiled warmly at the Carters, "You must be Ellie and her Mom..."
"Amber," Dawn quickly said moving towards her Mom. To Amber's surprise she slipped her arm round the older woman's waist and pulled her closer towards her, as her Mom turned her head, so that the kiss which came moments later was full on the lips, and seemed to last for a long time. Dawn broke it and faced back towards the Carters, "And this is my Mom and lover, Julie."
It was a strange way to refer to her Mom, even if they were close. Not that Amber minded, she thought that she and Ellie had a really good relationship, but she would have loved it to be as near as that Dawn and her Mom evidently had. She certainly wasn't complaining when Ellie slipped her arm round her waist like she was in a competition with her friend. "It's so nice of you to invite us over."
"No problem," cheekily it was Dawn who answered even if Amber's comment had been aimed more towards Julie, "We're new in town, so it's great to meet some new friends, isn't it Mom?" Again as she spoke she leant in and kissed her Mom full on the lips.
The older woman tittered, "Of course, we didn't do enough entertaining before when you were at co... your old school."
"I was going to pour some drinks," Dawn said and disengaged her arm, it seemed quiet reluctantly.
"I just need to finish some things in the kitchen," her Mom said and turned to go. Her daughter responded by giving her a gentle slap on behind, making Julie giggle as if she was didn't mind her daughter spanking her in public.
Dawn was already turning back to the Carter's, "Come through and make yourselves comfortable, dinner will be about twenty minutes." She led them through into the main room and Amber took a seat on one of the sofas, Ellie sitting gratifyingly close by, almost -- not quiet -- touching her thigh. Dawn quickly found them some drinks and then sat on the sofa opposite, asking Amber about her job and explaining she wasn't quiet sure what her Mom did, but it involved something in tracking advertising spend in newspapers. Then she and Ellie spoke for a few minutes about some movie which was out and that led to them all saying what their favourite eighties movie was. After fifteen minutes of pleasant but inconsequential conversation, Dawn looked at the clock, "I better see if Mom needs any help in the kitchen."
Amber gave a small laugh, "I wish Ellie volunteered to help me make dinner sometimes," she joked.
"You've a gem there," said Dawn surprisingly serious for a second, "Don't let her escape through your fingers." Then suddenly she was grinning again, "I'll be five. I'll open a new bottle of wine for the table," she added and then was gone.
Waiting for a moment to make sure she was left Amber turned to her daughter and said quietly, "They're very close, aren't they."
"Well, duh," Ellie whispered back, "Did you not hear what they said when they introduced themselves."
"About being lovers?" Amber's eyes slightly widened, "I mean they didn't mean it, did they? I just thought they were close."
"Like lovers?" her daughter replied with a touch of sarcasm.
"No, well, I suppose yes," Amber lapsed into silence, wondering what to say next, "Should we ask them?"
Her daughter didn't answer that question, but instead asked one of her own, "Would you mind if they were?"
"I don't think they are, we're just misunderstanding," Amber said, though even as she was saying the words she was doubting them, "I mean they've only just met us, they wouldn't be so open about it if they were." Did she sound judgmental? she didn't want to be one of those Moms who seemed to be against all the modern mores and wished they were back in some mythologized version of the fifties. Plus it was secretly a turn on to think that a Mom could be in a sexual relationship with their daughter. "If they were it's not a problem to me, they seem happy and it doesn't harm anyone."



"That's so true, we should all think like that, Mom, it doesn't matter who you're with as long as you're in love and not hurting anyone else," Ellie grinned and threaded her arm through her Mom's to give it a friendly squeeze.
"No need to lecture me," her Mom, "It's your grandparents who are against gay marriage, not me."
Before they could say anything else Dawn returned, "Dinner's ready, this way."
She led the Carters to the dining room. The table was covered with an expensive looking table cloth with the best cutlery and china out. Even as they sat down Ellie was filling the crystal glasses with wine, Amber wasn't an expert but she suspected it wasn't a cheap one -- Julie was pulling out the stops for her daughter's friend and her Mom. Not that, as Amber sipped, she was complaining.
Moments later Julie was in with bowls of soup, "Freshly made this afternoon," she boasted, impressing Amber who seldom made soup for herself and Ellie that wasn't out of a pack. The other Mom placed the first bowls in front of her guests, before quickly returning with the second pair as Dawn continued to bustle around. The older woman took a seat opposite Amber, Dawn flitting round to give her a quick kiss before taking the seat beside her and opposite Ellie.
The meal was as good as any that Amber had ever had, she wouldn't have been surprised if Julie had spent all afternoon on it. The conversation was just as good, quickly flowing as if the two Mom-daughter couples had known each other for years, at times amusing, interesting, witty, informative and surprising. But though they seemed to hover near it they never quite got onto the subject of whether Julie and Dawn were as close as their initial greeting had said.
Finally the last spoonful of dessert was scooped up. Julie stood up and began to pick up the bowls, "Anyone for coffee?"
There was general assent and Amber stood up, taking hold off the bowl in front of her and Ellie, "Let me help you," she said.
"It's no bother," replied Julie, "You're our guests."
"Please, let me; it'll allow the girls ten minutes together without us crowding them," Amber said, making it clear that she was going to help whether it was wanted or not.
Julie didn't fight it, but instead gave a graceful smile and led her new friend into the kitchen. For a few minutes Amber followed her instructions in placing the bowls in the dishwasher and finding the cupboard with the coffee cups. Then as the coffee began to percolate she moved on to the real reason she had offered to help, "You and Dawn are close," she said.
"She's the perfect daughter to me," Julie agreed.
Choosing her word carefully, given the delicacy of the subject about to be breached Amber said not that there was a subtle way of saying it, "Earlier Dawn said you were lovers."
"Yes, we are," Julie sounded more nervous than she had been, "I mean literally."
For a moment Amber wondered what to say, she'd really been expecting the other woman to say something like lovers as in very close, not admit to it. Then she remembered what she'd said to Ellie earlier, "We don't mind, as long as you're happy, what's the harm. I just didn't want to be assuming something."
"It's not a problem. I can see why you wouldn't believe it, it's not like most couples you meet are a Mom and her daughter," Julie seemed to relax at her Amber's words. "You're the first people we've told, Dawn was sure she could trust you and Ellie. I wasn't so sure, but she can be very persuasive when she wants." She gave a smile.
"I'm going to admit to being a little jealous," Amber said and then thinking about what she said quickly clarified, even if she did have fantasies about Ellie that's all they were going to be, "About the two of you being so close."
"You and Ellie look like you get on very well," said Julie.
"This year, but soon she'll be going to college and it won't be the same," Amber replied.
"I suppose that depends on you," said Julie, but didn't elaborate.
There was a brief pause, before Amber said, "So being lovers doesn't seemed to have ruined your relationship."
"Oh, God no. It's even better, we relate on so many levels, best friends, lovers - Mom and daughter almost seems the least important. Can I be open?"
"Absolutely yes, though I'm not sure how more you can be," Amber said before getting the answer.
"The sex is awesome, mind blowing. We've been together for years and we're still at it every night, tongues, toys, whatever we can get."
Amber blushed a little, "Now I'm definitely jealous," she said in what she hoped would be taken as a joke, even as she imagined it was her and Ellie. "Perhaps I need to get myself a younger lover myself."
"You should do," Julie said seriously again, "Looks like the coffee is ready, shall we join the girls?"
They went into the lounge, where the two teens were sitting on opposite sofas, each of the Mom's taking a spot next to their daughter. They didn't continue with the conversation that they'd been having in the kitchen, but Amber noticed that Dawn's hand had strayed behind Julie's back and was gently stroking the nape of her Mom's neck. As they finished the coffee she wondered whether it would be ruder to take their leave to allow the two Normans the rest of the night together or whether it was more impolite to go early. Her own daughter made up her mind for her, suddenly standing up and saying, "We better go and leave these two love birds to it." It could have been a joke, but Amber wondered what Ellie and Dawn had been talking about whilst their Moms were in the kitchen.
"Don't forget the rucksack," said Dawn pointing at a small bright pink knapsack, sitting next to Ellie. The teen nodded and picked it up.
"We had a great night," Amber said, moving forward to give first Julie and then Dawn a small hug and kiss on the cheek.
"Us too," said Dawn, "We need to invite you again."
"That'd be lovely," grinned Ellie.
"Though it needs to be us who invite you over," said Amber, remembering her manners better than her daughter did.
A few minutes later, after more goodbyes at the door and the promise of a further dinner (at whose was still to be determined, despite Amber's protestations it was her turn to make the meal and Julie's reply that it was no bother to her and she enjoyed cooking for company), the two Carters were in the car speeding home.
"What's in the rucksack?" Amber asked.
"Just a present Dawn said I'd enjoy," Ellie said mysteriously, either because she didn't know or she did and wanted to keep it secret from her Mom. However before Amber could pry further the teen was continuing, "Whilst you were in the kitchen making the coffee I spoke to Dawn about what she'd said earlier and you'll never guess."
"They are having sex," Amber said, "I know I spoke to Julie about it at the same time."
"The way Dawn spoke about it, it seemed natural not wrong at all."
"Not what Grandma would say about two women being together," Amber joked.
"She's so old-fashioned I don't mind, but I was talking about them being related. The way Dawn spoke about it, they're both consenting and it's not like you can become pregnant through lesbian sex."
"Julie was the same, she said it's deepened their relationship."
"It was really great to meet her Mom, she's pretty cool and Dawn is as well."
"If that's asking whether I'm going to be judgemental and ban any contact with them -- I'm not, I had a good time as well and it'd be fun to meet them again."
The roads were quiet and it didn't take them long to get home. Putting the keys in the dish Amber walked over and sat on the sofa. Her daughter followed her, only pausing to take off the brightly coloured rucksack and placing it at her feet as she sat down next to her Mom. She was close, very close, but Amber didn't mind in the least, the nearer Ellie was to her the more she could imagine the teen's touch and feel. "So what you said in the car about being okay with them being a couple," Ellie said, "Does that mean you're okay with the thought of Mom-daughter couples?"
As she spoke her hand rested lightly on Amber's thigh. The Mom felt her heart give a leap. It might have been an innocent gesture, easy for them both to brush off -- literally and metaphorically -- but was it something else? Had Ellie known about her friend's relationship and taken her Mom over to test whether she was interested the same? Amber wasn't sure enough to make the first overtly sexual move, but she also knew that if her daughter did she wasn't going to make much resistance. She smiled, hoping her daughter was thinking the same as she was as she replied, "I'm not against the idea."
There was a pause -- perhaps five seconds or maybe even ten -- as Ellie' looked at her Mom and Amber returned the gaze, her lips starting to become drier even as she felt other parts of her dampen. Eventually Ellie spoke, "Me neither."
The teen bowed her head towards Amber, moving close. The Mom opened her mouth a little, terrified that she was misreading what was happening or at the last moment sanity would prevail and Ellie would pull back. Then the teen's lips were on hers, pressing against her own and opening to match her Mom's mouth. For the briefest of moment's Amber was unsure what to do, but Ellie's lips felt so good and right, just as Amber had fantasised, that she was quickly in the same groove, kissing her daughter back with the same passion. Ellie's hands were on the back of her neck, lightly holding her Mom forward, but not with enough pressure that there was any degree of force. Amber in turn moved her hands to her daughter's waist, gently stroking at the thin material which separated flesh from flesh.
"Mmmnn" Ellie gave a small smile as she broke contact, but before her Mom could respond the teen's mouth was on her again.
Their lips locked and then opened. Amber felt a rush of nervousness and excitement as she felt the tip of the teen's tongue tickle at hers. She slipped hers round it, wriggling round her daughters. They couldn't claim this was an innocent familial kiss any more, they'd gone too far, but Amber was more than happy with that -- she didn't want to stop. Which is why she did not resist as her daughter's hand reached behind her for the zip. The dress loosened and as they broke the kiss again, she was able to look down as Amber tugged at the material exposing her Mom's bosoms.
"These look even lovelier than I imagined," Ellie said, gazing down at the titties with a lustful look, "I've not seen them for so long."
"Since you were a baby," confirmed Amber, reaching her hands under them to lift them up and give them a small jiggle for her daughter's delectation.
"I wonder if they taste as good now as they did then," grinned Ellie. She pushed her Mom downwards so Amber was lying across the sofa and moved on top of her, her mouth coming down on one of the titties.
"Oooohhh," Amber let out an impassioned moan as her daughter's lips locked on the nipple. The teen teased the teat, her tongue twisting around the darker skin, solidifying it like a small pebble. Amber gave another shudder as without warning her daughter changed tactics and began to suck at the breast, bringing it between her lips and slurping at it like it was a sweet. The Milf reached up and stroked the back of her daughter's neck, her hands moving downwards until she too found the zip. She slipped it down as her daughter switched tits, giving the left one the same work as the right.
"Mmmnn," there was another pleasured groan from Amber as her daughter's tongue swept out again, licking at a salvia cover nipple. It swept round and round, at an almost dizzying speed and Amber's back arched as the wave of excited pleasure went through her. Her daughter's dress was coming down and she could feel the teen's titties bouncing and swinging against her as Ellie licked and lapped and suckled and slurped.
"They're so lovely and yummy," Ellie raised her head to look at her Mom, a beaming smile on her beautiful face.
"It feels so good, you sucking them," her Mom confirmed. Even as she was speaking Ellie's mouth was on the tits again, her teeth gently nibbling at the erect teat.
A hand began to crawl under Amber's dress, slowly sliding up her thigh. The Mom opened her legs slightly wider, encouraging her daughter without words. Whether it was shift of the limbs or Ellie's own out of control lust, the teen continued up until she found Amber's panties. There was a brief pause as the teen stroked the material lightly, making her Mom wetter with excitement. "Mmmnnn, yes please, go on," Amber groaned in response to the unanswered question.
The panties were gently pulled to one side, exposing Amber's slit. Then it was happening, her Senior daughter was finger fucking her pussy. Amber gasped in pleasure, squirming as the digit drove in and out. It wasn't a long time since a finger had been in her cunt, this morning in fact as she pleasured herself with thoughts of Ellie before getting out of bed to call to her daughter to get up for school. But it had been almost a year since she'd last been on a date that she'd felt had gone well enough to let herself be fingered. Now she was letting her daughter do it.
"Ooohhhh, oooohh, yesssss, yesssss," gasped Amber. Her daughter's finger was finding her clit, rubbing hard at it and making the Milf shudder in pleasure, before she slid it back into the sopping hole driving it back and forth. Ellie's mouth sucked harder at her Mom's titties at the same time, almost threatening to swallow the mammaries whole. Amber let out another cry, letting her back lift from the couch as a wave of sexual ecstasy rode through her like galloping stallion. "Fuck, yesssss, finger my pussy," Amber squealed again.
"Yes, mmmnnn," Ellie replied, her mouth leaving her Mom's tit. Not that it remained unoccupied for long as the teen returned to kissing the Milf. Amber responded enthusiastically, her own hands reaching down and pulling up Ellie's dress so that she could place her hands directly on the round, firm teenage buttocks and squeeze and grope them. That seemed to drive both her daughter's tongue and finger, both spearing forward and dominating the open hole they were, much to Amber's delight.
She bucked in excitement as Ellie went faster and faster with her finger, pounding the cunt as deep as she could, before pausing briefly and returning with two fingers, slamming down and in. Juice soaked out from the slit, over the Milf's lips and the panties, bunched to one side. She could sense an orgasmic wave coming and she readied herself for the explosion of ecstasy. When it came, moments later, it was even more intense than she'd been expecting, a Vesuvius of sexual bliss burning through her body. Her head drove back into the sofa rests, breaking the kiss with her daughter, "AArrrghhh, fuuuckkk, aaaarrggghhh."
Grinning her daughter continued to finger her relentlessly through the orgasm, as Amber squealed and gasped more, her body rocking in ecstatic bliss. Only when she was sobbing for breath, her eyes fluttering and her mouth fully agape did the teen pull her fingers out. Still lying over her Mom she slipped the cum covered digits into her mouth and over-dramatically sucked them, whilst her eyes locked with her Mom's. "That taste so lovely, your pussy juice is so delicious."
"God, I so wanted you, that was amazing," Amber said, her gaze fixed to her sexy daughter as the teen returned the fingers to her mouth to finish sucking away all the cum.
"Me too, you don't know how much," Ellie said, she leaned down on her Mom again, her mouth finding the older woman's for them to kiss passionately, their tongues swirling around as they explored each other.
Removing her hand from her daughter's butt Amber pushed up, forcing the teen off her. Ellie's expression was a little hurt, at least until her Mom spoke, "I want to return the favour, I want to go down on you."
Breaking into a happy grin Ellie replied, "I'm not going to say no to that."
They moved positions, Amber dropping to her knees and waiting whilst Ellie moving into a sitting position and lifting her dress hem so she could remove her panties and toss them on to the comfy seat opposite. The Milf shuffled forward, on her knees, getting between her daughter's legs and putting her hands on the lower thigh, easing them apart. Ellie pulled the dress bottom up to her waist, showing her Mom her cunt for the first time since she'd been small. It looked as smooth now as it did then, though now it must be because her daughter kept it shorn. The Milf licked her lips as she looked admiringly at the succulent dish. Luckily Ellie wasn't impatient, just smiling in happy anticipation as she waited for her Mom to finish looking and begin eating.
"I'm going to enjoy this," Amber said.
"Not as much as me," replied Ellie, putting a lot of faith in her Mom's cunt lapping skills given Amber was single. However that was by choice, not lack of sexual skill, if her daughter hadn't been the most important thing there were plenty of men and women who would have been enthusiastic sex partners of the Milf and she was confident as she lowered her head that Ellie would certainly not be complaining once her Mom had finished.
The Milf started slowly, running her fingers over her daughter's chubby labia and gently easing them apart so that she could see the slit between. Her daughter giggled in anticipation, one hand kneading at her titties, whilst the other stroked her Mom's hair lovingly. The Milf brought her head forward, nearing to the honey-pot, but didn't yet go in. Instead she used her finger to draw faint lines over the slot, teasing the teen, as she went from the bottom up to the clit and then slowly down again. Her lips puckered and she kissed the flesh to the side and around the pussy, still avoiding the hole, gentle taps of her lips, tender and slow, but enough to rise Ellie's excitement level. "MMmnnn," the teen moaned in anticipation, her hand firmly on her Mom's scalp, the thumb brushing at the skull through the hair, "Go on."
There was no hurry from Amber, she was enjoying it and she knew from her own experience, both as some being eaten and the eater, that good things came from slow starts. She teased with a gentle, light kiss on the lips, pausing and lifting her head to look up at her daughter. Ellie was gazing down, biting her lip with excitement. Seeing her Mom's glance, she smiled, "I'm enjoying so far."
"This is only the beginning," her Mom replied and returned her mouth downwards. This time her kisses were longer and more directed, covering the chubby labia and in between them, kissing the pussy itself. The teen gave little gasps of excitement and tiny shudders as her Mom's lips pressed down on her slot, her cry become a little higher pitched as the Milf's tongue shot out and then in again. Amber briefly raised her head, "This looks like a juicy meal."
Down she went again, this time opening her mouth so her tongue could take a long hard lick at the cunt. It was already soaked and she could taste her daughter's sweet cum, it was a deliciously pleasant a juice as she had ever drunk. She paused at the bottom of the slit and lifted her hand again, so that fingers crossed the top and she could ease it apart. When her tongue went up it was between the slit walls, running over the pink, soft, damp flesh within. It was even wetter than her first lick and she wallowed in the taste of her daughter. Up above her Ellie gave another squeak, her whole body trembling as her Mom pleasured her, "Oooohhh, yesss, yesss, eat my cunt, Mom, lick it all out."
Amber spread her fingers wider, opening the slit more to her tongue. She began to lick harder, lapping up the cummy juice as her daughter got wetter and wetter. It tasted so good, the flavour made even more delicious by the evident excitement of her squeaking and squealing daughter, the teen continually urging her Mom to drink up as much cunt juice as the Milf could manage. With such a succulent pussy Amber could manage a lot and she was in no mood to short change either herself or her girl. Faster and faster she licked, shaking her head from side to side as she filled the hole with her tongue and made sure that every reachable inch was licked dry. Even as she lapped away the cum her sexy daughter was producing more so that each she returned her tongue the flesh was even more soaked and juicy than before.



"Ooohhh, come on Mom, don't stop, lick my twat, lap it clean, ooooohhh, fuuuckkk, yesss, fuuucckkk," Ellie cried. Her Mom ignored the teen's curses, it didn't seem the time to sell her off for swearing. "Yessss, fuuuckkk, yesssss."
Amber was going as fast as she could, thrusting her tongue at the tasty teenage twat. Ellie was bucking and squealing, obviously on the edge of a major orgasm. Amber carried on, desperate to make her daughter cum -- it was something she had never thought she'd be doing, even if she fantasised about it. The teen shrieked again, her legs clasping together to keep her Mom in a vice, perhaps worried that Amber might try to escape at the last moment. Little did the teen know her Mom's mind, now it was near she wanted it to be the best she'd ever given, one Ellie would remember forever. Her tongue shoved hard and her thumb went down to press and rub at the younger Carter's clitoris at the same time.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck, yesssss, aaaargghhh, aaarrrghhh," the screams of ecstasy reverberated around the room, "Yessss, aaarrrgghhh," Ellie was exploding with joy, her body arching and stretching, her legs squeezing tight in a passionate embrace of her Mom "Aaarrrghhh, fuuccckkk."
She flopped down, breathing heavily as she recovered from the blast of pleasure that had just torn through her. "That was wonderful," she managed to gasp after a few moments.
"You were wonderful," Amber corrected as she stood up.
"You too," said Ellie, smiling up at her Mom.
For a moment Amber stood there, wondering what to do next, given that she had no previous experience of tonguing her daughter to draw on. Her daughter solved the problem by standing up and reaching down for the rucksack, slinging it over her naked shoulder. With her other hand she reached out to take her Mom's, "Let's go to bed," she said.
Those words, so casually spoken, made it seem like the most natural thing in the world and Amber had no problem taking the outstretched hand, saying "Yes," as she did so.
Her daughter led her up the stairs to the teen's room, closing the curtains before switching on the light. She turned to her Mom and slid her arms round the Milf's waist, bringing her closer, so their naked tits were touching, "You're so sexy and beautiful," she said.
"You t..." Amber started to say, but she was interrupted by a kiss, long, lingering and sensual. Her own hands were on her daughter's sides, sliding down until she came to the dress and then pushing it down past her daughter's hips. It fluttered to the floor and Ellie stepped out of it, kicking it across the room as she did. The teen, in turn, was pushing her Mom's dress as well. It slipped down and the teen's fingers slipped into the elastic of the Mom's panties. They went down to her thighs as well, until Amber stepped back to remove them properly. Her daughter took the time to pull off her shoes, messily throwing them in the corner and as her Mom took hers off the teen pulled back the quilt on her bed. The naked Milf walked over the few feet separating them and kissed her daughter, the two of them standing together as bare as the days they were born, lips locked and hands stroking each other's butt. Ellie pulled back and gave a wide smile, "I want to fuck you, properly, with a strap-on."
"You have a strap-on?" Amber asked, a little surprised. She'd found her daughter's sex toys, hidden under some old sweaters in the bottom of the wardrobe a few months ago; she'd left them there (though she wasn't able able to resist sliding her tongue round them thinking about where they had been), but when she'd last looked there was no strap-on amongst them.
"I have now," said Ellie as she picked up the small rucksack, unzipped it and pulled out an eight-inch dildo attached some leather straps. She grinned at her Mom, "The present from Dawn."
"You pair of naught minxes, you knew what you were doing," giggled Amber, though there was no anger in her words, in fact she was glad her daughter and her friend had taken the initiative -- there was no way Amber would have ever dared act on her desires otherwise.
As Ellie got into the straps Amber got on the bed and lay down in the centre. She spread her legs open welcomingly, as her hand moved to rub gently at her pussy to make sure it was nice and wet for the plastic dick. "I'm ready Ellie, come on and fuck Mom."
"Mmmn, yes," Ellie grinned in anticipation. She got on the bed, climbing over to her Mom on her hands and knees, the fake phallus jiggling below her. She positioned herself over her Mom, leaning down to kiss her. Amber responded enthusiastically, her tongue sweeping at her daughter's as her hands reached up to embrace the teen, pulling her downwards. There naked bosoms rubbed and slid against each other as they made out passionately, as Ellie used one hand to keep herself upright and the other to replace her Mom's hand on the Milf pussy, stroking it with her fingers and gently sliding two between the lips. "You're so hot," she murmured.
"For you baby," her Mom moaned back as her daughter's fingers spread the slit open, "Please fuck me, I want you to bang me so hard."
"Yes, Mom, that's what I want to," Ellie grinned as she took hold of the cock and eased it into the lubricated hole.
"Uuurrhhh," Amber let out a heartfelt groan as the plastic prick penetrated her pussy. Despite the manufacturer's claims it wasn't hard to feel the difference between it and the real thing, but given that the fake cock was wielded by her sexy and delighting daughter Amber was pretty sure the imitation dick was much better. She gripped her daughter's back, not wanting Ellie to slip off until she'd fucked her Mom to orgasm. Ellie thrust in and withdrew, before coming down and in again. Slow and forceful at first, pushing the toy down the slick tunnel until it could go no further. Amber grunted her excitement with each thrust, trying to raise her head to meet her daughter's. Ellie's lips opened and she met her Mom, keeping her mouth against the Milf's even as her hip rose and fell. Then as she got used to it the teen began to move faster and faster, working herself into a rhythm. Amber's head pushed back against the pillow as she grunted and gasped, "Fuck me baby, fuck my cunt hard."
"Yes, God, you're so sexy. This pussy was made for my strap-on dick," her daughter grinned back, before lowering her head to kiss her Mom again, their tongues sliding together as the dildo raced in and out a different opening. "I can't believe I'm banging you."
"You better believe," Amber gasped, "You're fucking Mom hard, now fuck her harder, make me scream in pleasure."
"I'm up for that," grunted Ellie. Her hips worked harder, thrusting and ramming down into her Mom's slick slit, filling it with a counterfeit cock which was much better than the real thing. Amber shuddered and gave a little gasp, suddenly stifled by her daughter's mouth on hers. They kissed for a few moments, Ellie slowing her pelvic thrusts a little so that she could her mouth on her Mom's. Then she was going harder again, making the Milf vibrate and rock so they fell away. The teen grinned, "I'm going to make you cum so hard, Mom, you're going to scream."
"Yes, yes, fill my cunt with your cock," Amber's legs were up, squeezing her daughter and her hands gripped the teen's back, stabbing in with her nails and scratching little red lines in the flesh. If they were causing Ellie any pain she didn't seem to mind as she fucked her Mom even harder, her bare flesh slapping against her Mom's equally naked skin. Their tits bounced and jiggled as they rocked against each other, the bed shaking with their passion.
"Uuurhh," Amber gave a groan of satisfaction as the dildo went deep down her soaking fuckhole. Every thrust was a delight as her daughter moved into a steady but deep and hard pattern. "Ooohh, yesss, yesss, fuck me, yesss."
"OOohhh yesss, you're so fucking hot and sexy, I could fuck you forever," Ellie replied. Her hands pressed down on the bed either side of her Mom, her head over the Milf's so they could look at each other pretty faces as they contorted and twisted with ecstatic pleasure. "Fucking yes, you're the sexiest Mom ever." Again she slowed to kiss her Mom, their mouths moving together in harmony as their tongues teased and probed. Amber rubbed the scratch's on her daughter's back, soothing them as the teen slowed. Then Ellie broke the kiss lifting her head with a smile as she began ramming the dick deep and fast again, "Uurrrhhh, it feels so good having this dick rub at my clit whilst I fuck you with it. Oooohhh, yesss."
"Fuck me, fuck me," Amber gasped and shuddered. It was the best banging she could remember and she was sure if she'd had one better it wasn't one she would have forgotten. Her body arched as a wave of pleasure shot through her, her pussy clamping at the cock and soaking it with her juice. "AAAarrrghhh, yesss, baby, yesss, give it to Mom hard."
The teen somehow managed to up her game even more, slamming the cock harder and faster into Amber's soaked hole. The Milf squealed in ecstasy, her entire body seeming to shudder and rock as the teen rammed her. "Aaaarrrghh, yessssss, I'm going to cum, aaaarrrghhh, fuuuckkk." Ellie was driving harder, a look of concentrated excitement on her face as she drove her Mom to a super-orgasm. The Milf shrieked in pleasure, "Aaaarrghhh, yesss, aaaarggghhh" as the orgasm tore through her like a whirlwind.
The best thing was that Ellie didn't stop as her Mom lay back on the bed, gasping for air. She slowed and leaned down to resume kissing her, her tongue entering her Mom's mouth and probing around it. But still the toy eased in and out, keeping Amber on edge and restarting the journey to lift off. The Milf gripped her daughter's back again and looked into her eyes, "Carry on fucking me baby, I want to cum from you again."
The teen was more than happy to comply and after a few moments more of kissing, she raised her head as she began to bang faster. It wasn't soon before Amber was squeaking and squealing again, calling out in pleasure as the dick drove her into another state of orgasmic bliss, "AAarrrghhh, yesss, aaaarggghhh."
Ellie slowed down again, letting the level of pleasure subside, before restarting. Again and again she varied her fucking so that Amber would be brought to the heights of pleasure and then allowed to recover before being fucked to another summit. Each time seemed more powerful than the last so by the final time it felt like her head was going to explode. "Aaarrrghhh, yessssss, aaaarrrghh, I'm cumming, aaaargghh, I am fucking cumming."
Ellie paused above her Mom, letting the older woman finish her orgasmic cries and gasps, before she slipped the dick out and dropped to the bed beside her. She was panting herself, with the exertion, and her skin was wet with perspiration as she lay beside Amber. The Milf turned into her daughter and they slowly kissed again, sensually and seductively, enjoying the feel and taste of each other.
"Do we need to talk?" eventually Amber stopped the kissing, looking at Ellie seriously. She didn't regret a moment, but you can't be fucked by your daughter without feeling the need to discuss it afterwards.
"Tomorrow," smiled Ellie and closed her eyes, spooning into her Mom to snuggle.
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Normally it was her Mom, Amber Carter, who was awake first, banging on Ellie's door to get her up if it was a school day and letting her lie in until near midday if it was a weekend. But this time it was Ellie who woke as the early morning sun lit her bedroom. The teen yawned and then stretched, careful not to wake her Mom who was lying naked in the bed next to her, evidently exhausted after their long night of sex. Not that Ellie could blame her, she wasn't sure what time they'd got home, but she was sure it wasn't much after ten. After they'd finished, Ellie had slipped out of bed as her Mom dropped off, to remove the strap-on and switch off the lights. It had been two then. Which meant from their first kiss on the couch to the final fucking they'd been at it for four hours, four wonderful hours, Ellie thought to herself.
It had been as Dawn, the school counsellor, had said, Ellie's Mom was into her and all it would take was a small push -- for her to see lesbian incest as acceptable, or at least not totally wrong - and dinner with Dawn and her Mom/lover, Julie, had provided that push. All it had then required was Ellie to make the final move when they got home. However her Mom had mentioned that they'd need to talk in the morning, Ellie was pretty confident that the way her Mom had almost immediately drifted to sleep after that she wasn't being wracked by guilt. Still it would do no harm reminding her Mom of the fun they'd had together as she woke up.
The teen rolled close to her Mom, so when the older woman opened her eyes Ellie's face would be all she'd see. Reaching down she began to stroke her Mom's cunt, her fingers sliding over the lips and gently dipping between and then up to the clit to gently touch that and run through the short landing strip of hair above. Her Mom gave a moan in her sleep and a small smile came to her face as she was touched. The teen continued to play with the pussy, stroking and rubbing it harder, her Mom letting out little groans and grunts in her sleep as the pleasure invaded her dreams. There was a gasp and her eyes opened as she awoke, her face changing to shock as she saw it was Ellie opposite her. It was only for a second before she remembered what had gone before and a smile creased it.
"Morning honey," her Mom smiled, "Did you sleep well?"
"The best," replied Ellie, rolling on top of her Mom and kissing her. The Milf responded eagerly, her mouth opening as her daughter's melded to it. Nor did Ellie see any reason she should stop playing with her Mom's pussy, continuing to brush and massage it with her fingers, until her Mom giggled and broke the kiss. Ellie quickly took control of the conversation before her Mom could speak, "Last night was great."
"It was special," her Mom agreed, before blushing, "I'm not sure I've ever had such great sex."
"It should be the start of something," Ellie pushed hoping the door was open, "Dawn and Julie have shown us it can work."
"What if it doesn't work? If we continue we can't go back to being normal Mom and daughter," her Mom sounded nervous.
"We're lying naked in my bed, I don't think we can go back anyway," said Ellie logically.
Her Mom paused as if she was weighing up the options. If she was she didn't give it long consideration. "I want this," she said with a smile, "for us to be lovers. I'm guessing you...?"
"...want it too, I do," Ellie finished off the question and leaned down to kiss her Mom passionately again.
After a few minutes of heavy making out they broke again, both smiling with happiness at the way things had turned out. Amber looked up at her daughter, "So did you know about Dawn and Julie?"
Ellie explained about how Dawn wasn't a fellow senior but the school guidance counsellor who had spotted the unspoken attraction between the two Carters and, as a Mom-lover herself, lent a hand by inviting Ellie and her Mom over so they could see a mother daughter incestuous relationship in a natural setting.
"I thought she looked older than eighteen," her Mom said at the end of the story.
"Are you okay with it? I wasn't trying to trick you or anything," Ellie said.
"Given how much I had the hots for you anyway, I'm sure we'd have ended up in bed anyway, all last night did was speed it up -- which I'm glad for, it means less time wasted fantasising about you and more time in bed together," her Mom replied.
"I'm glad you said that, because..." Ellie didn't finish the rest of the sentence as her mouth had closed onto her Mom's, kissing her passionately. The Milf's response was equally intense, her hands wrapping round her teenage daughter's bottom so the younger Carter couldn't escape. Their pussies and tits gently rubbed together, in a way that was both extremely exciting and totally taboo. It was the start of a weekend they'd both knew they were going to enjoy...
*
"I've got an appointment with the school counsellor at eleven," Ellie said to her teacher, showing her the appointment card Dawn had placed in her bag on Friday together with a strap-on to fuck her Mom.
The teacher nodded her acknowledgement and Ellie settled in her seat.
Her best friend Shawna leaned towards her as the classroom filled and teens scrambled in their bags for books and pens, "How was your weekend?"
"Good," grinned Ellie, truthfully, "but quiet," which was less true, "just me and my Mom hanging out."
"You're so lucky," Shawna said, which might have been a reflection on her own Mom's strictness or because Ellie suspected her friend might have a little bit of a crush on Mrs Carter. However before she could think of a suitable friendly but neutral reply, the teacher called for quiet and the lesson began.
Just before eleven Ellie caught the eye of the teacher, who nodded her permission for the teen to pack up and leave to see the counsellor. It was regular enough that students saw Dawn Norman in class time that no-one was particularly curious about it -- assuming it was the normal things that afflicted teen girls - boys, grades or minor misbehaviour. Ellie was content to keep it that way, it would certainly make her the subject of frenzied gossip if they'd known that she and the counsellor were going to have a heart to heart over incestuous lesbian sex.
She knocked at Dawn's door and there was an immediate call to enter. The counsellor was sitting on one of the comfy chairs in the middle of room, waiting expectantly. She did manage to contain her inquisitiveness until Ellie sat down, "So how was Friday?"
"Oh my God," the excitement that Ellie had been holding in all morning let itself go, "I can't believe it; we did it, we fucked."
Dawn clapped eagerly, "Go on, tell me -- it was a good as you expected."
"More, so much better," Ellie replied. As she was speaking she was opening her rucksack to pull out the strap-on, which was at the bottom hidden under a spare sweater. "I fingered her first, then she ate me and then we used the toy you gave us -- and that was only the first night. I've spent most of the weekend in bed." She passed the toy, soaped and cleaned that morning, to her new friend.
Dawn shook her head, "You keep it, don't worry me and Mom have lots."
"Okay," Ellie wasn't complaining, she'd quickly grown a sentimental attachment to the strap-on, even if she bought others in the future this would always be the one she first fucked her Mom with. "Thanks for helping me, we wouldn't have taken the step without you and your Mom."
"It was our pleasure, Mom and I were both saying over breakfast how we hoped it had gone well and how we enjoyed having you for dinner -- we're hoping it could become a regular thing."
"Speaking of that Mom said I was to invite you both to dinner on Saturday evening, I'm not to take any excuses about your Mom wanting to cook, it's our turn."
"Sounds great," replied Dawn.
*
"What top?" Julie Norman stood in front of the dressing table mirror and held up a white blouse and a dark sweater.
"Sweater," said her Dawn, as she moved behind her Mom and slipped her hands round to squeeze at the older woman's bare tits.
The Milf giggled, "You're only saying that because you think it's too tight."
"I wouldn't say too tight," replied Julie with the emphasis placed on the 'too'. It certainly accentuated her Mom's bosoms, but she had no problem with that and she was sure that there new friends, the Carters, wouldn't have either. She moved her mouth round to gently kiss at her Mom's neck as one hand slid down, gently stroking over her Mom's stomach and down to the jeans. Her Mom gave a small moan as Dawn undid the top button and slid her hand underneath them and panties, to tease the cunt. "I am so going to fuck you later."
"Oh God, yes, I can't wait, you turn me on so much," Julie trembled in excitement as her Dawn's fingers rubbed at her slit. "I can't wait until we get back to tonight and you fuck me so hard."
"It'll be great to catch up with Amber and Ellie, now they're out with each other," Dawn grinned and pulled her hands back, whilst still remaining latched round her Mom.
"Have you spoken to Ellie?" Julie asked, her pussy disappointed that her daughter wasn't going further
"Not since Monday; it would get too suspicious if we were constantly talking -- people might start to suspect that Ellie's got some serious issues to see the counsellor so often."
"We must swap numbers tonight," her Mom said. "It'd be lovely to be able to just call and arrange to go for a coffee or something together."
"You make it sound like we're a club," her daughter joked, "The Mom Daughter Lovers Club, perhaps?"
"That wouldn't be so bad, it's fun spending time with women who are the same as us -- even the other lesbian couples we knew from your college, we had to be so guarded around them in case they suspected -- I think they all thought we were stand-offish."
"Or that I was fucking a sexy Milf, I didn't want to share," giggled Dawn. She kissed at her Mom's neck and stroked her slit again, as she squeezed a titty, all three combining to make Julie moan with pleasure. But if she'd been hoping for more she was going to be disappointed as her daughter unhanded and stepped back, albeit giving her Mom's ass a brief swat as she did. "Finish getting ready we don't want to be late."
Certainly Julie didn't want to be so late it was impolite, especially as she had been looking forward to the evening, however, she had to admit, another five minutes of fingering her hole wouldn't have led to them being terribly delayed. But Dawn was already pulling out her lipstick to apply, so Julie had to console herself with the thought that they'd be fucking later and for much longer than a five minute quickie.
She finished dressing and then applied her own lipstick, sharing the stool with her daughter, both of them crowding the mirror allowing Julie to admire her daughter's beautiful face even as she was glossing her lips and pursing them in a kiss towards the younger woman's reflection. "Done," she finally said.
"Me too," replied Dawn fishing for the car keys.
The drive didn't take long and soon they were outside the house, medium sized with a small yard and drive, in a suburban street filled with houses all of a similar design; though Julie strongly suspected it was only one where the Mom and daughter were fucking each other. The door opened almost as soon as the doorbell rung, Ellie obviously waiting. "Come in, come in," she ushered them in. Like them she was wearing smart, but casual clothing, not the more formal dresses they'd been wearing the first time they met -- this was a more relaxed evening between two couples, not a getting to know you where everyone wanted to impress the others. "Let me take your jackets... Mom, they're here."
"I'm here," Amber appeared -- she looked much more radiant than when they'd last met, as if all the cares she'd been carrying had been slipped away, having sex with her daughter evidently agreed with her. She was only with them for a second as Ellie passed her Mom the jackets the Normans had been wearing to put away, whilst in turn offering them some drinks.
Julie and Dawn followed the teen into the main room, sitting down whilst she opened a bottle of wine and four glasses -- her Mom had relaxed the drink code as long as they were in the house and not out, the teen explained. Amber joined them a few minutes later, taking the glass her daughter proffered and sitting next to her on one of the couches, their arms slipping around each other.
"So how's your new relationship going? Dawn told me it started pretty much when you got home last week," Julie smiled.
"The sex started then, the relationship talk was the next morning," Ellie grinned.
"Not that we're complaining about either, the sex is marvellous and it's made our relationship so much closer," Amber added.
"That was the same with us," said Julie.
"And the sex only gets better," Dawn said, squeezing her Mom's arm as she said it and making the older woman grin with pride that she still had it.
"In that case I can hardly wait," Amber replied, "As its pretty spectacular already." She grinned as Ellie went in for a quick kiss, her hand stroking her Mom's thigh as she did.
They held it for a few seconds, not that Julie was embarrassed by it, she thought it was great that the Carters could show their love and it was only a shame that it couldn't be more public. When they broke Julie said, "Dawn's so right, I can't believe how bad my sex life was before I got with her and how good it is now and so often."
"That's so right," said Ellie, "At the moment we seem to be doing it morning, noon and night."
"Hopefully not noon," Dawn said jokingly, "As you're supposed to be in school."
"Okay not noon," conceded Ellie with a smile showing she got the joke, "at least not on weekdays, but seriously it is first thing in the morning, then once we're home and then after dinner we're heading to bed early, but not getting to sleep until the early hours -- sometimes I think I need to go to school to get some shut eye." She smiled to show she too was joking and Dawn laughed.
"Another top-up," asked Amber, disengaging herself from her daughter. The others nodded as Amber refilled with suitably generous measures, announcing as she did that dinner would be ready in thirty minutes.
They talked some more, Ellie and Amber giving more detail of how they'd got together, with Julie and Dawn telling them how much fun was still to come as they deepened and broadened their sexual relationship. Over the meal they carried on talking, the conversation flowing as easily as the wine. After it was finished Julie insisted that she help clear the table and kitchen, as Amber had done last week giving them a few moments alone.
"You're so lucky with Ellie," Julie said, "She's so sexy and into you as well."
"You're not doing too bad with Dawn either," said Amber in reply. "Guess we're both lucky."
"You don't know how much. It's so difficult being the only Mom-daughter couple around, whenever we were out together I was always terrified there'd be a slip and she'd call me Mom, not Julie," she shivered as she spoke, as she remembered the terrors she'd faced whenever they'd met other lesbian couples for a meal or a drink, the stories they'd had to tell and the lies they had to recall from week to week. "It's so much more relaxing when you can just be yourself."
"Oh God, yes it's been hard enough this week as I've dropped Ellie off for school, each time I've wanted to plant my mouth on hers and give her a proper goodbye kiss, instead of just accepting the timid peck on the cheek she gives me," Amber said.
"We left the small town Dawn was born in when she went to college and rented a place near the campus. We told everyone I was an old friend of her Mom's and when we became lovers her parents had disowned her as a lesbian -- it explained why she never went home to visit nor anyone came to visit her."
"Then you came here," Amber smiled.
"I'm so glad we did, even just letting you know our secret has been a big relief."
"Having you share ours is a load lifted for us as well," Amber said, "And if you and Dawn hadn't given us that push..."
They finished up in the kitchen and returned to the main room, where the girls had put on some music and refilled the wine glasses. Julie sat down next to her daughter, the twentysomething slipping her arm casually around her Mom's shoulder and twirling her hair, as she and Ellie continued their conversation about some band. Julie took a sip of her wine and relaxed into her lover, letting the conversation flow round her comfortably. She could see that Amber was feeling the same, food and alcohol making them both lethargic and happy to slip into the comfort of their daughters' arms.
Suddenly the relaxing was broken, though not necessarily in a bad way. Dawn jumped up, "I love this song," she grinned reaching down for her Mom, "Let's dance."
"I don't dance," Julie protested half-heartedly, knowing she was going to be talked into it by her daughter.
It was Ellie who was the one who moved to persuade her, "Come on Mom, up you get, if you're dancing Julie will join in."
Seeing it was three to one, Julie stood. The song was one with a bouncy rhythm which she'd heard sometimes in the background if her daughter was listening to music whilst reading or making dinner, but she couldn't have given the name or the singer. In front of her Dawn was starting to dance and sway, keeping time with the beat. Julie had never rated her own dancing skills, even when she had been Dawn's age, but she tried to replicate them. Dawn grinned, pleased her Mom was making the effort even if Julie felt her moves were that of an ungainly rhino compared with her daughter's swift and elegant gazelle.
Her only consolation was that, whilst Ellie was graceful, Amber was little better than Julie -- the Milf's eyes on her daughter, not to admire her sexy curves, but in a vain attempt to follow her moves. Neither daughter seemed to mind their Mom's clumsiness, instead they were grinning widely and happily as they bopped and bounced, first of all with their Moms and then turning to dance together, their bodies gyrating closely and sexily, as they swung and swayed in time with both the music and each other. Julie forgot how bad her own dancing was as she feasted her eyes on her daughter's hot butt, wiggling and swinging as the young woman swivelled her hips and circled her body round Ellie's like she was a stripper and Ellie was her pole. Opposite her she could see Amber was having the same lascivious thoughts about her daughter as Julie was, not that she could blame her -- whilst Dawn was the hottest thing ever, in her Mom's mind, she had to admit that Ellie was not that far behind.
Further thoughts on Ellie was interrupted as Dawn spun away from her to stand so close in front of her Mom that her view was blocked. The young woman's hands moved to Julie's waist, gripping it tightly, before swinging round again, so that this time she was behind her. The Milf moaned as her daughter's mouth went down on her neck, kissing and suckling the smooth flesh as her hands wrapped round her stomach holding her close. Even as she watched, in front of her, Ellie was dragging her Mom close to her and kissing her hard.
A hand slid up her chest to her bosom and Julie moaned in pleasure as Dawn began to knead her bosom, squeezing the large mammary tight through the woollen sweater. The song switched from an upbeat tempo to a more sonorous soloist which lacked the powerful beat of its predecessor [even if the singer was more talented]. But neither nor the Moms or the daughters were moving to the music anymore, they were moving to each other instead. Julie's back arched and she slid her head back to rest of her daughter's shoulder as Dawn's mouth continued to slurp at her neck like a hungry vampire. The younger woman's hand was moving down and stroking between Julie's legs making her hot but not bothered. "MMmnnn," she gave a satisfied groan, her eyes fluttering, "Ooohh, baby."



"Mmmmnn, kiss me hard, oooohhh yes, stroke me," Amber moaned from feet away. Her daughter seemed happy to do so, her hand down between her Mom's legs, rubbing at the pussy through the jeans. The Milf's blouse had somehow become undone and her bra was half-off her round bosoms, the nipple peeking over the lacy material and even as Julie watched she could see Ellie's mouth moving down to lick and kiss at the exposed boob flesh.
Dawn was circling round again, ending in front of her Mom. Her own top had come up to expose her midriff and Julie's hands went to the naked waist. Her mouth opened and moved for her daughter's and the two of them kissed with a passion, slurping loudly as their tongues darted and explored and their lips puckered and pushed. Julie groaned into her daughter's mouth as Dawn's nimble fingers gripped at the Milf's round butt, digging into the curved flesh hungrily. "Kiss me baby, kiss me so hard," Julie groaned.
The dance was forgotten, the music ignored as the Normans and Carters made out, Mother and daughter locked in their taboo embraces. It wasn't the first time that Julie had kissed Dawn with others around, in a few cases they'd even used tongue. But it was the first time they were so totally all in, going at it like they were a pair of mating vipers, their tongues lasering around each other's mouths as they sucked in each other's breath. Previously there had always been the need to keep control, lest, in the throes of passion, they accidentally let on their relationship was familial as well as sexual. But with Amber and Ellie in the same boat Julie could let herself go, enjoy the evening and the make-out; it was even more exciting than normal knowing that feet away their friends were tonguing as eagerly and enthusiastically as they were.
Dawn walked forward, pushing her Mom. Julie went with the flow, slowly shuffling backwards until she reached the couch. She slipped down on it, her daughter following her so they were half on, half off. Their mouths continued to work in unison, munching vigorously at each other, only breaking for quick gulps of air before returning. Whoever was playing, Julie couldn't name a band after 1997, had finished and the only sounds were the slurps and moans of the women, Ellie and Amber's passions as loud as the Normans. There was a bounce on the couch and Julie could see that Amber was down beside her, followed immediately by her daughter landing on top of her. The Milfs were so close that Julie could feel her friend's body shifting and shaking in pleasure as Ellie kissed her hard.
"MMmnnn," beside her Amber moaned in pleasure. From the corner of her eye Julie could see Ellie's elbow going up and down, leaving little to the imagination of what she was doing with her hand between her Mom's legs. Her imaginings were confirmed as Amber groaned again, "OOohhh, slip your finger in Mommy's moist pussy."
"Finger fuck me," Julie broke the kiss with her daughter. The younger woman grinned in agreement, her hand reaching down to undo her Mom's jeans, pulling them down enough that she was able to slide her hand down under the Milf's panties. With one hand she began to stroke the slit, making the labia shiver with every slow pass, with her other hand she was pushing up Julie's sweater and then pulling the bra down, so that the Milf's large tits bounced free. Julie moaned "That's so good, put your fingers in me."
"In a moment," teased Dawn, her mouth latched down on one of the titties and she began to suck gently at the nipple as her fingers continued to tease the rapidly dampening twat.
"Ooohhh, fuck me, ooohhh you're hitting the spot, don't stop baby," Amber bucked in excitement,
It made Julie jealous that her friend was getting it whilst her own daughter still teased. However, she'd been fucking Dawn long enough to also know that good things come to those who wait so she didn't push it, instead reaching round to her daughter's butt and squeezing it in encouragement. Her daughter still seemed to be in no hurry, pulling the finger to suck it seductively in front of her Mom, before sliding it back under the panties to tantalise the twat and moving her mouth to suck the other titty. That on its own felt good and Julie gave a little moan as the teat tingled under the tonguing of her lover. "MMMnnnn, I love you baby, you're the best."
"Ooohhh, oooohhhh, yesss," squeaked Amber, disputing the top daughter spot, "You're number one, sweetie, fuck my cunt with your fingers."
Perhaps that was what persuaded Dawn to move to the next stage, or perhaps she thought her Mom had been teased enough. In either case whilst she continued to suck the tit, she started to slip a couple of fingers into Julie's ready hole. The Milf gave a squeak of excitement as she felt her daughter's nails scraping over her soft inner flesh, starting to scratch that sexual itch inside. The younger woman continued in until she was up to her knuckles, turning the fingers round within to make sure there was little untouched. Then she began to slowly work them in and out, her thumb rubbing at the clitoris at the same time. "Please, please, that's right, don't stop, Dawn, finger my hot hole."
She could feel the vibrations of Amber, as her friend bucked next to her, the cries she was giving suggesting she was well on her way. It felt so exciting and kinky that the two of them were together, getting fingered by their daughters. It was much further than Julie and Dawn had ever gone before, but Julie had several times fantasised about getting fucked by her lover in company, not ever thinking that it would come true. Now it was it was an exciting as she had hoped, deepening not only her sexual connection to her daughter, but her blossoming friendship with Amber and Ellie. Amber gasped and squealed again, "Fuck, fuck, oooohh, yesss, Dawn, fuck Mom's fuckhole."
"Finger me as well, faster baby," Julie moaned, instructing her own daughter. She reached out to grab the couch, her hand connecting with Amber's instead. Her friend took it and gripped it back, the two of them feeling each other's vibrations and excitement as their daughter's moved faster and harder, slamming their digits deep down their damp holes. "Yesss, yesss, give it me, Dawn, finger my soaked twat."
"Aaarrghh, yesssss, make me cum," Amber screamed. Her hand squeezed her friend's as she bucked in pleasure. Her top had fully opened and her bra had been pulled down, exposing her titties, which bounced and jiggled as she shuddered in pleasure. Ellie was grinning, but not stopping.
Dawn was also letting her fingers do the talking, driving them in and out of her Mom's sopping pussy, scraping her nails through the squelchy wet flesh. The Milf gave another squeal, her body shaking as Dawn's thumb pressed at her clitoral hood. The twentysomething's teeth tore at her teat, biting it hard, so that it was almost painful. Not that Julie minded, the pleasure she got from it was worth the soreness -- as long as it stayed at the right level, she wasn't a BDSMer. Her own hands moved to grip her daughter's ass again, her nails would have been dug deep into the flesh if it had been protected by Dawn's denims. Julie thrust herself forward, "OOOhhhh, yes, urrrhhh, don't stop, this feels so good."
"Fuuuckkk," shrieked Amber cumming even more loudly. "Yesss, fuuuckkk!" She screamed even louder, her yells of pleasure reverberating around the room and drowning out Julie's more sedate moans.
Not that Julie was that far behind. Dawn was fingering her quicker and more forcefully, double digits pounding down her Mom's juicy pussy. The Milf shuddered, squeezing tight at Dawn's tight buns, encouraging her on, "Harder now baby, fuck Mom harder."
"Aaarrrghh fuuccckkk, don't stop, don't ever stop," Amber screamed again, showing the heights that she could reach.
Her screams spurred on Dawn and she went even faster, driving her Mom up the ecstasy slope. Julie gasped and bucked, as the orgasms started to hit her, "Yesss," she squeaked, "Yesss, harder, ooooohhh fuck, that's hitting me, ooohhh, yesss baby make me cum, make me cum."
The couch was rocking and shaking as the two Moms were pussy pounded to the next level of heaven. Their cries and squeals got louder and more intense as they came and came again, the two daughters not letting up in their fingering. Julie felt her muscles spamming and her spine bending as a wave of sexual bliss blew through her and she screamed out loudly, "Aaaarrghhh, yesss, aaaarrghhh." Her daughter slammed her fingers, driving them as deep as she could and Julie shrieked some more "AAAarrghhh, fuuuuckkk, aaaarggghhh."
"Yesssss, yesss, sweetie, yesssss," Amber yelled loudly beside her, the two of them trying to drown out each other's orgasmic cries with their own.
"MMmnnn, tasty," Dawn was pulling her fingers out of her Mom's pussy and licking them. Ellie was doing the same, standing up and readjusting her top which had become quiet dishevelled as she fucked her Mom.
Slowly Julie regain her feet, smiling with pleasure. She readjusted her bra and pulled her sweater back down, before redoing her jean buttons; Amber doing the same wearing a similar post orgasmic grin. Within a minute all the women were fully dressed like they had never been fucking.
"Another glass of wine?" asked Ellie, pointing to a bottle that was still two thirds full.
"It is getting on," Julie said.
"We'll need to get a taxi anyway," Dawn replied, "We're both over the limit, if Ellie and Amber don't mind us leaving our car here we can pick up in the morning."
"I have a better idea, why not stay the night here?" Ellie grinned, "I'm going to sleep with Mom, so you could have my room."
"If you're sure, we wouldn't want to be a bother," Julie said.
"Of course you wouldn't be, we insist," said Amber, nodding with agreement at her daughter's idea.
"It's agreed. Let's have that other glass of wine," grinned Ellie.
*
"Night, see you in the morning," Dawn said to Ellie and Amber, though as it was way past one, it was, strictly speaking, already morning. She shut the door and turned round.
Her giggling Mom was already lying on the bed, waiting. They had one glass of wine, at Ellie's suggestion and then at least a couple more -- if Dawn and her Mom were not fully drunk they weren't fully sober either. They were also both definitely horny, the earlier finger fucking had been fun but not enough to sate for the night. "It's too early to sleep," Julie said, "I'm not tired yet."
"Lucky it's not a school night," agreed Dawn. She quickly began to strip. Her Mom lay back admiring for half a minute, then she got off and too began to undress. Dawn's head start meant she was naked first, jumping on the bed and lying on her side to watch her Mom. It had to be said, even though her Mom was going to hit fifty in only a couple of years, she remained as hot as fuck, to use a technical expression. There was just a trace of plumpness about her, but mainly that went to her round ass and magnificent bosoms, with only a touch of flab on her thighs and little more on her stomach. Like her daughter she kept herself mainly shaved, only keeping a small landing-strip, "for show" Julie claimed.
Dawn could have happily spent between now and daybreak appreciating her Mom's naked body, but Julie didn't waste time where sex was on the table, quickly jumping onto the bed beside her daughter. Dawn rolled onto her, pushing her onto her back and lying on top of her, "You're so sexy. I love you."
"Love you too hotness," Julie smiled up, "Tonight was great, I couldn't believe how far we went, you fingering me with Ellie and Amber."
"Me neither, me and Ellie thought it'd be fun to dance, and we thought you'd both be up for a make-out session, I was as surprised as you when it turned into a finger fuck session. I'm not complaining, it was fun, doing it with you, with others, something we've never been able to do before."
"What did you call it earlier? The Mom-Daughter Lovers Club? Sounds like we're all members."
"Mmmnn, we should see about arranging more meetings," grinned Dawn before her mouth found her Mom's and for a few minutes no more words were said as they communicated in a different way. Hands slid over each other, exploring curves and mounds and holes they knew so well, tongues slithered and slipped, twisting and turning again and again, like snakes stuck in a bag, eyes met and gazes locked as they became one.
Eventually Dawn broke the kisses, rolling off her Mom she sat up against the headboard, opening her legs open and reaching down to spread her pussy, "You wanna eat?" she giggled, knowing the answer.
Her Mom gave a tipsy giggle, rolling on her front between her daughter's outstretched thighs. Immediately she started to lick, not wasting any time on foreplay, her tongue razoring up and down the slit. Dawn groaned excitedly, her hand pressing down on her Mom's head, not that her Mom needed encouragement. The Milf went to it with speed and force, even if not refinement, her tongue slathering the already juicy pussy with saliva, battering up at the clit and slamming over the labia. In some ways it reminded Dawn of her Mom's early attempts at pussy licking -- the then teen had been her Mom's first girl -- and she'd been all eager, but with the aim of a drunken cowboy. However, whilst in her early lickings she had coached her Mom to improve and explain that sometimes enthusiasm didn't make up for skill, now she just let her Mom go for it, as sometimes skill was less enjoyable than enthusiasm.
Her Mom forced her head forward, a finger joining her tongue as she worked open her daughter's slit and got inside, lapping at the pink inner flesh. She was still lapping forcefully, driving her tongue hard at whatever spot was in its way, hitting the erogenous zone as much by luck as design, though when she hit Dawn couldn't help but quiver. "Fuck, yes, eat me, lick my pussy clean, oooohhh, you're so fucking sexy."
If anything the words made Julie go even faster, her tongue speeding like she was on the expressway. Her finger jammed in as well, soon to be joined by a second, opening up her daughter's twat wider so the tongue could get deeper in and swivel round the wet, hot, hole. Dawn gasped in pleasure, her back stretching as if she was trying to reach the ceiling with her head, she could feel her naked flesh pushing at the headboard, making it squeak. "Yessss, Mom, God your tongue is amazing, fuck."
She reached down and under her Mom turning the older woman on her back. Julie knew what was coming and just grinned and said, "Yes."
Dawn squatted down over her, lowering her dripping cunt onto her Mom's face. The older woman was reaching up and grasping the top of her daughter's thighs, levering her head up to meet the soaked slot. Dawn gave another little cry of pleasure as her Mom's tongue resumed its rapid lapping. She really was the best pussy eater, possibly ever in the whole of human history, thought Dawn. Her Mom was giving her what she needed and wanted at this time, no frills, no frippery or flannel, just honest to God fantastic tongue fucking. "Ooohhh, yesss, lick my cunt, oooohhh Mom, God, yesss."
Her body trembled in orgasmic overdrive as her Mom drove hard. The juice flooded the tunnel and dripped out, like she was a leaky pipe. Not that the older woman minded as slurped down her daughter's nectar, like it was from the Gods. Her fingers were gripping hard at Dawn's thighs, stabbing into the flesh as she kept the younger Norman in place. Dawn gave another cry, her entire body feeling the rush of the orgasm as it powered through her. She closed her eyes to savour the sensation and let it overwhelm her senses, "Aaarrrghhh, fuuuckkk, aaarrggghh."
She could vaguely hear noises from down the corridor as Ellie seemed also to be cumming. She hoped neither of the couples were so loud the neighbours could hear, but she didn't care enough to quieten down or even worse stop her Mom. If any of the people living next door complained about the excess noise she was sure Ellie would find some excuse. She was so confident in that she let out an extra loud cry of pleasure as she came again, "Aaaarrrgghhh, yesssss!"
Her Mom carried on lapping, perhaps slowing as her tongue began to ache, but not so much that the younger Norman wasn't quivering with pleasure at each touch. She opened her eyes and looked down at her Mom's naked body, the older woman's pussy looked so succulent and for all the pleasure she'd been giving she deserved some in return. Still keeping her leaky twat over her Mom's mouth she bent over the older woman's fuckhole. Her tongue went out and she began to lick eagerly, her hands caressing the outside of her Mom's thighs as she did. The older woman gave a quick giggle of appreciation and stepped up her own game. The room was filled with their slurps and impassioned moans as they happily sixty-nined.
"Yum, so tasty," grinned Dawn, temporarily raising her mouth from her meal. Her Mom moaned something in reply, before her tongue continued to swish over her daughter's pussy. Dawn grinned and slipped a couple of fingers down the hole, feeling the vibrations of her Mom's body as she eased open the slit, so that she could go deeper. She resumed her licking, lapping up the juice that had formed in the soaked walls. Her Mom shuddered in pleasure and returned it with interest, the two of them replacing the liquid they lost with what they drank up.
The bed creaked under them as they shuddered in pleasure, enjoying the taste of the leaky cunts. The tongues swung hard and fast, without any finesse, just relying on brute power to bring the other to orgasm. It was working as both women let out gasps of excitement and pleasure even as they licked; sucking in warm air and juice as they did breathed in and return it as they exhaled. Dawn always enjoyed sixty-nining, the giving and receiving happening at the same time, and she knew her Mom was equally a fan. It seemed even more enjoyable doing it, not in their own bed, but that of their friends whilst their friends fucked equally passionately down the hall. But Ellie had earlier mentioned that there might be something they'd enjoy in her top drawer, so after licking her Mom to another round of shuddering climaxes Dawn lifted herself up. On the bed her Mom looked disappointed, but the grin on Dawn's face told her that the younger woman wasn't finished for the night, so she didn't complain, but waited expectantly.
Opening the drawer Dawn looked in at her friend's sex toy collection, several dildos nestling on top of some sweaters (though she noticed the strap-on she'd given her wasn't amongst them, probably being in use in the other room). A double ender, however, took the young woman's attention and she pulled it out, presenting it towards her Mom, "Look good?" she grinned.
"Looks very good," Julie confirmed, opening her legs wider and rubbing her already soaked pussy in anticipation.
Still smiling Dawn returned to the bed. She leaned over her Mom, kissing the older woman, open mouthed, their tongues and lips moving against each other. One hand crept to her Mom's large bosoms, grasping a titty and feeling the ample flesh squeeze the gaps between her fingers as she squashed down. With the other hand she threaded the toy into her Mom's cunt, the older woman spreading her hole open to make it easier; not that it needed much assistance given how slick the pussy was with girl-cum and saliva. Julie shuddered as the toy entered, letting out a long moan of appreciation as she was penetrated. Dawn worked the toy in and out for a few more moments, sometimes it was nice to just masturbate her Mom, for no immediate reward.
"MMnnnn, that feels so good," moaned Julie, laying her head back against the pillow and closing her eyes like she was meditating on the toy. Her lips curled upwards in a grin and then opened as she let out a sigh of sexual contentment, "OOoohhhh."



Dawn grinned and squeezed the tit harder, leaning into kiss her Mom again and let the tongue swirl around. Her own pussy was itching for the cock, ready for action, but she forced herself to not go too fast, but instead concentrate on her Mom. The older woman groaned and shivered, one hand just above the toy as she stroked at her clit, the other clenching and unclenching on the bed beside her as she luxuriated in the ecstasy. "Ooohhh, Dawn, you're so sexy, fuck my cunt some more."
The younger woman grinned and worked it in a couple more times, making her Mom shudder. However, whilst it was fun to use a dildo on her Mom, a double-ender was definitely designed for two. She positioned herself so that she was above and aside her Mom, holding the currently unused end of the dildo in one hand and spreading her cunt lips with the other, as she moved down. She didn't know when Ellie had bought the toy, before she was fucking her Mom -- in hope, or after -- for use, but it was a great purchase. Dawn could feel the light ridges and feathered bumps of the toy rubbing at her cunt walls as soon as it entered, the moist hole firstly expanding out to take it and then retracting to squeeze it tightly. The young woman slid down, a light moan escaping her lips. Her Mom groaned too as the toy was pushed down by her daughter's weight, spearing deep into her hot hole.
There two pussies touched as the toy vanished deep within them. For a second Dawn remained in place, enjoying the sensation of her Mom's skin touching her own, whilst both their cunts enveloped the cock. But she also knew there was much more fun to be had, when moving. She reached down and gripped her Mom's hands, the older woman returning her grasp. Once balanced she began to slide up and down the dildo, driving it into both her Mom's hole and her own. After a few seconds Julie began to move as well, quickly matching her daughter's pace so they slid in and out together. Faster they went, slipping over the toy.
"Oooohhh, yesss," Julie moaned, "So hot."
"God, yes, fuck, it is, you're so fucking sexy," Dawn replied as she shoved herself towards her Mom.
"Oooohhh, fuuuckk, fuuuckk, so are you baby; let's go faster."
The two of them sped up, ramming towards each other like two teen hotrod races playing chicken -- except unlike the drivers neither of them stopped until they pounded against each other. The bed rocked under, them like it was in an earthquake. The sheets were damp with their juice and sweat and getting damper as they continued to slam enthusiastically. Several years ago, where they'd started fucking, Julie had never even heard of a double-dildo. Dawn grinned at the memories of their original fumblings as the then teen tried to introduce it to her Mom's pussy; now she was an experienced pro where one was concerned, her and her daughter using them regularly. The younger woman upped the pace even more, fucking her Mom to oblivion.
"Yessss, yesss, yesss, baby, fuck me, go on fuck me," Julie screamed, immediately matching her daughter's pace and pounding the cock back at her.
Shuddering Dawn gripped her Mom's hands tighter, using them as ballast. Looking down she could her Mom's body was moving as fast as hers, the large tits bouncing and jiggling like jellies on a plate. The Milf's eyes were screwed shut, her face contorted in ecstatic bliss, her lips curled upwards and open as she panted and gasped in excitement. Dawn thrust down again, seeing her Mom's face twist even more and hearing another cry come out, "Yessss, aaaargghhh, yesssss, fuck me, fuck me."
Dawn did so, slamming more and then squealing in turn as her Mom thrust into her at the same time. Mother-fucking might be one of the biggest, possibly the biggest, taboo there was, but it was also fucking awesome, Dawn thought, as she rammed the older woman. She couldn't imagine a life where the two of them were simply parent and child, it would be like a world without colour or meaning, just a drab day to day existence. She wondered if Ellie and Amber were the same, she hoped they were, in fact she was sure of it -- the depth of the relationship between Moms and daughters were such, that if did become sexual, it couldn't be a flash in a pan, but a deep, if dark, love affair that would never end.
"Fuck me harder, oooohhh fuck yesss, baby, ram me so fucking hard I burst," squealed Julie breaking the spell of introspection.
"Yes, like this, lover," grinned Dawn, increasing the speed and power with which she was fucking the toy, and by extension, her Mom.
"Yessss, aarrrrggghh, yesssss," Julie was cumming moments later, her entire body shaking like she was on an electric wire. Not that it stopped a sweating, panting Dawn hammer home. Her Mom screamed again, her hands gripping her daughter's as she came explosively, "Aaarrrghhh, yesssss, aaaaaargghh."
Dawn knew how she felt, because she was heading that way as well. The feelings of intense sexual pleasure were rising in her like lava bubbling in a volcano, her pussy dripping juice, and her muscles seeming to tighten and contract like someone was playing drums on them. She gritted her teeth and continued to drive the toy, determined to keep the lid on the pleasure for as long as she could, knowing that the end result would be worth it. Her Mom was spent, hardly moving apart from to gasp for air, as Dawn continued to fuck in and out.
Dawn was not far behind, only her stubbornness was keeping her going. She hissed through her teeth and closed her eyes, with one sense gone the others would be heightened. Then she let herself go and allowed the orgasm to take her, "AAaarrrghhh, fucccckkk, aaaaarggghhh." It tore through her like a tsunami, ripping away everything its path, so all that was left of her was a bundle of nerves throbbing in excitement, "AAaarrrghhh, fucccckkk, aaaaarggghhh." Molten metal dripped from her as her flesh melted in pleasure, sweet, sexy sweat dribbling down her shuddering body, So many feelings happening at once it was impossible to separate them or to describe the ecstasy that was ripping through her. "AAaarrrghhh, fucccckkk, aaaaarggghhh."
Panting she collapsed across her Mom, the two of them unable to speak as they got their breath back.
From down the way they could still hear Ellie and Amber fucking away.
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"I've left some bathrobes out here, if you want to take a shower," Ellie called. She could hear Dawn and Julie giggling the other side of the door, confirming that the Mom/daughter couple were up and, by the sounds of it, probably going down as well. She didn't wait for a reply, leaving her friends to it, she knew what it was like waking up horny next to a really hot Milf and she too had indulged in early morning lickathons.
The object of her own cunnilingus extravaganza was downstairs in the kitchen, washing the dishes. Like her daughter Amber was clad in a bathrobe, her hair still damp from the shower. Ellie crept behind her and slipped her arms suddenly round her Mom, moving her lips forward to gently nuzzle the Milf's neck before moving up to kiss an earlobe. "Morning sexy," she drawled.
"You've already said morning," her Mom said, which was strictly accurate if unromantic. "Remember I stuck my head up from under the covers when I finished licking you and you said, 'morning Mom'."
"Couldn't forget," grinned Ellie, "but that was a pre-morning shower morning, this is a 'I'm now fully awake and have a sexy Mom in front of me morning'."
"You had a sexy Mom in front of you earlier, who had just given you a ten minute alarm call with her tongue, I hope that woke you," Amber replied, but she was smiling.
"It was an okay start," grinned Ellie and let go off her Mom, before giving her a cheeky slap on the rear, "but I'm expecting more later."
"Well I shall see what I can do, little Miss Pussy Perfection," said Amber with a laugh.
"I left some clean bathrobes outside Dawn and Julie's room, and I've put some fresh towels out in the bathroom," Ellie sat down, "Are you making breakfast?"
"I'm just finishing up some of the dishes from last night, I'm not sure how we went through so many wine glasses, do you?" Amber raised an eyebrow.
"I think my Mom is a hot alcoholic -- good thing is when she's drunk she lets me take advantage of her."
"Not only when she's drunk," grinned Amber, lifting one side of the bathrobe to reveal a round buttock, which she briefly twerked towards her daughter. She quickly became serious again "Getting back to breakfast, did you ask Julie or Dawn what they wanted?"
"I didn't ask -- they sounded like they might be otherwise engaged," Ellie responded dryly.
Her Mom grinned knowing exactly what her daughter meant. "I'll do a bit of a selection, I'm sure they'll be hungry."
"Ravenous," agreed Ellie.
Being a teen she didn't exactly jump up to volunteer her help as her Mom started to make breakfast, and being the Mom of a teen, Amber knew it would be less hassle to not bother asking.
She had just begun to serve it when the kitchen door opened again and in came Julie and Dawn, both wearing the robes and with their hair still wet from the shower. Ellie did jump up to get them both a coffee as her Mom invited them to take a seat for breakfast. "We decided to shower together to save water," grinned Julie in explanation of why they'd both come down from the bathroom together.
"We've tried that as well, though we spent so long soaping each other down, we probably used up twice as much," grinned Ellie.
"We often have that problem as well, but we could smell the breakfast," said Dawn, tucking into a pancake which had been placed in front of her. "MMnmnn delicious."
"Not as nice as what I've eaten this morning," her Mom said.
"Me too," agreed Amber, "This my second breakfast, the first was much yummier, if perhaps less nutritious."
"I don't know, I could live on a diet of pussy juice," replied Ellie, though proving the probable untruth of that by biting into a waffle immediately the words left her mouth.
The others grinned and nodded, knowing if the teen wasn't being literal, it was something they all agreed with.
"You're not in any hurry are you?" asked Amber as they ate up, "I'll put on some fresh coffee."
Julie looked at Dawn, who nodded, "We're not doing anything."
The four of them finished the breakfast, chatting happily, the Norman's saying how much they'd enjoyed the last night and the Carter's saying how much they'd liked having their friends over. "You and Mom were such hot dancers as well," teased Ellie.
"Cheek to cheek dancing is so fun, when your partner is so sexy," her Mom said with a smile.
"I'm not sure I was as graceful as you or Dawn," replied Julie.
"Dawn was hot as well," added Ellie, "but you and Mom were super hot."
"That's why we had to finger fuck you," grinned Dawn.
"Well, I for one, enjoyed that," said Amber. She looked at Julie and gave a smile, "It was even hotter doing it knowing you were getting fingered beside me."
"Same," admitted Julie, "hearing you cum was really sexy."
"So, just out of interest," Ellie asked, seeing a sudden opening and taking from the nod Dawn gave her that her friend had also seen how the conversation was going and was happy for it to move further in that direction, "Have any of you ever had a proper foursome before?"
"That was as far as we've ever gone," said Julie. "Before it's always been too risky -- what if Dawn screamed out 'Mom' as she came?"
"We've fantasised about it a lot and watched movies on it," said Dawn, giving her a Mom a sidelong glance.
"Porn movies, lesbian ones," her Mom added the explanation unnecessarily.
"I've had a few," Amber said. She blushed a little as her daughter and friends all looked at her, "I was a college cheerleader, we experiment," she said, a little lamely.
"We're not judging," grinned Ellie. "Personally I find it hot thinking about you going at with three other hot girls," she gave Dawn a quick glance, trying to put words into her expression as telepathy wasn't an option. Dawn gave a faint smile, nodded and ran her tongue seductively over her lower lip, which Ellie translated as 'carry on and let's see if we can get your Mom and mine out of their robes and fuck them together'. At least that's what Ellie hoped her friend was messaging. "What about we take our coffees into the main room?" she suggested, it was both more comfortable for seating and also if things did get more heated.
The others nodded and stood up, Dawn standing a little back to speak to Ellie as there Mom's left the kitchen first. She waited for a moment, before turning to Ellie "Are you thinking what I'm thinking?" she asked, sounding like a politician making a dodgy racist comment.
"Fourway fuckfest?" Ellie grinned, if there was one thing her burgeoning friendship with Dawn was teaching her, sometimes it was best to get straight to the point where Mom fucking was concerned.
"Yes, I was going to phrase it as seeing if we could get further with them than last night, but fourway fuckfest kinda describes my overall ambition," Dawn nodded.
"You think they're up for it then? Ellie asked.
"You heard your Mom, she's tried it before and I know mine would love to give it a go. You okay with swapping Moms', 'specially as you're new together I don't want to get into between you and her."
"I thought swapping Moms and getting between us was the whole point of a fourway," grinned Ellie, "but I'm up for it as well. I want mine and Mom's relationship to be open and adventurous, not just being a couple of stay-at-homes and having an orgy with our best lesbian friends seems like a way to get that kink started."
"Okay let's do this," grinned Dawn and she and Ellie quickly high-fived before joining their Mom's in the main room.
Interestingly enough the two Mom's had chosen the same couch, sitting on either end of it with a gap in the middle where the two daughter's could squeeze in. Ellie did so, sitting deliberately next to Julie, allowing her friend to take the space next to her own Mom. She realised as she sat down that neither her nor Dawn had brought their coffees in, it didn't matter, with any luck there soon be plenty of hot stuff being drunk. "So tell us how you were the centre of your first college orgy, Mom," she said.
Her Mom gave a modest laugh, "I wouldn't say I was the centre, it was just four close friends getting together."
"So how did it start?" asked Julie, with a smile. Ellie noticed that the older woman's hand had gently slipped onto her thigh, just above where the bathrobe ended and the flesh was visible. She grinned and stretched, pulling the robe just a little further to see if Julie's fingers moved further; they did.
"How did it start? The first one was we all sat on a sofa like this," the words sounded innocent, but Ellie knew then that it wasn't just she and Dawn who'd had a quick conversation on going further. She waited for her Mom to continue, "We were all in tiny shorts and vests, talking about girls we'd fucked. Anyway I noticed one of my friends had her hand on my leg and was rubbing it sexually." Ellie quickly glanced across to see that her Mom's hand was on Dawn's thigh. Even as she looked her friend reached out her hands as well, placing one on Amber and one on Ellie's. With both Norman's gently rubbing her legs Ellie didn't want to be left out and slipped her own hands onto their naked thighs. Her Mom seemed to be waiting for that to happen because as soon as Ellie had moved her hands she continued with her tale, "For a few minutes we continued like that, just talking as we slipped our hands against each other's naked skin."
"Sounds hot," said Dawn, her hand moving up and under Ellie's robe to glide against the teen's upper thigh. Ellie gave a small gulp of excited anticipation, as she returned the favour to both daughter and her Mom. "So had you all fucked lots of women? Or was it a short conversation."
Amber giggled, "That would be telling..."
"Go on, we don't mind," Ellie urged her Mom, the thought of her fucking other women was a bit of a turn on, especially when talking about it was likely to lead to it happening again.
Her Mom laughed, "For some it was a longer conversation than others, I was about in the middle."
Ellie made a quick note to herself to ask her Mom at a later date about her previous lesbian lovers, it'd be a horny conversation to have in bed one night. But at the moment her Mom obviously didn't want to risk putting off her daughter with a list of previous conquests, obviously not knowing that Ellie didn't mind. Her Mom continued, "Anyway the girl I was sitting next to and me started kissing --shall I show you, Dawn?"
"Yes," grinned Dawn, giving Ellie's thigh a squeeze before she took her hand off it to place it beside her other on Amber's thighs. Ellie watched as her friend and Mom made out, hungrily, sexily, stroking each other legs and attacking each other's mouths. Ellie briefly worried that she should be jealous, but as she wasn't (knowing Dawn was committed to Julie) she gave a mental shrug and decided to enjoy the show. Perhaps Julie was a little jealous as she squeezed Ellie's thigh a little tighter as she watched her daughter make out with Amber, but Ellie continued to lightly glide over the other Milf's naked flesh, which seemed to relax her after a few moments.
Breaking the kiss, Amber grinned at Dawn before looking again at Ellie and Julie, "Anyway when I broke the kiss my other two friends were going at it."
"We should give that a go ourselves, see what it's like," Julie quickly said to Dawn, with a touch of nervousness in her voice.
"Oh, definitely," agreed Ellie enthusiastically. She didn't give the older woman an opportunity to back down before she launched her lips at her. The Milf seemed slow to react at first, but as Ellie's hands started to move up her thigh and under her robe she seemed to forget her nervous reservations and responded more eagerly to the teen's tongue ministration. It was only the second time Ellie had kissed a woman, at least properly, pecks on cheeks didn't count -- her first being her Mom. It was the same, but different, much softer lips than the guys she'd made out with, but the way that other woman moved wasn't like her Mom, a little more slow, but with more pressure behind, her tongue exploring less quickly, but with more depth. It certainly wasn't better than her Mom, but it was different. Taking a risk Ellie moved her hands higher, taking the older woman's baps in her hand, squeezing them under the robe. She wouldn't have said her own Mom's were small, but Julie's were, without doubt, both larger and more free, jiggling defiantly under the woollen material as Ellie played with them
Taking a break for air, Ellie turned back to her Mom and Dawn. For a moment they continued making out, but as if she'd been waiting for her daughter to take a breath before she did, Amber finished the make out and carried on with her story. "Well at that stage we were still all dressed, so we decided it would be more fun nude." She stood up and undid the belt on her robe. It fell open, exposing her sexy body to the other three, before she quickly shrugged it off and showed them even more.
"I'm enjoying this story," grinned Dawn, standing up and quickly divesting herself off the robe.
Her Mom and Ellie were following her in moments, quickly removing their own gowns, though Ellie had to also rid herself off some panties and t-shirt that she'd also put on, not realising that there was going to be a morning orgy after breakfast. The others waited for Ellie to finish getting naked, before Amber continued with the story. "Once we were naked we found ourselves switching partners, I went for my best friend..." she walked across to Julie and put her arms round the other woman's waist before pulling her closer, "...and started to make out."
"God, that's hot," breathed Dawn to Ellie as their Mom's leaned into the kiss, their naked bodies rubbing against each other. For a few moments the two daughter's watched before Dawn grinned at her friend, "It's supposed to be a foursome, we're probably supposed to kiss as well."
"I'm up for that," Ellie smiled back and went into her friend. Given she'd already kissed her Mom and Julie, Dawn was the third person she'd made out with today, which was beat her previous record of making out with one footballer before a big game and one of his buddies at a party later that night. Nor had she'd been naked for either of them, the most she'd done was allow one of them to paw her bosom through her sweater. With Dawn she was totally naked, and whilst her Mom hadn't mentioned it as part of the story, Ellie was sure that they would have been fondling each other's pussies as they kissed and so slid her hands down to take Dawn's mound in her hand and massage it. The other young woman grinned and kissed her friend back harder, her own hand reaching down to play with Ellie's rapidly dampening cunt.
"Mmnnn, mmnnnn," the Moms kissed. Ellie guided her friend nearer so that they were right beside the two Milf's, the older woman's noisy slurps and moans a turn on to the teen as she kissed her friend sexily and deep. In her peripheral vision she could see her Mom's mouth latched deeply to Julie's, both women squeezing each other's tits. Ellie didn't want to stop feeling her friend's juicy pussy, it was so smooth and hot, but she had a spare hand and it went up to grasp a boob, her fingers gripping it and making it pop. There was a satisfied moan from Dawn, though her lips quickly returned to the teen's, as she slipped a finger down the younger woman's slit.
It was Ellie's turn to groan, her head going back and her long hair flowing down her back, as she shivered in sexual pleasure. She swiftly returned to Dawn's mouth, her tongue slipping out to slither at her friend's. The sounds of their kissing competed with their Mom's and the Milfs weren't being quiet about it.
"Anyway..." Amber broke the kiss, but still held herself close to Julie. The two daughters, semi-reluctantly, also stopped their making out, to listen to what Amber was going to happen next. The older woman grinned, evidently enjoying keeping the others in suspense for a few seconds, "We were getting so hot, even whilst naked, that me and my friend decided to lie down and do a sixty nine." She gave Julie a gentle push on the chest and the other woman took the hint and got down on her back. Amber turned and followed her, saying as she did so, "The other two watched as we licked."
Ellie and Dawn turned so that they could see the show. Dawn's hand, which had been rubbing the teen's pussy, moved round the back to slowly stroke her ass and Ellie reciprocated. The two older woman were giggling as they properly positioned themselves, Amber on top her soaking cunt over her friend's face, as she in turn lowered her lips towards Julie's fabulous looking fuckhole. It didn't take long for the two women to start tonguing the twats, swinging up and down and in the sweet and sexy slits. It was so hot to watch, that Ellie's spare hand moved to her own pussy to gently rub at her clit as she looked down. There was a small groan from Dawn, as she too appreciated the tableau in front of them.
Both the older women were going at, slurping and tittering as their tongues worked speedily at each other. Ellie was amazed at how much they were into it, though she wasn't displeased. The sight of her Mom pleasuring another woman ought to make her jealous, but she found it didn't so much make her green-eyed with envy as red-eyed with lust. Her finger stroked her snatch harder, wishing she'd had the foresight to set up a camera to record the scene for posterity.
"Mmmnn, urrrrh," her Mom moaned as she enjoyed the taste of Julie and then equally enjoyed the pleasure of Julie tasting her. For a moment she raised her head, licking her lips before going down again. Ellie could see her Mom's spreading Julie's thighs wider so she could get herself deeper, her own legs opening more as well so that the other woman's tongue could shoot up. Both women trembled and gasped, as they made each other cum.
"So sexy isn't it?" breathed Dawn, as entranced as Ellie.
"Oh fucking yes, I can't believe I'm enjoying watching my Mom with yours so much."
"I always thought I would, I'm glad I'm able to share her, it was a fantasy until we met you both," Dawn grinned and squeezed the teen's ass. That made Ellie break from watching long enough to turn around and reward her older friend with a long drawn out kiss, her tongue slipping and sliding over Dawn's as she again slipped her finger over her friend's soaked mound. The kiss was long and seductive, only broken when they needed to breathe in. Dawn grinned, "It's such a turn on watching them."
"Yep, it is," agreed Ellie, turning back to watch the Mom's sixty-nine passionately. She continued to stroke Dawn's sexy slit, as Dawn reciprocated, the two of them stroking each other in time to their Mom's slurps and moans.
"MMMmnn, urrrhhh," Amber raised her head for a quick breath of air, as she had several times previously. This time instead of lowering it down, she turned it towards the two daughters, "The next part of the story involves toys..." she said in a strangled tone, before shuddering and returning to lapping Julie.
"You could have told me before," grumbled Ellie, before turning to Dawn, "Wait here, I'll just be a moment."
Leaving the others she quickly went upstairs, first to her own room where she opened the drawer which contained her toys. They were sitting when they'd been left, nestling in a sweater, though from the squeals and gasps she'd been hearing the night before she'd have been surprised if Dawn hadn't taken her up on her invite and borrowed a few for her night's enjoyment with Julie. If she had, she had thoughtfully cleaned them and placed them back. Julie considered which ones to take, her Mom hadn't been too specific on what sex toys were involved -- there were a couple of smallish dildos that Ellie had owned before (albeit she had previously kept them more hidden), another couple (including a double-ender) which her Mom had owned (and kept secret from Ellie) and yet more the two of them had bought together on a mid-week spending spree at a local sex shop. With no instructions, she decided to take them all, shovelling them into her small rucksack.



She quickly sped to her Mom's room, inside the wardrobe cupboard were yet more toys -- number of normal dildos, a vibrator her Mom had owned, another double-ender (a product from their sex store visit) and the strap-on Dawn had given her. There was a parcel which had been delivered that morning on the bed, and suspecting she knew what it was Ellie opened it; she was right, it was another strap-on that and her Mom had ordered, complete with a little stub which rubbed against the wearer's clit as she pounded. She added that into the rucksack as well and shot down the stairs, hoping she hadn't missed too much.
Her Mom and Julie were still going at it, licking each other with the eagerness of school children let lose in a candy factory. Dawn had moved closer and was virtually standing over the two Moms, vigorously rubbing her cunt as she enjoyed the show. Her eyes widened in amazement as Ellie poured out toy in cascade of rubber and plastic onto the couch, "That's a lot of gear you've got," she grinned, "it must be the rival of mine and Mom's collection and we've been adding to it for years."
"We had a few starter toys, but we went shopping last week on the basis that a girl can never have enough dildos," grinned Ellie. She turned to address her Mom "What now?"
Her Mom made her wait for a few moments as she continued to lick her friend's pussy. Just as Ellie was starting to (almost) get impatient her Mom raised her head again, her lips smeared with cum. "So after we'd been sixty nining for a short while, the other two girls stopped watching and joined in with a couple of toys." The Milf didn't give any more details, but resumed her lapping off Julie's twat.
Dawn looked at Ellie for a moment and grinned, "Sounds fun."
"How did they do it? Using a couple of sex-toys isn't a very detailed description," replied Ellie.
"Let's use our imagination," smiled Dawn, picking up one of the medium sized toys and tossing it over to Ellie. The teen caught it and shrugged, as her friend suggested she might as well just use her imagination.
She got to her knees behind her Mom, her pussy just inches from Julie's face and reached for the slit, which the Julie was busily licking. Easing it further apart with one hand she slid the toy into the gap, making her Mom shudder. Even as she was pushing it in she wondered whether she should have offered to swap Moms and let Dawn have a go, certainly the teen, now she thought about it, wouldn't mind have a follow-up with Julie after their earlier kissing. She glanced down at the Milf, Julie was grinning widely as she licked, her hands grasping at Amber's buttocks. She saw Ellie was looking down at her and she smiled even wider, her tongue shooting at the toy. The teen grinned and drove it in, opening the hole even wider for Julie. Suddenly the Milf shuddered and let out a cry. Looking up Ellie could see that Dawn was in front of her, between her Mom's legs, working an arm back and forth as she thrust the toy into the older woman's pussy.
"Fuuucckk, yessss," Amber gasped, her head jumping up and her back stretching like she was a cat who'd just sensed a ghost walking by. Her daughter grinned and drove the toy hard, slamming the dildo deep into the pussy and opening up for Julie's energetic tonguing. The cunt filled with juice, dripping out and down onto Julie's face and sliding down the toy to seep over Ellie's hand. The teen paused from the toying to lick herself clean, tasting her Mom's flavour and loving it, before returning her toy to the wet hole. She moved even quicker, the dildo almost a blur as she slammed it in and out, her Mom rocking and rolling under the combined assault of toy and tongue. "Ooohhh fuuckk, yessss," she squealed again.
A slight ache was developing in Ellie's shoulder as she rammed the toy in and out at speed, but she didn't mind -- it was a muscle that needed developing if she was going to regularly toy her Mom's cunt from behind (hopefully, on occasions, with Julie lapping it at the same time). The Milf was certainly enjoying it, screaming and gasping, shuddering and shaking, her head going down to slurp her fellow Mom, before shooting up to let out a passionate squeal. Below her Julie was equally enjoying the joint toying and tonguing, her body shivering with ecstasy as she came, her mouth falling away from Amber's pussy to scream, "Yessss, ooohhh, aaaarggghhh... yesssss!"
Taking advantage of that Ellie pushed her Mom further forward so that her pussy was over the other Milf's chest. It wasn't that Ellie was selfish or greedy, but her Mom was getting toy and tongue, whilst she was getting any. She slipped her own slit over Julie's face, wiggling it down onto the older woman's mouth. Almost immediately she could feel the touch of tongue as Julie began to lick away. She could see why her Mom had enjoyed it, "Oh God," she moaned, "Lick my pussy, eat it up."
Dawn grinned, "She's such a great pussy lapper, Ellie, you'll enjoy her." She continued to thrust her toy at her Mom's fuckhole, filling her with dildo as Amber continued to eat as greedily as she had been doing before.
Ellie had to agree. Family solidarity meant that she wasn't going to concede that she was at good at pussy eating as her own Mom, but she certainly came a very close second. The Milf's tongue seemed to curl and twist as it slipped round the slit and pushed between the lips, to massage the sensitive flesh within and then slide up and out to find the clit to punish that with tough strokes. Ellie shook in pleasure, gritting her teeth and closing her eyes as she continued to hammer the dildo into her orgasming Mom. "MMnnnn, yessss, ooohhh."
The Milf squealed back in pleasure, "Fuuucckkk, aaaarrghhh, yesssss." Her head shot up, momentarily breaking from Julie's cunt, though it didn't stop the other woman from continuing to lap heartily at Ellie. Another squeal of excitement, "Yessss, aaaargggh, yesssss." Then she was down again, slurping greedily at Julie as Dawn grinned and carried on sharing the hole with her.
"God, don't stop, eat my cunt, oooohhh fuck, eat my pussy all out," Ellie moaned in pleasure, her pussy pressed down at Julie's mouth. The older woman continued to massage the teen's slit with expertise and enthusiasm, each touch making Ellie shake in ecstasy. "Yesss, fuck, yessss!"
"She is good isn't she?" grinned Dawn, who didn't seem to mind too much that of all the four of them, she was the only who wasn't getting her pussy pleasured. "If you work your pussy up and down her mouth she loves that, she'll lick harder."
Doing as suggested Ellie worked her cunt, grinding and wiggling it over Julie's face. The older woman reacted as her daughter had said, driving even more forcefully and fast at the cunt. Mentally thanking her friend, Ellie let out another squeal of pleasure. She could feel the juice sluicing down her twat, some of it to be drunk down eagerly by the cunt lapping Julie, more of it dripping onto the Milf's lips and chin, smearing them with cum. Beneath her she could feel the older woman shuddering and shaking as her own hole was vigorously fucked by toy and tongue, Julie pausing from the lapping to give a muffled cry of orgasmic joy as she climaxed. It made Ellie grin and giggle, feeling the vibrations from Julie's cry as they trembled through her body and knowing that as she slammed her own dildo into her Mom's cunt, she was transferring the pleasure back to Julie. The teen went faster.
"Aaarrrghhh, fucckkk, yeesss," squealed Amber, again lifting her head to cry out her excitement. She continued to howl as Ellie rammed the toy in and out. With a final gasp she was about to return to the pussy below, when she saw Dawn looking greedily down at it. "You lick it," the Milf gasped out, "You lick your Mom's pussy."
Dawn grinned and nodded, moving so that she was on her hands and knees, her head bobbing down. With her own Mom in the way, Ellie's view of what her friend was doing with her mouth was blocked, but she could certainly hear the hungry slurps and licks and see her friend's ass bobbing and wiggling as she went down hard, never mind feeling the increased power of Julie's pussy pounding. She made sure her Mom didn't regret giving up the cunt-licking, by driving the dildo into her soaked hole, the juice dribbling out and down the plastic. Her Mom bucked and shuddered, her mouth free to articulate her ecstasy, "AAAarrrrggghhh, yesssss, fuuuucckk meeee!" Her shrieks were only silenced when Dawn lifted her head from her Mom's pussy and instead pressed her lips against Amber's, the two of them kissing passionately, if briefly, before Dawn's mouth again dropped to her Mom and Amber screamed in pleasure again, "AAArrrghhh, fuuuckkking, yessss, ram my cunt."
Ellie happily did so. But her Mom surprised her by lifting herself up and standing, her breath coming in panting sobs. The teen looked up, waiting for her Mom to speak as Dawn also stood, stretching and arching as if she was in the gym after a hard exercise regime, down below Julie continued to lick.
"Shall I go on with the story of my first lesbian orgy?" Amber grinned.
"You mean there's more?" Ellie said almost in disbelief, not that she was complaining.
"I'm guessing no-one's done a lesbian circle?" asked Amber, "As that's what we did next."
"If there's four of us, it'll more be a square," said Dawn, who as an educator took geometrical accuracy seriously, "But I am so up for that."
"Me too," came the muffled voice of her Mom from beneath Ellie.
"Me three, or four," replied the teen, who wasn't sure whether her Mom should count as number one or not. She stood up for a moment, helping Julie to her feet, the older woman's chin and lips glistening with cum and saliva. The four of them quickly shuffled around before getting down again in the middle of the room. It didn't take them long to wiggle and shift so they were all comfortably arranged. Wanting to return the excellent cunt-lapping she'd just had Ellie got down between Julie's legs, admiring the cunt, shining with juice, with a small thin strip of hair above it. She picked up the dildo and began to tease the lips with its tip, before adding her tongue. Even as she was starting on Julie, Dawn was starting on her, the other young woman's tongue slipping up and down the teen's tight slit, the dildo rubbing along with it. Opposite her, her Mom gave a grin and a wink before she slipped her head between Dawn's legs, lifting up hers for Julie to get in position.
The four of them began to lick and kiss, fingers and toys joining the tongues to rub and massage the wanton, waiting holes. It didn't take long for Ellie to gently prise open Julie's sexy slit and wriggle her tongue in, tasting the lovely juice the older woman was secreting like a honey. One hand stroked at Julie's thigh, massaging the skin, with the other she rubbed the dildo over the older woman's clitoral hood, making her shudder and gasp. Her own pussy was soon afire as well, as Dawn's flexible tongue swung in to the hole she was opening with her dildo. The teen shook as the toy pressed down, the tongue following it with a wiggle. Her hand gripped Dawn's Mom's thigh and she transferred the pleasure she was getting from her daughter upwards.
From the corner of her vision she could see her Mom's body, shivering in pleasure, as Julie licked her quickly. It was hard to imagine that only a few weeks ago, fucking her Mom had seemed an undesirable fantasy, now she was having a foursome with another Mom/daughter couple.
The teen mentally grinned, glad that her Mom was obviously enjoying the lesbian orgy as much as her daughter, hopefully it meant that they'd be able to do it again -- certainly from the tonguing she was getting from Dawn and the moans of pleasure coming from Julie, the Normans were having a great time.
Ellie slipped her tongue deeper and harder, tasting the juice from Julie. She knew her own cunt was soaking as well, Dawn's face must be covered with all the cum she was producing. There was a squeak and squeal from Dawn as Ellie's Mom made her climax, but after a few seconds she was back at Ellie's, her fingers spreading the teen slit so her tongue and toy could both do their work inside. Ellie gave a gasp herself as her special spot seemed to explode in ecstasy, "Fuucckk, ooohhh fuuuckkk, yessss."
She let the pleasure ride through her like a horse rampaging down a Western main street, gasping and bucking, as it seemed to strain every sinew and blow every nerve ending. Then, realising she was still alive and still horny, she resumed licking Julie, with perhaps, a renewed intensity. The older woman, in turn, gave a climatic cry, her body straightening like an arrow and bending like a boomerang in such a quick succession it almost seemed simultaneous. "Oh my goodness, that's so good, you're so good, Ellie, fuck don't stop.... Ooooohhhh."
As to cry out the words she had stopped licking Amber the other Mom quickly decided to give her friend a hint, "Keep going, Julie, make me cum, oh God I am so close."
In turn Dawn broke from the square [circle] to cry out, "Yesss, don't stop, ooohhh, this is so hot."
Ellie resisted the temptation to call out and instead stuck to lapping the tasty twat in front of her, gulping down the juice and stuffing her tongue and toy as deep in as she could manage. Around her the others were doing the same and a quiver of pleasure vibrated round the ring, as they passed on the ecstasy on like it was a surge of electricity. The teen drove the toy at Julie, more juice slithering out and covering the toy. The Milf shook again, her body shuddering under the pounding, her pussy pressing at Ellie's mouth. Below her Dawn drank deep, almost as if she was trying to drown in Ellie's cunt juice.
"Mmmnn, urrrhhh, oooohhh," the moans of the four women merged with the sounds of slurping, each of them both giving and receiving pleasure. The four of them shook and shivered with each slurp so that the square seemed to be a constantly shimmering set of bodies, each one shaking in orgasmic pleasure whilst still connected. Harder and faster they all ate, fingers and toys joining tongues in filling the wet holes in front of them. To Ellie the pleasure was indescribable, each sense seemed to be in use. Tasting the sweet pussy nectar, touching the hot naked women around them, smelling the tang of female arousal, hearing the moans and pleasured groans of the others as they came and seeing the nude beauties of her Mom and friend's wherever she moved her eyes. She gave another groan herself, her body seeming to tighten and relax all at once as another orgasm rushed through her. "OOohhhh," she grunted in pleasure, allowing herself a brief moment, before she returned to yumming away at Julie's cunt.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck," this time it was Dawn's turn to squeal. Her mouth broke away from Ellie as she came, it was quickly returned and Ellie could feel the shake of her friend as she recovered from the climax her Mom had just given her. Dawn's tongue was fast and furious, driving forward as if to make up for the few moments of time she had lost. Her toy pressed and rubbed at Ellie's clit at the same time, making the teen gasp and groan. More cum leaked from her pussy and she could imagine it being lapped down Dawn's throat as her friend ate furiously.
There were more groans and moans, almost like an echo as one woman groaned her pleasure and then passed it on. The room was filled with their sounds, slurps, cries and the smack of the toys. It was Amber who broke it again, pulling her head from Dawn's pussy and wiping her hands over her lips to get rid of the cunt juice covering them. "That was fun, but it's not over."
"Tell us more," Ellie giggled, briefly lifting her mouth from Julie before returning it to get in a few more laps as her Mom spoke again.
"Not much to tell, though I'm sure the practical demonstration might be fun," her Mom giggled, "A couple of the girls had some strap-ons, which they put on and then fucked me and my other friend with."
"Now that does sound fun," agreed Dawn. She gave Ellie one last lick for luck, before standing and heading for the strap-ons. Ellie quickly joined her, it seemed it was agreed, without discussion, it'd be the two of them wearing the toys. Ellie picked them up and offered her a choice. Ellie chose the new one, allowing Dawn to wear the one she once owned. The two teens quickly slid the strap-ons up their thighs and began adjusting them. "You wanna swap Moms? I'll bang yours and you bang mine?" Dawn asked.
"Yes, if they're up for that I am," grinned Ellie, excited both at the thought of fucking Julie and also seeing her own Mom fucked by her friend.
"They so are," said Dawn quickly looking over her shoulder. Ellie followed her gaze, to see that both Mom's were lying next to each other in the middle of the floor, their hands down at each other's cunts, gently stroking as they kissed each other. "They are definitely up for a swapping."
The two daughters approached the Moms, who broke their kiss as they got nearer. "Come fuck us," said Amber opening her legs and locking eyes with Dawn who was approaching her. She giggled, "It's a Mom swap, is it? You naughty girls."
"Mmnnn, yep, I've told Dawn how fuckable you are and she's looking forward to it," grinned Ellie.
"So am I," grinned Amber, spreading her legs welcomingly.
"And me," giggled Julie, eager not to be left out. She slipped her hand down to her pussy, opening it invitingly to the teen, "Come give me that big strap-on, fuck me hard with it."
"Suck it, make it nice and wet for that hot twat," Dawn stood over Amber, encouraging her to sit up.
Ellie grinned and did the same, waggling the strap-on dick enticingly in front of her friend's Mom. Both Milf's quickly sat up right in front of the two younger women. Their mouths opened and they inched their heads forward to take the dildos between their lips. "Oh yes," Ellie gave a squeak of appreciation as she watched Julie's bob forward, the tip of the toy vanishing into the Mom's mouth before several inches of shaft followed it. The older woman rolled her eyes upwards to gaze lustfully at the teen as she bobbed back and forth, gradually taking the cock deeper and using her tongue to press it back towards Ellie's clit, making the teen moan again as she anticipated how much better it would feel once it was really hammering down the pussy.
"Suck it good and clean it," Dawn grinned, her hand gently on Amber's head as she encouraged the older woman to suck more. Not that she seemed to need much encouragement, as Ellie glanced down to see her Mom taking it deep into her mouth and against her cheek. She hadn't enquired too much about her Mom's sex life, though she'd taken a bit more interest in her Mom's lesbian experiences since they'd started banging together, but now she wondered how many cocks she'd sucked in the ten years or so since she'd divorced Ellie's Dad. By the way she was slobbering enthusiastically at the fake prick, if she'd hadn't been going down on guys regularly she was certainly a talented amateur.
The teen switched her gaze back to Julie, who was equally energetically sucking the fake phallus, her head bouncing back and forth like she was back at an eighties Twisted Sister concert [though Twisted Mom might have been a better choice for any band Julie was into]. The teen began to gently wiggle her own waist, trying to get it in time with the older woman's banging so they could both meld together. From the press on her pussy she knew the cock was being serviced by the older woman, shifting her tongue so it bounced at it and against the cheek. It felt kinda good and certainly gave the teen an insight into the world of football players and why, according to her cheerleader friends, a girl with good oral was popular among them. She briefly wondered if her Mom and Julie had been sexy cheerleader's sucking footballer dick [and in her Mom's case yumming on cheerleader pussy], but then she brought herself back to the present to enjoy Julie in the hear and now, "MMMMnnn, that's good, you're making it nice and wet, ready to go in your hot fuckhole."



Julie moaned and reached down to stroke her pussy, showing how wet it was already. Ellie glanced at Dawn who seemed to read her friend's mind, "I think they're prepped now, let's fuck each other's Moms."
She pulled the cock out of Amber's mouth and Milf nodded her agreement, "Yeah."
Ellie did the same, looking down at the dick dripping with saliva, as Julie grinned and lay back down again, "Come fuck me, Ellie," she instructed the teen, her fingers spreading open her hole for entry.
Taking hold off the strap-on with one hand Ellie guided it towards the waiting hole. "MMmnnn, yessss," moaned Julie, mere moments before Amber also groaned as she took the Dawn's dick. Ellie continued moving forward, pushing the toy into the wet pussy, the walls slurping round it as she entered. Slowly, but firmly, she lowered herself onto Julie's naked body, feeling its soft warmth as her own slender frame merged with it. She lifted her waist slightly and then let it descend again, looking at Julie's face as the older woman's lips curled upwards in gratitude and her eyes closed in pleasure.
The teen rose again and then came down, slow and gradual, but still firm and forceful, driving the dick as deep into her friend's Mom as she could. Julie's face continued to contort with sexual excitement, her mouth starting to open to let out small fevered gasps of ecstasy. Ellie's twisted herself so she could continue fucking the older woman, whilst also slurping and sucking at her magnificent mammaries, the teen gulping, first at one of the large bosoms and then switching to it's twin. Julie groaned even louder, her body seeming to mould itself into whatever position suited Ellie, her back bending and her legs spreading wider, "Give it me baby, ooohhh yessss."
"Uuuhhh, uuuhhh, fuck me Dawn," beside them Ellie's Mom was shuddering as well, shaking with pleasure as she was fucked expertly. Her legs were up and wrapped around Dawn, pinioning the other girl in place, though Ellie suspected her friend had no ambitions to get up anytime soon. Dawn certainly seemed to be enjoying herself, thrusting away hard and fast at Amber, ramming the toy in. Not that Amber was having a bad time either, as she gasped and cried, her eyes closed and her head back. Ellie would have been jealous if Julie hadn't be moaning and writhing at the same time, her own hands on the teen's back, gripping at the naked skin as if she was scared that any moment now Ellie was going to pull out and leave.
"Take my cock, take it deep," Ellie lifted her head from the older woman's tits to reassure her that retreat wasn't in her lexicon. The Milf gasped and shuddered at the words, but didn't loosen her grip, in fact her legs went up and wrapped at the teen's calves, further pinning her in place. Accepting that she was held like a fly in a spider's web (albeit a very horny spider with a fly bent on fucking her) Ellie continued to bang, gaining confidence with every thrust and going gradually faster. She'd only ever fucked her Mom and whilst she had to admit the last few weeks she'd had plenty of experience she had suddenly been hit by nerves about how experienced she would be to someone like Julie, who'd been regularly rammed by the more experienced Dawn. It was gratifying to see that Julie seemed to be enjoying Ellie -- if they were fake orgasms they were very good ones (and had been on backs seat dates with horny senior guys who believed their fingers were God's gift, Ellie knew how to fake a climax). "MMMnnn, take my big cock Julie, mmmnnn, let me suck those titties."
So saying she dived down at the large pair again and sucked greedily as she fucked. Julie squealed and gasped, her back arching and her limbs squeezing Ellie like a mama bear faced with a cub snatcher. The teen rammed harder, driving the older woman into a climatic daze, "Yessss, yessss," screamed Julie, "Fuck me hard, fill me with that huge strap-on dick, aaaargghhh, fuuucckkk!"
"Aaarrrghh, yesss, yessss," Amber screamed beside her, bucking and writhing under Dawn's sustained and welcome assault.
The two young women gave each other a quick grin and carried on. It wasn't really a race or a competition, but neither was it a solo sprint, both of them trying to match each other and then go a little further, encouraging the other to catch up. The real winners were Julie and Amber though, who both shuddered and squealed as they were fucked to climactic heights. The two women gripped the teen's, spurring them on with their cries and wiggles, their backs bending and their heads knocking back as the orgasms poured through them.
"Oohhhh, fuck, oooohh," Ellie was also finding the harder and faster she fucked, the more her toy pushed back and stimulated her clit, rubbing hard at the little bud and sending waves of pleasure coasting through the teen. She slammed harder and quicker, daring Dawn to keep up (which she did) and groaning in pleasure as she leaked cunt juice from her well stimulated pussy. Julie legs tightened and she pulled the teen even harder towards her making Ellie gasp again, her own eyes slamming shut as if orgasms could escape through her pupils.
"You want to do it doggy style," Ellie's reverie was interrupted by her friend's word. Not breaking the fuck, Ellie turned to see that Dawn was pulling out the cock from her Mom's sopping cunt.
"Yes," groaned a well satisfied Amber as she turned onto her hands and knees.
It gave Ellie a sudden idea and she slipped out her own cock from Julie, much to the older woman's disappointment. Not that she was going to be empty for long as Ellie said, "Get on all fours in front of Mom, I want to fuck you as Dawn watches."
"Damn that is so kinky," grinned Dawn, "Fucking each other's Mom's face to face. The two of you should get closer, see if you can make out whilst we fuck you."
The two Mom's did as was suggested, their mouths moving against each other as they went tongue to tongue, kissing eagerly as their two daughter's lined up their soaked cocks against the equally wet holes.
Ellie made sure she had a tight grip on Julie's waist and then they were in again. Within seconds she and Dawn were both driving so quickly that the bouncing and rocking Mom's were split apart, they tried to kiss again, but the two teens were too fast and energetic, rocking the Mom's so that all they managed was a brief lick of tongue before they were being dragged back. Not that they seemed to mind that they couldn't make out, the two of them squealing and gasping with pleasure, forcing their loins back against the daughter's strap-ons so that the full length plunged deep into the sodden tunnels.
"Fuck Mom, you look so sexy getting fucked by Ellie," grinned Dawn.
"Ooohhh, yessss, I love getting her dick in my pussy, it's so hot," moaned Julie back.
"You ought to see my Mom's face, she's loving it too, aren't you Mom?" Ellie panted out.
"Yesss, baby, yessss, I love seeing you fucking Julie, whilst Dawn fucks me, it's so great," her Mom agreed, before letting out another squeal of bliss.
Ellie decided not to say anything more herself, for fear that she'd not be able to get the words out without fainting. She was going harder and faster, her own body straining with the effort, her lungs starting to work overtime to keep her muscles supplied with the oxygen they needed to drive at Julie. Plus the clit was starting to feel it again, waves of pleasure starting to ripple through her. So instead of words she let out a groan, "Uuurrhhh."
Julie answered, "Yessss, yesss, fuck me harder, fill my twat with your strap-on cock."
Opposite her Dawn smiled and wiped a bead of sweat from her forehead as she continued to give Ellie's Mom a full on fucking. Amber was gasping and squealing, her face twisting in pleasure. To Ellie it looked even more beautiful than ever, normally she was too near to notice how her Mom's lips curled and her jaw tensed as she came, nor the way she screwed her eyes so tightly shut her brow creased. But with the benefit of a few feet distance she could drink it in and then slightly shift her vision down to see the naked body of Julie and watch the way her hair swung and swept over the shoulders and upper back as she rocked. Then up she looked to gaze at Dawn, twenty three and sexy with it, her naked tits bouncing and jiggling as she happily fucked Amber. The whole scene was such a turn on, that the next climax was the most powerful yet, making Ellie howl at the ceiling.
Around her the others were similarly loud as they came again and again and again, their screams of joy filling the room.
It seemed to be the signal for the last sprint, both Dawn and Ellie upping their speed to a pace that was impossible to keep for long. But whilst it lasted the two Mom's shrieked in pleasure, their fingers clawing the carpet as if they were trying to dig through and their bodies rocking like they were untamed broncos being let lose at a rodeo. "AAaarrrrghhh, yessss, fucccckkk," the screams were loud and indistinguishable, merging into a cacophony of ecstatic noise, "Aaaaarrrghhh, yesssss, fuuccckkk!"
Panting and gasping the two daughter's slipped their cocks out of the soaked holes and staggered onto the couch to sit down. The Mom's collapsed forward, sighing and desperately trying to regulate their breathing as they let the orgasms die down.
"We have to do that again sometime," Dawn said when she got her voice back.
"Oh yes, lots," said Ellie as the Moms nodded their agreement.
*
After a few more fourway fuckfests an exhausted, but extremely content, Ellie and Dawn were sitting on the couch as their Moms prepared dinner.
"I wanted to ask you about Shawna," Dawn said, referring to Ellie's best friend.
"What about her? I can't imagine she's done anything which gets her hauled up in front of the counsellor. Have you met her Mom? She'd literally dismember her."
"Well if it was that confidential I wouldn't be able to tell you," said Dawn, perhaps a little priggishly, considering they were so close they'd literally just been swapping Mom/lovers together, "Any way it's her Mom I wanted to talk about, or rather her and her Mom."
"What about them?" asked Ellie.
"I think they're like us and our Mom's," said Dawn.
"Seriously?" Ellie couldn't keep the surprise out of her voice, "Shawna, sure she likes girls as well as guys, I know that. But Mrs Tyler? She's so uptight that I'm surprised she even managed to have a kid."
"But she did," said Dawn, "Anyway one thing I learn counselling, is that people aren't always who they show to the public -- Mrs Tyler might appear the strict, controlling Mom, but I've seen her dropping off Shawna -- she wants her and Shawna wants her back, it's in her goodbye."
"You can work all that out just from watching them for ten seconds," scoffed Ellie.
"It worked with you, didn't it?" smirked Dawn.
As that was true Ellie just gave a small shrug and tried to appear that she'd always be open to the idea, "So what if it's possible? What are you thinking?"
"I was thinking it might be nice to have a third couple join our club."
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The first sign that there was trouble was when a troop of warriors galloped past, the man behind the leader carrying the pennant of a neighbouring, if friendly Baron. Tori felt a rattle of anxiety as they thundered by the carts. The cart driver seemed unconcerned, nor did the other passengers or those in the other carts which made up the convoy. Even the hired swordsman in the front one, only touched a crossbow at his feet, before relaxing as he saw that they were a Lord's men, not bandits. Tori forced herself down the momentary rush of tension, it was just some warriors, likely giving their horses a run and not caring if they temporarily worried some merchants. Once she would have trusted her instincts, but that was a long time ago and they were rusty.
The convoy continued to trundle along the road, bouncing over the bits which no man owned and none maintained, pausing briefly as they came to the border of another Lord where normally a toll was required. That was the second sign -- none of the guards were there, though the signs were they'd left hurriedly as there was still a half-eaten chunk of mutton sitting on the wall. The convoy leader, consulted hurriedly with the mercenary guard before urging the convoy on, though both seemed more pleased that they had avoided a few shilling toll than that the collectors were gone.
Tori tapped the small wooden chest on her knees, trying to tell herself her instincts were old and out of place --no-one else seemed worried. But there was still an ache in her stomach she couldn't still, a cold chill which no happy thoughts could warm. It had been a week since she'd been away, a trip with the other merchants to the Port of Hayrush, something they did four times a year to buy goods and materials not available in their small town, a trip none would risk on their own, but which was perfectly safe to an organised band [most of the time]. She had left her eighteen year old daughter, Sofy, despite her own misgivings -- she was now a teen and a number of the local ne'er do wells had their eyes on her, worse, she worried, was whether Sofy had her eye on them back. But the small farm and apothecary needed to run while Tori was away in the city and her daughter was now an adult and much cheaper than shutting the shop for a week and hiring a hand to look after the goats.
The wagon at the front suddenly stopped and that was when Tori realised her instincts weren't wrong. Beside the road lay a couple of corpses, a horse and it's rider, both had a number of dark arrows sticking from them, making it clear it was not an accidental fall that had killed them. From ahead she could hear the convoy leader and the mercenary talking, the warrior gripping his crossbow with one hand whilst loosening the sword in its scabbard with the other. Tori wished at that moment that she too was armed, but to everyone else she was a simple potion maker and part-time farmer, not someone who went armed, but a woman who relied on strong men to protect her.
The drivers were hurrying the carts along, fairly whipping the drays from a solid plod into a quicker gait. Tori understood the urgency, better to speed for the town and its walls, than hope that whoever had killed the rider had left. As they got nearer Tori began to smell the smoke, passing small homesteads and farms which had been burnt out, in many there were crows starting to settle over corpses; human and animals.
The fear in Tori's stomach was ice cold now, there were worse fates for her daughter than having a fuck in the hayloft with an overly horny apprentice. At least her farmstead was on the other side of the town, so hopefully whoever had attacked had come from this direction, giving her daughter time to flee to safety within the walls.
"Woah," the convoy leader held up his hand as they came out of the wooded area and could see the town of Holdaray. The walls were still standing and the only smoke which was over it came from the chimneys. Armed men were around it, but the pennants were off the local Duke and nearby friends. It would be hard to say Tori felt relief, not until she found Sofy, but at least it gave her more hope that Sofy was alive and unharmed. Some of the warriors had got on their horses and were galloping towards the convoy. Tori wasn't the only one dismounting and running to meet them, she knew at least some of the merchants had families in the farms they passed.
"What's happened?" "Is the town safe?" "Is the Duke here?" "What about the Carter farm?" "My wife was staying at her parents, over Gilling way, is that safe?" the man leading the warriors, who Tori thought was the Duke's cousin, was being peppered with questions even as he was dismounting.
He held up his hand to quiet them, "Big party of orcs, from the mountains. We got most of them east of Grangemouth a few days ago, but some split off and raided here. Not enough to take the town, but some of them hit some of the farms and villages before we got here." He shrugged and let another barrage of questions role over him, "They seem to be fleeing back, we're not going to follow them, they're no danger to Holdaray or anywhere else, but it wouldn't be fun chasing them in the forest. Anyway they're splitting up even more now, groups of six or seven warriors, hellish to track each group."
That was true. It had been a long time since Tori had dealt with orcs, they spent most of their time feuding in the mountains and caves away from settled lands, only coming down when population pressures and a uniting chieftain came together and offered them a brief belief they could win. They never did, scurrying back beaten and bloodied, a tenth or less of their original strength -- but before they did they raided and burnt and looted and... raped and killed.
"I need to get to my farm," she blurted to the Duke's cousin.
He shrugged and moved out of the way, as if he was blocking her. It wasn't what she had meant, but then she wasn't sure she knew what she expected them to do, it wasn't like an armoured warrior was going to lend a minor merchant, barely above a peasant, their horse. There wasn't much she could do, but mount the cart and encourage the driver on, luckily something he and the other passengers agreed on.
Once in the town dismounted from the cart and ran through the streets to the opposite gate. The town guards needed a little persuasion to open them, but after she agreed that leaving the town was on her head, they opened them and she ran out. It was a near three miles to the farm and she ran all the way, even quicker when she got nearer and her desperate cries weren't answered.
The farm was still standing and unburnt when she got there. Which was about the only good news. The chicken-coop was broken open and only a few chickens were still clucking about, the others either dead on the floor or gone. The goats were not much better, a few seemed to have been missed, but most had been butchered in the field. She approached the house, the door was open, hanging on one hinge with hammer marks embedded in the wood. Inside the pottery and broken furniture littered the kitchen, together with some blood. Forcing herself to remain calm Tori took in the scene trying to deduce what had happened, the orcs obviously had arrived, the blood was human, probably Sofy's, but there wasn't much of it, a small cut or wound and she wasn't here. That meant the orcs had taken her alive, that wasn't good, but much better than at least one alternative -- they also been rushed or they'd have stayed to burn the place down, hopefully that meant she was a prisoner and nothing else had happened.
Walking outside Tori looked around, there were tracks -- they could be followed, at least for the moment, though Goddess knew whether they'd remain so and it was a long time since Tori had practiced her tracking skills. It had to be at least three or four hours since the orcs left with Sofy and they'd be going fast, she needed to go faster.
Suddenly she saw a rider approaching her; it was one of the Duke's men, looking like he was returning from patrol. He started as she quickly walked towards him, his hand reaching down for his sword pommel, only relaxing a little as she saw she was a woman. "How much for your horse?" she said.
He frowned, "It's not for sale, it's not even mine, it's the Duke's."
"In that case you'll be coins up," she said, "I'll give you four pounds," that was at least twice what it was worth, but it was also the amount of money she had left after the trading trip, "You can tell the Duke an orc jumped you when you were on patrol, you fought him off, but your horse had fled. You'll probably be a hero and have four pounds in your purse."
"It'll never work, that doesn't sound convincing," said the man.
"For four pounds you can make it convincing," Tori said, taking out her purse.
The man licked his lips and dismounted. He drew his knife and for a moment Tori wondered if she had made a misjudgement and the man thought he could get the money and keep his horse. Luckily for him that wasn't his idea, gritting his teeth, he slashed his palm, "That looks better. See that stone there, pick it up, smack my cheek with it, not so hard you break my teeth... ouch, that'll give a good bruise." He nodded and held out his non-bleeding hand for the money, Tori gave it him and quickly took the reins before he could change his mind. The man grinned, "If anyone sees you, you found the horse when you got to the farm, the orcs who attacked me must have come here and then left it."
"That works for me," she replied.
"Good luck with the horse, she's pretty well trained, but not the fastest," the man said, then he turned and walked away back to town.
"Easy boy," Tori petted the horse's nose and tied the reigns to the fence, before quickly turning into her house. With a horse she had a chance to catch the orcs and now she needed to be prepared when she did. She turned and walked into her house, heading to her bedroom. There wasn't much in it, a double bed, a wardrobe, a rocking chair and at locked chest in the corner. Often her daughter had asked what was in it, Tori had always changed the subject and made sure she had the key on her, in case Sofy's curiosity became too much. Now she took it from around her neck and unlocked it, opening both the chest and her old life as an Amazon warrior.
First out was the sword, a bastard sword which she struggled to hold one handed and had to put a second hand around the pommel to hold it and swing it experimentally. It sliced through the air, still as sharp as ever -- more than one enemy had fallen to it, now more would taste its deadly bite. Then she shield, a foot or just move diameter, the dents in it showing its use. She pulled out her boots next, supple tough wearing leather, more expensive than they looked, designed for long marches and tough rides. Next up was her helmet, a steel covering that covered the back and side of her head, but left her face clear -- on the top were a pair of ornaments, half horn, half wing. She placed it on the bed as she pulled off her dress and took out the next things, a chainmail bikini top and the metal skirt which went with it. She put them on, the bikini leaving most of her cleavage free as was the Amazon way and the skirt barely reaching down her thighs. The leather under the bikini rubbed at her nipples and she gave a small smile as reached down and pulled out the next item.
The woman's weapon -- the sign of the Amazon warrior. It wasn't an actual weapon, but a rounded nine inches carving, from a Halamon tree, softer and more pliable than most woods, almost flesh like. It was carved in a similar shape to a male penis and attached to a set of straps. Tori stepped into them and pulled it up her legs, even as it reached its position, the weapon's haft over her pussy, she began to feel herself transformed -- perhaps not in physical appearance, though her stomach might have become a little flatter, her calves more shapely, her biceps more defined -- but certainly in strength and agility. She picked up the bastard sword, easy with one hand, swinging it quickly through the air in a series of cutting motions. Slipping the shield on the other hand she struck a series of poses and went through a series of exercises -- she had often practiced them when Sofy was asleep -- but she had always thought it was just a way to remember her youth and keep herself in shape, never had she imagined that she'd take them out for real.
Despite the circumstances it felt good.
She took a few more things from the chest, a dagger for her boot, a couple of leather studded wristbands, a belt with a scabbard for her sword. She put them on adjusting the fit until they felt as much a part of her body as she'd been born with them. She shut the chest and placed the key on it, she would have no need to lock it again, Sofy would either discover her Mom's past or they'd both be dead.
She walked to the horse and took a look in the saddlebags, a bed roll with a blanket for one, a week's worth of iron rations (salted beef and hard biscuits), a leather water bottle, some supplies and equipment for the horse. From her own supplies Tori added a few ointments designed to help heal cuts and wounds, a more powerful one that would rid of poisons and finally, a potion to kill any foetus in the womb -- one she hoped not to have to use, but better to be safe and early, than to have to deal in later months as a raped Sofy began to suffer the pregnancy pains associated with a half-orc baby.
Taking one last look at her farmstead she mounted her horse and began to follow the orcish tracks.
*
The trail was easy to follow, sneaking lightly across landscape to avoid detection was not the orc way -- fields were tramped down, branches snapped from trees, loot and other detritus discarded as well as other signs. Tori managed to get a good few hours of riding in before darkness. Not wanting to risk losing the party in the night she stopped, building a small fire, patted down and made sure the horse was fed and watered, before slipping out of her armour and conducting her exercises with the blade. If she didn't catch up with orcs on the morrow it would be the next day and she'd need to be as supple and agile as she had once been to beat them.
She woke at dawn and was up in the saddle shortly after, eating a sliver of the beef as she rode to make more time. The trail was harder now, some of it being lost overnight and with the morning dew, several times she had to turn back and search again for a lost track, losing time. It was near evening by the time she came to the Forest, though she was confident that the path she was following was the same one the orcs and her daughter had taken. The good news was that she had seen no sign of blood or body, which hopefully meant her daughter was still unharmed -- as the night closed in again, it was a small light in the encroaching darkness.
Again she was up at dawn, quickly packing the bed roll and saddling her horse. The orcs were following the path, it meant they moved quicker, but she was able to move faster still, their metal clad boots leaving deep imprints on the dirt which were easy to follow. As she continued she could see fresher signs of their passing, a pile of crap where one had stopped to defecate, still warm and with flies only starting to gather and a half-eaten raw chicken leg not yet spirited away by a woodland mammal. Tori started to slow, whilst still keeping at a faster pace than the orcs, her hand reaching down to loosen the sword in its scabbard in case she needed to withdraw it at speed.
By early-afternoon she could hear them in the distance, the clank of metals as they jogged, their guttural oaths and snarls as they argued and yelled at each other and the silence of birds and beast as they fled from the oncoming oaths. Soon after she began to smell them, no orc has a pleasant odour and those who had been running for several says smelt worse than normal. She slowed her pace, not wanting to come across them unawares -- if there was going to be surprise she wanted it to be on their side, not a mutual shock.
As she got closer she heard them halt. It was still mid-afternoon, but unlike her they had been running all day and needed a break, perhaps also believing that no-one would have followed them so far into the forests. Tori dismounted the horse, leaving it tethered to a branch and moved off the path, silently creeping through the trees, until she came to a clearing where the orcs had stopped. There were six of them, one gathering wood, another two acting as sentries, whilst two more lounged on the ground, their pole arms within reach, whilst the final one was standing barking orders which the others listened to or not as the fancy took them.
Tori's heart beat faster as she saw at the far end of the clearing Sofy tied to a tree, one rope around her waist, another looped round her wrists, pinning them above her head. Her daughter seemed unharmed, even if her both her face and her white dress were stained with dirt and mud and her hair was loose and unkempt. She seemed to be struggling at the rope in a vain attempt to untie her wrists, the orcs seemed confident that she couldn't as they were ignoring her.
Tori silently slid her sword out of the scabbard and tightened her grip on the shield...
*
Sofy struggled against her bonds, but whatever she did she couldn't even loosen them. The one round her waist was painful, but at least her dress stopped it chafing direct on her skin. The ones on her wrist and ankles were worse, biting deep into her flesh on top of the already painful burns from the day before. Despite that she was lucky, she knew, the orcs had smacked her about a bit when they'd raided her house, before trussing her up and taking her with them as they fled. But none had yet ravaged her, nor had she been tortured.
Yet...
For all that she'd not been branded with burning logs nor raped repeatedly by cruel orcs, she knew that was a temporary state of affairs. For the first few days the orcs had been fleeing, wanting to put enough ground between them and the warriors who'd rallied to defeat the incursion. The further into the forests they got the more confident they became that the humans wouldn't follow them deep in, where the risk of ambush or getting lost outweighed the chance the human warriors would catch a party of fleeing orcs. As she'd been tied up earlier the orc who seemed to be in charge had made clear that if wasn't this evening that the gang raping would begin, it would be the night after.
The teen shivered. Whilst she had to believe that whilst there was life there was hope she was starting to fear both were running out. She made another tug at the rope, earning a thrown stone from one of the orcs relaxing on the ground. It bruised her arm and she paused for a moment, waiting for him to lie back and close his eyes before restarting. She pulled harder, the ropes remained unyielding and her fingers, no matter how much she twisted them, were not supple enough to get to the knot. A trickle of sweat rolled down her forehead, part from the effort, but also from the on-going fear at her predicament and that there seemed no way out; rescue wasn't coming.
And then it was...
From the undergrowth opposite her there came a rustle, for a moment Sofy thought it was a small piglet wandering into to become dimmer, but then... her Mom... no a woman in an armoured bikini and helmet who momentarily looked like her Mom was charging out. If Sofy was surprised the orcs were even more so, one supposedly on sentry down before he realised it wasn't a meal ready to eat and the one scrabbling around for the wood barely had time to drop it before he was falling back, cut from sternum to his belly. The others were reacting quickly grasping their weapons and charging at the Amazon.



Tori had heard of the Amazons, had once even seen a couple gallop past, when she had been out picking mushrooms with her friends. The female warriors were legendary for their dexterity and battle prowess, wearing only the bare minimum of armour so as not impede their agility and speed. They were also legendary for their beauty, more than once Tori had lain in her bed at night, rubbing her slit as she imagined one of them taking her virginity. She couldn't tell how beautiful the one who was attacking was, her helmet left her face half in shadow and she was moving too quickly for the teen to get even a glimpse of the woman's features. But she was certainly fit, her body toned and firm, her stomach flat and her bosoms seeming shapely beneath the chainmail bikini.
The Amazon ducked and weaved, parrying thrusts which had seemed fast when she was alone and the orcs were hurrying her along with their weapons, but which seemed slow and ponderous when faced with a swordswoman of such skill. One of them, the second sentry was down, his skull cleaved so deep that his upper teeth were shattered by the blow. The Amazon heaved out her sword, expertly deflecting a cut from a poleaxe. She jumped back, her skirt shifting as she did and Tori could see the "woman's weapon" jutting out.
She gasped in shock at seeing one. When she was younger of her friends, the same one who several years later had lost her virginity in the back of the stable with a passing drover, had told her about male cocks and their size and shape and what they could do. But truth was that whilst Sofy had joked and japed with the rest of the girls about male equipment, her interest in men was half-hearted, though she suspected that in the end that wouldn't matter and eventually she would marry one, have his cock in her, followed by children. But one night, Greta, the barmaid in one of the local hostelries had told her when she was working in an inn in Hayrush, that several times Amazons had disembarked from one of the ships and that as people do after a long voyage had come to the inn in search of refreshment, liquid and horizontal. She had told a giggling Tori and her friends, that the Amazon's all sported these false pricks, women's weapons, they called them. Greta had sworn that she herself hadn't been fucked by one (untruthfully Tori felt as money was money and Greta never had enough of it), but many of the other barmaids had; the Amazon's riding them like the warriors were men. Tori had a vivid fantasy that night as she lay in bed, of an Amazon sailor coming across her as she walked a beach one day...
But this was no fantasy and the Amazon's most important weapon was her sword. The second sentry was down now, pitifully mewling as he tried to hold in his insides. The leader and the other remaining orc were moving more carefully, trying to creep round either side of the Amazon whilst not getting inside her swing. The woman was stepping back, keeping between them and not letting either get behind her, her stance was both relaxed and ready, as if she was waiting for a pot to finish boiling not the last round of a killing fight to begin.
She did look a lot like Sofy's mom.
The end was so sudden that it took Sofy by surprise. One of the orcs began to make a move, immediately the Amazon was parrying him and whilst he recovered his balanced, she pivoted towards the other, one slash to smash his sword away from his body and then a second upwards, which sliced him open. Then even as the first orc was regaining his footing she was spinning towards him, her sword at horizontal at shoulder height.
The blade hit the orc's neck and carried on through. His head fell backwards and the body toppled forwards, blood spurting onto the floor.
The Amazon quickly walked over to the remaining dying orcs and finished them.
It was over, the only sound Sofy could hear was her own breathing, as if the rest of the wood had gone quiet to listen to the fight. The Amazon walked towards her, black blood dripping from the blade. As she came closer the shadow from the helmet covering her face faded and Sofy realised two things, first that her initial belief that it was her Mom that was dressed up in the Amazon gear, was in fact true, and secondly, that her Mom was the most sexy woman that Sofy had ever seen, even if she only realised now. She stopped in front of her daughter, placing down the shield and stabbing the sword violently into the earth before taking off the helmet and letting her long blonde hair fall down over her shoulders.
"Mom?" Sofy almost couldn't believe it, as if her eyes had played a trick on her, or perhaps she was dead and this was a last imagining before she joined the souls in the afterlife.
"Yes, I'm here," it was her Mom's voice, the older woman's touch as she stroked the teen's cheek tenderly, "You're safe," her voice was soft and tender. Then she reached down and pulled out a dagger from her boot and she became moved away from caring Mom to hardnosed warrior rescuer. "Now let's quickly cut these bonds. This lot are gone, but there may be other stragglers around." She quickly sliced through the rope and Sofy massaged her wrists, grimacing slightly as she touched the burns, getting her circulation back.
"You rescued me. Where did you get the Amazon armour? I thought you were one for a moment," Sofy burbled in relief.
"It's mine," her Mom said, "I'm an Amazon."
Sofy had probably been less shocked when a fully armed orc had kicked in her door. Her Mom was her Mom, an apothecary who lived in a farmstead a few miles from a small town held by minor lord, she wasn't one of the legendary Amazons. Except that all the evidence suggested that she was, it wasn't just the sword and armour, it was the ease with which she had wielded both; only a practised warrior could have parried and slashed so speedily, only one who was used to it could have danced with sword and shield with such dexterity. Her Mom didn't explain further, instead she stepped away sliding her dagger in her boot, "Come, we need to go."
Stepping away from the tree Sofy stumbled, her legs suddenly weak and powerless, as pins and needles burnt into her feet, the circulation restarting now the tight rope was no longer biting deep. Her Mom turned, a look of concern on her face. "My feet, cramp," Sofy pulled her foot towards her and tried to rub it between her hands, though as they were numb it didn't make much difference.
"Let me," her Mom got down on one knee beside her and took one of the feet. She quickly began to massage it, her hands skilfully working over the teen's flesh, restoring the circulation quickly and effectively. It felt so good, that Sofy gave out a low moan. It sounded sexual, perhaps it was a little bit, her Mom's touch felt that good. The teen blushed, noticing her Mom's cheek reddening a touch as she quickly shifted to the other foot and rubbed the circulation back. After a few moments the blood started to pump and Sofy forced herself to pull the foot back, rather than risk another sensual groan. She started to stand, but still staggered. Her Mom was up, looking around as if she feared being ambush. She placed her weapon in her scabbard. "We have to go quick, I'll carry you."
Before Sofy could resist her Mom had slid her arms under the teen's knees and upper back, picking her up in a bride's carry. She began to stride out of the clearing, Sofy against her. The teen reached round and gripped behind her Mom's neck, it was meant as a way to give herself a sense of security against falling, but it also pulled her even closer to her Mom, so that the older woman's barely covered breasts bounced in their chainmail packing literally inches from the teen's stomach. Sofy found her eyes being drawn to them, watching in fascination as they jiggled and jumped, the iron bra barely keeping them in check as her Mom jogged over the forest floor, stepping over branches and ducking under branches. The teen could feel the flatness tautness of her Mom's stomach as she pressed against it; she had never realised under the shapeless dresses that her Mom wore was a body fit and firm, almost like a Goddess... or an Amazon. She forced herself to look up, away from the springing titties, to her Mom's face. It looked different, more beautiful than before, even with the helmet shadowing it. But there was more to it as well, an inner and outer strength and firmness, as if the excess flesh on her chin and cheeks had been shaped into something almost like marble. Her lips were sensual and for a moment Sofy wondered what it would be like to kiss them, to feel them open against her and for her Mom's tongue to slide out. Then she blushed at the thought, trying to force it away and concentrate her gaze down, sadly not managing to bring it lower than the jiggling mammaries.
Luckily before she could lose her mind to inappropriateness, her Mom stopped and put her down. A horse looked at her with a vague interest, before returning to nibbling a much more interesting lump of grass. Her Mom had turned and was looking the way they'd come, standing silent and listening. Then she seemed to relax and turned to Sofy, "I don't think any more orcs heard the fighting, or if they did they decided to stay well clear of it."
"We're safe?" Sofy asked, a feeling of relief of such power sweeping through her, she almost fainted.
"Safer," her Mom replied. "We won't be fully safe before we're a long way from here. " She saw Sofy worried expression and she gave a more comforting smile, "We're a mainly out of danger I think. Any orcs are going the other way and I'm sure I can deal with any wanderers who have got themselves lost." She touched her sword pommel as if to emphasise the point. Then she gave a small frown and reached to Sofy's face, wiping some of the dirt away from the teen's cheeks, before reaching her thumb up and tenderly wiping it over a small gash on the forehead. Sofy winced and her Mom withdrew her thumb, but kept her fingers wiping the cheek, softly, "Are you hurt?"
"It's nothing, just a cut," her daughter replied, before adding, "It would have been worse if you hadn't come and rescued me."
Her Mom's silence showed she agreed and for another moment she continued to stroke the teen's face tenderly almost sexually. There was a slight tingle in Sofy's stomach as she looked at her Mom's taut body and she blushed again, worried that her thoughts were evident on her face. They might have been because suddenly her Mom withdrew her hand. "I've some biscuits and jerk here, you need to eat and then we'll ride."
Realising how famished she was, not having eaten since before she'd been kidnapped, Sofy devoured the food at pace and washed it down with water from her Mom's canteen. The food was hard and stale, the water warm and brackenish, but it was the best meal Sofy had ever had, made better by the fact that her Mom was sitting just feet away, her firm, sexy body hardly covered by the short skirt and chainmail bra. Glancing down the teen could also see the tip of a woman's weapon pointing out from under the metal bands of the skirt. Seeing it wondered if her Mom had used it as it was meant to be used. That made her excited, a tingle in her pussy as she imagined her Mom over a nude woman thrusting away and swiftly, in her mind's eye, the naked woman beneath her Mom morphed into a teen and then into her. For a second she held the image of her Mom thrusting hard into her pussy, then sanity prevailed and she looked at the ground, forcing the thoughts out of her head and only looking up when she was sure they'd gone.
They hadn't, as one look at her Mom's chest and she could imagine the chainmail bra dropping to the floor and her Mom present her sexy bosoms to the teen's eager mouth. She gulped down the last of her water. "I'm ready."
"Let's go," her Mom swiftly stored the half-filled canteen in the horse's saddle, before mounting it with much more ease than Sofy could ever imagine. The teen approached the horse with some trepidation, she'd petted them often -- riders often stopped at the farm and left their mounts in her care whilst her Mom sold the potions and creams, and she had been in wagons where drays had pulled her along. But she'd never ridden one and hadn't known her Mom could. Her Mom seemed to realise her anxiety as she reached down and took her daughter's wrist in her hand and pulled her up, so that she was sitting behind her. "Hold tight to my stomach, I won't ride him fast."
"I will," her daughter agreed. Her hands reached round her Mom's waist, slender, but firm under the teen's hug. Her Mom made a motion and the horse seemed to know what it meant as it started to walk in the direction her Mom wanted. The teen laid her head on her Mom's shoulder and relaxed; she smelt so good, not sweaty and gross like she should have been, but like there was a natural perfumed scent which rose from her skin. She held her Mom tighter, enjoying the smell and touch. They rode in silence for a few minutes, before Sofy spoke, "You said you were an Amazon."
"Yes, I was born one, a long way away in the lands of the Amazons," her Mom replied. She paused waiting for Sofy to ask more.
The teen digested that fact and then asked, "So you do like women?", perhaps that explained where her desires came from, in the same way her Mom had passed down her nose and eyes and chin, she'd passed down the her Amazon lusts.
"Why do you ask?" her Mom seemed interested by the question, rather than insulted.
"They said Amazons only sleep with women... what about my Dad?" She only had hazy figures of him, he had died when she was five and her Mom seldom said much about him, his family (or her own come to that).
"We don't have any men in our lands, save for a passing, and trusted merchant, but it's not a law -- outside we sleep with who I want. I met your father when I was riding with a small company of Amazons after some bandits and we fell in with a posse of men also after them, I was attracted to him, young and probably a little too rebellious -- things took their course and I ended up with you." She paused for a second and then as if she was pre-empting the next questions added, "I've no regrets."
There was silence as Sofy wondered whether to say what was on her mind, before deciding if she couldn't say it after being rescued from being raped by orcs and finding out her Mom was an Amazon, she'd never be able to say it. "I like women as well, sexually."
"I suppose that doesn't surprise me," her Mom replied, "By the time I was your age I had a dozen women lovers... perhaps a few less or a few more... and you're my daughter."
"A dozen...?" Sofy almost let go off her Mom in surprise, even the biggest slut that Sofy knew (Annabel the butcher's daughter) had not had so many.
Her Mom laughed, "We're more liberated, a young warrior is expected to fuck women, pregnancy is more controlled when it's through the will of the Gods rather than a man's seed." She said no more about it and Sofy decided now was not the time for a biology lesson nor to find out more about the women her Mom had fucked -- though, she had to admit to herself, the second did sound interesting and as they continued in silence through the woods, the teen found herself imaging. In her mind's eye she could see her Mom banging buxom wenches and then slender priestesses, all of them gasping in orgasmic enjoyment as her Mom pounded in. She could see them pushing aside her Mom's woman's weapon to get at the juicy cunt beneath, tonguing it eagerly as her Mom pressed them down, her strong hands on the back of their heads. And then it was her in the imagining, looking up under the starlight as her Mom looked down, descending forcefully to drive her weapon into her daughter's eager hole.
Riding on the teen shivered with excitement, trying to control her breathing so that it didn't seem laboured and ragged, but at the same time she couldn't help but clasp her Mom's stomach tighter, pulling herself forward so that she was pressed hard against her Mom's naked back. The older woman made no sign she noticed but continued to guide the horse on. They continued to ride, normally making use of a small trail, but then, for no reason Sofy could tell, suddenly veering off to go direct through the woods, ducking under branches and around trunks, until arriving back on the track (or at least a path that looked the same). The sun was just starting to set when Tori guided them off the trail and into the forest for a final time, guiding the horse to a clearing perhaps five minutes from the track. She expertly dismounted and then held out her hands to take her daughter's waist and help her down. Sofy shivered involuntarily as her Mom's strong arms lifted her down.
"We should make camp here," the older woman said, looking around as if to make sure there were no signs of any other visitors. "If you gather some wood we can light a fire, but don't go too far."
The teen did as she was told as her Mom unsaddled the horse and brushed him down, before feeding him oats from a saddlebag. From another one of the bags she pulled out some biscuits and dried meat for herself and Sofy, following it up with some berries she picked from a nearby bush. Sofy arranged the sticks for the fire, together with kindling. She started to try and start it using sticks, but her Mom pulled a fire-starting kit from the saddle bags and quickly began the blaze. Sofy fed in some more wood and soon the fire was burning merrily, sparks shooting up into the dark sky. Her Mom was over at the saddle bags again, rooting for something. She returned to Sofy with a rolled up mattress and a sheet. "There's only one set of bedding, we'll have to share."
The teen's heart leapt, even if she tried to control it, she forced her voice to be neutral. "That's alright, I don't mind," she said as if it was a minor inconvenience. She imagined her Mom snuggled against her, which was a pleasing image and wondered if she would continue to wear her woman's weapon which was an even more pleasing one.
Her Mom rolled out the mattress and sheet. "You should get in, the night's going to get chilly and the fire won't last forever."
"Are you going to join me?" Sofy kicked off her shoes and slipped under the sheets, hoping the words hadn't come out too seductively.
"I need to do some exercises first," her Mom said. She walked over to the other side of the clearing, though still easily within her daughter's sightline if the teen moved her head just a little upwards. The teen did, following her Mom as the older woman picked up her sword and gave it a few practice swings. Then she stabbed it down into the earth and reached up to her chest to unclip the metal bikini. Sofy had to stifle a gasp as her Mom's shapely bosoms bounced free, jiggling as her Mom swung her hips round and arched. Then her hands reached down to her skirt unbuckling it and pulling it down. She turned her back turned briefly towards her teen daughter as she bent down allowing Sofy to admire the round, but firm cheeks, which hardly shook as her Mom straightened again and stepped back and forth like she was at a dance. She picked up her sword again and began a series of movements.
The glow of the fire gave the Amazon a toned, almost bronzed glow, making her skin seem sharper and sleeker than it really was. She went through a series of cuts and parries and thrusts, holding the sword first two handed and then one, her other hand balancing her. Sofy licked her lips as she watched her Mom, nude, but for her boots and woman's weapon dangling between her legs, do her deadly waltz. She supposed to an enemy, seeing the Amazon slice through the air and swiftly bring her sword back in a defensive crouch, would be gut-wrenching. To the teen it was so sensual and alluring, her Mom's body was both slender and firm, the muscles straining in her biceps and calves but not so much they broke the smooth contours. Her naked bosoms bounced and jiggled with each swing, jumping up and down hypnotically so that Sofy eyes had to follow them, only stopping when her Mom pirouetted away from her. But then her rear was almost as sexy as her front, the cheeks so firm and round, her back smooth and lit on by the fire, her blonde hair coasting down her back, sweeping back and forth as she moved. Then Tori swung round again, so she was facing the teen, even her eyes were fixed on a point above Sofy. The teen gulped as she looked at the woman's weapon, it swung between her Mom's legs, side to side. It was so large, ten inches at a guess, she thought it should impede her Mom's movements, but it didn't -- whether that was because her Mom was used to it or for some other reason the teen couldn't tell. But she could tell it was so sexual and exciting, imagining it slipping it a woman's cunt, into her cunt. She reached down under the sheets and pulled up her dress a couple of inches.



Surreptitiously, so her Mom wouldn't notice, her hand went under her panties to find her slit. She began to gently rub it with her fingers, whilst moving her other arm up in front of her mouth, so that if her Mom did glance down she wouldn't notice the startled little breaths which were emanating from her daughter. The older woman twirled again, her bosoms swinging round with her. Sofy gave a low moan, to quiet to be heard, as she slipped her middle finger up and down the crack, her thumb finding her clit and gently teasing it into wakefulness. Her Mom continued her exercises, placing the sword down and instead waving her arms and hands around like they were the deadly weapon. Her body moved with the elegance of a professional tumbler, agile and dexterous, swift and sure, deadly and dangerous like a viper. The teen rubbed harder under the sheets, imprinting the scene to memory, she knew it was wrong, but after the show this evening she could no longer imagine masturbating into the small hours over anyone else. Her Mom twirled again, coming down into a crouch and almost immediately jumping up, the woman's weapon swinging like a shop sign in a gale. The teen licked her lips imagining it was in her.
The fire began to slowly die as the last burning branches collapsed in on themselves, leaving just a few flickers of flame and the red hot embers. Slowly darkness began to engulf her Mom, the older woman turning from a bronze red Goddess into a black silhouette. Sofy slipped her finger out of her pussy and pretended she was dozing as she heard her Mom pick up her sword and come closer.
*
Even if Tori had not been an Amazon warrior, trained from birth to observe every tiny thing (for otherwise an enemy might surprise you) she had seen Sofy sleeping enough times to know her daughter was feigning sleep. Nor had she been fooled by the teen covering her mouth as if by accident or that the shifts of the blanket had been her trying to get a comfortable position, the movements of had been tiny and in the darkness almost imperceptible, but to an Amazon, used to noticing every flicker of movement, obvious, even if no others would have seen them.
It did not surprise her that her teen daughter had been playing with herself as she watched the Amazon warrior's dance. It was a sensual display for any woman; back when she was younger training with the other warriors Tori had often picked out a sexy young thing or an older widowed matron who was spectating and directed her exercise at them, more often than not it had led to her fucking them later that evening. And her daughter had admitted she liked women earlier, that was more a surprise, albeit only that Tori had not noticed it earlier, a failure of observation she could only put down to living a soft life as a minor merchant and smallholder for too long. If she had thought about it she should have realised that her daughter had Amazon blood and that was likely to lead her to an attraction to females. She came closer to her daughter, the fire was almost out, casting only a faint glow, but it was enough to see her daughter's face and drink in her beauty. For a moment Tori looked down before she turned and walked round so that she was behind the teen.
Driving the sword into the earth, she pulled off her boots. She had suspected as they rode that Sofy was attracted to her, she had been holding her Mom too tight, even accounting for the scare with the orcs and nuzzling her face too close. The masturbation confirmed it. Tori reached down and adjusted her woman's weapon, which had slipped fractionally out of place during her exercise. According to the Priestesses at home, the sight of it attached to a finely honed and proportion Amazon warrior increased the libido of any woman -- certainly that had been the experience of Tori when she was younger and used to wear it regularly and she wasn't going to gainsay the articulators of the Goddess's will. It also made her extremely horny herself.
She pulled back the sheet and slid under it. It wasn't designed to fit two and she had to crawl so close to her daughter she was hugging her back and even then the sheet didn't fit. She wiggled as close as she could and then paused. Two things were definitely true, she considered, first her daughter had shown signs of being sexually attracted to her and secondly, Tori's own pussy was starting to itch with desire. In the Amazon lands family sex wasn't common, but nor was it taboo. Growing up Tori had known several sisters who were in relationships with each other and at least one of her classmates had been having regular sex with her Mom, even if they both described it as casual. But Sofy hadn't been brought up there, but in Holdaray, which like many, if not all, of the lands where men, not women, were the dominant sex, had powerful taboos against incest. Secret under the sheet fantasies were one thing for Sofy, but if her Mom tried to take it further how would she react?
For a moment Tori lay there unmoving. Her daughter was too close, too beautiful and womanly to resist, there was a risk, but if she went slow she could claim the first moves were an accident and then make sure she went no further than Sofy was comfortable with, whether that was a couple of clandestine touches or a full-on fucking. Slowly she moved her hand up so that it was resting on her daughter's bare arm, just under where the short sleeve of the dress ended on the bicep. She paused but Sofy didn't shake off the 'innocent' touch. After a second Tori began to gently stroke the skin, still in a way that was easy explicable, if Sofy reacted her Mom was just comforting her after her ordeal.
The teen didn't react, at least not in negative way, as there was a tiny moan from her as her Mom's fingers gently skimmed over her skin. Tori put a little pressure on her fingers, so that, even if it could still be described as comforting, there was no way it could be misconstrued as accidental touch in the dark. Still her daughter made no move to stop her. Tori felt decided to that it was time to be even more daring.
She slipped her hands downwards, gliding along her daughter's dress and then lower, onto the thigh. Her palm curved to match the roundness of her daughter's leg, sliding slowly downward and then back up. As she reached the dress again, there was a choice to be made over, back onto the material or under. It was an easy one to make as she continued upwards under the material. Further up she went, almost daring Sofy to say something or move or show she didn't want to continue -- the teen refused to stop her, her only sound a small sigh which sounded as much from excitement as it did anything else. Down she went again and then up, this time going even further up the thigh so that she was near the top and with a slight move over the incline would have found her figures in the valley below. Not yet, she told herself, she still needed to be sure how far Sofy actually was willing to go and moving from sensual stroking to finger fucking seemed a jump. Still her daughter's thigh felt so soft and smooth she kept at it for a few more minutes, even as she began to move her mouth towards the back of the teen's lips.
With her spare hand she brushed the hair to one side so the skin was exposed, pale and white in the darkness. Puckering up her lips she gently kissed her daughter's neck. It was just a peck, easy to claim as just a familial goodnight kiss if challenge. No challenge came. Tori kissed again, still quickly and gently, a nothing, but this time she repeated it again and again, peppering the skin with tiny butterfly kisses. There was another small moan from her daughter and Sofy shivered, even though the night was not cold and the fire's embers still warm. Tori kissed once more, longer this time,. Her hand stroked down and up, and her mouth shifted to below the teen's ear. It was harder to claim these kisses were now innocent, as her lips lingered and the tip of her tongue emerged to tickle at the skin. "MMMnnnn," Sofy moaned, her body stretching and arching so that she moulded into her Mom, "Ohhh, that feels nice."
Was that a sign to go further? Tory thought it was, to finish the pretence and finalise the seduction. She removed her hand from her daughter's thigh and brought it upwards again, over the waist and down towards the bosom. It slid over the curve of the upper tit, down towards where the bodice was laced. Wrapping her finger round the string she pulled it, opening the dress. Her daughter didn't stop her, not even when her Mom slipped her hand under the dress and onto a bosom. Tori squeezed at the plump flesh, feeling the hardness of the nipple against her palm and softness of the mammary under her fingers. Her daughter groaned again and began to turn into her Mom. Tori's head moved to meet her, the teen's mouth opening as Tori's clamped down on it.
Their tongues touched and recoiled, before spearing forward again, turning and twisting around it each other like two fighting ferret's in a sack. Their lips pressed even firmer against each other, like they were glued, their mouths opening and closing like they were fighting to unstick themselves and failing each time. Tori squeezed her daughter's tit harder, too late to deny what was happening, but realising her daughter wanted it as much as she did. She pushed her body forward at the same time as rolling her daughter backwards; the end result was that she was on top of Sofy, her mouth pressed to her daughter's.
"MMmnnn, kiss me more," Sofy managed to break long enough to give her Mom the go-ahead and then resumed the make-out.
Tori was more than happy to oblige, even as her hands reached up to her daughter's dress pulling it down over her shoulders and down. The teen held up her hands to allow her Mom to pull it over them and down to her midriff leaving her bosoms bare, if not uncovered as her Mom lay on them, her own naked tits pressed tight against them. Her hands moved to massage the teen's chest, her fingers playing on the side boob as she rubbed. Sofy's hands, in turn, gripped her Mom's back as if she was scared she was going to get up. As they shifted and rubbed against each other the sheet fell off them and onto the ground, it didn't matter Tori didn't feel cold with her daughter's body so close to her own, the two of them sharing the heat.
"You're so beautiful," Tori raised her head and looked down at her daughter, who even in the darkness looked radiant.
"You're where I get it from," Sofy smiled back, her hands massaging her Mom's naked back. For a second they remained in situ, just gazing at each other and then their mouths opened and their tongues collided.
Tori's hand moved lower, down to the bottom of the dress. She hoisted it up, so it met the top around her daughter's midriff. Then she went down to Sofy's sex, the teen opening her legs slightly to welcome her Mom's touch. The pussy was almost smooth, a result of one of the creams Tori made, which was popular with women wanting to manage unseemly body hair [which also included Tori]. It was also wet and getting wetter as Tori's finger stroked at it. Her daughter shivered and brought her head back to give a small moan of anticipation as Tori slid down the crack, feeling the lips wobble as she touched them.
"Mmmnnn, Mom, touch me, ooohhh yesss, stroke me there," the teen groaned into the darkness.
Her Mom did so, her mouth also lowering onto the teen titty, licking and sucking the hard nipple and playing with it between her teeth. Sofy groaned louder, shuddering excitedly underneath her Mom, her fingers digging into the firm muscle of the older woman's back. Tori switched to the other bosom, giving it the same treatment and getting the same result as she could feel her daughter shudder under her and hear the moans of pleasure. She sucked harder at the teat, sucking in the nipple and slurping loudly as she sucked. Sofy gave out another gasp, "Yes, yes, oh yes!"
Tori could feel the pussy getting wetter by the second, the juice seeping through the crack like a poorly kept wall in a rainstorm. Tori stroked up and down, transferring her thumb to the clit and circling the bud, making her daughter jump and groan even more, her hands gripping the air as she tensed under her Mom's thumbing and sucking. The teen's trembled even more as Tori inserted her finger into the tight twat. Up it went, twisting and twirling, pleasuring Sofy so she cried out and arched her back, her nipples like little rocks in her Mom's mouth. Tori pushed harder and faster, driving her mid-digit deep into her daughter's hole. For too long the only hole her finger had been in was her own, that she'd almost forgotten how good it felt to have another shuddering and gasping under your assault -- and this was only with a finger. She grinned and pushed it harder, going as deep as she could manage, the knuckles of her ring and index fingers pressing at the lips and stopping her shoving detail. She raised her mouth from her daughter's tit and moved it back to the mouth. Sofy responded eagerly, her tongue ramming back at her Mom like she was trying to fight with it.
After a few seconds Tori pulled her mouth back, whilst keeping her face level with her daughter's. Taking her finger out of the teen cunt she slipped it in and her mouth and sucked away at Sofy's juice, "MMMmnn, lovely," she grinned and whether it was the long diet that she'd been keeping or because her daughter's taste was so sweet, she thought it might be best cunt juice she'd ever swallowed. "So tasty."
"Oh yes," Sofy breathed in excitement, her eyes fixed on her Mom's lips as she watched her suck the finger greedily. Her Mom saw and smiled, taking the finger from her mouth and offering to her daughter. There was no juice on it, but the teen still sucked greedily, leaving the finger slick with her saliva. Tori slid it out again and went down to her daughter's slit, driving it in to the cunt again, this time adding her index finger into the mix. Sofy groaned and bucked, "Fuck yes, oooohhh, finger my cunt."
Her Mom returned to kissing the younger woman even as her arm pistoned away, driving the fingers deep into the soaked cunt. The teen's tongue danced back with an eager enthusiasm, fighting for control of the mouth and not minding whether she won or lost. Tori couldn't complain, her own mouth pressed down at Sofy's, her lips moving as she tried to wrap them round her daughter as if she was trying to swallow her and failing. The teen shuddered. Harder and harder Tori rammed, feeling her daughter's pussy wall clamp round her fingers as she did. They were coated in cum, the juice almost dripping for Sofy's sweet slot. "Ooohhh," Sofy groaned, her mouth falling temporarily away from her Mom's, "Ooohhh you're making me cum."
"I can do more," Tori pulled the fingers from her daughter's twat. This time instead of sucking them herself she gave them to Sofy, who took them into her mouth greedily, slurping at her own cum juice. For a moment Tori looked down at her suckling daughter, remembering her as a baby, before she grinned -- the teen was much better looking now, hot and sexy, not fat and bald. She pulled her fingers out and licked them briefly, just in case her daughter had left any trace of sweet juice on them. Then she stood up and took the woman's weapon in her hand, wiggling it over Sofy's face invitingly, "You want to be fucked properly, with this?"
"Oh God, yes, I want that so much," Sofy licked her lips like she was being offered a five course meal fit for the Baron.
"On your knees and lubricate it for me," grinned Tori, not that, as her daughter's pussy was so wet, it would need much oiling. Her daughter however eagerly complied, swinging up and round, getting on her knees on the mattress, her dress billowing around her waist.
She gave a look up her Mom smiling, "I can't believe the first cock I'm going to suck is my Mom's."
Tori couldn't believe it either. She hadn't imagined as she jumped out at the orcs that the day would end with her daughter on her knees in front of her about to suck her dick as a prelude to be fucked with it. Not that she was now complaining, she couldn't see her daughter's face anymore in the darkness, but she knew it was beautiful and who minded a beautiful girl slipping their lips along their woman's weapon.
The teen took the wooden rod in her hand and guided it towards her mouth. Opening her lips she slipped them over the tip, before looking up at her Mom for confirmation. Tori nodded and gently pushed the toy forward, encouraging it in. The teen took it further, her hand rubbing the smooth wood as she did so. It was Tori's turn to lick her lips in hungry anticipation, looking down as the silhouette of her daughter bobbed forward, down the wooden rod barely visible in the darkness. Down the teen went and then up, down again, up, each time going a little further and taking the weapon deeper into her mouth. Slowly she began to get more used to it, her head going down faster and further, her hand jacking the wood into her mouth. Then her lips were hitting her hand and she took it away going deeper. Tori placed her hands on the teen's shoulders, squeezing them in encouragement. The teen probably didn't need much encouraging, as her own pussy was leaking in excitement, her hand down between her leg, stroking and playing with her slit as she had played with her Mom's dick.
"Make it nice and wet, go on darling girl, suck my weapon, make it nice and easy for it to go into that hot hole," Tori purred.
Her daughter's head bobbed in agreement and she went down faster and harder, deep-throating her Mom's weapon like she had been born to suck. Tori felt her breath coming quickly, as Sofy's mouth pressed the weapon back against her cunt. Her only cunt was wet and dripping, both from the way the haft of the weapon was rubbing at her clit, but also from the thought in a few moments that it would be deep in her daughter. "Go on, get it ready for your twat."
Sofy sucked with a seductive slather, taking the dick so far into her mouth, that her Mom could feel the saliva as it slipped down the wood and onto the leather straps and skin under them. She squeezed the teen's shoulders, massaging the blades with her fingers. Her daughter went even faster and harder, her slurps loud in quiet forest. Tori gently rocked her hip, meeting her daughter's bobbing head halfway, the teen responded enthusiastically, her hands moving round to grasp her Mom's naked buttocks and use them to lever herself even faster and deeper down the dick, her hair flapping around her head.
Sofy's mouth pressed the toy at her Mom's clit. The spark of sensual bliss made the older woman's toe metaphorically curl and a moan escaped her lips. But it was time, if she didn't stop, Sofy would probably suck her Mom's cock until she had eaten the weapon away to a twig. That would have been fine if it didn't mean that Tori wouldn't get to fuck her daughter's sweet pussy, which she wanted very badly. Still it took a lot of willpower to push her daughter's shoulder back and step away from the teen's skilled mouth. Sofy looked up momentarily worried, as if she'd done something wrong. Her Mom instantly moved to put her at ease, "I want to fuck you properly now, lie back."
"Oh yes, I want it," the teen groaned as she spread her legs open.
For a brief moment Tori stood above her daughter, looking down. In the darkness all she could see was her silhouette, but the shape was so enticing that she didn't need to see the details. She imagined her neighbours would have been horrified by what she was about to do, but she didn't care, it wasn't the taboo in her old culture even if was here; if she wanted to fuck her daughter and her daughter wanted to fuck her, where was the harm?
She took hold off the weapon, still dripping with her daughter's saliva and got down on her knees, before starting to lie forward, guiding the weapon to the waiting pussy sheath. Her daughter gave a giggle as the tip rubbed at her slit, which turned into a moan of excitement as it began to penetrate her and take her for the first time. Tori descended slowly, allowing her daughter to get used to the girth of the wood, pausing every few seconds and retreating an inch, before resuming. Sofy didn't complain at any point, moaning softly and giving little gasps of enjoyment as her walls flexed to fit the weapon. Her Mom came down again, her stomach brushing over her daughter's as she pushed the dick in. Sofy gave another whinny, her hands gripping the mattress side, "Oooohhhh," she moaned, "I want it all."



Her Mom was ready to oblige, thrusting in again and letting the wooden rod power down the slick hole until her thighs smacked against her daughter and the haft of the weapon pressed at her own pussy. She gave a hiss of pleasure, clenching her teeth together as if she was afraid that opening her mouth would let out the sexual bliss that was coursing through her. Sofy had no such concern, as she leant her head back of the thin mattress and let out a gasp, "Fuck, that is so good."
"It's going to get better," Tori raised herself and looked down at her daughter, her face shapeless in the dark apart from the pearly gleam of her teeth and the whiteness of her eyes.
The teen's tongue swept round her lips, a dark shadow sweeping over the bright molars, as she looked up at her Mom, her hands reaching up to the older woman's upper back to keep her in place. "Fuck me," she said, "Fuck me so good I scream."
Tori was up for the challenge. She shoved the weapon in to her daughter's pussy, driving it as deep as she could and making the teen rock like she a gate being pounded by a battering ram. Her legs closed slightly, gripping her Mom as Tori rose again and then slammed down. She quickly got herself into a rhythm, slamming the weapon into the waiting wanton and wet hole. Her daughter gasped and shuddered, her hands holding her Mom and her feet twisting round her Mom's calves, together holding the older woman in a secure grip. Not that Tori wanted to escape, she was where she wanted to be, on top of her sexy daughter filling the teen's fuckhole with the wooden weapon, driving it down as deep as she could.
"Ooohhh, yessss, oooohhh," Tori grunted, her breaths coming out in spurts. Her body moved in time with her Mom, like she was the sea and her was the bobbing cork. Faster and harder her Mom fucked, slamming and ramming the toy in. Her daughter kept pace, her body rocking on the mattress, her tits bouncing and jiggling just inches from Tori's mouth. The older woman leant down her head to kiss and lick them, whilst still leveraging her waist so the toy rammed in. Sofy groaned again, even louder and more intensely, her eyes closing and her mouth opening. Tori's own mouth was down on one of the delectable tits suckling it like she was the baby and her daughter the mother. It was certainly a mouthful, the nipple as hard as iron as Tori's tongue twisted and teased round it. Her daughter cried out again, her nails digging into her Mom's back, "Oooohh, this feels so good, yessss, oooohhh."
It felt good for Tori as well. Not just physical pleasure, though every thrust pushed the weapon back on her own clit and made her cunt buzz with excitement, but to be fucking a hot woman again. She had been a faithful wife, but her husband had been dead since Sofy was small. Since then the only lovers she'd had were sporadic fucks, all with men, as she hadn't want to give a hint to anyone she was an Amazon. It was so good to be free and wear her woman's weapon again and to use it as it should be used, to fuck a hot beauty -- it didn't matter that the beauty was her daughter. After all a sexy woman is a sexy woman, whatever your prior relationship. Their lives would be different now, Tori recognised that, she could no longer pretend she was just an apothecary, but she was looking forward to that future, one in which she was able to bang her sexy daughter.
"Ooohhh, aaaarggghh, fuck me harder, fuck me!" Sofy was almost crying in pleasure now. Her body shuddered and shivered with each thrust from her Mom, her nails digging at the older woman and the heels of her feet bouncing on Tori's calves. Her head went back and she squealed again, "Aaarrrghh, I'm cumming, fuck, I've never felt so good, yesssss!"
Tori didn't even pause her fucking as her daughter climaxed under her, if anything the teen's caterwauling and rocking drove her to even greater endeavours, slamming hard and deep into the hole. The juice from her daughter was coating the wood, dripping off it each time it withdrew and spotting the mattress with wetness. Tori knew her own cunt was as wet, the cum leaking from the slit and smearing the leather of her strap-on as she fucked hard. She could feel the blush as the sexual pleasure poured through her and she gave a long groan of bliss, "Uuuurrrrhh," her daughter screamed louder drowning it and Tori grinned, pounding forward and waiting for her daughter to draw a breath before she let out another groan of ecstatic pleasure, "UUrrrhh, you have the sexiest fucking cunt in creation, it so fucking fuckable."
"Yes," gasped Sofy, "Keep on filling it don't stop."
"Oh, I'm not going to stop," Tori beamed down and slammed in, watching her daughter's mouth open again to reveal her white teeth in the darkness, as the teen screamed. She went even faster, feeling beads of perspiration forming on her back and forehead. She briefly wiped them away from her brow, leaving the ones on her back to trickle down her skin as she rose and fell. Despite the hard riding and hard fighting she wasn't tired or lacking of energy, it was as if the fucking was revitalising her -- though it wasn't because she was sucking it from Sofy, her daughter screaming and rocking as energetically and eagerly as her Mom. Tori grinned again, "Take it baby, uurrrhhh, yes, take my large cock."
"Aaarrrghhh, yesssss, make me cum, Mom," the teen screamed in reply, thrashing about under the hard banging. Her cunt spurted out a squirt of cum, splattering up the weapon and over her Mom's equally soaked pubis. The Amazon grinned and slammed harder, loving the feel of the warm wet juice over her skin. Her daughter screamed again, her body arching and bending, her fists clenching and unclenching and her feet drumming like she was leading a march on her Mom's legs.
"Uuurrhhh, yesss, urrrhhh," panted Tori. Her own cunt leaked more juice, like sweat after a run. It felt so good, each thrust hitting back at her with a wave of pleasure. She went faster and harder, shoving the toy as deep as she could and crying out in ecstasy as her cunt was aflame. Her daughter was screaming again, yelling out her climax and making her Mom's passion explode within her more intensely. She went faster, like a final gallop as the enemy lowered their spears. Except it was her weapon entering the body, spearing her daughter again and again. Faster, harder, deeper -- she rode the teen desperately, feeling Sofy shudder beneath her like a racing steed, muscles straining and stretching as she ridden.
"Yessss, yessss, ooohhhh Goddess, yessss," Tori gasped as a wave of ecstasy rushed through her like a tidal wave. It blazed through her, leave every fibre of her being popping and snapping, driving her brain out of her head and into a multi-coloured stratosphere, "Fuuuccckk, yesssss!"
She pulled the toy out and collapsed forward onto her daughter, who lay back gasping for air herself. Raising her head from the teen's bosom, Tori pulled herself further up the younger woman's slender body. Their lips met, it was not the passionate make out of earlier, but nor was it any longer a familial kiss, instead it was a long, slow and sensual lip locking, which only ended when Tori pulled herself off her daughter and rolled to the side.
"That was wonderful," she said, reaching over the teenager to find the sheet and pull it back over them.
"I can't believe it, I never thought I could cum so much" her daughter replied, "I've never cum so from touching myself."
"It is better, when someone fucks you," grinned Tori. Her daughter nodded in agreement, smiling. Her Mom looked up in the sky, it was dark, with only a quarter moon and that hidden by clouds. "We should sleep now."
"Yes," said Sofy. She sat up and took off her dress completely, before lying down on her side, her back to her Mom. She snuggled back and Tori slipped her arms around her, spooning comfortably. How long they lay in silence, unsleeping and comfortable, was impossible to say, it might have been minutes, it might have been hours. Certainly Tori found her energy returning, it had come back quickly when she was younger, now she wasn't sure whether it still was the same speed or whether she had lost the sense of time while entwined with her daughter. She could tell the teen wasn't asleep either, her hand stroking her Mom's silently in the dark. Tori closed her eyes, but she wasn't tired, she still felt invigorated and alive after the fucking. She probably should try to sleep, she knew, but she also knew how difficult it was when she was horny and there was a sexy young thing in her arms.
She kissed the back of her daughter's neck again and the teen giggled, wriggling her body sexily against her Mom. The older woman squeezed a tit, eliciting another set of sexy giggles. Tori grasped it harder, playing with the soft flesh. There was a groan from Sofy and she turned her towards her Mom, luckily not to admonish her to stop, but to kiss her, their mouths opening and their tongues jousting at each other. After a few moments, Sofy pulled her head back far enough to speak, "I've decided I'm not that sleepy yet."
"Nor am I" her Mom grinned back.
"You could fuck my wet pussy again," the teen, licked her lips and pouted invitingly.
"I could," her Mom agreed, "or I could fuck you somewhere else..." She let go off bosom and slid her hand down her daughter's back to her buttocks and then between the cheeks, gently resting it on the anal rosebud.
The teen's eyes widened and she gave a gasp, which quickly transposed into an eager smile, "Will it fit? It's so big."
"Trust me, I've fucked women before with this thing, it'll be tight, but it'll go in," Tori replied, "It'll be a little sore, but I'm sure you'll love it."
"If you're fucking me I know I will," Sofy replied loyally.
"I'll stop if it gets too painful," Tori promised, hoping that it wouldn't be, both for her daughter's sake, but also her own -- stopping fucking a sexy ass halfway through was always a letdown. She gently turned her daughter fully onto her side and reached down again to the teen's ass. The cheeks were round and bouncy as Tori gripped them, jiggling and wiggling them and making Sofy giggle. Tori kept her hand on the upper one, gently pulling it apart from its twin. With the other she gripped the toy, the wood still wet from her daughter's cunt juice, making it supple without it going soft. She guided it to the sphincter, resting it in the crater as she kissed her daughter's back and neck again, relaxing her. The teen moaned, rubbing her pussy slowly as she waited for her other hole to be filled.
Tori eased in the tip, less than half an inch, just enough to push in the ring muscle. Her daughter gave a moan "Fuck me." Her hand continued down at her cunt. Tori paused for a few seconds to allow her daughter to get used to the toy, before she let go off the cheek and grasped her daughter's waist -- it gave her better leverage. Slowly, but forcefully, she pushed her hips forward sending the toy into her daughter's bowels. An inch...two...three.... Sofy gave a groan; there was plenty of pleasure in the sound, but also a touch of pain. Tori paused again, kissing her daughter's back lightly and stroking her waist gently to relax her, whilst the teen did some self relaxation as she played with her own pussy. After a few second Sofy murmured, "Fuck me Mom, fuck my ass."
Four inches... five... the asshole was tight, but no match for Tori's weapon. The walls expanded as she pushed, grudgingly giving in to her strength, but gripping at the wooden rod as it passed, trying to slow down her push. Tori took a breath and pulled back a couple of inches before pushing in again. There was no room for her hand and she took it away, it didn't matter the cock was so deep in that it no longer needed guiding. Six inches... her daughter gave a moan and shudder, rubbing her pussy harder and harder, shaking her body so that her Mom could feel her vibrations as they touched. Seven... the walls continued to fight back, forcing a quick retreat and then another advance, a little easier this time. She held her daughter's side, stroking the teen's naked skin with her finger tips, before digging them in as she gripped. Her daughter, arched her back, pushing against her Mom. Tori pressed forward, eight now... almost all the way. Sofy shuddered.
Nine. With one final push Tori finished pushing the dick in, her thighs pressed against her daughter's butt cheeks as the toy vanished completely between them. "Oh fuck," the teen moaned, "I feel so stretched, but so good."
"It's going to get even better," her Mom promised her. She slid back slightly and then thrust forward, driving the dick down as deep it could go. Her daughter groaned and shook, her hand rubbing furiously at her clit at the same time. Tori gave her daughter another kiss on the nape of her neck and began to fuck her again. It was still hard as the walls had not given up their attempts to hold her back, even if they failed each time, but Tori didn't mind the work, pressing forward and forcing the dick in. Her daughter's groans and squeals were enough of a reward, though the press of the weapon's haft on her own clit was certainly an additional bonus. "Mmmmnn, you're so fucking fuckable."
"Ooohhh, give it me, I want it all the way up my ass," Sofy quivered. Her hands were clenching in excitement, pushing the sheet off the two of them for the second time. It didn't matter, they were warm enough - body heat, vigorous exercise and the friction from the wooden rod razoring up and down the teen's tight butthole producing plenty. Still, just to be sure Tori increased the pace, slamming the cock into the hungry hole, spreading it wide and battering the walls back violently. Her daughter's cries got louder and more passionate, drowning out the background noise of the owls and night time wood's critters. "Ooohhhh, yesssss that feels so good, oooohhh, fuucckkk, yeesss!"
"Uuurhh, yes, it does, your ass is so sweet I could ram it forever," panted Tori. She was exaggerating but not lying -- it might have been her memory playing fault, it had been long time since she had banged another woman's butt, but she certainly couldn't remember an ass so tight, nor an owner who so enthusiastically rode back. Every thrust from Tori was met by her daughter eagerly pushing back, forcing her hole up the rod. It took the effort out of it and meant the Amazon was able to go faster and harder, slamming the toy in like she was hammering a nail. Still she was a Mom so she had to ask, "Are you still alright? I can slow if you want."
"No, fuck, no," wailed Sofy, "I want it harder."
Complying Tori thrust harder. Her daughter screamed again and shook like a leaf in a gale. Tori took her lower hand and used it to grip her daughter's shoulder, for a moment holding both it and waist as she fucked Sofy vigorously and violently. Then she moved her upper hand down, reaching for her daughter's cunt. Stroking up it took her seconds to find the clit and she began to rub it hard as she carried on butt-banging the teenager. Sofy exploded like a thunderclap, screaming out in pleasure, "Aaaarrrghhh, yesssss, don't stop, fuck my ass, fuck it please."
Grinning her Mom slammed it, her fingers still serving the cunt. There was juice everywhere as the teen squirted in excitement, her cunt juice shooting out like an uncorked bottle of the fizzy wine that was all the rage in the richer parts of town. "Yessss, aaaaargghh, fuuuckkkk..." The remaining words were even more incoherent, just a babble of syllables and vowels mixed with the shrill cry of the climax.
Even as her daughter came Tori was ramming her harder. The thrill of her daughter's ass was playing on her own clit, the weapon rubbing at it and making the older woman's vision swim with pleasure. She was able to drive the toy harder and faster as the hole was stretched and opened, getting used to the wooden rod pounding it and deciding that perhaps the dick wasn't so bad after all. Tori dipped a finger into her daughter's cunt, swirling it around and then pulling it back. She licked it clean and then gripped the shoulder, holding both of them as she pounded. "Uuurhhh, uurrhhh, yes, baby, yes, you're butt is to kill for."
Her daughter gasped something, though she seemed to be in agreement. Tori grinned and slammed, she knew what it was like to be so overcome by orgasms that your brain refused to form words, she was only glad her daughter was experiencing it from her first anal fuck. The teen shook and shuddered, trying to rock her body in time with her Mom. She didn't quiet manage it, which spoiled her Mom's enjoyment of the hot bottom, not one whit. Harder and harder she went at it, driving the weapon deep. It continued to bounce on her own clit. "Urrrhh," she moaned, "Yesss, fuck." The pleasure began to quickly rise like a kettle about to boil on the wood stove at home. "Fuuuckkk, yessss, yessss."
The orgasm hit her like a warhorse, almost knocking her backwards such was its intensity, "Aaaarrrgghhh," Tori screamed, sending the owls fluttering away in fright, "Aaaarrrrghhh, yessss, aaaaargggh."
She rested her head against her daughter's back, struggling to get her breath back, as Sofy gave little whimpers of satisfaction. Eventually Tori got the strength to pull the toy out, cuddling up to her daughter. This time sleep came easily to them both.
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For the last week and a half Dawn had positioned herself on the sidewalk waiting to take the opportunity to speak to Shawna Tyler. Each time the teen had just been a little bit too far away in the brief moment between her pausing on exiting the car to hoist her small rucksack onto her back and turning to go into the school building. However this time it seemed perfect. She watched as the dark skin teen opened the car door, saying something short to her pale skinned redhead Mom as she did so and watching her Mom reply equally perfunctorily back. Unlike with her friends Ellie and Amber there was no lingering kiss on the cheek or hidden looks of desire, but Dawn could still use her own experience to see the sexual tension was as strong between Shawna and Marcia as it was between Ellie and Amber, or come to that between Dawn and her own Mom.
The black teen stepped out of the car and as she did every day opened the back door to pick up her rucksack. As soon as she had closed it her Mom was indicating and away as Shawna started to swing the rucksack onto her shoulder.
She was near enough for Dawn to speak and know that none of the other students were so close they would hear, "Are you fucking her?" They were the same words she'd used with Ellie when she decided to approach the teen and she was expecting the same result, immediate denial -- perhaps with a hint of outrage or confusion, whichever would work the best, thrown in. It wouldn't matter, Dawn was absolutely confident that she had Shawna and her Mom read, they wanted to bang each other and the school counsellor saw it as her duty to help them.
Shawna gave a frightened yelp at the twentysomething's words and turned round, her face a mixture of horror and incredulity, "Yes -- oh God, how did you know?"
For a moment Dawn was almost thrown herself, she had been so expecting denial, that she hadn't planned for the teen not only admitting she wanted her Mom, but had already acted on it. Luckily it didn't alter the second part of her plan. She quickly handed Shawna an appointment card, "I've a free slot at ten-thirty. Show it to your class teacher and they'll excuse you, we can talk then."
"Yes, yes, of course," Shawna almost stammered, before slipping the card into the pocket of her jacket and almost knocking Dawn over such was her rush to get away and into the school building.
The counsellor followed her in, albeit at a more sedate pace, heading towards her office. That Shawna was already fucking her Mom was a surprise -- Dawn knew from experience how difficult it was to take that step [and how great it was once taken]. However, that just meant instead of persuading her to take the plunge and go for it the conversation would be about supporting her and whether she and her Mom wanted to meet the other Mom-daughter couples. In her office Dawn set about doing some work, talking to students seemed only a small part of the job compared to bureaucratic record keeping, though she would be careful what was recorded in her notes for her ten-thirty.
There was a knock on the door immediately on time, not that Dawn had expected the teen to be late. "Come in," she called and Shawna entered.
Unlike with many other Moms and daughters the family resemblance was not immediately apparent; mainly because Shawna was black, or rather mixed race, whilst her Mom was a pale redhead. According to the student file that Dawn had reread to remind herself of the teen's family background, Marcia had been divorced since Shawna had been small and, from the notes a previous counsellor had made, there was little contact between him and his ex and child. Also according to the notes Marcia was a high-performing mid-level executive who set demanding academic and personal targets for her youngest child, which Shawna felt she was struggling to meet. Dawn put the folder down, "Come in," she called.
The young woman entered timidly, like she was hoping that no-one would notice her enter, "You wanted to see me?"
"Yes," Dawn waved at a comfy seat opposite her and held up a bowl of mints, "Candy?"
The teen sat down and Dawn smiled welcomingly, "You're fucking your Mom. I'm fucking mine as well and did you know your friend Ellie is also fucking hers?"
Shawna opened her mouth, shut it, opened it again and then, deciding she was still speechless, closed it for a final time. Dawn grinned and opened her phone, handing it over to show the teen pictures of her and her own Mom, as well as a couple Ellie had sent her over of her and Amber. As Shawna scrolled through the pictures, Dawn gave her short potted histories of her own relationship and how Ellie and Amber had got together. Opposite her she could see the teen starting to relax as she realised that she was far from being in trouble. Taking the phone back Dawn slipped it her bag, "So what is the story about you and your Mom?"
*
Several weeks before...
It was no surprise that the birthday meal wasn't on Shawna's actual birthday, but three days after it. It had meant that the teen was able to have a more enjoyable celebration with her friends, who didn't judge her fashion choices or complain the novel she was reading was trashy or to tell her she should be listening to something by a long dead German composer rather than something by a still living Canadian. It also meant that her Saturday evening was no longer her own.
Luckily her Mom had actually given her the presents on the correct day, even if a series of late evening meetings to get a large contract over the line meant that she wasn't going to be home for dinner [though she was so well organised that she had prepared and frozen meals for the teen's Wednesday, Thursday and Friday dinners]. Not that the presents were what she had been hoping for, she had hinted for a denim jacket she had seen in the store, instead of her Mom had got her a frock so out of fashion even the Math club wouldn't have worn it. The book she had unwrapped hadn't been a cheesy thriller or blockbuster comedy or even a piece of sexy chick-lit -- all of which she would have happily read -- but a biography of a long dead President. At least the vouchers would be some use -- they weren't of Amazon or anywhere she would shop -- but a classical music store downtown; however at least it meant her Mom's Christmas present would be cheap.
There was a knock on her door. Her Mom always knocked, never called, never entered -- both were ill-mannered. Shawna wanted to just call 'come in' but her Mom regarding that as equally rude as entering without invitation, so she got up and opened the door. Her Mom was wearing an even more than normal elegant dress, not that she was usually a jeans and T-shirt gal like her daughter, but what she was wearing was definitely an expensive evening dress, tight up to her necks and exposing her arms, before sweeping down to near her ankles. Marcia paused, her lips pursing a little, as she surveyed the denims that Shawna was wearing, before speaking, "I came to tell you dinner will be ready in five in case you feel you should change for your birthday meal."
"I'll be down," her daughter said, closing the door as her Mom turned away. She sighed and decided it was easier to take the hint than rebel and have her Mom make disapproving comments all over dinner. She opened her wardrobe and flicked through her dresses until she came to one that wasn't totally hideous, but also not so scandalous that her Mom would be up racing through her clothes rack to remove for trash any which had to low a cleavage.
After quickly changing she went down to the dining room. She had to admit her Mom had put in the effort. The table was set for the two of them, the expensive cutlery normally reserved for Christmas out on a white satin table cloth. The room was lit by eighteen candles, each in a silver plated holder, decorating the table and the sideboards. She took her seat as her Mom, came in with some wine. She poured herself a glass and then unusually poured a glass for Shawna as well, "You're eighteen now, you can have a drink at home" she explained in response to her daughter's questioning look. The teen wasn't going to complain, nor was she going to mention she had a false ID hidden away, so she could drink in bars as well.
Her Mom served the soup and sat down. At first the conversation was there normal small talk, how well Shawna was doing at school (and how she could do better), the importance of hard work in business and informed opinions on the economy and Government. Her Mom refilled the glasses and went to get the main meal, which happened to be Shawna's favourite. The conversation continued, moving onto further education and the colleges Shawna should be applying for. Her Mom refilled her glass again, drinking more than she normally did, perhaps even getting a tiny bit tipsy as she brought out the dessert.
"I will miss you when you go to college," her Mom suddenly said, so unexpectedly out of character that it almost made Shawna choke on her pudding.
"Er, you will? I thought you wanted me to go?"
"I do," her Mom took another sip of the wine and blushed, "But I can think that you should go and also miss my only daughter -- that's not unusual is it?"
"No, I guess not," Shawna replied. She paused, "You're just not normally so..."
She paused thinking of the right word, 'open?' 'talkative?' Luckily before Shawna could put her foot in it her Mom supplied one. "Emotional. If you can't be emotional when you're beautiful daughter has just turned eighteen and is thinking about leaving home, when can I be?"
"I'll miss you as well," Shawna wasn't as tipsy as her Mom, but suddenly she felt quiet emotional as well. God, her Mom did irritate her, she was overly-demanding and could definitely be a control freak, but she did actually care about her daughter and Shawna had never felt unloved. She looked across the table, the candles and her Mom's auburn hair combined to make it look like the older woman was glowing like an ember. It gave her a certain beauty, sexiness even. Shawna mentally shook her head, whilst she definitely liked women equally if not more than guys and older ones were an especial turn on, that should not include her own Mom.
"You'll call...every day," her Mom said and suddenly leaned forward to reach across the table. That proved she was drunk and emotional, as that was definitely not dining room etiquette. Still, Shawna reached across and took them, it was not as if her Mom could tell her off. "I'll want pictures as well. Photos of you so that I can see what you're doing and look at you." Shawna nodded, that wasn't creepy at all. Her Mom seemed a little mollified and squeezed her daughter's hands, "If you meet someone..." she paused as if not sure what to say, "...you will tell me?"
"Would you be jealous?" joked Shawna.
She should have known her Mom wouldn't understand, she had a terrible sense of humour. "Jealous... of someone else with you..." she paused and then said, "yes..."
"It'll be a different relationship from ours, more I'd be a girlfriend, I'd still be your daughter," Shawna explained.
Her Mom looked at her and even in the candlelight she looked strained and drawn, "They'd be touching you though, kissing you, loving you."
That was going a bit too far even for her Mom and Shawna frowned, thinking that they were going to head into another row. She disconnected her fingers from her Mom and said, "I'm over eighteen, so that's my choice, not yours."
"Yes," her Mom stood up and picked up the empty dish in front of her, "I'd still be so jealous of them."
She picked up her daughter's empty dish as well and left the dining room, leaving Shawna wondering if she was coming back or whether the meal was fully finished and she could go upstairs. Just as she was thinking that her Mom wasn't returning she re-entered the room. "I love you Shawna."
"I know Mom," Shawna replied.
"No, you think I'm drunk, but I'm not, that was for courage. I love you Shawna and I want you," her Mom was grabbing her hands and almost literally pulling her to her feet. "I want to be yours, for us to be... I want you to..." Whatever she wanted she seemed to not be able to say the words, which was very unlike her normally eloquent Mom.
"Fuck," her Mom swore, which was even more unusual and then rarest of all she slammed her mouth onto Shawna's, opening it as she did. For a second Shawna remained stock still, she could feel her Mom's tongue pressing at the teen's closed lips, trying to enter in a way that couldn't be described as familial. Shawna knew she should push her Mom back, pretend she was drunk and try to forget all about it. But something was stirring within her as well, a desire she had hidden so well and for so long she had forgotten she had it, a burning lust for the older woman.
She opened her own lips and let her Mom's tongue collide with hers as she wrapped her arms round the older woman, pulling her even closer. Marcia's lips pressed on hers, her hands down Shawna's back, scurrying down until they were on the butt, squeezing sensually at the round rump. Her Mom's actions were so unexpected Shawna wondered if it was a dream or whether it was a hideous alien invasion where a body snatcher had taken her Mom's body. But for the former her Mom's taste was all too real and, as for the latter, Shawna didn't believe in little green men from Mars. It did leave one undeniable fact though, it was her Mom kissing her, passionately and energetically, in a way that was far past family bounds.
The only question that then left was what Shawna should do. To that she already knew the answer, letting lose her own sexual desires and returning the kiss with a passion, driving her tongue into her Mom's mouth and gripping her Mom's lower back, dragging her forward so that their bodies almost merged into one. They staggered forward like a four-legged, two-headed monstrosity which could not control its direction. Hitting the table Marcia was falling back on it, knocking aside a half-empty glass and spilling wine over the pristine cloth. Shawna withdrew her mouth long enough from her Mom to blow out the nearest candles, dimming the room without darkening it.
Below her Mom looked up, her mouth half open and her eyes fixed on her daughter. "I want you," she breathed huskily, "I need you."
"Yes, I want you too," agreed Shawna. Her Mom's feet were barely touching the floor as she lay on the table. The teen climbed onto her, standing on her tiptoes to balance herself as she lowered her face to her Mom's. Their mouths met again, lips trying to engulf the other as their tongues skirmished. Shawna found her hands on her Mom's side, forcing the dress up the older woman's body. There was no resistance from Marcia, just a wriggle like she was trying to help.
It got stuck around her midriff when the hem was no lower than her upper thigh. Shawna tried to push it further, but the position they were in was too delicate for her to manage it without disentangling herself from her Mom and she feared that if she did that her Mom would come to her senses and that would be that, over forever. There was enough space for her to slide her hand up the inner thigh seeking for her Mom's panties. Her fingers touched a velvety softness and it took her just a second to realise it was her Mom's shaven slit. The teen gave a small gasp though given they were making out passionately it should have been less surprising than it was that her Mom had been pantyless during dinner.
Her Mom bit her lip enticingly, "Finger my hole, baby, I want you in me."
Shawna had fingered a couple of girls before, a cheerleader at a drunken party and a brunette she'd hooked up with after sneaking into a bar one night whilst her Mom was working late. But their pussies had been nothing like as wet as her Mom's was as she slid two fingers in. It was only when she had already slid them in half-way that she even stopped to think she was finger-fucking her Mom. It gave her pause, perhaps for a second, maybe even two, but then her Mom groaned again, "Stick them in baby, fuck me with your fingers."
If her Mom was asking for it there was no reason to deny her, she obviously wanted it and didn't care that it was her daughter, and Shawna at this moment, had no problem with it being her Mom -- the older Tyler was hot and available, which was what mattered. The teen continued up, feeling the walls clinging damply to her fingers, making them sticky with juice. She pushed in and out, feeling her Mom vibrate beneath her, the older woman's chest rising and falling as she let out little gasps and moans. Shawna went faster, slamming her fingers in as deep as she could. Her Mom's hole felt so warm and moist against her skin, like she was dipping her fingers in a hot sponge. Her other hand was gripping her Mom's bosom through the dress, the older woman wasn't massively endowed in the tit department and the teen was easily able to grip a handful, squeezing tight. She began to kiss at the top of her Mom's neck and underneath her chin, leaving the mouth free so she could hear her passionate moans.
"Oooohh, good girl, ooohhh yesss, you're finger feels so hot in my tight pussy," the Milf groaned, her back arching and bending on the table. "Finger my pussy harder, thrust it all the way in."
"Yes, Mom, I will," always the good girl Shawna did as her Mom asked, driving her digits deep into the damp tunnel. Her Mom gasped louder and shook like she was sitting on an electric chair. Her hands reached out and gripped at the table cloth, pulling it towards her and sending the glasses and the semi-full wine bottle crashing down. She ignored that and pulled the cloth even nearer, her body bucking and shuddering as she came under her teenage daughter's intense fingering. Shawna grinned to herself, enjoying the pleasure she was giving her Mom as much as her Mom was. "Cum for me Mom," she called out, "I want you to squeal."
"Ooohhh, baby soon, just keep doing that, oooohhh fuck, pull down my dress, suck my tit," Marcia groaned.
Shawna pulled at the dress, but it stubbornly stayed on her Mom's shoulder even when the older woman wriggled. She tried to reach round to get for the zip, but it was hard to reach and still keep fingering the twat. Her Mom solved the conundrum with a simple solution, "Rip it off me baby, tear it, I don't care, I just want you to suck my tits."
For a moment Shawna paused, her Mom normally told her off if she even managed to have a loose thread on a button, but here she was asking her daughter to literally ruin an expensive dress. Then Shawna went for it, she could hardly be blamed when her Mom had told her to. Gripping the dress's neckline she pulled, for a moment all that happened was that her Mom's head lifted from the table as she was dragged upright. But then there was the sound of material tearing and Shawna could feel the dress ripping and splitting, going right down to her Mom's belly. The teen pulled back the ruined material to uncover her Mom's smallish breasts, the nipples already hard and erect. Her mouth went down and she began to suckle, slurping the teat into her mouth and teasing it with her tongue.
"That's good baby, fuck and suck me, oooohhh you're making me feel so right, I want you, oooohhh please..."
Shawna fingers went even faster, driving hard at her Mom, making the Milf shudder and gasp. Her mouth sucked the tit like she was baby, trying to see how much of it she could get between her lips -- if she stretched her jaw, it was a lot. It was soft and malleable once in her mouth, her tongue was pressing hard at the nipple and her lips pressing down on the flesh. Her teeth gently came down, grazing the soft flesh and scraping at the erect teat. Her Mom shivered in obvious sexual pleasure, her hand reaching down to grip her daughter's wrist and encourage her to go harder, as the other stroked the back of the teen's head. "Yes, baby, that's good, ohhh that is so sexy, mmmmnnn fuck my pussy."



Going even faster Shawna drove her fingers in, slamming as hard as she could, enjoying the moist wetness of her Mom's hole, the cum trickling down her fingers. In and out, back and forth, jamming forcefully, making the pussy squelch with her Mom's enjoyment. The older woman was shivering and groaning, her feet swinging back as she lay back on the table, rocking it violently. Shawna lifted her head to look at her Mom's face, the expression was one of rapture, far from her normal stern or prim. Marcia's eyes were closed shut, as if the pleasure she was receiving could escape through her pupils; her mouth was the exact opposite, open and wide, as she breathed and gasped through it. Shawna could tell she was close to climax and redoubled her own efforts, thrusting her fingers hard.
Lift off was quickly achieved. Marcia's face contorted as if she was a melting wax model, her moans and gasp turning to shrieks of pleasure, as she arched and bent, her entire body shivering with ecstasy. "Fuucckkk, aaaarrghhh, fuccckkk," she scream as she orgasmed, "Yessss, aaaarggghhh."
Pulling out the fingers Shawna licked the cummy goodness from them, even as she began to realise just what she had done. A cold pit formed in her stomach as she wondered how her Mom would react, it would be no good claiming that she had just responded to her Mom's invites, that would just be an excuse and her Mom never tolerated excuses.
She didn't need to wait long as her Mom regained her breath, before sitting up and sliding off the table onto her feet. She made no attempt to cover her bare bosoms as she stood in front of her daughter, "Sit down," she said.
Shawna automatically complied, worrying what was to come next. Her Mom put her at ease, even if was far from what Shawna had been expecting. "I want to eat your pussy, baby, please let me lick you out." She sounded both nervous and desperate, as if her daughter's cunt was a drug she craved and which she feared might be withheld.
"Yes," Shawna managed to get the words out, realising that she wanted it as well; they had already gone too far to stop, all that remained was to see where the path went. Shawna was sure they'd like the journey, she just hoped that the destination would be also be something they enjoyed.
Marcia was on her knees in front of her daughter. She lifted up the dress and then pulled down the panties, before putting her hands on the teen's thighs and spreading her legs. Shuffling forward Marcia licked her lips and looked longingly up at her daughter, "You don't know how much I want to do this," she said lustfully.
"You can eat it now, Mom, lick it all out," Shawna replied.
Her Mom nodded and went down. Her mouth opened straight away and she began to lap eagerly, her tongue slithering up and down the slit, dipping gently between the lips without quiet going in. The teen shivered in anticipation and grasped the chair arms, her body both tense and relaxed. Her Mom's licking was energetic and enthusiastic, if not yet targeted, wetting the flesh around the pussy as much as the cunt and labia itself. Shawna forced herself not to grip her Mom's head and guide her to the stop, instead she pull the dress even higher so it's shadow didn't obstruct her Mom's view and reached down rub her own clit with two fingers, hoping her Mom would use it as a marker.
One of these tactics must have worked as her Mom's tonguing became more concentrated on the teen's hole. Or it might have been that her Mom brought up her own hand and slid a finger into the slit, opening it. The reason didn't matter to Shawna, as much as the feeling of her Mom's lithe tongue inside her pussy did. The teen groaned and gasped in pleasure as it swished around, exploring her hole and leaving everything part it touched wet and warm. The elder Tyler got more confident and twisted her tongue around, pressing it as deep as she could into the walls and cracks, filling every crevasse with her tip. The cunt juiced up, the cum almost leaking from her front hole.
"Yes, Mom, yes, you can eat my cunt okay, mmmmnnn you're doing well, ooooohhhh, that is good," Shawna groaned and shuddered. Never had she imagined that she'd be eaten out by her Mom, she couldn't imagine most teenage girls did and suspected most would be appalled, not turned on. She felt different, not that it was right, because it definitely broke all of society's moral codes -- but that it felt good and she didn't mind that it was a total taboo, which would see you banished from polite company and probably jailed. She did reach out now and grip the back of her Mom's head, pushing her further forward, "Eat it, Mom, lick out my juicy pussy, drink my cummy cunt."
Her Mom complied, her fingers and tongue combining to pleasure the teenage twat, fast and furious. Waves of ecstasy swum through Shawna, her toes curled and hair straightened as she gasped and shivered. Her hand gripped at her Mom's head, she could feel the red hair against her palm and she hard skull being pressed by her fingers. She pushed harder, making her Mom go deeper into her pussy, shoving her face at the pubis so that her nose dug into the teen's flesh. This just made her Mom go even faster and harder, enthusiastically lapping at the pussy, slurping and drinking down the juice as quickly as her daughter could secrete it.
"Ooohhh, yessss, urrrhhh, oooohhh," Shawna groaned again, her body alive with a sexual bliss she had never felt before. After being fingered in the back of the brunette's car, after they had left the bar, the older brunette had lain her on the back seat and licked Shawna's cunt until the teen came. At the time Shawna had thought it had been the height of sexual pleasure, now she realised it was just a foothill. Her Mom might not have the experience, her licking was enthusiastic rather than accurate, but the speed and energy she put into it made it better than the mechanical laps of the brunette. Shawna squealed and gasped, almost rocking the chair back as an explosion of ecstasy tore into her cunt and blew through the rest of her body. She closed her eyes and gritted her teeth, trying to control her cries. Her Mom's tongue spoilt that plan and she let out a shriek of pleasure, "Fuucccckk, yesssss, aaaaaargggh, keep going, aaaaarggghh!"
Her Mom continued lapping eagerly, thrashing about the teenage twat. Shawna continued to cry and gasp as the climax continued to roll through her, rising and descending like a heartbeat as her Mom's tongue hit the sweet sensitive points again and again. The teen gripped the chair arms so hard they almost splintered, pressing herself at the straight back like she was trying to retreat from the perfect pussy pounding her Mom's tongue was giving her, "Aaarrrrghhh, yeessss, aaaaarrggghhh."
Her Mom pulled her head back momentarily, smiling happily as she wiped her cummy lips with a napkin. Shawna gasped for air, "More, eat me more," she managed to blurt out.
Down went her Mom again, driving her tongue into the already soaked hole, racing up and down it like she was a championship sprinter. Shawna groaned in pleasure. It was hard to believe that the woman who was driving her to previously unimagined heights of bliss was her own Mom, her own strict, controlling Mom who had previously never shown any indication she knew what fun was. The teen pressed her hand on her Mom's head again, pushing her in and enjoying the way her Mom's tongue sped up and went harder as she encouraged deeper. Soon the fires of orgasmic joy were being stoked from the already heated embers of the last climax. Shawna gasped and closed her eyes. "Yessss, eat me, lick my cunt, Mom, lap it out," she ordered.
Her Mom was obeying enthusiastically, her tongue going like it was a pumping engine, heating the pussy so that it was almost steaming. Shawna cried out again, her pussy exploding in ecstasy and sending the message of sexual bliss careening through the teen's body, until every part of her seemed to be trembling in climactic joy. "Yesssss, aaarrggghh," she cried out, "Fuuuccckkk."
Between her legs her Mom went even harder, driving herself into the sopping wet cunt, lapping up all the juice like she had a hunger for it. Shawna screamed again, her whole body shuddering and shaking, her skin burning and blazing as her pumped harder than it had ever pumped before, "Yessss, you're making me cum, ohhhhh Goddddd! Aaaaaarrrgghh."
She almost felt her head explode as the final wave of the climactic storm hit her and her screams were so loud it was lucky the neighbours didn't call the police thinking a murder was being committed, "AAAarrrrghhhh, fuuuuckkk, aaaaaarggghhh."
Her Mom raised her head and then slowly stood, she was breathing deeply and shivering slightly, as if she was shocked at what she had done and only just realised the gravity. Shawna felt that too, but she also knew she had no regrets, the orgasms had been too powerful for that. She forced herself to stand and before her Mom could say anything latched her mouth onto the Milf's kissing her deeply. She could taste her own pussy juice on the older woman's lips and tongue as Marcia returned it, her mouth matching her daughter's movements, opening united and slipping around each other. It gave Shawna time to think about what to do next, her Mom had opened the box to a new relationship, perhaps in this one it would be Shawna not her who took control.
She broke the kiss, "I want to fuck you. I've a strap-on hidden upstairs."
Her Mom bit her lip coyly and nodded, "I know, I've seen it and the other dildos you have hidden with it. When you've been out I've sucked them secretly hoping I could taste your juice."
Shawna had thought they were so perfectly concealed that they'd be impossible to find, so her Mom discovering them was a big a shock as the confession that she'd been secretly cock swallowing in an attempt to savour her daughter's flavour. The teen reached out and took her Mom's hand, "Let's go upstairs."
She led her Mom to her room, shutting the door behind her and almost waiting for her Mom to open it again and flee. Her Mom didn't and for a few moments they both just stood, waiting for the other to move. It was Shawna who broke the game of musical statues, reaching round the back of her dress to unhook it. Her Mom took that as a sign and began to get out of her own, torn, dress. "We're going to do this, aren't we? Have sex," she said.
"Yes" Shawna said simply for there was nothing else for her to say.
"I've wanted this a long time," her Mom said, stepping out of her dress. She held it up and looked at the rip running through it and shook her head ruefully, "Since you became a woman, I saw you differently. I wanted the best for you, to challenge you, but also to be yours, to have you... have sex with you... to be fucked by you. I held it back, but with college coming I knew I'd lose you."
"I'd have come back in the breaks and seen you," Shawna said.
Her Mom shook her head, "It wouldn't be the same, it'd be different." She paused for a moment and blushed as she surveyed her daughter's naked body, "It's going to be different now if we continue."
"It was going to be different the moment you kissed me," Shawna corrected her.
Marcia nodded, "Yes," she agreed, "I knew I needed to make a move tonight or I'd lose you forever. But until I did it I didn't think I'd have the courage."
"I'm glad you did," Shawna stepped in front of her Mom and lifted her chin upwards slightly, her own head moving down so that she could kiss her, her other hand fondling her Mom's mons sensually. She didn't keep the kiss long, just enough for her Mom to respond and kiss her back and for the older woman to know Shawna was happy with the path they were taking.
"Me too," her Mom said as Shawna stepped away.
The teen moved to where she hid her stash of dildos, including the strap-on. Her Mom looked on, but as she knew where they were hidden already it didn't matter that Shawna was disclosing her secret hidey-hole, though she was glad her diary had a padlock on it. She took out the strap-on and turned to face her Mom as she put it on. She'd worn it plenty of times, enjoying prancing about her room naked apart from it, listening to music when she got home and before her Mom returned from work. But she had never employed it for its primary purpose of fucking another woman - the purchase had been more in hope than expectation that it would get any use before she went to college.
"Do you want any help?" her Mom asked as Shawna adjusted the straps.
"I've got it," replied her daughter, as she made sure it was positioned so it would rub over her clit as she fucked her Mom.
"Do you want me to suck it and make it wet?" her Mom asked.
It was almost hard to believe her Mom, her controlling, stern, humourless Mom, was asking whether she should suck Shawna's fake cock. The teen wasn't one to look a gift horse in the mouth and it would certainly help having a lubricated dildo for the first time she fucked her Mom, even if she strongly suspected her Mom was plenty wet herself. "Yes. Down on your knees and get it in your mouth."
Her Mom was eager to obey, dropping to her knees in front of her daughter and taking the dildo in her hand to guide it into her mouth. She slid her lips round the toy and pushed forward, easily taking at least two-thirds of the nine inch dick without any difficulty whatsoever. She pulled back a small bit, her hand grasping the toy near the base, trying to work it into her mouth as she pushed forward, taking more this time and demonstrating an expertise in sucking cock that Shawna had never suspected her Mom would have.
Down her Mom went again, taking more in and rolling her eyes upwards to look proudly at her daughter. Shawna grinned down, her hips working gently to help her Mom get in the final couple of inches. The Milf reached round and grasped the teen's firm buttocks, using them as a lever to pull herself forward. There was a glugging, gulping sound as the toy was forced into Marcia's mouth, the older Tyler gagging at it, but still not pulling back. Her eyes widened and watered and a trace of bile slipped out the crack of her lips, like it was a real cock she was swallowing and it had cum in her mouth. Shawna paused, letting her Mom set the pace. The Milf pulled back slightly and then, gripping Shawna's cheeks so tightly that her nails left indentations, she dragged herself the remaining inch, pushing her face so far forward the toy vanished into her mouth and her nose pressed at the leather strap.
Just as quickly she released, her head springing back and her mouth falling away from the soaked prick. She panted heavily, wiping away the salvia which had gushed from her mouth and onto her chin. She looked up at her daughter and smiled, "I can make it wetter."
Given that the strap-on was literally dripping Shawna doubted that was true, but she just nodded and looked down as her Mom opened her mouth and again slid it down the dick. She went faster now, bobbing and nodding down the dick, but as a trade-off she didn't go quiet as deep, though the dick still went a good seven, sometimes eight inches into her mouth and Marcia still gasped and blinked her eyes as the dick repeatedly hit her gag reflex. More saliva was dripping from her mouth and down her naked chest, like little dribbles of sperm. The Milf carried on enthusiastically, eagerly sucking the fake phallus, her loud slurping filling the bedroom. Shawna rested her hands on her hips and let her Mom get on with it.
"You're sucking that cock clean," she said and her Mom nodded down in agreement, sliding down the dick and forcing it into her cheek side so it bulged like a squirrel. Shawna breathed slowly, trying to keep herself calm and in control. Whenever she had thought of her Mom discovering the strap-on she had imagined that it would result in at the best grounding from now until college, if not referral to guidance counsellors, priests and quack therapists. She hadn't ever thought that her Mom would be on her knees throating the toy as a prelude to being fucked -- not that she was complaining.
Without warning her Mom jerked her head back off the dick and lifted it towards he daughter, a wide beaming smile on her face, "Is that wet enough?" she said.
"Is your cunt already soaking?" Shawna asked in reply, though the dick was so wet that her Mom could be as dry as Temperance Week and it would have still slide in.
Her Mom grinned wider and reached down to fondle her pussy, "It is, absolutely flooding, it wants your cock, it's want you in me."
"On the bed," ordered Shawna with a nod towards it.
Immediately her Mom jumped up fairly scampered to her daughter's bed, lying back on the covers and spreading her legs open. Her hand moved down to her pussy, her fingers easing the lips apart to display the pink hole. The Milf hadn't been lying, the pussy juice glistened under the bedroom light, the cum seeming to gleam like traces of light silver in a pink wall. Shawna gazed lustfully for a moment as her Mom gave her an enticing smile, her tongue moving slowly and seductively over her lips.
"I am going to fuck you so hard," she finally said.
"Do, baby, I want it, I want you," her Mom replied and gave a small moan of anticipation as her daughter got on the bed with her.
The teen knelt between her Mom's legs, taking the strap-on and guiding it to the waiting hole. Her Mom gave a moan as it slid in, stretching her pussy wider with her fingers to make sure she could take the full girth of thick rod. Shawna continued down, savouring the feeling of losing her own virginity [in a manner of speaking] and taking her Mom's cunt with her dick. She went down as far she could, pausing for a moment, her head over her Mom, their eyes locked, her tits dangling over her Mom's, their chests moving together as they both breathed slowly. A wide smile crept across Shawna's face, "I'm in you."
"Yes, I want you to fuck me now, fuck me properly, I'm your baby to take for as long as you want, just make me cum."
"I'm going to, repeatedly," Shawna boasted and began to bang her Mom.
The toy thrust in and out of the older woman's wet slit, driving deep and hard down the tunnel. Marcia gasped and shuddered, her hands gripping round her daughter's back and her legs closing in on her daughter's thighs. Her head pressed down into the pillow, her red hair splayed out like bronze flames were shooting from her head. "Fuck me baby," she called, "Fuck Mom good."
Shawna planted her hands either side of her Mom and began to practice her press-ups with her Mom as a mat. Her body rose and fell, quick and hard, her waist moving and controlling the thrust as her upper body came down to match it, the teen's breasts brushing at her Mom's with every downward stroke. She kept her eyes on her Mom's face, watching the expressions cycle through, the older woman's mouth opening and closing, her eyes trying to keep focus on her daughter's, her brow creasing as the first waves of pleasure hit her. Shawna grinned and kept up the pressure, driving harder and faster at her Mom. Marcia's breath came faster, her mouth not bothering to close but remaining agape, as her eyes began to roll and the eyelids clamped down, the creases in her forehead becoming more pronounced. "UUurrrhh, urrrrhhh, yes, ooohhh, urrrrhhh," her Mom's pants were loud in her ear.
The pleasure wasn't only one way. The toy's haft pressed at Shawna's clitoral hood and bud beneath, sending little jolts of ecstatic bliss through her with every thrust. The harder she went, the faster she pounded, the more powerful the pleasure. Shawna drove as quickly and forcefully as she could manage, giving her Mom her all and receiving it in return. Her own breath was coming in fits and starts as her gasps and groans competed with her need for oxygen to fuel her pounding muscles. She tried to steady herself, like she was swimming, breathing in at just the right moment, but it was harder to do than she expected, especially as her concentration kept getting disrupted by the burning jolts of joy from her clit. Luckily her Mom was doing at least part of the work, rocking her hips so that she was meeting Shawna's thrusts and then falling away onto the bed as the teen pulled back. "Ooohhh, yes, baby, fuck my pussy with that big strap-on, fill it up totally."



"Uuurrhh, urrrhhh, yes Mom, take my thick toy, take it in your sopping cunt, I'm going to make you cum Mom," the teen replied as she slammed in. The bed rocked under her pounding, the little ornaments on the sideboard next to it jiggling and jumping as bed smacked into the wall and made the surrounding furniture shudder in time with Shawna's thrusts. "Urrrhh, urrrhh, that's it Mom, scream for me."
"Yessss, aaargghh, baby, yessss, fuck me, oooohhh God, I need you to fuck me, don't stop, ever," her Mom cried, her hands gripping her daughter's firm buttocks and stabbing them with her nails.
"Uurrrhhh, urrrrhhh," sweat dripped from the teen as she pounded, she wasn't sure when she'd last put in this much physical effort into anything -- and even if she wasn't star athlete she wasn't a couch potato anyway. But no race had such a prize as her Mom's pussy and no cheer from the sidelines could compete with her Mom's squeals for more. The teen redoubled her efforts, ignoring the stitch in her side and her aching lungs and sore muscles -- the pleasure, giving and receiving more than made up for it. Her Mom grasped her harder as if terrified she was going to let go and pulled her forward. The dildo speared into the soaking cunt with a splurting sound, juice trickling out and down her Mom's lips. The cum from Shawna's own cunt was smeared over the straps and toy as she fucked, mixing with the sweat that seemed to ooze from every pore.
"Aarrrghhh, yessss, yessss," Marcia now seemed incapable of saying anything more. Her pale skin was flushed red, like she had been out in the sun for too long. Her eyes were clamped shut and the muscles in her neck strained as her jaw worked back and forth, further screams emanating from her mouth as it was opened. Shawna wondered when her Mom last had sex, it was probably a long time ago she guessed, she couldn't remember her going on a date or bringing anyone home, even her overnight business trips were rare, her Mom preferring to get back at one in the morning rather than dare risk Shawna stay at friends, or even worse on her own. Certainly if it had been a while (since her Dad had left? That long?) she seemed to be more than making up for it now, her body shuddering and shaking as she was hit by orgasm after orgasm, announcing each climax with a repeated volley of shrieks and yells. "Aaaarrghhh, fuuccckkk, aaaarrghhh, yesssss!"
The teen thudded in, pleased with the result from her Mom, now she only needed to make herself cum as well and whilst she didn't think she'd have an orgasm so powerful as the ones that were shaking her Mom, she was keen to see how far she'd get. She pushed harder, slamming the toy into her Mom's cunt and against her own clit. The pleasure began to bubble up, rising steadily with each thrust. She kept going, driving herself forward, despite her exhaustion, knowing the final result would be worth it. The pleasure intensified and then it seemed to burst, like a damn with too much pressure on it. "Aaiieee, aaaaiieee, yesssss, aaaargggh," Shawna screamed.
All the colours of the rainbow danced in front of her eyes, stars whizzed down from the heavens and the earth seemed to literally shake. It lasted for no more than seconds, but that brief time was worth anything, souls were sold for less and fucking your own Mom probably was a bargain with the devil, even if it was a bargain Shawna was happy with. "Yessss," she screamed at the top of her voice, "Aaiiieeee, yesssss!"
Spent, she collapsed on the bed, breathing deeply. Her Mom was beside her, equally voiceless as she panted and recovered from her own climatic experience. For a moment they both just lay there, lost in there only thoughts and wondering what you can say when you've just banged your closing living relative. Eventually it was Shawna who spoke, "That was wonderful, you were so great."
"You too baby, I came so much from you fucking me, I don't think I've orgasmed so strongly since my honeymoon -- not even then I don't think," her Mom replied. "I'm just glad you enjoyed it though, I was terrified when I kissed you earlier, that you'd reject me and run away."
"Yeah well, it's not a normal thing Moms and daughters do, I'm not complaining, but it is strange," Shawna said.
"I don't want you to leave me, baby, I want you to stay and fuck me all the time, my pussy is always open for you," her Mom sounded almost plaintive.
"I'm not going anywhere for the rest of the year," grinned Shawna. She rolled over to half lie on top of her Mom, her mouth just inches from the older woman's, "So let's at least enjoy next few months and then see what future holds."
"Okay, I'd like that," her Mom smiled and then opened her mouth as Shawna's descended. They kissed, slowly and seductively at first and then increasingly hard and passionate. Their relationship had changed, hopefully much for the better, but time would tell. Their tongues intertwined as Shawna gripped and groped her Mom's titties, squeezing first one and then the other as if they were small balloons she was trying to pop. Her Mom kissed back harder, her tongue swivelling round Shawna's as her hands rubbed and massaged the teen's naked butt cheeks. Shawna could feel her energy returning, together with her libido and from her Mom's groans and sighs as they kissed she was feeling the same.
"I want to fuck you again," the teenager broke the kiss.
"As many times as you want," her Mom purred back, reaching down to her pussy to spread it open.
Shawna straightened up and took hold off the toy. A few months ago she'd watched a porn movie on her laptop in which a cheerleader took one of her friend's in the ass with a strap-on and since then the teen had regularly been stroking her pussy at night thinking about it. It was something she was wanting to try, to see if it was as hot to bang a butt as it was to watch. Her Mom had already given in to one taboo, the question was whether she was willing to break another; though unless Shawna asked she'd never know. She smiled seductively down at her Mom, "I want to fuck you in the ass this time."
Her Mom blushed and giggled like she was the schoolgirl, before nodding shyly, "Yes, baby, however you want me."
The teen grabbed a pillow and shoved it under her Mom's lower back, lifting her up. Next she grabbed the Milf's legs, lifting them and spreading them, before lowering them onto her shoulder. She looked down, guiding the dick towards her Mom's cheeks, "Have you ever had anal before?" she asked.
It was not a question you normally asked your Mom, but given how intimate they'd been so far (and about to become more so) it didn't seem intrusive. Her Mom certainly didn't seem to mind as she answered straight away, "A few times when I was younger. It's been a long time though, my ass will be tight for you."
"Okay, don't worry Mom, I'll take slow," Shawna said.
Her Mom smiled again, "I told you baby, take me how you want me."
Even as she was speaking her Mom was reaching for her buttocks, gripping them and pulling them apart, exposing her rosebud for her daughter's inspection. She was right, thought Shawna, it did look tight and for a moment she hesitated and wondered if she should be butt-banging her Mom, on what was technically a first date. Her Mom decided her; "Come fuck my butt-hole, ram it open and gape me wide," she purred.
"Sure, okay," grinned Shawna. She gripped hold off the toy and pressed it forward. The sphincter held for the briefest of moments, before giving way to the toy's tip.
"Oh, yes, I can feel it, I want it all the way in, that'll make me cum," moaned Marcia, closing her eyes and smiling brightly.
Her daughter kept hold off the toy and pushed it. She could feel her Mom's ass resisting the anal intruder, the walls refusing to yield their dominance of the passageway. The teen relaxed herself and then tensed to push harder, if there was going to be a battle for her Mom's anal chute it was one she was going to win. Gradually the walls began to give, allowing the dildo in. Her Mom's face contorted, twisting in pain as the toy pressed in. But she didn't seem to mind, "Keep going baby, put it in me."
"I'll go slow," Shawna promised, easing back, before pushing forward. In truth her Mom's ass was so tight that she had little choice but to be unhurried, easing the toy in at a measured pace. Her Mom's face continued to contort, but her moans were equally of pleasure and as the toy went deeper she was able to let go off her cheeks and reach down to massage her clit, the pussy below shimmering as the juice gleamed under the bedroom light. Seeing her Mom play with herself whilst easing a toy into the older woman's butthole was so hot that Shawna felt herself shivering in excitement. She pushed forward, feeling the cock dig deeper, "How's this?"
"So good," gasped her Mom, though her face was still screwed up, "I love you're strap-on dick being in my butt."
The teen continued, feeling able to let go off the dick, as it slowly went deeper into the older woman's backdoor. Instead she grasped her Mom's ankles, using them as levers as she pushed herself forward, driving back the tunnel walls. Her Mom groaned again, closing her eyes and gritting her teeth. Her hand worked a fast circle over her pussy and clit, leaving them soaking with juice. "Ooohhh, go on, all the way baby, put that dildo in my Mommy asshole."
In it went, further, stretching the hole. It had probably only been a couple of minutes since the tip had gone in, but it seemed longer -- but now the asshole was weakening, recognising the toy and it's wielder's superiority. Shawna pushed, feeling the dildo slip forward a couple of inches. She gripped her Mom's ankles even tighter and shoved herself forward, watching as the toy beneath her vanished between her Mom's round cheeks. The Milf shuddered and groaned, her hand speeding over her pussy. Her features were changing as well, the pained expression being slowly replaced by one of delight as her butt got used to the toy and began to send signals of pleasure as the nerves were stimulated rather than burnt. The teen grinned and thrust forward once more, this time the dildo didn't stop until Shawna's thighs were pressing at her Mom's buttocks, "MMmmn, yes Mom, how do you like it?"
"It's so good, I love it, I wish you could fuck me forever," her Mom replied, her breasts heaving as she panted excitedly.
"Perhaps not forever, but for a while yet," said Shawna and resumed her fucking.
The ass was still resisting, but less with each thrust, allowing Shawna to go both faster and harder. Her Mom seemed to appreciate that as she arched her back and gave a cry of pleasure, "Aaarrrrghhh, yessss, aaargghhh". Her hand whizzed over her pussy, the lips flexing and wriggling under her palm, cum glistening over them. The dildo banged in again and the older woman shuddered, her tits bouncing and jiggling and her face twisting again, this time in total pleasure rather than pain, "Aarrrrghh, that's it baby, fill me up, aaaaarrghhh."
Shawna upped her speed, pounding forward, the toy's haft pressing at her clit. She let out a groan, her own pussy was feeling so hot and wet as well, every thrust into her Mom making it more so. She still could only half-comprehend what was happening and how things had changed so quickly. If she'd been told this was a particularly vivid dream or a mental delusion and she was really in a Psych Ward she'd probably have believed; after all daughters don't have sex with their Moms and they especially don't fuck them in the butt with a strap-on dildo. Still all her senses were telling it was happening, from the scent of sex and sweat in the air to the feel of her Mom's ankles on her shoulders and buttocks against her thighs, to the passionate screams and squeals that were coming from her Mom's mouth. To say nothing of the fact that when she looked down she could see the toy disappearing into one of her Mom's hole, whilst the Milf rubbed the other and if she lifted her head some more she could watch her Mom's face contorting and twisting as she came again and again in a constant torrent of orgasms.
"Aaarrrghh, yessss, aaaarrggghh," Marcia screamed and jolted, her ankles beating a tattoo on her daughter's shoulders and her fists hammering at the bed.
"Uuurrrh, ooohhh, yes, your ass is so great, it's so fuckable," Shawna groaned in reply, pounding forward. The movie hadn't lied about how much fun it was to pound an ass with a strap-on, each thrust rubbing at her clit and taking her further on the road to orgasmic heaven.
She could feel more perspiration dripping down her body. Down below her she could see her Mom was also wet, though more of it was due to the juice which was squirting from her pussy as the older woman came. The cum spurted up like a fountain, seeming to hang in the air for a moment, then splashed down over Marcia's stomach and tits, drenching her in the clear liquid. She was screaming so loudly that she hardly seemed to notice the squirt, but Shawna did, shocked and delighted that she had brought her Mom to such climactic heights. She continued to pound in, driving the dildo and making her Mom cry out even louder, "Aaarrrrghhh, yesssss, aaaaarrgghhh."
The teen could feel she was near the top of the ridge, but the last part of the climb was the hardest. She could give up and try another day, satisfied with where she'd got for her first time. Or she could dig deep into her reserves, ignore the ache in her thighs and the tightness in her chest and pound on, knowing the prize at the top was worth it. Taking a deep breath she paused and then resumed, ramming the dildo even faster and harder into her Mom's butthole. Below her the Milf screamed and shuddered, her fingers pushing deep into her pussy. Shawna closed her own eyes, letting her other senses take control. The buzz from her clit upped a gear, the waves it was sending switching from a mid-Atlantic squall to a tempest, full of sound and fury. She thrust faster, panting hard. She could hear her own breaths and the sounds of her Mom's own orgasmic screams, the smack of the bed's headboard on her wall and slap of her skin against her Mom's butt. One more push, one last burst of energy, the tempest became a hurricane, tearing and destroying anything in its way.
"Aaaaaarrgghh," the teen screamed, "Ooohhh fuck, I am cumming, aaaaarrggghhh!"
*
Today...
"Hi," Shawna turned away from her locker as Ellie came up behind her.
The young black girl was grinning as if she had got the cream, though as Ellie knew where her friend had been during the last period she regarded the fact that she was smiling seemed a good sign. "Hi," she said in return. "I was just seeing the Dawn... Miss Norman, the school counsellor."
"I know her," grinned Ellie, "Was it a useful chat? Did it help?"
"A lot," said Shawna, "She told me she helped you as well."
"So much," agreed Ellie.
"She suggested Mom and I ought to come over to her place on Friday, she said you'd be there with your Mom as well."
"How did you answer?" Ellie cocked an eyebrow quizzically.
"I said yes."
*
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Over the last month things had changed considerably in the Tyler House. The working week was still the same: Marcia dressed in an well-cut and conservative business suit for work, before changing into an equally expensive skirt and blouse when she returned, at work setting high standards for her subordinates and at home encouraging her daughter to keep up her grades, avoid the distractions which could imperil a teenage girl and to be the best she could be. However, as soon as she entered the door on Friday evening all that changed and she gave herself body and soul to her lover, her daughter -- Shawna.
Marcia shivered with anticipation as she shut her car door and walked towards the front door. Over the last few weeks she and Shawna had spent the weekend fucking in virtually all conceivable position and in every room of the house. She had as much sex over the month as she'd had over the previous eighteen years -- and all of it much better than the crappy bangings she'd got from the selfish prick of an ex-husband or the few failed relationships which had followed after he left. She had high hopes that this weekend would be as enjoyable as the previous.
"I'm home," she called out as she entered, shutting the door behind her.
Seconds later her daughter appeared from the main room. She was wearing pumps indoors, which during the week was a definite no-no as slippers were the correct indoor footwear, as well as pair of tiny denim shorts and a cropped top (without a bra from the way her tits jiggled underneath, Marcia guessed), which would both been equally banned as too unladylike for the teen. However on the weekend Shawna was the one in charge and she wore what she wanted and during that time her Mom had no problem with it. The teen crossed the floor without a word, before stopping in front of her Mom and reaching round to grasp her tightly, jamming her mouth down on the Milf's. Marcia opened her own lips, allowing her daughter's tongue to slip in and slide round, the teen's hand gripping her Mom's ass at the same time and squeezing it tight, as if she owned her -- which she did until eight on Monday morning.
Melting into the kiss, Marcia happily let her daughter take possession. She still secretly worried that her daughter would suddenly think it was all a mistake and that one Friday Marcia would come home to Shawna dressed in a comfortable cardigan and smart slacks. However, today was not that day, her daughter's mouth was moving over hers, the teen's breast pushing through the top and rubbing at her Mom. The older woman kissed back, her own hands on her daughter's lower back, massaging the smooth skin and sliding her fingers beneath the denim to rub at her buttocks.
After a few moments Shawna broke the kiss. "We're going over to Ellie's for dinner, so get changed."
Marcia gave a sexy pout, "I was hoping we could have some you and me time, I've not eaten that tasty pussy of yours since I woke you on Monday."
Her daughter just grinned and spanked her behind, "Upstairs. I said we'd be over by just after six."
Marcia giggled and went to the stairs, making sure she swung her hips sexily as she climbed the stairs, knowing her daughter was close and concentrating her gaze on her Mom's behind. She went to her room and slipped off her jacket, before pausing as Shawna took a seat on the bedroom chair, licking her lips as she waited for her Mom to continue stripping. The Milf swayed to an invisible beat as she slowly began to undo her blouse, turning towards her daughter as the bra was exposed and then swinging teasingly away as she undid the rest. Still with her back to Shawna she slid the top off. Her waist gyrated as she reached down for the skirt hem, her thumbs hooking under the elastic to slide down the grey business like garment in the sexiest way possible. In the mirror she could see Shawna grinning in appreciation, her eyes devouring her Mom's body. The sensible shoes were next, it was harder to take them off sexily without falling over, but she kicked them off at least semi-successfully and then removed her pantyhose leaving her in just bra and panties. Normally she'd remove them and replace them with something sexier, but if they were going over to Ellie's she suspected that thong and see through bras weren't the style.
"What do you want me to wear, I've some nice casual slacks and a pullover, I can wear them and change into something sexier when we get home," she turned her head towards her daughter.
"I don't think that's suitable underwear for visiting Ellie and her Mom," Shawna said in reply, "Take them off."
"Sorry, of course," Marcia blushed at needing to be told that her bra and panties were too staid for a Friday, it was embarrassing to not anticipate Shawna's asks. At the same time she felt a thrill to think that she'd be having an adult conversation with Mrs Carter, whilst clad in the naughtiest underwear,
Bending over she slipped her panties slowly down, making sure she gently twerked her butt for her daughter's delight. Straightening up she turned her head over her shoulder again, "Do you want to unhook me?"
"I can do," Shawna replied. The teen walked over to her Mom and unclipped the bra, pulling it away with one hand, whilst the other slid over her Mom's naked stomach and gently massaged it with her palm.
"You sure you want to go, we can cancel," her Mom said, as her daughter's hand went lower and the bra fluttered to the floor at her feet. Shawna didn't answer for a moment, her mouth on Marcia's neck, gently kissing and licking the side of her throat. The older woman groaned in excitement as Shawna's spare hand went to her tit and began to squeeze it sexily.
Then as abruptly as she started the teen stopped, "No, I've been looking forward to this dinner all day."
Marcia was disappointed, but she told herself the meal couldn't last forever and when they got back she'd get down on her knees and show Shawna's pussy the love it deserved. No matter what they were going to be served for dinner she knew it would be the tastiest thing she ate all night.
Her daughter was over by the wardrobe flicking through the dresses. Eventually she pulled one out and held it up. "It's a little daring," Marcia said. The dress was one her daughter had made her buy a couple of weekends ago, and whilst she had worn it once for a Sunday night dinner with the two of them it was way too short and too revealing of cleavage to be one she wore to go out. She explained to her daughter "I'd look like a slut in it."
"A hot, sexy slut," Shawna corrected and lay it on the bed. "I don't think it needs a bra and if you're not wearing a bra why bother with panties?"
Marcia shivered, at least partially she had to admit, with excitement, "What will Mrs Carter think?" She had met Ellie's Mom a few times over the years, enough to call her Amber when they were together, but she didn't think teen girls should address their friend's Moms by their first name, so she always called her Mrs Carter when speaking about her to Shawna.
Her daughter grinned, "She'll probably think you're a sexy, hot slut as well, especially when you put on lots of make-up, deep red for your lips makes you look the sluttiest." She held out the lip gloss she meant as a naked Marcia sat down at the table and began to apply it. At work she preferred to not wear any, as she felt it detracted from her professionalism and even when she was entertaining (which she had seldom done as a single Mom) she had favoured muted tones. However Shawna always liked her to wear something gaudy and bright, Marcia was never sure whether it made her look more like a cheap prostitute or an expensive supermodel, but she wore it without complaint, Shawna seeming to bask in the looks guys gave her Mom as they went shopping.
She put on the dress and moved in front of the mirror. Her daughter was right, she might look like a slut, but she also looked sexy and hot, which was fine for being with her daughter, less so for Ellie and Amber. Still this was what Shawna wanted her to wear, so wear it she would. She turned round to see Shawna opening the drawer where Marcia kept her sex toys. The Milf gave a smile, it seemed her daughter might want a quickie after all -- the dress having its immediate effect. The teen withdrew her hand from the drawer, clasped in it was a butt plug, the silvery handle glittering brightly. The teen grinned, "Bend over Mom, I think your dress needs one more accessory."
"I can't wear that whilst out," Marcia protested, whilst bending over and lifting up her dress.
Her daughter's only reply was to say, "Part your cheeks for me, so I can get it in."
Marcia moved her hands to her buttocks, pulling them apart. She gave a sexual moan as the plug was pushed past her sphincter and into her anal passage. It always took a second or two for her ass to get used to it, but once it did it felt good. She straightened, blushing slightly and brushed down her dress to ensure it was crease free. Her daughter was grinning, "How's that feel? Hot and slutty?"
"Yes, very," Marcia said, "But it's going to be really hard for me to conceal I'm wearing a plug, every time I sit down I'm going to have to stop myself moaning. They'll notice I'm sure, they'll suspect."
Shawna just beamed wider, "Don't worry," she replied, "Ellie knows, so does her Mom."
"My God. How? That's terrible. What are we going to do?" Marcia felt an unfamiliar emotion in the pit of her stomach, one it took her a moment to recognise as panic.
Her daughter seemed unperturbed, "The school guidance counsellor told her, Dawn Norman. I confirmed it. Dawn and her Mom will be at Ellie's as well."
"What? Why? Is this some sort of intervention? Should we deny it. We can tell them nothing's going on. Shawna I should change."
Her daughter took her face in her hand and stroked her cheek, "It's not a problem, they're okay with it. It turns out not only is Ellie fucking her Mom, but Dawn Norman is as well."
"They are?" the last few moments had been such a helter skelter of emotions that Marcia's brain was almost refusing to function. "They're like us."
"They are. It turns out they've been meeting for a few weeks, some like minded mother-daughter couples getting together. I thought we'd also enjoy it."
Marcia breathed out a sigh of relief, hoping her heart would soon return to its normal sedate speed, "Yes, that sounds like a good idea."
"So what do you think of Ellie?" her daughter asked mischievously.
"I mean she's your friend, so I've always accepted her. She could perhaps do less phoning during the week and let you both concentrate more on your studies," Marcia said and blushed as she realised she was coming close to nagging.
Her daughter didn't seem to mind as she just gave a small laugh, "No, I mean do you find her attractive."
"I suppose, a little, not like you, but pretty," Marcia conceded.
"That's good, because I told her she could fuck you tonight," Shawna grinned, "I'm going to fuck her Mom as well and probably Dawn's Mom."
"You mean...?" Marcia's mouth opened in shock.
"Yes, Friday night is lesbian Mom-daughter orgy night."
*
Ellie had always thought her friend Shawna's Mom was beautiful looking but cold, like an Ice Queen. Whenever she'd gone round on a weekday evening there would be a disapproving comment about whether she and Shawna should be using their evenings more profitably than gossiping and listening to music. Weekends were little better with suggestions that hanging around the Mall was not what young ladies who wanted to get on in life did. This was partnered with raised eyes brows and stern looks if either of the teens wore a skirt or dress which was above knee height or shoes which had a heel above an inch. However seeing her at the dinner table wearing a short dress which split half-way down her chest, exposing the sides of her tits for everyone's view Ellie was rapidly revising the opinion and reckoning that far from being cold, she was burning hot -- especially as her cheeks were glowing as Shawna described how she and her Mom had got together in intimate detail.
"You banged your Mom's ass on the first date?" Julie asked marvelling, "We didn't do it for... what three, four weeks?" She turned for her daughter for confirmation.
"About four," Dawn confirmed.
She glanced at Ellie, but the teen remained silent. She hadn't yet strap-on banged her Mom's butt, despite several hints, though she was hoping it would be soon. She glanced at her Mom, Amber, who wasn't giving anything away as she continued to smile and sip at her wine. Ellie grinned at her and moved the subject on to the next morning and how that had felt, before taking a quick swig of her own wine and glancing at the others around the table. The two teens and the twentysomething school counsellor were dressed casually, in short pants (or skirt in Dawn's case) with tight cropped vests which showed their belly buttons and accentuated their bosoms. On the other hand Julie and Amber had also gone for sexy dresses, not dissimilar from Marcia's, giving their cleavage a good showing and so short they barely reached their upper thighs. However, whilst they both seemed to enjoy bottoming, neither were quiet as submissive as Marcia seemed to be -- the redhead's squirming not just due to embarrassment, but having a plug up her ass as Shawna had mentioned to her and Dawn as they were relaxing in the main room as the other Moms helped Amber in the kitchen.
"Mom's become a bit of an anal addict, haven't you Mom?" Shawna grinned, casting a glance at her Mom who blushed a little but nodded.
"Yes, I've found I enjoy Shawna's strap-onning my ass, a lot," she confirmed, putting a delightful vision in Ellie's head.
"She enjoys it so much she can't leave the house without something there," grinned Shawna and her Mom went redder, trying to avoid the interested stares of the other Mom's who were unaware of the plug and had probably been putting Marcia's squirms down to her shyness and embarrassment at her first lesbian Mom-daughter get-together.
After a few moments, Julie said, "You mean...?"
"Why don't you show them Mom," Shawna instructed.
For a moment it looked like Marcia would be too embarrassed to move, but her daughter gave a small cough and a directing look. The Milf stood, moving a few feet from the table and turning her back to them. She lifted her dress to just above her buttocks, showing the silvery base of the plug between the cheeks. She held up the dress for perhaps five seconds, long enough for everyone to get a good look, before dropping it down. She moved to sit down again, but Amber interrupted her, "I think we've finished eating, so shall we move to the main room and continue?"
"What about the dishes, do you want a hand?" Marcia asked.
"Don't worry they'll keep," it was Dawn who answered, even though it wasn't her house. She was already standing and moved over to Marcia, beating Ellie, who also had her eye on the redhead, and slipping her arm round the Milf's waist. Marcia's eyes widened, though she must have known she was over for an orgy it seemed it was still a surprise to her, to be touched by anyone other than her daughter. She didn't say anything as Shawna was up and placing her arm round Amber's waist. It left Ellie with Julie, and whilst the teen would have loved to have a go with Marcia who'd she'd never been with before, she also knew she'd have a fun time with Julie to start and there would be plenty of time in which to swap later. She took Julie's hand and squeezed it, making the older woman giggle and give her a sexy smile.
As host Ellie led the others into the main room, where she'd helpfully left a selection of sex-toys earlier. Marcia gave a small gasp, whether at seeing the various dildos lying around or whether because Dawn had taken this opportunity to squeeze her ass was unclear. Ellie sat down on one of the comfy seats, Julie getting on her knee as Dawn and Shawna led the other Mom's to the couch, Amber planting herself on Shawna's lap without comment and after a brief pause Marcia doing the same with Dawn. Even as the redhead was lowering herself, her daughter had turned Amber's head towards her and was starting to kiss the Mom, Amber replying with evident enthusiasm.
Watching her friend make out with her Mom was a major turn on for Ellie and she slid her hands under the front of Julie's dress, the tits being easy to find, and began to squeeze them, making the older woman squirm and giggle on her knee. Opposite them, Marcia was sitting nervously on Dawn's lap unsure whether she should be turning her head to kiss the young woman, pulling back her dress to allow effortless access to her bosoms or wait until Dawn made the first move. Luckily for her Dawn was happy with the latter, sliding one hand into the dress top to grip a tit, whilst the other went up the Milf's thigh and under the dress. Marcia gave a groan, interrupted as Dawn moved her head and mouth against hers and began to kiss. Julie gave another titter, as she watched, "So sexy," she purred to Ellie.
The teen and Mom continued to watch their lovers making out passionately with the Tyler's, both Mom's legs opening wider as their younger partners slid their hands up their legs and over their pussies. It was obvious that Shawna was fulfilling a long term fantasy about Amber, as she squeezed a tit and rubbed beneath the skirt, her mouth moving firmly over the older woman's. Equally gratifying was that after a stuttering start Marcia was quickly getting into the spirit of things, squirming and rubbing against Dawn's body, allowing the counsellor to pull at her dress, drawing it away from her smallish tits. The younger woman's hands went up to the naked bosom, gripping them hard and squashing them together as her lips continued to press hard at the Milf's. It was all making Ellie excited herself; she pulled at the dress cleavage, allowing Julie's breasts to break free. They were much larger than Marcia's, plump and juicy, but still very graspable and the teen made the most of that fact, grasping them hard and squeezing them as she began to suckle and slurp at the older woman's neck.
"Mmnnn, ooohhh, yes," Julie groaned, her impassioned moans competing with the slurps and sighs from the others. "Mmmmnnn." Her hand was under her own dress and Ellie could feel her vibrate and shudder on her knee as she played with herself, sliding her finger into a pussy which was leaking juice onto the teen's thighs. The teen squeezed at the tits harder, gripping them tightly, as she lifted her eyes to continue to watch the tableau in front of her.
Either her Mom or Shawna had undone her Mom's dress, which was now flopping round the midriff. Amber had also changed position so she was sitting astride Shawna's legs, leaning forward. As Ellie watched they ceased kissing for a moment, to allow Shawna to take off her top, her dark breasts with the even darker nipples bouncing as the constraints which had held them were removed. Amber leant forward again, kissing hard at Shawna as the teen's hands reached round and under her dress to grip at the older woman's ass cheeks. The two of them continued to kiss loudly and passionately.
Beside them Dawn was encouraging the dress down from Marcia. The Milf hardly resisted, standing up to let her new lover pull it down first to her waist and then below, leaving her wearing only her high-heels [with a butt plug accessory]. Dawn grinned and stood up to remove her own top and bottoms. She wasn't wearing any underwear either, though she went one steps further by then kicking off her pumps. "Sit down," she instructed the older woman. As Marcia did, Dawn sat astride her legs, rubbing her pussy up and down her thighs and groaning slightly, before lowering her head to suckle at a titty, slurping the smaller hillock into her mouth.



"MMmnnn, yes," Marcia moaned, her eyes closing as she gripped Dawn's side and stroked up and down.
It all made Ellie hot and she took off her own top. Like the others she hadn't bothered with a bra and her naked tits rubbed at the silk of Julie's dress, at least for a few seconds before the two of them co-operated in pulling it down.
"Are you finding it hot, watching your best friend and your Mom get it on," tittered Julie, "because I'm finding it so sexy watching Dawn with Marcia."
"I love watching her being fucked by someone else, you know what," grinned Ellie in reply. She kissed the top of Julie's shoulder whilst still keeping her gaze on the fun on the couch opposite, where her Mom and Shawna was in such a deep lip lock if they didn't come up for air soon one of them was going to faint.
"Would you get a better look if I wasn't in the way?" giggled Julie, "Say between your legs eating the tasty cunt of yours."
"Oh definitely," agreed Ellie. She was tugging down her hotpants even as Julie was standing up. The Milf helped her by removing her pumps and socks and then pulling the shorts over the ankles before tossing them aside. She momentarily blocked Ellie's view, though the teen couldn't complain as the Milf finished disrobing in front of her, standing naked and ready, her pussy wet with lust and her large bosoms swinging in front of her.
She grinned and got down between the teen's legs. "We're both going to enjoy this," she promised.
Ellie groaned in pleasure as the Milf's tongue glided over her cunt, slowly and seductively at first, gently teasing the slit and making it wet. She spread her legs wider, moving her own fingers down to rub at her clit as Julie's worked the pussy below. The Milf giggled and went quicker, her tongue pressing at the slit and sliding between the lips to press at the wet pink walls. Shivering in excitement, the teen groaned, "Eat me up," she demanded and Julie complied.
Waves of pleasure swept through the teen, even as the itch in her pussy intensified as she looked at the others. All four of them were more or less naked, though both the Moms were still wearing their heels and Marcia was still plugged, their clothes strewn across the floor. Shawna and Dawn were both sitting legs spread as the two Moms knelt before them. Amber took Marcia's face in her hands and brought it forward for a long, seductive kiss, Dawn and Shawna both grinned happily, rubbing their own twats in anticipation of the lapping they were about to get. It was a real turn on for Ellie as well and she rubbed herself quicker, whilst her other hand played and groped with her tits, making the nipples erect and hard. After a few moments, Amber broke the kiss, "For luck," she giggled.
Marcia blushed but she quickly followed Amber's lead as the Milf lowered her head into Shawna's pussy and started to lap it. Soon the two daughters were shuddering and squeaking in enjoyment as the older women tongued their pussies to perfection. Ellie rubbed herself quicker, gasping in pleasure, as she watched her friend quivering in pleasure whilst she was eaten by the teen's Mom. It was ultra-hot and sexy, possibly even more sexy than when she watched seen Dawn and her Mom, given how long she and Shawna had been friends. The black teen gasped and shook, grinning widely as she was brought towards climax. She grasped Dawn's hand and lent in to kiss her new friend. Ellie should have felt jealous, but didn't -- if not tonight then some other night she'd be the one sitting on the couch next to Shawna as they were eaten. She grinned and gave a thumbs up to her friends, transferring her hand to the back of Julie's head and pushing the enthusiastically licking Mom even further forward, "Harder, Julie, make me cum."
Julie was eager to comply, her tongue ratcheting faster and faster up the soaking slit. Ellie gave another squeal of excitement as her pussy blazed with pleasure. She temporarily closed her eyes so she could concentrate on the touch of the tongue and listen to the gasps and squeals and slurps and licks which were echoing round the room. The fire got hotter and Ellie knew she was close to climax. She rubbed harder at her clit, combining the press of her fingers with the tongue of the Milf. The orgasm came like an atom bomb. "Yesssss," the teen screamed, "Yesssss, aaaaarrggghhh."
Julie paused briefly, lifting her head before going down again, resuming her energetic lapping.
Ellie gasped and panted, stroking the older woman's hair as she dug deep into the teenage cunt. She opened her eyes to look across at her Mom and the others. The two Milfs were still on their knees eagerly lapping away, the glint of the plug in Marcia's ass visible as she bobbed. Above them Dawn and Shawna were kissing passionately, their hands running over each other's naked bodies as they enjoyed having their cunt's munched. It wasn't long however, before they broke, both letting out little gasps and whinnies as the Mom's between their legs started to bring them towards climax. Ellie could feel her next orgasm coming at speed as she watched her friends bucking and shuddering, crying out in pleasure, their faces flushed. "Aarrrrggghh, yesssss, aaaarrgghh," both Dawn and Shawna were screaming out in ecstasy.
Soon Ellie was joining them as her body exploded in climactic pleasure, "Aaarrrrghhh, fuuuckkk, yesssss, aaaaarrggghhh."
Slumping back against the couch she panted and gasped, trying to suck in the oxygen her red-hot body needed to cool down. Julie stood up, winking at Ellie as she sashayed over to the others. "Swap," she giggled at Amber, "I want to have a taste of Shawna as well."
"Okay," giggled Amber standing up, "She tastes good, let me eat Dawn, Marcia, it's time you ate my daughter's cunt."
"Do as she says Mom," giggled Shawna, wiping a bead of sweat from her head.
Marcia nodded and stood up, it was hard to tell whether her red flush was from embarrassment at partaking in a mother-daughter orgy or whether it was because as she being licking she'd fingering her own cunt to orgasm. In either case she walked across the floor towards Ellie, smiling nervously as she got on her knees. "You want me to eat your pussy?" she asked her daughter's best friend.
"Since I was thirteen," grinned Ellie, which was an exaggeration, though certainly she'd had a few fantasies about fucking the austere redhead as she got older and realised she liked women. Marcia did blush this time at the words, her cheeks getting even redder and her eyes avoiding contact with Ellie's. Her hands pressed at the teen's inner thighs, opening them wider and her head slid down -- she might have been embarrassed but she was still more than happy to go down on her daughter's best friend.
Ellie closed her eyes and relaxed as her best friend's Mom began to gently lick at her wet twat. "Mmnn, yes lick my pussy, you know you want to. Oh fuck, I bet Shawna's enjoying your tongue, mmmnn, that's feeling so good. Damn, you know just what to do with it." The teen groaned and shivered in excitement as the older woman's lithe tongue worked its way up and down her slit, pressing between the open lips and slithering over the wet pink walls. Each movement sent waves through the teen and left her grasping at the cushions, her nails biting deep. "You're doing well, you're finding the spot. Oooohhh, my pussy is loving the attention."
It was hard to believe prim and proper Mrs Marcia Tyler was between her legs, licking at her soaking cunt and steadily bringing her to orgasm. Mrs Tyler who complained when music was too loud and didn't allow visitors in her teen daughter's room past eleven and to whom any dress which was higher than knee length was indecent. Yet here was that very woman on her knees in front of her licking pussy with the enthusiasm of a porn star. Ellie groaned in pleasure as her friend's Mom tongue slid into her hole, tickling her insides and racing over nerve endings under her pink flesh. Her own thumb pressed at the clit, rubbing it vigorously and adding to her pleasure. The older woman licked harder and quicker, obviously determined to show what she could do. Ellie gasped again, "Yessss, yesss, lick my cunt hard."
She squeezed her eyes tighter shut, not needing to see Marcia to imagine her lapping hard, her head buried deep in the teenage twat. She mentally thanked Dawn for inviting Shawna to their little get together and Shawna for bringing her Mom, Marcia was a revelation -- a pussy licker par excellence. The older woman was going faster now, her tongue hammering at the hole, like she was determined to lick it so much that the teen would die from an orgasmic overdose -- though it would be a good way to go. The teen reached down, finding the back of Marcia's head and pressing it forward. The older woman responded to her touch, forcing her head further between the legs, her tongue digging deep into the soaked hole and making it even wetter. Ellie gasped and shuddered, the waves of pleasure hitting her like waves crashing against a pier, the tide increasing, smashing up the wall and then flooding over. "Fuuccckkk, aaaarrrggghh, yesssssss," screamed Ellie, "Don't stop, fuuuccckkk, yesssss."
Marcia briefly paused, as much to get her own breath back as to allow Ellie to stop panting and regain some sort of equilibrium. The teen could hear the moans of her friends as her Mom and Julie also ate eagerly across the room. The break was only for moments, before Marcia returned for a second helping of juicy cunt, her mouth open and her tongue gorging on liquid that was seeping from Ellie's pussy. The teen groaned in pleasure, "Keep on doing it, tongue my cunt, mmmmnnn Shawna's so lucky to have such an expert pussy licker as you at home."
The only response from Marcia was to twist her tongue down the teen's hole, lapping at the creases and folds of the pussy walls, stimulating the nerves underneath. Ellie gave another cry, pressing her head against the back of the couch and gripping at the cushions on either side of her, as if squeezing them would hold the explosive barrage of pleasure back. It didn't. "Aaaaarrggghh, fuuccckkk, yeessss, aaaarggghhh," she squealed again, her entire body feeling like someone had turned on a nuclear reactor within it, "Aarrrrghhhh, myyyyy God!!! Fuuuccckkk!"
"Can I join in?" Shawna said from nearby and Ellie opened her eyes.
It seemed whilst she had been luxuriating in the tonguing she was getting Dawn and Shawna had decided to equip themselves with a couple of the strap-ons lying around the room. The school counsellor was next to the other couch, standing whist Julie and Amber took turns in fellating her strap-on, one taking the dildo in their mouth and sucking it eagerly, whilst the other moved into to suckle the other's titties and rub their pussy, making sure the fellater was enjoying the experience. Shawna, on the other hand was standing next to Marcia and Ellie, looking down with obvious relish.
"Yeah, sure, she's your Mom," replied Ellie.
"Don't stop tonguing Ellie, Mom," Shawna instructed as she moved behind the Milf and positioned her hands on her Mom's chest and back, guiding her into a hands and knees position. "We can keep both ends occupied."
"Oh my God," giggled Ellie as she watched her friend stand behind her Mom and slide her dick into the obviously soaked pussy. Marcia did pause, as she got used to the new position, but only for a second before she resumed licking energetically at Ellie's cunt. She immediately began to feel a new sensation as Shawna began to rock back and forth, thrusting the strap-on into her Mom and making the older woman shake, the vibrations flowing through her and onto Ellie. "Oh my God," Ellie gasped in a high-pitched squeal, "Oh my God!"
She had thought the licking was good before, but it was like comparing her local church to Notre Dame Cathedral. Having her cunt filled by her daughter's toy seemed to have pushed Marcia to a different level, the Milf's tongue going even faster and harder at the teen's hole. Added to that the pounding was driving her forward and conducting the pleasure vibrating through her like she was an electrode. Ellie gasped and squeaked, her toes literally curling in ecstasy as the burning sexual flames scorched through her, "Fuuccckkk, yesss, fuccckkking yessss!"
Opposite her Shawna was thrusting hard, her naked black bosoms bouncing as she hammered her Mom's hole, a trace of sweat slipping from her forehead showing the effort she was putting in. "Thanks for inviting me and Mom," she grinned at her friend.
"My pleasure," Ellie gasped as Mrs Tyler's tongue thundered at her the teen's twat, "Really, my total pleasure, uuuhhh, oooohhh, literally..."
Gripping her Mom's sides Shawna slammed harder and quicker, vibrating the Mom like a live wire. The Milf passing on the pleasure to Ellie who squeaked and squealed in climactic joy as the older woman licked her to orgasmic heaven, "Aaarrrghh, yessss, aaarrggghh." Marcia didn't stop licking.
Still panting Ellie lay back against the couch letting the two Tyler's do the work. Across the floor her Mom was on her back her legs clasped around a kneeling Dawn's waist as the school counsellor vigorously fucked her cunt. Julie was sitting on her friend's face whilst leaning forward and kissing her daughter, the three of them enjoying their group fuck as much as Ellie was enjoying hers. Shawna as well, from the smile on her friend's face and almost certainly Marcia, from the enthusiasm with which she was continuing on Ellie's cunt.
"Let's move this up a gear," the black teen suddenly said and pulled the dripping dildo from her Mom's cunt. She reached down and grasp the base of the plug pulling it out with a pop. "Now let me stretch this hole more," she grinned and taking her soaking strap-on in her hand guided it to the now free asshole.
Ellie watched in fascinated lust as her friend's toy vanished between Marcia's cheek, the black teen happily sodomising her Mom and Mrs Tyler equally happily taking it. The only downside was that it went in Marcia couldn't keep up the licking without pausing to let out impassioned moans of ecstasy. After a few moments Shawna solved that problem by leaning forward and pressing down her Mom's head, "Get lapping Mom," she grunted as she pounded.
Ellie gave another squeak of pleasure as the Milf's tongue resumed it works, slamming at the teen's soaked cunt, finding the special spots and giving them all the pleasure she could. She shuddered and threw her head back against the couch, her hands moving to her bosoms to squeeze and grope them, adding to the fiery waves that were blazing through her. Shawna grinned at her friend's reaction, "Mom's such a great cunt licker."
"She is. The best," said Ellie, feeling a little guilty as she said it, because she felt her Mom was probably better, though it was a close run race.
"Her ass is so fuckable as well," grinned Shawna, "You want to give it a go?"
"Fuck, yes," grinned Ellie.
Marcia, who had obviously been listening as she licked, raised her head and gave an enthusiastic nod, "You should fuck my butthole. I could lick Shawna's cunt again as you banged it."
"I've a better idea," grinned the black teen, "What about we strap-on spit roast my Mom?"
"I'm more than up for that," grinned Ellie. She stood up and glanced across at where her Mom was now on Julie's face and kissing Dawn, as the school counsellor was fucking her Mom. She gave her Mom a small wave and the older woman, broke the kiss long enough to giggle and give a small wave back. Ellie picked up a strap-on from the side table, stepping into the leather harness and pulling it up. She tugged it into position and made sure it was comfortably adjusted so the base was rubbing against her clitoral hood.
Shawna was still thrusting into her Mom's ass and Marcia was gasping and groaning in pleasure, "Ooohhh, yeesss, fuck my butt, oooohh that's so good."
As Ellie approached her friend pulled the strap-on from her Mom's ass and turned the Milf round so that she was facing the black teen. "Open wide," she grinned and fed the toy which had just been in Marcia's ass into her mouth. The redhead took it without a complaint, her head bobbing up and down the toy as she sucked it down, cleaning it off her anal juices. Shawna gave a grin towards Ellie, "Okay take the toy in your hand and push it in my Mom's back hole, it should be pretty relaxed for you, so it'll be easy."
Ellie looked down, her friend was right. Marcia's sphincter was still open, the black hole of her bowels dark against the pale skin surrounding it, like the entrance to a mine. The teen took hold off the dick and slowly guided it towards the hole and then in, sliding it down. It was easy and for the first time ever she was in another woman's back passage. She paused for a moment, mentally marking the moment, smiling at Shawna as the black girl worked her hips, gently encouraging more of her own plastic cock down her Mom's mouth. Ellie glanced over at her Mom and the others, Julie and her Mom were too engrossed, licking each others' cunts in a sixty nine as Dawn thrust at Amber's pussy. The counsellor turned her head away from the Mom's and grinned at her friend, "Go for it Ellie, fuck your first ass."
"Yep, bang it Ellie, my Mom can't get enough strap-on prick in her butt," Shawna agreed.
Grasping hold off the older woman's waist Ellie began to thrust in and out of the backdoor. Whilst it had been opened by both the plug and then Shawna's butt-fucking, it was still tighter than a pussy and the strap-on pressed hard against her bud as she pushed forward. At first it was difficult to get into a rhythm, unsure of how much pressure she should put on the thrusts or how deep to go before pulling back. But she quickly got used to it, getting herself into a constant pattern, driving the dick down and into the older woman's bowels. With each thrust Marcia shuddered and shook, sucking at her daughter's dick and taking more of it in her mouth. Shawna grinned happily and adjusted her own speed to match her friend's, the two of them quickly moving in unison.
Between them Marcia creased up, slurping and squelching as two holes were filled with big strap-on cocks. She rocked back and forth enthusiastically, meeting her daughter's hip movements, before falling back to drive her ass against Ellie's incoming thrust. Her red hair fell across her shoulders and her small tits bounced and jiggled beneath her shuddering frame. "She's enjoying it," confirmed Shawna, raising her hand for a high five.
Slapping it quickly, Ellie returned her hand to grasp Marcia's side. She gradually began to speed up, as she became more confident that the older woman could happily take the dick in her ass. Each time she upped the pace Shawna went with her, so that they remained in lock-step, hammering the Milf between them. It was certainly enjoyable butt-banging the older woman and, to Ellie, it seemed that Marcia was certainly experienced in anal; obviously getting it regularly from her daughter was teaching her lots of tricks. As she also seemed to enjoy it Ellie hoped that she could persuade her Mom to try it sometime, perhaps on a Sunday night after a romantic meal and some wine. She glanced across to see if her Mom was watching. Her Mom wasn't, being too engrossed it sucking the cock Dawn had just pulled from her Mom and was presenting to Amber to clean. Dawn saw and grinned, "Go for it, fuck that ass."
She pulled the cock from Amber's mouth and said to her, "Look, watch Ellie fucking Marcia's ass. Isn't that hot -- I've never seen a live lesbian spit-roast before."
Amber licked her lips, only partially because of the saliva that was coating and smiled, nodding, "It's so sexy watching my girlfriend fuck another woman up her butt. Go for it baby, it's so arousing." She turned and slipped her mouth down Dawn's dick again, sucking eagerly at it as her hand moved to her pussy, rubbing the clit vigorously over Julie's face.



It encouraged Ellie to drive faster, pounding the redhead. A smiling Shawna did the same, shoving her toy into her Mom's mouth and making the older woman gag and gasp. The black teen pulled it out, the toy dripping saliva onto the carpet as Marcia gasped for air and once she got it squealing in pleasure as her butt was filled, "Ooohhh, yessss, fuck my ass, oooohhh yessss."
Ellie was expecting her friend to slip the dick back into her Mom's mouth, but instead Shawna gave a naughty smile, "Do you want to have a go at DPing her with me?"
Ellie had seen a lesbian DPs when watching porn with her Mom a few nights ago. Then she had been trying to hint at her Mom to try straight anal, now she was being asked to go beyond that and with Shawna literally fuck two of Marcia's holes at once. "With my best friend? Sure I want to try it."
"Okay why don't you lie down?" Shawna suggested.
Ellie did, making sure she moved so that she was beside her Mom, so that her Mom could also see it and hopefully realise how much fun anal and more could be. Shawna helped Marcia up, the redhead looking a little dizzy but soon rallying as Shawna gave her behind a reinvigorating slap.
"Lower yourself down on Ellie's dick, reverse style..." the black teen instructed and Marcia did. Her open ass easily slid down the thick pole, going all the way down until she was sitting on Ellie's pelvis, the cock fully embedded in her ass. Shawna reached down and opened her Mom's thighs wider, exposing the pussy. She grinned, "Ready for your second cock?"
"Yes, double fuck me," moaned an excited Marcia, rubbing hard at her clit as she waited. She didn't have to wait for long as Shawna descended, pushing her back so that she was lying on Ellie, the teen's tits squashed under the older woman. Shawna was guiding her own dick in, a passionate groan erupting from Marcia as she was penetrated. The toy came down and Ellie could almost feel it touching her own strap-on, only a tiny membrane separating the two cocks. Her own strap-on pressed at her bud and she too let out a groan, her hands reaching round to grasp Marcia's small titties and grip them like levers. She began to work her hips, gently easing the toy in and out, as above her Shawna did the same.
"Mmnnn yes, double fuck me," Marcia moaned as the two teen's slid their cocks in and out of her. She shivered on top of Ellie, her smooth skin brushing against the teen's erect nipples, sending a further frisson of excitement pulsing through the young woman. She squeezed Marcia's in return, hardening the teats with her fingers. The redhead shook and moaned, pressing her head back into the crook of the teen's shoulder. Ellie shoved up, pressing the dildo into Marcia's butt and the redhead let out another loud and lewd groan, "Ooohh, that feels so good both of you."
Shawna came down, her naked tits bouncing on top of Ellie's hands, before springing up again as she rose. Up and down, she moved, thrusting her toy into her Mom's soaking cunt. Ellie tried to keep up with her, it was harder than she thought as she was lifting not only herself but Marcia as well, the redhead lying on her and shaking so much with pleasure she could barely raise herself. Ellie took a breath and waited until Shawna was lifting before thrusting up, she timed it well, lowering herself half a second later as her friend descended. The up again, ramming the dick into Marcia's backdoor, making the older woman gasp as she was slammed up, then another groan as her daughter hit the hole, pressing in as Ellie retreated. The two teens began to get into a rhythm, working together to fuck Marcia to a summit of orgasmic fury.
"Yessss," squealed the redheaded Mom, "Yessss, yessss, this feels so good, two dicks is so much hotter than one.... Fuck me, ooohhh fuck me so hard, girls."
The two teens continued to comply, ramming hard, grunting and panting as they banged both holes open.
Ellie turned her head to look at the others. They'd moved to the couch to get a better view, Amber and Julie, using dildos on each other's pussies whilst interspersing watching the show in front of them and making out passionately, as Dawn sat grinning, playing gently with one of her nipples as her spare hand rubbed down at her clit under the strap.
Shawna suddenly paused, Ellie rammed in once and then fell back, grateful for a few moments rest before she resumed pounding the Milf. The black teen stood up and turned to Dawn, "What about you join us and we make my Mom airtight?"
"What? Three strap-ons, three holes?" Dawn asked with a smile.
Shawna nodded and Ellie quickly blurted her agreement as well. The three of them quickly turned to Marcia, who blushed and nodded, "That'd be fun," she replied.
"You've got have a go at her ass, Dawn," Ellie said, "If Shawna doesn't mind."
"No," the teen laughed, "I'd recommend Mom's butt as well."
"I can never say no to anal," giggled Dawn.
"Okay, I'll lie down and Mom, you slip your soaked cunt down on my cock," said Shawna, taking control. Her Mom did as she said lowering herself down on the strap on, looking down on her daughter's naked sweaty body. "Now raise your ass for Dawn, that's right." The school counsellor crouched behind the Milf, sliding in the dildo with an expertise born of long practice of butt-fucking her own Mom.
Marcia gave a moan and shudder as the toy slipped in. "Ellie, you stand astride me," Shawna continued, "Feed my Mom your dick."
The teen did as her friend suggested, leaning forward towards Marcia. The redheaded Milf opened her mouth to receive the plastic cock that had so recently been deep in her bowels, not seeming to mind that it had been there. Slowly Ellie began to rock back and forth, encouraging the dildo in and out of the older woman's mouth. At the same time Shawna and Dawn began to start fucking her other two holes, rocking forward to fill her up. It was harder to co-ordinate their moves this time, not just because there were three of them, but because whilst the strap-ons easily fitted in the Mom's well used back and front, Ellie was more gentle with her mouth, not wanting to make the older woman gag from a deep-throat whist she was being double penetrated.
On the couch Julie and Amber was groaning and gasping as they jammed dildos in each other's snatches, shuddering in pleasure. Their eyes were glued to tableau in front of them, watching their daughter's make their new friend air-tight (and perhaps Ellie hoped, her Mom might be fantasising about it being her on another Friday). "Mmmnn, this is so hot..." Julie moaned.
"I can't believe our daughters are so fucking sexy," Amber added, "Ooohhh, yes, fuck her girls, fuck Marcia hard, fill those holes."
Ellie gripped the redhead's shoulder and jerked her hips harder, driving the dildo deeper into the older woman's mouth as she got used to it. Marcia bobbed enthusiastically, taking in as much of the cock as she was able as she was bounced between the other two daughters. From below Shawna grunted, "Feed it her Ellie, she'll suck it deeper."
Taking the hint Ellie pushed further forward, watching as the toy slid between Marcia's lips. The redhead's eyes were already wide open, but they misted over as she gulped the cock down. Another push and she could see the older woman gagging. But Marcia made no attempt to push it out, merely easing her head backwards to direct the toy towards the back of her throat. Given that she was taking dicks in her other two holes at the same time, it was an impressive performance by the redhead and one that, if Ellie hadn't been using her hands to balance on the redhead's shoulders, she would have literally applauded.
The other Moms were hammering hard at their holes, gasping and squealing as they enjoyed the show, their pussies were soaked, cum staining the couch. Ellie made a mental note to put some stain remover on before she went to bed, otherwise it'd be hell for her Mom to clean tomorrow. Then she pushed her cock at Marcia, making the red head swallow it. Saliva was dripping from between the cracks of the Milf's mouth, dripping down her chin and onto her daughter. Glancing down Ellie could see it was the only liquid covering Shawna, as plenty of pussy juice had slipped from her cunt and that of her Mom, covering her pubis with a shiny cover. The black teen was pounding up, creating more cum, the liquid seeping from her pussy and over the leather straps.
"Uuurrhhh, urrrrhhh," Dawn was moaning in pleasure as she pounded in, her hands reached for Marcia's shoulders to give her extra leverage, her fingers spreading over Ellie's. The two of them grinned and upped the pace, slamming the Milf some more.
It was so much fun, Ellie wished they'd started doing this months ago. But then she hadn't realised Shawna was banging her Mom and to be fair she'd kept it secret from her friend when she'd started as well. That was the problem with having a taboo sexual relationship with your Mom, you could hardly go into school the next day and tell everyone. Still, now they all knew she hoped Shawna and Marcia would be joining her and the others for regular Friday night fuckfests, the eagerness with which Marcia was bouncing between the daughters and the enthusiasm with which Shawna was fucking her suggested that it was highly likely.
"Ooohhh, yesss, aaaarggghh" on the couch Julie was cumming from the hard core dildoing. As she collapsed back Amber took the toy from her friend's cunt and slammed it into her own, allowing the spent Julie to flop and relax, as Amber pounded herself towards climax.
It didn't take long before she too was cumming, the sight in front of her too powerful to hold her libido back from the inevitable explosion. "Yesssss, aaaaarrghhh, yesssss," she screamed as she too came.
The three daughters redoubled their efforts, pounding Marcia like a rag doll between them. The Milf shuddered and shook, her cunt squirting juice like it was a high powered hose. Ellie could feel her own pussy was blazing from the pleasure it had constantly received. She wasn't sure when they'd finished dinner, was it an hour ago? More? It seemed like she'd been fucking for only minutes, but her aching muscles told her she'd being going longer than that, through orgasm after orgasm. She could feel herself slowing, the others as well. Slowly she stepped back, pulling the dick out, allowing Marcia to moan loudly.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, yes, oh fuck," the redhead repeated over and over again, her mind blown by orgasms she'd repeatedly had. She fell forward over Shawna as Dawn continued to fuck her.
Ellie took a seat between her Mom and Julie, kissing them both slowly and seductively, as she pulled away her strap on and picked up one of the dildos, running it lightly over her pussy as she watched the end of the show. The two Moms slipped their arms through hers and nestled against her.
The participants were all now spent, slowing down to a crawl, before finally breaking apart and lying on the floor, breathing heavily, and letting the flames of excitement slowly burn themselves out.
Eventually it was Shawna who managed to speak, "Next Friday, you're all invited over to our place."
"Looking forward to it," giggled Ellie and her Mom and Julie hugged her arms in agreement.
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Seeing Grandma's car in our drive, as I stepped off the bus, my heart skipped a small beat. Quickly I smoothed down my cheerleader skirt and ran a hand over my hair to make sure my fringe was straight, before almost skipping up the path, round the back and into the kitchen.
As I suspected she and my Mom were sitting at our kitchen table, drinking coffee. They looked up as I came in, Grandma's eyes going up and down my body, clad as I was in my cheer uniform including short skirt and a tight, cropped top. "Good day?" my Mom asked.
"Yes," I grinned, I leaned in and gave her a familial peck on the cheek "Lots of prom organising". As the a popular high school cheerleader I'd been co-opted onto the organising committee -- not that I minded I'm certainly not one of those mean girls you see in the movies and was happy to help out the rest of the student body; though it also looked good on my college resume as an added bonus.
"Speaking of prom, Gabby, I got the dress you wanted upstairs" Grandma said.
I didn't reply, at least in words. Instead a slid myself astride her knees, taking her face in my hands and kissed her long and deep. She fondled my butt gently as she opened her mouth, letting my tongue grapple with hers. As you can see I don't have a normal relationship with my Gran, in fact for the last month we've been enjoying a passionate sexual relationship. My Mom looked on with obvious maternal affection, not only is she supportive of our relationship, but she'd a hand in getting us together.
*
It started with a conversation a few weeks before. Me and Mom have always been very open about sex, Mom being of the view that if we weren't meant to enjoy fucking God wouldn't have given us so many pleasure points and made us bodies which were so flexible. She's always been pretty kinky and happy to share it with me, whether she was talking about being the centre of a four-person gangbang or getting DP'd by her date and his brother. I'd been a late starter, not losing my virginity until my eighteenth birthday and it had been pretty disappointing. I'd been with a few guys since then, been banged in a few back seats, given half a dozen blow jobs, but they'd all been pretty underwhelming, I just wasn't that into guys at all.
What I did like was the female form -- showers after practice were a particular joy for me, I could have remained there forever casting sidelong glances at my team mate as they lathered themselves and ran their hands over their perfect bodies. I'd confirmed my attraction by watching a number of porn movies, gay were boring and I ended up stopping way before the end, straight were okay as long as there was plenty of focus on the female lead and what she looked like, I loved watching the women's face as they came, though I wasn't complaining when the camera lingered over their hot pussies, luscious tits and delectable asses. But it was lesbian movies I got off on, almost as soon as I switched the first one on and two actresses started to kiss my panties were moist and like the gay male ones, I seldom got to see the end, though in this case it was because I was too busy thrusting a dildo into my cunt whilst imagining one of the leads was me.
After deciding I was a pussy girl it was time to sit down Mom and talk to her about it. Not because she'd have any strong views on my sexuality either way. Whilst she was mainly straight she'd certainly had a number of sexual encounters with women and whilst on average she preferred guys, she'd certainly had some of the cunt-lapping experiences which had almost persuaded her to go lesbian. However, I was pretty sure I didn't know any lesbians in town if I wanted to date and if there was one thing Mom was good at (actually she's good at loads of things from cookery to spit-roasting) it was finding dates.
I quickly outlined my problem and that as college was still near half a year away, I wanted some action before then. She listened sympathetically and then said, "What about Grandma?"
"What about her?" I asked momentarily confused. It wasn't like I thought she'd be worried, she lived a few towns over and we generally saw her about once every couple of months, for Christmas Day and for birthdays [though even that had been declining as I got older]. I wouldn't have said I knew her that well, as a small child I'd been too interested in running around and exploring her large house and as a teen visits to Grandma's were not as interesting as hanging around with friends, if I could make the excuse. But she was a free-spirited as Mom, often seeming to be dating someone else, though I never met any of them.
"I bet she'd be interested," Mom grinned, "She's bisexual, but prefers women and she's single at the moment."
I blinked momentarily surprised, though there was no reason why I should be. I knew she and my Mom had been in a sexual relationship when my Mom was my age and that they still hooked up when they were both single and in the mood, which was why my excuses to not go over had sometimes been sympathetically received. But here Mom was suggesting I follow in her footsteps. I was about to reply that it didn't seem a good idea when I paused and thought. Certainly some of the porn I enjoyed involved older woman, more often in their forties, but Grandma in her early sixties was still an attractive woman who kept in shape. Mom had also raved about the sex they'd had and sometimes I wondered if Mom had been more into pussy whether she'd have stuck to something more serious with Grandma. And as said Mom was pretty open about sex, so I guess that had passed to me and the incestuous element didn't worry. Still I was much younger and more immature and inexperienced than the women Gran normally went with. "Do you think she'd be interested in dating me?" I asked.
"You're an eighteen year old senior cheerleader," Mom said dryly, "She'll be interested." She paused for a moment, "If you're worried I can talk to her and set up a date or something between the two of you. It'll give you a chance to get to know her as a potential lover not Grandma. Are you?"
I nodded, "Sure, one date can't do any harm, if she's interested in me."
Mom didn't waste much time in talking to her as a less than a couple of hours later, she knocked on my bedroom door and, once I'd quickly given permission, entered. She was smiling as she said, "I talked to Grandma, she's definitely interested -- as I thought she'd be -- anyway she was suggesting that she could pick you up after cheerleader practice tomorrow, take you shopping and for lunch..." Mom paused and smiled, "Then who knows..."
I nodded, at the very least I'd get some new clothes and a meal out of it, and hopefully, if I played my cards right and maximised my sexuality, something more. "Sounds great to me, tell Gran I'm looking forward to it."
I'm not going to deny I was excited about my date, despite being over sixty Gran (or Diane) was a good looking woman -- a Gilf it could be said. After successfully running a number of businesses, something which had been pretty impressive when she had started as a young single Mom nearly forty years ago, she was also reasonably wealthy -- enough to have a small mansion, a new and expensive car every year and to be able to take at least three or four annual vacations, and not in cheap B&Bs either. However both her and Mom were of the view that if you wanted money it needed to be earned, not passed down by your parents and so whilst me and Mom weren't poor, we didn't live in my Gran's wealth bracket either.
As she dropped me off for Saturday morning practice Mom had one final bit of advice, "You've got a good body Gabby, make sure you take the opportunity to flaunt it and make Grandma interested."
I noticed Grandma was in the stands, together with a few parents of the other cheerleaders. Though I suspected most of them were there because it was easier to hang around and not waste time travelling to and fro, rather than because they wanted to take an opportunity to ogle their granddaughter (though a few of the Dads might have a secondary motive).
I knew Mom's advice was sound, but also easier said than done. Sure, it's easy to do a split jump and let your skirt shoot up to reveal your panties, it's much harder to direct it towards your Gran in the stands without also giving the perv Dads a show and falling out of the routine. I accepted the first, even if meant that when I bent over a little too far and wiggled my ass, some of the lechs watching possibly thought it was for their benefit [I'm sure there would be a few father's heading to their bathroom for some private time once they got home]. As for the second, Ms Dillon, the coach, yelled at me for being out of sync with others and getting the routine wrong, but I think she just thought my head wasn't in the game.
Still I kept at it, make sure Gran got see my curvy busty body to its best advantage, my large tits straining at my vest as I stretched up, gaining another call-out from Ms Dillon that I was exaggerating the move. I couldn't see her face close enough to judge whether she was enjoying the show, but I was sure she was. After an hour Ms Dillon called the practice to the end with a few sharp words to me about concentrating and that as a senior I should be setting an example in getting the routine right. I took the ticking off with good grace, next week I'd be back on form and in Ms Dillon's good books, this week I had more important matters.
After changing and packing my things, I walked over to the parking lot. Grandma was waiting for me. I'd always had her down as a good looking woman, she'd have to be to fuck my Mom as Mom didn't go with anyone who was plain, but approaching her for the start of our date made me examine her more critically. She didn't come up wanting. She was tall, nearly if not quiet six foot and slender, even thin, with a small bosom, though I didn't mind that as I had rack enough for us both. Her hair was still blonde, though perhaps fading a little from the pictures I'd seen of her when Mom was small and let loose down the middle of her back. Her smile was genuine and her face whilst it had a few crinkles was much smoother than any sixty-year old who'd not gone under the knife should have. She was also looking me up and down, in a way that I knew was less than innocent, even if no-one else would recognise it. From the look on her face and the way her smile got wider, I was guessing I more than passed the test.
"Morning Grandma," I said and gave her a kiss on the cheek. None of the others being picked up would have noticed a thing amiss, not even that my lips lingered a little long and Grandma's hand moved to my waist as leaned in to her. Nor would they have read anything into my next words, "I've been looking forward to our date." After all a date just means two people together having a good time and what is more normal than it being a grandmother and her loving granddaughter.
"I have as well," said Grandma, looking me up and down again with a smile as I moved back after the kiss. I gave her a smile and daringly tossed my hair back coquettishly, risking that no-one was watching that close apart from Gran.
Her smile grew wider and she unlocked the car doors with a beep. I put my kitbag in the back seat and slid into the front, making sure as I did that my skirt rode up my leg to maximum advantage. Grandma glanced down, obviously noticing the sexy thigh on display. She smiled, "Is that a tattoo?" she asked, looking down at the winged angel which went from the top of my thigh to half-way up my waist.
"I got it done a few weeks ago," I replied, "I could show it you properly later."
As the only way Grandma could see it all was for me to be wearing a lot less than I had on a moment her mouth twitched, "I'd like that," she responded dryly.
"I have another one, here" I pointed to a spot on my upper waist right next to my right bosom. "You might like it."
"You girls and your tattoos," Grandma said, but she had a smile on her face as she spoke, as if she was interested in seeing them closer up and in a more private session. She changed the subject, probably aware there were still plenty of others around and not wanting to get herself too hot and bothered to early. "I was thinking we could go over to Glenville, their Mall has some much nicer shops than here." By nicer Grandma meant more expensive, not that I was complaining, good fashion isn't cheap. "Then perhaps a spot of lunch, then we'll see..." Her voice trailed off sensually, leaving little doubt her thinking of what we'd be doing after was probably not a tour of the local museum and art gallery.
I nodded my agreement, "That sounds good."
Glenville was about half an hour away, which by my calculations would mean at least two hours shopping time, before we needed to eat. During the journey I update Gran on the latest things in my life, including the fact I was coming out as a lesbian. I made a few suggestive comments that I was interested in expanding my sexual repertoire and learning new things, preferably from someone experienced. Grandma smiled and nodded, but didn't expand on my hints, yet...
We arrived at the Mall and parked. "Where do you want to go first? What about looking for a new dress for dinner?"
I nodded my agreement and followed Grandma as she said she knew just the place. She led me into the Mall and towards a store. I'd been a little nervous she might suggest something which was aimed exclusively at middle aged housewives who were scared of showing a bit of leg, but instead it was a fashionable boutique with eye-watering prices. Immediately upon entering a sales assistant rushed over, fawning over Grandma as she noted the cost of the clothes she was wearing. Gran seemed use to the woman's obsequiousness, as she ignored it like she was the mistress of the house dealing with a slightly flustered maid. "My granddaughter is looking for a new dress, one that will impress her dinner date."
The woman turned to me, and whilst she was still simpering away, she was also professionally regarding me. "Such a beautiful figure, we have lots of garments which I think would suit you, the boy you're meeting will be so lucky," she said. I didn't correct her on the boy, it would just have complicated matters, "I think something dark, it goes with your blonde hair, shows it off, it's such a stylish cut, now how daring are you both wanting it? We can go conservative, I think that we have some long dresses which will accentuate your height as well. Or something more..."
It was Gran who answered, "Gabby's quiet an adult young lady, I think she would want something liberating."
"Risky even?" I asked, looking at Gran. The shop assistant also glanced at her, recognising that she who controls the credit card also controls the purchase decisions.
Gran nodded with a smile, "Risky, but wearable in public," she confirmed, as if there were dinner dresses that might not be (and for all I knew there were).
"Let me get you a few to try on," the woman bustled away quickly.
"Risky?" Grandma raised an eyebrow and smiled.
I gave her a smile back which I hoped got the right balance between innocence and flirtatiousness, "Wearable in public, if someone was taking me out to dinner I'd have something sexy to wear."
"I had better check that it is. In case dinner is happening in your future," Grandma teased back, "I wouldn't want you to be wearing anything too staid."
The woman came back with a number of choices and I quickly went in the changing room to try them on. I slipped out of my jeans and top, standing there in my underwear and looking in the mirror. Not bad I decided as I reached round and unclipped my bra, calling out as I did, "Grandma, I'm taking off my bra to go with the dress."
"You won't shock me Grandma," called back. All innocent to the shop worker, but there was a definite edge of sexual tension developing between me and Gran.
I went for the first dress, so navy it was almost black. Whilst it was long down the leg, there was a cut down the side, so that I could pose with my leg out. There was a cut in the cleavage, but probably not enough if I wanted to impress with my rack, and I was proud of their size I did. I sashayed out, standing in my most sexy pose, "Could you pretend you're my dinner date and see what you think?"
My face was directed at the shop assistant, but the pose was definitely for Grandma. She was just a couple of inches behind so the assistant couldn't see her expression, but I could and I could tell she was enjoying the sight of me, especially as I draped the dress over the leg to show more than a touch of calf. I remained standing still for a few moments as the assistant rattled off the praises, probably being on a commission.
"Let me try the second," I said and Grandma nodded, licking her lips in anticipation on what I was going to choose.
The next one was much more decadent and I knew what Grandma meant when she had suggested some dresses were not for public viewing, even if the shop assistant didn't. Whilst, unlike the first, it covered my arms, albeit in a see-through gauze, the front was so low cut that you could see virtually all of my bosoms with only the nipples and the outer side covered. It was definitely something I could see myself wearing, but only in a very private setting. Still, as the shop assistant had brought it in I was more than happy to give Gran an eyeful in the shop setting even if it wasn't something I would wear whilst a waiter was serving us hot soup. I sashayed out again, sticking forward my chest and asking the assistant, "What do you think?" whilst really exposing my bosom to my Grandma.
The assistant rained out a series of platitudes around how good I looked, with the obvious aim that if I didn't go for the first dress I should certainly consider this. Grandma's look was more lascivious, but at the same time she gave a small shake of her head, indicating that it was too much. I gave a small giggle and accidentally wiggled my bosom, which made her lick her lips, before going to change.
The final dress was jet black, the sales assistant being right about how it showed off my blonde hair. I pulled it on, braless again, and looked in the mirror. It was a little longer than the second dress, going down about half way down my thigh and whilst it showed a reasonable amount of cleavage it still held my bosoms firmly in without any risk of a flashing accident. It had a small cut in the waist, which fed into a wider cut on in the back, showing a decent amount of flesh without veering too far into indecency. I liked it a lot and, as I sexily walked out of the changing room, I hoped Grandma did as well.
As was expected the assistant immediately burst into a string of compliments, not that I disagreed as it did look hot on me (or I looked hot in it, to be more accurate), but it was Grandma's reaction I was looking for. It was positive as she stared me up and down, licking her lips like she was a hungry cheetah eying a positively plump gazelle. I gave a small twirl; letting her see all of it, before ending with a sensuous pose, hand on hip, body slightly turned so that she could see the shape of my rump and the curve of my rack together. Looking at her, I could see that we were both in agreement as I said, "I like this one the most."
"We'll take it," Grandma said immediately.
"It's twelve hundred," the assistant said and my heart skipped a beat. I knew the shop was expensive but I'd been expecting a dress which was three hundred, perhaps four if Grandma was feeling generous.
However before I could suggest I'd look for something cheaper Grandma said, "That will be fine. We'll need some shoes to go with it."
"Really we don't," I said, not wanting to anyone, especially Gran, to think I was gold-digging rather than just wanting some lesbian fucking later. "I've got plenty of shoes at home that will go with it."



"Nonsense," Grandma said, "If we're buying the dress, we need properly matching shoes, not some cheap rubbish you've got off the internet."
Before we left the shop not only had I got a new pair of shoes, but an expensive black choker to go with my new ensemble and new designer denim jacket that I had glanced as it we had headed to the checkout and mentioned offhandedly that I liked. We didn't stop there, but went onto another shop where I got a sexy T-shirt, which didn't quiet reach my pant tops and then into a third, where I loaded up on cosmetics, getting a new range of lip glosses and eyeliners which added to my allure. Laden with the presents we continued down the row of shops, before pausing at one with a selection of lingerie.
"Let's try in here," she said.
I nodded eagerly, following her in. There was certainly a choice, from long-length nightdresses suitable for a nun to sexy see-through nets, which would be risqué for a porn star. We slowly circled the shop until we came to some dummies clad in stockings and suspenders. Grandma looked at them and said, "I think some of these would go very nicely with your dress."
I nodded in agreement, they would. Grandma perused for a moment as I decided to let her make the choice. She finally found some, picking up the pack they were contained in and handing to me. "These?"
"Yes, I'd love them," I said.
"I think they need some panties to go with them," she said before adding dryly "at least some of the time."
I giggled and let her choose a panty and bra set, which looked translucent on the dummy and imagined would look similar on me when I tried them on. The bra probably didn't go with the dress, but that was a small matter and I could do without it.
After paying for them she led me to an expensive café, enjoining me to choose anything I wanted, including starters and dessert. Whilst most of it looked mouth-watering and that money wasn't an object to Gran (even if the prices here were more than I'd pay for a week of canteen lunches they were nothing to what Grandma had spent already) I rationed myself to a low calorie salad, rather than risk piling on the pounds. Grandma didn't each much more, though we both ended our meals with a coffee, though in my case it was as much because I was enjoying being with Grandma and being treated as an attractive adult than because I wanted the caffeine rush.
Finally I sipped the last dregs from the bottom of the cup as Grandma paid the bill. She turned to me and said, "I could take you home now or we could go over to my house and try on your new purchases."
A sexy older woman asking me back to her place after we'd had a meal sounded promising so I instantly nodded, "That'd be good. You can see what I look like in stockings and suspenders."
Grandma grinned, "I am looking forward to that."
Compared to a French palace Grandma's house was small, compared to ours it was massive. It was at least a hundred yards up a drive between the ivy wall and iron clad gate to the front parking area, which had space for about a dozen cars. The house itself was two stories in the middle, with two three storey extensions on the side, each of which had a balcony allowing you a good view of the well manicured lawn and exquisitely designed and kept flowerbeds. When I was younger I had run around them like a maniac, now I was older I was more sensible, but probably more impressed. Inside was equally opulent, pictures on the wall, expensive and plush carpets on the floor and the furniture being a mixture of antiques and new pieces, but in both cases equally well-crafted and elegant and none of it kit-assembled.
"You remember where the spare room is?" Grandma asked. As there were about a dozen bedrooms, large and small, I assumed she meant the one where I sometimes slept on the rare occasions I had stayed over. I nodded and she continued, "If you want to go up and start to change. Would you like some wine? White?"
I wasn't a stranger to alcohol -- Mom was pretty relaxed about me having a drink when we were eating or when we were watching TV, working on the theory if I got used to alcohol when I was at high school by the time I went to college and from under her wing, I'd be able to handle it sensibly. It seemed to work, as even with Mom's permission I was a social drinker who knew her limits and never got beyond seriously tipsy. "White would be great," I nodded.
Taking my parcels upstairs I stripped out of my top and bra, putting on the new T-shirt and denim jacket. I turned and admired myself in the full-length mirror, I had some pretty fashionable clothes, but none as stylish as this. I was just wondering whether to go downstairs to show Grandma when she pushed at the door and entered, carrying two wine glasses. I quickly struck a pose, "What do you think?"
"Very fetching," she said, looking me up and down before handing me one of the glasses, "It shows off your body nicely." By body she meant my rack, but I couldn't disagree as the tight T-shirt definitely clung to my large boobs, which I classed as one of my best features.
I took a sip of the wine. I was no connoisseur but it didn't taste like the cheap plonk you got in the local nightclub. It also made me feel slightly more daring, or perhaps it was the way Grandma looked at me with hungry desire, making me want to move things along with her. I gave a smile, "Do you want to take a seat whilst I try on the rest of my things?"
"I do," said Grandma, sitting on the comfy seat a few feet from me.
I took off my new denim jacket, before turning away from Grandma to take off my top, fully aware that she could see my large tits as they bounced free in the mirror next to me. I could see her expression as well and it was one of delight as I 'accidentally' wiggled making my titties jiggle and bounce. I put my arm across them as I turned towards her, teasing her still as I said, "What do you think of my tattoo?"
I moved my arm enough that she could see the one inked next to my tit, a small bird surrounded by a circle of roses. Grandma smiled, "I think young women get tattooed more than they did when I was your age," which wasn't an answer, but she seemed to find it sexy rather than off-putting.
I turned away from her again and pulled down my shorts, wiggling my cute behind at her as I slid them down my toned legs. I remained bent over as I hooked my thumbs through my panty elastic and pulled them down. Reflected in the mirror Grandma was licking her lips hungrily. I picked up the stocking and suspenders, walking over to the bed to sit on it, sideways from Gran. First I hooked the suspender round my waist before slowly, seductively pulling the stocking, first up one leg and then the other, clipping them to the suspender. "These feel so comfortable without panties," I giggled, teasing Gran, "Perhaps when I wear the dress I should go pantyless."
"There's a picture," Gran smiled and nodded.
However, I reached for the panties and pulled them on. They matched the stockings and suspenders beautifully, though I could I wasn't joking when I had suggested they went well without them. Finally I stood up in front of the mirror, putting on my bra. "You want to hook me up?" I grinned in the mirror.
"If it would help," Grandma was up and behind me, her thin fingers expertly hooking my bra strap.
I swivelled towards her, taking a step back so I could pose. "What do you think? You've seen the dress already?"
"I think you're a very sexy and attractive young woman," Grandma followed my step, coming close to me. I stood my ground, trying to keep my expression as seductive and sensual as I could, my mouth half open with lips up-curled in a welcoming smile.
Gran's hand went down to my waist, sliding down over my hips to rest lightly on the side of my buttock. Her eyes looked downwards, gazing at my titties being barely held in check by my bra. "I enjoyed today, a lot, with you," I purred, moving my body against her. "I'd like to spend more time with you."
I could feel Grandma's hand moving to my front, finding my mound and gently squeezing it through my panties. "I'd enjoy that as well," she replied.
For a moment we remained in situ then Gran slowly withdrew her hand and stepped back, it seemed I wasn't the only one who could tease, as my pussy almost burned with frustration. "I better think about getting you back home, I wouldn't want your Mom to worry."
"She knows where I am, we could let her know I'd be later," I gave a sensual pout, putting my lower lip out a little and giving Grandma my most coquettish gaze.
She resisted me with a smile, "I think we're only on our first date, I wouldn't want to give you a reputation."
I would have been happy with one, but I could see Gran was wanting to play it a bit longer so I reluctantly acquiesced as long as she didn't hold it too long. Reaching for my clothes, I begun to pull them on.
"Are you free on Wednesday evening?" Grandma asked. I was and I nodded eagerly. Grandma smiled, "What about I book a restaurant and you wear that dress I bought you?"
"Yes, that'd be great," I replied with a giggle.
The drive home took about half an hour, but shot by as Grandma and I enjoyed each other's company -- her telling me about seventies rock as I explained that music had got so much better in modern times. We stopped outside my house, Grandma smiling as she said, "I will see you on Wednesday then."
"Yes," I nodded and for a moment we both paused, before our heads moved forward and our mouths opened. For a few moments our lips were glued together, moving as one as we kissed passionately, my entire body seeming to come ablaze with a heavenly light. Grandma's tongue was swinging over mine, sliding in my mouth and peppering me with her salvia. It was better than any kiss I'd had before, more passionate, warmer and sensual, as if Grandma was putting her years of experience into it. Reluctantly and slowly we broke apart, "See you on Wednesday," I confirmed getting out of the car and taking my presents from the trunk.
Mom was waiting for me in the main room, with a smile on her face. "I'm guessing you had a good time?" she said.
Given I was laden with parcels I thought she was referring to that, "We enjoyed our shop."
"And more," she grinned, "I was looking through the curtains, you and Gran seemed to be enjoying your lip-locking."
I gave a small titter, "Yes, I did for sure. We're going out again Wednesday for a meal."
"I've got a date on Wednesday as well," Mom replied, "With a sure thing, so I'm not going to be back until late if you wanted to invite Grandma in for... well whatever you'd want to invite her in for."
"We'll see," I giggled, hoping that Gran wasn't afraid of rushing things.
*
"So Mom's not in until late if you want to come and have a coffee," I said to Grandma as she pulled up into the drive.
I glanced at the clock in the car. It was nearly ten, later than I thought, but that just showed how fast the evening had flown -- which was just time resetting itself after it had seemed to crawl between Saturday evening and Wednesday. Grandma nodded, "That'd be nice."
We exited the car and I fished in my purse for the house keys. Grandma stood close behind me as I got them out and then felt the metal edges to identify the correct one for the front door. I could smell her perfume, it was a nirvana to my nostrils, a smell which was sweet and sexual, one which was designed to drive me mad with desire. I managed to control my nerves and slid the key into the lock, twisting it and then standing aside to let Grandma enter first. I followed her and switched on the light, "Um, I'll make us some coffee then," I said.
"Not too strong," Gran said. She was dressed in a white dress, almost the opposite to my black number. It went up to her neck and down to her knees, but for all that it was sexy in its sleekness and the way it clung to her thin frame almost like they were moulded together. She followed me into the kitchen, putting her purse on the table as I began to prepare the coffee.
"I've not been to such a fancy restaurant before, I normally don't go beyond pizza," I said. "I mean I enjoyed it, even if I couldn't pronounce some of the items on the menu."
"I don't mind spoiling my dates," Gran said, "I enjoyed it as well, both the food and the company."
I blushed a little at the compliment, before replying, "Same."
"My date looked very sexy in her new dress," Grandma said and I could feel her standing behind me, her hands reaching out to take hold of my waist and slowly stroke up and down.
"Same here," I responded. I felt nervous at her touch, anxious at my lack of experience compared to hers. Would she think me gauche or naive, or just inexperienced and amateur? But I also felt the excitement rising, if we'd flirted on Saturday whilst out it was nothing to the outrageous flirting during dinner, Grandma making clear that she was seeing me as more than a Granddaughter and me in return, hopefully, showing my own sexual interest in her. It seemed to have worked as she rubbed at my sides through the dress.
She had made the first move, I guessed I needed to make the second. I turned round, not breaking her touch with me, before standing on my tiptoes and pressing my head up to hers. She kissed down, her mouth opening as it reached mine and her tongue gently sliding forward. We had kissed on Saturday, but as we continued our lips moving soundlessly against the other, I realised that had been nothing compared to tonights. It was even more passionate, harder, pressing at me with a deep desire, but also sensual and soft, a lover's kiss taken willingly, not a brutal kiss of a teenage boy or an older man. Our lips lingered on each other, longer than before, enjoying the moment and knowing there was plenty of time. My hands moved round to Gran's hips, holding her like she was holding me, our hands massaging each other's waists through our dresses.
By the time we broke I knew the date was going well.
Certainly well enough to take a risk. I gave Gran a sexy smile, "I was thinking if you wanted to skip coffee, we could go upstairs to my room for a bit."
"I don't want you to feel rushed," said Grandma.
"I don't feel rushed," I reassured her and took her hands in mine, "I feel we're going at the right speed."
"Good," said Grandma. We kissed again, passionate and intensely, our mouths moving in partnership, moulding our lips into one. "Your bedroom?" Grandma asked with a smile when we broke again.
I nodded, "Yes," and the two of us went up the stairs into my room.
It was the typical teenager's room, with posters on the wall, old toys I'd not yet steeled myself to throw out in the wardrobe, with a few school books and more trashy [though readable] novels. I sat down on the bed, Grandma next to me, taking her hands in mine. For a moment we both sat there, me nervously, Gran, at least outwardly, cool, calm and collected. But I knew it was time, I wanted it and was ready. I moved in for the kiss, Grandma moving forward her mouth opening so that as our lips met her tongue was already probing forward and slithering over mine.
It felt good.
I moved my tongue, swivelling and arching it as I explored back into her mouth, my lips trembling as we kissed. Her thumbs were massaging my hand as we kissed, tracing little patterns on my skin. Then they were sliding up my arms, slowly and sensually, her long fingers lightly brushing at me, her tongue pressing forward. I gave a groan and shook my mouth free, tossing my head back as Gran moved her mouth downwards so she was kissing and suckling at my soft throat, her teeth gently grazing my skin as she slowly went round it. I could feel my excitement growing more, how far were we going to go, I wondered, whilst knowing I wanted to go further. My own hands went to her side, holding her in place so she wouldn't go. "Ooohhh," I moaned, "I want this Gran, I want you."
She gave a small laugh and transferred her grip to my waist, before sliding up to where the dress was cut and resting them on my naked flesh. She grasped me, her nails nipping into me, but I didn't mind, not as her mouth continued up under my chin, kissing me, licking me, sucking at my throat. Shivers of pleasure were vibrating through my body, from my pussy inwards. I could feel myself trembling, but it wasn't with nervousness, but excitement. Gradually Gran was pushing me backwards onto the bed, so my head was resting on the mass of soft toys that I hadn't the heart to put in the cellar. I gave a satisfied sigh as I settled among them as Gran continued to kiss me.
Down below one hand was transferring to my thigh, just above my knee at first, but moving upwards. She paused momentarily as she got to the top of my stocking, but I gave a moan and reached round to slip my hand down her back, encouraging her to continue. She kissed me again, our tongues entwining and our lips opening and closing together in a rhythmic dance. Then she shifted her mouth back down to my neck and let her hand continue its crawl upwards.
I gave a giggle knowing what she find there. Or rather what she wouldn't...
"You naughty girl," Gran smiled at me, "No panties."
"I thought I'd be okay without them," I giggled back.
"I'm not complaining," Gran agreed as she began to gently stroke my shaven sex.
I gave another heart-felt moan, I could feel myself getting warmer and then wetter, as her manicured nail scratched sensually at my itching slit. Automatically my legs seemed to be spreading, without any conscious thought from me, as if an animal instinct was opening them for my Gran's digits. She went over my lips and slipped one finger into my hole. I could feel the nail pressing at my wall, a tiny bit of pain submerged beneath the rising pleasure. "Ooohh, yes, finger my pussy, please, ooohh."
Slowly Gran was working it back and forth, her thumb reaching up to find my clitoral hood at the same time and stroke the bud. I gave another moan, I'd fingered myself often and rubbed my clit until I came even more so. But the difference between a DIY job and an experienced lesbian doing it was the difference between the Stars and the Sun. (A few guys had done it as well, but they had been so poor they hardly counted). Slowly she increased the pressure and I gasped louder, my eyes fluttering in my head as the excitement built up within me.
With her spare hand Gran's hand moved to the top of my dress, pulling at it. I wiggled and breathed in, helping her get it over my bountiful bosoms and down to my stomach. My tits trembled and shuddered as I shivered and shook under Grandma's expert and sexual touch. Her mouth was moving onto the nearest of them, latching on like she was the baby and I the Mom. She began to suckle and lap at the nipple, her teeth gently nipping on my soft flesh. "Ooohhh," I groaned excitedly, loving the way she sucked me in. "Lick my titties, Grandma."
"They're so big and luscious," Grandma lifted her head briefly, before moving to the second boob and giving it the same loving treatment as the first. I shuddered in ecstatic pleasure, luxuriating in her fingers and tongue. Grandma lifted her head again, "Undo me."
"What?" my head was in the clouds.
"Unzip me," she smiled, "The dress..."
"Oh," I giggled and reached round to find the zip, tugging it down. Grandma got up onto her knees, straddling me on the bed and pulled her dress up and over her head. She was wearing stockings and suspenders, though hers had panties, but, like me, hadn't bothered with a bra, her small tits more like a developing teenagers than a fully mature woman. But, small they might be, but they were delectably formed and felt even better as she lowered herself down so they were pressing on mine as she kissed me.
Her hand moved to my pussy again, except this time it was two fingers entering together, exploring my tunnel and jabbing at the walls as they did. I grunted in pleasure, shuddering underneath her as we kissed with a passion. My hands were on her naked back, hugging her close and dragging her down against me, so I could feel the hardness of her nipples as they pressed at the soft flesh of my own bosoms.



Her mouth detached from mine, "Have you ever been eaten out?" she asked.
"Not properly," I conceded with a happy grin, deciding that the poor showing by a couple of ex-boyfriends didn't really count.
"Let me then," Gran said and I nodded. "Tell me if I'm going to fast," she said spreading my legs even further apart and shifting me across the bed so she could get comfortably between them. Then as she started to lower her head she looked up again and gave me a smile, "Or not fast enough."
I gave a gasp as Grandma's tongue touched my pussy, my entire body seeming to tense like I was being buzzed by an electric wire as she pressed it up and down my slit. She went slowly at first, giving me plenty of time to appreciate the first female tongue on my cunt. It felt good, like she was enjoying it and wanting me too, not like a teenage guy where it felt like something they had to do to prep for the main event. I lay back and relaxed, letting Gran do her magical work with my pussy. She continued to go slow, not actually penetrating but going up and down the lips, gradually easing them apart with her tongue. At the same time her hand was moving up and over her head, stroking my clit gently and making me shiver with anticipation.
I snuggled my head comfortably into the mound of soft toys, reaching up and starting to play with my tits, rubbing at the nipples between my fingers and squeezing them as they hardened. Gran was licking faster, putting a little pressure on so that the tip was sliding between my lips, tasting my wet walls. Keeping her thumb on my clit, she lowered her fingers to either side of slot and eased them (and it apart).
"Oooohhh," I moaned in pleasure as Grandma's tongue stuck in deeper, slowly sloshing around my soaked sex. She seemed to be in no hurry as she explored the hole, sweeping around the wet walls down and down my twat tunnel, finding spots of pleasure I never knew existed. Round and round she went, steadily and methodically, making sure every part of my pussy hole was getting a touch of her tongue. More cum oozed from microscopic pores and even as she licked away the juice I was wet again. I trembled in excitement, if my toes weren't literally curling, they certainly felt like they were. My hand reached down to share the stroking of my clit with her. She let go, transferring her hands to my thighs and pushing her tongue deeper and harder into my hole.
I shuddered again, letting out another heartfelt moaned, followed by an instruction, "Faster, lick me faster."
Gran raised her head briefly to give me a smile and then went down, complying with my words. I closed my eyes and gulped in a breath of air, as my pussy began to flood with pleasure. Grandma was lapping quicker, but still with the same attention to detail, every lick zipping over hidden nerves and making them zing. Faster and faster she went, and I gasped with every lap, one hand squeezing at my ample tits whilst the other rubbed at my clit in partnership with Gran's tongue. Juice was overflowing from my hole and trickling over my mons, making the bed wet beneath me. I didn't think I'd ever been so wet, not even when I'd been swimming, never mind when a guy had been banging me. And I'd certainly never had such an explosive feeling in my pussy, like a nuclear reactor was chugging away in it, sending me into overdrive.
"Oooohhh God," I gasped, my back arching, "Eat me, Gran, oooohh fuck, go faster."
Gran expert cunt lapping continued, her tongue driving deep and hard into my pussy. I pushed my head further back into the toys as my back bent and I pushed my pubis into Gran's eager yumming. I'd never felt anything like it, I was on fire, I was being electrocuted, I was being ripped apart, my very being being torn asunder by the explosive tides of ecstasy that were flooding form my pussy. "Fuccckkk, yessss," I cried, "Don't stop, aaaaarrrgghh never stop."
The orgasms hit me like I was a boxing ball, thump after thump, each punch a climax which threatened to tear the top of my head off as my brain exploded. I gripped the sheets of my bed, pulling them close as if that could stop me exploding in pleasure. I screamed again, my entire body shaking and rocking. Gran didn't even pause, her tongue thrusting in and out, back and forth, sweeping left and right, leaving every inch of my cunt soaked in her saliva and desperate for another wave of her talented tongue. I screwed my eyes shut, letting the orgasm take me, another climax smashing through me, "Aaaarrrrghh, yesssss, aaaarggghhh."
I collapsed back on the bed, breathing heavily, my entire body relaxed and warm as the remains of the orgasm slowly subsided. Grandma was up, rolling over me, her mouth opening, her tongue still coated with my juice sliding at mine. I kissed her hard back, feeling her small perky tits pressing at mine. We broke, Gran smiling as she remained above me, "Did you enjoy?"
"You heard me," I giggled, "You know I did."
"Would you like to eat me now?" she smiled.
"Oh God, yes," I said wanting to come somewhere near to giving her the same pleasure she had just given me.
Grinning rolled onto the bed, moving into the centre and resting her head on my soft toys as I got up and positioned myself at the bottom, waiting for her to spread her legs. She gave me a smile as she opened them, showing me her shaven pussy, the labia pronounced and the slit already gleaming with the seeping juice. I'd never eaten pussy before, but it looked divine. Gran reached down, stroking her pussy sensually before easing open the slit between her fingers. I licked my lips, ready to devour her. Gran gave me another grin before saying invitingly, "Come Gabby, lick me out."
I slid forward, lying down between her legs, my hands reached out onto her thighs, spreading them further. I paused for a moment, trying to remember how Gran had started and whether I should replicate her. I decided that as she had started slow that was the way I'd begin, if only to get myself used to the continual licking. I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue, gently dabbing at her lips. They were soft under my tongue, fluttering lightly as I softly licked at them. I slid over them and across the slit, getting the first hint of the juice my Gran seemed still capable of producing despite her age. I lapped slowly, feeling Grandma trembling even with my gentle touch. She gave a groan, which both made me quiver in excitement and gave me confidence I was doing well so far.
Her fingers spread her hole wider and I slid my tongue in, tasting her cunt properly as I swung round, probing and pressing. It tasted both sweet and salty; the flavour of sex, I decided, was most delectable. Gran groaned again, "You're doing well, Gabby, eat me now."
I began to press deeper and harder, my tongue starting to go faster as I explored more. Gran gave a gasp, her thin legs pushing against my sides as she enclosed me in them. Her hand moved to the top of my head, stroking my hair and pushing me in at the same time. I responded eagerly, stabbing deeper into her pussy. My tongue explored its creases and crevasses, ridges and valleys whilst remoulding the soft flesh with every lick, so that even as I was discovering its cartography I was changing it.
Gran gasped again, "Ooohhh, yesss, eat me, lick me, lap my cunt, oooohhh yesss, baby, yessss."
I went faster, turned on by her cries. My hand delved under my body, seeking my own clit and rubbing it vigorously as I tongued. Gran cried and squealed more, sounding more like a young schoolgirl playing than a sixtysomething orgasming. I continued on, carried away by her shrieks and shudders, almost unable to believe that it was me who the cause. My fingers rubbed harder at my own cunt and clit and transferred the passion into my licking, faster and harder, my tongue driving like a jack-hammer.
"AArrrghhhh, yesssss," Gran cried out in excitement, her whole body shuddering and jerking like it was a live wire not a tongue that I was shoving down her hole. I licked quicker and harder, not sure if I was hitting it right, but reassured by the cries above that even if my technique wasn't perfect it was more than good enough. Gran's hand waved through my hair, mussing it as she pushed me down harder, persuading me to go as deep as I could. My nose was pressed into her pubis, so I couldn't smell anything but the aroma of sex. I didn't mind, it was a delicious scent. I lapped harder, driving my tongue down and Grandma squealed again, "Oooohhh, yeesssss Gabby, yessss, aaaarrggghhh."
I felt a rush of pride that my first time at licking pussy I was getting Gran off, her shrieks and shudders were too real to be acting and no-one could fake the cum that was oozing from her cunt and filling my mouth. I licked ferociously some more, driving her to a new height. She screamed once more, a loud high-pitched yell of ecstasy, her body rising from the bed as she came, "Aaarrrghhhhh, fuuuccckkk."
I lifted my head as she slumped down. "How was I?" despite her obvious enthusiasm I wanted validation.
"You were wonderful Gabby, you must have been doing that before," she said.
I shook my head, blushing happily, "No, my first time."
"Hopefully not the last," she laughed.
"Definitely not the last," I confirmed.
She sat up and reached for her dress, "I better get going," she pulled the dress on and smiled at me, "I had the most enjoyable evening."
"Me too," I grinned.
"Are you free next Saturday?" Gran asked.
"Yes," I replied, "After practice."
"Why don't you come over to my house and sleepover," Gran said.
I nodded so enthusiastically that my head almost fell off, "It's a date."
"Our third," Gran said with a smile.
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I tapped in the code on Grandma's gate and pushed it open. About a hundred yards up the drive I could see her house. I briefly turned to give Mom, a goodbye wave, she had dropped me off.
On the way we'd talked over we about the date.
"Third date, that's special," Mom had grinned wickedly.
"We've already eaten each other out," I replied, though Mom knew as I'd pretty much told her as soon as she'd come in after Gran had left from our second date.
"Grandma loves fucking with a strap-on," Mom had said, she would know as she'd had casual sex with Grandma for years, "Third date could be strap-on fuck night."
I hoisted my overnight bag over my shoulder and beamed happily as I began to walk to the house, the thought that tonight I might get banged by Gran made my pussy itch with excitement. The door was open as I approached with Gran standing on the top step, looking radiant in her skirt and matching black and navy top, her long hair tumbling down. She smiled as I bounded up the steps and quickly moved her face down to meet mine. I opened my lips and gave her a kiss that was certainly non-familial, though her response showed that she was appreciative of my tongue sliding forward, as her own looped round mine and her hands reached down to my ass, squeezing my buttocks through my denim shorts.
We greeted each other for at least a minute without words before breaking for air. Gran took a step back and gestured me in, "Come in then," she said.
I skipped in, with my bag over my shoulder. She glanced at it and smiled, "I see you're staying the night then."
I giggled, "I didn't think that was in doubt."
"Do you want to take it upstairs?" Gran said, "The main room this time."
I nodded and agreed. The thought that I'd be staying in the main room, Gran's room, obviously with her made me shiver in excitement. I was almost tempted to suggest we go to bed then and there, but Gran spoke before I could, "I've some wine on ice, in the back, why don't you join me there when you're ready."
It didn't take me long. I raced upstairs, put my wash-bag in the en-suite bathroom, placed my underwear for tomorrow on the chair, adding on top of it a spare pair of shorts and T-shirt (tight and cropped) and a dress Gran had bought me (in case she wanted me to dress properly for the dinner). Then I was downstairs and into the back yard.
Yard, of course, underplays it. The door led onto a patio as large as a small house, which in turn surrounded a thirty foot long swimming pool, which was bounded by a set of palm trees and shrubs, which totally hid the wall behind. Gran was just pouring out the wine as I appeared, "I hope you like it," she said and passed me a glass.
I'm not a wine buff, at eighteen I've hardly had chance to be. But I could tell expensive quality wine from cheap, bad plonk, and this was definitely one from the upper end of the market. I sat down on the lounger and allowed Gran to pour me an extra filling to make up for the amount I'd sipped. She walked over to the table and chairs, where she'd put her own glass, filling it up before taking a seat. I mentally kicked myself, whilst I was in perfect attire for sunning myself, with a short pair of denim shorts and a cropped top, Gran was dressed much more for sitting at the table. I quickly got up and joined her, trying to pretend I hadn't been so gauche as to take the wrong seat. Luckily, if Gran noticed (and I was sure she had) didn't say anything, but instead just raised her glass in a toast, "To the most beautiful teen in town."
"To the sexiest Grandma," I replied with a smile.
"So how was your week," Grandma said conversationally.
I began to tell her, as she slid her hand on top of mine and began to gently rub at the top of it. It tickled a little, making me smile, but it felt good -- sensual and erotic, an early taste of what I hoped was to come. After we talked about my life, I politely asked about her week and how business had gone -- she told me, but thankfully not in great detail, as to tell the truth once we get beyond the basics of buying and selling things, I'm kinda lost. Gran seemed to sense that as she kept it short and moved the conversation onwards. We sat there talking easily for thirty minutes as we sipped our wine. Eventually Gran looked at the swimming pool and then at me, "Do you fancy a dip?"
I'd always liked to go for a swim when I'd been visiting as a child and now as an adult I had to admit I felt the same, especially as the sun was warm and the sky was blue, making it perfect pool weather. There was only one problem, "I didn't bring any swimming gear."
"That never stopped you when you were younger, you were quiet happy to swim naked," Gran gave me a wicked smile, "I don't mind if you don't."
I vaguely remembered that, mainly cos Mom had a photo of a five year old me, wrapped in a towel after a nude swim. That was then, this was now, however, I wasn't an innocent young child swimming in front of parent and Gran who had no sexual interest in me, but a busty eighteen year old who was definitely hoping that her Gran had a sexual interest in her. "I don't mind," I giggled and stood up.
I took off my pumps first and quickly followed it with my top, looking at Gran who gave an appreciative smile, which only got wider as my bra followed it. I placed them on the lounger, my tits dangling beneath me as I bent over, before sitting down so I could remove my socks. Gran kept a focus on my big boobs as they swayed in front of me like two rocking balls. I stood up again, abruptly, making them jiggle and bounce and she gulped back the rest of her wine with an unladylike slurp. I began to undo my shorts, much slower than I normally would, making sure Gran looked forward to what was to come. Off they came and I flicked them up and caught them quiet dramatically and leaving myself just in my thong. I slid my thumbs under the elastic, almost taking them off, but not quiet, dancing and swaying for a few moments, pretending I was a stripper for Gran's delight. I turned and bent over so she could see how the thin material slipped between my rounded buttocks and slowly pulled them down to my ankles, before turning with them in my hand and smiling at Gran. I delicately dropped them on the lounger beside me.
"I think you might need a towel," Gran said, "Why don't you get in the pool and I'll go get you one."
"Okay Gran," I giggled and sashayed over to the pool. It was shallow at the near edge and I walked down the steps into the water, pausing when I got to the level bottom. I turned and smiled at her, as she still hadn't gone but was watching me, "You won't be long, getting me that towel, I wouldn't want to get lonely without you."
"Not long," she said with evident desire, her eyes scanning my naked body and imprinting it in her memory. I stayed still long enough to make sure she got enough of a view not to forget it, before turning and leisurely swimming to the other end. By the time I got there she had gone. I swam back and then switched to back stroke, before doing a few short lengths of breast. It seemed Gran was taking a long time to find a towel, I wondered without particularly thinking about it, and did a quick underwater somersault before switching to back again. The sun was warm and the day perfect and about to become more so.
"I thought it looked so nice, I'd join you," came Grandma's voice. I righted myself and stood up, the water reaching to the top of my thighs, and gave a growl of appreciation.
Grandma had taken the time to change into a two piece bikini -- whilst it wasn't naughtiest I'd seen, as it certainly covered her small bosoms and the bottoms were half-way between shorts and panties, but it certainly looked good on her (or she looked good in it, I suppose). She laid the towels on the sun-lounger next to my clothes and slowly entered the pool. I kept my eyes on her, admiring her sexy older body and making sure my own titties swayed so she could equally admire my young one. She took another forward step and then leant forward, starting to swim.
Despite her age she remained athletic, powering forward powerfully to the end of the pool swifter than I could manage. She swam back more gracefully and stood up, her almost naked wet body inches from mine. Her hand reached up to stroke my chin and gently guide my face towards her. Our mouths opened in unison and her tongue slithered forward, running and massaging mine. I crept even closer, my nude body pushing against her. My large tits were only separated from her pert ones by a thin strip of material and I could feel the press of her hard nipples. Her hands moved to my naked buttocks, fondling my round rear and kneading the flesh with her thin supple fingers. I kissed her harder, the warm sun beating down on my body, the water lapping around my legs.
I reached down, slipping my hand under the elastic of her bikini bottoms. My finger curled round and I found the smooth, shaven slit and slowly started to stroke it. Gran grinned for a moment and then resumed our kiss, her tongue exploring my mouth and pressing at mine. I shivered excitedly and ran my finger up and down the slit, not quiet entering, but not quiet not either. Her hands were squeezing my butt so hard I'm sure she left paw prints on it, not that I was complaining. "Mmmmnn," she groaned as we broke the kiss for a moment, "So beautiful."
"So sexy," I replied and resumed the kissing, our tongues intertwining.
My fingers rose and fell, rubbing at the pussy. It was wet, and I was hoping that was me as much as the pool, she was certainly seeming to enjoy it, her mouth pushing at mine and her nipples as hard as little pebbles. Suddenly she reached up to my chest, pushing me gently backwards. I followed her guidance, walking back until my heels hit the steps. She continued to push, and I went up one, still kissing. She broke it and grinned at me, "Sit down on the top step," she smiled.
I did as she asked, my butt and ankles still in the water. Gran knelt below me, the water half up her chest, as she reached for my legs and spread them apart, so my cunt was exposed just above the waterline. "MMmnnn, that's what I want to eat," she said, licking her lips.
I wasn't going to stop her. "And I want you to eat it," I replied.
She lowered her head and gently licked my pussy, I shuddered in excitement, leaning back on my hands and making sure my legs were as open as I could comfortably get them. She moved slowly and seductively, not hurrying, but slowly easing her tongue up and down over my slit from the mons to the clitoris. I closed my eyes as I lent my head back, feeling the warm sun on my face and gentle waves of the pool caress my feet as Gran tongue slipped over my pussy. I could feel the heat from the cunt growing, my twat starting to awaken and send tiny signals to my brain, the longer Gran licked the louder those signals were. I groaned pleasurably, "Uuuhhh, this feels so good, you're so wonderful at pussy licking."
"I've had lots of practice," Gran raised her head, "but yours is one of the tastiest." She lowered her mouth down again and slipped out her talented tongue over my teenage twat. I gasped again, my fingers clenching together as the signal strengthened, a constant rhythm of buzzes coming like Morse code from my cunt to my brain. "So tasty," Gran murmured before reburying her mouth into my snatch.
"Ooohhh," I shook as she began to speed up, driving her tongue more forcefully at my hole, pressing apart the lips and tasting the juice of my tunnel walls. Her body gleamed in the sunlight, the rays making the water spots and rivulets shine brightly. She rocked forward licking me harder, her long hair dipping into the pool and drifting like a frond on top of it. I groaned again and grasped my bosoms, kneading the large knockers and playing with my nipples. With one hand Gran was undoing her own top, leaving it to float slowly down beneath her. I closed my eyes again, keeping the memory of her in my mind's eye as her tongue acted as a constant reminder. The pleasure rose in me again, "Oooohh, yessss," I groaned pressing my nails into my palms, "Fuck yes."
"You want me to make you cum, Gabby?" Grandma raised her head with a smile, the gleam of my juice visible on her lips.
I nodded eagerly and she slid a couple of fingers into my cunt, making me gasp immediately, "Fuck yes, make me cum hard."
Then her face was down as well, licking deep into the hole as she thrust the digits in and out, keeping the slit open. She lapped quicker and harder than before, really driving at me. I shivered and shook, feeling the warmth growing in me like an oven slowly heating. My head shot back, my throat straining as I growled out my excitement, my eyes tight shut but still seeing the brightness of the sun through my lids. Gran's tongue and fingers upped their pace even more, I could hear the splash of the water as her elbow jerked back and forth, continually springing in and out of the water as she jammed me. "Fuuuckkk," I gasped, "Ooohhh fuck."
Gran continued with her expert tongue fucking. It was so good, that I swear if I live to an hundred, I'd never have one so hot again. I shrieked again, loudly, glad that the neighbours weren't close-by or they'd have thought someone was being murdered. Gran took my cries as a signal to go even harder, ramming her tongue down the groove her fingers were carving in my wet hole. Nerves I didn't even realise I had sprang into a warm life, sending signals of climactic bliss racing to my brain. So many, that my head was threatening to explode into a gazillion pieces, the blood pounding so hard in my skull I wasn't sure I wasn't having a stroke. "Yessss, yessss," I screamed, "Make me cum."
She did.
Her tongue pounded so hard my insides were turning to water, the orgasm so intense that it then turned into steam. I screamed and shook, the water lapping around me as I came like an express train, "AAAArrrgghhh, yesssss, fuuuuckkk, aaaaaarrghhhh!"
Gran knelt up, the water gleaming on her small bosoms. I panted in pleasure and grinned back. She got out of the pool and then sashayed round the side about half way down. She pulled off her bikini bottoms, exposing her sexy shaven pussy, and tossed them to one side before sitting down, her legs apart. "It's my turn now" she said.
I didn't need any further instructions and I front crawled eagerly across to her. The water went up just above my belly button, leaving my bouncing bosoms out and free. "Looks lovely," I giggled as I admired the sexy Gilf slot close up.
"Why don't you come on in then?" invited Gran.
Grinning I slid a finger into her pussy, learning from Gran and began to work it in and around. Gran gave a small moan and shook gently, her feet kicking under the water, rippling the pool's surface. I shoved it deeper, feeling the warm, wet of her walls sticking to my skin as I probed deeper and deeper. I added a second finger, twisting it around and curling the tip to scratch gently at her sex spots. Gran gave another moan, "MMmnnn, you're doing good Gabby, that feels so hot."
I slid the fingers back and opened them inside her, spreading her opening. As I did I lowered my head, my tits dipping into the water as I bent. I could smell her sex, a sensually musky aroma which made my nostrils twitch with excitement. The juice was visible in the open hole, the pink walls gleaming as it oozed out of microscopic pores. My stomach metaphorically rumbled with hunger for the lovely cunt cream as I opened my mouth and began to lick eagerly. Soon the cum was coating my tongue and I could taste it as little droplets dissolved and filled my mouth with its salty, but tasty, flavour. Gran gave another groan shuddering in excitement and reaching down to massage my shoulders, her small bosoms beating gently across my head as she leant across it. Her fingers probed and prodded at the blades as mines poked and pushed at her pussy. She squeezed harder and lapped quicker, the two of us in an unspoken partnership, the more vigorously she massaged my shoulders the faster I licked. Soon my tongue was going like a battering ram at her cunt, slamming down on the fleshy walls.
"Ooohhh, mmmnn Gabby, you're getting so good at this, I can't believe what you're doing with my pussy," Gran gasped, which I felt was high praise given her own expertise. I continued what I was doing, using my fingers to both stimulate and open the hole for my tongue, which moved in to complete the work. I tried to listen out for Gran's gasps and sighs, taking care to concentrate on hammering the same spot for maximum impact whenever the squeals became particularly loud. I wasn't sure I always managed my targeting, but I was confident that Gran enjoyed the energetic tonguing she was getting, even if sometimes my aim wasn't perfect. A view confirm as she let out another gasp, "Yesss, Gabby, yes, ohhh you're turning into the perfect pussy-licker."
I grinned to myself and swivelled my tongue round her hole, earning another series of squeals and an extra hard grip on my shoulders. I giggled and swung my tongue again, eliciting more squeaks and shudders, Gran's hands squeezing my shoulders so hard as she leant forward over me, that I was half worried she was going to overbalance and we both tumble into the water together. Somehow she kept herself sitting, even if she was shuddering and shivering, as my tongue and finger went faster and harder into her soaked hole.
"Yessss, yessss, ooohhh, fuuccckk, yesssss," she squealed, suddenly sitting upright and then dropping back so she was lying on the tiles surrounding the pool with only her calves in the water. My tongue continued its deadly work, thrusting and slapping down Gran's soaked loved tunnel until she was a screaming, hollering wreck.
And then I licked some more.
Only harder.
"Aaaarggghh, yessss, yesssss, aaaargghh," Grandma was climaxing loudly from my ministrations and I felt a rush of pride that I with just a couple of fingers and my tongue that I could create that amount of noise and ecstasy. I didn't stop, though, or even pause. If Gran thought this was good, she just needed to keep her legs spread for a few more minutes for the finale. Luckily for her (and me), hit by the powerful orgasm Gran showed no inclination to get into the pool to cool off. Instead she squeezed her legs together, trapping me in a vice that I had no wish to escape from either. My fingers rammed down, harder and faster, so that the water around me was rippling and splashing as my arm sliced through it. My tongue followed, going six to a dozen, so fast the cunt juice sprayed into my mouth like I was rally car speeding through a ford. Gran screamed again, her body convulsing so much that I was almost scared I was giving her a heart attack, "AAaarrrgghh, yesssss, aaaarrrghh, that's it baby, aaaarrgghhh, my pussy, fuuuccckkkk!"
Her screams almost deafened me, so loud it was like being in the front line of a war zone. I licked harder, content to make her scream some more. She did, "Aaaarrrggghhh fuccckkk, aaaaarggghhh."
Her legs went limp and she gave a sigh as I raised my head. Arrogantly I turned and swam a length before doing a relaxed back stroke back to where Gran had raised herself and standing up, my naked boobs bouncing as the water streamed off them.
"I could do with a shower," she said, "Want to join me?"
"Oh yes," I giggled and stepped out of the pool, following her to the lounger where she handed me a towel. It seemed a little strange to dry myself when I was going to be getting wet again in a moment, but Gran's carpets were expensive, so I guess it made sense. Once we'd dried ourselves she led me into the house and up the stairs to the main bathroom. The shower was easily large enough for two (though the bath could have fitted both of us and another couple beside). Draping the towels over the rack the two of us stepped into the warm water. Knowing how much Gran loved admiring my body I made sure I wiggled and wriggled, swaying under the shower, my hands rolling over my body.



Gran grinned, soaping her own body sexily, the white suds sliding down her naked flesh like melting snow. I slowly moved into a dance, swaying my body to an invisible beat, letting my large rack swing in front of me, water spraying down onto my juicy tits and dripping down the rest of me. Taking hold of a sponge I sensually rubbed and washed them, taking my time as I went round the nipple to Gran's obvious delight as one of her hands retreated down to her pussy to stroke herself. I grinned cheekily, running the sponge between my tits and squeezing it, so a wave of water rushed down my flat stomach and over my belly button. Down my sponge went, rubbing gently at my pussy as I licked my lips seductively forcing Gran to choose between my sexy expression or watching me touch my moist hole. She compromised, switching her gaze slowly between them and making sure she eyed my large breasts as her eyes moved over them.
I giggled sexily and turned, arching my back and wiggling my rump at her. I turned my head over my shoulder and passed her the sponge. "Could you do my back, please, Grandma?"
"I'd love to," Gran replied, her voice husky with lust.
The sponge barely touched above my hips before Gran was down slowly soaping my buttocks, swirling the sponge round and round in small circular motions, making sure my cheeks were as clean and polished as the best silverware. I gave a little gasp as the sponge went beneath my legs and started to clean at my pussy; it wasn't really successful cos even as Gran was wiping away the cummy juice there was more trickling down -- but I can't say I was minding her trying. I gave another groan, leaning back into her and turning my head so that my mouth was closing on hers. They both opened together and our tongues grappled competitively before mine retreated and Gran's followed it, her lips on mine as she invaded my mouth.
The sponge dropped to the floor as Gran's hands reached up to grip my boobs, squeezing and kneading them like play-dough. I gave another groan, shuddering in pleasure as Grandma's mouth moved to my neck, kissing and licking my smooth throat passionately, her tongue tickling at the skin as her teeth softly grazed them.
"Oh Gran," I moaned, "I'm still so horny for you."
She continued to neck me, but one of her hands moved down and began to play with my pussy, rubbing the slit softly but sensually, so my legs quivered and I let out another groan, "Ooohhh, God, yesss."
The shower continued to beat down on us, but that wasn't the reason I was warm and wet.
I found myself slowly turning in her embrace until we were facing each other. For a moment I just looked at her face, so beautiful, a few creases, but still mainly smooth, her lips almost permanently upturned, her blues eyes regarding me with the same sexual longing as I was looking at her, her long hair, wet and shiny, trailing down over a small tit. Then we moved into kiss, our mouths opening as we tried to engorge each other. Our bodies closed, naked breasts, mine large and bouncy, hers small and pert, rubbing against each other. Our hands came together, our palms pressed firmly and our fingers wrapping around each other. Then they broke and almost automatically we moved down to each other's slits, gently rubbing at each other's shaven holes.
"Mmmnn," Gran said, "You're so sexy."
"You too," I grinned back as I slid my fingers into her cunt for the second time that day. Gran gasped and started, her smile becoming wider, before she latched her mouth onto mine and slipped her own fingers into my cunt. We gently jacked our wrists, fingering each other's juicy holes slowly and sexually, cum covering my finger and dripping from my cunt. My tongue rushed round her mouth and hers pushed back at mine, enveloping it with a sensual twist.
After a few moments she broke again and smiled, "We better get out and get dried."
I followed her out, picking up my towel and starting to slowly pad myself with it. I looked at the clock it was past five, God, had I really been here three hours -- the time had flown. Gran was drying her hair, though it was so long it would remain damp for a while. She saw me looking at the clock and said, "I could start dinner now," she said, "Or go to bed, I strap-on fuck you and then we order a pizza."
I grinned, "I like pizza."
"I hoped you'd say that," Gran smiled back. She dropped her towel in the laundry basket, "Join me in the bedroom when you've finished drying," she said and left, wiggling her sexy ass at me as she did.
I didn't want to rush myself, there nothing worse than going to bed still damp in my opinion -- though on the counter side I was going to get very damp once I was in it.
Quivering with excitement I walked to the main bedroom. Grandma was already standing their waiting for me wearing a pair of leather pants with a nine-inch strap on jutting out. I stared at it in awe, it was bigger than those of the guys I'd been with, and none of them had a mushroom head quiet as big, nor ridges and bumps covering it for maximum pleasure. Perhaps Gran mistook my wonderment for trepidation as she said, "I can get a smaller one if you want, I just thought you might want a big one for your first time."
"I do, don't you dare change it," I licked my lips hungrily. "It might need a little prep."
"I've some gel," Gran said missing my mean.
"I've plenty of saliva," I explained and dropped to my knees in front of her.
"That will work as well," Grandma grinned.
I started slowly, my tongue sliding round the rubber dick. Funnily enough despite the bland taste I found it much nicer than the real one, which if not sweaty was never quiet clean -- perhaps teen boys learn how to clean their junk when they leave home, but none of the guys I'd been with had quiet learnt that lesson. My tongue wrapped round the dick, gently leaving a wet trail after it. I slid round and round, marvelling at it thickness and getting wet thinking how it would spread my cunt as it speared in me.
"You've done this before," Gran teased.
"Perhaps," I giggled coquettishly back, "but never one so big..." I slipped my tongue out again and ran along it length. "...or..." I raised my eyes to look at my Grandma, "...one with such a sexy owner."
I moved my head back and then forward again, except this time I opened my mouth and swallowed the cock. It was so thick I had to stretch my jaw to an almost aching size and I knew I'd be lucky to get it anywhere near all the way down without gagging. But I was up to the challenge and the wetter I made it, the easiest it would slip down my cunt and the harder Grandma could fuck me.
I began to slowly bob back and forth, getting used to it so that my jaw didn't feel so strained. An ex-boyfriend, one I hadn't dated for long cos he was a jerk, told me he preferred my blow-jobs to the main event, I wasn't sure whether it was a compliment, an insult or just a neutral statement of fact, as he was that type of guy. Whilst I definitely hoped the highlight for Gran would be the fucking, I was pretty confident that I could give good head -- and she wouldn't shoot in my mouth either. I might not be able to get Gran to climax, but a good sexual sucking would still get her motor running. I went deeper.
Gran growled in lustful anticipation, "Make it nice and wet Gabby, soak it for that hot little pussy of yours," she said. Her hand stroked at my cheek and up to slide through my blonde hair, the silky strands dropping through her fingers. I slid down further, doing as she suggested and reaching up to take it in my right hand to work it forward, taking it deeper between my lips. "That's good, baby, you're as skilled at this as eating pussy, mmmnn you're a natural, so talented."
I blushed at the praise, wondering how many women had been on their knees before Gran, sucking the strap-on as a prelude to her fucking them, had she said it to them all, or just me, did it matter? I'd not come into this relationship pure, even if I wasn't experienced, I certainly couldn't expect someone as sexy as Gran to not have had hundreds of women queuing up to fuck her, in fact I'd have been worried if she hadn't. My mouth opened wider, my eyes watering a touch as I took the cock down deeper, feeling it pinning my tongue to the bottom of my mouth and pressing along my cheeks, hopefully not making me look too much like a sexy chipmunk.
"Mmmnn, suck it, see how far you can take it," Gran licked her lips in excitement as she looked down on me, my lips sliding up and down her fake phallus and my eyes looking up, meeting her gaze and showing how much I was loving it. I bobbed back and pushed forward, swallowing more of the dick and feeling it at the top of my throat. I gagged a little and blinked, and I could feel Gran pulling the dick back to give me more oxygen. I shook my head a little (I couldn't shake it too vigorously without the strap-on popping out) and went down again. I'd only done a deep-throat once and couldn't say I enjoyed it. But it was different this time, I wanted the cock to be soaked for my cunt and I cared more for Gran's sexual enjoyment than my own discomfort.
"Rub your pussy, Gabby, if you're going to take more; it'll take the edge of it," Gran suggested, seeing my determination to swallow the dick as far as I could.
It was a helpful hint and I reached down to start to rub at my slit. It seemed to work, not that I didn't choke a little when I pushed my head forward, but having little waves of pleasure flowing through me did make it more manageable. Rubbing harder, I continued to bob my head, driving down the dick, deeper and deeper. The toy pushed at the roof of my mouth, sliding along until it went to the top of my throat. My eyes watered and my fingers strummed. I pushed onwards, blinking away the watery tears and ignoring the bile coming up as I choked and forced myself down.
"Easy Gabby," Gran said, "Don't take it deeper than you can handle, its wet enough."
I pulled back, allowing myself to catch a breath before going down again, even if I couldn't swallow it all I could certainly take more, showing Gran how hot I was for her strap-on cock. I pushed back down and seeing how determined I was Grandma worked her hips urging the dick forward. My eyes watered but I kept on, ignoring the discomfort and need to wretch, driving my mouth slowly forward, all the time rubbing furiously at my wet pussy. I could taste the bile in my mouth, feel it seeping from my lips and going down my chin, slowly dripping onto my large bosom.
Again I slipped my mouth from the dick gasping and sucking for air. After a few seconds I lifted my head and this time Grandma didn't try to persuade me otherwise, she recognised how stubborn I could be. She guided the cock forward towards my open mouth, "One more go, I think you'll swallow it whole," she said encouragingly.
I was confident. I took the tip and first half easily, my jaws having become used to stretch opening without difficulty. Go further started to become harder. My eyes seemed to be being forced open by the cock in my mouth and began to water uncontrollably as my gag instinct kicked in. It was hard not to force the plastic dick out in a choking spasm, it took a lot of willpower and a hard rubbing of soaked slit to carry on. Slowly, so slowly I was taking it. Gran pushed further, her face a mask of concentration, knowing how much I wanted this, but also not wanting to literally choke me.
Reaching behind her I grabbed her naked buttocks, they had no meat on them, almost straight and thin like she was. But they were a fantastic lever with which to drag myself forward. Gran saw what I was doing and grasped my shoulders, in turn using them as a pull, to slowly push the cock in. Half an inch, a quarter, another quarter, I was so near not even an inch was left between me and the leather pants, the cock almost in. Girding myself mentally I paused and then went for the final push, like an exhausted fighter rearing for one last bout. Down, down, down, my nose against the leather, pushing up against it, quarter of an inch left. I closed my eyes, I couldn't see from them anyway and dragged at Gran as she forced herself on me. More saliva spurted from my lips, running down my chin and chest like a cum shot. Down, down, down...
My lips touched the leather.
Immediately I sprang back, letting go off Gran's sexy ass and letting my head shoot back so fast my neck almost broke. I gasped and wheezed for a second or two, before slowly getting to my feet, a broad smile forming on my face. "I think it's wet enough, Gran, fuck me."
"With pleasure," Gran replied smiling back at me.
I was on the bed in a flash, giggling coquettishly as I rolled onto my back. I slowly spread my legs reaching down to my soaking pussy and licking my lips as I silently invited Gran onto me. She was on the bed with seconds, moving towards me like a cougar stalking a kitten. She crawled over me and I could feel the strap-on trailing across my thigh and resting over my pussy as Gran leaned down to kiss me. I responded enthusiastically, my mouth moving round hers, my lips pressing hard back, my tongue probing and pushing. Still kissing me Gran reached down for the toy with one hand; grasping it she guided towards my waiting hole. I gave a groan of anticipation as I felt the head lie on my lips for a second, then a louder one as Grandma began to push it in.
It was certainly larger than the cocks I had before, thicker as well. But whether it was because of my sloppy deep-throat or that my pussy was as wet as a waterslide, it slid in easily. I shuddered as I felt first the head, pushing back my walls and tunnels and then as they fell back to grip round the rod, the vibration of the hard valleys and ridges as they bumped and over my pleasure spots. Down it went, Gran guiding it in, her hips descending as she went all the way until I could feel our pubis's connecting, her stomach resting on mine and her small tits grazing across my rack. She paused and lifted her head, "How's that feel?"
"Good," I smiled at her sexy face, "It'd be better if it was moving."
"Give me a second, I'm an old woman," she joshed.
"You're only as old as the woman you're fucking and I'm eighteen," I teased back, wrapping my arms around her back so she wouldn't escape. "Now fuck me."
"Please..." I wasn't the only one who was capable of a tease.
"Please," I demanded with a grin, "Please take your big strap-on cock and fuck my cunt until I scream."
"If you insist," grinned Gran and began to move her hips again.
She moved slowly at first, easing the toy in and out of soaking hole. I groaned as I felt the scrape of the ridges and bumps against my soft wall, the toy was moulded to maximise pleasure and it was certainly doing that. She wasn't in a hurry, letting me luxuriate in the sexual bliss that began to flow through me. I moved with her, raising my pelvis in line with her thrusts, meeting her half way and letting the cock penetrate deep into my tunnel. My hands massaged her back, feeling the smooth skin under my palms and encouraging her on. Her mouth moved to mine and we kissed again, our lips pressing at each other each time we came together, tongues shooting out, only to break as we split. She came down again, her small tits landing on mine, her nipples hard and ticklish against my large bosoms. I kissed her passionately, our tongues momentarily intertwined before she rose. She came down again, faster and I let out a moan, "Uhhhh, fill me."
Her mouth was at my throat sucking it gently like she was a vampire as her midriff rose and fell. She was getting faster and harder, pushing the dick into me. I gave another gasp of pleasure, my back arching like I was almost trying to throw her off. I wasn't, the feeling of her plastic dick inside me, was too good for that, but I grasped her back anyway so there was no way she could inadvertently fall. However, I needn't have worried Gran continued to ride me expertly, her dildo hitting me at precisely the right spot and angle for my special spots to feel it. "Uuurrhhh, oh yes, this is so good, I love your strap-on, " I groaned.
Gran fucked me a little harder, the dildo spearing into my willing hole. She moved position slightly so that her body bent and her face was over my titties, she began to kiss and lick them as she kept her hips working, the toy pleasuring my cunt as her tongue began to do the same with my bosoms. Soon my nipples were hard like little rocks, Gran's tongue latching round them and her teeth pulling them, stretching out my already sizeable tits and making them larger still. I slid my hands over her back, moving them up and down in time with her poundings. My legs shifted upwards, pinning her thighs in place and rubbing them as she went up and down.
Another groan escaped my lips, my head pushing back at the comfortable pillow beneath it. Grandma raised her head smiling at me, "Mmmnn, Gabby baby, this okay?"
"Uuuuhh, uuuhhh," I moaned back, "More than okay, fucking fantastic."
Gran grinned, happy at my obvious compliment and then latched her mouth on mine again. We kissed passionately, our mouths moving around each other's lips as our body clashed together, repeatedly.
My head fell back and I gave a gasp, "Ooooohh, yessss." The fake phallus was filling me so completely I didn't think I'd being properly fucked until this moment, it was like I was a virgin, being touched for the very first time. I squealed again as the toy rubbed at my erogenous zone, sending a wave of sexual joy coursing through me. "Oooohhh, fuck me, Gran, fuck me so good, ooooohhh that's so right. Ooohhh, yesss fuck me harder."
Almost to my surprise Gran complied with my wish, upping her pace and putting more energy into her downward thrusting so it pounded so hard into my cunt I shook with the impact. I matched her pace, my hips twitching and working to match hers. Two hopes went through my mind, first that she kept up the speed up for as long as possible and drove me to multiple climaxes, the second that I'd have the energy to pound my girlfriend so enthusiastically when I was her age. In at least the first of these I appeared to be lucky, as I could feel the orgasm rushing down my track like an express train.
"AArrrghhhh, yessss, aaaaarggghhh," I cried as my brain exploded into a million pieces. I twisted and shuddered under the mind-blowing orgasm, my large breasts jumping up and down on my chest as I bounced against the bed. "Aaarrrghhh, fuuuckkk, yesssss."
Girl cum was pouring out of my pussy, smothering my lips and greasing the strap-on. Gran rammed hard, the lubricated cunt stretching more with every thrust. Her lips were at my throat again, kissing it hard as she pounded. Her tits banged on mine, pushing deep into my ample flesh as she came down. My own hands had fallen from her back, it was too much effort to keep them up as I was being turned to jelly by my climax. Instead they were reached out and gripping the bedding, leaving me position as if I was being crucified -- which I was in a way. "Aaarrrghh, fuck, don't stop, fuck my cunt raw."
"Yes Gabby baby, that's it, love my dick," Gran replied and shoved it in all the way, our pelvis banging together. "You're so sexy."
"Yessss, yessss, yessss, you're so fucking sexy as well," I screamed back and then lurched into incoherence as another climax smashed through me like a wrecking ball. Every nerve I had seemed to send messages of ecstasy whizzing to my pussy, my limbs stiffening and relaxing at exactly the same time so I wasn't sure whether I was solid or jelly, and my brain so emulsified by the orgasm that it was unable to care. "AAArrrrggghh, aaaaaarrrggghhh, fuuucccckkk!"
If I'd thought it was the end of the fucking I was wrong. Grandma wasn't even pausing as she continued to fuck me hard. Her thin body smashed into mine, again and again, her mouth first on my throat, then my lips and then back down again to the nape of the neck, kissing me, licking me, nuzzling at my sweaty flesh. Her strap-on continued to ram down, until my pussy was almost numb from pleasure, the ridges and bumps making sure that every inch of my wall was soaking wet, each nerve ending stimulated again and again, until they were at danger of overloading. I bounced and shuddered, my entire being just dedicated to receiving the strap-on cock. I didn't know it was possible to feel like this, to have sex this good. But now I knew I was addicted to it, I wouldn't be going back to guys, only Grandma could satisfy my new need and hopefully she'd continue to give it me.



She certainly didn't show any signs of stopping...
I let out another scream, "Yessss, aaargghhhh, fuck," as my entire body burnt from the explosive orgasms.
Gran pounded some more, driving the dick into me. She was panting now, her body slick with sweat as she put in the effort. I couldn't believe how long and how hard she had been going, but I wasn't going to complain either. The dildo rammed me hard, quickly re-enthusing my erogenous zone, so that it seemed almost moments from one explosive climax to the next, "Aaarrrghhh, fuuuckkkk," I screamed, "Oooohhh yessss, aaaaarggghh..." My screams reverberated around the room drowning out Grandma's gasps and pants. But I could tell it was coming to end, as she began to slow, her head moving from my throat to hover above my face, as she gave me a final few, slow, powerful thrusts to give the final orgasm an edge.
"That was wonderful," I managed to gasp as she slowed.
Her only reply was her lips on mine.
*
If you had told me a few weeks ago that on a Saturday evening I'd be lying naked on Grandma's bed with a near empty pizza box between us, I'd have thought you were suffering from fever dreams. But here I was doing exactly that. We had spent the remainder of the afternoon canoodling on the bed, kissing romantically, talking casually, fondling each other gently -- the only break being in the early evening when Grandma had got up and put on some pyjamas and a bath robe to collect the pizza when it was due. It was the best Saturday afternoon I could remember, much better than hanging around the Mall with my friends which as how I'm normally spent it.
However with the Pizza now finished and a naked Gran on the bed beside me I was certainly feeling frisky again. I grinned at her, "You've dropped some pizza."
"Where?" Gran asked.
I leaned forward and licked away the tiny spot of sauce on her tit. "There," I grinned happily, "Want me to make sure it's gone?"
Gran smiled, "You better."
I licked again, sliding my tongue round the teat and tickling it gently. Gran gave a groan as the nipple hardened, her hand moving to stroke at my thigh as I sat cross legged in front of her. I giggled and swapped tits, giving the second one the same treatment, my tongue slowly swivelling round rapidly solidifying bump.
Gran reached down and pushed my head away, "Looks like you've got some sauce on you as well," she purred and slid her mouth onto my chin, licking it leisurely before sliding up towards my lips. I opened my mouth to receive her, my own tongue waiting to meet hers. She came closer pressing her naked body at mine, the pizza box crushed beneath her knee. We kissed hard and intensely, our mouths moving and our lips curling as our tongues teased and tickled. Her hands moved to my tits, squeezing them and kneading them, though I was definite I'd not dropped any pizza there. I groaned, arching my back and running a finger over my pussy, I could feel it starting to buzz with desire again, a feeling not sated by my slipping a finger in. For a moment Gran continued to kiss me, her lips under my chin, pursed against the top of my throat. Then she looked down, a smile coming to her face as she watched my finger sliding into my cunt. "I could fuck you again," she said.
"Yes, I'm wanting it," I nodded eagerly.
"Do you want to get on your hands and knees," Gran said and I complied instantly, facing the full length mirror on the side of Grandma's wardrobe. In its reflection I could see Gran get off the bed and go over to the seat where she'd put the strap-on. I watched in eager anticipation as she slipped into the pants, before stroking the cock as if to check it was still as thick and long as it had been before. She came behind me, crawling onto the bed on her hands and knees.
"Mmmnnn," I groaned as two of her fingers entered my pussy. For a moment she worked them back and forth, twisting them around before she pulled them apart in a V-shape to open my tunnel more. She almost vanished from sight behind me, with only the top of her head and her naked ass visible. But even if I couldn't see what she was doing I could feel it as her tongue started to lick at my hole, running over my pink inside. "Ooohhh, yes," I groaned again, shivering in excitement, "Make me wet Grandma, mmnnnn, your tongue feels so good."
She didn't say anything, but her reply was just as meaningful. I groaned again as her tongue speared deep and her thumb moved to rub at my clit. I gripped the bedding in front of me, easing my body backwards so that my pussy was pushing into Gran's face. She lapped it faster and harder, she wasn't teasing this time, but determined to get me wet and ready for the main event. It was working as I could feel my cunt heating with desire, girl cum secreting out of the tiny holes and lathering my walls and lips with the clear, gleaming liquid. "MMmnnn," I moaned, "My cunt feels so soaked, it needs your strap-on Grandma."
Gran must have thought the same as she gave it a couple more seconds of licking before she withdrew and sat up on her knees. In the mirror I admired her naked body, thin and wiry, the small tits as pert and hard as a teenage model. She smiled, making her face even more beautiful, as she looked down at me and I could see her arms moving as she took hold off the dildo with one hand and with the other reached to ease open my wanton and willing hole. "Fuck me Gran, ram my wet twat, I want you to fuck me so hard....ooooohhhh."
The mushroom headed dildo entered my pussy, rubbing over the tunnel walls and spreading them apart. My slick pussy gripped round it and I could feel the graze of the ridges and raisings as they ran across my soft pussy flesh. Gran continued on, shoving the toy deep into my twat, only stopping as her thighs rested against my round ass. She paused for a moment, letting me get used to the big cock which was invading my tight, albeit very well lubricated, teen tunnel. I gave a small groan of pleasure, my eyes briefly closing and then reopening. Gran was still behind me her hands on my hips, holding me gently. She saw me looking at her in the mirror and smiled sexily at me. I beamed back, biting my lips coyly before saying, "Fuck me Gran, fuck my teenage cunt."
My God, did she just. There was no slow starting leading to a gradual build-up, but a sudden hard shove, followed repeatedly by the same. I gasped as the cock drove down deep into my, my body rocking forward with the impact of Gran slamming at me. I gripped the bedding, holding it firmly to stop myself being pushed too far forward and let out another yelp of pleasure as Grandma thrust into me, her thin thighs smacking at my ass.
"Oh, baby, you're so sexy, this pussy was just made to be fucked," she said from behind me, grinning broadly. Her small tits bounced and jiggled as she slammed forward and back, her long hair swinging and swaying as she did. I groaned in pleasure, my eyes fixing on her body as she fucked me, if I was sexy, so was she and whilst I was eighteen she was sixty-two. Someone half her age, even a quarter would have been proud of her body, and I just hoped my own body was withstand the ravages of age as well. Perhaps it was to do with fucking hot women regularly, in which case I was both fully signed up, both for my own benefits and as part of the keep Gran looking hot and desirable plan. Her fingers squeezed at my waist and she grunted, "Mmmnnn, this cunt is so delectable, so tight and bangable."
"Urrrrhh, yessss," gasped back, "Fuck it, fuck so hard I burst."
It was hard to believe Grandma could pound me harder, but I swear she managed it, or else my brain was so turned on, even the slightest increase felt like I was being pounded by a pile-driver. In either case, I squealed in pleasure and excitement, my back arching and bending, making me look like a bronco trying to toss its rider. My large tits were bouncing and dangling beneath me, swaying as my body rocked. "Fuck me, fuck me," I gasped, "AAAarrgghh, yes, fuuucckkk meee!"
The orgasm hit me like a thunderbolt and it was a miracle the bed didn't burst into flame my cunt was so molten. I screamed in pleasure, my entire body shuddering and rocking as Grandma continued to ram me. I could feel the juice trickling out and down my thighs, only to be replaced by yet more cum as the thick toy filled and fucked me totally.
"Ooohhh," I gave another gasp and tried to regain my equilibrium, grasping hard at the bedding and shoving myself back in time with Gran's thrusts. In the mirror she was grinning widely, enjoying the banging she was giving me as much as I was loving receiving it. Her hands remained on my waist, except when she briefly lifted one to wipe the sweat from her brow, gripping my side hard and using it as a lever to piston herself into me. I flicked my own hair to one side and slowly fell face forward, my arms spreading out as I was pounded into oblivion. I raised my head slightly, my chin still resting on the bed, to continue to look at Grandma. In this new position I could see the flat of her thin stomach and catch glimpses of her leather pants as she pulled the toy in and out. She grinned at me and gently slapped my ass. I groaned, "Yesss, ooohhh yesss, fuck me Gran, ram my pussy."
I managed to move one of my arms underneath my body, my hand reaching up to rub at my clit, as less than an inch away the thick dildo continued to rapidly penetrate me. With the extra stimulation it wasn't long before I was shuddering and crying out as the pleasure threatened to overwhelm me. "Aaarrrghhh, yesss, aaaaargghh harder."
Gran rammed into, her face contorting with the effort. Sweat was trickling between her small breasts and down her face, even as she wiped it from her eyes some more would start to trickle down from her forehead. I could hear her panting above my own gasps and cries and see her chest rising and falling as she sucked in the oxygen, her small bosoms bouncing. "Yes," she moaned, "You're so sexy and hot, cum for me Gabby, I want you to cum."
I was conflicted, I wanted to do what she said, but I also wanted to hold it as long as possible so that when the dam burst it was out of this damn world. Selfishness reigned and I slowed the rubbing of my clit enough to keep myself on edge, gasping and groaning in pleasured excitement as the ecstasy built up without flooding.
But even with my self-denying ordinance it wasn't long before the orgasmic waters were starting to overflow, my juicy cunt leaking like a holed bathtub. I closed my eyes and cried out, "Yessss, yessss, aaarrggghhh, I'm so near, I'm going to cum."
It was like a tidal wave tore through me, ripping apart my insides, shattering every bone and tearing every sinew. I arched and stretched, shuddered and shivered, yelled and cried, every single molecule of my body been given over to ecstasy, "Aaarrrrghhh," I screamed, "I'm cumming, fuuuucckkk, aaaarrrghhh."
A panting Gran slipped the cock out of my pussy and fell back on the bed. I slowly moved, so that I could position my head in the crook of her arm, listening to her breath and feeling the pump of her heart as it slowly returned to its regular beat.
"I loved you fucking me, Gran, that was the best sex ever..." I said.
"I had so much fun as well," she grinned down at me, "and think we can do it again in the morning."
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Ellie woke up alone in her bed. A month ago that would have been the natural order of things. However that was before she and her Mom started fucking, now it was more usual for her to being woken by her Mom eating her pussy, which was a more effective way to wake up than repeatedly knocking on the door and shouting that it was time for school. Ellie yawned and stretched, before looking at the alarm clock.
It explained it, the time was passed eleven and whilst her Mom enjoyed waking her up during the week, on Saturdays she was content to leave her teenage daughter to have a lie in, whilst she made a start to the day - especially when the night before had been so exhausting...
It took a few more minutes for Ellie to feel she was awake enough to actually pull the covers back and get up. As was often the case now she had gone to bed naked, nightwear being an impediment to passionate fucking with her Mom as a precursor to sleep. Stretching, she considered whether she should put anything on, but she couldn't hear any visitors and the house was warm enough so she just put on her slippers and headed down the stairs. As she got nearer she could hear her Mom bustling about in the kitchen. Heading in she saw her Mom was standing over a chopping board peeling some apples. Ellie moved behind her and slipped her arms round the older woman, her mouth moving up to gently nuzzle Amber's neck for a moment, before she purred, "Morning sexy," into her ear.
Amber relaxed into her daughter's grasp, giggling slightly and putting down both apple and knife. "Morning to you too," she said, turning around so she was facing Ellie. The two of them kissed, slowly and sensually, their mouths opening and closing around each other, tongues flicking forward, heads bobbing back and forth as they kissed and broke and kissed again, seeming to go on forever. Ellie lowered her hands, reaching down to her Mom's ass and squeezing it through the dress, shivering happily as her Mom did the same for her, except that in her case there was no material between her Mom's outstretched fingers and the teen's round butt.
Eventually they broke, their morning greetings done "Coffee?" asked Amber as her daughter nodded and sat at the kitchen table. Seconds later a steaming hot cup was in front of her, a caffeine rush to start her for the day -- some things don't change even if you're fucking your Mom. She sipped it, waiting for it to cool a little as her Mom finished peeling the apples and then slicing them up. "Last night was fun," she said conversationally.
"It was great," agreed Ellie, thinking back to how she'd fucked her best friend's Mom, before sharing her with Shawna and then having her second best friend (and school counsellor) join in, all whilst her own Mom enjoyed the show. "Mrs Tyler... Marcia..." she corrected herself. It seemed odd to be on first name terms with Shawna's strict Mom, but it felt even stranger using her title when she'd been making her airtight the night before. "I can't believe how slutty she was."
"She certainly seemed to be having a good time," her Mom replied a little dryly.
"Jealous?" asked Ellie with a grin.
"No, okay a little, but that's part of the fun, if I wasn't a tiny bit jealous I wouldn't have eaten your pussy quite so hard last night," her Mom replied, "Though at the same time it was really sexy watching you fuck her ass, I love watching you bang other women."
"I enjoy banging them, though it looked like you were having fun with Dawn at the time," Ellie countered.
"I didn't say I wasn't," her Mom tittered. She sat down at the table, "So what are your plans today?"
"I hadn't really got any, I know Shawna was planning to spend today fucking her Mom, though we'll prob hang out with some of the girls on Sunday; otherwise nothing really, lounge around with my sexy Mom," she added the final words with a suggestive grin.
"I've still got some chores, but we could go for a walk this afternoon?" her Mom suggested.
Ellie considered, on one hand walks were pretty boring unless you wanted to admire the scenery and commune with nature, neither of which appealed to the eighteen year old. On the other hand her Mom was pretty damn hot and time spent walking by her side wasn't wasted, especially if in their conversation she could make enough suggestive remarks her Mom would be out of her clothes the moment they stepped back through the front door. Lust, as it normally does, won. "Yeah, good idea," she replied.
"I know this lovely trail a few miles away, its quiet secluded, we can go there," her Mom said, "I need to go out and do some shopping first though."
"I really need to do a little studying," Ellie responded, though any studying she did would be interspersed with reading a more interesting, if trashy, novel.
Her Mom gave her a smile, "After lunch then."
*
"Looking hot," grinned Ellie as her Mom came down the stairs.
The older woman gave a smile and twirled slowly in her short white dress, both the lack of straps and the way her nipples showed against the material showing that she was braless. "This old thing," she lied as Ellie had been in the shop with her a couple of weeks ago when she bought it, "I just tossed it on."
"It looks good, anyway," Ellie said looking it over and almost licking her lips with lust. "We could always stay at home and get some exercise another way."
Her Mom giggled like was a teenager, "Tempting... but no, let's get some fresh air. It'll help us work up an appetite for later."
Ellie didn't ask what she'd be hungering for, whether it was a burger and fries or sexy Mom cum. Her Mom was picking up the keys and slipping her purse strap over her shoulder, "Coming?"
"I will be later," joked Ellie and her Mom grinned as she opened the door.
They drove out of town and into the hills, eventually stopping at small parking lot on the edge of a small lake. There were a few cars already parked, but not many, the trails that led from the lot were attractive, but not well advertised so weekend dog-walkers and family trippers tended to go to places nearer town. Ellie didn't mind, she wasn't here to dodge between dozens of other walkers slowly meandering down the trail, but to spend some time with her sexy Mom. She held out her hand, waiting as her Mom locked the car and dropped her keys in the purse over her arm, before taking her daughter's hand and leading her towards a nearby trail. The wooden sign with an etched map classed it as a medium length, but as an easy walk -- suitable for children and pensioners. Her Mom seemed to want to take it, "I've done this one before, it's very nice and not many people walk it"
"Lots of scenic views," Ellie faked a yawn.
"One scenic view," her Mom said with a laugh, as if she had just made a joke.
Ellie took another look at her, "Not going to disagree there."
The two of them held hands like lovers do and began to walk along the trail. After a few hundred yards the bracken began to be replaced by bushes and saplings and soon after they were walking in a small forest. On one side they could see the lake glinting in the sun through the trees, on the other the woods went up to a small ridge and then vanished down the other side of the hill. It wasn't totally Ellie's scene, but she could see why her Mom would find it scenic and she couldn't deny the smell of fresh pine with a touch of blossom was the kind of scent you paid decent money for if it was in a shampoo. Her Mom had also been right about it being secluded, they were walking ten minutes before they saw another person, a dog walker coming the other way, and even they quickly passed with a companionable nod and no interest why a teenager and older woman were romantically strolling along hand in hand.
Soon after the passed the dog walker, Amber started to guide them off the path and up towards the ridge.
"Short cut?" asked Ellie.
"Depends where we're heading," her Mom teased.
The hill was steeper than the path, but not so much that it caused either of them any loss of breath. They threaded between the trees, breaking hands as the going got a little rougher and they had to hold their hands out to balance. Ellie followed her Mom, who seemed to know exactly where she was going. Near the top of the ridge Amber stopped and pointed to an orange rucksack that was sitting next the trunk of a tree, "Looks like someone's left a rucksack, I wonder what's in it."
As it looked very like one her Mom owned which sat in the downstairs cupboard Ellie had a strong suspicion that her Mom had left it and that was why she had been so long in the shops, not the queues as she had claimed. Still she was happy to go along with her, "No idea, I'm guessing you want to look?"
"Why not?" her Mom giggled and walked over to it.
Ellie followed her, grinning, though she was going to be disappointed if all it contained was a flask of lukewarm coffee and a waterproof for if it rained letter. Her Mom opened the rucksack and pulled out a rug, which she passed to Ellie, "Why don't you lay it out?" she suggested and immediately spoilt any illusion that the rucksack had been left by a random passer-by, by adding, "There's a small flat clearing just over the other side where you can lay it."
Doing as she was asked the teen trooped over the ridge and down the shallower side, as her Mom had so accurately guessed there was a small hollow where she could lay it, well protected on three sides from any passing wildlife or off the trail walkers. As she laid it out her Mom followed her down with the rucksack, delving it into again to see what she came up with.
"Oh look here, see what's been left?" the Milf pulled out a purple eight inch dildo.
"It looks like your favourite one as well," Ellie smiled, "What a coincidence."
"Isn't it?" giggled her Mom, putting down the rucksack and passing the toy to Ellie.
"Well as we're here with a blanket and a toy, it would be a waste not to have some fun," Ellie said, knowing that was her Mom's intention all the time and the claim of a walk was just an excuse. Of course the teen didn't mind that, the chance of some fun with her Mom's sweet pussy was worth a bit of outdoors exercise, especially as the weather was fine. "Take of your panties and sit down, I'll do the rest."
Smiling like the cat who'd got the cream, Amber pulled down her thong and dropped it in the rucksack, before sitting down on the rug, her knees pointing up so her dress fell down her thighs and exposed her shaven slot. She spread her legs as wide as she could inviting her daughter to partake of the treasure between them. Ellie got on her knees between, she sensually and slowly licked the dildo, running her tongue around it like it she tracing the line of a helter-skelter's slide. Her Mom gave a small sigh of anticipation, her hand moving to her slit to rub gently over the lips and up to the clitoral hood. Ellie continued to tease her, sliding the toy into her mouth and gently sucking it, easing it deeper and deeper in. With her spare hand she pulled up her top, pinning it under her chin and then fondled her breast under her lacy bra. Amber looked on with undisguised lust, her fingers continuing to stroke up and down her pussy. They moved faster as Ellie pulled her bra down so her titties bounced free over it and swayed gently in front of her.
There was a pop as she pulled the dildo out of her mouth and slid it between her bosoms, leaving a trail of wet saliva in the cleavage. Her Mom's gave another lust filled sigh, her mouth half-open and breathing heavily as she waited for Ellie to move the toy to her pussy. The teen didn't rush, licking and sucking it again, to keep it nice and wet before using it to massage her nipples, the thick fake veins on it making the teats harden and stiffen into little pebbles. Her Mom shuddered and shivered, "Mmmnn, baby, you're so sexy, look how wet you're making me."
Ellie looked down and saw the gleam off her Mom's juice as the Milf eased apart her slit to show her pink. She grinned, it looked ready and her Mom was more than willing. She lifted the dildo and gave it one last lick for luck, her tongue flicking slowly over the lumps and ridges. Then she moved forward, leaning down and stroking her Mom's clitoris with her left thumb, using the fingers to ease apart the lips and with her right hand pushing the toy into the waiting hole. Her Mom gave a groan, shivering in pleasure as she was entered, leaning back on her hands and looking upwards at the blue sky. "OOOhhh, that feels so good, fuck me with it."
The teen pushed the toy forward, twisting it with her wrist as she did, so that the raised veins brushed against her Mom's pussy walls. The Milf shuddered and gasped, her teeth gritting together as she clamped her eyes shut and let the pleasure enter her. Ellie pulled the toy back and then screwed it forward again, her eyes fixated on the way it vanished between the lips, the pussy walls clamping and slurping at the dildo as it entered. She gave it another twist, watching her Mom's pussy vibrate and ooze out cum. The teen grinned and moved a little faster and harder, pressing the toy in and out. Her Mom gasped and shuddered, her hands gripping at the rug, "Oooohhhh, fuck me, Ellie, use that dildo on my hot cunt, baby."
"Like this?" tittered the teen, thrusting the toy into the twat. Her Mom didn't answer; she just let out another squeak and cry. However, even without her Mom saying it Ellie knew it was what she had wanted and continued to drive the dildo in and out of her shuddering Mom.
With her spare hand she rubbed and played with her own uncovered tits, rubbing the hard nipple between her fingers. She let out tiny moans of her own, though they were dwarfed by her Mom's cries and squeaks, Ellie just hoped they were far enough from the trail that anyone who heard them would mistake the sounds for some rare bird warbling, though if she was truthful the sound was like no bird she had ever heard. Nor was it possible to mistake her Mom's cries of "Yesss, yesss, fuck me, ooohhh yessss, harder baby," for any bird [with the possible exception of the escaped parrot of a nymphomaniac]. The teen mentally shrugged, she had a choice between slowing and risking passers-by knowing that a Milf was getting hammered thirty yards from the trail and wasn't going to reduce the pummelling she was giving her Mom's pussy.
"Oooohh fuck," her Mom gave another gasp and let her arms give way, so she fell back onto the rug. She continued to gasp and shudder as Ellie rammed the toy. The teen licked her lips as she looked down at the delicious cunt and lowered her head. Her mouth opened and her tongue speared out to lick at the soaked hole, competing with the dildo to fuck it. Her Mom squealed louder and shuddered uncontrollably at this renewed and devastating assault. "Yessss, baby, more, more, make me cum so good, yessss!"
The teen lapped as quickly as she could, the toy grinding against her tongue as she shoved it in. Soon it was numb but the teen didn't mind, she could tell the effect it was having on her Mom who was rocking and gasping in ecstasy, juice filling her hole and then down her daughter's throat. Ellie pressed deeper, the tunnel opened for her tongue by the toy. Damn, her Mom tasted good. She shifted the fingers on her spare hand up, finding the lump of the clitoris under its hood and began to rub it as well. Her Mom's reaction was so intense that it was a wonder she didn't lift into the stratosphere, "Yessss, yessss, fuuuckk, yesssss," she screamed, "AAaaarrghh, yesss, you're making me cum." She shuddered and arched on the floor, her pussy flooding with cum. Ellie lapped quicker and harder, drinking down the fluid like she was a desert explorer who'd just found an oasis. Her Mom shrieked again, her entire body bending so that it seemed only her feet and head remained on the ground, "Yessss, aaaarrrghhh, yessss, I'm going to cum, yesssss! Aaaaaargghhh!"
Wiping her lips Ellie lifted herself from her Mom as the Milf slumped back down on the rug breathing heavily. Taking the toy from her Mom's twat Ellie slid it into her own mouth and sucked it like a juicy, tasty Popsicle as her Mom panted and groaned. As she recovered she sat up and Ellie passed her the dildo, wondering if her Mom was going to suggest using it again, except this time on her. To her surprise, and disappointment, her Mom dropped it in the rucksack instead and then peered in after it, "Let's see if there's anything else in there."
Ellie's disappointment vanished as she waited with anticipation to see what her Mom brought out. Her mouth briefly opened in surprise, before she converted into a smile as her Mom straightened up, holding the new toy. "Look what I found," Amber giggled wickedly, "This looks like a butt-plug."
"It does," agreed Ellie with a smile. She had been gently hinting to her Mom they should try anal, even more so following their Friday night orgy, when she'd butt-banged another woman for the first time (and loved it).
"I wonder if I can fit it in," her Mom purred and got onto her knees again, turning her back to Ellie. She lifted up her dress with one hand, so that the teen could admire her round Milf rump, before gripping one of the cheeks and easing it apart from its partner. The hand holding the plug snaked round and as Ellie watched, agog, her Mom pressed it at her sphincter and pushed it in, letting out a long, passionate groan as she did. "It's a long time since I've had something up here," she said.
"It fits you perfectly," grinned Ellie.
"I'll let you take it out when we get home," her Mom stood, a little gingerly considering she was still getting used to the insertion in her back hole. She smoothed her dress down, covering the plug, "I think you may have to drive, I'm a little antsy."
*
The drive home was much faster than the journey out and whilst no traffic laws were broken a few were stretched to their legal limit. However to Amber it seemed to take longer as she eagerly anticipated what would happen when she got home. As she had walked back to the car she had several times made sure she walked a little ahead of her daughter and raised her dress, giving the teen a glimpse of her butt-plugged rear, which might explain the teen's eagerness to get them back. Though her excitement couldn't match that of her Mom, sitting on the seat next to her as the toy shifted in her ass whenever they went over the slightest bump or round the shallowest corner, making her squeak in pleasure.
The car rolled into the drive, Ellie almost opening her door before it was stopped only to have to pause as she reached for the handbrake and removed the keys from the ignition. Amber took advantage to be first out of the car, "You better remember the rucksack, it's in the backseat," she reminded the teen and then slowly sashayed to the front door. Knowing her daughter was watching, and hoping the neighbours weren't, she briefly raised her dress and wiggled her ass, feeling the toy vibrate gently within her hole as she did. She dropped the dress back down and fished in her purse for the house keys. By the time she'd found them her daughter was behind her, wrapping her arms round her waist and urging her in.
The two of them stumbled in together, Ellie closing the door loudly as she back-heeled it and at the same time dropping the rucksack from her shoulder to the floor. She quickly moved her hands to grope her Mom's bosom through the dress as her lips found the older woman, Amber turning her head to meet her daughter's aggressive and lustful kisses. She rubbed back, pressing herself against Ellie and feeling the teen's tits squash against her. They kissed harder and more passionately, their tongues shooting together and rolling around like wild cats placed in a bag. Amber could feel her daughter pulling at the front of her dress, exposing more of the tits, before getting them popped out, her hands groping the naked bosoms, squeezing them tightly.



Shivering with anticipation, Amber moulded into her daughter's hold. She wasn't an anal virgin, having lost that when she was nineteen and at college. However, she was old-fashioned enough to believe that you didn't give up your ass straight away, and that the relationship was serious enough before you allowed entry into your most taboo hole. That she was dating her daughter hadn't changed that view, even if anal sex was now not the most forbidden thing about their relationship. It would be a lie to say she wasn't looking forward to it and she had decided it was going to be this weekend, even if she hadn't just seen her daughter butt-fucking another Mom the evening before. She was a little jealous of that, but not much, if you went to Mom-daughter orgies you had to leave the green-eyed monster at the door.
"Unzip me," she broke the kiss long enough to moan.
Ellie did so, her hands trembling, such was her excitement.
Wiggling Amber let the dress drop to the ground so she was wearing nothing but her pumps, socks and butt-plug. "Shall we go upstairs?" she purred.
"Yes," her daughter breathed heavily back, "I'm so looking forward to banging your hot ass."
Amber tittered enticingly and sashayed towards the stairs, her hips swinging jauntily. With each step she could feel the plug quivering in her ass, stretching her and readying her for her daughter's strap-on. She slowly ascended the stairs, conscious that Ellie's gaze was transfixed to her sexy butt and the head of the toy visible between her cheeks. It was a promise of more fun to come. Entering her bedroom she got onto the bed and lay face down, "My ass is waiting," she said to Ellie as the teen followed her in.
"Just a moment," Ellie said as she began to pull of her top and unhook her bra. Her jeans followed, swiftly joined by her panties, shoes and socks (and Amber quickly took advantage of her daughter stripping to remove her own pumps and socks before lying face down again and kicking her legs up sensually). Ellie was in the cupboard pulling out a strap on and slipping it on.
"You want me to suck that for you, make it nice and wet for my butt," Amber said invitingly.
"Yes, that sounds good," replied Ellie as she did up the belts and adjusted the toy so it was over her clit.
Amber got off the bed. She let out a small moan as she felt the toy shift slightly in her butt, grinding at her walls, as she got down on her knees in front of her daughter. She opened her mouth as Ellie swung the dildo teasingly in front of her, lightly bashing it against the Milf's face as she giggled and tried to chase it, "I want to suck that dick," she laughed and reached up to grasp in.
Ellie stopped gyrating her hips and instead moved forward, allowing her Mom to guide the plastic phallus into her open mouth. Ellie worked the cock forward, stroking it like it was real and easing the thick member between her lips, her jaws aching as she strained to take large dick. The dildo went deeper, pinning her tongue down and scraping across her teeth [making it lucky it was plastic], before pushing at the soft flesh of her cheek and sliding along. Still Ellie sucked it, self-preservation as well as sexual desire, making her want to make it as wet as possible for the next event. Her daughter continued to gently push forward, keeping her gaze on her Mom's face as the toy vanished between her lips.
"Grrrkk," gulped Amber as the cock pushed deeper. Her eyes watered as it pressed at her gullet and Ellie started to move back. Amber allowed her to retreat a couple of inches, just to take off the immediate pressure, before reaching up and grasping her daughter's sexy behind, dragging her forward again. The cock slid over the Milf's tongue and towards her throat. More tears prickled at her eye, but Amber ignored them, better a little discomfort now that her ass being burned raw by a too-dry dildo pounding it. She blinked the water away and pushed her head forward, taking more of the large cock so that it was pushing at her throat, forcing open the passage so she almost choked.
"Fuck," said Ellie in an awed voice. The dildo was deep in Amber's throat now, her eyes so wet that no matter how often the blinked her vision remained a watery blur. She eased back and pushed forward, gurgling and gasping as the cock pushed against her tonsils. Her daughter was breathing heavily, excited by Amber's expert and enthusiastic deep-throating of her dildo. That turned on the Mom, even more, and she closed her eyes in a vain attempt to block the watering, before ramming her head at the dick again, choking and gagging as it filled her throat. White liquid oozed from her mouth, washing down her chin and onto her naked bosoms. Ellie looked down again, "My God, Mom, you're really taking this."
If she hadn't been so totally pinned Amber would have nodded her agreement, but instead she leaned back, half-way down the cock and took a deep breath through her nose. Her lungs satisfied with the input of oxygen, she forced herself back down the cock, not stopping until it was jammed deep in her throat and her lips were pressed against the leather straps holding the toy in place. More saliva leaked from her lips as she desperately tried to hold position.
Then with a gasp she shot back, her spit shooting from her mouth like a fountain. Choking in air, she reached up and wiped her eyes, clearing them of the tears which had formed in them. She looked at the toy, hovering in front of her, it was literally dripping. She grinned and looked up at Ellie, the teen's expression a mixture of amazement and lust, "I think that's wet enough."
"Yes," nodded Ellie, reaching down to take her Mom's hand and help her up, "It's going to slide into your ass like a hot knife through butter."
Her Mom tittered as she got on all fours on the bed, "I wish. But have you seen the size of that thing and even with this," she pointed at her plug, "my hole hasn't been really stretched for a long time."
"Mmmnn, I'll get it in," said Ellie, a little arrogantly as she got on the bed behind her Mom.
"You better," agreed her Mom, "after watching you pound Marcia last night I'm looking forward to a good butt-fucking from you; it wouldn't be fair if she came more than your Mom."
"I won't stop until you've cum," agreed her daughter.
"Take the plug out and show me what you can do," grinned Amber.
The plug scraped against her bowel walls as Ellie turned it like it was screw before realising she could just pull. With a pop it came out and Amber felt a moment of chill as her bare walls were exposed to air after having become used to the warm plastic of the toy. It didn't last long as within seconds she felt the press of the strap-on tip pressing at her still open sphincter and almost immediately after the press of it down her tunnel as Ellie pushed forward. The first four inches of dick slipped in with limited resistance, if the strap-on was thicker than the plug, the walls had still been eased by the first toy and moved back again with a flexibility born of over an hour of stretching. Amber groaned and pushed back gently. Whilst it was a while since she'd had anal, near two years she had calculated earlier, she also was experienced to know that her daughter had only done the easy bit, the rest of her butt-hole was less prepared.
Ellie seemed to be feeling the same thing as she paused as she met the anus's sudden resistance, pulling back as if it was mistake and then pushing forward hard. Amber grunted as the toy sped forward the first few inches only to slow to a stop as her ass gripped round the toy. The teen paused again, gripping her Mom's waist as she pulled back and then, still holding it, pummelled forward. The toy pushed a little deeper and Amber gave another groan, part pain, part pleasure. "That's it, Ellie, keep going, get it all in me. I want that dick absolutely stretching my asshole."
"Will do," said Ellie, still sounding confident in her ability to drive her Mom to the nirvana of anal orgasms.
She grasped her Mom's waist harder, her fingers digging deeply enough into the skin that Amber could feel the nails biting into her. There was a pause as Ellie seemed to be repositioning herself, lining up like she was about to take a tricky shot at Pool. Then she thrust in. Amber groaned and squealed as the thick toy invaded her passageway again. Its tip opened the tunnel, speeding down until it started to hit resistance. But Ellie was determined, continuing to shove, using her hands like levers to pull herself in. Amber shuddered, closing her eyes tightly, as her ass expanded and stretched. It was sore and uncomfortable, but she knew that was only the start and as she got used to it magic would happen. Gripping the bed tightly herself, she pressed herself back, meeting her daughter's thrust and easing the cock in. "I can take it, give it me all."
Without replying Ellie was pulling back. But it was only a pause before she slammed in again, driving her body weight (not that there was much, she was slender) behind it. Amber rocked as the cock slammed down her ass, gasping as the friction burned at the stretching walls and then giving a purr like a cat having her tummy tickled, as the toy's ridges stroked at the flesh covering her sensitive nerve endings and made them fizz with excitement. Her daughter carried on shoving, trying to get the cock as deep as she could. Amber worked back, trying to move in tandem with her daughter, so that they were coming together and moving apart at the same time.
Again, Ellie pulled back and paused, wiping a bead of sweat from her brow, before grasping her Mom's waist again. "My God, Mom, your ass is so tight."
"Loosen it up, sweetie, stretch it with that huge strap-on cock of yours," Amber encouraged her, "I want it never to be tight again."
"Ooofff," Ellie stabbed forward, driving the dick deep and ramming away at the asshole. She was getting deeper and deeper, thrusting away at the hole, chipping away the resistance and gradually getting deeper, the dick vanishing between Amber's round cheeks. The Milf shuddered, her ass was gradually becoming less sore as it was opened wider, or perhaps it was still as painful, but the waves of pleasure were becoming more intense. In any event she was moving with the flow, bouncing back at her daughter and feeling the dildo expanding her tunnel as went further. Still, it was lucky the dick had been well lubricated before entry, otherwise her hole would have been burning like heated oil was being poured down it.
"Oooohhh, yessss," she let out a moan as she felt Ellie's thighs briefly touch her ass. The teen fucked again and for a few seconds they came tantalisingly close, so that Amber could sense them as if the atmosphere was changing microscopically as the teen punched through the air. She groaned and again and pushed herself back, this time her daughter's toned thighs smacked her butt convincingly, the toy slamming in as far as it was able.
"Fuck yes, it's in all the way," Ellie confirmed as she fell into a passionate pattern, thrusting hard and fast at her Mom's asshole.
"Yesssss, uuuhhh, yessss," Amber confirmed. She gripped the bedding as tight as she could and thudded back against her daughter's hard thrusting. The toy shot in and out, the walls loosening and the hole widening with each powerful pound of the toy. It meant Ellie could go faster and deeper and she made full use of her new freedoms, speeding up and driving the dildo down her Mom's dark hole. Amber gasped in pleasure, it had been so long since she had been butt-fucked she had almost forgotten how much she enjoyed it, even if it did mean that sitting afterwards could be uncomfortable. Having her daughter slam her was a reminder that she was an anal girl at heart, even if she had to forgo the pleasure to retain an outward air of respectability in the early stages of a relationship. However, now she was steady with Ellie she could let go and be herself, enjoy the first anal banging of many to come. "Yesssss, yessss," she squealed, "Fuck me hard!"
"Uurrhh, yes, I love banging your ass, it's much better than Marcia's," grunted Ellie and Amber felt a rush of pride at being number one
"It's yours Ellie, you can bang it whenever you like," she gasped back, "Just give it me hard, fuuccckkk yessss, I want it baby, I want it all the way in."
Her daughter's thighs smashed against her cheeks, so hard that it stung and left red marks against the skin. Amber didn't care, in fact she loved it, "Harder," she screamed, "Give it me harder." The teen behind her heeded her wishes and thrashed forward, putting all her strength into each blow so that soon the tunnel walls totally gave up and let Ellie have free reign. She used that space to go even faster so that Amber could hear her panting and grunting as she gave her all. Amber screamed again as an orgasm welled up and exploded within her, "Aarrrrrghh, yesssss, arrrrggghhh!"
Ellie carried on, pounding her shuddering Mom like she hadn't even noticed she had cum. Amber squealed again, loudly and passionately, and shook as the pleasure tore through her like a tropical storm. Her cunt was soaked, even though it was untouched, her juice dripping from it onto the bed. She lowered herself so her chin rested on the bed, one hand outstretched to grasp a pillow in front of her. The other moved to her cunt and began to rub her clit and strum her fingers over the soaking hole. It felt good, the pleasure from her pussy merging with the blissful feelings of arousal flowing from her ass to combine into a gorgeous continual thrum of pure ecstasy, like she was on another planet entirely. "Yessss, yesss, carry on, fill my ass with your cock."
"Uuhhh, uuuhhh," Ellie panted. She was sweating heavily, the perspiration dripping down her body and spreading from her palms, sliding onto Amber's naked body. The teen wiped her brow with a hand, which didn't help, before returning it to her Mom's waist, where it struggled to grip. Still she carried on, ramming the dick deep into her Mom.
"Change position," gasped Amber.
"Yes, what?" panted Ellie, pulling the dick out of her Mom's asshole.
"Lie down on your back," her Mom said.
Ellie did as she was told, without complaining for once.
Her Mom in turn got up and moved herself astride her daughter's body, looking down at her lovely tits, gleaming with perspiration and her beautiful face, her mouth slightly open as she waited in anticipation. Reaching behind herself Amber found the cock and grasped it in her hand as she lifted her butt up. When she lowered it, it came down on the toy, easily sliding into her gaping hole. Amber continued all the way down so the cock was fully buried in her ass. She grinned at her daughter, "Let me do the work," she purred and began to bounce.
The dong went up and down her back hole as she rode it vigorously. A smile crossed her daughter's face and she reached out to grasp her waist again, though this time it was to keep her Mom balanced rather than for leverage, as it was Amber who was doing the work. The Milf went harder, really slamming her ass on the toy and pushing it against her daughter's cunt. Unsurprisingly Ellie's smile got wider and a low moan escaped her lips. She began to jerk her hips, timing herself against her Mom in the same way her Mom had done earlier. The cock pounded home, stretching the Milf's chute even wider.
"Urrrrhh, yesss, oooohhh," Amber groaned, "This dick is so good, it's filling me up."
Her daughter nodded in reply and thrust up to meet her. Amber groaned again, her head falling back so her hair fell down her back. Her breasts jiggled and flew in front of her, swinging up and down as she rose and fell. Her daughter's teen bosom was bouncing as well, the two titties jumping around like a pair of jellies on a very shaky plate. They jiggled even more as Ellie arched her back and let out a groan, her cock spearing deep into her Mom, "Yessss, God that feels so nice against my clit, mmmnnn, yessss."
Her Mom rode even harder, slamming her ass up and down. She could feel the cock sliding in, racing across the walls of her tunnel. There was a slight throbbing but it was mild and almost overcome by the feelings of anal ecstasy that were rushing through her. She groaned and reached for her pussy, rubbing the wet hole hard and feeling another wave of pleasure hit her, "OOOhhh, yessss, urrrhhh, fuck, ooohh fuck."
Ellie was ramming upwards again, retaking control and setting the pace. She gripped her Mom's waist harder as her own worked to and fro, ramming the dildo up. Amber gasped again, her back curving as her spine seemed to lose its firmness and bend like it was a palm tree being lashed by a tempest. "Yessss, fuccckk, yesssss," she groaned and raced to meet her daughter's increased speed.
"I could fuck this ass forever," Ellie grinned. She was so beautiful lying there on the bed, her hair splayed at around her in a tangle of silken strands. Her Mom bounced down and watched as her daughter's expression shifted, her brow creasing and her nose twitching, her chin wobbling and her lips curling. The teen let out a moan and closed her eyes, looking even more sensual and attractive as her face continued to twist in orgasmic pleasure. "Fuuuckk, yesssss, uurrrhhh."
"Aaarrrghh yessss, yessss," Amber was singing out her climax in turn, the two of them still going at it hard. The bed banged heavily against the wall, like a sharp beat of a drum, whilst the sound of the dildo thwacking at her anal hole was, playing like a rhythm guitar in Amber's ear, all musical accompaniment to her own pleasure. "Aaarrrghh fuuucckk, aaaaargghh, yesssss!" The orgasm was exploding within her like a crescendo of a symphony, the entire orchestra playing as fast and loudly as they could to blow the conductor away and leave him a quivering mess.
"AArrrghhh, yesssss," her daughter squealed as pushed herself to go faster, grunting with exertion as she pounded her Mom. Sweat was dripping from her, rivulets running down her face and thighs and between her bouncing bosoms. They'd need a fan for this room if they were going to continue to fuck at this pace as it moved towards summer. Especially as Amber was aware her daughter wasn't the only one soaked with perspiration, she could feel her own sweat sliding down her body, stinging her eyes as it dripped down, salty in her mouth. It made it harder for Ellie to keep a hold off her, but Amber felt she was starting to slow anyway, her muscles aching from the effort of riding her daughter hard. Her daughter was doing the same, her thrusts weakening and getting shallower as she gradually slowed to a halt like a runaway train which was entering the flat after a downhill sprint. Amber stopped and let her daughter finish, her eyes closed as she gasped and sucked in oxygen. There were a final few thrusts and then stillness, as an exhausted Ellie lay back on the bed.
"Mmmmn," moaned Amber, pulling herself off the dick and collapsing beside her daughter, "I liked that."
"I liked it too," Ellie purred and rolled over to kiss her Mom.
*
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"Whoa" Casey Keller lowered her sunglasses, not wanting her view to be impeded.
Her eyes locked on the woman walking in front of her; though sashayed may have been a better description as the woman's hips swung like she was walking a model's runway rather across a hotel patio. It wasn't just her walk that made the woman stand out. Like virtually all the rest of the guests outside, sunning themselves and relaxing by a pool, she was wearing a swimming costume, but whereas for everyone else it was piece of clothing that either protected from the sun or covered strategic spots from lecherous gaze, for her it seemed to be moulded to her body and designed to show it off to its best advantage. Her bosoms were probably average, but the way the costume tightly clung to her made them seem larger and firmer, and the low cut in the front accentuated their almost perfect roundness.
The material clung to her perfect stomach and stopped at the top of her legs, leaving the tanned and toned thighs on display. As she passed you could see the costume dug between her buttocks, the firm flesh of the cheeks jiggling either enough to mesmerise. But going beyond her beauty and body was the confident way she held herself, completely ignoring all the glances and gazes that were coming her way, as if they were her due. Some of the looks were envious, older women who'd never had it and younger girls, not yet developed and fearing they'd never match her when they did; others were desirous, husbands quietly ignoring the frowns from their wives as they watched her parade, sons equally fascinated by a woman who'd they only ever seen in their fantasies.
And Casey...
And her Mom, "Whoa, indeed," Sandra Keller added as she too lowered her sunglasses to look at the Goddess in front of them.
The two of them turned their heads in unison, following the newcomer as she sensually swaggered towards an empty lounger only a few yards in front of them. It wasn't hard to gently angle their own loungers just enough that they could see her as she placed down her bag and reached into it for a pair of sunglasses and some sun cream. She rubbed the cream over her bare flesh, the lotion making her body seem like it was gleaming, before settling back, relaxing in the rays and letting her long blonde hair spread out behind her.
"Now that's a nice view," murmured Sandra to her daughter, as the two of them subtly continued to check out the woman in front of them, admiring her all the way up her long legs and slim stomach to her round bosoms and film-star looks face.
"Mmnnn" replied Casey. "I think I might be recovering from my broken heart already."
"Good," her Mom giggled, "Me too."
It had been her Mom's idea, a weekend away in the plush resort, a chance to spoil themselves as they both came out of relationships, her Mom's admittedly a three-week fling with a woman she'd met through a lesbian dating app, whilst Casey's had been a longer six-month relationship with only her second real girlfriend, an ex-classmate she'd hooked up with at an after-prom party. Casey hadn't been keen, not that she minded spending time with her Mom -- as an only child of a single mother -- she had a closer relationship than most of her friends did with their parents. However she was of the view that a period of agonised moping was the best way to get over the love of her life, or at least the best tasting pussy she'd yet eaten. It had taken several evenings of her Mom persuading the nineteen year old that in her Mom's considerably longer dating experience, sitting in your room eating too much chocolate and listening to bad pop ballads wasn't the way you got over a broken heart. Instead the older Keller was of the view that if weekends away in an expensive hotel being pampered by fawning staff didn't heal the hurt of a break-up, they certainly made the pain less raw.
Casey was coming round to the view that her Mom might have a point.
Suddenly the woman lifted her sunglasses up from her head and looked at the Kellers. "Excuse me," she said.
For a moment the teen thought they'd been staring too intently or talking too loudly and the offended woman was about to chastise them, however even as she was talking a charming smile was crossing her face, so Casey relaxed and quickly answered before her Mom could, after all the woman was (probably) nearer her age, "Yes."
"I know this is rude, but could you put some lotion on me when I turn over, it's so hard to get it right," the woman's smile was welcoming, her lips open just enough to show teeth that would have been the pride of any dentist.
"Of course," said Casey, trying not to look like she had too much of an ulterior motive.
The woman rolled over on her front as Casey approached, "I'm Terri," she said conversationally.
"Casey Keller," the teen replied.
"Could you start with the back of my legs?" Terri said, though that was a spot she could have easily oiled herself with a little effort. Not that Casey was complaining as she squirted the cool lotion onto her hand and started to work it into the woman's calves. The woman gave an appreciative sigh "Mmnnn, you seem good at this, I think it works best if you're slow, but firm, it makes sure everything is covered."
That probably wasn't the best way to apply sunscreen, though it worked for a massage, which is what Casey seemed to be giving. Not that she was complaining, her ex had praised her skilled fingers and how they could make her feel good, whether used internally or externally. The teen pressed down, digging into Terri's tight firm legs, her palms slipping over the smooth flesh, rubbing the cool lotion, into the older woman's skin. The blonde didn't seem to mind, in fact she seemed to be encouraging the teen opening her legs wider, so Casey's hands could slip over the inner thigh. Her eyes went upwards to top of the leg, where the pubis was barely covered by a thin strand of material. The teen resisted licking her lips hungrily, even as she imagined the treasure beneath. Terri's legs stretched further open, not quiet inviting the teen to bury her face down below, but it was hard to imagine she didn't realise how close she was to exposing herself, "If you could do higher up, I find I burn quiet easily."
"Your butt?" Casey said in either shock or awe.
"You're a dear," Terri replied and Casey took that as an affirmative. She squirted a generous amount of lotion on her hands, before planting them on the naked cheeks and rubbing it slowly, but firmly, taking her time and enjoy the jiggle of the round rumps as her palms arced in a circular motion.
"That feels so much better," Terri said with a moan.
"You want me to do your shoulders?" Casey asked, hoping that they were as sensitive to the sun as the rest of her.
"Have you finished with my legs?" said the older woman as that Casey hadn't just spent the last few minutes higher than that. "Okay then, there's a doll."
Reaching for the lotion bottle Casey stole a look at her Mom. Sandra Keller was looking on at her daughter, with perhaps just a hint of jealousy as the teen got to fondle the ass of the hottest woman in the hotel. Seeing her daughter looking at her she forced down the green eyed look and instead gave her an encouraging smile and nod. The teen grinned back, she was feeling much better over her break-up, she decided and began to rub Terri's shoulders. The older blonde gave a small groan of pleasure, "You're very good at this."
"Rubbing in sun lotion?" Casey replied sassily.
"Oh yes, that," giggled the woman.
The teen slid her hands over Terri's shoulder and over any part of her back that was exposed, massaging the lotion in deep into the blonde's flawless skin. She deliberately took as much time as she could until it became obvious that the sun-lotion was as fully applied as it could be. Terri gave another sigh as the teen's hands lifted from her back, "That was perfect, thank you."
"That's okay," replied Casey. She waited for the woman to say something more, but as she didn't she reluctantly stood again, "I'll be seeing you."
"Sure, later," Terri nodded and turned back onto her front, so that she was looking up at Casey. She lowered her sunglasses and gave the teen a grin, "I might need some more sun-lotion."
Unfortunately for Casey for the rest of the afternoon Terri showed no sign of needing a top-up. Still, at least if Casey didn't get her hands on the older blonde again she and her Mom certainly got to admire the view Terri lay soaking up the sun, now and then moving a leg provocatively, so that the Kellers could see her spread, only just concealing her pussy beneath the costume. Both were disappointed when Terri finally got up, packing her things in the bag and heading back to the hotel.
Sandra looked at her daughter, "We ought to be thinking of going in ourselves, it'll soon be getting colder." The teen nodded her agreement, whilst it was still warm the sun was certainly heading down and at this time of year the warmth of the day didn't often carry over into a hot night.
They headed back to their twin room, showered, gossiped, changed and made themselves up for dinner. Casey found that her Mom was right about a weekend away being the perfect way to recover and, whilst it wasn't all down to Terri, the blonde had certainly been part of the pleasant interlude.
The two Kellers headed to the restaurant; waiting at the entrance for the maitre'd to seat them. "Is that the woman from this afternoon?" Sandra asked her daughter, nodding towards a woman who was already at a table, sitting on her own and perusing the menu.
It was indeed Terri, and she looked as good in a dress as she did in a swimming costume, even if the dress concealed more (though perhaps not much more as the cleavage was lower cut than even her swimming costume had been). She looked up even as Casey was confirming to her Mom that it was indeed the hot thirtysomething, (her Mom had guessed) they had been ogling all afternoon. Casey blushed again that she was being caught staring, but Terri didn't seem to mind raising her hand in greeting. Casey gingerly raised her own to show that she had seen her and immediately Terri got up and walked over towards them, her hips swinging as seductively as they had when she sashayed at the pool.
"Hi again," she said smiling at Casey and then turning towards Sandra, obviously waiting for an introduction.
"My Mom," Casey said.
"Sandra Keller," said her Mom, feeling that a more expansive introduction was needed.
"Would you like to join me for dinner?" Terri offered.
Casey looked at her Mom willing her to say yes, even if she knew nothing would happen when her Mom was there (and she didn't even know for sure if Terri was into girls, though she had a distinct feeling she was). For a moment Sandra seemed unsure what to say, torn between deciding whether it was rude to accept an invite or more rude to decline. Terri smiled, "I won't mind if you say no, if I was away with my daughter for a weekend I wouldn't want to sit with a stranger, but I'm on my own and would enjoy the company of two attractive women."
Certainly in Casey's mind that decided the question of whether Terri was a lesbian, or at least bi-sexual. It also seemed to decide her Mom's mind on the invite, "We'd love to."
"Good," replied Terri almost herding them to the seat and nodding towards a waiter to hurry over to them with two extra menus, "I'll order some wine, shall I? Are you alright with that? How old is Casey?"
"Real age or fake ID age?" the teen grinned, "Nineteen and twenty one."
"I'm happy with Casey having a drink, I did at eighteen and it never did me any harm," Sandra said as she took a seat.
"Better to learn to drink sensibly when you're younger than it hitting you by surprise when you're in your twenties," agreed Terri. "White or red?" she asked reaching for the wine list. She scanned it and as the waiter came over, with the menus ordered a bottle, smiling at the Kellers as Sandra looked a little shocked at the price, "I'll pay for the wine, my treat."
"Well, thank you," Sandra said a little gingerly, sounding like she was worried that the other woman might feel they were taking advantage of her, "but please let us at least pay for our food."
Terri agreed, though Casey had the feeling that the wine wasn't as expensive for her, as it was for the Kellers. The conversation over starters seemed to bear that out, whilst it was first time for Terri in this hotel, she often went away for weekends away to relax from her job, which Casey didn't quite understand but seemed to involve something at the interface between finance and computers (two subjects the teen had little interest in and knowledge of). Luckily Terri didn't spend much time on her job or her family/relationships, apart from a brief drop-in that she was single. Instead she was much more interested in Casey and Sandra, gently probing them so that soon she knew they were both newly single, lesbians. She moved on after that, though Sandra thought she saw a small smile pass her lips when Casey had mentioned her ex was a cheerleader and her Mom had mentioned that she too preferred women.
The main meal arrived and Casey continued to sip her wine, though not to same extent as her Mom and Terri, who were drinking at least twice her rate. Through it Terri continued being a charming companion, slowly moving the conversation away from finding out about the two women opposite her and more towards the slightly risqué and suggestive. Casey was more than happy to head in that direction, though she was worried her Mom wouldn't be, but to her surprise her Mom also entered into the spirit, giggling like a schoolgirl at a naughty comment made by Terri.
The waiter brought the bill and the Sandra and Terri divided it, with Terri rebuffing the other woman's attempt to pay for at least part of the wine bill (perhaps to her relief, her daughter thought, as the bottle was near three figures). "This was lovely," Terri smiled as the waiter scooted away with the credit card machine and the three women looked to gather up their purses, "I don't suppose I could interest you in a drink at the bar?"
Casey was pleased that her Mom nodded, "I'd love to, Casey?"
"Yes," her daughter nodded, eager to spend at least a little more time with Terri.
"But let us at least pay for the drinks," Sandra added.
Terri gracefully acquiesced and the three of them headed for the bar, ordering three further wines and sodas before heading to a secluded booth with a semi-circular seat. Terri slipped into the middle, with the Mom and daughter taking a seat either side of her. If the drink didn't flow as much as before, the conversation did, even if it became steadily more suggestive with a definite sexual undertow. Casey noticed her Mom laughing more at Terri's jokes and comments, especially those which weren't that funny, twirling a strand of hair around a finger as she replied. Casey found herself doing the same, not sure if she was competing with her Mom, partnering with her or just seeing what happened.
Then, she felt a hand on her thigh, gently squeezing it. She looked down as if she needed confirmation it was Terri's, not that it could have been anyone else's as her Mom wasn't near enough to touch her without leaning forward over the table and at the moment she was only leaning towards Terri. Casey didn't even consider moving it, the hand felt good, even with her dress in the way, as the blonde's fingers stroked sensually at her thigh. Casey had heard about hot looking predatory lesbians who sought out women to pick up and fuck, she couldn't believe her luck that she had found one as sexy as Terri.
Now there was only her Mom to worry about and how could Casey get an excuse for Terri and her to leave for an hour or two. She glanced at her Mom, giggling at something Terri said and as she did so she noticed that Terri's other hand was under the table and her elbow was moving. The teen almost gasped as she realised that even as Terri was stroking and rubbing her thigh she was doing the same with her Mom. The blonde turned her head towards the teen and gave a small smile, making it obvious she was making a move on both the Kellers at once. Casey wasn't sure whether she should be horrified or shocked, but the main feeling she was having was excitement. Terri was continuing to talk, flirting and joking with her Mom, but Casey was hardly listening as she tried to collect her thoughts into a coherent package.
Fact one, Terri was putting a move on her. Fact two, Casey was single. Put both those facts together and Casey would have happily fucked the older blonde. Fact three, her Mom was sitting beside them. Normally that would be a complicating factor, Casey wasn't a totally good girl, but she wouldn't have said she was such a bad one as to hook up with a complete stranger whilst she was having a weekend break with her Mom. Fact four, Terri was also making a move on her Mom. That would normally be a problem, even with fact [or especially with?] facts one and two. It was a quandary, made even worse by the fact five, which was Terri really was as hot as hell and every stroke of her hand along Casey's leg was making the teen moisten like steam against a cold window.
Her Mom gave another giggle and Casey glanced at her. Her Mom saw her looking and smiled briefly at her, before turning her attention back to Terri. There was no way that her Mom couldn't have noticed that the blonde was rubbing her daughter's leg under the table at the same time as she was rubbing hers, but her Mom didn't seem to mind it. If had just been a lack of jealousy Casey would have understood, her Mom had never been the jealous type, as long as things were open and agreed. But this wasn't so much coveting your neighbour's wife as coveting her daughter. Still a little bit of Casey's mind was being turned on by the thought of her Mom sharing Terri with her, the two of them were close, they were unattached and they'd come to the hotel to have an enjoyable weekend, which Terri seemed to promise to provide.
Terri squeezed her leg sensually, turning to give her a smile and make a short joke. Go for it, Casey's gut told her, either to get shot down by her Mom and have a sulky next morning before check-out or to have her first threesome with her and an ultra-hot blonde who obviously wanted it. Without waiting for her brain to make a sensible counter-point the teen leaned in, opening her mouth. She wasn't sure whether she was surprised that Terri wasn't, the blonde's mouth opening even as the teen reached it, moving it gently as they kissed passionately.
It was for less than half a minute, barely enough time for Casey to taste the other's woman's lips on her own, but it was enough for her to know she enjoyed it. Terri withdrew her mouth and licked her lips sensually, "That was hot," she drawled.
As she was speaking Casey glanced at her Mom. Sandra didn't seem to mind her daughter had just made out with their dinner companion, in fact if anything she seemed excited by it, staring at them both intently and breathing shallowly. Terri was turning towards her, "Are you a good a kisser as your daughter?"
"We'll see," replied Sandra and Casey watched fascinated and strangely excited as her Mom and Terri kissed, their mouths glued together as they slurped and gulped. The kiss continued for longer than the one with the Casey, but the teen wasn't jealous so much as turned on, sure her turn would come in a minute.
It did. Terri and her Mom stopped, their heads moving back and away from each other, "Let me have another taste of the younger sugar," Terri said and turned back towards Casey. The teen immediately leant forward again, her mouth opening even before she connected with the older blonde. Terri's tongue shot forward and not only her tongue - a hand reaching out to grasp the teen's tit and squeeze it as she continued to stroke the thigh. The teen kissed back her tongue probing and grappling with Terri's, exploring the other woman's taste. She gingerly reached out to grasp a bosom back, her hands grasping at the round melon and starting to squeeze it. To her surprise she felt the graze of her Mom's knuckles against her own, but it wasn't until Terri broke the kiss did she see that her Mom was leaning her head on the blonde's shoulder as she grasped the other tit. Terri was grinning and turning her head to kiss Sandra again, letting go off the teen so that she could womanhandle her Mom.



Copying her Mom, Casey leaned in, her lips puckering up and kissing at Terri's neck, telling the older blonde that the teen was still up for more. After a few moments Terri turned again, Casey lifting her head so their mouths met, their tongues intertwining as they enthusiastically made out. It was only for a minute as Terri again switched to Sandra, kissing the Milf with the same passion as she had just shared with her daughter. Casey waited impatiently for her turn, her hand squeezing and playing with Terri's tit as she did. Luckily it wasn't a long wait as the blonde broke with Sandra and returned to the teen, her tongue invading Casey's mouth as her lips pressed hard at hers.
For a few minutes the three of them carried, the thirtysomething blonde continuously swapping between the Mom and her daughter, kissing them hungrily and passionately, as they kissed her back with equal vigour. Their hands explored her body, as hers went down and stroked each of their thighs, so even as she was kissing one of them, her fingers were squeezing their legs. A few of the other patrons glanced at them (some frowning in disgust, others with ill-concealed envy), but the table was secluded enough that they were well-shielded.
The blonde broke from kissing Sandra and Casey waited expectantly for her to turn her head towards the teen. But she didn't instead she spoke, flicking between the Mom and daughter as she did so that they could see she was speaking to them both, "I'm not going to say which of you was better, but that was fun." Both the Kellers blushed and Sandra nodded in agreement as Terri carried on, "Do you want to come up to my room and carry on?"
It was obvious that by carry-on, Terri meant, go further. Casey wanted to, the woman was so hot she'd just love to fuck with her, imagining what the older woman's pussy tasted like and how her tits would feel uncovered. But this wasn't just a normal hook-up, this was someone inviting her for a threesome, and a threesome with her Mom at that. She paused before leaning forward to look at her Mom and see what she said. Sandra seemed to be having the same thought as she was mirroring her daughter's moves the two of them looking at each other across the table. A slow smile was on Sandra's lips, which seemed to suggest she was enjoying it. She raised an eyebrow -- a question? Casey paused for a second and then nodded. Sandra leaned back, "Yes, let's go."
Casey almost sighed in relief that her 'telepathy' with her Mom had got across the right messages -- she couldn't imagine that happening if they hadn't been so close, though now they were going to get even closer.
The three of them got up and left the bar, Terri slipping her arms round the waists of the Kellers, both to guide them and to tantalise with the stroke of her fingers on their waists. The wait for the elevator seemed to last forever, but once it arrived it shot up to Terri's floor. The blonde led them down the well-kept corridor to her room, removing her hands from the Mom and daughter long enough to reach into her purse and pull out the key. She swung open the door, almost hustling Casey and Sandra in. It was no surprise that the room was bigger and more luxurious than their own, it was obvious that Terri enjoyed the finer things in life and had the money to pay for them.
However Casey only had moments to admire the room before Terri's mouth was on hers, the kissing even more furious and impassioned than before. The teen gave it back eagerly, her body pressing against the older blondes. A hand reached down and grasped her ass, Terri squeezing the teen buns hard. Even, though as she was doing that, the blonde was reaching out to drag Sandra closer, the Milf squashing against her daughter and immediately taking her place in making out with Terri as the blonde turned her head and slammed her mouth forward.
"Let's get you out of this," Terri said, breaking the kiss, and Casey realised she was talking to her Mom as she undid the straps on her Mom's dress and reached to tug it down. Before they had gone for dinner Casey and Sandra had had a long talk about whether a bra went with her Mom's dress or whether it spoilt it's line. They'd decided it did, so Sandra had gone without and now the naked bosoms bounced free as soon as they were freed from their constraints. Terri seemed to appreciate that as she grinned and instead of returning her mouth to Casey's slid down and sucked one of her Mom's teat's greedily.
Never having had a threesome Casey wasn't sure what she should do next? Was she supposed to join in or wait for her turn? Would Terri or her Mom tell her what to do or was she supposed to use her initiative? She took a step backwards, not so far that she was out of reach, but not so near she was touching the others. She watched as Terri sucked at her Mom's bosoms, slurping first one of the tits and then swiftly switching to the other, her mouth enveloping the nipple and sucking it in. Sandra groaned in excitement, her breath coming in swift spurts as she pushed down at her dress, forcing it over her hips and letting it drop down her legs.
After a minute Terri looked up and grinned at Casey, "Aren't you going to join us?" she asked, but before the teen had a chance to reply she had grabbed her hand and was dragging her nearer. Her mouth closed on the teen's, her tongue forcing open the lips and driving inside, kissing her hard and passionately, her hand again going to Casey's butt and squeezing it. Her Mom was close in as well, so near that with just the slightest shift the teen could feel her Mom's uncovered bosom against her bare arm. Sandra was waiting for her chance and as soon as Terri took a breath she was in, kissing at the blonde, her naked chest pushing at the other woman's. Her arms wrapped around Terri and Casey could see she was struggling to unzip her.
Seeing she could be useful Casey quickly slipped round the back of the blonde. She slowly unzipped her, her mouth kissing the back of Terri's neck as she did so, making the blonde shiver at having a Keller front and back. Casey continued to trail the zip down to just above Terri's butt before reaching up and unhooking the straps. The dress fell away and Casey helped it down, before resuming kissing the back of Terri's neck, listening to the slurps of her and her Mom kissing, just inches away. As the dress dropped, Terri broke the kiss and turned, her naked breasts jiggling as she did so. They pressed at Casey's chest as she reached down and pulled the teen close, pausing before she did so to say, "Sandra, why don't you help your daughter out of her dress?"
"Good idea," tittered Sandra and even as the teen was kissing Terri her Mom was moving behind her. It wasn't the first time that Casey had been helped out of her dress by her Mom, several times Sandra had helped with a particularly tough or difficult to reach zip, but it was first time the teen had her Mom undo her whilst she was making out with a hot blonde and whilst her Mom was topless as well. The zip came down easily and Sandra reached up to pull it off her daughter's shoulders and help her out of it, as the teen wriggled, her tits bouncing and jiggling against Terri's as she did.
The blonde briefly broke away from her, kicking away her heels and pulling down her thong. Casey saw her Mom was doing the same and, not wanting to be the last one dressed, the teen did the same, earning an approving nod from Terri as the blonde looked her up and down. Not that she wasn't worthy of a nod herself, she'd looked hot in her costume earlier, sexy in her dinner dress and now wearing neither she looked both hotter and sexier than she had any right to look. Her Mom was thinking the same, because after a short look at the blonde she was wrapping her arms round her and kissing her, letting herself be guided towards the bed. Terri kept an arm round the older woman's waist as she continued to kiss her, but with the other beckoned Casey to follow them.
The two women fell onto the bed, still kissing, only stopping to crawl a little further on and for Terri to roll onto her back. Sandra was half-on, a leg draped over Terri's thigh as her naked bosoms pressed at the blonde's side and their mouths moved together as they slurped at each other. Casey paused for a second and then followed them onto the bed, which was larger than any the teen had seen before and certainly much so than the bargain twins in her and her Mom's room. Terri spread her legs open, breaking long enough to grin at the teen and say, "I hope my pussy looks tasty."
It did, succulent and wet, a perfect feast. Casey nodded as her Mom giggled, "You can eat it first, but leave some for me."
On her knees the teen lowered herself, her hands reaching to the inside of the older blonde's thighs to spread them further. Terri complied, her crack splintering open as they did. Casey could see the droplets of juice forming on the pink walls. She lowered her head down, as above her she could hear the slurps and moans of her Mom and Terri as they made out with a noisy passion. She began to lick, her tongue running through the folds of the pussy, quickly going down deeper into the tunnel and slipping over the wet walls. She could feel the older blonde vibrating, though it was hard to tell how much that was from her initial licks and how much it was due to the actions of her Mom, whose hand was now on one of Terri's tits, squeezing and rubbing the nipple playfully. It was probably a mix of both and Casey continued sweeping her tongue back and forth and round and round to make sure she played her part.
"Oooohhh, yes, you're both so hot," moaned Terri, evidently enjoying the attentions of a mother-daughter due. "Mmmnnn, yes harder."
Casey complied, her tongue driving forcefully at the wet twat, slamming at the hole as she tried to find its erogenous zones and hear Terri cry out. At the same time she lifted her eyes, staring up the woman's beautiful body to look at her Mom, snuggled into the blonde, her mouth latched onto one of Terri's tits and suckling it like she was a baby. Even as Casey was watching, her Mom lifted her mouth, a thin line of saliva hanging between her lips and nipple like a spider's web, before she transferred her attention to the second titty, slurping loudly at the teat. Terri gave a shudder, her back stretching and arching as between them the two Kellers pleasured her. Her hand reached round, finding Sandra's naked butt and squeezing it like she owned it. Sandra giggled and raised her head to kiss the blonde as well, the two of them going hard. It was such a turn on that Casey couldn't help go faster at the pussy, her tongue speeding up and down the wet hole. Her Mom broke the kiss, turned her head to grin at her daughter and then went down one of Terri's trembling tits, swallowing the engorged mammary.
"Fuck, don't stop, keep going," groaned Terri. She might have been talking to either Casey or her Mom, or just making a general comment. Casey played it safe and lowered her eyes so she could concentrate on making sure Terri had the best twat tonguing the teen could give. She'd eaten her previous girlfriend plenty of times, and if they'd broken up it wasn't because of Casey's cunt lapping, she was proud of how quick and lithe her tongue was and what she could do with it. Her ex had certainly enjoyed it and she was sure that at least some of the gasps and cries emanating from Terri were the result of her powerful licks. Certainly she didn't want Terri to be short-changed from her and rely solely for pleasure on her Mom (not that it was a competition). "Ooohhh," the blonde groaned again, shuddering violently, "Keep going you both, ohhhhh yesss, this is good."
A pair of fingers entered Casey's vision, finding Terri's clitoris and then rubbing it. She knew without looking up they belonged to her Mom, but she couldn't help but take a quick peek upwards. Her Mom had her head laying on Terri's tits, the saliva still visible on them where she'd been sucking. She grinned at her daughter, "You're having all the fun, I need a taste of that juicy pussy."
She moved down, easing Terri's legs further apart, so she could lie beside her daughter between them. They were so close that she was half lying on the teen, her naked tit pressed on the side of Casey's back. It felt weird, but exciting, doing something that was considered taboo, but which was also the height of intimacy, it could ruin their relationship or more likely make it even stronger. Casey shivered, nerves and anxiety combined, but also a wish to share the pussy with her Mom and carry on fucking Terri, sharing something they had never considered and finding they enjoyed it. "Eat this cunt with me, Mom" the teen grinned.
Her Mom's tongue was already out, spearing at the blonde's sweet pussy. Swiftly Casey rejoined her. This time it wasn't just the juicy cunt she found herself connecting with, but her Mom's tongue as they competed and explored. It was definitely weird to touch her Mom's tongue with her own, something she was sure had never happened before, even when she was a baby or small child, it wasn't unpleasant, almost like a semi-kiss, without lips, the soft wet surface gliding over her sensually, the taste of Terri's pussy interspersed with the flavour of the earlier wine. The teen began to swing her tongue around, making sure it fully massaged Terri's twat whilst still hitting her Mom. The older woman tittered and slid her tongue quicker and deeper, not worrying that often her aim was being spoilt by her daughter's tongue smacking into hers.
Terri gasped out, "Fuck yes, oooohhh that's good." She shuddered in ecstasy, her legs closing inwards to squeeze at the Keller's encouraging them even closer together, "Oooohhh, fuck you are making me cum."
The two tongues continued to slurp and lap at the wet cunt, squashing together as they went down the tunnel, pressing against each other and the walls. Casey's forehead was pushed against her Mom's, their cheeks together, so she could feel the move of her Mom's tongue as it shot back and forth. More and more cum was leaking from Terri's pussy, being licked up by the two Kellers. "Ooohhh, fuuucckk," Terri groaned again, "That is good." She reached down and half stroked, half held the Keller's heads, encouraging them to get even nearer to each other and speed up their licking. Both complied, drinking down the juice like it was wine. "Ooohhh, yessss, aaarrrghhh, that's so good, I'm cumming," Terri shrieked and her body rocked like she was sitting on a live wire.
Casey and Sandra kept on lapping, their tongues driving Terri to even louder climaxes, her squeals and screams reverberating around the room. Suddenly she pulled Casey's head up so that the teen was looking at her, whilst he Mom continued to lick the blonde's soaked cunt loudly. Terri grinned, "I think it's time I returned the favour," she said, "Sit on my face and let me eat that sweet pussy of yours."
"Yes," Casey nodded in agreement. She got up, leaving her Mom plenty of space and crawled over to Terri. The beautiful blonde licked her lips hungrily and lay her head back on the bed, as she gestured for the teen to plant herself over her mouth. Casey did so, getting on her knees and lowering her pussy downwards. Terri reached up and grasped her waist, guiding her cunt to the right spot and making sure the teen was down on her, not hovering a tantalising inch above. Casey gave a gasp and giggle as Terri's tongue went over her slit, teasing the pussy as it slipped over the crack from the mons right up to the clitoral hood. Slowly Terri slipped up and down between the folds, not yet entering the hole, but giving plenty of notice that it was her ultimate destination. Casey shuddered, grinding herself at the older blonde and feeling her body vibrate as Terri's tongue pressed at the clit and then down, the tip easing the crack of her cunt apart. "Mmmnnn, go on, eat me please."
Her Mom briefly looked up and smiled, before resuming her own lapping off Terri's cunt. From where she was sitting Casey could see the enthusiasm and energy her Mom was putting into the pussy-licking, something she was really starting to appreciate as Terri began to lick her faster and harder, driven on by the tongue slashing at her own cunt. Casey groaned again, shuddering and looking down at her Mom's naked body, the round rump wiggling on the bed as she tongued Terri. "MMMnnn, yes more," Casey groaned unsure whether she was talking to her Mom or the blonde. In either case Terri's tongue was going faster and harder, driving between her labia and into her wet cunt, shooting up and down and finding the sensitive nerve endings. The teen gasped and shook, leaning forward so that she was just a foot above her Mom, as the older woman tongued eagerly. "This is so hot, I can't believe it," Casey groaned, "Eat Terri up, Mom, make her cum for me."
Her Mom licked harder and faster, her head bobbing and nodding as she lapped the blonde's cunt. Casey could feel Terri vibrating in pleasure as she was tongued and, in turn, she drove her tongue at the teen's hole, licking it more expertly than Casey had ever experienced before, making her ex seem like an absolute beginner. The teen gasped and shook, trembling and rocking on the older woman's face, grinding her soaking pussy over the eager mouth, her hands reaching down to fondle and grope Terri's perfect, round, bosoms. The blonde seemed to enjoy that, or perhaps her pussy was getting an extra hard licking, as she thrust her own tongue at the teen's cunt, going like an express train.
"Oooohhh, fuck, fuck, fuck," gasped Casey. Normally she didn't swear in front of her Mom, but tonight she felt was a forgivable exception. Certainly, whilst her Mom briefly looked up from the pussy she was eating, the smile on her face suggested she wasn't displeased with the words. Casey gasped again, her back arching as it jolts of pleasurable joy shot up from her pussy, zapping her brain and making her gasp again, "Fuck, fuck, yesssss, oooohhh fuck."
Terri drove harder, slamming her tongue deeper and harder into teenager's hole. Casey closed her eyes and let the ecstasy run through her like a stream of boiling syrup melting through a chunk of ice-cream. Every muscle seemed to be contracting and relaxing, her breath coming in quick short bursts as if she could no longer fully control it and was struggling to breathe. "Fuck," she managed to grunt out again and then, because she couldn't think of anything more profound to say, she added, "Yes."
"Oooohhhh, yesssss, uurrrhhh, aaarrggghh" there was a muffled cry from Terri, the blonde pausing her licks as she shuddered and trembled, her hands gripping Casey's thighs, her nails biting into the flesh. But the halt was only temporary as she resumed even faster than before, her tongue ramming in. Sandra lifted her head, licking her lips before sitting up on her knees between Terri's legs and replacing her tongue with a couple of fingers, jamming them rapidly into Terri's twat. The blonde shuddered in pleasure, her tongue racing over Casey's erogenous zones.
"Oooohhh, yesssss, ooohhh," Casey gasped.
In front of her, her Mom grinned widely, "Go on baby cum."
"I'm going to Mom," Casey replied before letting out another squeal of ecstasy, "Fuucckk, aaaargghh." Her body felt like it was being shredded and reassembled instantly, every nerve seemed to be shrieking out a message of pure pleasure, overloading her brain and making her scream once more, "Aaaarrrrghhh fuccckkk, yesssss." She shuddered and shook, her body aflame, "Yessssss."
She rolled off, gasping and sighing, trying to control her speeding heart. Beside her Terri had sat up and swung to her knees and was kissing Sandra again, the juice from Casey still on her tongue as she slipped into her Mom's mouth. The two older women kissed passionately for a few moments as Casey watched, she could feel herself getting aroused again, the orgasm, powerful though it had been, not being enough to sate the teen's lust. She began to stroke her pussy, as she watched her Mom's mouth move over Terri's as Terri's hands gripped her Mom's tits. They weren't deliberately putting on a show for her (or perhaps they were?), but it looked so hot and alluring that Casey's fingers went from outside to in, sliding into her cunt as she began to jack them back and forth shivering in excitement.



"I see that pussy needs more filling," Terri grinned as she broke the kiss with Sandra. She reached down and slid a finger into the Milf's pussy as her thumb played with the clit, "Does this one as well?"
Sandra tittered a reply as Terri got off the bed and sashayed over to the wardrobe. She opened it and reached into one of suitcase sitting on the shelf, pulling out a strap-on. Sandra nodded and grinned, "That looks good."
To Casey it looked more than good, she had sex with a strap-on once before, her ex had bought one online and Casey had been more than happy to let her girlfriend road-test it on her one Saturday afternoon. But it had been six inches at most, this one was at least ten and much thicker, with veins and ridges along the shaft and a tip which was almost a point, perfect for penetration. She licked her lips, which had suddenly gone dry and nodded, "Yes, I think my cunt needs that cock."
She just hoped she could take it.
Her Mom got off the bed, turning to her daughter as she did, "Lie there and spread your legs for Terri, I'll just help her get it on."
Given it wouldn't take her long to lie back on the bed Casey didn't immediately comply, instead she rested on her elbows and watched as her Mom crouched down beside Terri and helped the blonde pull up the straps, tightening them around the other woman's thighs. Sandra cast a quick glance at her daughter and grinned before looking up at Terri, "Let me make that cock nice and wet for you both," she purred and slid her mouth down the plastic prick.
Casey couldn't help but rub her pussy in excitement as she watched the back of her Mom's head bobbing forward and back, going faster and harder the more the teen watched. Terri was beaming broadly, her hands on Sandra's shoulders, squeezing tight as her gaze alternated between looking down at the blow-jobbing Milf and then up to smile sexually at her equally delectable masturbating daughter. Casey met her gaze with what she hoped was a sensuous expression, her tongue slowly sliding over her lips and promising much, as her fingers massaged her soaked pussy, sliding between the lips and into her tunnel.
Her Mom's head moved faster, beating up and down the cock, banging it with her mouth. Casey had once heard her Mom talking to a girlfriend on the phone and telling her how much she was going to suck her strap-on cock that evening before the woman stuck it in her. But hearing about her Mom polishing a dildo with her mouth was totally different from watching her go at it, especially when she was prepping it so that toy would slam into her own pussy. Her fingers moved harder jamming down into her cunt and she gave a moan of pleasure.
"If I don't fuck Casey soon she's going to cum without me," Terri grinned as she stepped back, pulling the cock from Sandra's mouth.
Sandra turned, smiling, towards her daughter, "Make sure you both leave some for me," she grinned and stood up, following Terri towards the bed.
Casey was already lying back and spreading her legs in welcome. Terri got on the bed and moved forward, hovering over the teen, the glistening wet dildo in her hand. Even as she started downwards Sandra was dropping on the bed beside her daughter, rolling onto her side so that she was half over the teen. One her hands reached for her daughter's mound, her fingers positioning themselves either side of the crack and easing it apart for the big cock. "MMnnn, that's good," she purred as the big cock pushed into her daughter's cunt and Casey had to agree with her, even if she was surprised about how hands on her Mom was being in supporting her getting fucked.
"Fuck me," the teen eventually managed to say, "Fuck me hard."
"Do it," her Mom added, "Fuck that sweet teen twat."
Terri grinned, slowly working herself forward and back as she got used to the tightness of Casey's cunt, each time going a little deeper and a little harder. Sandra waited until she was regularly hitting half way in before letting go of her daughter's pussy and letting Terri's rhythmic thrusts keep the cunt spread. Instead she lay her head just below her daughter's tits and watched the dildo pound in and out, moaning as she rubbed her own cunt. Casey gave little gasps and moans herself, Terri certainly knew how to fuck with the toy and the teen guessed she wasn't the first woman to feel it's thick girth and solid ridges; though she did wonder if she was the first who'd felt it with her Mom's head on her chest.
"Uuurhh, this pussy is so fuckable, my cock is really fitting snugly," Terri groaned. She was moving faster and harder, driving the dildo deep into Casey and her thighs smacking at the teen. She slammed in once more and lowered her head, Sandra turning upwards to face her. The two women kissed hard and deep, as the blonde's waist continued to jerk, thrusting the dick rapidly in and out of Casey's cunt. Casey groaned again, reaching up to grasp Terri round the back of her neck, dragging her down against her Mom. Neither of the older women complained, the loud slurps as their mouths worked against each other competing with the sound of the plastic toy driving into the wet tight hole. Terri slammed harder and then broke the kiss, levering herself more upright and ramming the dick in, "Suck my tits," she commanded Sandra.
The Milf got on her knees and leant her head forward, suckling the bouncing bosoms like she was a very hungry baby. Terri groaned, slowly slightly to allow Sandra to properly grasp her tits with her teeth, grinding and pulling at the nipple playfully. After a few moments Sandra dropped her head downwards, kissing and licking at the other woman's toned stomach as Terri upped her speed again, slamming the dick into Casey. The teen groaned and gasped, reaching for her own tits, to squeeze and grope them and closing her eyes as she did. She could hear her own moans, loud and passionate, and the grunts and pants of Terri as she pumped away. Then the sound of her Mom, licking and slurping as she again returned to Terri's breasts and sucked away at them. "Oooohh, this is so hot, I'm loving this," the teen moaned, her Mom's participation making it all the more exciting.
"Let me clean that cock," giggled Sandra. Even as she said it, just for a tiny moment, Casey felt the touch of tongue against her cunt. The teen opened her eyes to see her Mom had again moved position, now she was on her arms and knees, head down over the pounding cock, desperately trying to lick it as it drove forward. She saw Casey watching her and stopped briefly to give her daughter a smile, "You don't mind?"
"No," giggled Casey, "Have at it Mom."
Her Mom grinned and continued her fruitless quest to clean the plastic dick with her tongue. It was akin to Sisyphus's task, especially as half the time she wasn't properly connecting with the toy and even when she did as soon as she licked away a touch of the cum, the dildo hammered into Casey's cunt and was soaked again. Not that she seemed to mind, going at it eagerly and enthusiastically, her hand reaching out to grab her daughter's. Casey gripped it back and squeezed, groaning in pleasure as Terri rammed in, jamming the dildo deep down her fuckhole.
Suddenly, without warning Terri pulled the dick out. She grasped one of Sandra's shoulders, forcefully but not brutally, twisting it and turning the Milf round so that she was falling onto her back, the back of her head resting on Casey's bosom. "Your turn now," the blonde said and Casey watched as she moved over her Mom and penetrated her with the large strap-on.
"Yes," groaned Sandra, shuddering against her daughter, "Yes, fuck me now."
Casey gave a small giggle and squeak as her Mom's head shook and vibrated over the teen's tits, her hair tickling the teen. With only a small turn of her head she was able to watch the strap-on, still glistening with her own cum, slide rapidly in and out of her Mom's cunt. It was fascinating to watch, the way the small mounds either side flapped as the toy went in, the plastic vanishing from sight down her Mom's pussy. Sandra was groaning excitedly, her hand reaching down to rub at her clit as the toy pounded in just below. Casey couldn't help but move her own hand down to her not yet sated slit and rub at her own clit through the hood, pressing hard at the bud as she watched the cock slam in and out. "Mmmnn, take that cock Mom, oooohh that looks so good, I want another go."
"Don't worry there's enough for you both," Terri grinned before pulling out the cock, lifting it up and sashaying forward on her knees to offer it to the teen.
With a nod of encouragement from her Mom the teen opened her mouth and took the dildo in her mouth. It tasted differently from what she expected, not that she had particularly thought what it would taste like. But apart from the flavour it also felt odd, not so much that she was slurping at her own juice, but more that the toy was also coated with the cum of her Mom. It didn't stop her sucking it deep though, cleaning it away with her saliva. After a few seconds a grinning Terri pulled it back out and redirected it down into her Mom's pussy, making Sandra gasp and groan, "Yes, give it me, oooohh I want this."
The blonde slammed it in, driving the dildo all the way to its base into the Milf's pussy. Sandra shuddered and shook in excitement, her hair brushing her daughter's titties. Casey reached down to her own cunt. It was soaked with excitement, turned on as she watched the dildo vanish into her Mom's tunnel, only to rapidly re-emerge, shining with cum. Again and again it slammed in, each thrust, making the Mom shiver and vibrate and making her daughter even damper, sliding her fingers into her own hole as she masturbated furiously to her Mom's fucking, all the while counting the seconds until she would get it again.
The wait probably wasn't long, but it both felt like hours and only seconds until Terri pulled the toy out of the older Keller's sopping cunt and gripped Casey waist, swivelling her at a right angle so she lying beside her Mom. Terri quickly reached down and swung the teen's legs open, spreading them so that they lay over her Mom's thigh, before quickly taking the dildo in her hand and guiding it to the teenage fuckhole. Casey gasped and grinned as she was entered again, the well-lubricated cock quickly slamming deep into her own soaked pussy. Her Mom gripped her hand and lay her chin on Casey's shoulder, watching as the dick pounded into her cunt. "MMnnn baby, that cock looks so good, are you enjoying it as much as I did?"
"Yes, fuck, yes," gasped Casey, as the sexual bliss flowed through her. She rubbed her clit furiously, adding yet more waves of pleasure to her body. Her Mom grinned and leant forward, her chin now resting on the teen's bosom as she watched the dick driving and out of her daughter's teenage pussy, with a look of lust on her face.
Up above them Terri smiled broadly and kept up the pace, slamming the toy in with skilfully and at speed, continually keeping Casey gasping and shuddering. She slammed it in once more and then pulled it out again, "You want another go?" she grinned at Sandra.
The Mom nodded eagerly and then rolled away from her daughter, onto her bag with her legs spread in the air. She reached down to her cheeks and pulled them apart. "If you want to try another hole...?"
Casey gave a gasp, shocked that her Mom was encouraging the other woman to enter her most taboo place, but equally turned on at the same time.
"Yes" Terri nodded her agreement, moving herself so that she was pointing the cock towards the Milf and grasping her legs, pushing them back so she was rolling Sandra and lifting her ass upwards off the bed. Casey was quickly repositioning herself, so that she was kneeling beside her Mom's ass, even as her Mom was lowering her ankles to rest against the blonde's shoulders, leaving Terri's hand free to grasp the strap-on.
The teen rubbed her own pussy vigorously as she watched Terri guide the dick between her Mom's cheeks, momentarily pausing as the tip as it pressed down at the sphincter. Her Mom was looking up lustfully, "Fuck me, fuck my ass."
"I bet this is so tight," Terri purred and Casey watched in fascination as she pressed forward. Her Mom gave a groan and shivered as the toy entered her, vanishing slowly into her anal chute. The teen glanced at her Mom's face, expecting it be pained, instead it was a picture of rapture, her eyes closed and her mouth half open as she breathed out gentle pleasured sighs. Terri was smiling widely as well, her hand still on the cock as she worked it in and out, with each thrust the toy going in further, entering her Mom's ass much quicker than Casey had expected, though whether that was because of all the cum lubricating it or that her Mom's ass wasn't as tight as expected (or both) Casey couldn't tell. She could tell Terri and her Mom were both enjoying it, their smiles wide and deep.
"Oh God, that feels so good," moaned Sandra, "Fill my ass with your cock."
"MMmnn, yes, I'm going to" Terri nodded and shoved in again, making Sandra shudder and squeak. The cock was encased far enough that she had taken her hands off it and instead was wrapping her arms round Sandra's calves as if she was nervous if she pounded too hard, they'd fall away. The Mom had also let go off her cheeks herself, confident that her ass no longer needed to stretched open and instead was massaging her tits with one hand, whilst the other rub down at her soaked pussy.
"This is so hot," Casey murmured, as much to herself as to the two older women. She had never before imagined she'd have been turned on by watching her Mom take a strap-on anally, but now, here she was, watching it happen and she was as horny as a demon in a nunnery. Her own fingers slipped into her pussy, masturbating hard as she gazed at the dick slamming in and out of her Mom, vanishing deep into her anal tunnel. Terri turned her head towards her and grinned, licking her lips sensually. For half a second Casey paused, wondering whether she was getting an invitation or not, before deciding she probably was. She moved onto her haunches, getting closer to Terri and leaning in to kiss her. Their tongues collided and wrapped around each other, their lips moving together they pressed at each other. The teen could feel the touch of her Mom's foot against her face as Terri let go off the calve and let it drop back against her shoulder. It felt soft and smooth against the teen's skin, even if it was continually vibrating. She kissed Terri harder, her hand continuing to play with her soaked cunt, sweeping her fingers around the wet tunnel.
"Uuurrhh, fuck me harder, ram my ass open," her Mom grunted below her. She gave another gasp of ecstasy, her feet straightening so that the toes of one of them pushed at her daughter's cheek. Terri ignored her pleas, instead keeping a steady rhythm, not increasing the speed, but not slowing either, giving as much attention to licking Casey's tongue as to fucking Sandra's ass. Not that from the groans coming from her Sandra was being cheated, the cock was certainly filling her ass and making it stretch as it accommodated the invader. Casey's hand flailed out and her Mom reached up to grasp, the two of them squeezing at each other in a silent acknowledgement that they were happy sharing Terri and neither was going to try and take more than the other.
"Mom, I don't think I've ever been so turned on," Casey broke the kiss and looked down again at the toy pounding her Mom's asshole. Her Mom grunted something indecipherable in reply and rubbed hard at her clit, squirting a spray of juice into the air. Casey giggled as some of it landed over her thigh, droplets of cum sliding down her skin. Her Mom didn't seem to notice that she'd just squirted on her daughter, or else was too fucked to care, as she continued to work hard at her bud, gasping and shuddering as she squirted another blast into the air and onto Casey. The teen grinned and swung her head forward again, this time latching her lips onto one of Terri's perfect boobs, suckling at the teat and teasing with her tongue. Her own fingers dived deeper into her cunt and juice dripped out, covering her fingers.
"Yessss, yessss, aaaarrghh, fuccckkk, aaarrggghh," Sandra was squealing and shuddering as she came.. Her back arched and her head pressed at the bed, her legs beating a tattoo against Terri as the blonde continued to pound the Milf. Sandra's hand strummed vigorously over her clit and she screamed again as her pussy squirted juice again, an explosive geyser of liquid which shot a foot in the air before spraying outwards over her, her daughter and Terri, "Yessssss, aaaaarggghhh, fuuuucckkkk!"
Terri pulled the cock out of the butthole and Casey looked down, marvelling at how gaped her Mom's ass was, the tunnel like a dark cavern, though even as she was looking it was slowly closing to a more reasonable size. She could see the blonde swinging towards her, the dildo pointing in her direction and without thinking Casey found herself on her hands and knees, sucking the cock clean of her Mom's ass and relubricating it. Her head bobbed eagerly up and down, slurping down the dick and taking it as far as she comfortably could as Terri grinned down.
"That was fantastic," Sandra was slowly raising herself from her post-orgasmic stupor, "You need to take that cock in your ass, Casey."
Casey was already realising that (even if it wasn't something she'd ever expected her Mom to say to her); she was an anal virgin, but the way her Mom had orgasmed told her she didn't want to finish the night with her butt-cherry unpopped. She couldn't actually answer with her mouth full, but she hoped the nod of her head, the upwards lift of her eyes and the way she wiggled her behind made sure everyone knew she was ready. Her Mom seemed to, as she tittered and got up on her knees beside her daughter and grasped the teen's buttocks, easing them apart, "Come fuck my little girl's butt," she grinned at Terri, "Make her cum."
Casey enthusiastically bobbed her head, both to show her support and make sure the cock was as wet as possible so that it would slide easier into her untouched butthole.
"Is it virgin?" Terri asked.
"Casey?" her Mom, transferred the question to her daughter.
The teen popped the cock from her mouth and replied, "Not for long."
"That's the spirit," her Mom smiled broadly. As Terri positioned herself behind the teen Sandra giggled and added, "I'm so jealous, you're first time is going to be so much fun."
"It might hurt a bit," Terri said more realistically.
"I don't mind," Casey nodded, "I'm sure the orgasm will be worth it."
"It will," replied her Mom confidently.
Casey felt the tip of the toy touch against her sphincter, gently probing at the rosebud. She tried to relax, though she was almost shivering with anticipation. She could feel the muscle begin to stretch inwards as the toy was pushed forward, the hole gradually expanding from little more than pinprick to a tunnel. The tip broke through first, gouging into her virgin anal tunnel as the rest of the shaft followed it. Casey gripped the bed and gave a groan, mainly of excitement, as there was little discomfort. She could feel her Mom's hands gripping harder at her buttock cheeks, pulling them as far apart as she was able, "Get it in Terri, it'll fit."
The blonde continued to push forward, the toy going deeper into Casey's ass and starting to stretch her tunnel uncomfortably. She gave a small squeak of pain. "Lean on your elbows and raise your ass, it's easier," her Mom suggested, "and rub your clit at the same time. It'll help take your mind of the soreness and it'll soon feel incredible."
The teen followed her Mom's advice, reaching under herself to press at the bud under her hood. The cock entering her virgin butt was still difficult, the hole stretching out wider than she'd ever experienced before, but at least she could feel the pleasure from her clit as a counter-action. Above her Casey heard her Mom say with a titter "Let me see if this helps."



The teen gasped as she felt her Mom's saliva landing just above her tunnel, her Mom reaching a finger to rub it down so that droplets slid into the small crack between the toy and the walls. It didn't help much, but it was the thought that counted, even more so when Casey felt the brief touch of her Mom's tongue as the older Keller dipped her head to lick at the dildo as it shoved in and out of the teen's backdoor. For a few seconds as her Mom lapped the toy so close to the teen she was often touching her, Casey wondered if it was too close. Then she mentally shook her head, this was the stuff memories were made from and she knew in years to come she and her Mom would both be regularly reliving the experience of how her Mom had helped her lose her anal virginity, she doubted more than one in a million Moms and daughters would have such a great relationship as to allow that. She gave a groan and wiggled her ass, "Fuck me, please, ooohhh, Mom, that lubing is really helping."
Her Mom giggled and redoubled her efforts, her tongue sweeping round the dildo as it drove in and brushing at her daughter's crack as she did so. Whether it was her Mom's ministrations or her ass just naturally getting used to the cock, it was become easier, the soreness and discomfort slowly subsiding. It meant Terri could go faster and deeper, the blonde slamming in and out, driving the dick in. Casey rubbed harder at her pussy and let out a gratified moan.
"I knew you'd love it," her Mom said, before turning up to Terri, "Ram it in, show her what an anal orgasm is like."
"Mmmnn, her ass is so fuckable, yours as well," grinned Terri as Sandra stopped licking at the cock and moved in with her mouth open to meet Terri's. Casey could hear the sounds of them kissing hungrily and greedily at each other, slurps and sighs and moans competing with the sound of her own gasps and groans as she felt her pleasure slowly rising. She rubbed her clit harder, feeling the juice dripping from her sopping pussy as she did so. Terri was reaching out to grasp her waist, using it to drag herself forward harder and drive the dildo into the opening hole. She gave a moan and the sounds behind Casey moved from kissing to breast sucking as her Mom latched onto the blonde's tits and gave them the treatment they deserved.
"Ooohh, oooohhh, oooohhh," Casey groaned, the pain had almost gone and what was left wasn't worth bothering about when she was being hit by such waves of pleasure as she'd ever known. Terri was getting deeper and soon the teen could feel the slap of the older woman's thighs on her buttocks as she rammed the toy plastic balls deep. She was quickly seeing why her Mom had enjoyed the anal sex so much and why she had been so keen for her daughter to try it; it might not be for everyone having a thick dildo shoved into their tushie, but it certainly was for the Keller woman -- a genetic trait they obviously shared.
"That's right baby, enjoy that dick," Sandra said and shifted position again, this time sitting astride her daughter's back so that when she leant forward the teen could feel her Mom's breasts brushing against the top of her rump. She giggled and wiggled, her pussy sliding up Casey's back as she did, "Does that cock need more lubricant? Feed it to me."
"It doesn't, but here it is," panted Terri, pulling the toy out of Casey's hole. It felt suddenly strange not to have it in there, stretching her and stimulating the nerves behind her walls, like something was missing. The teen paused her rubbing, wiping a cummy hand over her forehead which was glistening with sweat. She could feel the vibrations from her Mom as Sandra bobbed back and forth, slurping hungrily at the cock that had just been in her daughter's butthole.
It didn't take long for the strap-on to be re-oiled with Sandra's saliva and Casey gave an appreciative groan as it went back to where it belonged, in her ass. Soon the toy was pounding in and out at speed, slamming deep down into her bowels and hitting the clitoral nerves from behind. Casey's fingers moved down again to strum at the other side of her clit, giving the bud double the pleasure and making her squeal with pleasure. Her Mom was leaning down across her and making a futile attempt to lick at the dick as it drove in and out, though Terri was thrusting too quickly for her tongue to make any more than a brief contact.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck," panted Terri as she pounded hard. The bed creaked under the three of them, the sheets rumpled and damp with cum and perspiration.
"Take it Casey," giggled Sandra, her hands grasping her daughter's ass to pull it apart even further as if Terri needed more assistance. It didn't seem to make any difference but that didn't stop the Milf from trying.
"Aaarrrghh, fuuuckkkk, Goddddd, yessss!" shrieked Casey incoherently. She thought she'd had orgasms before but they were like comparing molehills to mountains. Her clit was burning so hard with pleasure it was like it was erupting, her juice spurting from her cunt like she was a hose. She closed her eyes and let the ecstasy burn brightly with her, bright flames seeming to flicker in the insides of her eyelids as her brain went haywire, "Fuucccckkk, aaaaaarggghh, yesssssss."
She knew it couldn't go on for much longer -- good things never do -- as Terri was panting so hard she was obviously on her last reserves, but determined to do all she could to drive the teen to orgasmic heaven. Casey rubbed harder at her clit, pressing down on it and swivelling her hand in a circular motion to stimulate it. Terri's cock drove down at it hard, continually pounding the nerves through the thin membrane of the cervix.
"Cum for me," panted Terri, "Come on."
"Yes, Casey, scream it out," her Mom encouraged, her pussy dripping its juice down her daughter's back.
The final orgasm almost took the teen's scalp off. "Aaaarrrghhh, yessssss," she screamed loudly as every nerve was rent and torn in a crescendo of pleasure, "Aaarrrgghhh! Fuucccckkking yessssss!" The orgasm tore through her, ripping apart her very being and leaving her a bubbling, babbling, shrieking mess, "Aaaarrghhhh, aaaarrghhh, fuuucckkk, aaaaarrgghh." The orgasm seemed to last less than seconds and longer than eternity, a complete feeling of absolute pleasure claiming her.
There was a pop as Terri pulled out the dick and Casey collapsed in a heap, her Mom rolling off her and lying beside her, head to toe. A few feet away Terri also fell across the bed, breathing heavily as if she had just run a marathon in record time.
"That was something," the blonde managed to say.
"We enjoyed it as well," giggled Sandra, "Didn't we Casey?"
The teen nodded and managed to sit up, "A lot."
Her Mom reached for her dress, "Well we better get up and return back to our room. It was nice meeting you."
"Likewise," grinned Terri and began to uncouple her strap-on as the Kellers got dressed.
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It was Prom and I was, to use a cliché, the Belle of the Ball. I had spent a week's allowance on having my hair done and another week's on my nails, though strictly speaking Grandma had subsidised both as an additional treat. The main treat, of course, was the dress -- a dark blue creation which went down to the floor, but with a cut that meant by sexy legs were continually being revealed for quick flashes as I walked, and with a low enough cut at the other end that whilst my large tits were in no danger of popping out, they were far from being fully covered.
Despite being asked by several guys I'd not accepted a date from any of them, instead hanging with my girl friends; even if many had their boyfriends with them I was seldom alone for more than a minute or two, as eighteen year old seniors, who had known each other all the way from elementary school, we stuck together. And to be fair, even if wasn't absolutely in, I wasn't totally out either and so when a guy came and asked for a dance I was happy to oblige as long as they knew that was all they were getting (a quick peek down my cleavage didn't really count as going any further, and as we were about to leave school for the last time it hardly mattered if the President of the Math Club got a bit more of an eyeful than he had when we were sitting in class). One or two tried to go a little further (not the Math Club guy who was a perfect gentleman and would probably die a virgin), but I easily slapped them down, my ass only gets groped when I want it to.
And I did want it to be played and kneaded, to feel firm fingers pressing into my round rump, digging into the flesh and squeezing it, before jiggling it up and down like a plaything. I took a sip of my non-alcoholic cocktail and subtly glanced round the room. There were plenty of teenagers, dancing and having fun, certainly a few of the girls, at another time, I could have been interested in, especially the soccer team's captain who managed to combine the hottest body in the school with a toothpaste ad smile and enough brains to get the top college of her choice. Clustering at the edges of the room like bats afraid of going onto the dance floor's light, were the teachers and volunteer chaperones, (as if without them we'd all be having a no-holds orgy in the assembly hall). I'm not going to deny that some of the female teachers had figured in my fantasies, and I'd certainly played with myself at night imaging Mrs Walker correcting my homework before rewarding me for my correct answers with a hard pussy licking over her desk.
But amongst the various volunteer chaperones, standing and having stilted conversations with the teachers they barely knew was someone who I wanted to grope my ass and more, my lover, my Grandma. She seemed to sense I was looking at her as she momentarily retreated from the group she was in to turn her head in my direction. She was far enough across the room and in the gloom away from the lights that I couldn't gaze into her eyes or even see much more than a pale pink face, expressionless and blurry. It didn't matter, it was enough that she was there and looking at me, and, I was sure, desiring me as I desired her.
My friend Shawna misread the look, which was lucky as she'd have freaked if she'd really known what I was thinking, "It's a bit of a pain your Grandma's here, I bet when your Mom had to bail you thought you'd have a wild evening."
"I'm a good girl," I said with a grin which suggested both Shawna and I might think I wasn't. Then cheekily, knowing that Shawna would misinterpret and think I was joking, "Anyway me and Gran will have a wild time later."
"What? A couple of glasses of milk and some cookies, before a kiss on the cheek and you heading to bed," Shawna laughed, little knowing how close she was getting, though the kiss would be a lot less chaste than she imagined and I wouldn't be in bed alone (I also wasn't sure about the milk and cookies).
I didn't correct her, and moved the conversation on. Even if she and the rest of my friends would never have guessed the real reason I kept glancing at my Gran they might instead think it was because I was bored or distracted with their company and that's not something a girl should do to her friends, so I moved back to the conversation, "I was just worried she'd be out of her element, it's not Gran's thing - anyway what's this about Becky and the college guy? Beck's spill..."
The conversation quickly moved away from Gran and onto my friend Becky's semi-drunken make out with a college guy the week before. However, whenever I could I quickly stole glances at Gran. She looked as sexy as fuck to my mind, rocking even a conservative trouser suit with a white blouse and I couldn't wait to get it off her as she got my dress off me. But that would need to wait. I continued to talk to my friends, agree to dances with guys who asked and sipped the non-alcoholic fruit cocktails which well meaning waiters kept placing in front of me.
I'm not saying I didn't enjoy myself, but it was definitely the enjoyment of Christmas Eve or the night before your birthday when you're eagerly anticipating the next day and no matter how much fun you're having with your friends, you know something better is about to come. I wasn't too disappointed when the lights came on and the Principal came up on stage to say a few words of wisdom before telling us to leave the building. I said goodbye to my friends, some of who were going onto a party, together with at least one who had booked a hotel room with her boyfriend where she was planning to lose her anal virginity. I'd made out I couldn't as we were having a family treat away and I needed to be up at the crack of dawn. It wasn't quite true, I was going to a hotel, but it was tonight and, I too was planning on losing my butt cherry to Gran that night -- which I guess technically meant it did count as a family treat.
I wasn't waiting long before Gran drove to the front of the school in her new 4x4. I lifted the hem of my dress and got in. Gran looked hungrily as I got in, "You look ravishing," she said. She had already told me that before we left my house, but I wasn't against being told again. Because we were still in school grounds and there were people around limited herself to kissing my cheek. She drew back. "I can't wait to fuck you," she murmured sexily.
"I can't wait for you to fuck me," I giggled, my pussy already starting to tingle at the thought of Grandma pounding me with her strap-on. "You're looking hot as well."
I had already said that as well. Gran smiled, "I had to dress formally for my girl's prom night. Speaking of which..." she reached into the glove box and pulled out the corsage she had bought me earlier, presenting it to me when she arrived at my house. I had worn it for the pictures Mom had taken of me in my Prom Dress, my Gran date beside me, hands round each other's waists, and then as she drove us to the Prom itself. On arrival I had taken it off, as we both agreed that wearing something that was traditionally bought for a girl by the person taking her, might raise a lot of questions which I'd have to lie about.
I slipped the corsage on, it felt as if the dancing in the middle had been an interlude and the real date was now just continuing. "How long until we get to the hotel?" I asked as Gran turned the key in the ignition.
"Just under an hour," Gran replied, "I guess we'll just have to practice the art of conversation."
I grinned, talking to Gran was easy, she was such a great talker, both entertaining in what she had to say and interested in my replies, always making sure the chat didn't drift into areas of which I'd no interest, like politics or business, whilst equally not sticking to the subjects I discussed all the time with my friends, elevating it above gossip and fashion. The hour flew by.
The hotel my friend had gone for to lose her anal virginity was the best that could be bought on a High School senior's budget. It had a double bed and a shower and TV (not that they'd be watching much) and was clean, which was all she wanted. Gran however wanted more, the hotel we were approaching was opulent, beaming brightly in the darkness as we approached it, with people still clustering on its terraces being served drinks by waiters in crisply clean black and white uniforms. We drove to the entrance and got out as a valet hurried down to greet us. Grandma explained she had already checked in our luggage earlier and handed him the keys to take the car to park.
The concierge respectfully opened the door, if he was surprised to see a teenage girl in a prom dress and a sixtysomething woman in a suit he made no sign of it. He gave a slight bow, "Welcome ladies," as we walked by him and I felt almost like a princess.
Grand, is the only way to describe the lobby. It was larger than most houses and taller as well, the brightly lit chandeliers hanging from a roof which was at least three storeys high, with marble stairs snaking round the room leading up to the floors from which you could look down at the fountain in the centre of the lobby or gaze across at the pictures that lined and classical statues that sat in the alcoves. Taking me by the hand Grandma led me over to the reception desk, even it was opulent, a marble top polished to perfection with a perfectly tailored middle-aged woman with an impeccable hair-do and nails so manicured they rivalled mine. "Room sixty nine," Grandma announced and as she was handed the key I had to keep myself from smiling at the number.
"I hope you enjoy your stay," the receptionist smiled automatically, "If you need anything please do not hesitate to call room service."
Grandma nodded as if this was all as she expected and led me to the lift. There was another, more conventionally aged, couple already in and we all remained silent until they got off at the fourth floor. Then as the doors closed, Grandma smiled and kissed me, her lips lingering for the length of time it took us to travel the remaining two floors. There was a ding as the doors opened and Gran broke from me, taking my hand instead and leading me down the corridor, it felt like the perfect Prom date.
She unlocked the door and I followed her in. It was bigger than any hotel room I'd ever seen, the bed alone was at least King Size, may be even bigger if that was possible, with silky satin sheets and mahogany posts which made it look like something from the colonial period, even if it was probably a more modern replica. There was a couple of very comfy looking sofas and a wardrobe which looked as expensive as the bed. Beside the balcony door was a table and a couple of chairs, perfect for sitting in as you ate breakfast with the doors open to let in the air and admire the view. Another door led to the bathroom and I walked in, my heels tapping against the marble tiled floor. There was a round bath-tub built into the floor, which was easily large enough for two.
"What do you think?" Grandma stood behind me, her hands gently resting on my hips.
"It's so big and luxurious," I said, "I could get used to it."
"I hope you do," replied Grandma and turned me around for another kiss, to which I eagerly responded.
After a few moments we broke and she led me back into the bedroom, leaving me standing as she walked over to what I thought was a cabinet in a sideboard but which actually contained a concealed chiller. She brought out of it a bottle in a metal ice bucket, "I thought some champagne as a treat," she smiled. "Could you find some flutes," she then added as I nodded eagerly. I quickly found them in another compartment of the cabinet as Grandma moved over to the table by the balcony. There was a pop as I approached and a small fizz of champagne trickled from the bottle's neck. She quickly poured the champagne into the glasses in my hand, before placing the bottle in the ice-bucket on the table.
Taking a glass she toasted me, "To you Gabby, the sexiest thing around."
I giggled, "Apart from you Gran, you're pretty fucking sexy as well." She smiled and sipped her drink and I quickly followed her example before deciding that I should toast her properly, "To Grandma, the hottest older woman a teen could want."
We sat down opposite each other, her hand reaching out to stroke the back of mine. Outside it was near black, with a small glow in the distance from a nearby small town and a few isolated twinkles from farmhouses or solitary cars. Over them all there was just a hint of the moon's crescent. I sipped my drink slowly as myself and Grandma talked about the evening and my school career and what I might do next. The champagne was cold and bubbly and sweeter than the ones I'd had before. Gran kept topping us up, just enough that I felt light-headed, but nowhere near drunk, Mom's tactic of allowing me to drink when I was younger paying off. Grandma refilled the glasses, "Shall we share a bath before bed?" she said with a smile.
I nodded, "That'd be fun."
She got up, "Let me start running it," she said and left for a moment to go into the bathroom. When she returned she quickly finished her drink and I did the same.
"You look beautiful," she said as I stood and I blushed happily, as she began to undo her blouse. As she did so I slipped off my corsage and carefully put it on the table, I'd take it home and keep it on my beside cabinet as long as I could before it wilted, a reminder of tonight and how special my Gran was. Her blouse was off and she was unhooking her bra. I don't where I get my large breasts from, but it's not from my Gran's side, as her pair were small and pert, almost more like a still growing teenager's. She dropped the bra on the chair, "Shall I unzip you?" she purred as I looked at her lovely, even if small, tits and tried not to salivate.
"Yes please," I replied, tossing my hair over my shoulder even though the dress was low enough my hair hardly reached the top.
She moved behind me and slowly unzipped me. I wiggled as she pulled it down, over my tits and past my hips, letting it fall to my ankles. A bra would have spoiled the line so my bosom was now free and out, Gran reached round and took the large pair in her hands, kneading them sensually between her long fingers as she moved her lips to the back of my throat to kiss and suckle the smooth flesh. "Mmnnn," I moaned happily, as I leant back against her, "Oh that feel's nice."
She carried on for a moment, before stepping away. I bent down and picked up my dress, carefully laying it on the couch, before I turned. Gran had removed her shoes and was now fiddling with buttons of her pants, I watched as she undid them, pulling them down to expose her silk panties. The underwear was only on display for a moment, before that too was gone showing me her sexy shaven slot that I had buried my face in so many times over the last month. She smiled sexily as she, in turn, watched as I put my foot on the chair so I could unclip my garter belt and then roll my stocking down, repeating it with the next one. The garter belt swiftly followed, then my new panties (bought by Grandma when she had got the Prom dress, so I was sure she appreciated them). I put my hand on my hip and posed sensually for her, "Bath?"
"Yes, in a second," she said giving me a long look. She walked over to the table and picked up the bottle, only a third left, but that was enough for her to refill both glasses, handing me one and taking the other. Still holding them we walked into the bathroom.
The timing was just right as the bath was nearly filled, not that it was easy to see the water level with all the bubbles Gran had put in, like it was a child's water adventure. She went in first and I followed her. She sat down in the curve and I sat next to her. She waited until I was comfortable before raising her glass again, "To a wonderful night."
"I'll drink to that," I grinned back before raising the glass and sipping the champagne within. Gran's lips moved closer to mine and I replied to the invitation, pressing forward and opening my mouth as I connected with her. Still holding the glasses in one hand we kissed passionately, our lips agape as our tongues probed and pressed at the other's, the wet saliva on them making them slip and slide as they grappled like two oiled snakes in a sack. Our spare hands were reaching round the other's back, hugging each other so we could come closer. Slowly my bottom moved along the seat, until I was pressed firmly thigh to thigh with Gran. I could feel every move she was making, her bare flesh rubbing sensually at mine and if it hadn't been for the bath I'd have been leaking like a worn hosepipe. Her hand played at my back, washing and massaging it, sending bubbles popping over my shoulders as the warm water rippled against us.
Gran pulled her head back and drained the champagne, putting the glass on the side before resuming her impassioned kisses. Her spare hand was now on my front, slowly tracing a line from the bottom of my throat, down into the bubbles and then water, before slipping between my cleavage. I put my still half-filled glass away, to drink it I'd have had to break the kissing and whilst the champagne was nice, it wasn't that nice. My own hand moved to Gran's thigh, squeezing it under the water. Her mouth moved quicker and harder, her tongue darting over mine like it was trying to strangle it.
I gave an excited groan as she began to fondle my tits, squeezing them sexually and pressing them together, so they squished up under hands. Her fingers slipped over my nipples, first one and then other, teasing them with her tips, before, as they went hard, nipping them between two fingers and squashing them and making them stand out even more. I kissed Grandma more heatedly, only breaking from it to take quick hurried gasps of air before planting my mouth back on hers and grappling tongue to tongue. Her hand went from my breasts, tracing downwards and I moved mine up her thigh, her legs coming apart as I reached the treasure between them and began to stroke.
"Mmmnn," Grandma was the one who moaned this time. Her eyes fluttered as my fingers moved up and down her crack, teasing the slot and finding the clitoris to push against. Then she grinned and was back at my mouth, her lips moving on mine. Her hand had paused on my stomach, the palm swivelling around in circles over my belly button. As I carried on playing with Gran's clit, she moved her own hand lower, her fingers finding my smooth slit and sliding gently between the lips. I shuddered in pleasure as she entered me, groaning and shuddering in the bath so the water rippled around me, the bubbles popping and reforming as the waves rocked beneath them. Gran also gave another moan, "I can't wait to fuck this pussy properly."
I decided it was time to let her know my plan. I slowly broke the kiss, leaning back so I could talk, "Not tonight," I said, "Not for fucking my pussy."
Grandma looked confused, "No? What do you mean?"
I gave a small giggle at her expression before putting on a more serious expression and reaching up to stroke her cheek lovingly, "I wasn't a virgin when we first had sex."
"I know," Grandma was frowning quizzically obviously not yet realising where this conversation was going, "It doesn't matter, you're eighteen, I wasn't expecting you to be, it's not the fifties."
I grinned wider, "Even so the first time should mean something and I'm still a virgin somewhere else."
Gran's expression changed from puzzlement to astonishment and then quickly to joy as she realised what I was talking about, "You mean...?" she said, not putting it into words in case she was wrong.
I bit my lip coquettishly before giving her a shy smile, "I want you to take my anal virginity."
"Are you sure?" Grandma asked.
I nodded, "As sure as anything, I want it be sometime special, with someone special and this, with you, is perfect." I paused, before adding, "That is if you want to?"



I was sure she'd say yes, but suddenly there was a pit in my stomach that I'd totally misjudged the situation and that Mom's claim that Gran loved butt-fucking other women would turn out to be an exaggeration. It only lasted a moment before Gran smiled as widely as I'd seen, "I'd love to, darling." She reached in to kiss me again and our lips locked, as our tongues played, before she broke again, "You must have been told how much I love anal. Your Mom?"
"I can neither confirm nor deny," I replied with a smile, "If you want to wait here, I'm going to get ready." I stood up and clambered out of the bath, giving my hot behind a wiggle at Gran to whet her appetite for what was to coming, though judging from the growl she gave her appetite was already plenty whetted. I picked up a towel and went into the main room.
I swiftly dried myself, before touching up my makeup and checking my nails were still fine. I went over to the small suitcase Gran had brought over earlier and opened it. On top were some clothes for me to change it tomorrow and my wash-bag. I took them out and put them in the wardrobe before taking out the nightgown I'd bought a few days earlier -- unlike the prom dress it was with my own money, but like it, the nightwear was designed to make me look as sexy as possible. It was white but translucent with just a couple of red straps holding it over my shoulders, as it opened at the front over my belly button and ended just as it reached my waist it also left plenty on clear display. I put it on and twisted in front of the mirror, without boasting I thought I looked hot, and I was sure Gran would think the same.
I gave one last turn before reaching into the case again. Out came the anal lube and then, at the very bottom, an almost new butt-plug. I ran my fingers over it, pressing down on the point and pushing it into the flesh of my thumb. It didn't feel too sharp, but I knew it was perfectly designed to easily enter my anus and then open it up. I went over to the bed and lay on my back, lifting my legs up and apart, so that I was able to access my butt without any difficulty. I slid the toy in, giving a little moan as it pushed passed my sphincter and into the tunnel, the point gouging it apart and the rounded shaft stretching it nicely. I eased it in and then twisted it, feeling the plastic skim at my anal walls and squeak gently they fought back. I wanted to rub my pussy at the same time, but resisted, I didn't want to take the edge of my horniness before Grandma fucked me. I spent a few minutes working the toy in and out, prepping my hole before getting up and returning to the bathroom.
Gran had taken advantage of my absence to get dried and was now standing in front of the mirror, wearing one of the hotel's free woolly robes, brushing her long hair. She shifted her gaze as she heard the door open so she could see my reflection without turning around. "Very cute," she smiled as I could see her eyes, in the mirror, going up and down my body and appreciating the sexy nightdress I had on.
I turned around so my back was towards her and slightly bent, whilst reaching behind to my cheeks and pulling them apart so that the hook of the toy was visible between them. "It's not the only thing I bought for tonight."
I gave my butt a wiggle for her and Gran put down the brush, "So I see," she purred as she came behind me and placed her hands on my round cheeks, squeezing them sensually. "It looks a tight fit," she added and gave an experimental tug of the toy, not enough to take it out, but enough that I felt it shift in my back passage and I gave a sigh of anticipation. She pushed it back and turned it round, "Very tight," she murmured.
"It'll stretch," I said, perhaps a little arrogantly given that this was the biggest thing I'd ever had in my butthole and my ass was still, (albeit depending on your definition), virgin.
"It will," Gran laughed in agreement, "Don't worry about that, I've never met a butt that didn't open when a strap-on cock was pushing at it."
"MMmmn, I want you to fuck it hard," I moaned, straightening up and leaning back against her, "I want you to take my anal cherry and make me remember it."
"I will" her mouth closed on mine, her tongue sliding out to taste me, tickling gently at my own. I tongued back, slipping around her like I was trying to trap her, whilst she tried to escape and surround me in turn. My hand reached up to the back of her head, pulling her further towards me and letting our tongues continue their close quarter battle. With my other hand I reached round for the cord of the robe, pulling it so the knot slipped away and the robe opened. Her naked body pressed against me, the thin material of my dress not enough to protect me from its touch. She was reaching down and finding my cunt, stroking the already excited slit and making it even more ready; if my ass leaked cum as much as my pussy did I wouldn't have needed any lube. Gran began to walk, slowly guiding me forward, still in the same position and into the bedroom and over to the bed.
Giggling I fell on top of it, immediately rolling over onto my back to watch as Gran shrugged off her robe. I pulled off my own nightie and threw it to one side, I'd put it on again later, but for now it was just an encumbrance. Grandma saw the lube and smiled, reaching over and picking it up, "You are prepared," she said.
I nodded, "Ready and wanton." I lifted my legs up higher and wider, rolling enough onto my back that the plug was pointing towards Gran.
She laughed gently and went over to open her case. A few moments of rummaging and she came up with a strap-on; it wasn't a small one either, ten inches of moulded black plastic with a thick mushroom tip which would put my ass's stretching ability to the test. She began to buckle it on, "I hope it's not too big," she joked, "I thought I'd be fucking that hot little pussy, not your other sexy hole."
I gave a pretend pout, "It's too tiny," I lied, "My ass wants it huge."
Gran laughed, "Seriously I'm going to put a lot of lube on this, even then it's probably going to be sore at first."
"I don't care," I said arrogantly, "I'll take it."
Gran just nodded and walked over to where the lube was. She flicked open the top and squirted a generous amount on to her hand. I watched as she smeared it over the prick, rubbing it over and round the toy until the plastic was shining. She walked over to me, "Lie on your front and open your legs for me Gabby."
I did as I was asked, crawling forward onto the bed so that I was lying across the centre. I felt the bed move as Gran got on, her legs brushing mine as she climbed astride me. I gave another groan as she twisted the plug and then pulled it out as if she was removing an apple stalk. My ass had been getting used to its little friend and it felt cold and lonely without it. Not for long as Gran squirted some more gel onto her fingers and pushed them into me. I shuddered with pleasure, true, it wasn't the big strap-on dick I was lusting for, but it was still the first time my ass had been entered by someone else. Grandma seemed to sense my pleasure as she twisted her fingers round and rubbed the tips gently at my walls, making me shiver me some more. After a few seconds though she withdrew, though before I could say anything she had moved the open top of the lube to the hole and squirted in some of the gel. It felt cool and soothing, if a little slimy. Gran quickly stuck her fingers in again, finding the globule and working it round my ass, making sure the hole was as well oiled as her cock. "How does that feel?" she asked and slipped in the toy again.
It went in easier and as Gran turned it round it seemed to twirl easier. I nodded my appreciation, "That feels good."
Gran didn't reply, but worked the plug up and down, further stretching my tunnel and leaving me almost on fire with anticipation. She twisted it around a few more times, the plastic gliding round my walls as it turned, before she jiggled it like it was a stuck lever and I could feel my anal entrance being stretched as she moved. "That's more like it," she murmured, almost to herself and there was a slight hissy slurp as she pulled the toy out. Another squirt of gel and her fingers went in again, massaging the lube into my walls, making sure they were all covered. "I think you're ready," she said as she pulled them out.
"More than ready," I replied with feeling.
"Good," Gran laughed, "because I'm also more than ready to bang that invitingly hot bottom."
So saying she pressed the tip of the dildo against my half opened rosebud and pushed it in. My anal flaps gave no resistance to the huge mushroom cock, slipping back to grip at the toy's shaft as it followed the tip in. Loosened by the toy and oiled by the gel the first two or three inches was easy, deceptively so and I began to wonder if the rumours I'd heard about anal sex being stretching were exaggerated. But then my tunnel walls started to tighten, solidifying in opposition to the newcomer as it got nearer to the properly virgin territory. Gran eased back for a moment, letting the dick settle in my ass without putting any pressure. But only for a moment and then she shoved forward again, forcing the dildo against the recalcitrant tunnel walls and pushing it down. It felt uncomfortable as my ass opened, a little sore even; though not so bad that it made me rethink my desire for losing my anal virginity to Gran. Still I was glad that she'd used lots of lube, as I didn't think that raw in my butt would be nearly as fun.
"How's that?" Gran was pausing again, allowing me to get used to the toy as it went deeper.
"Mmmnn, lovely," I lied, not wanting her to feel guilty or, worse to decide to stop. "I'm loving it."
I think she could knew I was exaggerating as she said, "Don't worry if it aches a little, you'll get used to that, but tell me if it burns."
"Okay," I replied, before adding, "Now keep on fucking me."
"My pleasure," replied Gran and shoved in again.
It pushed down deeper and I grimaced slightly, my hands gripping the bedding tightly. Gran came up and then immediately returned, thrusting the toy into my ass. But even as my virgin walls were telling me they didn't want to let in the intruder I was feeling a different sensation as unknown nerves seemed to awaken with anal stimuli and their message was much more positive towards the anal invader. I gave a groan and pushed my butt up to meet Gran, determined to maximise the pleasure and ignore the aching throb. Gran went down, harder it seemed, or perhaps I imagined it as my ass seemed to be getting more used to the toy. In any event the strap-on punched in further than it had before and a sudden wave of sexual bliss flowed through me. "Uurrrrhh," I let out a loud groan, "That cock is so big."
"You can tell me to stop," Gran said, but I was guessing as she didn't pause she wasn't expecting me to; she must have butt-banged enough women in her time to know when they were starting to really enjoy it.
And I was...
Another moan emanated from my lips as the dildo pounded down into my anal passage, the chute starting to relax as it realised the strap-on brought great pleasure which more than compensated from the pain. Gran was definitely going faster now as the toy slipped easier down my backdoor. I slid a hand under my body and reached down for my clit, rubbing it as Gran pounded me from the other direction. I could feel the nub vibrating when I touched it, its sensitivity seemingly magnified by the slam of the toy inches away. "MMmnnn, yes, this is good, oooohhh I'm enjoying this Gran, keep going."
"I enjoying it as well," Gran replied, "You have the most delectably fuckable bottom, so tight around my cock, it's really pushing back at my clit."
"MMMnnnn you can go faster, really fuck me," I replied and rubbed at my clitoris, shivering in pleasure.
Grandma didn't reply, but then she didn't need to. The cock rammed down hard and fast and I could feel her thighs bouncing on my round cheeks as she descended, the sound of our flesh slapping joining the other noises of sex that were filling the hotel room. The dick was getting deeper as my anal resistance was beaten back. With each thrust two feelings competed, an aching soreness as the walls were bashed and stretched and a sexual bliss as the nerve endings up them were sensually stimulated in a way they'd never been before. The second feeling definitely made up for the first, especially as the balance began to swing that way, like a seesaw when a fat adult suddenly sits on. I groaned and shuddered, my butt raising and falling as I tried to match Gran's thrusts. "Give it me," I moaned, "Mmmnn, give me all your dick, I want it all."
"Your ass is so tight," Gran murmured in my ear as she ratcheted up and down, "you're so fuck-worthy, I love it."
She went in again, thrusting deeper this time and I gave a squeal. I rubbed harder at my clit, feeling the bud's hardness under my fingers. The pleasure, from front and back, was merging, especially as the harder and deeper Gran went the more the vibrations of her thrusts seem to play a merry havoc with the sexual nerves behind my pussy walls. The toy slammed down again, pushing at the thin membrane which separated back and front holes and I let out another cry and gasp, my body shivering in ecstasy so hard that it was like there was an earthquake in my belly. Gran's body landed on top of mine, her small tits becoming even smaller as they squashed against my naked back. At the same time I could feel the brush of her leather strap against my buttocks; it seemed the toy was all the way in. I groaned as it retreated, knowing it would be returning in seconds and that now my ass was conquered the occupation could only get better.
The next thrust proved that...
"Fuuucckkk, yessss," I squealed happily as an explosion of sexual joy blew within me. My fingers thrashed over my clit like I was playing guitar in a Speed Metal band and my feet curled and arched as my entire body seemed to stretch as if I was an elastic band. I could feel my blood boiling and my heart pumping, my lungs working overtime as I struggled to breath, "AAArrrgghhh, fuuucckkk, yesssss!"
It was only the beginning...
Even as I was cumming from the first orgasm, Gran was fucking me more, driving the toy furiously at my backdoor. I shuddered and shook in pleasure, the climactic waves washing through me like a river bursting its banks. In the back of mind was the realisation that my butt was still aching and sore, but it no longer seemed to matter, it was just a small background cloud in the sunny blue skies of my pleasure. I gasped again, unable to contain my delight, "Arrrgghh, yes, Gran, uurrrhhh, yesss, keep on fucking me..."
She paused but it was only to turn my head to the side so she could lean down and kiss at me. If our lips couldn't quiet meet in that position, our tongues could, the tips teasing and trailing over each others, as Gran's hips started to move again, pounding the big dick into my hot hole. I gasped and tried to turn my head further so that our mouths would meet properly, I still couldn't manage it, not without moving my hand from my clit and that felt too good to move. Gran grinned and lifted her own head back up, before lowering it to kiss the back of my neck, going lower to lick the nape and below. Her poundings sped up, driving deep into my asshole. My spare hand gripped the bedding, almost shredding the expensive sheets with my nails. With each thrust I could feel my orgasm building again, getting nearer and nearer, like I was in a car going downhill without any brakes and a wall immediately in front.
The smash might have been cataclysmic, but unlike a car crash, it was a cataclysm of ecstatic pleasure. I screamed out loud, my body bending as every nerve caught fire and burnt like lights exploding on Christmas Tree. I seemed to be tensed and relaxed at the same time and my brain seemed unsure whether it wanted me to stretch out as far as I could or cramp into a small ball with only my ass in the air. For a second my mouth opened and no sound came out as my lungs and thorax struggled to do their jobs, but they clicked into gear and I shrieked, "AAAArrrgghhh, yesssss, aaaarggghhh."
There's a horror movie where the victims head's explode. I kinda felt like that. I wasn't complaining though. Even if my entire body felt like it was being pulled in a million directions at once it was worth it for the feeling of pure heavenly bliss. I might be being violently torn apart, but I was also floating upwards on a cloud. "Yessssss, aaaarrghhhh, yessssss!"
"Enjoying Gabby?" Grandma panted as she pounded. I don't know if she was expecting me to answer, but I was unable to do anything but scream, which was probably a reply in itself. Gran sped on down, ramming my ass again and again, stretching the chute further until it was so open that the dildo was able to whizz like a racing car down through my tunnel and hit my clit from behind. The vibrations raced through it as I continued to work it hard at the same time. My cunt was literally jetting out juice as I came again, my screams and shrieks so loud that I was half worried the receptionist would hear them. Gran slammed me again, "You're having fun?"
"AAarrrrghh, yesssss," I managed to scream, before slamming my mouth against the bed in case I was so loud that the hotel staff and guests thought I was being brutally disembowelled. Gran went faster and harder, driving at me with speed and vigour. She was panting obviously now, despite her stamina, she wasn't a teenager who could go all night. Though as I'd cum, God knew how many times or how powerfully, I had to say that experience wins out over longevity any time. Not that Gran was going out with a whimper as she seemed to be using the last of her energy in a powered sprint, hammering my ass like it was piñata and she was a small hungry child.
The final orgasm was like a nuclear assault, my entire body seeming to burn like it was a city afire. "AAarrrrgghh, yessssss," I screamed, "AAAArrrghhh fuuucckkk yesssssss!" The pleasure took control of my body and made it into a wriggling, spurting, cumming mess; juice shooting from my cunt over the bed beneath and my naked body turning a bright red as every cell seemed to flame and burn in a climatic blaze. "AAAArrrrghhh, yesssssss, aaaaarrgghhh!"
I heard the pop as Gran pulled out and collapsed on her back. I rolled over into her, my mouth opening to find hers. We began to kiss, slowly, but passionately, as she wrapped her arm around me and pulled me close.
*
Unusually it was me who awoke first in the morning. There was dull ache in my butthole, but if you can be said to have a happy pain, that was it. Gran lay beside me, sleeping peacefully, a small smile on her face as if she was dreaming of something pleasant, the covers of bed down so far they only half covered her small tits and with a slight pull, not even that. I leant up on my elbow and watched her for a few minutes. Just looking at her was a turn-on, she was so sexy and hot, I didn't care that we were related or the age difference or that soon I'd need to leave home and enter college, all I wanted was to be fucked by her, to show my passion, to lust after her body and share her bed. Was I falling in love with her, perhaps, possibly, probably... I'd see what came...
I found myself stroking my pussy, getting wetter and excited. I grinned to myself, if I was horny it was time to wake Grandma up.
I slithered down under the bed clothes and moved Gran from a half-sideways position onto her back. She murmured something and stirred, but didn't quite awaken. I reached for her legs and slowly moved the thighs apart, careful not to be too hard. Then I moved my head down and began to gently lick. At first, for a few seconds there was no reaction; I carried on regardless, my tongue sliding up and down over the slit and between her lips. Then, as her sleeping brain began to process what was happening, there was a gentle moan and a small shiver. I kept at the same pace, my eyes looking up under the cover for a chink of light as Gran awoke and covers moved. There was a second moan, louder this time, more conscious of what was going on, if still not fully awake. A hand came under the quilt, floundering around in front of me like a pale ghost in the dark, before it found my head and semi-consciously pushed me forward.



I licked harder, pressing my tongue between the labia and into the pussy, tickling the pink wet walls with my licking. There was a third groan and a shudder, followed by a sleepy, "Yes, oh, that's good." I went faster and harder, confident Gran was awake and meaning to make sure that she enjoyed her alarm call. She shivered again, her hand gripping the back of my skull and encouraging me down. "OOhhh," she moaned, "That's so good, baby, eat me."
She sounded pretty awake, so I added a finger. Gran shuddered violently and I could feel the quilt shifting over my head. I raised a hand to throw it, off momentarily blinking in the light. Gran was looking down at me, a broad smile on her face. "This is a wake up," she agreed.
I would have nodded my agreement if my head wasn't stuck down eating her pussy, so instead I started to drive my finger into the slot, opening it further for my tongue. Gran gave a gasp, her hand pressing down harder on my head and her own pushing against the pillow. Her stomach rapidly rose and fell as she sucked in air, her small tits wobbling like two tiny jellies on a plate. I drove in harder, tongue and finger working in partnership, as I listened to Gran's groans and cries, all the time both amazed and pleased that it was me causing them. Her legs clamped round me, her heels brushing over the small of my back and moving down to rub over my buttocks. "Go on Gabby, this is the best wake up I've had. Mmmnnn eat me out."
My tongue wiggled inside, tasting her sexy cunt. If Gran was enjoying her wake-up call, I was enjoying my breakfast even more. Sure, there wasn't much nutrition in it and I'd probably need a decent lunch to make up, but my cereal doesn't normally moan when I flick my tongue over it and even with the chocolate puff the milk doesn't have the delicious flavour of moist pussy. I pushed in as far as I could, lapping eagerly at the wet walls and making them even wetter, feeling the vibrations as Gran shivered and shuddered under my lashing.
"Ooooohhh, yessss, make me cum, ooooohhh yessss," Gran moaned, her body shuddering as I brought her to closer to climax. I licked even faster, Gran was fully awake, her body shaking and vibrating like my tongue was a live wire straight into her cunt. "Yesss, baby, yesssss, fuck that's so hot, yessss, keep going." My finger was driving in and out at speed, slamming deep into the fuckhole. Her juice was coating it, dripping out and over my knuckles and flowing down her lips. I could taste her loveliness on my tongue, feel the liquid coating the back of my throat as I lapped it like I was a cat and she was the cream. "Yesssss, yesssss, baby, eat me, fuccckk, yessss, use that tongue Gabby," Gran gasped and shrieked.
I knew there wasn't long before she exploded and I was desperate to make sure it was a good one. I added a second finger and sped it up, driving hard at her pussy. At the same time I raised my tongue so that it was hitting the clit, pressurising the bud and making it vibrate under it's hood. It worked...
"Aaarrrghhh, yesssss, baby, I'm cumming, fuuuucckkk make me cum, aaaaarrgghhh," Gran screamed and cried, shuddering so much with ecstasy that the bed was rocking under her. "Aaaarrrrghhh, yessssss," she screamed, her hips rising to push her cunt at my face as her hand fell from my head to fly outwards so that she was lying back like she was being crucified. "Aaarrrghh yesssss...."
Her screams subsided to whimpers and gasps as she tried to recover her breath. I slowed down my own licking, gently letting her calm down with slow luxurious laps, before I raised my head and said, "Good morning, Gran, sleep well?"
"I did, but the wake up was better," she said as I levered myself up so that my cummy mouth was over hers. I lowered myself down and kissed her passionately, a passion she returned with interest, our tongues twisting around each other. Eventually we broke and Gran looked at the clock beside the bed, "We've got time before we need to check out," she said, "Shall we call room service?"
I grinned and got up off the bed, turning my rear towards her and then speaking over my shoulder as I reached down and pulled apart my cheeks, "We could get something to eat on the way home, if you wanted to do something else first."
Gran laughed, "You are insatiable," she replied but she didn't seem to be complaining or picking up the phone to call for breakfast to be delivered.
I walked over to the table and picked up the strap-on dildo and butt-plug we'd left there last night. I passed Gran the strap-on and as she slipped it on I squirted some of the lube onto the plug and pushed it into my ass. There was a little soreness, but nothing I couldn't cope with and it certainly felt much better than last night, my ass stretching more easily and the discomfort being minor compared to the waves of pleasure that even the plug gave as I walked over to Gran.
"You've left the lube on the table," she said as I approached.
"I have another way to make that dick ready for my ass," I grinned as I dropped to my knees before her.
Gran smiled, "Have it your way," she said without complaint.
I opened my mouth and slid down the plastic prick. There was a slight flavour to it, some of the massive amounts of lube we had applied last night were still sticking to it. They soon vanished as my wet mouth slid up and down the cock, coating it in my saliva. Gran held the bottom of the toy lightly, keeping it pointed at my mouth and I quickly got myself into rhythm, my head bobbing up and down the cock like I was listening to a rock concert. Gran worked the dick, pushing it forward, helping me take it deeper and lubricating more of it. All the time the plug was gently moving in my ass, vibrating against my walls and readying them for the dick in my mouth.
"Mmnnn, suck it baby," Gran moaned, "You're such a great cocksucker."
It was something I was happy to hear in the circumstances and I went faster, wanting to confirm what she said was true. My lips clamped tightly round the plastic as my hot mouth engulfed and if the cock had been that of a high school guy they'd have shot there and then. Luckily it wasn't and I was able to make it soaking wet with my saliva, carrying on until the dick was pushing in and out of my throat, making me gag and cough. If I had been looking to give Gran's cock a deepthroat and show her how good a cocksucker I was I'd have continued. But as enjoyable as using my mouth to push the dick down onto Gran's pussy was, it wasn't the hole I wanted filled. I brought my head up speedily, popping my mouth from the cock and letting it spring free. I stood up, licking my lips where some of the saliva had dripped out.
"I'm ready for your cock now, Gran," I said, turning round and bending over she got an eyeful of my hole as I pulled the plug out, "How do you want me?"
Gran was pulling herself onto the bed, lying across it on her back. She reached down and took hold off her strap-on, pointing it straight up and then lifted her head to smile at me, "You ride me," she said.
I nodded eagerly and jumped on the bed. I straddled her waist, kneeling over her with my ass raised. Reaching round behind me I found the cock and grasped it, keeping it pointing towards my back hole as I lowered my butt down. I paused as I felt it touch my sphincter, still not fully closed from the plug, but the stop was only for a second to orientate myself before I continued down.
"Mmmnn, this is nice," I moaned as the toy entered me. It might not have been as slick as yesterday, no matter how sloppy the blow-job nothing oils a strap-on better than a gel designed for the job, but my ass was more used to its length and width. I'm not saying it slid in like a key entering a lock, but it wasn't a pitched battle between the toy and my tunnel either. The walls resisted enough to show they meant business, but soon began to retreat as I pushed myself down. I groaned again as my asshole stretched, more comfortably this time, and I began to feel the pleasure of the toy rubbing at my sensitive walls and stimulating them. I worked myself up and down, going faster and deeper as I got used to it.
Below me Gran was grinning happily, her hands reaching out to my waist to keep me balanced as I thrust my butt down. Her body thin body bounced and rocked under me, her tits jiggling as I drove myself onto the dick. She was gazing at my face as I looked down at her, our eyes meeting each other, adding an extra level of connection. I grinned at her, moving faster and faster, still keeping my eyes fixed on hers. She smiled back and began to work her own hips, driving the strap-on into me, so that it was soon going in plastic balls deep, hammering high into my hot hole. "Uuurrhhh, yes, I want to ride your large cock, Gran, it feels so good in my ass."
"It does, your ass still feels so tight, I can feel it gripping my strap-on," Gran smiled back, thrusting up.
I groaned as I slammed back down, the toy stimulating my nerve endings and driving so far up it was hitting my clit from behind. I reached down and added to the bud's pleasure by rubbing it as I bounced, ecstatic waves poured through me like a flood. Gran's eyes were still on mine, her smile broad. I looked down at her, grinning myself, my large breasts bouncing and jiggling in the bottom of my peripheral vision. She looked so beautiful and sexy as her face twisted in pleasure as I thrust the strap-on back against her puss with my tight ass. Her hands were gripping me tighter, encouraging me on. I went faster and harder, riding her so hard that the bed shook and shuddered, the wood creaking under our passion, "Yessss, fucking yessss, aaaaarggghhh, my ass," I screamed and drove down.
Gran just smiled more brightly and slammed me, our bodies crashing together and then flying apart. I rubbed my clitoris more vigorously, my finger speeding over the hood and pressurising the small hard fleshy nub beneath. It felt so good, especially with the feelings from my ass combining with it. I groaned and tossed my head back, my hair flowing down my back. Gran upped the pace, really driving her cock upwards into my butt-hole. I matched it and then exceeded it, almost daring her to speed up like we were in a race to the finish. "Yessss," I gasped out loudly, calling to the ceiling, "Aaarrrghh yessss, yesssss!"
We were going faster and harder now, our bodies almost a blur as my ass gave no resistance to the large dick pounding it. Each thrust was sending me in paroxysms of pleasure, my entire body burning and shivering as I rode the cock anally. My pussy was soaked, cum dripping down from my slit onto my Gran's stomach. She grunted and panted, ramming upwards, her hips in continual motion, not caring about the juice that was coating her naked flesh. Another wave of sexual excitement hit me, almost bending me backwards, my body barely in control. I shrieked loudly, unable to say a word which wasn't longer than a syllable, "Yessss, God, fuuucckk me!"
The pleasure was so powerful it was almost unbearable, my brain seeming to explode and burn, rationale thought banished from it like it had never existed. All I wanted was to keep the feelings going, to cum again and again, repeatedly, powerfully, explosively. More screams emanated from my mouth, all pretence at making words forgotten. I'd orgasmed before, from Gran fucking me as well, but this felt something different -- even better than last night (or is every orgasm so earth-shattering you forget how good the one before was?).
"AAAarrrrghhh, yessssss," I shrieked as I was hit by a sexual battering ram. I felt like I was exploding into a zillion pieces, every part of me being torn apart and reassembled. "Yessssss, yesssss, aaaarrghhh!" My muscles ached as they stressed and strained and relaxed all at once and my throat was dry and rough as I shrieked as loud as I could. Only my ass seemed painless, the pleasure swamping the pain so completely that it was if my ass had been designed for large strap-on cocks. I screamed again.
And then collapsed forward spent, as Gran gave another few thrusts as she too slowed, before dropping back onto the bed, her strap-on popping out of my well satisfied ass. I lay against Grandma, tit to tit, as her arms cuddled round me and our breathing gradually slowed. I'd remember my Prom; it was one of the best night's (and next morning) I'd ever have.
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"Have I told you this morning how sexy you look?" Gran murmured into my ear as we exited the cab next to the jetty.
"You have," I tittered, "Several times, not that I mind you complimenting me again."
I took her hand in mine and repeated what I'd said as she'd finished dressing in our room, as we went down to breakfast and as we left for the cab, "You're looking sexy as well, Gran."
She looked around quickly before turning to smile at me, "It's Diane for the weekend we agreed, we don't want to let on our real relationship."
"I'm sure I'll slip and call you Grandma or something," I admitted, "I've been doing it for eighteen years."
She gave me a reassuring smile, "I told the others you had a Granny fetish and it was your pet nickname for me, so don't worry about it too much."
Turning from me she glanced at the others she was referring too, they had got out of the minivan cab before us and were already half-way down the jetty towards the yacht. They were friends of Gran's, equally as successfully and wealthy, hand in hand with their younger girlfriends - both of them a few years older than me, but dressed equally as alluring in short hot pants and tops which were half-way between bikini's and cropped vests. As we were talking Patty and her girlfriend Dani turned to beckon us to hurry up. Gran gave me a quick kiss before gripping my hand tightly and hurrying us to catch up.
"Come on slow coaches," grinned Dani, she was an attractive looking red head with hair just beyond her shoulders and an innocent looking smile, though when we'd be talking at the bar last night her description of her sex life with Patty gave lie to that smile.
"I was just telling Gabby how beautiful she was looking today," Gran grinned and squeezed my hand.
"I can't say I blame you, she's very pretty" Patty smiled at me, her eyes appraising me as she did. She was a slightly plump woman with frizzy curly hair, whose five and a half foot girlfriend had five or six inches on her, though her magnificently large bosoms made her seem larger than she was. Her hand slid down to Dani's ass and she stroked it sensually as the younger woman grinned widely, not at all put out.
"They all are," Gran smiled as she glanced at Dani, making me a little jealous, but not so much that it mattered, "We've got three stunning young women with us this weekend."
I blushed a little at the compliment, though Dani seemed to just take it as her due. Patty didn't disagree as instead she turned her head towards the end of the jetty where a sleek one hundred and eight foot luxury yacht was bobbing next to the dock. "We better hurry down or Veronica will have quaffed all the champagne."
That was a little unfair on Veronica, who seeing she was in the lead with her girlfriend Sasha, had slowed down to let us catch up. Physically they made a strange couple, Veronica was the tallest of our little group, at six feet and an inch she was taller even than Gran who didn't quite make six, which was accentuated by the high heels she wore. She towered over Sasha, who height wise at least, would have been better suited to Patty; she'd have been a couple of inches higher than the older woman, but that was less obvious than the near foot between her and her current girlfriend. However it didn't seem to matter to them as when they stopped Veronica leant down and Sasha stood on her toes so that the long-haired brunette (dyed) could kiss the college-age blonde (probably also dyed).
By the time they'd finished we'd caught up with them, so the six of us walked as a group towards the 'Serenity' and its lined up crew. I'd eagerly accepted Gran's invite to a trip of a luxury yacht with a few of her friends, a paid trip to the Caribbean was much more exciting than anything I had planned for the summer vacation. She had explained that 'Serenity', with its all female crew, was a popular booking for older lesbian and their younger partners, the crew not batting an eyelid at the mature cougar and younger kitten's pairings. As an added incentive, not that I needed one, Gran had taken me on another shopping trip for all I need, new bikinis (yes, note the plural), shorts, tops, sunglasses, a couple of dresses for the evening and some lingerie for the night, as well as a set of matching suitcases to carry it in. We'd flown out yesterday, meeting Gran's friend and their girlfriends (who were all as excited as me at our vacation). I'd got to know Sasha and Dani over dinner, the three of us clustering at the bar, as our girlfriends reminisced about previous vacations. Both of them were in their early twenties, Sasha had just finished college and was working as a receptionist in a gym, whilst Dani had left education at eighteen and was making ends meet by doing some modelling ("proper modelling not porno").
The Serenity's captain stepped forward, a good looking blonde woman in her forties, "I'm Captain Cherie," she said with just a hint of a French accent, "Welcome to the Serenity." She swiftly introduced the crew, all of who were, as Grandma said women and as she hadn't mentioned, also extremely fit and attractive. Again I felt a touch of jealousy at all the eye-candy I'd have to compete with, though Gran's hand in mine, squeezing me gently, kept it in check.
The Chief Steward (or Stew as they called it) quickly took over from the captain, gesturing one of her colleagues over with a tray of filled champagne flutes for us, "Let me give you a quick tour."
Given that the boat was sixty yards long and up to four storeys high it wasn't that quick. But it was impressive, there was a top deck and middle deck for sitting and sunning ourselves, with a large Jacuzzi on the top one, as well as a covered, but otherwise open, space on the lower deck to eat and which led into a comfortable and spacious lounge with a bar. Stairs from it led to three sumptuous cabins, in which the crew were already unpacking our cases, each of which had a large double bed, wardrobes and dressers as well as en-suite bathrooms and showers. I wasn't sure how much Gran and her friends had paid for it, but it wasn't cheap.
The six of us arranged to get changed into our swimming costumes and meet on the top deck. The crew had finished unpacking and unobtrusively withdrew from our room as Gran turned to me, "So what do you think of your first yacht?"
"It's magnificent," I exclaimed, "Thank you so much for inviting me."
She reached down and gripped me under my ass, pulling me closer to her, I looked up and she looked down, smiles on both our faces as our mouth got closer. Our lips opened as we kissed passionately, our bodies close. Her hands gripped and kneaded at my buttocks through my short denim jeans as her tongue explored my mouth and her chest squashed against my large bosoms so hard they threatened to burst out of my top. She broke, "There's no-one I'd rather have with me... come on, let's change."
I stepped back and reached behind my neck to find the knot which held my top in place. Undoing it I slowly pulled it away, exposing my breasts to Gran's gaze. She looked upon them lasciviously as I giggled and deliberately twisted my waist to make them jiggle and bounce. My shorts followed and I hadn't bothered with underwear. Gran licked her lips, admiring my youthful naked body as I slowly sashayed over to the wardrobe, my ass swaying exaggeratedly as I moved. I searched through the various costumes I'd brought and deliberately chose the skimpiest bikini I had, one that barely covered either my nipples or my crack; I knew Gran would appreciate it and as an added bonus I'd top out on Vitamin D. I turned and got into it, watching Gran as she more slowly got out of her own pants, blouse and underwear before searching around for a one-piece. If it didn't reveal as much flesh as mine, she still looked pretty hot it in, the material sticking to her slender frame like it was moulded.
The yacht was already out of the harbour as we returned to the middle deck. Dani and Patty were already there, relaxing in a couple of sun-loungers, drinks in hand. Even as we appeared one of the stewardesses was rushing forward to seek our drink orders, which Gran did for the both of us, an expensive cocktail that I'd never have dreamt of ordering, but which Gran assured me was delicious and also was priced in so we didn't need to pay for it again. As we waited for the drinks to be delivered I took a seat beside Dani on one of the loungers as Patty and Gran sat on some chairs around the table, which they said was more comfortable than reclining (I disagreed, but didn't say anything). Shortly afterwards Sasha and Veronica joined us, the blonde taking the lounger beside me and Veronica joining her friends at the table.
The boat ploughed through the waves so gently that it hardly seemed we were at sea, I'd rocked more on a rowing boat in the local lake. Up above the sky was cloudless and blue, though it looked darker as soon as I slipped on my sunglasses, the rays beating down upon the near nude bodies of the three sun-worshippers. The drinks arrived and it was as delicious as Gran had said it would be, tasting more of fresh fruit than alcohol. I relaxed in the lounger, listening to the sounds of the boat's engines purring and the swish of the water against the hull, the distant sounds of the crew working and the murmur of Gran and her friends as they talked over their cocktails. Occasionally me or Dani or Sasha would say something to the other two and get a few words back in reply, but we were generally content just lie back in silence and soak up the sun, relaxing in the heat as the drinks kept coming. After a while I turned onto my front, reaching round to unclip my bikini so that I wouldn't get a tan line across it. Gran saw me struggling and came over to undo it for me, "Tell me when you need some more sun lotion," she said.
"Are you going to rub it in?" I asked in a sleepy relaxed tone, "because if so I could do with it now."
Gran laughed and stood up. I heard her footsteps as she walked over to the table she had been sitting at and then them returning. She got down on the empty lounger beside me, pulling it closer so that she didn't have to stretch. There was a spurting sound and then I could feel her hands on my body, gently massaging the cold but comforting lotion into me. I gave a satisfied moan as they drifted up to rub the semi-liquid into my shoulders, rubbing at the crease of my neck and then downwards, oiling my back and sides. Another spurt and she was rubbing over my naked buttocks, making sure the lotion only went on the bare flesh and not the thin strand of material which was around my waist or dug into the crack between my cheeks. I opened my legs a little and her hands slipped into my inner thighs, first right and then left, carefully oiling each one and leaving them covered with the lotion. Still downwards she travelled over the rest of my thighs and calves and down to my ankles and feet, squirting more of the lotion onto her palms as she massaged it into my calves. "All done," she said finally.
"Thank you," I murmured and relaxed my head, closing my eyes again as I vaguely sensed that Sasha was getting sunscreen massaged into her by Veronica. I went into a half-sleep, lulled by relaxation, letting the sun do its work. After a while I decided I need to turn over again, reaching for my bikini to cover myself.
Again Gran saw what I was trying to do and interceded. "Why don't you stay topless, Gabby and get a proper tan?"
"If no-one minds," I agreed.
"Trust me, nobody minds," replied Gran and both Patty and Veronica laughed at some in-joke I didn't understand. I did what Gran had suggested and turned over again, leaving my bosoms out on display.
We continued like that for another hour or so, it was hard to tell how much time had gone by when you're in a half-conscious slumber, relaxing and letting the world literally sail by. There were a few half-conversations between the three of us lying out, but nothing deep or which required us to concentrate on talking for more than a few sentences, whilst the older women continued their conversation, punctuated by regular laughs as they enjoyed themselves their way. Another drink miraculously appeared and I sipped it until it was gone, however as it was finished I thought I better get up and join Gran, after all I was supposed to be on vacation with her.
She saw me walking across the deck and patted a seat beside her for me to sit on. I did and almost immediately her arm slid around my waist, bringing me even closer as one of the stews came up and took another drink's order from us. I leant my head gently on Gran's shoulder and tried to listen to the conversation, which seemed to be about some singer from centuries ago called Meatloaf (which is a really dumb name if you ask me). I didn't really have anything to add, so I just rested my head and slipped my hand onto Gran's thigh to gently rub her leg. However Gran could tell I was bored, and don't think Dani or Sasha was that interested either so she artfully moved the conversation on to Netflix shows, and even if we watched different ones from the Gilfs we could at least contribute; it's for things like this that I love Gran.
As we talked I noticed Veronica especially and Patty, to a lesser degree, was checking out my bosoms. Not surreptitiously either, I've often had guys and a few girls cast side long looks at my pair, especially when I was in a bikini or a revealing dress or changing in the showers, but this was a full on ogle. I glanced at Gran, she didn't seem to mind that her friends were checking out her girlfriend's tits. I mentally shrugged and decided if Gran was okay with it, so was I, my breasts are one of my best features and if the older women wanted to have a look at them I wasn't going to complain.
"We better go and get changed for dinner," said Gran standing up and taking my hand.
The others agreed, but we left them gathering up their girlfriends as we headed for our cabin. I closed the door behind us and slipped out of my bikini bottoms, standing naked before Gran's admiring gaze, "You're not burnt at all," she grinned.
"You worked the sun-lotion in very deep," I grinned and took a few steps towards her, so that I could reach up and pull the straps off her shoulders and then pull the rest of the costume down over her small breast and slender stomach to her hips. I leant forward and took one of the tiny teats in my mouth and suckled it sensually as my hands continued to push at her bathing suit, sliding down past her waist and over her thighs, before dropping to the floor. She stepped out of them grasping me and pulling me onto the bed.
Our lips met and we kissed passionately and hungrily, our tongues tasting each other's cocktails as they swept into each other's mouths. I opened my legs as her fingers reached for my pussy, teasingly stroking it and making me wet with anticipation. I kissed her harder, encouraging her to do more, my big breasts squashing against her as we lay side by side. She refused to enter me, continue to run her fingers up and down my slit, ruffling the labia but doing no more tease. I knew I'd have to do more if I wanted her to slip them in and finger fuck me, so I moved my head down to her tits again and began to greedily suckle them.
Gran groaned and shuddered in excitement as my teeth grazed her nipple, tugging it away from her breast and making it stretch. It was hard and stiff in my mouth and I slid my hand to the other one, my fingers find the nub and rubbing it until it went solid and my mouth could latch onto it. It seemed to work as Gran's fingers went quicker over my slit, rubbing it up and down, pressing hard onto my lips even if she wasn't yet working them inside. I gulped down her tit, sucking it in and casting pleading eyes up at her as I did. She was smiling widely as she enjoyed the touch of my tongue and teeth against her tits, her spare hand caressing my shoulder and pushing my hair away from my neck. "You're so horny all the time," she teased, though as she was the one making me so it was mainly her fault. "This sexy cunt of yours is so wet."
"You could make it wetter," I lifted my head and then swapped breasts, slurping in the teat and running my tongue around the areola.
"Could I?" she teased, but she slid in her fingers. I gasped in pleasure as they entered me, my body tensing and straightening as they headed straight down and across my special spot. "Like this?" Gran grinned and with her other hand gently tugged my hair to lift my head up so she could kiss me. With her tongue in my mouth I couldn't reply, but I showed she was doing the right thing with the enthusiasm with which I returned her tonguing, my mouth pressing firmly onto hers. Our tongues intertwined, playing with each other.
As we kissed Gran went faster, thrusting at my twat and making my back bend in pleasure, my mouth breaking away from hers for me to groan in pleasure. She continued finger-fucking me whilst pushing me onto my back, her smiling face hovering above mine for a moment. It descended again. But this time her target wasn't my lips but my tits. I gave another gasp as her lips closed round my large breasts, this time it was Gran sucking like a baby at my nipples. Her teeth gently chewed at my flesh, the nibbling making the erogenous zone in my tit flare with pleasure. "Mmmnn, Gran, I mean Diane, mmmnn you're turning me on so much."
Gran switched tits, giving my right one as much loving as she had just given its twin. Her mouth opened wider and she sucked more in, chewing at my flesh, masticating my mammary to my delight. I shivered harder, opening my legs so she wouldn't slow down the finger fucking at the same time. She took the hint and drove in harder and faster, so that I could hear the juice spurting in my soaked cunt as her fingers swept into the wet hole and hit against my dripping walls. I could feel her nails scraping at me, though they weren't managing to scratch my sexual itch as I got wetter and wetter, the pleasure growing more and more intense. "Ooohhh God, yes, Gran oooohhh fuck."
Her teeth gripped my large breast, digging into the flesh as her tongue flicked at my nipple. Gran had been fucking hot women since before I was born and it showed. I let out another moan, my spine curving as the sexual bliss poured through me and took control. "God, yesss, oooohhh Gran, Diane, Gran, keep going, oooohhh don't stop."
Her fingers were slamming me with a fury, slamming deep and hard, juice spurting out of my soaked cunt with every thrust. I squealed in pleasure, my eyeballs rolling in my head so much that I had to close my lids firmly shut. I could feel the orgasm fast approaching, even as I tried to hold it off and make the most of the burning pleasure already flaming through me. I gripped the bed and tried to stop my shuddering, but the ecstasy was too strong and I continued shaking and shuddering, my entire body feeling like there was an earthquake with its epicentre my cunt. "Fuuucckk, fuuucckk," I cried, "Ooohhh fuccckkkk!"
The orgasm hit me like a slap in the face, except whilst a slap is pretty unpleasant the orgasm was a delight. My entire body surged with pleasure and my head pressed into the bed, "Aaarrrghh, yessss, I'm cumming, aaaaarrggghhh!"
Even as I was climaxing Gran was pulling out her fingers and licking them, "That was juicy," she grinned and then started to crawl up my body, "My turn now," she grinned.
I nodded and reached for her ass, gripping the thin buttocks and pulling her towards me, until she was sitting just above my titties. She grinned down as I licked my lips hungrily, "You want me to lick that sexy pussy of yours?"
"I thought you'd suggest that," Gran beamed down at me, "and I'm going to say yes." She wiggled herself the remainder of the way forward, before lowering her yummy cunt as I opened my mouth to receive her. My tongue started to flick through her folds, sliding into the wet hole as she spread it over me. She gave a groan of appreciation as I slipped in, my tongue spearing back and forth. Her thighs closed around my head, pressing against my ears so her moans were muffled, but still audible, and anyway, even if they weren't I could tell from the way she was riding my face that I was happily hitting the spot. I went faster, shoving my tongue upwards, my head lifting as high as I could manage with Gran sitting on it, so that I could delve deep into her hole, like a horny hobbit looking for treasure.



"Ooohhh," Gran shuddered and vibrated, her cunt grinding at my mouth as I greedily lapped her. "You're so good at this Gabby, how did I get such a great pussy licker as you?"
I thought it was probably a rhetorical question, so I continued to eat her rather than answer. It probably was as she didn't press me for a reply, but instead gave another passionate moan and pushed herself harder onto my face, encouraging me to lick harder and faster. I squeezed her butt cheeks, digging my fingers into the flesh, which was much firmer than many women her age - Gran kept herself in shape, and levered my head up, slamming my tongue into her. She shuddered in excitement, leaning forward to grip the bedding just above my head. Her cunt was soaked with my saliva as I licked with energetic eagerness. She gave another groan, "Ooohhh, that's good, baby, eat me out."
I continued going as fast as I could, the sway of the boat matching the sway of her body above me as she rocked and shuddered with each touch of my lithe tongue. She gasped and straightened, her long hair crashing over her shoulders like water spraying against a damn. "I'm going to cum soon," she moaned, rubbing herself at me, "Gabby, you're making me cum."
I sped up, desperate to do what she wanted and drive her to the climatic heights of pleasure. She shook again, her thighs squeezing at my head so tightly I could feel the blood pumping through my skull. My tongue was going as fast as it could, slurping deep into her delicious snatch and tasting the treasure within. She gasped again and shuddered, "Ooohhh, yesssss, oooohhh fuckkkk." I didn't stop until her cries turned to screams, "Fucckk, yeessss, aaaaarggghh, yesssss!"
Sated, at least for a short while (I knew she'd be horny again by tonight) Gran rolled off me and looked at the clock, "You better hurry, if you want to have a shower."
Despite Gran's words I was loath to get up from the comfy bed, so she showered first and then chivvied me in. By the time I'd finished she was near dressed and doing her make-up. She glanced at me as I came out and dropped my towel over the chair, "I thought I better pick your dress, otherwise by the time you'd chosen everyone else would be finishing dessert."
"I'm not that bad at choosing," I grinned back sassily. Not that I minded Gran picking, she'd bought most of my wardrobe and I'd quickly learnt she had good enough taste that I never mind wearing what she'd gone for. Tonight was no exception, as she'd laid out a silvery dress on the bed, with one cut which showed my legs and another which exposed my ample cleavage. I got into in, turning my back to Gran to allow her to do me up and looking in the mirror as I did. Pretty sexy, I thought, even if I said so myself - though from the looks Gran was giving my reflection I wasn't the only one thinking it. I gave a small wiggle, "Do you think Patty and Veronica will like it? I noticed them checking me out earlier."
I only said it because I knew Gran wouldn't be jealous and she wasn't. She wrapped her arms round me and slid up to fondle my breasts from below, "Whilst you were sunbathing, we three oldies were talking about our favourite attributes of the three of you."
"And you mentioned my boobs?" I giggled, feeling unreasonably proud of my large pair and that Gran enjoyed them so much.
"I actually said your fuckable ass," Gran grinned, "but the others said it was your bosom."
"You're so bad," I giggled, "Telling them I've done it backdoor."
"Don't worry; do you think Dani and Sasha are anal virgins?" Gran smiled and gave my bosoms a squeeze.
*
Dinner was delish and since I knew Gran didn't mind the others checking me out I continually flaunted my bosoms as we ate and drank, stretching and leaning forward so suggestively that it was a wonder my boobs didn't break free from the confines of my low cut-dress. Patty and Veronica certainly got plenty of eyefuls, though as Gran was also openly admiring their two girlfriends in their equally sexy dresses, it was fair.
Dessert had been cleared away and we were just finishing off the wine, as Gran glanced at her watch. It was still early, but with Gran around I wasn't adverse to an early night if that was what she wanted. It wasn't however, "What about we change and get in the tub?" she suggested.
Like Dani and Sasha, I remained silent as the two other Gilfs nodded their agreement. Gran quickly ordered another bottle of wine to be taken up there as we all quickly rushed to change. It didn't take me long to get out of my dress and to choose a bikini, a different one from earlier, but just as skimpy, barely covering my assets. Gran had got into a one-piece, which clung tightly to her, but looking at me she smiled her approval. "Lucky it's warm tonight," I grinned back.
"You're hot enough for us both," Gran replied, taking my hand.
Whilst I thought I was quick the others had been faster still and by the time we got to the tub, they were all in with the wine opened and poured. I had been thinking I'd sit beside Gran, but she squeezed in between her two friends, without room for me (unless I wanted to use my elbows, which I thought would be rude), so I slipped between Dani and Sasha, the three of us squashed together so they were almost sitting on me.
The ship was well lit at night so it was easy to see that Gran's gaze was sliding over the three of us, drinking in our sexiness. "That's a nice view," she said and we all giggled.
"I can make it nicer," Sasha said and reached behind to unclip her bikini and toss it behind her. Before anyone could react Dani had done the same. Not wanting to be the odd babe out, I quickly slipped mine off as well, turning slightly so that I could drop it onto the deck. The other two were already wiggling their bodies and bouncing their bosoms just over the bubbling water and I did the same, jiggling my two large boobs and making them slap at the surface.
"That is an improvement," replied Veronica and her eyes moved from her girlfriend's tits to mine. I jiggled them a little more, smiling at her before turning my gaze to Gran who licked her lips appreciatively.
"So girls are you enjoying the trip?" Patty asked.
We nodded. "It's great," Dani said, "I'm loving it, I've never had such a blast."
"What? Even with us three oldies in tow?" Patty said, with a smile to show she wasn't being totally serious.
"Three sexy hot Gilfs," I grinned to Gran's evident delight.
"Women with experience," corrected Sasha.
"Are you saying we're three old sluts?" her girlfriend laughed.
Sasha flushed red "No, I mean it's much more fun being fucked by a woman who knows what she's doing, than a teen who's experimenting."
I quickly stepped into spare my new friend further blushes, "Slut's being reclaimed. I'm happy being a slut for Gr...Diane. Sex if fun, especially with someone who's so good at it."
"I'm happy my girlfriend's a slut as well," Gran winked at me, "A very sexy slut." She grinned and then added, "Why don't you show everyone how you can work that hot butt of yours?"
I nodded, beaming widely and stood up, turning my back to the Gilfs and placing my hands on the tub rim for balance. I'd shown Gran my twerking skills a few weeks ago and she was so impressed it didn't need much of an excuse for her to ask to see them again. Not that I minded, if Gran brought experience and skill to our relationship, I brought vigour and a nice rear. I started to bounce and jiggle my cheeks, jerking them up and down. Sasha and Dani moved half a foot away from me, [which in confines of the tub was all they could manage] giving my some space to continue my sensual dance. I twerked to a silent beat, making my buttocks fly up and down, giving Gran and her friends a show. I could hear whoops from the two younger women, with more constrained, but equally joyful, laughs from Gran and her friends. I kept going, shaking my booty back and forth, letting them all admire the sexiness of it, curved and round, yet firm and toned.
"Your turn Sasha," said Veronica and I sat down as my new friend stood up and repeated my dance. She was good, but I'm not modest enough to say she was better than me - if it was a competition I was still in the lead. Gran seemed to appreciate it though, murmuring a compliment to Veronica before returning her gaze to the tushie which was wiggling in front of her.
"A draw so far," lied Patty, sparing Sasha's feelings. "Up you try, Dani."
The redhead got up, grinning sensually and cupping her breasts in her hands, before she turned slowly and artfully away from the older women and bent over, lifting her ass. It was a good start and against any other competition I'd have reckoned she'd have edged it, she certainly put Sasha into third, but she wasn't quiet beating me, even if she did add to the show but smacking her own butt to give it an extra jiggle.
"So who was the best?" I asked cheekily, knowing the answer.
The three Gilfs looked at each other, "I couldn't tell, you were all so good," lied Patty.
"Very sexy," added Veronica and Gran nodded, though I think the look she gave me suggested she was only being diplomatic.
"What about if we do it again, all together, that way you can compare?" I grinned. Partly I thought Gran would enjoy another look at my bouncing butt, especially if it was framed by too others, which were near as good. But I also thought giving them all a second shot, would pretty soon settle that I was the twerking queen.
Sasha and Dani were also up for it, the three of us getting up again and turning round. We were so close together we were touching as we leaned forward and raised our butts.
Dani quickly started and I immediately followed, as did Sasha after a small pause to ready herself. I could feel the other's movements, their bodies vibrating against mine and it was obvious that I was the most energetic, being faster and more flexible, my ass jumping both higher and diving lower, make it a real twerk, not just a wriggle. The three Gilfs admired the view, humming their appreciation of the three dancing tushies. I went as hard and quick as I could, keeping a fast tune in my head and bouncing in time with it.
"Still hard to tell," Gran said.
"Perhaps if they didn't have their bikini bottoms in the way that might help," suggested Patty.
Without waiting for anything more to be said I pulled down my bikini bottoms, kicking them away from my ankles and letting it float and twirl in the bubbling water. Totally naked I resumed my twerk. My quick thinking got me a ten second advantage, all eyes being on my naked rear as my two new friends computed that bottomless was the way to go and removed theirs as well.
"Nice butts," grinned Veronica.
"Fuck-worthy," giggled Patty and Dani sped up for a few seconds, before she slowed unable to take the pace.
"I said Gabby had a fuckable one, didn't I?" said Gran.
"She does," said Veronica, "They all do."
I continued twerking, wiggling a little from side to side to make sure they all got a good look of my ass so that when it came to judging they didn't feel short-changed. Up and down my rear went, as I waited for the result.
"I think that's me and Sasha for bed," grinned Veronica, standing up. Sasha straightened as well, jumping out of the tub, to take her girlfriend's proffered hand. It didn't matter, Sasha hadn't been in with a chance and everyone could see I was beating her. Dani was becoming more competitive, her hand striking lightly at her butt with more sound than effect, but it risked concealing that her moves were slower and less pronounced than mine.
"Us as well," said Gran, disappointingly. Not that I minded going to bed, especially as I was guessing after the little show Gran would be too hot for sleeping, but at least she could have pronounced me as the winner first. Still, it was too late to say anything as she picked up my floating bikini bottoms and got out of the pool to pick up the top bit, lying on the deck. "Come on," she grinned to me, "to bed."
"Night," I said to the two remainers, not that they were noticing me as Dani was already turning round and moving in for a kiss with Patty.
Dripping wet I walked across the deck to a lounger, with a pile of towels, picking one up and drying myself as I followed Gran to our room.
As soon as I was in, she closed the door behind us and grasped me round the waist, pulling me closer, "That was so sexy, I love you twerking."
"I was the best?" I asked.
"Yes," she replied and kissed me hard, her tongue slipping into my mouth as I opened to receive her. We made out hard, the towel which had been around me, dropping to the floor and my naked body pressed against hers, as she reached down to my buttocks, gripping them and squeezing her fingers in, slowly easing them up and down. In turn I slid my hands up her back and then to her shoulders, finding the straps of her costume and pulling it down. Her hands went off my butt just long enough for me to take the costume down her arms. Her naked small breasts pressed at my larger ones as our tongues battled passionately, her hands back on my buttocks jiggling and playing with them.
"You think my ass is fuckable?" I broke the kiss and leaned my head back, smiling at her.
"So much," Gran replied and brought her mouth back onto mine. I could feel her pulling apart my buttocks and sliding a finger over my rosebud. I shivered in excitement as she rubbed at the closed muscle, her nail gently nipping at the pinprick hole as if she was about to enter but didn't dare.
I let her play with it for a few moments, before again breaking away from her and skipping over to our bed. I leaned down over it, placing my hands firmly on the mattress and waved my ass at her invitingly, twerking it up and down. "Well if you think my ass is so fuckable why is it unfucked?" I teased.
"Give me a moment and it won't be?" Gran growled sexily, pulling her costume the rest of the way off.
Giggling I gave one last twerk of my naked butt before getting properly onto the bed, rolling onto my side as I watched Gran put on a strap-on dildo, adjusting it so it fitted firmly over her own pussy, before getting out a tube of anal gel and liberally applying it to the ten-inch toy until the plastic was shining under the room's light. Soon she was ready, smiling as she approached the bed, "I've been looking forward to your sweet ass all day."
I giggled as I deliberately turned my back on her, rolling onto my side. "Me too, I love it when you bang my butt." I reached round and down to my cheeks, pulling them apart to re-expose my sphincter, "I want you to fuck me anally."
"Yes dear," grinned Gran, sliding behind me and putting one hand on my upper arm as with the other she guided the toy towards it target for tonight. The tip touched at my sphincter, resting for a moment as Gran squeezed my arm and moved her head closer to mine to murmur, "Are you ready?"
"For your dildo in my butt? Always," I giggled in reply. "Mmmnnn," I followed my words with a moan of satisfaction as the tip of the toy pushed forward, forcing open my doorway. I wriggled a little, pushing myself back against the toy so it could go in easier. Gran appreciated my efforts, her lips pursing against the back of my shoulder and her hand slipping down my arm to grasp my wrist as she continued to guide the dildo in.
My asshole opened as the toy pushed at the walls. It was discomforting as it stretched, the anal tube expanding wider than its normal day to day use. But I knew that the dull, throbbing ache was temporary - even if my back passage wasn't designed for big dildos, it could quickly grow to accommodate them, I just needed to wait a few minutes and all would be perfect. In the meantime I could rub at my clit, and even if that didn't stop my ass hurting the pleasure certainly took my mind off it. Gran kissed me again and let go off my wrist, allowing me to swap hands and use the newly free one to frig my hole. The cock went down deeper, making me wince and also groan, as the nerves awakened, first in pain, but quickly replacing that feeling with sexual joy. "MMmmnn," I groaned, "I can take it, give me all your big strap-on cock."
"I know you can Gabby," Gran said behind me, "Your butt is made for sex."
It probably wasn't, but it certainly enjoyed it. I gave another groan as the dick went in faster and deeper, my walls now getting used to it so that it felt strained but not sore. Gran slammed in again and again, getting herself into a rhythmic dance, her small breasts hammering at my back as she shoved the toy in as far as it would go. I gave another gasp and stretched and arched my back, my fingers thrumming over my clit, "Give it me, Gran, fuck give it me so hard."
Gran grunted a reply which I didn't quiet hear but whatever she said she certainly sped up her pace and power, ramming the dick deep. Her hand grasped my waist, using it as leverage, the other was under me, wrapping round and squeezing my large tits as she made them jiggle and jump with her pounding. I gasped again, as a wave of pleasure surged through me, my cunt soaking with excitement. I lowered my fingers and started to drive them into my sopping cunt, shivering and shaking as my two holes, front and back, were filled. "Ooohhh, oooohhh, yessss, I love it Gran, fuck me harder."
Gran pounded away, grunting into my ear as she exerted herself. After a while she rolled me so that I was lying face down and she was on top of me. The cock went even deeper and harder as she thrust at me. I continued to finger my soaked pussy, shoving in a far as I could so I could feel the dildo pounding behind the wall. My spare hand moving to grapple and squeeze at my titty. I gave another gasp as an orgasm hit me, my body stretching as my spine bent, pushing me up into Gran. She rammed down again, pushing back against the bed, her small tits banging at my back. "Fuck me, " I groaned again, "Oh my God, don't ever stop, this is so good."
Any soreness in my ass vanished, it was like the dick in it was designed to fit snugly in like a hand in a glove. The bed rocked as Gran slammed, like there was a storm outside even if the ocean actually was as still as a glass of water. The air-conditioning buzzed overhead, the fan swirling around in a vain attempt to keep us cool. It wasn't working as I was sweating, perspiration trickling down my forehead as I bounced and shuddered under Gran's sexual assault. She was even wetter, I could feel the dampness of her body every time it land on mine, so that soon my back was soaked as well, Gran's sweat covering me and making me gleam. She was panting as she slammed hard, part of me wanted her to slow down so she could continue, but more of me wanted her to carry on at pace, to drive me to orgasmic heaven.
"AAarrrrghh, yessss," I squealed, "Yessss, yeessss, yesssss, keep on banging my ass."
Gran's body pounded into mine.
"Yessss, yeesssss, yessss," I screamed loudly. I was happily in heaven, every thrust triggering waves of intense pleasure like Angels singing in my ears. Gran's grunts were perhaps less musical, but equally enticing, pants and huffs as she went as hard as she could into me. My back arched again, my toes curling and my fingers straightening as another orgasm hit me like a tsunami. My screams and squeals were loud and passionate, reverberating around the room; I just hoped the walls were thick enough so that the whole ship couldn't hear me being butt-fucked into oblivion.
Another explosion tore within me, like I was a Russian warship. I screamed in pleasure, my inside twirling and my brain melting, "Aaarrrghh, yessss, aaarrggghhh!" Gran continued fucking me and I continued shrieking, "Yessss, yessss, yessss, aaaarrgghh, fuuucckkk!" It was like an electric wire had been stuck into my ass and I was connected to the main, shaking, screaming, cumming. "Aaarrrghhh yesssss!"



The Gran was out, my anal chute starting to slowly shrink back to its normal size without the dildo stretching it. I lay still, stunned by the orgasms, my body unable to move. After a few minutes I could feel Gran moving against me, her mouth on the back of my neck, kissing me gently. "That was fantastic" I managed to say.
"I thought you enjoyed," Gran replied. I turned over and snuggled into her, relaxing with a post-coital cuddle.
"I bet the others would be so jealous that you've banged by fuckable ass again," I grinned.
"I'm sure they're banging a couple of other fuckable asses tonight," Gran replied dryly.
"Still they got to look even if not touch my sexy butt tonight," I said ignoring her response.
"Yes," agreed Gran, "but I was talking to Veronica and Patty about tomorrow..." She explained their plan and it sounded like fun...
* The next day was as relaxing as the previous one, with the added excitement of the evening's entertainment. After breakfast, the three older Gilfs lay themselves down on the loungers with a steady supply of cocktails, whilst me and my two new friends entertained ourselves with the water slide and jet skis, until lunch. Then it was a trip to a private beach, deserted apart from a couple of stews who waitressed for us and neither of who batted an eyelid when, after eating, the bikini tops came off myself Dani and Sasha as we played a game of topless volleyball [though if the stews didn't care, our three girlfriends were delighted as they watched the three of us jumping and skipping around our titties bouncing as much as the beach ball we were batting between us]. There was no hurry back and after tiring myself out with the volleyball and a swim in the ocean I had a short nap in the sun and sand, only turning when Gran slathered some sun-cream on my near naked body. By the time we returned to the boat there was barely time for a relaxing dip in the hot-tub with the others and a choice of cocktails, with names I'd not heard off, before going down to get ready for dinner and a quick snack of Gran's tasty cunt.
Dinner was delicious, and if some of the dishes were unpronounceable they were more than edible. However, I was getting more and more excited and from the jitters and giggles around me, I wasn't the only one, both Sasha and Dani wolfed down their meals so fast that they had finished before the more sedate older women were half-way through theirs. To make it worse once we'd finished eating I'd expect a swift decamp to the lower deck and our cabins, but Gran ordered some coffee and Veronica and Patty joined her; "We need to keep our strength up," Gran grinned and squeezed my thigh when I suggested that we might skip the extra dessert that the chef was bringing up. She had a point, but even though I was probably going to have an energetic night as well, I decided to just stick with my wine and ignore the tasty looking, but calorie filled, pudding.
Eventually Gran and her friends decided they'd had enough to eat and drink and had given it enough time to settle down. Veronica was first up, reaching her hand down to take Sasha and encourage her to stand up after the blonde had temporarily missed the cue and was looking at the near-finished glass of wine next to her. "We'll be heading down to our cabin now," she said to the others, before glancing between me and Dani, "I shall see you soon," she purred.
Even as she was speaking Gran and Patty were also pushing their chairs back, a sign for me and Dani to stand as well. "We'll be ready soon," smiled Gran looking at briefly at her watch, "No more than ten minutes."
"I'll see you in the morning," Veronica smiled, "Enjoy the night."
"You too," grinned Patty and squeezed Dani's ass. The redhead squeaked and giggled, her own hand slipping out round her older girlfriend's waist.
I grinned as Gran took hold off my hand and murmured, "Let's go down and get ready."
I followed the others down, watching as the two couples both entered their suites and closed the doors behind them, before following closely behind Gran as she entered our room. Immediately we began to get undressed, slipping out of the expensive dresses we'd be wearing, though I left on my heels. On the bed was a set of sexy lingerie, a garter belt and stockings, together what I guess might have been called a bra, but was more like a set of lace bands which went round my tits and tied up behind my neck. I quickly got into it all, admiring myself in the mirror. As I did so I could also see Gran getting into her strap-on and massaging some lube into the plastic.
I turned to her and struck a pose, "I'm ready."
"Do you want to take your butt-plug out?" she grinned at me.
I nodded, I'd put it in before dinner, at least some of the table jiggling had been due to me getting sitting on it as much as excitement, but I'd got used to it and whilst I hadn't forgotten, it wasn't at the forefront of my mind. I pulled it out and turned my back towards the mirror, pulling my cheeks apart and glancing over my shoulder to see my butt was gaped and ready for a bigger toy, "I'm ready," I repeated with a grin.
Even as I spoke there was a knock on the door. Gran scurried over and kissed me quickly, but sexily, on the cheek, "You're with Veronica first, have fun."
"I will," I giggled, opening the door and letting in Dani, "You as well."
"I will," grinned Gran, moving forward to slip her hands down the redhead's waist.
I quickly exited, leaving Gran to get biblically acquainted with the redhead. I almost skipped down the corridor, passing Sasha entering Patty's cabin, and knocked at Veronica's door. It was opened immediately by Veronica; she was wearing high heels, which made her seem even taller than she was, with stockings and nothing else, through she was dangling the leather binding off a strap-on from two fingers. She looked me up and down appraisingly, metaphorically licking her lips as I put on a sensuous pose, part-coy, part-temptress. "Come on in," she said after a mere moment.
Giggling I entered the room. It was similar to mine and Gran's, perhaps a little smaller, but equally as luxurious. Two dresses lay draped over a expensive sitting room chair, their owners not having had a chance to (or wanting waste time) putting them away. I closed the door behind me, and leant back against it, sensually licking my lips and sliding down one hand to seductively slide over my already soaking pussy, whilst with the other I slipped off my 'bra'. Veronica looked at me hungrily and I gave her a cheeky smile and wiggle of my big bosoms, before turning round and placing my hands on the door and jutting my ass out to gently bounce the cheeks for her enjoyment. "Where do you want me?" I purred.
"You know, I think you're perfectly positioned there," Veronica purred and I could hear her move behind and then feel the grip of her hands on my waist. For a few moments she kept them there, her hands sliding over and massaging my smooth skin before they moved downwards to squeeze and jiggle my round ass. I giggled and she pulled the cheeks apart, exposing my hole, still obviously ready from the plug. Veronica's fingers slid over my rosebud, her nail scraping round the opening as teased it, "Diane said you had a very fuckable ass."
"It's my best hole," I agreed, "Really tight and ready for action."
"So I see," she said breathlessly behind, "Wait there."
I certainly wasn't planning to go anywhere and as she stepped back I twerked, jumping my cheeks as she watched. I could sense her moving behind me as she put on the strap-on, tightening the leather wraps around her thighs and waist, before I heard her stepping behind me and felt her hands on my butt again, her nails biting into the flesh as she gripped tightly and eased the cheeks apart. I gave another sexy giggle which became a groan as she let go off one cheek and transferred her hand to strap-on toy, guiding it towards, and into, my waiting hole. With the previous help of the plug, the bulbous head had no problem breaking open the rosebud and pushing into my tunnel. I shivered in excited anticipation as she paused for a second, squeezing my cheek even harder, before shoving it deeper.
The head skimmed over my hidden nerve endings, stimulating them and making me gasp. She wasn't stopping there, as she quickly pulled back and drove in again, with such force that it was only because I had my arms straight in front of me that I was pushed face-forward into the door. Not that I minded, as the dick rammed deeper into my hole, stretching it wider as it reached a depth the plug hadn't managed. I straightened my arms and pushed back, waiting for the next ecstatic thrust. I didn't have long, perhaps enough time to draw a breath, then Veronica was hammering forward again, grunting behind me as she put all her effort into my making asshole hum with pleasure. I gave another loud gasp, bending my arms to take the blow and letting my body drive forward under Veronica's weight. Again I pushed back, the dick staying in my ass as we both retreated, and again Veronica paused for a second and then slammed again. The toy drove forward, deeper and further, the head carving a passage for the rubber rod behind it.
"Mmnnn, yes, give it me," I moaned, "I love thick dildos ramming my ass."
My words seemed to spur Veronica on as the tall woman upped her pace and power, slamming the cock into me. One hand remained on my ass, gripping hard at the cheeks, whilst she rested the other on my back, gently pushing me down whenever I curved upwards. The dick drove in and out, each thrust going further, until soon I could feel it smacking against the back of my clitoris, making me gasp and cry out, shaking in pleasure. "Take it Gabby, take my dick all the way in," Veronica called out as I gave another squeal of pleasure.
Her thighs bounced against my buttocks, battering hard at them and making a slapping noise as they struck, repeatedly. Even if she couldn't get any deeper she could still go faster and harder, the cracks getting louder as she smashed my asshole with a passion. The pleasure was intense, burning from my ass down to my toes and along my spine to my head, setting my brain on fire and forcing my eyes closed to keep flames from shooting out. I pressed my hands harder at the door, desperate to keep my balance and avoid a humiliating slip to the floor. Somehow I managed it, the rocking of the boat seeming to be almost in time with Veronica, allowing me to keep myself in position as one counter-acted the other.
"Damn, Diane was right, this ass is so sexy. I know why she enjoys it so much," Veronica said behind me, without stopping, "I'd bang it to, if it was mine."
"Yes, mmmnnn don't stop, I love being ass-fucked, it's to die for," I moaned back as the cock slammed into me.
"Not literally, I hope," she said back as she sent me to heaven.
"Fuck," I gasped again, "Ohhhh, fuck, yessss."
The older woman rammed me in a way I was discovering only older women can, each thrust precise and powerful, years of experience distilled into a perfect moment, designed to maximise pleasure and leave me dripping. I could feel the juice dripping from my pussy. I wanted to rub it to relieve the pressure, but I couldn't without shifting my position and dropping my arms, which would only result in me collapsing. I left it, and I'm not sure that didn't make the intensity of pleasure even more extreme, as my clit seemed to go into overdrive as it was hit from behind. I gave another shriek of excitement, my fingers clawing at the door as my palms pressed at the wood.
"Oooohh, yes," Veronica moaned behind me, "This ass is so divine, teenage butts are so fucking sexy."
To prove her words she continued to fuck it hard, hammering the strap-on deep into me. I gasped and shuddered, my pleasure raising. She wasn't as good as Gran, or at least I didn't enjoy being fucked by her as much - which was the same thing, but even if she was second to my fave older woman, she was still pretty fucking good. I squealed again, my body shaking as an orgasm tore through me, my head bobbing up and down and my vision swimming like the boat was being about in a storm.
"Uuurrrhh, fuuckk, yessss, yesss," I moaned and gasped. My arms were starting to ache with the pressure on them, but I didn't mind - the anal bliss I was getting more than made up for it, giving them a strength beyond which they normally possessed. But even if I could keep up the pressure Veronica was slowing, panting with exertion, after ramming me at speed. I tried to take more off the strain, pushing with my arms and working my hips so that I was slamming against her, but it was only a temporary solution.
Luckily Veronica was an old hand at banging hot nymphet bottoms and had a solution. She pulled the dick out and even as I was frowning in disappointment, she was gripping my waist and straightening me up to stand, "Let's move to the bed," she said, tottering away on her heels. I quickly turned and followed her, as she sat down on the edge of it and taking her cock in her hands positioned it upwards, "Plant that cute tush on this," she grinned.
Giggling I did as she asked, straddling her legs and pushing my large breasts into her chest, before raising my ass upwards and then lowering it back down onto the thick cock. I moaned pleasurably as it slid up my ass, as if it had never left, pushing myself all the way down until it was fully encased within my hole. Veronica was already kissing and slurping at my titties, her hands lifting one up as she bent her head to take the nipple between her lips. I gave another groan, sitting there and enjoying the touch of her tongue on my nipple, the seasoning to the dildo in my butt. However, whilst it feels good to have the tickle of teeth and tongue on teat, a toy just sitting in your ass unmoving isn't doing as much as when you're moving. I placed my hands on Veronica's shoulders and began to lever myself up and down.
Veronica continued to slurp at my tit, kneading the nipple with her teeth. I groaned and giggled, going faster and faster - the benefit of youth. The toy felt so good within my ass, stretching my pack passage and rubbing against hidden erogenous spots, making my legs quiver with pleasure. The bed rocked under us, the mattress giving me extra bounce, as the boat swayed gently below it. Harder and harder I went, like I was on a spring, shooting up the toy and then speeding down so that it drove deep into my butt. My tits jumped and as I went quicker Veronica gave up trying to keep the titty in her mouth and stuffed her head between my cleavage, shaking her head gently so my fleshy boobs rubbed at her cheeks. "Ride my dildo," she said, her voice muffled, "Slam that ass down hard, ooohhhh."
I wanted it as much as she did. I gripped her shoulders and levered myself up and then immediately went down, gasping as the toy hit the clitoral nerves from behind. Veronica had shifted a hand so that she was able to play with the bud from the front, stroking and pressing it as I moved, adding to my pleasure. It felt like I was in heaven and I was so glad Gran had not invited me on the vacation, but had agreed with her friends to share their girlfriends - I only hoped she was having a good time as I was (though I was sure she and Dani were).
"Aaaaarrrghhh, yessss," I gasped, "Fuucckkk, yessss."
The orgasms were hitting me like a winter storm at sea, waves crashing through my body as juice sprayed from my soaking cunt. I went harder, tossing myself about like I was a ship caught in a tempest, my large bosoms jumping and bouncing continually ricocheting at Veronica's cheeks as she speed-boated them. The rushing orgasmic waves hit me harder, making me shriek and gasp, my back arching like a sail caught in a gust. Veronica was recovered enough to add to my pleasure, starting to drive the dick upwards as I came down so it smashed into my nerve endings, making my clit sing like it was a siren. "Aaarrrggghh, yesssss," I screamed again as I came, my cunt squirting juice over Veronica's stomach.
She didn't seem to mind, as she carried on thrusting up and rubbing her head between my tits, pausing only to lift her head to gasp some air and lick her lips before diving in again. More orgasms hit me, like cannonballs smashing against a wooden wall, my entire body seeming to shatter and splinter. I gasped again, shuddering in pleasure, I could have continued, but I knew that if I did I'd be ruined for the rest of the night. I slowed down gradually, veronica lifting her head from between my bosoms to kiss me. I remained sitting on her strap-on, the dick jammed deep in my ass, as our lips locked and our tongues played. My hands stroked her back and sides, as she reached for my bosoms to squeeze and knead them.
We weren't at it long before there was buzz of the alarm. Reluctantly Veronica broke the kiss and looked at the clock. "That time already," she said, "You better get going."
I was standing, feeling a chill in my back hole as the cock slipped out. Even as I was straightening up, there was a knock at the door. I looked at Veronica, to make sure she was ready and she grinned at me, "You go and have fun with Patty."
I opened the door to Patty's girlfriend Danni, who was as near naked as I was, with just a pair of suspenders and a smile. "I got to say you're so lucky," she grinned as we past, "Your Diane is such a great fuck."
"I know," I giggled, "but you're not going to complain about Veronica either, trust me..."
Dani grinned, "Have fun with Patty."
"I will" I giggled back. Down the corridor I could see Sasha leaving Patty's room and heading towards Gran. She paused at the door as I slid past Dani and skipped towards her. I gave her a smile, "Have a good time."
She laughed. "You too, it's great isn't it?"
"Yep," I nodded and passed her to knock on Patty's door.
"Come in sexy," called the older woman.
I sashayed in, swinging my hips and letting my boobs move in time. Patty was standing in front of the wardrobe, with a phone in one hand and whilst with the other she was sensually stroking the thick strap-on she was wearing. She grinned at me, "Diane just sent me a photo of Dani, want to see?"
I nodded and looked at the picture on the screen. It was off the young redhead on her knees on the bed, back to the camera, with her head on her shoulder as she reached down to pull apart her cheeks to showing her gaping back hole. She was grinning broadly, which strongly suggested she had enjoyed it as much as I would have. Patty let me look at it for a few moments, before flicking it away and tossing the phone on her bed, "It looks like Diane really rammed her butthole, Dani would love that."
"Me too," I smiled, "Ever since I've had the first cock in my ass I've been addicted to strap-on anal."
"Lucky for me," Patty grinned, "Let me see if I can return the favour and send Diane a photo of your gaping butt."
"The wider the more she'll like it," I giggled, knowing that Gran would love a picture of my used ass and that I'd, equally, love the preparation for the shot.
"I should put some more lube on this toy," Patty said.
"No need," I replied and slipped down onto my knees.
Patty knew what I was going to do, shifting herself so that she was directly in front of me and holding the cock straight out so that I could slip my lips over it. I opened my mouth and took it in, slowly leaning forward to swallow it deeper. At first I only took an inch or two, getting used to the size of it and being careful not to bite off more than I could chew (though not literally). However, I quickly got used to it and bobbed harder, sucking the cock deeper. Patty grasped my shoulders as if she was leaning on me and rocked in time with my throatings, sliding the cock out as I backed away and gently pushing it forward as I rocked down. She was grinning at me, liking the way I was lubricating the cock. If my mouth wasn't full I'd have smiled back, there's nothing like sucking a cock to ready it for your ass, the excitement building for me as well as Patty. I reached down to rub my cunt, playing with the moist slit and easing apart the lips for my finger to enter.



There was a bigger turn on remembering that just a few minutes before this cock I had been in Sasha's ass. The thought of that made me even wetter, my fingers thrusting in and out of my squelching hole. I'd sucked a strap before, after it had been in my butt, there been something extremely kinky and taboo about sucking something which had been in your most intimate hole, but never had I cleaned a cock that had just been in someone else's cock. It made us seem closer and as I imagined Gran fucking Sasha even as I sucked at her ass juice, I came over my fingers, the juice dribbling down the digits and over my hands.
"I think it's ready," grinned Patty, stepping back.
I wiped a trace of saliva from my lips and nodded as I stood, "So am I."
She put her arms on my waist and I let her guide me to the bed, getting on it and shuffling into the centre, wiggling my sexy ass at her as I did. Moments later I could feel the bed move as Patty joined me, sensing her movements as she crawled forward until she was right behind me. Her lips pressed at my cheek as she kissed it, her hand squeezing the other and running over its curves. I giggled and lay my head forward on the bed, slipping my hand between my legs as my butt rose. Patty kissed it again, moving to the other cheek and running a tongue over it and down towards the crack. Her hands were easing the buttocks apart, uncovering my sphincter and gave another titter of anticipation as her tongue pressed at the hole.
"I am going to enjoy fucking that sexy asshole of yours," the older woman purred.
"Mmmnn, yes," I rubbed at my pussy eagerly, "I can't wait."
Luckily I didn't have to. Patty was on her knees, grasping the toy and guiding it towards my hole. The muscles hardly resisted, so used were they to toys entering and I gave a whinny of pleasure as the pointed end pressed in and down, the thick plastic rubbing at the tunnel walls as it descended. Patty held the toy as she pushed it in, but it didn't take long before it was in far enough that she could let go and grasp my waist instead. I groaned as she pressed forward, driving the toy deeper and deeper, until I could feel the tip of it pressing at the thin wall behind my pussy. I drove my fingers in deeper, feeling the weight of Patty pressing down on me. "Mmmnn, that's so good, fuck me," I groaned.
The older woman's thighs smacked against me as she started to hammer the toy in and out, the sound of the sensual slaps filling the cabin. With my spare hand I grabbed the expensive silk sheets, my nails cutting into them, my large bosoms dangled against the sheet, the nipples hard as they rubbed against them. Patty's fingers were digging into my sides stabbing me with her nails, but I didn't care as long as she drove the dildo all the way in and she was doing that. With cock deeply impaled she was going hard and fast, so fit for her age that once she'd finished fucking me I was hoping she'd pass me some aerobics exercises. I bounced and shook as she rammed into me, rocking on the bed, gasping out in pleasure.
"Yes, yes, this is so good," she panted.
"Fuck me harder," I grunted in reply, as I rammed my ass back onto her dick.
Gran certainly knew how to pick friends who could fuck. I wondered if we were the first girlfriends they swapped; I suspected not, but then I knew Gran had plenty of lovers before me so I wasn't complaining. Anyway you can hardly get jealous when you're being swapped all evening and getting your fill of plastic cock. I groaned again, rubbing my soaking wet pussy as another wave hit me. I definitely knew I'd want to do it again and only hoped it was a regular thing with Gran and that she'd continue to invite me along.
"Let's swap positions," grunted Patty, "Lie on your side."
I did as she asked, as she took a sip of water from a glass on the sideboard and wiped a sheen of sweat from her forehead. She moved back onto the bed behind me, her leg over mine as she guided the toy back into my ass. It slid down easily, continuing until I could feel the leather strap rubbing across my buttocks. She left it in me a moment as she wriggled to find a comfortable spot lying against me, her breasts squashing at my back and her mouth so close to nape of my neck I could feel the warmth of her breath. She slid her hand to my pussy and began to rub it as she slowly resumed fucking in and out.
"Mmmnn, ooohh that's good," I gave a satisfied moan.
Patty's tongue slid over the back of my neck as she pushed the toy down. I groaned again, shivering in pleasure as my, my fingers stroked the back of her hand as her fingers slid into me. She began to move faster and harder, her waist jerking and rocking as she shoved the dick into my ass. I groaned and shuddered, my back bending and pushing hard at her titties, so I could feel the press of them against my back. Her spare hand was sliding under my body and grasping my tit, squeezing it hard and squashing it between her fingers. The toy went in harder and faster, driving down deep and slamming at my clit. "Oooohhh, yessss," I groaned, "Give it me harder."
"You're a sexy thing," Patty grunted in reply and she twisted her fingers round, finding my erogenous zone and pressing against it. I shuddered and gasped again as Patty's mouth kissed hard on the back of my neck and her waist jerked back and forth. "MMnnn, so sexy," she repeated as pounded into me, her tits squeezed against my back, "Diane is a lucky woman..."
"Ooohhh, yesssss, ooooohhh," I groaned. The dick felt so good in me, driving me up the wall in pleasure. Harder and harder Patty went, speeding up so that she was like a stunt rider steaming up the ramp. Her fingers jammed deep into my cunt, slamming in so far I could feel them connecting with the tip of the dildo, only a small wall separating toy and digits. I shuddered in pleasure at the double penetration, feeling the ecstasy growing inside me like a star going supernova. "Ooohhh fuck, yessss, yessss, aaarrghhh."
The dildo pounded me, opening my ass wider and wider until I was sure I could have fitted a fair sized football down there (not that I was planning to test it). Patty was as expert in ass-fucking as Gran, or as Veronica, the three of them having learnt over their years how best to butt-bang their lovers. I appreciated it, a lot. Another orgasm hit me, like being hit by a lance in a joust, lifting me off my metaphorical horse and sending me through the air. I didn't hit the ground though, but continued to sail higher and higher, screaming and squealing in pleasure. Patty pummelled me without mercy until the orgasms threatened to overwhelm me. I shrieked and screamed, "Fuucckk, stop, no don't, yesss, fucking hell, yessss, aaaarrgghh."
One thing is for sure, it's lucky skulls are so solid because otherwise I'm sure mine would have shattered as my brain exploded in ecstasy. "Aaaarrrrghhh, yessss, aaaarrghhhh!"
Panting Patty withdrew the dick from my singing asshole and rolled on her back. I didn't dare do the same, my back hole was likely too tender to have any pressure put on it after the pounding it had just given, even if it was worth it; so gingerly I got onto my knees and sat-up. "That was hot," I grinned.
"I can see why Diane is dating you," Patty grinned in reply, "Now did we say something about a picture?"
"Yes please," I remained on my knees, but bent forward so my ass lifted up, gripping the cheeks and pulling them apart so the full extent of my hole was on display.
Patty quickly took the shot. "You want me to send to Diane?" she grinned.
"She'll love it," I nodded and Patty sent it.
The reply from Gran came seconds later and Patty grinned as she opened it, before turning the camera to me so I could see the message. There were no words just a thumbs-up emoji, Gran getting down with the kids and text-speak.
A few minutes later I was opening our cabin door, smiling at Sasha as she left. Gran was awaiting me on the bed, still wearing the strap-on with which she'd fucked the two other girls. She looked ravishing. "Enjoy yourself?" she asked, though from my smile I was sure she already knew the answer.
"So much," I giggled, "I got butt-fucked by two sexy and experienced matures." I got onto the bed crawling towards her, "And how did you like your evening?"
"The same, I got to bang the asses of two sexy nymphets."
"You think you could manage a third?" I asked as I kissed her.
"I'm sure I could," Gran replied with a sexy smile.
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"Crap," groaned Donnie, lowering himself on his stool so brutally it was a wonder the entire bar didn't turn to stare at him, his attempt at being inconspicuous not help by him holding up the lapels of his leather jacket as if it was a successful disguise outside cartoons and bad sit-coms.
"What?" asked Karl, his best buddy and literal partner in crime, given that the ID cards in their pockets were forgeries that showed their ages as twenty five rather than their real age of eighteen.
"It's Mrs Lane," Donnie whispered, as if she would be able to hear him above the noughties music and sound of couple's conversations, "What the fuck is she doing here?"
As it was a singles club, which had a reputation as being a place for easy pick-ups and with free entry tonight for over-thirty women, Karl had a pretty good idea. It was the reason why he and Donnie were here, the forged IDs needed as the club didn't want loads of guys just out of college who couldn't hold their drink putting off the more discerning clients who were looking for some easy sex, not a drunk who'd collapse asleep in the cab home. However Karl was pretty confident that he and Donnie could hold their booze, even if they hadn't quiet yet graduated High School and as the cheerleader squad and half the Math class could testify, they could also fuck. It did, however, complicate their evening plans, to find a couple of divorced Milfs and go to their places to bang them, if one of their teachers was also prowling the premises and knew exactly how old they were.
Karl casually swung on his stool, hopefully she was over in a corner, a guy already having caught her eye and she'd be engrossed with them all night, missing the fact two of her students were sitting by the bar waiting for a couple of suitably hot Moms to materialise before them. It didn't seem he'd be in luck, she was standing in the middle of the floor with a cocktail in her hand, glancing around a little shyly as if she wanted to catch guy's eyes but couldn't quiet work up the nerves for it. She was also definitely dressed up as if she was looking for sex, it wasn't that she accidentally wandered in off the street and seeing it was a pick-up bar would be downing her drink and heading somewhere more salubrious.
She was the stuff of dreams, even though her appearance was also a nightmare which threatened to ruin the plans of the two teenagers. As a teacher Mrs Lane had to be in the top three fantasised about (and Sexy Lexy, Miss Lexington, who was number one, was just barely out of college), but here in the bar, she looked even better. Her dress was low cut, to show more of her cleavage than she ever showed in class, the sides made up off netting so that you could see bare flesh through the mesh; her heels accentuated her legs and the red lipstick was deep and dark, sexualising her mouth and make it look ripe for kissing and other things. Unluckily (or not, as it turned out,) even as he was looking at the brunette, Miss Lane was turning towards him and Donnie, a quick flash of recognition crossing her face as she saw them. For a moment she paused, before starting to walk across the bar towards them.
Karl repeated his friend's comment, "Crap."
*
It wasn't Susan Lane's night. With three children between the age of eight and fifteen she seldom got the chance to get out, but this weekend had proved the exception with her ex-husband taking them all away camping with his new family. It had given her children the opportunity to bond with their step-siblings and step-Mom and Susan the chance to go to a singles bar to picking up a guy to fuck her brains out. However it had quickly started to go wrong, the neighbouring attractive widow, who was due to go out with her had got a migraine and pulled out, in turn without a 'wing woman' she'd found herself standing aimlessly trying to catch the attention of guys who were either already hooked up or were with their own wingmen and only looking for women in pairs. To make the bad night worse, as she'd been trying to get the eye of a good looking guy with increasing desperation, she'd noticed Karl and his buddy Donald, at the bar.
Normally she wouldn't have minded. Strictly speaking the bar's rules said 'Twenty five plus' only, but she took the view as long as they weren't going totally wild, they were Seniors and it wasn't up to her to enforce club rules. Anyway she couldn't say that the two eighteen year olds weren't choice eye-candy, both six foot and with muscular frames and firm bodies; Donald, with dark skin showing his mixed heritage and with the easy going charm which meant his excuses for late homework assignments were always forgiven and Karl, a blonde action man almost out of central casting for a young Navy SEAL and if not quite a straight A student, close. In her twenty years teaching Susan had learnt to listen to just the right amount of school gossip, enough to head off trouble with the kids before it exploded, not so much that you found yourself enthralled by the latest development of which Junior had fucked which Sophomore at a party. With Karl and Donald the stories were of their sexual prowess; she wasn't quiet sure which Juniors [and Freshmen, Sophomores and fellow Seniors] they'd fucked at parties, but she knew that over the last few years it was a lot.
Their reputations explained why they were here in a pick-up Club, as they were obviously expanding their repertoire to include older women. However, as a mature woman herself, though hopefully still a hot one, there was only one explanation of why she was here and it wasn't one she wanted her students to know about. It was too late however, even as she'd been trying to find someone, anyone to talk to (even someone fat, balding and with bad breath), one of the only two people she was desperately trying to avoid turned and looked at her. There was no way she could pretend she hadn't seen him nor him her, as he was automatically slumping into his seat as he and the rest of the male students did when she asked a question which was too hard to answer. Gritting her teeth into a smile, she walked towards them, perhaps if she was open and friendly she could brush it off as just a chance encounter in a bar she'd walked into and forestall the gossip which would be round the Senior Year by Monday.
"Hello boys," she said as she approached them, "I didn't expect to see you two here; it seems a much older crowd." Go in friendly and approachable, she thought, you know them but don't act like a teacher, they may just believe that you've just come in and don't know the bar's reputation.
"Hi Mrs Lane," they chorused like she was standing in front of the class, about to start a lecture on early twentieth century poets. That wasn't good, not if she wanted them to be relaxed and receptive to her suggestions this was a chance meeting in a perfectly normal bar that she wouldn't mention, in school, if they didn't. Perhaps it needed something to show it wasn't a classroom where they needed to look up to her, but somewhere outside of school where they were all equal, just a couple of guys and a gal acquaintances who'd bumped into each other for five minutes, no big deal...
She glanced down, their glasses were half-full, but they'd probably not say no to a friendly refill. "Would you like a drink?" she asked in a friendly tone.
They both looked surprised, but accepted as she ordered two beers and a white wine and soda for herself. "Thanks Miss," said Donald.
She took a seat between them, "You don't need to be so formal, we're outside school hours, you can call me Susan." That was good idea, she thought, push up the casualness, make it less like a student-teacher interaction.
The two guys looked across her at each other, then back to her. "Okay Miss... Susan," said Donald, "but call me Donnie, I'm only called Donald by you and my parents."
That wasn't true, Susan thought, all the teachers called him Donald, not just her, but it was an easy adjustment, she'd just have to remember to call him Donald when they were back in the class on Monday. She nodded, "Donnie, it is." She sipped her wine, "It's nice to unwind away from school, the kids are with their Dad this weekend, it's the perfect opportunity to go and have a quick drink."
"You come here often?" asked Karl, giving her the perfect opening.
"First time, I've seen it in passing and it looked nice so I thought I'd try it," she lied, as she'd been here last time her children were away overnight (and the time before that and the time before that). "Though it's quiet an older crowd, I thought it wouldn't be lively enough for you two."
The guys briefly looked around, as if noticing for the first time, "No, we like it," grinned Donnie.
"You can get bored with hanging out in loud dive bars, always expecting someone to get so wasted the cops are called," Karl said, "Here's much more civilised, the clientele is much more sophisticated."
He grinned and Susan felt a flush of warmth come to her cheeks as she wondered whether she was being teased or, possibly worse, complimented by the eighteen year old. Still one thing she knew as a teacher, was that you couldn't let the teenagers get the upper hand and she was sure that was as true whether you were drinking with them in bar as it was when you were teaching them in the classroom. "So you prefer older women?" she returned sassy with sassy and this time it was Karl's turn for reddening cheeks.
He quickly returned a volley, "Yep, why go for cheerleaders when you can get a chance at a cougar?"
Thinking back, Susan realised this was the moment she should probably should have wished them both a good night and left, perhaps with a sharp admonition to remember they had an essay due on Tuesday, even if it had meant she didn't get the Saturday night cock she'd been craving all week. However, instead she just sipped her drink and said, "Cougars are too much for other cats, even Toms."
Leaving Karl to digest that for a moment she shifted towards Donnie, "So do you like cougars as well?" she grinned.
"Who doesn't like sexy experienced women who know what to do," Donnie grinned. "The way I see it, your average cheerleader has perhaps done it once or twice, usually with her equally inexperienced boyfriend. She pretty much knows where it goes and that's it. Now Moms, they know it all, they've been around the block, met a few guys, settled with the one who can fuck them so good they get pregnant" (that's not true, Susan laughed inwardly). "But then out comes the kid and down goes their sex life as hubby's too tired, working all the hours or just too busy banging the college-aged intern. So they know what to do and they're all hot for it, without a cock to satisfy them. Then we come along..."
"You're kind of full of it, Donnie," giggled Susan despite herself. "So you're Mom men then, the two of you..."
"Only hot ones," corrected Karl, as if there was a chance she might think he'd not meant her he coupled the words with a check-out of her body.
Susan blushed a little more, but it wasn't unusual for students to think their teachers were hot and she certainly was in good shape for her age. "So Milfs then..." The two guys looked a little surprised that she'd said the word, she hoped it because it wasn't teacher-like language, rather than because they thought she was too old to know what it meant.
"Yeah Milfs," Donnie said and his friend nodded.
Susan raised her glass, the drink was going down quicker than she thought, it must be the sudden heat of the bar. The guys saw that it was near finished and Karl quickly said, "Let us get you a drink, Miss... Susan."
"Well..." it was her second chance to act sensibly and leave.
Donnie said, "You bought us one, we should return the favour. Anyway it's Karl's round..."
"Just the one," said Susan, batting away the smart option.
*
One round turned to several. As she finished another glass, Susan realised that if she wasn't drunk, she was at least tipsy and her inhibitions were lower, otherwise there was no way she'd have placed her hands on the thighs of the two eighteen year olds sitting beside her on the couch and squeezed them. Nor would she have giggled and said, "Oh they're so muscular and thick and hard."
"Amongst other things," grinned Karl, lowering his head to glare at his crotch suggestively. Impressively, as they'd have less experience of alcohol than the older teacher, neither of them was drunk, but they weren't straight up sober either as Donnie grinned and laughed at his buddy's not very funny joke.
Susan found it infectious and giggled herself, her hand moving upwards to the top of the thigh, an inch sideways and she'd be finding out whether it was as big under the pants as the teenager boasted. "Promises, promises," she giggled. For a moment she threatened to slip her hand over and feel whether there was a lump beneath, she had a feeling there would be, a hard and large one. But she resisted the temptation, they were her students after all. Instead she stood up, running her hands over her dress to straighten it. She turned to the small dance floor, where a dozen or so people were gyrating and twisting, some in couples and some not. "You want to dance?" she said.
"Which one of us are you asking?" Donnie grinned, the conversation so far had been shared between the two boys equally, not picking favourites was as important in the bar as the classroom.
"Both," she tittered. "You can sandwich me between you."
She reached out her hands and the two seniors took them as they stood up, allowing themselves to be led towards the dance floor. As they reached it Susan let go off their hands and twisted round, walking backwards into the middle of the wooden floor, beckoning to the guys to follow her. Without waiting for them she began to dance and twist, working her body round and up. The two young men were with her almost immediately, crowding close so that no-one could get between them. Susan grinned and turned, wiggling her hips and ass suggestively as she ground them towards Donnie and as soon as the teenager reacted by places his hands lightly on her hips, twirling teasingly away and grinding herself against Karl, her back pressing and rubbing at her front. His hands grasped her waist and then daringly went higher, squeezing at her bosoms beneath the dress.
"Naughty," giggled Susan, swinging away from him and back to Donnie, "Remember I'm your teacher," she admonished with a wide grin, whilst rubbing at the dark skinned teen behind her. Donnie paused for a second and then placed his hands on her hips, keeping them their and not repeating the mistake of his friend by moving them too early. Susan gyrated her hips, rubbing her ass towards his pelvis. She could feel something large stirring beneath his pants, answering the question of a few moments ago about his size. It didn't feel like it would be a disappointment. She moved again, pushing herself against the dick, feeling it's hardness as it pressed at her back. Grinning she wiggled some more and reached down for Donnie's hands, guiding them up her side so they were parallel to her bosoms, if not quiet touching them.
A few feet away Karl was dancing with a jealous look on his face. Not for long though as, satisfied Donnie was holding her tightly, Susan reached out and grabbed his friend's hands pulling him so close that he was touching her. She rubbed and moved against him as she rocked to the beat, keeping hold off his wrists as she pulled them down and behind her. He knew what she was wanting and his hands grasped at her butt, squeezing the cheeks through her dress as she continued to dance, sandwiched tightly between the two teenage boys. As the music continued they got even closer, their bodies almost moulded to hers as the they jiggled and shook together, her bosom crushed against Karl's chest as Donnie's fingers daringly straightened to run over the exposed bare flesh and explore her cleavage.
It was her third chance to regain her sanity and realise that these guys were High School seniors, that she taught. Susan could have made her excuses and fled.
She didn't.
Her mouth opened just enough to kiss Karl. The teen boy reacted automatically, his lips moving over hers and his tongue meeting her half ways, skittering over her own like two snakes mating. She kissed harder, her passion coming out in a series of moany slurps (or slurpy moans) as she pressed forward against him and let her lips do the talking. He was a surprisingly good kisser for his age, but then perhaps it wasn't so much a surprise if the gossip about him and Donnie's experience with their female peers was true. For a few more moments Susan enjoyed the kiss, then remembering Donnie she broke and swung round, her body pressing at the dark skinned teen's as she opened her mouth and planted it on his.
The two boys hands automatically swapped position, as Donnie gripped her ass and Karl reached up for her bosoms, albeit going further than his friend in grasping them hard and kneading them beneath his fingers and thumbs. Susan didn't make any move to stop him letting the eighteen year old play with her boobs, squeezing them together and digging his fingers deep into the flesh in a way that couldn't be accidental. At the same time Donnie's mouth was open and she found herself pushing at his tongue with hers, the two tongues sliding and slipping against each other as their mouths pressed close together. The dark skinned teen was grasping her ass, squeezing it as tightly as his buddy was grappling with her tits.
And Susan loved it.
She now knew she'd gone too far and it was impossible to stop, but equally she didn't care; she come out looking for sex and she'd found it.
Breaking the kiss, she took both boys hands and led them from the dance floor; they looked disappointed, but they didn't know what was to come. Moving to a quieter bit of the bar, albeit one which was still loud enough no-one would overhear she gave a sultry smile, "Do you want to come back to my place?"
The two guys looked stunned for a second, as if they couldn't imagine that, despite how far they'd got, a teacher would be inviting them to come further, "Both of us?" asked Donnie.
"Unless you don't think I can handle you both," Susan purred.
"We're in," Karl replied quickly for the two of them.
"You will be," giggled Susan and still holding their hands led them outside.
Luckily a cab arrived soon or Susan thought she'd either explode from horniness, or even worse, have the cool night air waken some sense into her. What the driver must have thought, she didn't know, as a middle aged, but still sexy, Mom sat between two young stallions, first making out with one and then the other, as their hands drifted over her body, as if they couldn't wait to unwrap their present.
The journey only took ten minutes, but Susan was damp with desire by the time the cab pulled up at the sidewalk outside her house. She pulled a fifty-dollar bill from her purse, the first one on hand, passing it to the driver, "Keep the change," she said, before leading her two students up the path. She was shaking so much with excitement, that it took her a moment to slot the key into the lock, not helped by the fact that Donnie had slipped his hands onto her waist and was kissing the side of her neck. "Alexa, turn on the lights," she said as she finally managed to open the door.
The front room lit up immediately as Susan entered, the two young men behind her. She dropped her purse on the table next to the door, and backed further into the room, until she was in the middle of the floor, next to her sofas. Karl had closed the door behind him, but otherwise neither of the two stallions had yet followed her, as if they were waiting for a sign she was serious. "I'd ask if you wanted a coffee, but we all know that's not why we're here," she grinned and began to slide her dress from her shoulders. The two guys looked on for a second and she added, "At least take your jackets off."



They did and also kicked off their shoes, as she slipped the dress down to her hips, exposing her naked titties. There was no way now she could claim this was harmless fun. She slipped her hands under her bosoms, lifting them up and jiggling them, "What do you think boys?"
"Very nice," replied Donnie, as his buddy nodded his agreement.
"Aged well?" she giggled.
"Like fine wine," agreed Karl.
She retreated back to sit on the couch, patting the cushions next to her for the guys to join. Donnie marginally beat his friend to the seat and was rewarded by Susan's mouth on his, kissing him passionately as she guided his hand to her naked bosom. The teenager grasped it, squeezing it gently and sexually, making her shiver in excitement. Karl sat the other side of her, so close his leg was pressed against her. His head moved down and she could feel his mouth slipping over her teat, sucking and nibbling at the nipple and making it stiff with passion. She groaned, breaking the kiss with Donnie and temporarily closing her eyes and pushing her head back against the couch. Donnie didn't wait for her to return but moved his mouth onto her breast, replicating his friend in sucking greedily at the bosom.
"OOhhh, boys, you're so bad," she lied, shivering in excitement as they suckled at her titties like they were babies. "MMmnnn, that's so naughty."
Even as she was speaking she was lifting Karl's head to kiss him, her mouth pushing hard and her tongue sliding forward to embrace his in a dance of sexuality. The two of them kissed energetically, the touch of his buddy's mouth on her breast driving her on. Her legs were opening, allowing both guys to reach down and slide their hands under her dress and up her thighs, massaging the flesh teasingly. She swapped again, turning to Donnie and resuming where they had left off, her tongue stabbing into him and swirling around his mouth as he battled back with his own.
She shifted between the two teens for the next few minutes, kissing each of them hard and passionately, whilst the other used the break to lick and suck her naked nipples. At the same time her hands were rubbing over their crotches and the hard lumps in their pants, which promised so much pleasure. At some point Karl removed his shirt, exposing his football-player abs and instead of making out with him when it was his turn, the Milf slid her tongue over the muscular pecs and teased his nipples with her mouth.
The guys' hands were going further up her legs, stroking at her panties and she decided it was time to move beyond kissing. She moved her hands fractionally so she found the both seniors' pant buttons, undoing them and then zipping down. Neither of them complained as she slid her hands under their boxers and pulled out their stiffly erect cocks. Both were as large and thick as she had hoped, easily ten inches with a proportionate girth. She moved her hands up and down them a few times, so no-one could mistake her intention, before standing again and facing them.
"Let me get out of this," she said and shimmied out of her dress. It was an expensive make, but she let it fall carelessly to the floor and left it there as if it didn't matter how creased it became. The guys both nodded in agreement, staring lasciviously at her. She put her thumbs in her panties and slid them down as well, exposing her pussy, almost shaved apart from a thin landing strip above the slit. If the dicks could have got any harder they would have done.
She was still wearing her heels, but nothing else, as she got down on her knees in front of the guys and looked greedily at the ten inchers in front of her. "Who's first?" she murmured almost to herself. There wasn't much difference in them, both were large and thick, and she expected, experienced and skilled, so she went 'Eeny, meeny, miny, moe, Catch a tiger by the toe," before ending with Karl.
Her mouth opened and she slipped down Karl. It was so big she knew she'd never get it all in at the first attempt, but that didn't stop her going as far down as she comfortably could and then some more. The teenager groaned and shuddered as she descended, sucking at him as she did. She pushed as far as she could and then pulled up, glancing upwards at his face as she did. The expression was rapturous and she guessed the teen cheerleader's who'd blown him before were bj beginners who could barely take more than a quarter of his cock. Quickly she bobbed down again, slurping greedily at the dick and pushing herself so far her eyes watered.
"Fucking hell," the young man moaned, his hand resting on the top of her head as she bobbed up and down, "Holy crap."
His buddy was stroking his cock, his mouth open in awe, as he watched his teacher suck. Susan slid down Karl's dick again, taking it deeper into her mouth even as her eyes were flicking over to look at Donnie's sizeable member. The blonde teen moaned as Susan pulled up, his cock slathered with her saliva. She licked her lips, washing away a thin line of spittle between the prick and her mouth, before descending again, this time on Donnie. The teenager gave a gasp of pleasure as her mouth engulfed him, "Oh, fuck, Miss..." he grunted. She slid down further, slowly, sucking and slurping all the while, her tongue pressing at the gland. It pressed deep into her mouth, gouging across her inner cheek and towards her throat, further than she managed with Karl.
"Fucking hell, Mrs Lane... Susan, you can deep throat," Karl gasped in admiration as he watched her chugging the cock like high school girls chug cheap beer. He returned his hand to her head, encouraging her down his friend's prick. Susan allowed herself to be guided down, not worrying about the tickle at her throat and the tears in her eyes, at least until the tickle became a scratch and tears became a flood.
"Hhhuuuhh," she gasped in the air like a drowning woman as she brought her head back up. For a moment she sucked in the oxygen, before she dropped down again, on Karl again, like she was a South Sea Fisherwoman diving for pearls. She closed her eyes, forcing the tears away as she went down, taking the cock deeper and deeper. Above her she could hear the pants of Karl, like he was the one doing the work, not her. She imagined he'd never had a proper deep-throating before; it had been college before she'd learnt how to give one properly and she suspected most of the seniors who normally gave out blow-jobs were as inexpert as she had been. She'd learnt a lot since, not least that gagging won't kill you, and with a bit of determination, a skilled cock-sucker can push past the discomfort.
"Fuck, oh my fucking God," Karl was grunting as she went all the way down, her lips pressing at his balls as she took it all. She looked at him; his mouth was open and his eyes were glued to her as if he couldn't believe it. She let him enjoy it for a moment, sucking at the cock, before springing her head back like she was a yo-yo on the up. A light stream of saliva slipped from between her lips as she took a breath and switched to Donnie, his eyes opening wide as she repeated the dive with his large dick.
She continued to switch between them, going down deeper than any girl they'd ever been with. If she had wanted to, she could have carried on sucking at one until he came and then switch to his friend and give him the blowjob of his life. But that would be a waste, it was fine to suck them to get them in the mood, but she hadn't brought a couple of stallion's home for them not to fuck her more enjoyable holes. She slid down Karl's dick one more time, pressing it as deep as she could into her mouth, blinking away the watery tears in her eyes and then withdrew with a pop. Still on her knees she looked up at the two guys, who were grinning broadly, "Which of you is going to fuck me first?"
There grins got even broader, but Donnie was the first to respond, "I'll do it." He stood up and unbuttoned his jeans, waiting for her to move.
Susan had had sex with a guy whilst his friend watched before, and she had nothing against it. However it was much more fun if everyone joined in so she got on the couch and onto her hands and knees, "Want me to carry on sucking you whilst I'm being fucked?" she giggled at Karl.
"God damn yeah," Karl nodded enthusiastically, swinging around so that she could lower her head and take him in her mouth.
Susan was slipping down his large prick as Donnie got on the sofa behind her. She could sense him gazing at her sexy ass and pussy, taking his dick and aiming it for her cunt. The cock pressed against her lips for just a second and then entered her slick hole. She would have moaned if her mouth hadn't been full. It felt so good to have the thick, meaty member ploughing down her pussy, it had been so long since she'd had a dick in her -- six weeks, seven, and even longer since she'd had a nice large one from a young stud. Donnie was gripping her waist and driving forward, his entire length vanishing down her soaking fuckhole and stimulating the nerve clusters hidden within her walls. His thighs banged against her buttocks as he went harder and faster, slamming away into her hole and making her whole body vibrate. She passed the pleasure onto Karl, her mouth rising and falling rapidly onto his cock, sucking him greedily (but keeping it under control so he didn't cum too early, she wanted him to fuck her properly as well).
The couch screeched and sighed as they tripled on top of it, it was an expensive piece of furniture (paid for through her ex-husband), but it was designed for sitting on not fucking on and whilst the wooden legs were in no danger of snapping they also weren't quiet or still in their complaints. Neither of the two guys seemed to mind that the couch they were on was seesawing and neither was Susan, all she cared about was the cocks, the one she was busily slurping and the one ramming into her cunt.
"Fucking yes, your mouth is so fucking hot," Karl moaned as he sat back and enjoyed her oral ministrations. She looked at him, mentally smiling, as his eyes rolled and his mouth contorted in a pleasured grimace.
"Let me take this off," Donnie was removing his shirt, the last bit of clothing he had on. It fluttered down onto her back and then slid to the floor as Donnie resumed his banging, thrusting hard into her and driving her towards an orgasm.
The pleasure was filling her, a burning, flaming heat, making her cheeks flush and her skin flare. Cum was dripping down from her pussy, over the lips and down Donnie's dick as he slammed away. Faster and harder he rammed, each stroke raising her temperature, until finally what felt like a thermite explosion burst within her. She raised her head from Karl's cock, gasping and squealing in pleasure, "Yesss, aaaaargghhh, fuuucckkk!"
Donnie was pulling out, even though he hadn't yet cum, "You want to swap, brother?"
"Yep," Karl stood, finishing the removal of his pants, which were already below his knees.
Susan remained in position, panting and sighing, as the pleasure slowly resided. Donnie positioned himself in front of her, his chest almost as firm and muscular as his friends. His large cock was sticking upwards, gleaming from her juice which covered it like a polish. "Mmmnn, that looks tasty," giggled Susan, instantly ready for more.
"God, fuck," Donnie grunted as her willing mouth went down his dick. She slurped up her own juices as she went down, drinking herself in a different way than when she licked her fingers after she'd fucked herself with them. The teenager groaned again, his body stiffening as hard as his dick, as her lips rolled down his gland to press at his bollocks, the large member pushing at her throat and making her choke a little. But the discomfort was soon forgotten...
"You're cunt is so soaking," Karl said as he entered the wet hole. The ten inch dick slid down, squelching through the juicy tunnel. He carried on shoving and thrusting, working the full length down her so she could feel his bollocks slapping against her, repeatedly and rapidly. Susan felt the pleasure, which hadn't fully subsided from Donnie, start to rise again. Her head bobbed up and down the other teen's cock as she felt Karl pounding hard at her.
It wasn't the first time she'd been spit-roasted, whilst it wasn't common, she'd picked up a couple of guys several times since she'd first done it at college. She'd have done it more, but most men didn't like to perform in company and she'd have said about half the threesomes she'd had were disappointing, as one (or both) of the guys would be sub-par. However, when they worked, they worked well; having two dicks didn't double the pleasure but at least tripled it, and with Donnie and Karl, she wasn't sure that it wasn't quadruple, as neither seemed put off at sharing. In fact both guys seemed to be really into it, grinning at each other and shoving her between them so that she went deep down Donnie's dick, only for him to push back at her shoulders so she drove down Karl's cock.
It was tremendous; the pleasure welling up in her like it was a volcano about to erupt.
When she came it was like Vesuvius had gone off in her pussy, Susan wouldn't have been surprised if lava had spurted out of the hole and Karl's prick had burst into flame. She couldn't help, but squeal and shriek, temporarily, leaving Donnie's dick unattended, "AAarrrgghh, yessssss, fuuuucckkkk!"
Donnie grinned, "Swap again?" he asked his buddy as Karl continued to thrust into the shivering Milf.
Karl nodded and the two guys got up from the sofa, allowing Susan a moment's respite. She breathed in heavily and wiped some sweat from her forehead, "I want you both to keep fucking me so hard," she instructed, "Forget I'm your teacher, just think of me as a slut."
"Sure thing Miss," Karl teased.
His friend laughed casually, "I don't think we're in a student-teacher relationship anymore," he said and grasped hold of her cheeks, as he started to push his dick into her waiting twat.
She wriggled away slightly, giving Donnie pause, but before he could say anything she said, "You want to bang my ass?" Susan had realised now she wanted more, a dick in her pussy was fine, but at heart she was an anal gal, no orgasm could beat the one she got from being pounded in her butt.
"Yep," Donnie nodded.
"Guess I will need to keep your prick nice and wet for when it goes in after," Susan giggled at Karl as he knelt in front of her, his hard cock in her face. She opened her mouth and slid down it, taking it against her cheek and then as far into her mouth as was needed.
Behind her Donnie was gripping her buttocks, easing them apart and exposing her sphincter. He pressed the cock against the muscle, unsure how much force to use or whether it would resist him. Temporarily Susan slipped her head from Karl to instruct his buddy, "Put it in, I used a dildo up there when I got home from school, it'll still be easy."
He took her at her word and pushed at the backdoor with just enough strength to enter, without ripping her open. It was a little uncomfortable at first, as it always was when she had something bigger than the thin dildo she usually anally masturbated with, but she had enough experience to know that the discomfort was passing. "That's it in," she groaned, "Now bang my ass."
As soon as she said the words she was dipping forward to take Karl's hard prick between her lips, the blonde stud grunting with excitement and pressing her head down on it. The cock, slick with her own juice, tasted so good, and she slurped at it greedily, even as she was shuddering in pleasure as the second dick pushed down into her ass. Donnie was gripping her waist, his nails digging deep as he slammed his member down her hole, opening it wider with each thrust. The Milf sucked his friend harder, transferring the pleasure she was getting from one hole through another. "Fuck," grunted Karl, "You're really doing a number of my dick."
"I've never banged an ass like it," his buddy added, his thighs banging against the back of Susan's as he spoke. Susan wasn't sure whether that was because the butts he banged before had been tight teenage virgin ones, which he felt were better, or because her experience in taking dick meant that he was enjoying his ride. Certainly she imagined, that a teen cheerleader would have been harder to break than her own butt and whilst some guys didn't the like the effort that entailed, others preferred it. However, she decided it was best to think positive and certainly his pounding suggested he wasn't complaining, his large cock now spearing all the way in, so she could feel it smacking at the back of her clitoris and sending waves through her pussy.
His buddy didn't seem unhappy either, his hips jerking back and forth as he worked his cock back and forth into her mouth. Susan sucked eagerly back. The two large pricks drove in again, opening her tight anal tunnel and tickling her throat. She rubbed at her pussy
"Whoa man this is sweet," groaned Karl. Who could blame him, thought Susan as he reached across and high fived his buddy above her, how many seniors, even hot, studly ones got to bang a teacher? She was in a different league to the cheerleaders and college girls they normally got to fuck, of that she was sure; she could make a guy 's night, even two guys' night and enjoy herself immensely at the same time. There was school of course, and she'd have to see them in class again and again, a reminder of her breaking of the rules, but also of her night of sexual debauchery and how much she enjoyed it. If she needed to worry about that, she decided, she'd do so later -- for the moment she would enjoy every inch of dick being given her.
In and out the huge members went, making her shiver and shudder. It felt so exciting to be literally between two young studs, be filled in two holes at once; her pussy was dripping with lust, driven wild by the pounding behind it and taste of hard dick in her mouth. Balancing carefully with one hand, glad she continued to work out regularly at the gym, Susan moved the other to her cunt, rubbing it vigorously and sticking in a couple of fingers. Even if they weren't as thick or long as the pricks penetrating her, being triple filled was even more exciting than being double-banged and she masturbated the soaking hole ruthlessly, driving her digits hard at her special spot. Still she thought, great though it was to be sucking a cock and good how her fingers felt, if she was going to have two dicks in her, it would be best to have them in the two holes which were most orgasmic. She continued as she was for a few minutes waiting for an opportunity.
It soon came, as Donnie, obviously a fan of share and share alike, pulled his dick out of her ass, "Wanna swap, bud? This ass is to fucking tight."
Karl answered in the affirmative and pulled his dong out Susan's mouth, allowing her to speak. She lifted her head, "I have a better idea than that," she giggled as she stood and pushed Karl onto a sitting position on the couch, "How about double-penetrating me properly? Front and back."
"You mean I bang your pussy, whilst Karl takes your butt?" Donnie gawped; he'd almost certainly never imagined the two seniors would get that lucky tonight.
"Yes, that what I mean. What do you say boys, up for DPing your teacher?"
"Fuck, yes," said Karl for both of them as his buddy nodded eagerly. He spread his legs and held his dick upwards as Susan kicked off her heels before clambering backwards on him, her feet resting on his firm thighs and his hands grasping her waist, as she leant onto his muscular chest and reaching down to pull her buttocks apart lowered herself down. The tunnel was still open from Donnie's pounding and the cock easily entered her hole, pressing up her back passage as she slid down. Karl gave a groan, his fingers stabbing into her flesh as he held her tightly in place. The teacher made a few experimental bounces to make sure the cock was fully encased in her ass, before reaching to her cunt and using her fingers to ease it apart, showing the juicy hole in its full glory to Donnie, who was standing in readiness, his hand stroking his large cock.



"Stick it in my twat, give me that dick," she commanded.
"Yes Miss," he replied cheekily as if she had asked him to hand in his latest assignment. Still he stepped forward and thrust his prick into her.
"Ooooohh," Susan groaned as the second cock rammed down her soaking cunt, the teenager continuing to thrust his full length into her until his balls were cracking at her slit. He pulled back a little and then drove in, even as she started to lift herself to go up and down Karl's prick. The blonde stud continued to grip her hard as he began to drive up from below. It didn't take them long to get into a rhythmic pattern, the two guys slamming deep as Susan ricocheted between them. As they slammed in she felt herself being filled and fulfilled, the pleasure of two dicks quadrupling the ecstasy she'd been feeling before. "Ooohhh, yes, uurrhhh, give it me, I want you both to fuck me so hard I burst, oooohhh, that's right, except harder boys, slam my holes."
Whilst Susan wasn't a DP virgin, she'd had her first at college before her marriage and since her divorce she'd had it several more times. But it was a treat, you had to find the right guys, one's who were both up for it and capable of delivering it. It was no good a guy wanting to double fuck her with one of his friends if they were both weedy asthmatics who'd been out for the count moments after getting their cocks in. Equally you could be the biggest cocked stallion in the planet, but if you had a phobia about other guys being anywhere near your cock you weren't going to go for a DP. In neither case were Donnie and Karl a problem, both were young and fit, driving their cocks in with a powerful intensity and neither seemed to mind that another naked guy was just inches away from them, sometimes nearer as their cocks almost collided as they filled Susan's holes, separated only by a thin, but tough, membrane.
"Yessss, yessss, fuck me, fuck me," she squealed as she shook and shuddered, her tits bouncing up and down like they were yo-yos on a string.
The two teenage stallions rode her like she was the bronco, their stiff, large cocks totally filling her and stretching her walls until she almost feared she might split. Not that she minded, as the two giant pricks rammed over her erogenous zones like they were a panzer assault. The orgasms were mind-blowing, sending electrical jolts whizzing round her brain like she was Frankenstein's monster being raised from the dead. One of them pounding with the power, speed and size she was getting would have driven her to ecstasy, having two was like overlaying one rapture on top of another, sending her, not so much floating to heaven, but jet propelled towards the pearly gates. She screamed louder in pleasure, her throat raw with passion, "AAarrrrrghhh, yesssss, yessss, fuckkkk, fill me up, aaarrggghhh, yessss boys, fuck me harder, I want those cocks ramming me until I burst."
"You're so fucking hot," grunted Donnie.
"I've never fucked someone so kinky," added Karl as he drove himself harder into her ass.
Susan didn't disagree, on either count. She was damn sexy, she knew, and if getting DP'd by two students wasn't kinky she didn't know what was. Not that she cared, the cocks pounding her holes felt wonderful and neither guy was stinting in their effort, driving hard and powerfully at her, like she was an exercise machine and they were up for breaking their previous records. She was covered in sweat, some of it was from the guys, as their perspiration flicked to her and some was her own, the warmth of three bodies in close proximity making her steam like a sauna. It wasn't only her skin that was wet, her pussy was dripping with lust, each thrust from Donnie splurging out her cum over his dick and thighs. She leaned back more, pressing her back against Karl, her slippery skin rubbing at his chest as he pounded upwards, his hands trying to keep a grasp on her sides as she slid up and down. "Yesssss, yesssss, yesssss, yesssss, aaaarrrgghhh," she shrieked as she came again.
"I've got have another go at the tight asshole," Donnie grinned at his friend, pulling his dick out of Susan's twat, the cum coating it in a shiny sheen.
"It's not so tight anymore," Karl grinned, which was true Susan thought, as she felt him push her up and cock come out. Her ass was as wide and open as she'd ever felt it, the result of what had been one of the best poundings she'd ever received. She could feel the cool air going up it as she stood up, the walls stretched and elasticated. It made her think of something she'd fantasised about for years, but never done, it being so kinky and out there, she wasn't sure anyone else had ever thought about doing it but her. Still she had two studs here, who seemed up for anything and who had the stamina and sexual skill to follow through; if not now she might never get the chance.
"You want to both fuck my ass?" she smiled as they moved to swap positions.
Karl looked confused for a moment, "We just have."
Donnie was quicker on the uptake, "You mean both of us together, two cocks in your back hole."
"That's exactly what I mean," Susan gave her most seductive smile, before getting on her hands and knees on the floor and waving her butt enticingly.
"I'm up for that if you are bud," Donnie grinned at his friend.
Karl nodded back, "If Miss can take it I'm in, literally." He returned to his position behind her and grasped her butt cheeks hard, pulling them as far apart as he could, widening the hole even more. Even without hands he was able to guide his prick into her cavernous entrance, sliding the dick half-way in and then pausing for his friend. Donnie stood astride her, over her back, so that he was facing opposite his friend. He took his prick in his hand and eased it into her hole, squashing the enormous python against his friends. Neither seemed to mind the intimacy, a sign of how good friends they were.
"You sure you want to do this?" Donnie asked as he pressed his tip into her already full hole, making the wall expand even more.
"Oh God, yes, I want both your dicks hammering my ass," she moaned.
"Okay then" grinned Donnie pushing his prick in further.
It was eye wateringly tight, but Susan didn't complain, even as her ass chute walls stretched further than they'd ever expanded, ass achingly so. The two guys began to work in a rhythm, one pushing in as his fellow moved out, the two dicks continually moving and not allowing her walls any chance to tighten or lapse back. Susan groaned and twisted her face in pain, even as she also felt the pleasure rising as hidden nerve ending behind her tunnel walls were pressed and stimulated harder than they'd ever experienced before. She gripped at the rug she was on, her nails digging deep into as she gritted her teeth and closed her eyes. "Come on boys, give it me."
The two studs seesawed back and forth, grunting and panting as they shoved their huge members into her hole, making it gape even wider so that you'd have been able to fit a baseball in it with ease. Even with the effort they were putting in they couldn't get the dicks all the way in, neither managed it more than six or seven inches, leaving a good three or four inches out. However, the double sized girth of two cocks together more than made up for lessening of length and Susan gave another shudder and groan, "Ohhh, urrrhhhh, yesss, oooohhh fucking God, oooohhh."
The two boys were moving faster and harder now, getting used to what they had to do to and thrusting into her ass. Her ass was burning as it stretched wider than it had ever done, until it was on the verge of tearing. But the membrane was stronger than it looked and whilst it felt like she was being stuffed with fiery swords it didn't burst. But the pain was worth it for the pleasure. Susan had never felt such a deep ecstasy, her entire body lighting up with a heavenly pleasure. It didn't come in waves either, but seemed to suffuse every pore and fibre of her being all the time, never stopping or dipping. Her fingers gripped tighter at the rug and she felt her feet and toes straightening and stretching as from top to bottom she was engulfed in a raging storm of sexual bliss. Juice dripped from her cunt as she juiced up with every thrust into the hole behind and her tits waved and jiggled as she shuddered and shivered and shook.
"Fuuuuckkk, oooohhh, fuuucckk, yessss, ooooohhh," she groaned, as she was transported up to paradise, her feet barely toughing the stairway to heaven.
For years Susan had dreamed of being double-analised, imaging two well hung hunks pounding together at her back door. Now it was happening and it felt even better than her fantasies, like nothing she had experienced before and, she expected, that she'd never experience again. The nerve ending analgasms in her butt were going into overdrive, threatening to overdose her in ecstasy. The constant thrill of pleasure was already overwhelming her pussy, the front hole literally geysering juice as the guys pounded her butt. "Arrrrghhhh, my God, aaaaaarrghhhh!" Susan screamed, her face scrunching up and her nails knifing into her expensive rug, "Yessss, yessss, oh my God, fucking yesssss! Aaaaarghhh!"
Her high pitched screams and wails filled the room, drowning out the pants and grunts off the two teenage studs as they rammed her hole. Nothing could compare to this, nothing... "Yessss, aaaarrghh, aaarrrghhh, yessss." The two dick carried on sliding in and out of the one chute, Donnie and Karl moving in a rhythmic dance, one driving down as the other retreated to then immediately swap and the cock pulling back taking its turn to slam forward as its partner eased itself outwards. The pleasure was all encompassing, drowning Susan in bliss, "Aaaaargghhh, yessss, aaarrrghhh!"
"Fuck, I'm near to cumming," Karl said, pulling himself out.
"Me too," grunted his buddy as he gave a few more hard thrusts into the suddenly empty hole.
"On my face," Susan instructed as Donnie pulled out and stepped a few feet back "Come here."
She swivelled onto her knees, like a dog begging for a bone and quickly took Karl's cock in her mouth, her head bobbing eagerly as she swallowed it down. Her hand was reaching for Donnie at the same time, as he moved back into position. She sucked and jerked for a few moments, before swapping, taking down the second cock that had just been in her ass; another taboo she was breaking.
However she didn't need to work them for long, before Karl let out a groan, "I'm cumming." The Milf whipped her head from Donnie's cock and started to turn towards the blonde, but too late as he started to explode, blasting his cum on the side of her
Even as his cum was spurting out over one cheek, Donnie's dick was discharging its load onto to the other. Susan relaxed and let the two guys empty their balls on either side of her, the cum splattering all over her cheeks and hair, dripping down over her ears and splashing over the side of her nose, continuing to ooze down over her lips and chin, to drip down her throat and onto her tits. They continued for ages or just seconds, until they were dry and she was soaked in their sperm.
The teacher grinned and looked up and between her two students, "I think that deserves an A."
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"Mmmnn" Ellie Carter let out a moan of passion satisfied, her mouth enveloping her Mom's.
Amber Carter returned the kiss with interest, her lips opening and closing as she tried to engulf her daughter back. The tips of their tongues collided and fought, each trying to curl around the others. Amber's hands squeezed at her daughter's butt, her fingers rubbing at the denim, teasing and tantalising, the touch, sensual and sexual, felt even through the jeans. Ellie, in turn, was gripping her Mom's waist, holding her tight as if without her hands the older woman would fall away.
"I can't believe this is the last time we get to make out," Ellie reluctantly broke the kiss.
"It's not forever," her Mom corrected, "It's just for a few weeks whilst Jade and Hanna's new house is sorted."
Ellie always got on well with her Aunt and cousin. Jade was her Mom's slightly older sister (and to Ellie, before she and her Mom had begun fucking, cooler as well) and despite, or perhaps because of, the two year age difference with Hanna, Ellie had always got on well with her cousin, having the same taste in many things albeit with Hanna, as the elder, being sometimes ahead on which was the best band or what ensemble was in this season. It probably did no harm that they were near enough to visit for three or four long weekends (plus Christmas) a year, without being so close they were living in the same house and cramping her style.
Of course this was before Jade was offered a job in the next town over, too far to commute from her current house, but certainly near enough to travel from Amber and Ellie's, whilst she bought a new place "It feels like forever," Ellie said dismally.
"It won't be, I could hardly tell her she couldn't stay with me because I'm being fucked by my daughter," Amber said reasonably. "She is my sister and you always liked hanging out with Hanna."
"I know," Ellie gave a small sigh and pout, "but it's going to be hell, seeing you every day and not able to wiggle you of your sexy dress and get your head between my thighs."
"Think about how it'll be all the sweeter when they go and we get the house to ourselves again, I'll promise you I'll let you do anything you want, no matter how kinky," Amber lifted her daughter's chin up so she was looking in her eyes and smiled, "Promise."
Ellie was hardly placated, "Mom, given last night I shared you with my best friends, whilst their Moms watched, there's very little more kinky we haven't done."
Her Mom giggled, perhaps remembering the 'goodbye orgy' they'd had with their fellow members of the unofficial Mom-Daughter Lover Club. "Okay, I'll make you pizza with your favourite toppings and then whilst you eat it I'll eat you, before smothering myself in ice-cream for your dessert."
"I suppose they have to stay somewhere," Ellie conceded, in what was probably a little bit too much of a 'brave little soldier' voice for an eighteen year old.
"Also," her Mom continued, "If it's any consolation, every night when you're in bed I'm going to be under the covers as well, driving a dildo into my cunt and imagining it's you strap-onning me, sometimes I might turn over and ram it up my ass as well."
As Ellie was sharing her room with her cousin and wouldn't have the space for night-time masturbations that was of limited solace, but before she could say anything the doorbell rang. Immediately she and her Mom dropped each other, as her Mom pointed out the obvious, "They're here."
Jade Carter had a couple of years on her sister and a couple of cup sizes as well, but apart from that the familial resemblance was obvious. "Hi" she called out excitedly as Amber opened the door, immediately embracing her sister before she could respond, before immediately breaking it and opening her arms for Ellie to step forward for her hug as well. "You've grown since I've last seen you," she said as she released her niece. This was unlikely, the teen thought, as she was at the age where she grew slowly, if at all, and it had only been four months since they'd last met. Still she nodded in agreement and said some words of welcome, even if she didn't really mean them as much as she normally did.
She turned to her cousin, who was following her Mom up the path, after tipping the cab driver for unloading their suitcases. She had changed in the last few months, not just in that her hair was shorter and that there was a small ring through one side of her nose, but also that she now had a tattoo, a series of colourful roses and stems intertwining just above her wrist to the elbow. She grinned as she saw Ellie looking at it and held it up for inspection as she got closer, "Do you like it?"
Ellie nodded, "It suits you."
She glanced at her Mom, who looked momentarily less impressed, but equally seeing that her sister didn't seem to mind, raised a smile, "Come on in," she said, "You have to tell me everything about your new job and I'll tell you about town."
"I'm sure Ellie, can tell me about the unsuitable bits you leave out," Hanna grinned and slid her arm through her cousin's as she followed her Mom and aunt into the house.
*
The next few weeks were suffering. Every day Ellie would see her Mom as she came down in the morning, the older woman always looking radiant in her nightdress and gown, even if they weren't the sexy translucent ones she normally wore for her daughter. She'd be able to smell the scent of her shampoo and imagine her Mom naked under the steamy shower, suds sliding down her sexy, perfect skin. Then at school she'd see Shawna, who'd tell her what she and Dawn and their Mom's were planning for Friday or had done the week before, lots of hot lesbian sex between teens and Milfs, the older women always ready and willing to satisfy their nympho daughters. Ellie would nod, through gritted teeth, knowing that until her and her Mom had the house to themselves they wouldn't be joining in again, the two of them going out on Friday night and not inviting their sister or cousin would have raised to many questions. Then back home again, with her Mom, in her sexy jeans which showcased her butt and blouse which clung to her round titties and with the waft of her perfume following her, a different one every few days, but all alluring to the teen, as if her Mom was out to deliberately tease her.
They managed a few quick make-outs, usually no more than a minute or two, when they were alone, with Hanna out for the shops and her Mom in the shower. Though these breaks were few and far between, her Aunt Jade's hours were such that she only left a few minutes before her niece in the morning and arrived back in the late afternoon, and when she wasn't around Hanna was, there was no mention of why but it seemed that the nineteen year old was still not going to college, though she had some brochures for the local community college, which she seemed to be considering.
The best that could be said is that within days of arriving Jade had put an offer in on a house. It looked a little dilapidated to Ellie and her Mom had said the same to her sister. But Jade had just grinned and looked sideways at Hanna and mentioned it could be a project for the two of them.
That all changed one Saturday morning...
After a brutal masturbation session Ellie stepped out of the shower as sated as she ever was, which wasn't much. Her Mom had murmured in her ear, in one of the few moments they were alone, that every night she thrust the dildo into her pussy, repeatedly and vigorously, whilst imaging it was her daughter fucking her. It was a lovely vision, though it was impossible for Ellie to do the same, as her cousin tossed and turned on the camp bed on the other side of Ellie's room. However, a nice long shower had allowed the teen plenty of time to finger herself whilst thinking of her Mom naked and in ever more delightfully depraved positions, the strap-on cock sliding up her hot Milf ass as the teen took her all around the house and outside too.
She reached for a fluffy towel and wrapped it around her body, before slipping into the white woollen bathrobe and her slippers. She really should have got her fresh clothes from the laundry and put them in her room before she'd showered, but she'd been so horny and desperate for relief she rushed straight there as soon as it had been free. She vaguely remembered her Mom calling through the door that she was going out to get some fresh milk, but as Ellie had been deep in an imaginary sixty-nine with her on a deserted beach, she hadn't replied. She didn't know where her aunt and cousin were, they might have gone with her Mom or be downstairs watching television or having a late breakfast. She wondered whether to call them and ask for them to bring up her top, before deciding that was lazy.
Down she went to the laundry. She was about to enter when she heard noises, soft moans and slurps, embarrassingly obvious that either her aunt or cousin were doing something private. Which, was obviously why she looked carefully round the door to see what was going on.
She almost gasped when she saw what was happening. She had imagined that it'd be either Jade or Hanna on their own, perhaps sucking at a finger before they jammed it in their leaking hole, instead it was both of them, crushed together and arms embracing each other as they engaged in a kiss that was very non-familial (unless your family relationship was like Ellie and her Mom's) their hands rubbing at each other's pussies under their skirts. The teen continued to look for a moment, a thousand thoughts rushing round her brain at once, before she quickly withdrew. She backed away and headed up the stairs, before descending deliberately making as much noise as she could whilst calling out if anyone had seen her new top.
Her aunt immediately appeared from the laundry with a pile of clothes, "I think it's in amongst your things, I ironed earlier" she said innocently.
Ellie took them with equal innocence, "Thanks, I'll just get changed."
A few minutes later there was a knock on the door and her cousin called through it, "Are you changed?"
"Yeah, I'm decent," said Ellie, though she deliberately gone for her shortest mini-skirt and tightest and smallest top (which wasn't the one she'd been planning on wearing).
Her cousin gave her a glance as she entered and Ellie thought she saw a hint of desire on her face as she got a look at the teen's toned stomach and long sexy legs. "I'm just getting a book," she explained as Ellie sat on her bed with a magazine.
"Have you got a few minutes to talk?" Ellie patted the bed in front of her.
"Sure," replied Hanna in the unsuspecting tone of someone who didn't realise their entire life was about to be turned upside down.
There was no point in delaying with small talk so as soon as her cousin had sat cross-legged on the bed, Ellie asked, "Are you fucking your Mom?"
"What?" Hanna gave a rigor mortis smile which reached nowhere near her eyes.
"Are you having sex with Aunt Jade?" Ellie asked again, she hoped her smile was a casual and relaxed one, though her stomach was suddenly heaving with butterflies like she had walked into a swarm of them in a lepidopterarium. When Dawn had asked her the question she had seemed so laid back, but suddenly Ellie realised what a risk the question was and that if she was wrong, if it was an innocent mistake she was ruining everything. But it was too late, she had to go on and hope her own smile wasn't trembling and that the expression on Hanna's face was caused by the horror of discovery rather than being falsely accused of lesbian incest by her cousin.
There was silence from Hanna, her only movement a small twitch of her lips as if she couldn't keep the smile up. She was obviously on the edge of denying everything, as Ellie had done when first asked (though she hadn't actually being fucking her Mom, only wanting to, and she was sure her, or at least pretty sure, that her cousin had gone further). The younger teen knew she'd have to make the first move and she suddenly wished she'd planned this better rather than just immediately diving in. She gave a casual shrug as if what she was about to say was no big deal, "I'm fucking mine."
Her cousin's expression went from a strained death mask to gawping surprise. Ellie heart was beating at twice it's normal rate as she reached for her phone, "Here's some pictures." She thumbed it to the album with them and holding the cell in front of her cousin's face quickly scrolled few the first two, one a picture of her Mom lying topless in the bed they were currently sitting on, a broad smile on her face as she rubbed a dildo between her tits and another one of her in standing in the kitchen wearing a expensive hat and some high heels and nothing else. "I've more," she added and scrolled to a third, her Mom lying on couch masturbating with a dildo, her skirt up round her thighs and her blouse undone to her navel.
"Yes," squeaked Hanna. Then she paused and took a deep breath, "Me and Mom, we're an item." She paused again and then added, as if she needed to clarify, "We're having sex."
Hanna reached into her own pocket and pulled out her phone, skimming it so that Ellie could see the photographic evidence, a shot of Aunt Amber, wearing just a bra and suspenders, working her pussy up and down an empty wine bottle, another of her leaning against a door frame completely nude and a third of her standing with her back to the camera, a tattoo just visible on her hip, as she grasped her buttocks and seemed about to ease them apart. She put the phone down on the bed, "You freaked me out when you asked. How did you know?"
Ellie blushed a little, "I saw you in the laundry when I went down to collect my clothes."
Her cousin gave a small shrug to show that she didn't mind, "Figures. I knew it was stupid and risky, but I just had to have a quick make-out. Don't get me wrong, I love seeing you and Aunt Amber, but God I can't wait until Mom and me get our own place, I'm just so horny."
"Preaching to the choir," agreed Ellie, remembering the times over last few weeks when her and her Mom had risked all to feel their lips against the other's. "So how long have you've been together?"
"About six, seven months," her cousin admitted.
"So last time we visited..." Ellie did the Math in her head though four months from six wasn't hard.
"Yeah, we were a couple then," Hanna nodded, "A weekend was doable, though I've got to admit as soon as you were reversing down the drive I was undoing Mom's pants. How long have you've been...?"
"Fucking? I think we can say the word," Ellie grinned, "About three months."
"I'm so glad you know, it's been hell keeping it secret," Hanna said, "How have you managed?"
"Um, well, a few people know about us," Ellie gave a small shrug.
Her cousin had looked surprised when Ellie had come out as a mother-fucker, she looked even more shocked when she said it wasn't just a secret between them. "What?" she gasped.
"A couple of my friends and their Moms are also in relationships, we have a sort of club," said Ellie and then explained all to her cousin, about how she'd been encouraged by her friend and school counsellor Dawn and how her other friend, Shawna, had joined them and the orgies they'd regularly been having. Once she'd explained it, she added, "You and Aunt Jade ought to come along, you'd be welcome."
Hanna nodded, biting her lip as she thought, "But what do we do now?"
"We go downstairs and tell our Moms' her sister is fucking her niece," grinned Ellie, standing up and putting her phone in her jeans pocket.
Her Mom had returned from the shops and was in the lounge having a coffee with her sister. Amber looked up as the two daughters' entered the room, "What have you two been up to?"
"Just talking about how we fuck our Moms," replied Ellie with a smile.
Whilst Amber straightaway believed the teens, possibly because she knew it was Mom-daughter loving was more common than her sister supposed, it took a while to convince Jade it was anything but her niece and daughter playing a bad joke on her. In fact the only way to persuade her was for Ellie to sit on her Mom's knees and have a hot and heavy make out with her in front of her aunt and cousin, her Mom returning the kisses with an equal fervour, her hands all over Ellie's body half-stripping her even as Jade and Hanna watched. It did the trick because by the time they'd finished Jade was standing up, gasping and groaning as her daughter necked her.
That finished the two couples stood. "What now?" Jade asked.
"I don't know about the two of you, Aunt Jade," Ellie grinned, reaching out to take her Mom's hand, "but I'm taking Mom upstairs to spend the afternoon fucking her, we've got a lot of catching up to do."
She didn't wait for a reply before dragging her uncomplaining Mom towards the stairs. The sound of giggles and footsteps behind her, showed her cousin had exactly the same idea...
*
Pulling back the covers of her bed, Amber slipped out and sashayed across the floor, her ass wiggling seductively, well aware that her daughter was leaning her head on hand and watching her intently. It felt almost a betrayal to stop by the door to take the robe off the hook and to wrap it around her otherwise nude body. If it hadn't been dinner time, with pangs of hunger beginning to gnaw at her stomach, Amber would have been quiet happy to remain in the bed with her daughter. Not that she didn't feel thoroughly fucked, after famine came the feast, or perhaps, given how soaked her pussy had been as her daughter's fingers drove in, after the drought came the flood was a better metaphor.
If it had just been Ellie around she'd have left it open so her daughter could get glimpses of her slit and titties as she walked, but with her sister and niece around she tightened the robe's cord, whilst it had been a surprise, albeit a very pleasant one, to find they too were lovers, she wasn't sure she'd should yet be flaunting her goodies, at least without some sort of discussion with her sister. Though she suspected that Jade might be as liberal as Amber was, why not? they had the same genes and upbringing, and anyway Ellie had been certain that Hanna was up for joining their club and that hopefully meant her Mom was. She turned back to her naked daughter, "Pizza? I'm not going to do anything complicated tonight."
"Yep, sounds good," Ellie stretched and Amber admired her sexy teenage body, so hot and enticing that she was almost tempted to skip dinner.
Leaving her room she walked down the hall to the spare room her sister was in, though she suspected that she'd be sharing it with Hanna from now on. She tapped lightly at the door, saying through it "Pizza alright for dinner?"
It was immediately opened by Jade. Like her sister she had a robe on, though hers were still open and beneath it you could see she was wearing suspenders attached to a belt, though nothing else. Behind her Hanna was lying in the bed, the covers up to her waist leaving her tits on display. Neither seemed worried about be seen in a state of undress, which seemed a good sign. "Did you say Pizza?" her sister asked, "I'll come down and help you."
It didn't take two to take a pizza out of the freezer, but Amber didn't argue. As she got the pizzas out and put them in the oven her sister set the table and together they made some salad, neither talking as if by an unspoken agreement, until they sat down. "I thought Hanna and I were the only ones who were in a sexual relationship," said Jade.
"We're sisters, it's no surprise we have the same predilections," Amber replied with a smile.
"Hanna told me you have friends who are the same," it was half a question.
"Yes, we often meet for some fun, I love being with Ellie, but it's really liberating to be able to meet others who won't judge me for having sex with my daughter, and I've got to admit it's a real turn on watching Ellie have sex with other Moms and knowing she's watching me having sex with their daughters," Amber said. "I'll introduce you, if you and Hanna want."



There was a pause before Jade answered, so long that Amber wondered if she'd misjudged the situation, before her older sister nodded and gave a smile, "Yes, we'd like that. But, umm, we've never had sex with other women before..."
"Don't worry about that," Amber said, "It's not a competition and everyone is really friendly, you'll both be fine when you're there."
Her elder sister shook her head and smiled, "That's not what I meant," she said, "I was thinking it might be nice to practice."
"Oh," Amber smiled back, immediately getting her sister's meaning, "Are you suggesting a bit of a family orgy?"
"Yes, why not?" Jade said.
"I can't think of any good reason not to," Amber smiled, "I'm sure Ellie would be up for it and I'm not going to deny I always wondered what how sweet Hanna's snatch is."
"Very sweet," her Mom replied. "And I always had a little crush on my little sister, I can remember seeing you in your Prom Dress and wished it was me taking it out of you, not that guy you were seeing."
Amber giggled and stood up, opening her robe and dropping it to the floor, "Shall we call the girls for dinner and then let them know it's their Mom and Aunt for dessert?"
"Is the pizza ready?" Jade said looking at the timer and nodding, before shrugging her own gown off her shoulders and calling up the stairs.
The two daughters came down a few moments later, their eyes widening as they saw both their Moms serving the pizza naked. Neither of them needed to be told what was coming and their own robes were swiftly on the floor. Amber sliced the pizza up and served it on to the plates, as her sister placed the salad bowl in the middle of the table and added some tongs. Their two daughters took a seat, eyeing the Moms appreciatively, especially when Amber opened a bottle of wine and poured out four glasses. She took her seat and raised her glass, "To Moms and their beautiful daughters."
Giggling the others returned the toast, before settling in for pizza. Amber had never had such a sexy meal, every where she looked there was naked female flesh on display, the three pairs of bosoms of her family bouncing and jiggling each time their owner lifted a glass or reached across the table for more pepper. She'd had a crush on her sister when they were teens and several times had masturbated in her room alone as she remembered Jade in her cheerleader uniform or her tiny nightdress or as she imagined her fucking her boyfriend or even a hot girl. But once she'd started have sex herself the fantasies had faded away; however seeing her sister licking her lips whilst and dab at her bare titties as a slip of sauce ran down them was reigniting her old dreams. Nor was it any less of a turn off to realise that the reason why her sister had dripped the topping was because she was too enamoured of Ellie's perky pair to concentrate properly on eating; Amber found herself getting wet as she thought about her sister kneeling between her daughter's legs and eating a more luscious meal. The thought made her look again at Hanna, she looked like a younger version of her mother, as sexily bangable at twenty as Jade had been. Amber was going to taste her later and more, she hoped, sure that Hanna would be as sexually adventurous and active as her cousin.
Pizza finished Amber went round and topped up the glasses with the remainder of the wine, the four of them drinking, talking and ogling as they let their food go down.
It was Ellie who made the first move, draining the last of her wine and standing up, mentally forcing the others to finish their own drinks with a gulp. The teen reached down for her aunt and took her hand, taking her away from the table and towards the kitchen door, "Let's go upstairs to the main bedroom." Though she was leading Jade, she was talking to them all.
Hanna immediately took Amber's hand and led her after her Mom and cousin. Amber smiled happily, looking forward to her first orgy with her sister and niece, she hoped they enjoyed it as much as she knew she and Ellie would. She glanced at her daughter's ass as the teen walked up the stairs, hand in hand with Amber, it was so sexy and yummy; a glance at her sister's rounder one was equally as delightful, especially as she imagined her daughter's strap-on pounding into it as she watched.
Amber was only a second behind her daughter in entering the main bedroom they shared, but already Ellie was face to face with Jade, the two of them leaning into a kiss. For a moment Amber watched as her daughter's mouth engulfed her sister's like she was attempted to swallow her, only for the older woman to fight back and thrust her tongue between the teen's lips, forcing it forward as she trying to tickle her tonsils. But even as Amber was admiring the show, her niece was grasping her waist and swinging her around to face her.
"I've wanted to kiss you for so long," Hanna murmured.
"That makes two of us," Amber smiled and opened her lips to press against her niece. The young woman moved her own lips, passionately mouthing at her aunt as her hands gripped her waist and moved down and behind. Amber kissed harder as she felt her butt being grasped and squeezed. The twenty year old pressed her body forward, her pert naked titties brushing and jiggling against Amber's, the nipples stiff and hard. She reached down and cupped Hanna's pussy mound in her hand, using her thumb to rub at the slit and upwards to the bud beneath the hood. Against her Hanna shivered and trembled, her mouth continuing to latch onto her aunt's and her tongue probing forward to tease and tantalise her aunt. Amber's own tongue met it, slithering over the wet and soft muscle. Her fingers squeezed harder at Hanna's flesh, encouraging her to kiss harder, their mouths joined so closely together that they were almost sticking, only breaking for short gasps of breath, before they drove in again.
There was a 'krump' from the bed as a still kissing Ellie and Jade fell onto it, their hands roving over each other as they explored. Ellie pushed herself further onto the bed and Jade pushed herself down, their mouths breaking, but Jade's lips still continuing to pucker up against her niece's naked flesh as she went down. Ellie gave a groan and opened her legs, "Eat my pussy for dessert," she moaned. The words turned on her Mom who stroked Hanna's cunt all the more as her daughter let out another moan as her aunt slipped onto her knees between her open legs.
Amber's own pussy was damp with excitement as she twisted her niece around and guided her onto the bed to fall next to her cousin. Automatically Hanna was spreading her legs and reaching down to her slit to spread it open without asking, "You want some?" she giggled.
"Yes and more than some," Amber was already getting on her knees beside her older sister, who looked like she was enjoying the taste of Ellie's teenage fuckhole.
The Milf's hands slid over her niece's inner thighs, skimming across the flawless skin and gently opening the legs wider, so that her sexy slot was spread for the older woman's delight. Without a pause Amber nodded her head down and began to lick at the hole, her tongue flicking up and down the slit, gradually pushing into the tunnel and sweeping around the already moist walls. Teen juice was starting to fizz out of the microscopic holes of the wall, coating then only to be washed away as Amber's flicked further in. The flavour of her niece permeated her tongue, more savoury than sweet, but extremely tasty all the same.
"MMnnnn, yes, Aunt Amber, lick me there, that feels soooo good," the twenty year old moaned.
Beside her Amber could hear the moans of her own daughter was well, "Yes, Aunt Jade, oh yes, lap my soaking pussy, stick your tongue down it and lick it all out."
Listening to the two cousins enjoying the pussy-lapping together was such a turn on that Amber automatically reached down to her own cunt and began to finger it eagerly, in her peripheral vision she could see from the shudders of her sister that she was doing the same. Above them the two young women bucked and whinnied as the two Moms' tongues drove expertly at each others' daughter. Mentally smiling Amber raced forward, pressing her face into the flesh around the hole so that she could force her tongue as deep into the soaked tunnel as she could. Her niece appreciated it and gave another squeal, her hands clamping on the back of her Aunt's head dragging her even further into her, as if she was meaning to suffocate the older woman in her cunt; though Amber would have accepted it wasn't a bad way to go.
"Lick my cunt, oooohhh yesss, Aunt Jade, that's right, you're such a great twat tonguer," grunted Ellie. The sounds of her sister's slurps and her daughter's pants and moans filled the ears of Amber, only drowned out by the gasps and cries of her niece and her own lickings. There was another squeal from Ellie as Jade hit the spot, "Aaargghh, that's it, aaarrgghh!"
The Milf drove her finger into her cunt repeatedly as she sped up her own munching of her Hanna's succulent sexhole, determined to make her niece react in the same way as her cousin was. She didn't have long to wait before Hanna's moans started to get higher and higher pitched as if she was in an operatic competition and turn from pants to gasps and then loud squeaks and squeals, "Aarrrghh, yesss, Auntie Amber, fuuuckkk, yessss, that's feeling so good."
Amber wasn't about to let up, her tongue speeding back and forth so fast it hurt. Her niece appreciated it, though, the twenty year old shrieking and gasping, her body shivering in pleasure as her skin flushed a cherry, cheery red. "Make me cum," she cried out, "I want to cum."
"Aarrrghhh, yesss, fuccckk," Ellie was even louder, her screams reverberating around the room as she came.
Amber told herself it wasn't a race, but she did feel a twinge of jealousy of her sister's skills that she had made her teenage daughter cum first (and so nosily). However she didn't let it put her off giving her niece the best pussy-licking she could. It didn't take long to pay off as Hanna's shrieks became louder and faster, the teen's diaphragm working hard as she sucked in quick breaths between her cries. "Fuuuccckk, yeessss, yessss," she screamed her hands clenching the back of Amber's head and pressing her face against her soaked cunt, "Arrrghhhh, fuuuuckkk, aaaaaarggghh, I'm going to cum, aaaarrghhh yessss, that's it, I'm cumming, aaaarghhhhh!"
Hanna's twenty year old body seemed to be thrashing so much it was like she was having a fit, her cunt pumping out so much juice that Amber was almost drowning in it as her tongue licked it up. Hanna's skin was burning red, her muscles taut and strained, her leg stretching. "Aaaarrrghhh, yessss," she screamed, if she had been second to orgasm, there was little doubt that in the battle for intensity Hanna had won.
Amber withdrew her mouth and licked her lips, "How was that?" she asked.
"Fuck, that was something," Hanna panted, her voice still breaking.
Beside her Ellie was leaning forward, kissing Jade passionately. She broke as she realised her Mom and cousin had finished and stood up, walking over towards one of the set of drawers, "Shall we get this party started?"
"I thought it already had," smiled Jade.
"We can go up a gear," Ellie smiled and pulled out a large cardboard box. Amber smiled as she knew what was in and from the grins of her sister and Hanna they also guessed. They weren't wrong as Ellie tipped the contents over the bed, small dildos, large dildos, double-dildos, strap-on dildos, dildos which were as black as night and dildos which were a garish pink, dildos that were as polished and smooth as marble and dildos that were ridged and crevassed like a alien planetscape. And more; butt plugs and anal lube, a ball gag they'd not yet tried and high powered vibrator they had, sensual sexual eggs that you could leave in your pussy and a thick tail which was worn in your ass. "Our sex box," Ellie said unnecessarily.
"Quiet a collection," giggled Jade as her daughter licked her lips hungrily.
"Our little box of pleasure," replied Amber.
"More like a large box," her sister said back as she examined the mass of toys and sex-aids spread over the bed. She reached down and picked up a butt-plug, smiling at her daughter, "We have the exact same model."
"We buy the same type of lube as well," grinned Hanna. She reached down and picked out the double-ender, it was solid in the centre and flexible at each end and the young woman waggled it so both cocks jumped up and down. "Now this looks fun."
"Oh it is," Amber grinned.
"I used them at college," Jade added to her grinning daughter, "I can vouch for it."
Her daughter gently tossed it to her, "Why don't you and Auntie Amber give us a demonstration," she grinned.
"You want me and my sister to have sex with each other whilst you and Ellie watch?" asked Jade in a fake shocked tone
"Yes," replied Hanna and Ellie at the same time.
"Oh go on then" laughed Jade. She turned to her sister, "Assuming you're up for it."
"I'm being banged by my teen daughter, I don't think tribbing with my sister is more taboo than that," replied Amber as she grinned with excitement. She quickly cleared a space on the bed, sweeping some of the toys to the side and depositing others on the bedroom chair, on top of some ironed tops she hadn't yet put away.
As she was doing it Jade was getting on the bed, at first shuffling forward on her knees before, spinning round onto her back. She took one end of the cock and slid it into her mouth, not that it would need much lubrication as both sisters' twats were already soaking with lust. Amber joined her, moving across to her sister and spreading her legs, one over and one under. She pushed herself forward until she could feel Jade's moist pussy rubbing at her own. Her sister removed the toy from her mouth and almost coyly said, "Shall I put it in?"
"Yes, let's fuck," nodded Amber, giving a grin at the two daughters' standing and watching in mounting excitement.
Her sister leaned forward, angling the toy towards Amber's waiting cunt, the Milf reaching down herself to clasp either side of her slit and to pull the lips as far apart as she could manage. She groaned in pleasure as the dildo threaded into her hole, the malleable, but solid, fake cock slipping down the moist tunnel as easily as a third glass of wine on a night out. Her sister kept pushing it in until it was fully encased, deep down her hole, further than any real cock she'd ever taken had got. It felt good, she only hoped Jade would feel the same when she took the other end. Her sister was moving so the other end so it was pointing upwards and then shifted her body so she was above it, lowering herself down. The pressure of her made the cock twist and turn in Amber's cunt and she squirmed in pleasure, letting out low moans of excited anticipation as it rubbed her special spots.
"It's so big," Jade groaned as she went down, taking the toy into her and continuing until she was again touching her sister, cunt to cunt, the double-ender hidden from view inside them.
"Mmmnn, not point getting something small," Amber said, she lifted herself half upright, leaning back on her hands. The toy shifted and moved within her, making her pussy leak, the juice trickling down the plastic toy towards her sister's pussy. She grinned at Jade, "You ready to fuck?" she asked and at her sister's nod, she began to thrust herself forward and back, "Let's go," she grunted.
Her sister was doing the same, the two of them sliding their cunts back and forth over the two-pronged dick, the dildo slipping in and out as easy as it was greased.
"That's so hot," grinned Ellie. She at least had the advantage of having watched her Mom having sex with other women before. All her cousin was able to do was nod, her mouth open, and her eyes glued to the tableau in front of her. Ellie took her by the hand and led her to the seat. She picked up a couple of dildos before sweeping the ironing to the floor (which was irritating as it meant Amber would need to do them again later, even if they didn't end up covered with pussy juice). Still watching the teen sat down open legged and with one hand started to slide the toy into herself, whilst with the other she patted a leg and said to her cousin, "Sit here."
Not taking an eye of her fucking Mom and aunt, Hanna sat on her cousin's knee. Ellie passed her the second dildo and Hanna began to use it, sliding it in and out of her dripping pussy. The two of them gently masturbated together, arms wrapped around each other's shoulders and back as, on the bed, their Moms came together grunting and groaning.
At first Amber and her sister had started slow, getting used to the toy sliding in and out of each of them and the touch of their naked flesh against each other, each finding her own groove to ensure the toy stabbed in for maximum pleasure. But as they began to get more comfortable they sped up, driving themselves harder at the cock, so it speared them forcefully and slammed into their sister's fuckhole at the same time. Faster they went, thrusting forward and flying back, getting into a joint rhythm so they were moving at the same time, their pussies crashing together as the toy vanished between them.
"Ooohh, oooohhh, this is so good," moaned Jade as her sister drove into her.
"Yes, God, yes," Amber agreed. She looked across to her sister, seeing her breasts bounce and jiggle as she rocked, her hands gripping the bed to give her traction and her mouth set in a grin of delight as she felt the toy pound into her. She drove forward again, meeting Amber as she rammed in at the same time, the two of them gasping and groaning as the toy vanished into their soaked fuckholes. It quickly reappeared as they bounced back, covered in their juices and dripping onto the bed covers. They didn't pause before they slammed in again, squealing in pleasure as their cunts ground together as they took the double-ender all the way.
Briefly Amber closed her eyes, thinking of the wasted years when she could have been fucking her sister. Still it was too late now to worry about that, best to just enjoy the present and hopefully the future. She opened her eyes again, seeing Jade looking at her, a sensual smile on her face, their eyes connecting for a moment, before Jade's head fell back and she gave another gasp of pleasure. "Ooohhh, fuck, ooohhh, let's go harder, sis."
Amber didn't reply, but quickly increased her effort and speed, hammering herself and the cock towards Jade who was already matching her, the two of them continually colliding in a cacophony of cries and squeals. On the seat a few feet away their daughters were dildoing themselves excitedly, slipping the toys into their sopping cunts as their Moms fucked hard, "This is so sexy," groaned Ellie.
Her cousin agreed, "I never knew it'd be so hot watching my Mom banging."
"It is," confirmed Ellie again, she reached up and drew her cousin's mouth down for a kiss, their mouths melding together as they continued to slip the dildos in.
If the Moms banging together was a hot sight for the girls, the sight of the two of them making out was hot for Amber and her sister as well. The older women broke their gaze from each other to look at their daughters. The two young women still had a hand on a dildo gently working it in and out of their slits, but their other hand was moving over their cousin's body, stroking at boob and shoulder and stomach and thigh. Their mouths continued to move together, as they only had eyes for each other, their tongues darting in and out as they battled for pleasure. Watching it made the excitement building up in Amber flare brighter and she was hit by an even more intense wave of orgasmic bliss, gasping out and squealing as she was overwhelmed by it.



"Aaarrrghhh, yessss, aaaarrghh," the Milf shrieked out, as she continued driving forward, her cunt dripping cum, "Aaarrrghh, aaaarggghhh."
Her sister was also in the same place, "Yessss, fuuuckkk, ooohhh myyy fuuucckkk, yesssss!" She screamed loudly as well, her body shuddering even as she slammed down against the toy some more, "Yessss! Aaaaarrrggghhh."
Panting, the two Moms slowed to a stop, though neither took any action to remove the toy from their supping cunts. Looking at her kissing daughter and niece, Amber asked, "Do you want a go with the toy?"
"It's great fun," her sister added, stroking the top of her wet pussy as she spoke and trailing her finger along the small slip of plastic that was still visible and wasn't encased in Amber and her holes.
For a moment, there was no response as if the two cousins were too engrossed in making out and playing with their own dildos, but then Ellie broke her kiss and turned back to the two Milfs. She gave a grin, "I was just thinking how hot it'd be to have a pussy licking circle, the four of us."
Hanna nodded, "I'd love to try that, it's something we've never done."
"We have," Amber said, "Let's go for that."
Ellie and Hanna quickly joined their Moms, though even as they were doing so Amber was turning onto her side and Jade was getting between her sister's legs and prying apart her cunt lips. Amber giggled and licked her lips, patting the bed, "Here Hanna, I haven't had enough of that sweet pussy."
Her niece did as she was asked placing her pussy in front of her aunt's hungry mouth, as Ellie completed the quadrant by getting between her aunt and cousin.
"So how does this work?" asked Hanna, "Ooohh," she gave a quick gasp as her aunt's tongue slipped over her twat, sliding up to press at her clitoral hood and then down again, drawing through the labia lips.
"Put your head between my legs and start licking," Ellie grinned, "You've sixty-nined before? Well it's just like that, lick and be licked, except that it's not same person. It's as easy as falling off a log."
Amber gave Hanna a few more licks to encourage her, before sliding her hand down the twenty year old's thigh to grip her ass and squeeze it. "Go for it," she murmured, raising her head momentarily before lowering it again with a kiss. Her sister was already lapping gently at her, exploring round the pussy with a series of gentle probes, her finger stroking the slit at the same time, as if she was just waiting to go in. For a moment Hanna seemed hesitant, as if worried she'd get it wrong, then seeing her cousin was already on her Mom, she went down and started to lick.
The four family members began to lap enthusiastically, even Hanna when she realised all she had do was go with the flow and let her instincts take over. Quickly fingers joined tongues, jamming and spreading pussy slits to allow easier and deeper access, driving down into the holes, probing and exploring. For Amber a lesbian circle wasn't a new experience, it was something she had first done in college and since she and Ellie had become lover's it was something they often did with their friends. It meant Ellie was also experienced and Amber was unsurprised that she was feeling her sister shudder in pleasure as her daughter's expert tongue raced up and down her cunt. Not that her own enjoyment seemed to be stopping Jade's own lapping, her tongue hammered hard at her younger sister's pussy with such skill that Amber wondered if her sister had also experimented in college with her cheerleader friends; she made a mental note to ask, before returning her thoughts to the yumminess of Hanna's pussy and making sure she gave it the licking it deserved. The twenty year old was shivering and shaking, keeping her leg lifted in the air to allow her aunt in. Amber flicked her gaze across to where her niece was diving into her daughter; Ellie's cunt was getting a battering as Hanna drove two fingers into it, her tongue joining in it depth charging her cousin's soaking hole.
Grinning with happiness and familial pride Amber redoubled her efforts on her niece's tasty twat. Her fingers spread the hole open and her tongue drove deep and hard. She could feel the wetness of the hole on her tongue, taste the savoury flavour and feel the shudders of orgasmic excitement as Hanna trembled with every lick. Her own pussy was burning with excitement as well, Jade tongue driving hard as her sister also rubbed a thumb at Amber's clit, making her quiver in ecstasy. Her moans and groans were muffled as she transferred the pleasure into her niece, a conduit between Jade and her daughter, like a piece of copper wiring. However the same was true of Hanna and Ellie, the licking she was getting from Amber reverberating through the twenty year old to hit Ellie and make her shiver, who in turn was tonguing Jade so energetically that the pleasure raced through her to Amber; the circle of pussy pleasure, with each of them playing their part.
Waves of orgasmic joy washed through Amber, making her shudder even more. So powerful did they become that several times she had to stop her juicy meal to gasp out loud and pant with pleasure, struggling to get her breathing back on keel as the pleasure subsided to a continual, but lower, stream. She wasn't the only one, her sister too was pausing in her licking to let out squeaks and squeals and sometimes even louder shrieks and screams. And whilst she couldn't feel the touch of either Ellie or Hanna she could hear their yelps and knew when they were muffled by cunt yumming or not.
It was Ellie who broke the circle first, though Amber knew from the grin on her teenage daughter's face that she wasn't tired on their kinky fun. "Mom, you and Auntie Jade should give each other's pussies a go," the teen suggested as she got up off the bed, "You've not eaten each other yet."
"I'm game," giggled Jade rolling onto her back. Amber nodded eagerly and got on top of her, placing her own soaking twat over her sister's face as she leaned forward to eat her pussy, her hands reaching down to spread the hole apart.
The two sisters licked eagerly at each other's holes, their tongues driving and lapping away at the juice coating the tunnel walls. Amber rubbed her sister's clit as she did, slipping a finger in at the same time, whilst Jade grasped her ass and used it to either drag herself up or pull Amber down, she wasn't sure which, but in either case it meant her older sister's tongue was able to slam deep into her cunt and lick it raw. Behind her she could hear Ellie and Hanna whispering and conspiring, but she ignored them and concentrated on eating her sister's cunt. It was good, perhaps a little less flavoursome than her niece's (and certainly not as lovely as Ellie's, though she was biased), but lovely and tasty all the same; and her sister certainly seemed to enjoy it, shuddering and shivering and lapping back at Amber's pussy all at the same time.
The bed creaked as the two daughters got on it and Amber raised her head from her sister to look up. In front of her knelt her daughter, a strap-on tied round her hips and over her pussy and a butt-plug in her hand. "We're going to fuck you now," she giggled and Amber nodded appreciatively, "Pussy first and then ass, but before we do the anal we thought it best to prep you."
"Good idea," giggled Amber, licking her lips to her daughter whilst wiggling her ass to Hanna who had got on the bed behind her. "I'm guessing you're fucking your Aunt and Hanna's going to do me."
"If you're both okay with that?" Hanna replied.
"Yes," both Moms replied instantly, with Amber adding, "Ellie and I have swapped plenty of times before."
"I knew you'd both be up for it," said Ellie in a tone which suggested at least a little of the whispering earlier had been her having to convince her cousin that the two sisters would be up for some daughter swapping. "Anyway let's get these plugs in."
She bent forward and raised her Aunt butt onto her knees, the older woman opening her legs wider as the teen pushed her further back, so that her pussy was just inches from the Milf's hungry mouth. Behind her she could feel Hanna grasping her own buttocks, pulling one away from the other to expose her hole. Even as she watched her daughter push the toy into her sister's sphincter she could feel her own asshole being opened by the second plug. She groaned in excitement, wiggling her butt to help Hanna screw it in and watching as her daughter twisted the toy and pressed it to get it in all the way up to the pad, leaving only the finger ring sticking out between Jade's cheeks.
That done Ellie lowered her Aunt down and took the strap-on in her hand.
"Ooohhh," Amber groaned as Hanna slid the dildo into her own cunt from behind. She closed her eyes for a moment, letting the sexual pleasure wash over her, feeling the thick rod brushing against her walls as it slid in. She could sense, rather than see, Ellie sliding the toy into her sister's cunt only inches from her face and feel the teen rocking as she began to thrust in and out driving forward. Amber opened her eyes and looked down, watching the pussy lips clamp round the smooth plastic as the toy vanished into the hole, only to reappear shiny and slick with juice, before quickly disappearing again.
Hanna was moving quicker and harder, thrusting the toy deeper as she swiftly got used to fucking her Aunt. She was gripping Amber's waist as she did so, her nails digging into the flesh as if she was hanging on. Inside the her butt Amber could feel the plug, subtly shifting as she rocked and shudder, continually rubbing at her anal tunnel walls and the hidden nerves behind them. Hanna thrust again, making Amber buck and shudder, her pussy dripping cum onto her sister who was getting just a good a view of her daughter fucking her aunt as Amber was getting of her own daughter fucking her aunt. Her sister's cunt was soaked as well, cum dribbling from the crack with every drive, the lips and flesh around them soaked and gleaming.
It looked so enticing Amber couldn't help but lower her face to start licking, her tongue pressing over the clitoris and at the folds at the top of her sister's pussy. The dildo skimmed through her hair and across her tongue as her daughter continued to relentlessly pound her aunt's fuckhole. Amber could feel her sister bucking and rocking with the fucking she was getting her moans and groans loud and impassioned.
"I can't believe we're fucking each other's Mom," said Hanna behind them.
"Enjoying it?" asked Ellie.
"Oh, yes, more than anything, you're Mom is so fuckable."
"Yours is as well, my Mom's even eating her pussy at the same time she's so hot."
The two girls continued thrusting away as they talked, the two Milfs continually shaking as their cunts were filled, the plugs in their asses vibrating away, gradually stretching them for what was to come. Amber felt herself cumming and she closed her eyes to contain it, panting into her sister's cunt as the pleasure ripped through her like a knife tearing down a shower curtain. "Aaarrgghh," she screamed, her cries only partly silenced by the pussy she was eating, "Yessss, aaaarggghhh." Her head felt like it was exploding, her heart pounding, her pussy and ass flaming. She screamed some more, shaking and shuddering as if she was a plastic windmill caught in a powerful gust, "Aaarrrghhh yesssss."
There was no stopping from Hanna, the twenty year old continuing to plunge in and out, her dildo going in as far as it was able. In front of her Ellie was still thrusting deep, slamming the cock into her aunt, making Jade gasp and shudder, her hands still grasping her sister's butt and her mouth open to receive the drips of juice that were regularly raining from Amber's well fucked twat. Amber lowered her mouth again and began to lick, her tongue competing with her daughter's strap-on cock to pleasure Jade, and even if first place probably went to thick strap-on the real winner was Jade, who followed her sister in screaming and shrieking, as the orgasm hit her, shaking and shuddering so much that, to Amber, it was like sitting on an earthquake.
For a moment, Ellie paused, wiping the sweat from her brow and brushing her hair back where a strand has fallen across her eye. Taking the lead from her cousin Hanna halted as well, pulling the dripping dildo from her aunt's pussy. Amber used the opportunity to run her tongue all the way into her sister's juicy cunt, lapping up the juice like a cat with cream.
"I think it's time to swap holes, don't you?" grinned Ellie.
Amber nodded eagerly as her sister squeaked out "Yes."
There was a pop from behind and Amber's ass felt suddenly open as Hanna pulled out the toy. It wasn't empty for long as her niece grasped her strap-on in one hand and guided the thick pole to the open hole. Her daughter was lifting up Jade onto her knees again and withdrawing the plug, she dangled it by its ring for a second before dropping it on the bed. Even as her niece's large dildo was pushing at her own anal chute, Amber was watching as her daughter's equally big one penetrated her sister's back door. She could feel Jade shuddering beneath her, stretching and straining as she pushed herself down across the bed to accommodate the huge rod. Her body rubbed against Amber's, her hands still clasping her sister's buttocks and, by accident or design, pulling them apart to assist Hanna's entry. Amber felt her own body tightening as the dick pushed in, the Milf moaning in excited anticipation as it went deeper. Her back arched and bent and she eased back, feeling her niece pressing the strap-on into her, making the hole gape wider, her walls expanding as it pushed at them.
"MMmnnn, fill my ass," she moaned, "I want that big strap-on to totally fill me."
In front of her Ellie was starting to work up a rhythm, driving the dildo deeper and deeper into her aunt's butt. The juice was dribbling out of the cunt, inches away from Amber's face and she lowered her face down to lick and lap at it, transferring the pounding she was getting from Hanna to her Mom. Jade seemed to enjoy the tongue being added to the cock, moaning and gasping as she shivered, her fingers squeezing up at Amber's ass and gripping her tightly. Amber continued to lick, her tongue digging deep into her sister, it might have been her imagination but the juice seemed fresher and tastier, as if the anal banging was giving the cum an additional flavour.
"I can't believe we're banging our aunts, each other's Mom's," Hanna said. She was almost all the way in now, just a few more thrusts and she be thigh to ass with the Milf, the dick unable to go any deeper. Amber clawed the bedding and slammed herself back, willing that perfect moment when she was fully filled to come.
"Yeah, your Mom has such a great butt, I bet you enjoy fucking it," Ellie said back.
"I do, but I'm not going to lie, seeing you bang it is a major turn on; is that weird?"
"No weirder than fucking your Mom in the first place," Ellie grinned, "and if that's weird, I'm more than happy to be a weirdo pervert."
"And me," giggled Hanna, "OOOhhh, that felt good, that really rubbed against my clit."
She started pounder harder and faster, making sure that the dildo drove hard at her bud, whilst it speared Amber's behind; the Milf reckoned she might have the best of the deal as the waves of pleasure came thick and fast, like a stormy sea raging against a concrete quay. Her body jerked and shuddered and it was hard to keep licking her sister with any degree of accuracy. She lifted her head and moaned, "Fuck yes, harder, give it me."
Hanna grasped her waist and slammed in, driving the cock so hard it was a wonder it didn't appear out her throat at the other end. Amber gasped again, shuddering in pleasure -- if her niece regularly fucked her Mom this good, Jade must be a happy woman, she thought. "Yesss, yesss, ooohhh fuck, yesssss!" she gasped and shrieked.
Suddenly her daughter was pulling the cock from her Jade's butt and guiding it in front of Amber. The Milf didn't need any invitation or instruction, immediately opening wide and going down on it. Behind her Hanna slammed, driving Amber further down her daughter's dick. There was a bitterness to the toy, a counterpoint to the savoury flavours of her earlier pussy licking. But it was a taste that Amber had eaten before, she was no stranger to ass to mouth, as long as it wasn't smeared it did no harm and there was something delightfully depraved and taboo about sucking a cock that had been in her sister's most intimate hole just moments before. She sucked the cock enthusiastically, re-lubricating it for her sister's ass.
"Fuck me, please fuck me" Jade called out, desperate for the dick to be returned to her ass. Ellie pulled it out of her Mom's mouth and returned it to its original hole, fucking hard at her aunt. "Ooohhh, yessss, ooohhh," Jade groaned, "That's so good, oooohhh."
Suddenly she was silenced seconds after there was a popping sound and the dick was pulled out of her own ass, leaving it cold and bereft. There were gulping and sucking noises from below as Jade swallowed the dick, having as little fear of ass to mouth as her younger sister. Amber wiggled her ass at Hanna inviting her to return as soon as she could, but in the meantime she dipped again and licked lustfully at the pussy below her, her daughter's strap-on pounding into the other hole inches away. It seemed ages but was probably only a minute before she felt the welcome thrust of the toy re-entering her from behind and she lifted her head to gasp her gratitude, "Ram me, gape my asshole wide, ruin it Hanna, give me that big, thick cock so hard."
Hanna did so.
For the next while the two daughters continued to fuck their aunts' asses, alternating with their Moms' mouths. The two Milfs rocked and shuddered, squealing and squeaking in ecstasy whenever their mouths were empty and their butts were full. Sweat ran down the bodies of all four in rivulets, their hair matted and wet, strands falling across faces and foreheads only to be brushed away. It wasn't only perspiration which was staining them and soaking the covers, as the two Milfs came again and again, their cunts soaking, as they orgasmed loudly and often.
Eventually the two young women began to tire, unsurprisingly given how energetically they'd been fucking their Moms and their pants began to get louder. There was a final pop as they pulled out the dicks one last time and presented them to their Mom's to clean, which Amber and Jade did eagerly, gulping down the strap-ons of their daughters as far as they could manage. Ellie pulled hers out after a few moments and collapsed back against the headboard exhausted and sated, her cousin joined her a few moments later.
"That was some orgy," said Ellie.
"We've got to do it again," agreed Hanna.
Amber smiled up at them, still in position over her sister's slit. It still looked good enough to eat. "Well there's no hurry for you and your Mom to find a new house, you can both stay here as long as you like."
She had a feeling she and Ellie might have visitors for a while yet...
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I'm in the mood for dancing, romancing
Ooh I'm giving it all tonight
I'm in the mood for chancing
I feel like dancing
Ooh so come on and hold me tight
I'm in the Mood for Dancing -- the Nolans
*
I wonder how many men have banged their daughter after the senior year Dad-Daughter dance? My own guess is that whilst it's probably way less than one-hundred it's not zero, at least not now I've fucked mine.
*
"You look pretty," I said to my eighteen year old daughter, Alice, as she descended the stairs wearing the dress I'd paid several hundred dollars for. I was, if anything, understating it as she looked radiant, the dress silvery blue with a shine to it which made my daughter's skin look even more flawless than normal. The straps over her shoulder were part hidden by her long black hair in a two tightly knotted pig-tail which swept down over them, swinging as she walked and drawing my eyes to her cleavage, the side of her pert breasts exposed but the more interesting bits concealed. It swept down, clinging to her smooth stomach and shapely hips down below her knees to just above her ankles and the matching high-heels.
She reached the final step and then onto the floor, slowly twirling round so that I could see all the dress, including the way it slid down her back, the V cut ending just inches above her waist. I didn't change my mind, imprinting the vision in my memory as she finished her twist to end up facing me again. I was sure I wasn't the only divorced Dad, seeing his daughter every other weekend since she was three, who had a sneaky jack-off as she hit the full flower of her loveliness in her senior year; and if I was, I didn't feel guilty about it, what no-one knew hurt no-one.
She stopped her twirl, "Do you think I'm pretty?" she smiled and before she I could confirm it she added, "You're biased." She was still smiling so even though I was she didn't seem to mind.
"Guilty as charged," I agreed with a grin.
"You're looking very handsome," she replied, taking a few steps forward to bridge the gap that separated us, before reaching up and adjusting my tie, or at least pretending to as I'd checked it was perfectly straight in the mirror before she came down.
"This old thing?" I replied, leaving it hanging whether I referring to myself or the suit. In neither case was it true; even if the suit hadn't cost quiet as much as the dress it was still new, though at least I'd get more wear of it than the dress, which would be worn twice -- tonight and for Prom in two weeks time. And as for myself, I may have been nearing fifty, but I was still fit and toned and if my hair had streaks of silver in its light brown it was still all my own and more than covered my scalp.
"I'm going to have to keep an eye on you," she countered, "Otherwise they'll be a hot cheerleader making off with you."
I gave her a hurt expression and covered my heart with my hand as if I'd be mortally injured by a mis-shot Cupid's arrow, "I'm all yours tonight, no-one can rival my date for her beauty and brains."
She laughed, "So it's not just my body you're interested in."
This was getting a little beyond normal Dad-daughter joshing, but I went with it, "Not just your body..."
She cackled wickedly, a broad smile across her face, "You're such a bad Dad, but I shall keep you to that promise..."
"I'm not sure I promised anything, if a hot cheerleader approaches me it'll be you fighting them off with a stick not me," I replied.
"Challenged accepted," she said, "The only hot teen you'll be allowed near tonight is moi." She pointed to herself to reinforce her point. "I'll be all the date you need."
Given since I'd divorced her Mom I had been on plenty of dates who sucked and/or fucked on the first night, I didn't think she would be, but I decided that we'd already gone far enough beyond the bounds of normal decorum and didn't say anything. Anyway despite the fake repartee it was obviously not a real date, but a school tradition where the fortnight before prom all the senior girls got together with their fathers to show off their prom dresses and do bad dad-dances whilst drinking nothing more powerful than fruit punch. It was good wholesome fun and whilst I had banged a couple of college girls in my time, picking up seniors was probably now beyond me, even if they hadn't all been chaperoned by overly protective Dads.
Instead I offered her my arm, "Your carriage awaits, my lady."
"Thank you kind sir," she answered and we walked arm in arm to my car parked in the drive outside.
I lived a couple of towns over from Alice's and her Mom (and current step-Dad, number three, though strictly speaking number two had never married her Mom even if they co-habited for five years) and the school was just under an hour's drive from my house. It was an easy drive and Alice and I talked as I sped down the highways, about college and jobs and whether she could afford a car with her work in a burger bar over the summer and what she thought about leaving school and home and travel and all the other things divorced Dads catch up with their daughters about. Every now and then I'd briefly turn from the road to ask a question or reply to one of hers and each time I'd catch just a tiny hint of side-boob, as if she was teasing me with her pert pair, though my rational brain knew she wasn't, even if my animal side was storing up a jerk-off fantasy for later.
I'd timed the journey just right and we pulled into the school's lot as the doors were opening. I quickly got out and sped round to open the door for my daughter, taking her hand to help her as she emerged, like a young gallant taking his lady love to the ball. She smiled and thanked me, hooking her arm into mine as I escorted her towards the entrance. A small queue had formed, middle aged Dads with their daughters. I'm not boasting when I say I'd less middle aged spread and more hair than most, I am boasting when I say none of the daughters were anywhere near holding a candle for Alice.
We got quickly to the desk where a teacher was checking our names off against a list. "Tom and Alice Darina," I announced and was quickly nodded through.
There were signs along the corridor to the dance hall, but they weren't needed I could hear the sound of the band already playing and everyone else was already going that way. Alice tugged my arm excitedly, "Come on Dad, I can't wait to introduce me to your friends."
I nodded and allowed myself to be led, arm in arm, into the gym hall. Someone had gone to a lot of trouble decorating it, around the area marked as the dance floor pink and blue helium balloons bounced and swayed everywhere held downwards by ribbons tied to what looked like small plastic weights and silver streamers hanging down from every piece of equipment stacked against the walls. Around the outside were the tables, each one with a pristine white table cloth and another series of balloons attached to the centrepiece, a jar, a wine bottle, a model car - each one different. The band was already on stage playing tunes from the nineties which I recognised and more modern ones that I didn't.
The tables weren't formally booked but Alice knew which one her and her friends had chosen and she led me across the room to it. There were a couple of teens and their Dad's already sitting there, a redhead called Drew and Tony, and a brunette who could have passed for a twenty something graduate called Holly together with Mike. I had to admit the girls were both lookers, even if they hadn't been dolled up and glamorous for the evening they'd have turned heads, but at the same time neither could compare to Alice in the beauty stakes. Introductions were quickly made together with a small amount of small talk between us Dad and together with complimentary, if chaste, comments to each of the girls about how wonderful they were looking. A waiter came over with some non-alcoholic fruit punches and another followed shortly afterwards with some hors d'oeuvres, it was all very pleasant if not overly thrilling, though the way the girls chattered excitedly amongst themselves I guessed opinion was divided and as it was Alice's view that mattered I was content to count the evening as a success.
So far the music had been rock or disco beats, and whilst there were certainly Dads up their dancing with their daughters, it wasn't for me (though it some of it was perfect for the car radio on a long drive and more than one I tapped my foot too, remembering it playing out my boombox in my teenage years to drown the gasps of my girlfriends from parents downstairs). However, the singer tapped the mike and announced, "Here's a slow one for those Dads who haven't yet taken their daughter on the dance floor."
"Can we?" Alice grinned at me excitedly. I saw her friends were making equal moves on their Dads and I certainly didn't want me and Alice to be left the odd-ones sitting at the table alone.
I stood up and offered her my hand, "Will you do me the honour of this dance?" I asked formally.
Alice giggled and stood, taking my proffered hand, "Gladly," she said as we stepped out together onto the floor.
For a moment we split apart, facing each other, before I moved a hand to her waist and the other to hold hers, as Alice's free hand moved to my upper arm. She gave it a squeeze, "Very firm," she smiled.
"I work out," I replied as we began to move in time to the slow tune.
Whilst I'm a long way from Ballroom Champion status I've always been a good dancer, and Alice must have got her moves from me rather than her Mom (who had been adequate at best); quickly we got into a rhythm with each other, our feet stepping across the floor in unison and our bodies swinging together. I could tell Alice was enjoying it as she was grinning broadly, looking up at me, our eyes connecting. I became more ambitious, taking quicker and more complicated steps, making Alice follow me. She did, eagerly and energetically, every move I made being met with grace and style. Even when I leaned her over backwards, my hand moving from her waist to back, she kept smiling and eye contact, one foot balanced on the ground, whilst the other stuck out, pointing. Up we went and I found myself moving closer. The first slow tune had finished and another was playing, even slower, more romantic. I moved closer into her, half-forgetting she was my daughter.
She let go off my hand, slipping both of hers round the back of my neck. I moved my spare hand so it was near its partner, the two of them placed on her lower back. If I went inches higher I'd be moving from the material to touch bare skin where her dress opened at the rear, lower and I'd be cupping her ass.
We continued to sway together, close and in time. All around us other Dads and daughters danced with varying degrees of skill, energy and enthusiasm, but I only had eyes for her, if she was continually looking up at me, I was also continually looking down at her. I had always known she was pretty, but she looked even more beautiful tonight and I had to remind myself that she was my daughter or else her attractive mouth would have overwhelmed me and I'd have been in for a kiss.
It might have been because I was concentrating so hard on not moving my mouth down towards her that it took me a few moments to notice that my hands had slid lower and were now cupping her ass. For a moment I could feel the panic rising, but there was nothing on her expression to show Alice minded, if anything her beam was broader and her eyes bored even deeper into mine; glancing quickly around I saw that no-one was paying any attention to us, as they were too engrossed in their own dancing. I briefly contemplated keeping my hands in place, but quickly decided that whilst a couple of moments could be brushed off a mistake, it would soon seem deliberate. I moved them back up. Something close to pout briefly crossed Alice's face, a blink and miss it moment. Had she minded my hands being on her butt? Had she even been enjoying it? I wasn't sure, but I didn't want to risk finding out and for the rest of the dance I concentrated on keeping my hands in position as much as I did not leaning forward.
The song finished and I used the pause as my excuse, dropping my hands back to my side, "Let's get a drink."
"Sure thing Dad," Alice grinned, "We've got to keep our hydration levels up for our next dance."
She hooked her arm through mine again and I didn't pull away.
I had hoped a couple of fruit punches would have dampened my increasing ardour, but seeing her sitting next to me in her prom dress, which didn't quiet hide the sides of pert titties, didn't seem to do the trick. Even if I kept the conversation light and bantering I couldn't help remembering the roundness of her butt under my hands and her light brown eyes as she stared into mine. So when she drained the last of her punch and suggested we join the dance floor again I should have said no, but didn't.
I was careful to place my hands firmly on her waist, high enough so no finger could creep accidentally onto her ass, low enough that, equally, there'd be no inadvertent touches of her teenage tits. We started to dance, my hands glued to her sides, even if I was still looking down at her beautiful face, my eyes linked to hers. It went well for a few minutes, as we swayed gracefully to the music and then I noticed her hands were moving from my waist to my ass, they weren't gripping it or anything, but she was definitely resting them there and smiling as she looked up, as if she was daring me for a reaction. I thought for a few moments, wondering what I should do, grabbing her wrists and firmly moving them or breaking off for another drink and pretending I hadn't noticed.
And all the time my hands were moving surreptitiously, without any conscious thought, until I realised that she wasn't the only one resting them on the other's behind. As soon as I realised, I stretched my fingers out so only my palm was resting on her round rear, terrified I'd accidentally squeeze the rump and even more terrified she'd react by squeezing mine in public. I broke our gaze, looking wildly around the floor, imagining everyone was looking at us. They weren't, not even one person was looking at my hands, they were too much involved in their own daughter's.
I relaxed a little, it was innocent after all, I told myself, just a convenient place for us to both rest our hands as the band played a romantic slow dance, more suited to courting couples than Dads and daughters. I turned back towards my daughter, she was no longer dancing and looking up at me, but nestled against my shoulder and gently swaying against me. I could feel the softness of her pert breasts against my chest, rubbing gently at me as we moved and smell her perfume, a more sensual scent than I was sure it had been earlier. Goddamnit, I mentally swore to myself, as my prick began to harden. Generally, having a ten inch python isn't a bad thing if you're a guy, few women leave feeling anything short of satisfied. However, if it decides to get hard when you're crushed against someone it's pretty much impossible to hide; and in the same way her tits were rubbing at me my large dick was rubbing at hers.
I waited for a reaction. There was none, apart from perhaps, a slight squeeze by her on my ass, but so light I could have been mistaken.
What could I do but carry on dancing, pretending to myself I hadn't a hard-on and wasn't holding my teenage daughter's ass, whilst knowing I'd be masturbating hard tonight.
The music seemed to go on forever, my cock remaining stiff all the time. I tried to think of other things, non-sexual, like my company accounts or the flowers I was planning to plant next weekend. Nothing worked, not when I could smell the alluring scent of Alice's perfume and feel the shape of her pert little breasts against my chest. What was worse was that I was enjoying it, despite being so wrong. Even as I was imaging what colour I'd paint the kitchen an image of my daughter, naked and riding my cock, would intrude, so that I'd be thinking what would match with the floor tiles and Alice would be there, spreading her pink pussy and licking her red lips, blowing my colour scheme off.
I wasn't sure whether I was pleased that the song ended and I could break from her, or disappointed that it couldn't go on longer, so I could carry on swaying against her. I did the proper thing and split apart from her, heading to the table for a drink. A glance at the clock gave me an excuse, there was still an hour to go, but we had much further to drive than the others. I drained my juice quickly and turned to Alice and her friends, "We better be making a move, darling, it'll take us an hour to get home."
She gave a sexy little pout, "Just one more dance Dad."
Even as she was speaking a new song was coming on, a slow, sensual tune beloved on brides for their first dance. I knew if she took me on the dance floor we'd be dancing close, body to body, hands down to low, her bosom at my chest, her scent in my nostrils. But I couldn't resist as she grasped me and pulled me towards the floor. Silently cursing the DJ and his choices I followed, managing to say, "This one and then we go."
I was right about our closeness, she clung to me like a limpet resting her head on my shoulder as her arms enveloped me and my own hands slid to her butt, to hold it gently. I was wrong about the number of dances, as one slow and romantic song was followed by a second and then a third. It was only because the fourth was a bit faster I managed to break free, my cock so hard that it threatened to tear out of my pants. I was sweating by the time we finished, my entire body burning with lust for my daughter. I could hardly wait to get home and into bed, she wouldn't know as she lay across the hall that I'd be jacking myself furiously whilst imagining her soaking pussy sliding up and down my dick as she rode me like she was the Devil.
We swiftly said our goodbyes, me half terrified another slow song would start and she'd make an excuse I couldn't resist to drag me onto the floor again. I said something about it being a hot night and as soon as I entered the car used that as an excuse to turn up the air conditioning. Goose bumps appeared on her naked skin, but that was the least of my worries, wanting to fuck your daughter is much more bad parenting than leaving her cold. She didn't complain however, and the cool air at least brought some semblance of sanity back to me and after a few moments of talking about how enjoyable the dance had been I was able to steer her onto the college plans of her friends.
Our conversation on the way back was casual and chatty, and together with the chill in the air I began to relax. It wasn't like I'd forgotten our dances, but as I pulled into my drive, they weren't at the front of my mind either.
I switched off the ignition.
"I enjoyed our date," my daughter said.
"Me too," I said turning towards her.
"You're such a good dancer," she said. She was starting to lean towards me.
"You as well," I replied. I was going in as well as if a magnet was dragging me.
"So skilled and supple," she said, her lips remaining ajar after she spoke.
I didn't answer as my mouth was on hers, kissing her hard and passionately as she kissed me back. Part of me was screaming inwardly to stop, it was a small part though as the majority of me was enjoying the press of her lips on mine and entwining of her tongue as she probed and explored. A small break for a gasp of air, a brief look between us, smiles playing across our faces as our eyes connected and we were back again, our mouths moving furiously against each other as we made out.
I reached up and found her tits, squeezing them under the material of her prom dress. She was never going to be a big breasted girl, but they were firm and round and a perfect handful. Her tongue darted playfully and quickly as I squished her bosoms harder, my fingers pressing into the flesh. She made no move to stop me and her kisses seemed to be an encouragement, so I carried on kneading them, the round, firm flesh so malleable under my touch.



Suddenly I felt her fingers at my crotch. We'd gone too far with kissing, so I definitely should have stopped her as Alice began to undo my zip. I didn't, nor did I as she unbuttoned the top button and or as she reached in and pulled out my erect cock. Her fingers gently skimmed up and down, as she broke her kiss and looked down, admiring its length, the dick illuminated by the dashboard lights.
"It's so big," she cooed.
"Yes," I replied, unable to think of anything more profound as she continued to slide her hand up and down it gently.
"Can I?" she asked.
I wasn't sure what she was exactly asking, but I knew it was going to be good, and also very bad. "Yes," I said without worrying about the consequences.
She lowered her head and her tongue began to lick round my glands, slowly and steadily, but still sensually and seductive, an early build-up for a treat yet to come. I let out a hum of anticipation, one hand stroking through her thick dark hair as I gripped the door handle with the other, as if I was about to push it open and escape. But I had no such plans, my daughter's tongue felt so good, lithe and flexible, wet and warm, slowly gliding up and down and around my erect prick. Sliding over the exposed head and then down again, drawing a line of saliva down the cock until she got to my balls and then sliding round them for a moment, before retracing her tongue upwards.
This time her mouth opened. I couldn't help but let out a gasp of appreciation as her hot mouth slid down my hard cock, her lips rubbing along it like a wrapped up elastic band going down a finger. She only went down a few inches before she came back up again, her mouth coming off my dick with a pop and her tongue licking at the head again, teasing and tickling the sensitive skin around the my cock slit.
"Fuck," I groaned as after a few seconds foreplay she dipped down again, her mouth slowly taking my dick.
She went further this time, slurping loudly as she took me in. I didn't encourage her, but neither was I grabbing her hair and pulling her up. I breathed out and relaxed as she lifted her head, feeling her tongue swirling round my cock tip as she removed her mouth. Seconds later she was going back down again and I groaned, pushing myself back against the car's headrest. Her teenage tongue was massaging my cock as she went down, easing against it as she swallowed. Deeper and deeper she went, not quiet down to my balls, but certainly further than a blow-job virgin would have felt comfortable with. I didn't complain, it felt too good.
This time instead of popping off my cock, as she got to the top, she paused and went down again, quicker than before. I groaned and grunted, shivering in excitement as she returned and then swiftly down. It didn't take her long to get into a rhythm, never going deeper, but certainly go quicker and harder, her eager mouth swallowing me as her tongue scraped along my gland. I stroked the back of her head, my fingers sliding over her hair as her ponytails bounced and dangled over my thigh.
It was hard to believe I was getting a blowjob off my teenage daughter, never mind such a good one, that a woman twice her age would have been pleased to give. We'd never really talked about her sex life, like most Dads I was probably too scared to ask for what I might find out, but it was hard to believe she could be so skilled if I was the first guy she'd gone down on in a car. I found myself jealous of the footballers she'd sucked before, but also oddly pleased that she had practiced and that I was the recipient of their experimental sucking offs. Sure, it was taboo and wrong, but she was so hot and perfect, and few middle aged men, even as fit as I remained, could pull such a sexy teenager.
"Mmnnn," she slurped hungrily, her head bobbing up and down faster.
"My God," I groaned in ecstatic reply.
Even as Alice's mouth eagerly slipped down my brain was trying to process that I was getting a blowjob from my daughter. Sure, I'd jacked off thinking about her, but I bet plenty of Dads, especially single ones had; and okay, the dance had been handsy, but there a difference between being too close for decorum and slipping your mouth down your Daddy's dick. But whilst it was obviously wrong and way beyond what we should be doing, I was also clear that it was her wanting it, though I couldn't deny it was also me; she was just too damn good at blowjobs.
Her hand was gripping my prick, working it up and down into her mouth, as she enthusiastically took it in. Down she went and up, bobbing away like she was a rubber duck in a bath. I pressed down a little, not too much, just enough to show her how much I was appreciating her skills and wanted more. She went faster and perhaps an inch deeper, gargling and gurgling as swallowed me as deep as she could. I gave another groan, my body tense with excitement. All I could think was it good my driveway was secluded from my neighbours and there was no chance that they could peek out and see what was going on... Alice was going down so hard and eagerly I was sure the car was rocking like it's suspension had gone.
Suddenly her head popped up. I looked down, she was smiling up at me, her skin looking silvery with the dim light of radio casting over it, a small trail of saliva trickling from between her lips to show the enthusiasm with which she had been going. "I want your cock in me..." she said.
My brain took a second to catch up, "You want me inside you?" Her words hit me, "You want to fuck?"
"Yes," she was sitting up and reaching under her dress, pulling down her panties. The car wasn't small, but she still needed to rest her feet on my legs and then lift them up, the panties following. She dropped them on the floor, and I made a mental note to make sure I picked them up. "I want you to fuck me with that big cock."
"Where? Here?" I asked.
"Yes, I need it now," she was licking her lips and panting with passion.
My dick was so hard it was almost hurting and I nodded, "Yes," I said my sexual desire so strong that any sense I had was pushed aside.
Even as I was speaking she was moving to straddle me, kneeling either side of me on the seat, one hand lifting up her dress and the other grasping my hard cock. She squeezed it in her hand and lifted herself up. When she came down her pussy slid over my cock. She continued descending. There was no hymen, but I wasn't surprised, my daughter was no virgin, but a hot little sexy slut and I didn't care. I wanted to fuck her as much as she wanted to fuck me.
I reached round and grabbed her ass through the dress, squeezing it harder than I'd done when dancing, really enjoying it firmness and roundness for the first time without guilt. At the same time I began to thrust upwards, driving my dick into her cunt. She might not have been virgin, but she was still tight and the walls gripped hard at my large member as I rammed it upwards; luckily she was soaking or I'd have given myself friction burns so hard was I thrusting. Alice was reacting against me, her body moving against mine, grinding herself against my chest and pushing herself onto my prick. I looked at her face, even more beautiful than before, as she gently bit her lips in concentration and worked to get her rhythms in time with mine.
I squeezed her rear tighter, grasping it hard and using it as a lever as I slammed faster and harder into her juiced up hole. She gasped and shivered, her mouth opening in a silent pant, before she closed it with a smile, her two front teeth just visible as she dug them into her lower lip. Her eyes were connecting with mine, looking at me so deeply I could see my reflection, even in the near darkness. I went quicker and harder, giving her my full length and she kept up with me, eagerly matching my pace and then adding some of her own, so it was me who was rushing to keep up with her; not that I wasn't up to the challenge.
The seat trembled under my bouncing daughter and my upwards thrust, the car rocking as we went at it energetically. Her arms were wrapped round the back of my neck, hugging us closer. I slammed up, my whole length penetrating her cunt, my balls slapping at the inside of her thighs, as I drove upwards. With every thrust I could feel her shuddering in excitement, her expression one of delighted rapture. Even as we continued fucking she was opening her lips and leaning into me. I responded, meeting her mouth with mine and kissing her hard, feeling her tongue wrapping round my own and her lips widening as we tried to engulf each other. The kisses were hard and passionate, the type a man gives a woman, not a Dad his daughter, but I didn't care and from her eager responses, neither did Alice. I drove upwards, spearing her deeply and she broke the kiss, her head falling back to let out a low moan.
I went quicker, ramming my cock into her. She kept to my speed her, body bouncing on my cock like she was used to it. My fingers dug into her shapely rear, gripping her hard as my mouth went to the nape of her neck, kissing and sucking the bare flesh next to the dress, as her pigtails swung against me. She let go off me for a moment, her hands moving to the front of her dress and pulling it down so her pert tits sprang out over them, the pink nipples stiff and erect. "Suck these," she gasped.
I did as she wanted. My mouth opened to take one of them in my mouth. She wasn't a big titted girl, but they were firm and tight, perfect to latch my lips round and suckle, like I was the baby and she was the Mom. She continued to bounce on my dick, making the breast jiggle in my mouth and I squeezed it with my teeth to control it. Whether it was that or the feel of my large member in her cunt, she let out a loud gasp, "Yes."
It was obvious she was enjoying the fucking as much as I was, there might be regrets later but for anon we were just lost in our passion.
My hands clawed harder at her rump, squeezing underneath it so I was lifting her. She would push down against me and I'd relax, letting her plummet down, her tight cunt engulfing my cock to my balls.
She was gasping continuously now, every thrust eliciting an ecstatic cry or moan, her lips ajar and her eyes closed. Her wet cunt was dripping juice down my cock, lubricating it and allowing me to slam harder and drive in deep. Another thrust, another shudder, a sensual pant, her mouth opening and closing as she breathed in and out fast and deeply. I switched titties, my mouth sucking in the small breast and my teeth nibbling at the rock like nipple. "Ooohhh, yes, fuck," she grunted, "Give me your cock Dad, fuck me harder."
These are words you want to hear from your lover, if not your daughter, but I was too carried away to worry about the second one. If she wanted it harder I'd give it her, girding my loins to slam as hard and fast as I could so she was crying out in pleasure and the car was rocking like it was caught in an avalanche. Her fingers stabbed into my back as she clung on, but she didn't slow, matching my increased speed with her own, throwing herself up and down my prick so fast that I had to stock trying to suckle her bosoms and lean back against the headrest, relaxing my neck so I could concentrate on using my hips and thighs to slam hard into her warm and wet fuckhole.
"Oh my God, Dad, don't stop, fuck your little slut, I want that big dick deep in me," she cried.
"Yes, baby, yes," I agreed, giving it her my all.
She shuddered and gasped, her back arching so much that she was pressing against the steering wheel, her pigtails swinging across the dashboard, the dull light making them seem like tarnished silver. Her small tits jiggled and bounced, popping up and down over the top of the dress. I grunted and slammed, hammering her wet hole as hard as humanly possible, my entire being given over to my lust.
She gasped again, her hands gripping hard at my back, "Yesss, yesss, fuck, yesss."
I could feel her shudder as she came, her face twisting and contorting in pleasure, as the orgasms ripped through her. "Aaarrghhh, yessss, Dad, yessss, keep it up, you're making me cum!"
I wasn't too far myself, which presented me with the dilemma off where to shoot my load. Luckily Alice seemed to read my mind, "I'm on the pill," she gasped, "Cum in me."
"Yes," I grunted in reply, driving my cock as hard as I could. I could feel a tenseness in my upper thighs as the orgasm approached and I gripped Alice's butt tighter as I readied to cum in my daughter's cunt.
A few more strokes and I was in heaven, my cock pumping out my seed. Alice gasped and shuddered as I came in her, stretching up and grunting at the car roof, before relaxing down on my cock as I started to subside. I collapsed back on the seat, letting go off her ass as I did so. She fell forward, leaning her head on my shoulder as the cum slid down her pussy and out over her lips and back onto me. It hit me then, that I had just fucked and cum in my teenage daughter. It had been a fantasy I'd had, but that was all it was supposed to be, a taboo imaging I jacked off to and felt slightly guilty about. But this was real, there was no going back or pretending it hadn't happened. I lay back against the seat, wondering what I could do or say now as my daughter slipped her pantyless pussy off my limp dick.
She pulled her dress back over her naked breasts and slid over onto the passenger seat. I waited for her to say something, wondering how I could apologise.
"Mmmn, Dad, my pussy is aching after that," she said with a grin.
"What?" it didn't sound like she was filled with horrified shame about what we had just done.
"That was the best fucking I've had, you're so big," she repeated.
"You're okay?" I asked in surprise.
"I'm aching as your dick was so big and you rammed me so hard" she replied, "but it was worth it."
"We just had sex, you're my daughter."
"I know, but don't say you didn't enjoy it," she beamed in the light of the dashboard and before I could reply, reached over and stroked my flaccid cock, still damp with our juices. Damn it, I thought, it was easily stirred, I was still virile when a teenage hand started holding and rolling it. She giggled, "Your dick seems to have liked it." She moved her face nearer.
Fuck, my daughter was playing me like a fiddle and I wanted her, "Yes, it was the best fucking I've had for a long time as well." I wasn't lying, she'd been as good as any girlfriend I'd had in the last dozen years at least. My cock was hardening again.
She leaned in closer, her voice near my ear so that she only had to speak in a murmur for me to hear her, not that it mattered as no-one was listening in. "I want you to fuck me again."
"Yes, inside, there's more space than the car," I agreed, my sexual desires again bulling away my moral instincts.
Her mouth got even closer, so I could feel her breath inside my ear, "This time, I want you to fuck me in my ass."
Was I surprised? Perhaps, but only a little. One of the things that attracted me to her Mom was that she had allowed me to bang her butt on our first date and Alice had just ridden me like she was a jockey in a steeplechase; so her wanting to be taken anally wasn't that much of a surprise, you know what they say about apples not falling far from the tree. Anyway, my cock was rapidly hardening and whilst she might be my daughter, she was also a hot piece of teenage sex on legs and I imagined her tushie would be delightfully tight and a wonder to fuck. "Yes, I'll fuck that hot little ass of yours."
We got out of the car and were in the house so quick that I was half-way up the stairs before I remember I'd forgotten to lock it. I gave a mental shrug, it was hardly likely someone would come up the drive tonight and steal it, and I'd take the risk rather than even delay thirty seconds from being balls-deep in my daughter's ass.
We entered my room and Alice turned towards me, almost literally falling into my arms. "I want you Dad, I want your huge prick in my tight little ass."
"I want it as well," I said, driven by desire, "I'm going to fuck it so hard it'll be gaped for a week."
I could see the lust in her eyes and we moved into kiss, our lips pressing hard as they opened and closed in unison whilst our tongues tickled and teased and probed and prodded, each seeking to enter the other's mouths. I kicked off my shoes and reached for the bow behind her dress, finding it and unclipping it, pulling the dress down over her now naked tits and to her waist. She was kissing me eagerly as she pulled off my tie and undid my pants, as I shrugged off my jacket. I reached for the dress again, pulling it over her hips and then letting it fall so she was nude apart from her high heels. She was pushing down my pants and boxers in one movement, my cock, hard once again, pressing at her. I stepped out of them as she undid my shirt and as the last button unpopped I momentarily let go off her to finish taking it off.
If I could, with a bit of reworking of history and misuse of English, say that the first time we'd fucked was by accident, there was no doubt that this time was deliberate. I wanted her so much my cock was aching, as I kissed her passionately, my hands kneading and groping at her buttocks, pulling the cheeks apart and rubbing a finger over the sphincter, leaving no doubt of my intentions. Not that Alice was a passive participant, now I was naked her hand was on my cock gently stroking it and teasing my balls with a finger, as her tongue slipped round mine in a passionate embrace.
"I've got some lube," I said breaking the kiss.
"I have a better idea," said my sexy daughter as she dropped to her knees.
I'd probably being too shocked to really appreciate Alice's oral skills when she'd blown me in the car, but now I'd accepted I was going to bang her again I could really enjoy them without worry. She was in no hurry to start the main event, instead letting her tongue tease and tantalise me, offering a promise of more delights to come. She glided up and down my prick, licking at the sensitive head before slowing and seductively slipping towards my balls and taking them in her mouth to suck, before returning her tongue to my dick. I gave a grunt of appreciation as I looked down at her, she was underneath my erect prick, licking the underside, her eyes meeting mine as I grinned widely. God, this girl knew what to do.
She carried on licking until I don't think there was even half an inch of skin untouched by her lithe tongue. Only when she was satisfied did she open her mouth again and move down my cock, swallowing the ten-inch pole. She bobbed eagerly, taking more of it down and unlike in the car, not stopping as she reached a mouthful. I gave another grunt as her eyes swung up to look me in the face, nodding to show how happy I was with her efforts, expecting her to pull back. Instead she kept on going, I could see her eyes water and feel her gagging and choking,. I paused wondering whether to help her or if it'd be seen as too forceful, but she seemed determined to take it deeper. I placed my hand on the back of her head, ready to take it off if she made any move to resist. She didn't, so I gently pushed, encouraging her deeper. She slurped and gulped loudly, but went deeper, taking my dick into her throat. She choked and I relaxed my hold, allowing her to fall back and snort in some air, but barely had she done that than she was going forward again. I helped her, feeling her vibrate and shudder as she gagged, little tears streaming from her eyes. I'm not sure I could feel prouder, of her determination, grit, never say die attitude, she wasn't going to let the length of me beat her, she'd decided she was going to suck it all and by God, that was what she was going to do.
I began to jerk my hips, pushing my cock forward to meet her throat. She struggled, pulling back for a second, before attacking it with renewed vigour. My thumb stroked her hair, as my palm pressed on her skull. Together, we were winning, my large member gradually vanishing between her lips, a little more each time she bobbed forward. Until victory, I could feel her lips against my balls, pressing hard at them as she took me all. I let go off her head and for a moment, she remained in situ, her blurring eyes looking up at me.



"Wuuurhhh," she made a sound half way between a gasp for air and grunt of pleasure as she sprang back from my cock. It was as soaked with her saliva, as well oiled as we'd have managed with any lube, her spit literally dripping down from it in long strands. She smiled up at me, wiping away a line of it from her lips. "How was that?"
"Best ever," and I'm not sure that was a lie either, "I so want to fuck your ass right now."
"Mmmnn, yes," she purred as she stood up "Fuck it Daddy."
She twisted away from me and placed her hands on her rump, pulling apart the cheeks enticingly.
My prick couldn't have got harder than it already was, but if it had been able to do it would have done. I watched as she sashayed towards my bed, her hips moving deliberately from side to side, making her delectable ass swing like it was an invitation. She got on the bed, crawling forwards on her hands and knees until she was in the centre, before looking over her shoulder towards me. "Are you going to join me?"
I paused, looking at her, admiring her naked body (apart from the high heels she was still wearing) and anticipating what it was going to be like to be fucking her tightest hole. It was taboo, but neither of us cared. "Coming baby," I replied and followed her.
She wiggled her butt as I approached, leaning forward on her elbows her hands splayed in front of her, and lifting up that sexy tushie. I stood over it, lowering myself down on her haunches so I was over her and took hold off the cheeks. They were both firm and malleable, like play dough the flesh responding as my fingers dug in and pulled them apart. Her sphincter looked so tight and small, not like it was able to cope with my big cock and for a moment I considered telling her I should fuck her in the cunt again, rather than the butt. But she was the one who knew best what she could take and what she wanted; if that was me fucking her in the ass who was I to gainsay her. She might have sensed my brief pause as she said, "Stick it in me, I can take it, I want it big."
My doubts evaporated, if I was going to fuck my daughter for the second time I might as well bang her butthole. I grasped one of the cheeks harder, pulling it away from it's twin, whilst with the other I took hold off my cock and guided it to the waiting hole. I was surprised how easily her ring muscle contracted with my push, my cock heading pushing in with ease. However, any thoughts of how easy the entry had been were pushed to the back of my mind by the tightness of her tunnel and how it gripped my cock, squeezing it like it was in a warm vice. I gave a grunt of excitement as Alice groaned in equal pleasure, as I pressed forward.
Her walls seemed reluctant to give way and I needed to repeatedly shove and thrust to get the cock down, panting and grunting with the effort as Alice wiggled and wriggled in an attempt to help. Even if I was slowly able to penetrate her, the tunnel continued to grasp at my cock like it was hand trying to squeeze the life out of me. Not that I was complaining, the vice like pressure on my prick was electrifying me, making my muscles tense and pump. I gripped her waist, holding it tightly as I pressed down.
"Oooohh, Dad," Alice moaned, "Stick it all the way in, I want that cock."
I thrust harder, feeling the crush of her ass walls on my prick as it went a little deeper than before. I pulled back and drove forward again, hammering her ass like it was a nail. She gave another cry of appreciative delight and pushed her ass further up to help me in. I held her tightly and went in again, slamming as hard as I dared. Her ass was starting to open as it got used to the penile invader and from her groans she was liking it. I wondered if I was the first guy to ass fuck her, or whether my beautiful teen daughter was less innocent than I had assumed (though, now I thought about it, I'd no reason to think she was, just because a teenage girl doesn't talk about her sex partners with her divorced Dad doesn't mean she hasn't got any). Not that it mattered, I'm not a jealous type of guy and anyway I was the one with his cock half-way down her tushie, not some spotty eighteen year old with braces and bad taste in music.
"MMmnnn, give it me harder, ooohh yesss." moaned my daughter, "You've the biggest cock I've ever had in there," she added, answering my question. Still even if I wasn't the first, being the biggest is probably better and I was sure I was also the most experienced having been fucking girls in their ass since I was my daughter's age. I thrust forward again, powering into her anal passage. She gave another squeal, "That's right, all the way in."
I took a stronger grip and continued to pound and ram, gradually feeling my cock get deeper and deeper, until, almost without warning, I could feel my balls smacking at her cheeks. I paused momentarily, readjusting my position and letting her butt get used to my full length. Alice sighed in pleasure, her fingers tightly gripping my bedding, "Oh fuck, that's so good."
"It's going to feel better," I responded and began to hammer her again.
Her tunnel was loosening under my remorseless assault, the walls relaxing and retreating. It meant I could go faster and harder, driving my dick down and making the walls even slacker so I could thrust even more forcefully and quickly, a virtuous circle which from Alice's gasps and wails she was enjoying. After a few minutes I shifted position, standing over and drilling down is great for the initial entry, but it is tiring on the haunches and so I got down on my knees and moved into a more traditional doggy-style ass-fucking.
"Yesss, yesss," squealed my teenage daughter, "Slam my ass."
She slid a hand between her legs and rubbed at her clit as I butt-banged her, shaking in pleasure.
"Take it," I grunted at Alice, "Take Dad's big prick all the way."
"Yes, yes, I am doing," she shrieked back, "Fuck me, fuck my ass so hard."
I drove as hard and fast as I could, feeling the bed rock and bounce under us, the headboard continually striking at the wall, sounding like a machine gun giving burst after burst. Sweat was running down my forehead and chest as I pumped and panted, filling Alice's rear hole with my cock. Here I was, balls-deep in my daughter's butthole, fucking her as hard as I'd fucked anyone and having the time of my life. It was wrong but I didn't care and the best thing was that it was obvious neither did she. We both wanted it, we'd both given ourselves over to our lusts and didn't care; it was the most liberating fuck I've ever had.
After a while we shifted position again, Alice lying on her side as I spooned in behind her, my leg over her thigh and my arms wrapped around her, squeezing her tits as I drove even harder into her back door, leaving her squealing and shuddering, shrieking in pleasure as I slammed. I kissed the back of her neck as my hips worked their magic, my lips peppering her naked, sweaty skin with tiny pecks. She giggled and reached up to grab one of my hands, squeezing it tightly, "Oh God, Dad, this is heaven, I love you."
Normally I don't say the 'L' word the first time I butt bang a hot tushie, but this definitely felt like a time I should be making an exception, "I love you too sweetie, it's the best date I've been on."
"Ooooohhh," she moaned, "Give it me Dad, I love you, I love your dick."
There was no reply to that so I gave her what she wanted and slammed my cock harder into her ass, leaving her a shuddering, squealing mess and me not much better. The bedding below us was crumpled and soaked with her cum and our sweat, I'd have to change before I went to sleep. I wondered whether she'd stay or go. Should I ask or treat her like it was entirely her choice and not mention it? Whether she went back to her room or stayed in mine our relationship had changed, it couldn't go back to what it had been before and I didn't want it to.
"Aarrrgghh, aaaargghh," she screamed, "You're making me cum, aaarrghhh, yessss." Her body was shaking and shivering, her skin flushed red and warm to the touch as if her very blood was boiling.
I was close myself, and I could feel the pressure rising and no matter how much I would try to delay it the need to release would overcome my attempts. I didn't even try, but sped up for a finish. The end quickly came and so did I, my body suddenly awash with ecstatic pleasure as my cocked pumped my hot sperm into my daughter's ass. She gave a moan as she was filled with the white goo. I paused and relaxed, as spurt after spurt shot from me and into her, until, emptied, I pulled out and let the silvery liquid seep out of her opened hole, the white goo dribbling down her ass crack and dripping onto the bed beneath.
"Wow," she moaned as I rolled onto my back, "That was the best date ever."
I smiled and nodded, wrapping my arm around her as her head moved to rest on my chest, "It was."
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"I'm going to marry Grace when I'm older," said five year old Melanie Hooper.
"You can't," said her Mom.
"Why not?" replied six year-year old Grace, "I want to marry her as well."
"You're both girls and anyway sisters can't marry each other," their Mom said patiently.
*
"Have Mom and Dad gone?" eighteen year old Melanie Hooper descended down the stairs as her sister shut the front door.
"Didn't you watch them go from your bedroom window?" her sister, Grace, asked.
"I did, but I wanted to make sure you'd seen them off as well," Melanie continued down, walking across the hallway until she was next to her sister and then without any fanfare, slipped her arms round the back of the elder teen and pulled her in for a kiss. Grace immediately complied, her mouth finding her sister's and eagerly cemented her own against it, her tongue probing forward to meet the brunette's. They continued for longer than was necessary for a familial kiss, but was just the right amount of time for two young women in love, who had been secretly fucking for the last six months.
"Mmnn, a whole weekend to ourselves," Grace grinned as she broke the kiss, but not the hug, her arms round her sister's back, keeping her held close.
"I can't wait, just the two of us together, fucking as we want," Melanie replied
"I was remembering when we were little and we pretended we were getting married," said Grace, smiling at her sister, "And tomorrow we are."
"It's still not real, there's no legality to it."
Grace loved her sister for many things but she sometimes lacked a romantic soul. She gave a grin back and then added a small peck on the lips, "It'll be real to me, that's what matters."
"Yeah, I guess," Melanie smiled, "It'll be real to me as well, you'll be my wife as much as my sister." She leaned in for another sensual, lingering kiss, her tongue sliding over Grace's as her fingers gently stroked at the back of her sister's neck, under the long blonde hair. Eventually she broke again, "But I'm still going to fuck you."
"You better. It's bad luck for the bride not to have multiple orgasms on her wedding night," Grace laughed.
"I didn't know that... you've just made that up," grinned Melanie, smiling as her sister put on her serious face as she always did when she told a harmless untruth. "But don't worry you're going to get plenty." She still dropped her arms to her side and took a step back, "We better start getting ready, you've got the wedding food to do and I need to get out the wedding arch and decorations."
"We have dinner together later?" her sister asked, "I'll put on a pizza."
"Yes, it'll give us a chance to go through the checklist and make sure we've done everything," Melanie said. The two girls had always been close and their parents had thought nothing of the fact that every night for the last month, that the two of them would go to each other's room and plot and plan until early hours. What neither their Mom nor Dad had suspected was that this wasn't their normally sisterly conniving and scheming, but the detailed preparations for their wedding which they'd been working towards ever since their parents had announced they were having a weekend away and that the two teens were old enough to look after themselves.
"Our last chance to see each other as single sisters," said Grace more romantically.
"You sure you don't want me to share a room tonight?" Melanie gave her sister a foxy smile.
"No, that's a real tradition, you don't see the bride to the ceremony," grinned Grace, shaking her head. They had planned tomorrow morning to the minute, so they didn't even cross in the hall when going for a shower and with different breakfast sittings. Her sister nodded her acceptance, as Grace added, "but tomorrow night I'll make it up to you."
*
The next day dawned sunny and bright, whilst there were some clouds they were few and far between, like small puffs of cotton on a deep blue dress. Melanie was immediately awake at her alarm, surprising even herself with the alacrity with what she got out of bed. She could hear her sister singing as she walked to the shower and the teen was almost tempted to open the door and take a look at her sexy sister in just a towel. She resisted, she didn't really care about the tradition of not seeing the bride, but Grace did and she loved her sister and wanted her day to be special. She slipped her robe on and waited until she was sure Grace was safely in the shower, before opening the door and slipping down the stairs.
Grace's plates were in the sink and after eating her own breakfast, Melanie washed them and then took out her note-book to tick off the her kitchen chores, a mixture of last minute cooking, cleaning and prepping for Grace to make the final touches to later. As wedding dinners went it was unambitious, but Shepherd's Pie was something they both enjoyed and it had the advantage of being able to be frozen in advance and then heated on the day; it would have been nice to have something more, but as it was just the two of them and they had more important things to worry about, prioritisation had to be done.
Kitchen duties done, next step was the dining room. She had set it last night, two places next to each other for her and her bride, with candles in front of them and two porcelain models of a two brides, turned towards each other so they were looking at each other's eyes. Around the wall were pink, white and light blue balloons, each bouncing gently as she walked past them, the string holding them tightly to pink wooden frames she'd placed against the wall. On the tables in the corner were some long burn scented candles and it was those she lit, so that the room would be filled with a sensual perfume by the time they went to eat.
Next up she went into the main room, pushing back the seats and moving the coffee table to leave plenty of room in the centre for the two them to dance. More balloons festooned the walls, tied to more pink frames as well as to the lamps and side tables which surrounded the outside of the room, a banner with "Just married, Mrs and Mrs Hooper" hung over the fireplace. Melanie's heart pattered faster as she read it as she retreated from the room, closing the door behind her; next time she was in here she'd be married to her sister, in mind if not in law.
Finally she went out to the back patio and the wedding arch, the doorway itself almost hidden beneath the fresh flowers, ribbons and balloons which covered every inch. For about the thousandth time Melanie adjusted a few of the flowers, until she was as satisfied as she could be that it was as near perfect as possible for her sister.
All the preparations made all that was left was for her to ready herself. She made a noise clumping up the stairs in case Grace had muddled her times and was wandering between the bathroom and the bedroom. However her sister had managed to keep to plan and her door was firmly shut as Melanie passed it and opened her own. She slipped out of her robe and pyjamas, for her shower and to do her hair, brushing her short brunette bob until it was shining. Then a final special shave of her pussy so it was as smooth as marble for her new wife and a touch of perfume and some lipstick and eyeliner; Melanie was always a minimalist where cosmetics were concerned, but today she put on more than she usually did, carefully curling her eyelashes and applying blusher to redden her cheeks.
Still walking naked she picked up her overnight bag and walked into the honeymoon suite, (her parent's large double-bedroom). Leaving it there she returned to her room and got out from the wardrobe the white blouse and dark dress suit she and Grace had chosen as her wedding attire (and which would double for job-interviews). From her drawer she pulled out the sexy blue thong she'd be wearing under it and from her jewellery box, a pair of dangling earrings she'd borrowed from her sister. It didn't take her long to finish dressing and as she had a few minutes spare in the plan, she had a nervous cigarette, which she swore was her last one, before going downstairs, getting the champagne out and taking it to the patio to put in the ice-bucket out there.
She glanced at her watch, two minutes to twelve. In theory the ceremony started at twelve they'd agreed, but Melanie was also sure her sister planned to be fashionably late to her own wedding. Still it was alright for Grace to stick to the traditions, but she didn't know how nerve wracking that was for her sister; Melanie's sensible side was saying it wasn't a problem and Grace was just taking her time, but her stomach was all in knots -- what if Grace had got cold feet and decided she didn't want to marry her sister? Had she suddenly come to the realisation the taboo sistercest they were indulging in was morally wrong? Or even worse, decided there was no long term future for them together in a world which would judge their loving? Children, God, Grace wanted children, sure not for years until she was thirty, but that was a complication they'd never sorted but just kind of agreed they sort it later. Fuck, what if even now Grace was about to come down and tell her the wedding was off?
She turned almost in a panic as she heard the back door open. Only to immediately relax as she saw Grace stepping through in her old Prom dress that was doubling as her bridal gown for the day, her long blonde hair was done up tightly in a bun on top of her hair, held in place by gold netting with a small flower in it, waving gently as the teen walked forward. "You look beautiful," was all Melanie was able to say.
Her sister smiled shyly, "You too, you're looking so sexy and hot."
The two of them moved to stand inside the arch, turning and holding each other's hands. "I love you," said Grace.
"I love you too," her sister replied with meaning.
"Shall we say our vows now?" asked Grace.
"Yes," said Melanie. They had decided to go for the traditional, even if the wedding wasn't. She paused and recited the words she had committed to heart over the last few weeks, "I, Melanie Hooper, take you, Grace, to be my wife, to have and to hold from this day forward, for better, for worse, for richer, for poorer, in sickness and in health, to love and to cherish, till death us do part."
There was a sniffle from her sister and Melanie felt her own eyes blur for a moment. She blinked rapidly and they cleared as her sister, repeated the same words back to her. There was a second of silence as the two sisters looked at each other, recognising the enormity of the words both had spoken and not regretting it. "The rings," said Grace with a smile as if her sister might have forgotten.
Melanie reached into her pocket and pulled out the two boxes, passing one to her sister before opening hers. They had discussed the problem with rings, they needed something to signify their marriage, they were both in agreement on that, but it was obvious that their parents would spot the two of them wearing brand new wedding bands and that was bound to lead to questions which would be unanswerable. They had talked about wearing rings on other fingers, but that had felt a cheat. Luckily as she was eating her sister's sweet pussy one afternoon Melanie had an idea and it was such a good one Grace had eagerly agreed.
She pulled out the pussy piercing, solid silver and got down on her knees. Her sister reached for her dress lifting it up to her hips as Melanie reached for the small pair of panties covering her sister's slot and pulled them down to her thighs. She took out the cheap piercing in the top of Grace's lip and slipped in the new wedding one. She looked up at the face of her beautiful sister, "With this ring, I thee wed. Do you take me for your wife?"
"I do," replied Grace, her smile threatening to split her face. Melanie pulled her panties up and stood again as her sister dropped her dress. Her sister opened her own box and took out a matching piercing. She had to pull up her dress again to get down on her knees as Melanie lifted her own skirt. As she had done so often her sister's fingers slipped under the thong elastic and pulled it down, exposing the eighteen year old's pussy, but this time it felt extra special. Her sister pulled out the old piercing, her fingers touching over the holes to make sure they didn't vanish as she slipped the new silver one. She looked up and said, "With this ring, I wed thee. Do you take me for your wife?"
"I do," replied Melanie, her throat suddenly as dry as her eyes were wet. Her sister was pulling up the thong and standing. Melanie waited until she was fully stood, her hands clasped in the brunette's before she said, "I pronounce us woman and wife."
She paused and waited for her sister to say the next part of the service they had agreed, "You can kiss the bride," said Grace happily
The mouths moved together for a passionate kiss, longer than ever, their mouths moulded together so that even as their lips moved they did so in unison, as their tongues pressed and touched and probed. Eventually they both broke for air and Melanie reached for the champagne, "A glass Mrs Hooper?"
"Yes, Mrs Hooper," her sister smiled back.
Melanie filled both glasses to near the brim, passing one to her sister and raising her own in a toast, "To us both and to having the sexiest sister-wife any girl could want."
Giggling giddily, even without the alcohol, her sister toasted her back before taking a gulp and tittered some more as the bubbles popped against her tongue. Melanie took her hand and led her to the white bench, repainted just the last weekend by her father, and which now had a couple of balloon bouncing from each handle, together with a series of love hearts dangling from it. The two sisters, now wives, sat down side by side, holding each other's hands as they sipped the champagne, in between the drinks their lips pursing up and tenderly pecking forward in a series of loving kisses as they squeezed at each other's hands.
They carried on, refilling the flutes with champagne as they went, until well into the afternoon. In one way Melanie could have continued sitting here forever, kissing her sister-wife, sipping the bubbly, enjoying the day. But a rumble in her stomach reminded her that whilst love can conquer most things, it can't conquer the body's physical needs. She broke, reluctantly, "We should eat."
Her sister nodded her agreement, taking her sister's hand to stand and not letting it go as they walked into the kitchen. It was a shame there wasn't waitresses to bring it through, thought Melanie, but having anyone else involved would have complicated things and might have led to rumours getting back to their parents, to say nothing of the cost. The two teens heated up the food and spooned out some vegetables before Grace took it in as Melanie went to get the half-drunk bottle of champagne from the garden. She returned to find her sister had served the food and was sitting waiting for her; Melanie refilled the glasses and joined her.
They fed bits of pie to each other, smiling and giggling, their hands often reaching out to stroke the other's. It was the most romantic meal Melanie had ever had and she knew if she thought that her sister would think it even more. The meal finished, they gently kissed a few more times before Melanie stood up and gave a speech, which rolled in a best man's jokes, a few comments her Dad would have made about his eldest daughter if she was getting married to anyone but her sister and finally a few heartfelt words of her own, about how much she loved and desired her sister and how glad she was to marry her, even if no-one would ever know but the two of them. She was looking down at Grace as she said it and could tell she was hitting the right chords from her sister's reaction, a hand over her heart and a lovey-dovey expression, then a few sniffs and blurred eyes as she got o the most sentimental section.
"I love you for now and ever, my sister, my wife," she finished the speech.
"I love you too," sniffled Grace, dabbing at her eyes with a cloth napkin.
"I think it's time for our first dance as wives," said Melanie, reaching down for her sister, who nodded and smiled, before taking it and standing up.
The song for the first dance was one of their few arguments when planning the wedding. Melanie had taken the quiet logical point, that as neither of them liked melodic ballads it was daft to go for 'Lady in Red' (she could have added that neither of them were in red, but hadn't). Her sister had countered that the first dance is supposed to be a slow, romantic smoochy dance between two recently married lovers, not a banger in a nightclub. Melanie had dug in her heels for at least a week, until one evening when their parents were both working late, Grace had spent an hour persuading her younger sister (mainly by licking her out for most of that time, with a few arguments thrown in when she paused to let Melanie calm down from her orgasms). However, as the music started she realised what her sister had meant, it might not be a song she'd play in the car or in her room whilst studying, but it was perfect when her sister was standing in her prom/wedding dress in front of her, looking gorgeous and shining so bright.
She stepped forward and took Grace in her arms, one hand on the blonde's waist holding it tight, the other on her butt squeezing it. Her sister held her back, resting her head against Melanie's shoulder and sighing happily as the two of them began to glide round the room, holding each other close. Melanie wished the song would never end, so much so that when it did she only broke their dance long enough to restart. Twice more they went round the room, until Grace stepped back, a smile on her face, "We should try another song this time."
The next one was a faster number, more for the clubs than the dance floor, and the two sisters switched their moves, so that they were gyrating around each other, Grace standing in the middle as her sister sexily rubbed herself against her, the blonde purring like a very contented cat. The next one had them jiving and jitterbugging like they were in the fifties before a return to the slow dance, holding each other tight as they swayed. They continued dancing for the rest of the afternoon and into the evening, only breaking to drink some more wine and nibble a few sandwiches and cocktail sausages on the couch, before returning to the centre of the room for a sensual smooch and a dance.
As what was to be their last song stopped Grace looked up with a smile, "I think it's time I went to bed," she smiled sexily, "Come and join me in ten minutes."
"Ten minutes," Melanie replied, "That sounds like eternity."
"It'll be worth it," her sister cooed sexily, before slipping out of her sister's arms. Melanie licked her lips as she watched her go, before doing a little bit of clearing up and then heading up the stairs. She checked the bathroom was free before cleaning her teeth and giving her short brunette hair a quick brush. She looked at the clock on the landing wall, nine minutes. She forced herself to wait that final sixty seconds before walking down the hall to their parents room and its big double bed. Knocking, she asked, "Are you ready?"
"Yes, come on in," her sister said sexily and Melanie opened the door.
Grace was lying on top of the bed, curled in a sultry pose with her head resting on her hand as she looked at the doorway. She was wearing a one-piece night-suit, dark black where it covered her pussy, see-through over her stomach and open so her titties were out as it reached the top. As her sister entered the teen moved upwards to sit on her knees, a finger going under one of the straps on her shoulder and sliding it downwards, "Do you want to help me out of this?" she giggled.
"In a moment," Melanie replied, removing her own jacket and tossing it to the chair in the corner. Her blouse soon followed and then her bra, her tits bouncing as free as her sister's (even if they were a smaller ones). She undid her skirt, briefly paused on deciding what to do with, before throwing it on top of the jacket. Her thong was last, as she turned away from her sister and bent down sexily, wiggling her ass seductively as she peeled the underwear down and stepped out of it. She turned back towards Grace, who was eying her younger sister greedily, and sashayed sexily towards the bed, deliberately swinging her hips and waist so her breasts jiggled and swayed.



"Want me to help you now?" she purred as she got onto the bed.
"Mmnn, yes," Grace almost salivated as she surveyed her sister crawling towards her. When she arrived Melanie didn't immediately started to disrobe her sister, instead coming in for a kiss, pushing her naked body against the blonde's still semi-covered one. Their tongues wrapped round each other passionately, their mouths opening and closing like two goldfish stuck together, their hands massaging and brushing at naked flesh and thin satin material. Slowly Melanie pushed her sister backwards, the blonde teen's legs unwrapping until she lay on her back, Melanie on top of her, rubbing at Grace's slit through the thin nightdress. Melanie continued kissing, her mouth pressing down on Grace's, at the same time the younger Hooper was using her free hand to undo the straps on Grace's night-suit, pulling it down all the way to Grace's thighs. She broke the kiss to kneel up and push her sister's legs both together and up, so she could grab the nightwear and pull it all the way off, leaving Grace naked apart from a pair of garters around her thigh.
Without a further word the brunette teen slipped down her sister's body, kissing at the naked flesh, only pausing as she reached her succulent pussy. Her hands went to the blonde's inner thigh and pushed them wider, Grace reaching down and rubbing a finger over her clit as her sister's mouth approached. Melanie tongue slid round the labia, all the way up to the clitoris, stopping as she reached her sister's finger before retracing her lick and then round the other way. Grace gave a moan of excited anticipation, rubbing her bud even harder as she waited for Melanie to stop teasing and start licking. As they had all night, Melanie was in no hurry, continuing to run her tongue round the soft flesh of the mound, flicking at the lips, but never entering the juicy slot, even as Grace opened her legs wider and used her spare fingers to spread the hole, enticing her sister to eat the pink wetness. Melanie grinned and moved lower, peppering her sister's thighs with tiny kisses as Grace growled in frustration, anticipation and pure lust. Again Melanie's head went up to the pussy except now she was gently pursing her lips and lightly kissing the lips, continuing to tease Grace with the promise of more to come.
"Eat me, please," Grace moaned, "Stick your tongue in my cunt and lick me out."
For a moment Melanie was tempted to continue to tease her sister for a little longer, but the pleading tone and the delectable juiciness of the pussy in front of her were too much to resist. She opened her lips again and slid her tongue out and down, running it up and down the slit, using just enough force to press apart the walls and push in. Her sister gasped in pleasure, her back arching and twisting as she pushed her cunt upwards into Melanie's mouth. The brunette teen placed one hand on her sister's stomach, gently lowering her down again, whilst her other went to Grace's cunt. The blonde gave another squeal and shudder as Melanie's finger entered her, forcing forward and opening the tight teenage hole. Melanie moved faster, jamming the finger in and out as deep as it could go, the soaked pussy walls clinging to it as she rammed, the juice covering it and leaking out of the slit as she went faster. Raising her head Melanie grinned, "Do you like it?"
"Oh God, yes, mmmmnn, it's so good to have your finger in, but eat me as well," Grace groaned, she had never been shy about saying what she wanted from her sister in their sex play.
Obligingly Melanie lowered her head again and began to lap eagerly at the pink hole. It was even wetter than before, the tiny holes secreting juice with each thrust of the brunette's finger. She drove in quickly and forcefully, her tongue striving to match the speed of her digit, though she knew she wouldn't be able to keep it going for long without the tongue starting to ache and go numb. Her sister seemed more than satisfied, squeaking and squealing in pleasure as she shivered and shuddered on the bed, her naked thighs pressing in on Melanie. The brunette slurped forcefully, lapping up the delicious juice and drinking it down like it was a nectar from the Gods, pleased that with every lick her sister was receiving the most exquisite pleasure.
"Urrrhhh, yesss, ooohh that's right, ooohh fuck make me cum," Grace gasped, her hands gripping the bedding and her body trembling as if every lick and thrust from her sister was electric. "This is so hot, fuck my pussy harder... urrrhhh, urrrhhh, ooooohhh."
The sounds of her sister's pleasure were like a harmony playing in Mel's ear, delightful groans and gasps, punctuated by higher pitched shrieks and squeals and then as Grace forced her mouth closed muffled moans and stifled screams coming out like a dull roar of sexual approval. And alongside it, overlaying the grunts and cries was the sound of tongue and finger shooting over the wet walls of the pussy, squelching and slurping sounds vibrating out of the soaking hole. Then a little more effort and sounds of her sister reached a crescendo, "Aaarrrghh, yessss, aaaarggghhh" the blonde shrieking, "I'm cumming, aaarrghhhh."
Mel paused for a second, allowing her sister to relax and quieten down, but she was far from finished and after a mere couple of heartbeats she resumed her licking and fingering, driving herself at Grace's soaked cunt like she was a prisoner just out of jail presented with a five star feast.
Her sister gasped in appreciation, "Fuck, yes, eat my cunt, drink my cum, oohhhh, fuuucck, oooohhh!" Melanie's finger drove in so fast her tongue couldn't keep up, the bed rocking and jumping as Grace did the same. "Fuuuckk, yesss, yesss, ooohhh fuck this is great, ooohhh God yessss!"
More juice oozed out of the pussy walls to be licked up greedily by Melanie's pounding tongue. She paused her fingering for a second to pull it out and suck it clean, drinking down more of her sister, before she returned it with a second digit and pounded her sister's pussy even more forcefully, ramming down as hard and deep as she could manage, to Grace's delight, as the blonde squealed and shuddered in ecstasy, her cunt pumping cum. The blonde suddenly bucked again, her shrieks of pleasure reverberating around the room, "Fuuuccckk, yeessss, I'm cumming again, yesssss!"
Melanie lifted her head again, licking her lips which were coated with her sister's lovely juices. Without saying a word she got up and slid over her sister, turning around as she reached her sister's face and lowering her own pussy on Grace's mouth as she bowed down again towards the blonde's cunt. Even before she reached the sexy slit, her sister had opened her mouth and was greedily licking at Mel's snatch, tonguing it enthusiastically and with the same energy as her sister just seconds before. Melanie quivered and finished bending down, her fingers spreading open Grace's hole so that once more her tongue could descend into it.
The two sisters ate each other eagerly, their tongues driving deep into juicy pussy in front of them, lapping at the cum and drinking it down. Melanie loved having Grace slurp away at her, sending her to orgasmic heights and she also loved doing the same to her sister, feeling her body shivering and hearing her cries as the brunette's speedy tongue brought her to climax. It was no surprise that merging the licking and being licked was even better and there was no way that their wedding night would be complete without a seriously sexy sixty-nining. Her hands rolled down underneath her sister to grasp the blonde's pert buttocks and squeeze them tight, even as she feel her sister doing the same, Grace's fingers stabbing tightly into her rear as if without her grip the brunette might fall off.
Neither of them spoke, the only sounds the slosh of their tongues driving through juicy cunts, making loud slurps as they drunk up the cum, interspersed with gasps and giggles of pleasure as their erogenous zone blazed with pleasure as the constant licking they kept getting. Melanie went faster mentally encouraging her sister to keep up; Grace did so, the sound of her tongue slapping into wet pussy getting quicker and louder as she put in the effort, leading Mel to grunt and groan, shaking in pleasure. Her sister upped the pace and even as Mel strove to keep up she also knew she was about to climax.
She could feel her muscles tightening and her face burning, her heart pumping so hard it was threatening to burst as a kaleidoscope of sensations was bursting within her, powerful waves of pleasure tearing through her, inside and out, like she was literally buzzing, an electrical charge. Her face shot up, her mouth closing and contorting, before immediately opening again to scream, "Fucccckk, yessss, fuuuckkkiiinnng, yessssss!" Grace slammed more and more, her tongue razoring away at Melanie's fuckhole, driving into the orgasm like a car speeding into a storm. Melanie screamed some more, "Arrrrgghhh, yesssss!"
A couple of deep breaths later and she was returning to the tasty twat below her, determined to treat her sister, no wife, the same way Grace had just done her.
The two of them continued, immersed in pleasure. Their pussies became slick with juice, the liquid dripping down their lips and over their cracks, mixed with the saliva and spit that came from their tongues. They sped in and down and up, licking deep into the other's cunt, only pausing when one or other of them came, squealing loudly and quivering against their sister's body.
Eventually Melanie slid of her sister, if she was only temporarily sated her tongue was numb with the effort. She twisted round so that she was face to face with Grace, her sister glowing, both from the wedding and also the way the light lit the cum which was covering her lips. "That was wonderful," the older blonde said, leaning in to kiss Melanie gently on her forehead. Melanie nodded her agreement, reaching to take her sister's hand as Grace kissed her again and stroked the back of neck sensually, "Even better than normal, is this what married sex is like?"
"I hope so," said Melanie, smiling back and leaning in to kiss Grace tenderly. "I don't know about you, but my pussy is aching from its orgasms."
"Kind off, but it feels it'll soon recover," tittered Grace.
"Mine as well," Melanie replied, not wanting her sister to think that she had meant they had done for the evening. She leaned in for another kiss, Grace meeting her half-way, their lips connecting slowly and tenderly and sensually. They kept at it for a few moments and the libido, which had shrunken from the multiple-climaxes, began to rise again, making Melanie more and more horny, until finally she broke from her sister.
"You want more," she grinned.
"Mmmn, yes, always," Grace licked her lips sensually, spreading her legs wider and reaching down to gently rub her slit. Melanie moved in front and above her, sitting down and spreading her own legs, sliding one under her sister's thigh as she eased herself closer.
Grace giggled and wiggled forward until her pussy mound was next to her sister's shaven slit. Mel leaned forward, pressing herself at her sister and gently starting to rub her cunt at her older sister's, shivering in excitement as they connected, a frisson of what seemed like electrical pleasure running through them both. Grace was working her body as well, trying to anticipate her sister's moves and shifts so that she could match them and ensure their sensitive pussies were pressing together. Waves of excitement washed through them both as they moved faster and harder, their pussies grinding and pressing at each other, their juicy slits leaking cum. There was a series of small clinks as there new pussy rings cracked against each other.
Melanie leaned back on her hands, using her waist to control her shoves and thrusts, hitting her sister's pussy passionately. She could see the smile on Grace's face, her eyes glued downwards as the blonde watched herself tribbing her sister, a strand of blonde hair escaping from her perfect sculpture to dangle over her forehead, swaying as Grace moved back and forth. Her teenage tits were bouncing and jiggling, up, down, left, right, circular swings and angular jumps, the nipples were erect and stiff; Melanie knew hers were the same, the nubs like little stones on top of a hill. Her gaze carried on down her sister, looking at her perfectly toned flat stomach, so firm and slender and then down to her pussy, half hidden as Melanie's pressed into it, but so delightful and so ingrained in Melanie's memory she didn't need to see it to remember it and revel in it. She pushed harder and faster.
"Urrhhh," Grace groaned in pleasure, her mouth quivering and her eyelids fluttering. "Your pussy feels so good on mine." She shivered in excitement, letting out another moan of pleasure, "It's so warm and wet, I can feel it against me, so smooth and sexy."
"Let's go faster," Melanie said back, pushing herself forward and driving her pussy into her shuddering sister. Grace gasped and groan and quickly complied, her body rocking into Melanie's and meeting her cunt to cunt, the two of them grinding sexually together, so the juice from one was soon coating the lips of the other.
Another wave rushed through Melanie and she gasped out, her body flushing red as the orgasm burned within her. She reached down and rubbed her clit, adding to the feelings of ecstatic pleasure that were suffusing her body. Her sister was reacting similarly so their fingers and knuckles were banging together at the same time as their pussies. Both teens were groaning loudly, slapping themselves against the other, the bed rocking under them as they went for it.
"Fuck, yes, yes," moaned Melanie, feeling the climax burning through her body like a acetylene torch. She pressed harder at her sister for a moment and then disengaged. For a moment Grace looked disappointed, but she quickly smiled as she saw Melanie reaching into her bag and pulling out the double-ended toy she'd packed. "Let's add this," she said, resuming her position.
She took one end of the toy and aimed it at her sister's hole, Grace reaching down and spreading the slit between her hands. Despite it malleability it slipped it easily, sliding down the well lubricated tunnel. As it half vanished Melanie shifted her body so that she guided herself onto the remaining half, sliding herself down it and giving a groan of excited anticipation as the thick, flexible rubber dong filled her cunt. She relaxed for a moment, before pulling back, the toy sliding back outwards. Her sister smiled and did the same, so that about a quarter was left in each of their pussies, the remaining half sitting exposed and dripping between them.
"Ready?" Mel asked.
Her sister nodded eagerly, "Let's fuck," she tittered.
Melanie thrust forward, gasping and shuddering as the toy entered her. It drove upwards, only stopping when she clashed against her sister's mound, the toy encased fully in the two of them. There was no time to think about that though, as Grace was already moving backwards readying herself for another thrust and Melanie quickly followed her, not wanting to go slower than her older sister. They drove in again, perhaps even harder and faster, the toy ramming up both their cunts and filling them up. "Fuck," gasped Melanie.
"Yes" Grace grunted in agreement.
The two of them moved into a speedy rhythm, moving together, pussy to pussy, bumping and grinding, swallowing the dick all the way in their soaked fuckholes. They had used the double-ender a few times before, the first time a bit disastrously, like rowing a boat where there oars were out of kilter, but the times after it more successfully as they got used to each other. But it seemed tonight they were totally in sync, driving the toy into each other's cunts and feeling it spear their own. As they got used to it, Melanie reached out and grabbed her sister's hands, gripping and holding them tightly as they went at it. Her sister grinned and held them back, her eyes boring into Melanie's, their gazes only meant for each other.
Faster and harder they went, shuddering and gasping as the pleasure tore through them. The first orgasm for them both was explosive and only seconds apart, their shrieks and squeals combining in a sexual cacophony. Neither paused nor slowed, but continued driving and slamming the double-ender between them, leaving it soaked with their juices. The cum dripped from it and from their leaky pussies, staining the bedding and covering their lips and mounds, glistening under the light. Melanie squeezed at her sister's hands, grinning widely as she rammed forward, enjoying the sight of the toy vanishing into Grace's cunt and the look of rapture on her sister's face as she came again, shaking like a leaf in a Fall gale. "Aaaarrrghh," the blonde screamed, "Yesss, fuccck, yesssss!"
They continued on, the toy rapidly disappearing and then reappearing as they hammered back and forth. Melanie shuddered as she climaxed again, the orgasm so powerful that she couldn't it in, her mouth opening to shriek out her ecstasy. She was dimly aware her sister was also doing the same, gripping hard at the bedding and crying out as she rocked and rolled, her lovely tits bouncing and jerking. They didn't stop thrusting though, pushing themselves through the orgasm so it became more powerful and longer, almost overwhelming them like a tidal wave crashing through a fleet of boats. The intense bliss might have been seconds or hours or minutes, time lost all meaning while it took over every muscle and sinew and cell of Melanie's body, but when it finished she was stunned and exhausted. Luckily one look at Grace showed that she too was sated ... for the moment at least and Melanie slowed to a stop, letting the toy fall from her aching cunt.
It took a moment for either of the sisters to catch their breaths
"Wow, that was something," Grace eventually managed to say.
"It was, you were something," Mel answered. She leant forward and into her sister, opening her mouth for a kiss. Grace welcomed passionately and their naked bodies nestled against each other as their tongues probed and explored, slipping around each other, as their hands stroked the other nakedness, going downwards to each other pussies and clits to stoke the other's longings. The kisses were slow and tender at first, become harder and more passionate, as they first rubbed and massaged the others clits and pussy slits, before entering with their fingers. Just one to start with, then a second, both teenagers driving deep into the warm wet hole, the sounds of soaking sucking cunt slurping competing with the sounds of their wet and steamy making out, as their mouths closed together and apart. Faster and harder they went in a perfect symphony, both matching and competing with each other, in a game where they were both the winners.
"I want something bigger," Grace gasped, "I want you to fuck me properly."
"Yes, in a minute," Melanie teased, "Make me cum again first and I'll fuck you with my strap-on"
Her sister giggled and shoved her fingers even harder into the brunette, obviously desperate for something thicker in her own hole. Not that Mel stinted on the fingers, making sure she went as hard and fast as her sister, slamming down deep, so the juice was squirting out of her wrist. However it wasn't too long before Melanie felt herself weakening as the pleasure started to build in her, she moaned and tried to keep up the rhythm, though such were the convulsion that were beginning to vibrate through her body it was hard to tell whether she was keeping up with her sister or not. Grace was going faster, aware her sister was on the cusp and with her spare hand she pushed Mel's fingers away from her own cunt so she could concentrate on giving the brunette pleasure.



It worked, as moments later Melanie was squealing and shrieking and rocking like she was on a ramp adrift on the ocean, her cunt filled with cum, the liquid almost pouring out as her sister's fingers slammed in and out. "Aaarrrggghh, yessss, I'm cumming, ohhhh fuck I am so cumming," Melanie shrieked, her back bending and her toes stretching out, she was half sure her hair was standing up like it was electrified, but that was likely only her imagination, her sister was electric, but not literally so. "Aaarrrrghhh," she screamed again, "Yesssss, aaaarghhhh."
She fell back on the bed panting. Grace was on top of her within seconds, kissing her again, her lips all over Melanie's and then over her chin and neck and bosoms. "I'll give you five minutes to recover," she teased, "and then you're going to fuck me."
"I won't need five," panted Melanie, though she had to admit her sister's kisses were pretty nice and relaxing and it would be easy to stay here. Still, kisses were great but nothing compared to fucking her sister's sweet sexy snatch.
She got up, gently pushing her sister away and rolled off the bed, walking over to her night bag. "I got a new one," she said turning and dangling the toy from it's leather straps. It was bigger than her old one, near ten inches, with a bulbous head and ridges for extra pleasure; it had been expensive, but worth every cent for the pleasure it would give Grace.
Her sister nodded and giggled, "Wait there," she said as Melanie put it on, as if Melanie had plans to go elsewhere. Then she got off the bed and rummaged in her own bag.
Mel's eyes widened as she saw what her sister was holding when she turned, "Is that a tube of anal lube?"
"Yep," giggled Grace, "It's tradition for the bride to give away her virginity on her wedding night and as my pussy's already been deflowered, there's only one cherry left."
"Are you sure?" Melanie asked, though she herself was almost champing at the bit at the thought she'd get to fuck Grace's most intimate hole.
"It's the part of our wedding I've most been looking forward to," grinned Grace as she unscrewed the top of the tube. She got on her knees in front of her sister, waiting until Melanie had fully tightened the straps and then squirted a generous helping onto her hands, "We'll probably want to use a lot for our first time," she said as she began to rub it into the toy as if she was lathering it with a piece of soap.
"I can go and get my other strap-on, it's smaller," said Melanie.
"Don't you dare," mock-chided her sister, "I want to really get the most out of my first anal fucking and be really stretched, if I don't cum at least a dozen times I'm going to be an unhappy bride and you know what unhappy brides are like?"
Actually Melanie didn't as her sister had been pretty much perfectly level headed all during the arrangements for their big day, but she got the gist and accepted the argument, "Don't worry, I'll make you cum."
"You better," giggled Grace, "Now wait a minute I've plug in here, if you want to help me put it." She reached into the bedside table where their Mom usually kept whichever book she was reading and pulled out a plug. She passed it to her sister and got onto her hands and knees. "Put it in my ass."
"Okay," Melanie replied. She put some of the lube on it and then a bit more to be safe and finally a third squirt for luck, before gripping one of her sister's cheeks to pull it apart from its partner and expose the virgin hole. The sphincter looked so tight that for a moment she wondered whether the plug would even fit.
Her sister wiggled her ass enticingly, "Put it in me," she giggled and then added as if she could read Melanie's mind, "It'll fit fine."
"I'm putting it now," warned Melanie as she lined the dripping toy with the rosebud and then shoved.
Her sister let out a gasp and shivered, pausing for a moment and then herself reaching in to make sure the toy couldn't go any further. Satisfied it was fully encased she rolled over on her back and spread her legs open, working the toy in and out. Melanie sat on her knees watching as her sister anally masturbated, getting more and more horny as the plug was twirled and twisted and shoved and pulled, each move making the tunnel more prepared for the bigger toy that was to come. Grace giggled and rolled back onto her hands and knees, "Why don't you work it, lover? Make my butt ready for your big plastic dick."
Melanie licked her lips and nodded, threading her fingers through the ring pulley and easing the toy out, turning it as she did. As soon as it popped out, pushing it back in again, working it like a joystick as she did, and listening to her sister's satisfied moans. She continued to push it back and forth, ease it around as Grace giggled and wiggled her ass. It soon became easier as the walls loosened and the tunnel become more flexible. Mel pushed it down again, only stopping when the haft pressed at her sister's cheeks and the blade couldn't go any further. Again she wiggled it and twisted it, flexing her sister's anal passage and making Grace groan in pleasure at the same time. Slipping her finger through the ring she pulled it up, and this time, out. She looked down at the opened hole, dark and cavernous, but strangling inviting and enticing, just ready for her strap-on.
Her sister knew what was coming, wiggling her hips so her cheeks wiggled and jumped, "Fuck my ass properly, slam your big strap-on cock into your wife's butthole and break my cherry."
That might have already been broken by Melanie toying the hole with a plug, but she didn't think this was a time for the discussion of technicalities. "Yes," she said instead, "I'm going to stick my dildo down that hot hole and fuck it until you're screaming."
"Don't stop when I'm screaming," her sister giggled, "Fuck me until I'm hoarse."
Melanie got on her knees behind her sister, taking hold off her fake cock and lining it up with Grace's hole, which was slowly closing. She guided the toy forward, reopening the sphincter and pushing into the back passage, her sister shivering and shuddering as she groaned in pleasured anticipation. The toy slid in easily for the first few inches where the plug had done its work, only to slow as it reached virgin territory, the anal walls resisting it's intrusion. Melanie persisted, pressing forward, thrusting at the hole and gradually working downwards. Her sister continued to moan and vibrate, pushing her ass back onto the toy to take it deeper.
Grasping her sister's waist for leverage Melanie shoved harder, forcing the thick toy into her sister's tight teenage hole. Grace gasped with every thrust, her hands clawing at the bed and her back arching and bending, pushing her ass upwards to meet Melanie as she drove down. Harder and harder the brunette went, beating back the walls so that she was driving in fast and smooth, the whole length of the strap-on dick entering her sister's hole, until her thighs were slapping on Grace's buttocks, the skin reddening as they repeatedly smacked against each other.
"Yessss, yessss, yessss," cried out the elder blonde, "Fuck me, fuck my ass hard, drive it all the way in and make me yours."
The hard part over with deep entry achieved Melanie found herself settling into a rhythm, still going fast and hard, but not having to put in the same amount of effort to achieve, keeping her strength going and allowing herself to enjoy the rub off the toy against her clit, as every thrust forced the dildo back to rub and press on the bud. Her pussy quivered with excitement, juice running down and over the leather strap which cut into her slit, leaving it soaked with her cum. She grinned and held her sister's waist harder, squeezing her fingers in and dragging herself forward, grunting in exertion and groaning in pleasure, "God, your butt is so fuckable, I can't believe you're letting me fuck it, it's so tight and hot, I'm loving it."
"Yesssss, yessss, give it me, Mel, I want your cock in my ass, I want to be stretched out," her sister cried back in ecstasy.
Melanie continued to comply, driving forward and in, filling her sister's hole with the plastic toy. She loved the way her sister bucked and thrashed with every thrust, squealing her joy and vibrating in pleasure. They had sometimes talked about trying anal, Melanie had been keen, but Grace despite normally be willing to experiment, had been strangely reticent. Now she knew why, that Grace had been saving it for their wedding, she was glad her sister had, today had been special, even more so than she had thought it would be and taking her new wife's anal virginity was just the cherry on top. It might not be real in law, but it was real in Melanie's heart and that was more important, no-longer were she and Grace just sisters, now they were wives as well, even if it was a secret they couldn't share with anyone. She smiled happily and upped the pace, driving the toy harder into her sister's backdoor.
"Yessss, yesss, more" screamed out Grace in gratitude, "Fuck me harder with that hard cock, yesssss, aaaarggghhh." She trembled and shook, screaming loudly as Melanie brought her to an anal climax.
Aware of her sister's earlier words Melanie didn't even pause but carried on fucking as hard and fast as she could, her entire body almost a blur. Her own pussy was red and wet with lust, waves of pleasure washing through her, powerful and full of delight, even if they didn't have the intensity of her sister's analgasms. She gritted her teeth and panted as she went harder and faster, building her own pleasure and not by accident, also sending her sister to another plateau of a climactic mountain. The orgasm hit Mel making her gasp and moan, though her sounds were drowned about by her sister's shrieks of rapture, her screams reverberating around the bedroom so loudly it was half a miracle the mirrors didn't shatter.
On and on they went, groaning, moaning, gasping, grunting, shrieking and squealing, shuddering, vibrating, shivering and shaking, their skin flushing red and warm, sweat pouring from their burning flesh, cum leaking from their impassioned pussies, orgasm after orgasm tearing through them both, climaxes uncountable, waves of pleasure so high, so powerful, so lengthy, they merged into one. On and on Melanie pounded her sister's ass and on and on Grace pushed back, driving her butt onto the dick and back against her sister's cunt.
Eventually though Melanie couldn't go on, her entire body was aching from the effort, shining with perspiration, her heart pumping so hard it was almost painful and her lungs working overtime as she gasped in oxygen. However she had it in her for one last effort, upping her speed and drive like she was a marathon runner making one last sprint for the line. Her sister was the winner, screaming and shrieking in bliss as another orgasm tore into her, driving her up the metaphorical wall like she was a succubus scaling it a house to get into the open window of a virgin. "Yessss, aaaarrghhh, yesssss," she screamed, "Yessssss."
There was a pop as Melanie pulled out the cock. She was so exhausted she fell back, panting and gasping, only moving her arm as Grace crawled over to her and nestled against her. For a few minutes they lay together as one, before Grace said, "It's been a lovely day, Mrs Hooper, the best."
Melanie turned her head to look at the beautiful woman beside her, her sister, her wife. She smiled and replied "The Perfect Day."
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"Step forward" the magi Shernost spoke, loud enough to be heard by not only the two swordsmen, but the crowd of other warriors and lords who gathered to watch the death match.
Vic Griffiths gripped his sword tighter and walked forward, he was as far from the favourite of winning as it was possible to be, but such was the unpopularity of his opponent, Grozenge the Reaver, that a few brave souls gave him nods of good luck, even if they were nothing like as powerful as the cheers and foot stamping for his opponent -- everyone likes a winner, especially one who when he wins will be crowned King. The two men approached each other, sword in one hand, shield held in the other, half-helms covering their heads and with mail shirts that reached down to their elbows and knees over tough leather smock and leggings; neither man could be equipped differently from the other, it would all come down to skill, a battle between the hardened warrior who killed his first opponent when he was ten and a teenager, barely out of High School, who'd only found himself in this world days before.
There was a line the sand and as Shernost had instructed him earlier he halted there. Grozenge was taking his time approaching his own, basking in the approval and cheers of the crowd and noting those who's cheering was less than enthusiastic. It allowed Vic time to briefly glance over at the woman they were fighting for; she was wearing a loose dress, which exposed more than was proper of her bosoms and her blonde hair spilled down onto her naked shoulders.
She saw he was looking and though she looked like she was about to cry she forced a smile and mouthed 'good luck'.
"Thanks Mom," Vic said back, so quietly that only he and Shernost could hear. The Magi made no sign he cared, there was no rule which prevented the combatants talking to the prize. Instead he waited until Grozenge was at the line and then raised his hands, before lowering them. It wasn't magic, but it was still impressive how the crowd, noisy and rumbustious a moment before, went silent at his signal.
For a moment all was quiet and then Shernost spoke in a big booming voice, "We are here for the prophecy. When old King Huther fell and our people were split asunder, his Magi had a vision. He dreamed of a Queen, a woman from the worlds across the dreamscape, where science holds sway. She would be blonde and beautiful" Vic glanced over again, his Mom fitted that description, "and arrive in a metal box, with glass so smooth it would be like water." With some artistic license that could be the car which one moment had been driving them back from the store and the next was sitting in a muddy track with a dozen warriors around it shouting and trying to control their rearing horses
"She would marry a great warrior, who reunite the tribes and rule them justly and wisely," Shernost cast a look at Grozenge there before gazing at Vic. The prophecies didn't lie, he had assured Vic, which might suggest that Vic had a small chance, as neither justice or wisdom were attributes Grozenge had shown any sign of before. "It has been a hundred years, more as some say it, but she has arrived, the Queen Deborah of the clan Griffiths," he swung his arm towards her as if anyone in the arena hadn't been aware and then back towards the two men beside him.
"Grozenge the Reaver claims her. It was on his land she appeared and it was his men who found her and bound her and brought her to the City of the Kings. He says that shows the Gods intend her to be his and for him to be the one who fulfils the prophecy." As most of the warriors and lords agreed with his interpretation, even if few liked it, Shernost paused for the cheers and hammering of shields and spear hafts on the ground.
After a few moments he raised his hands again and then lowered them, shushing the crowd. "Facing him is her son, Victor of clan Griffiths. He holds that Grozenge is no man fit for the Queen and that she should be allowed to choose someone better, himself." Vic shook his head urgently, that wasn't what he had said, at least the bit about it being him, it was his Mom after all and no matter how strange this land was to him, he couldn't believe that they'd ever interpret a guy not wanting his Mom to marry a dyed in the wool psychopath as him wanting to marry her himself.
However, they didn't seem to get that as Shernost carried on speaking, "As there are two men who would marry Queen Deborah and claim the Kingship it must be settled between them by battle, to the death."
Grozenge spat and grinned, Vic gulped and nodded.
"To the death..." repeated Shernost and stepped backwards as the two combatants lifted their arms.
*
Earlier that day...
The rooms beneath the arena weren't dungeon cells, but it would have been an easy mistake to make. There was even a guard outside and if the door was unlocked, Vic had little doubt that he was not free to wander and the man outside was more than an ornament. A torch burnt beside the wooden door, and a new torch placed, regularly on the hour, to replace the old before it went out. The only window was a small rectangular one, set so high up in the wall that the only way Vic had been able to see out was to take a running jump to grab the sill with his fingers and hoist himself up to enjoy a few moments in the light before his grip gave way.
A little while before, not longer after the torch change Shernost had come with a few guards. He had explained the rules, not that they were complicated, two men identically armed and armoured went in, one came out. As he was talking the guards had been piling the armour on the table opposite, there was no sword as off yet, he supposed they didn't trust him with it -- whether they'd thought he'd kill himself or the guard he was uncertain.
"You don't believe the prophecy?" Shernost had asked when he'd explained the rules. In the few days Vic had known the Magi he had realised the man might be superstitious and have an unreasonable belief in supernatural portents and signs, but he was also shrewd and highly intelligent, more educated in his world than Vic had been on his own.
"No," the young man said bluntly. "The idea someone know that it would be my Mom driving through that crack a hundred years ago is bullshit, the prophecy is vague it could have been anyone and the bit about her husband uniting the tribes is just some garnish added on."
"But if men believe it's true it is true," Shernost said. He shrugged, "I do not like the Reaver, he is a cruel man and I will not deny you the truth that he would be a poor husband, who will beat your mother and fuck her as and when, whether she is willing or not. But if he marries her people will believe he is the King and they will follow him, no-one will say that the prophecy said a hundred years and it is a hundred a twelve or that your... car, was that what you called it? A shortening for cart? Anyway no-one will say a car is not a box. Nor will they wonder why the prophecy made no mention of you or why we all assumed that it would be a young maiden, not a mother widowed."
"Are you saying it could have been anyone?" Vic said, "We just happened to be the unlucky ones, just driving along and we fell into a crack between your world and mine."
"Not anyone, no, but whilst the prophecy is vague and details are wrong, the truth is not in dispute, it was a woman, who was blonde and beautiful." He grinned and Vic wasn't going to gainsay him on his Mom's beauty, all his friends thought she was hot and to be honest, if she hadn't been his Mom he'd have probably thought the same. Shernost was continuing on, "Nor would I say it was a crack but a passage, less random than you think, there are powers in your world that your science cannot know off, even if they do not have the power they have here and if the Gods wanted to move your mother from one world to the other they would do it."
Vic snorted in derision, but Shernost just gave a smile and shrug, "But you're here aren't you."
It was a simple truth, one that was impossible to argue with. The older man had tried to explain it when he first met Vic and his Mom after they'd first been delivered to the temple/university/library (or whatever it was Shernost had said it was all these things and more) "Our two worlds are like mirrors of each other, they may be cracked and scoured and may not give a perfect reflection, but what happens in one happens in the other, it is why we can speak the same words and if you had a map of your world it would match ours with the same beasts and birds. But whilst the Gods left you to your science and reason, they remained here with us, walking amongst us unseen and giving us the gift of magic and spellcraft. Sometimes they move men or woman between them, when they arrive here we call it prophecy and a sign from Gods, you call it madness and do whatever you do with the insane -- do you still burn them?"
As an explanation it was as good as any and so Vic just said, "I'm here."
"It could be it's not just your mother who was called," Shernost said. "I don't expect Grozenge was expecting you to call him out." He laughed, "It confused me as well, when he called for challengers who disputed his right to take your mother's hand it's is for other men to stake their claim to her to wed, not just because you dislike your future father-in-law; the world would be a much bloodier place if boys always fought those who took their mothers to bed."
"He's a thug, you said so yourself, I wasn't going to let him marry my Mom," Vic replied.
"The arrogance of the young. I don't think you even thought before you stepped forward, he's one of the most foremost warriors in the land, you're new here and I doubt you've even held a sword never mind driven it into another man's guts as he stares at you with his dying eyes," Shernost said. He paused and then added, "Not that it would have mattered, Grozenge doesn't want any step-children complicating his dynasty, so you'd have been dead on the morrow after he was wed."
"So you've just come to tell me I didn't make a mistake in getting myself killed by Grozenge in a duel over my Mom, because he would have killed me anyway," Vic said, at least it meant he couldn't back out, though he had also suspected as much himself.
Shernost laughed, "No, no. I was telling you the Gods wanted to move your mother over here. But if you're also with her they must have meant for you as well and if the Gods do not think as mortals do, I do not believe they are as capricious as to bring you over just to kill you in a duel. I cannot bet on the outcome, I am neutral after all, "he smiled, "but if I could I believe it could be you, not Grozenge, who will be the one to walk away."
"That seems a convoluted plan by your Gods, especially if they want my Mother to marry your new King. What am I supposed to do? Challenge each until I decide on one I think would be a good father-in-law and hope he'd be half-decent as a King?"
"You're next to marry her if you win, that is what the challenge is about, who gets her hand," Shernost said.
"With the small point, I'm her son, that's incest," Vic replied.
Shernost seemed less perturbed by that than Vic had expected, "You wouldn't be the first King or Lord to marry a mother or a sister or daughter for that matter; and in the small villages you think it matters whether you are kin or not?"
"I don't think these mirrors reflect our worlds as closely as you think," Vic responded.
Shernost just laughed and clapped him on the back, "You'll think different on your wedding night."
"If I survive," Vic said.
"Yes," he laughed, it wasn't his life on the line, "Anyway I've gone, but I've arranged a visitor, to help you remember what you're fighting for." He strode to the door and opened it, then he seemed to have a thought, "I will hope to see you after the duel." He nodded in farewell and left before Vic could reply.
The teenager sighed, he hadn't really thought of what he was doing that was true, but the strange thing was that even without Shernost's words he wasn't scared as if some invisible voice was telling him that everything would be okay. That was ridiculous, much like Shernost's belief Gods walked among them, but even so it was comforting and it wouldn't be rationale to force himself to fear the future he now had no control over.
He began to undress to get into the armour, when the door opened and in came his Mom. "Vic," she cried in relief, running towards him and enveloping him in her arms. He hadn't seen her since they'd been in the temple and Grozenge had demanded he be allowed to wed her and before Shernost, the chief Magi had time to reply, Vic had said he couldn't, which was taken by all as a challenge. Had it only been two days ago? It seemed longer. He hugged her back tightly, aware that this time tomorrow he might be dead and she might have been raped multiple times by his killer under the pretence of marriage.
It took them a long time to let go. Eventually he loosened the embrace aware that he needed to get into his armour. He took a step backwards and begun to undo his shirt; it was the one he'd been wearing when he'd come over, like all his clothes. He saw that his Mom had changed, from jeans and sweater into a small, but expensive looking dress, which only reached to just above her thighs and showed more of her boobs than would have been considered proper when you're out doing your weekly shop. A pair of sandals were on her feet, silver embossed in the leather and around her head, was a golden circlet with a diamond hanging down over her forehead. He didn't know who had chosen the clothes, almost certainly not his Mom, who would have been happy wearing cast-offs, but they did make her seem sexy and almost desirable. He frowned, pushing back the latter thought, "I need to get ready."
"You don't need to fight, I'll marry the man," Deborah said.
Vic slipped off his shirt, it might have been his imagination but his chest seemed firmer, the pecs more sculpted than they had before. His Mom was looking as well, seeing the same thing, perhaps the air and diet agreed with him. She reached out and touched him tenderly, her finger slipping down his pec and over the nipple, "I don't want you getting hurt," she pleaded.
"It's too late," said Vic and explained what Shernost had said as he removed his pants, leaving only his boxers. He turned away from his Mom, suddenly aware that his cock was threatening to push out the of the front gap, he'd always been endowed, as several ex-girlfriends could attest, but there was no way he was comfortable about accidentally exposing himself to his Mom.
She misunderstood the gesture taking him by the shoulder and turning him around, "I can talk to Grozenge, tell him I'll go to his bed willingly as long as he doesn't harm you."
"He won't care, Mom," Vic replied, hoping she didn't look down and quickly fumbling for the leggings on the table. He began to pull them up, but they weren't designed to go with boxers and began to scrunch them up uncomfortably.
"I think you need to do without," his Mom said with a small smile.
Vic blushed and turned away from her again, removing his boxers before pulling on the leggings and tying them up. His Mom was still smiling as he turned back, even if it was one tinged with sadness, "Don't worry," she said, "I've seen it before."
"Hmppf," grunted Vic and reached for the leather jerkin. His Mom picked it up off the table for him and paused before handing it to him, "I can win," he said.
His Mom seemed about to cry and then decided better off it, "You can," she said in the same tone as when she encouraged him to try for the school football team, even if he'd been a year too young and at best an outside chance. "But what about the next one? Will he be any better? Will you fight him as well?"
"As many as I need," said Vic. The chainmail seemed lighter than he expected, or else he had put on more muscle over last few days. He squeezed his bicep, it did seem bigger and firmer, but was that his imagination or was there something in Shernost's belief about the Gods wanting him to do more than die in a duel? It seemed unlikely, but it seemed unlikely there were different dimensions you could get whisked into, but yet here he was.
"Even if... I mean when you beat Grozenge, they'll be more and more, every man who thinks he has a chance to be King. I don't think I could bear watching you go out again and again to fight."
"There's not an alternative, I'm not letting you marry any thug who wants, even if most of them didn't plan on killing me to simplify the succession," he replied. He slipped on the chainmail, it still felt lighter than he expected and hardly restricted his movement at all as he practiced some turns and paces.
Deborah stopped him, grabbing his hand, "There's one way. After the fight, you marry me, become the King."
Vic started in surprise, "You're my Mom."
"We wouldn't need to do anything, just say the words, after a few days you can tell everyone you've consummated the wedding, they won't know any different and take a concubine, a lot of the leaders do, arranged marriages are common," she looked at him pleadingly.
"It seems an odd thing to do," he replied.
"This whole world is strange, seriously Vic, it's the only option," she said.
Before he could reply the door opened again and in came Shernost. "It is time," said the Magi.
*
The first blow from Grozenge was so easy to evade he must have been playing with Vic. The teen easily sidestepped it, his face expressionless, as the older man guffawed and grinned, sure he was already the winner. He started to circle round ready to strike again and Vic followed him. It was strange but as soon as he had picked up the sword it began to feel part of him and the longer he held it the stronger that feeling became. Grozenge was coming in again with a lackadaisical cut that it was simple for Vic block with his shield.
However it left a small opening for the teen to exploit and even as Grozenge's sword was bouncing from his shield he was thrusting forward with his own weapon.
The older warrior saw it just in time and jumped backwards, avoiding the sword connecting with him by inches. His expression changed, from arrogance to surprise and as he circled again he was less playful with his swordplay and more studied, waiting for his own opening.
Vic didn't allow him time to find one, launching his own attack, a flurry of cuts and thrusts.
They were all parried, but Grozenge fell back and his expression became wary as he realised that his opponent was no callow teen he could easily disembowel, but a warrior his equal.
Or better. Vic didn't know how he'd become so swift or skilled or strong with his sword, but he was on the attack again, his sword swiping up and low, forcing Grozenge to block and avoid, the older man grunting with exertion as he stopped one blow that would have taken him in the head only to have to dodge another that would have taken his arm off at the elbow. There was a small tremor in his hands as he counter-attacked, trying to find a weakness in Vic's defence and not finding any.
Vic swung again, the sword clanging at the shield and then down lower.
It wasn't hard enough to tear through the metal chain, but it still smacked hard against it and Vic could see his opponent wince in pain.
The crowd were cheering louder now and Vic was pleased to hear that at least as many were calling for him as Grozenge. He moved forward again, his arm a blur as he attacked again and again, his weapon sweeping down and thrusting forward, continually forcing Grozenge into the defence, until the man stumbled backwards.
It was only for a second, but as he flailed backwards his sword and shield swung outwards leaving his chest exposed.
Vic thrust forward...



It was the first time he'd seen a man die and it was at his hands. The sword smashed through the chainmail, continued through the flesh and muscle and bone, to rip out the back, tearing the rings of metal away. For a second Grozenge remained upright, a look of surprise mingling with a sudden realisation that his life was slipping away from him. Then he fell backwards onto the sand.
The crowd was screaming and cheering, the calls for Grozenge now silent and all the yells for Vic. He ignored them, dropping his sword and shield onto the floor for others to pick up and running across the arena to his Mom. Deborah was already standing, crying what looked like tears of happiness, her arms held out with the metal chain that held them taut. Vic stopped at the table, just out of her reach and picked up the key, firstly unlocking the padlock which chained her to the wooden post and then the one which bound her hands together. The metal chain fell to the floor and Vic grasped her hugging her close, his hands wrapped round her, his head buried in her neck as she did the same with him, squeezing him so close he could feel the shift of her bosoms as she sobbed and cried, even beneath his chainmail.
Dimly he was aware that Shernost was calling for silence and announcing he was the winner, before walking across the arena to where Vic was holding his Mom. Deborah broke away from her son, her arms moving to grip his arms, as she looked into his eyes, "Marry me, accept the challenge," she said pleadingly, "I couldn't go through that again."
There was no choice, so Vic nodded and said "Yes." He turned to Shernost as the Magi approached, giving a shrug of defeat even if he had just won, "You win," he said, "I'll marry my Mom."
*
Shernost wasted no time in planning the wedding, Vic had been expecting there'd be months where he and his Mom could think up some plan to derail the wedding, but Shernost had immediately declared it would take place less than half a week away. The next few days were a blur to Vic, as he was whisked to what would be his new castle, conveniently located right next to the temples where Shernost had his base. The Magi seemed to be as adept at organising feasts as he was at translating prophecies and arranging battles to the death, as all Vic had to do was stamp or sign various vellum and paper parchments, whilst be fitted out for various new items of clothing and armour. After the first day he didn't see his mother as she was taken across the city to be prepared for the wedding, with new clothes and hairstyling and massages, designed Shernost explained, to make her more flexible and comely for the wedding night.
The Magi seemed to assume that it would be consummated, Vic assumed the opposite, though he saw no reason to tell Shernost that and have a further complicated discussion.
The day of the wedding came and Vic found himself in the chapel, Shernost in front of him, the Lords and Warriors seated behind, waiting for his Mom to come.
A blare of trumpets announced his Mom's arrival and Vic turned to look at her. To his surprise she almost took his breath away she was wearing a dark red net dress, which was almost see-through and exposed her cleavage almost to her nipples, whilst clinging tightly to the rest of her shapely body. Her blonde hair was curled and shiny, flowers intertwined in it as fell down to her shoulders. The make up was both subtle and appealing, bringing out the beauty of her face, whilst not concealing the fresh skin. Behind her a gaggle of handmaidens followed, each holding a posy of flowers -- all were young and attractive -- but Vic only had eyes for his Mom, seeing her in an entirely new way.
As she stood in front of the altar Deborah reached out to take his hand. Without thinking Vic took it, consoling himself with the thought, after he did so, that it was important the warriors and Lords thought of the marriage as a real one, even if he and his Mom didn't. Te could smell the perfume the handmaidens had dabbed on it, it was alluring and fresh, like a natural brook which one wanted to dip in.
The ceremony was short and simple, the Gods obviously not being fans of large metaphor filled sermons, ending with the injunction to kiss the bride. Vic had recovered his thoughts enough that as he moved forward he aimed for the cheek to give a more familial greeting, but just before he did, his Mom turned her face so he had no choice but to go on the lips. He almost opened his mouth, but kept it closed, even if he felt his lips lingering a second too long. Blushing he pulled back, muttering something about it being important to keep up appearances. His Mom smiled and nodded.
Still holding hands they led the wedding party and guests to the feast hall, where even as they were arriving servants were bringing out the first courses and wine. Vic and his Mom, now wife, were sat at the top table and if Vic wore no crown, he was still treated as King designate and served everything first, his Mom, as the Queen second. The wine was tasty, but weak, so there was little chance of becoming too drunk, which was one of the mercies and each course was tasty but small, so that even as they hit the fourteenth and final course, Vic was full, but far from bloated. He spoke to his Mom throughout, but kept the conversation inconsequential, aware that Shernost was always next to her and subtly trying to appear like he was not listening in, whilst obviously doing so.
Throughout the meal there was plenty of entertainment from mud wrestling slave girls to nude dancers, all designed to titillate and ready the new husband for his wife. Several times Vic found himself growing hard and turning to look at his Mom beside him, didn't reduce the swelling as much as he had hoped, as she ate at her food daintily and sipped at her wine, with a continual smile on her face as if she wasn't marrying her son.
The feasting finished Shernost clapped his hands and announced the dancing would begin. As was traditional the groom and his new bride had the first one and as the band began to play their flutes, trumpets and harps, Vic stood and took his Mom's hand leading her down. It was not a close dance luckily, nor a complex one, though he had practiced with several handmaidens sent over to him for that purpose. Holding his Mom's hand he stepped around in a circle as she followed him, smiling and nodding as he completed and then reversed the move; going back and forth several times until the band moved onto a new tune and other couples could join them. Vic quickly took his leave, leading his Mom back to the main table, though she held his hand as they threaded themselves through the other dancers.
He sat, but she didn't follow him as Shernost interrupted them and murmured something in her ear. She nodded, blushing slightly and turned to her son, "I'm going to our room, I'll expect you in a bit."
Shernost nodded his agreement, as Deborah gestured to the handmaidens to follow her, before taking a seat next to Vic and sipping at the wine. "I would not wait too long before you go to her, she is ripe and ready for your seed," he said.
"You expect me to have sex with my Mom?" Vic asked, he tried to sound surprised, but Shernost had made it sound so obvious and natural over last few days it came over as more resigned.
The Magi nodded, "Yes, why not? You are now married and she wants it."
"She does not," Vic said, though a small part of him wondered whether it was true, and an even smaller part found himself hoping it was.
The Magi smiled, "See for yourself," he said with the air of man who doesn't doubt his own words, "The prophecy says you will be wed, to be wed you must consummate, fuck her and tomorrow you will be King."
"How will anyone know? Unless someone is joining us in the bedroom we could lie and say we fucked... had sex and no-one would know."
"The Gods would know," said the Magi. He gave a small shrug and continued, "You either lie or you tell the truth, the Gods will decide whether you live or die; whether the prophecy is fulfilled or I have misread the signs. Have another drink..."
Vic had three, but they didn't tell him anything, though they didn't seem to do him any harm either and if he wasn't as sober as a judge when he stood, he was not as drunk as a lord either, especially not as drunk as some of the Lords down on the feasting tables. However, he knew he couldn't avoid the night anymore, at least without questions being asked by the guests about whether he had consummated the marriage and whilst he thought he wouldn't, probably (unless his Mom demanded it) he didn't want potential challengers to know.
"I shall see you in the morning," he said to Shernost.
"You will," the Magi agreed.
Despite leaving the feast Vic didn't hurry to his chambers, knowing that his Mom would be waiting there. She surely didn't mean for them to consummate their marriage, despite what Shernost had said and Vic was sure he didn't plan to either, even if his Mom had been more than usually hot today, with an alluring perfume to match. Still even dawdling, there was no-where else to go and eventually he reached the tower where his chambers were. There was a guard at the door, the man standing aside to let Vic enter, the teen closing it behind him and ascending the stairs to the main bedroom, where he assumed his Mom would be.
He paused at the landing, half-tempted to go further up to the roof and stay there the night, but that wouldn't solve his problems and would likely to add to them. He opened the door and stepped into the room.
He had expected it to be dark or at least dim, but it was almost as bright as day, with lanterns burning merrily on the wall and candles on virtually every surface, letting off a scent like cedar wood. His Mom was in the bed in the middle of the room. He could tell she was naked under the fur blankets even if only her shoulder were visible. She gave a smile as he entered, more nervous than he expected, "Are you going to join me?" she asked.
At that moment Vic knew two things, firstly if he joined her nothing would ever be the same again and secondly, he was going to get into bed with her and fuck her; she was too tempting to resist and she wanted it as much as, he suddenly realised, he did.
"Yes," he replied and unbuttoned his shirt.
His Mom nervously bit her lip, but her eyes didn't move from his chest as he pulled off the top and exposed his torso, it was firm and muscular, even before he'd arrived here he'd been working out and something in the air seemed to add even more tone to his physique. His boots were next, together with his socks, pushing them under the table to be picked up in the morning. He reached down for the lace of his breeches, his cock already hard under the pants. He loosened the cord and then pulled them down and off, aware his Mom was staring at his hard ten-inch dick. She licked her lips as if they were dry and pulled back the fur blanket.
As he had known, she was nude. Exposed her tits were larger and rounder than he expected and her pussy shaved, save for a small tuft of decorative hair above the slit, whether that and belly-button piercing were new or if she had always had them Vic didn't care. Naked as she was Vic got into the bed, his mother bringing back the blanket to cover them both. "What now?" he said.
"We're married, husband and wife as well as Mom and son," Deborah replied.
"That's not an answer," he said back.
She rolled onto her side towards him, her hand moving to rest on his chest, her fingers tracing a faint pattern between his pecs, "It is up to you," she replied, "but you are now my husband and I'm your wife." She withdrew her finger and licked it gently as if she wanted to taste his skin.
'Was she coming on to him?' he wondered. Even though their bodies weren't touching he could sense her nakedness. How own cock was hard, pressing upwards at the blanket, raising it obviously. He turned his head so he was looking at his Mom, her face glowing a bronzy red as the flames of the candles and lanterns flickered and lit up the room. She had always looked pretty, he wouldn't deny that, but lying here on their wedding night, the light softening her features she was so as to be desirable. It was the wine, he told himself, and Shernost's magics as well, the Magi had put a spell on them both -- whatever it was he wanted her, not as a son wants his Mom, but as a man wants a woman.
His head moved towards her, his mouth slowly opening so it was obvious he was looking for more than a familial peck. 'If she shows any resistance, I'll pull back, blame the wine and claim I was drunk', Vic said to himself.
He didn't need to worry, his Mom moved her head forward to meet him, her lips slowly drawing apart as well so that when they met their mouths were both open. They slipped and slid their lips over each other, opening and closing their mouths, sucking and slurping as if they were trying to swallow, their tongues teasing forward to touch and tease, probing gently into each other's mouths. Vic felt his tongue curling round and exploring his Mom, pressing and entwining with hers in a way that was impossible to brush off as a friendly kiss. She was reacting with equal enthusiasm, her tongue forcing it way back at his as her lips opened and closed round his, moving round his mouth as she tried to both encircle it and suck it in. He kissed back, harder, even more energetically, seeking to control her as she was seeking to manage him.
Reaching up his hand found her naked bosom. He grasped it, it was soft and larger than he had imagined, the flesh squashing under his fingers. He could feel the bump of the nipple on his palm as he squeezed harder, his Mom groaning in pleasure and shuddering in pleasure. He could sense one of her hands moving down to rub at her pussy, her fingers sliding over the crack as she pleasured herself. Vic felt his own cock throbbing with excitement, ready to plunge into her hot hole. But he didn't want to be too quick, he'd banged enough girls to know that foreplay is the way to her orgasm and he wanted his Mom to cum so powerfully she'd not regret what they were doing, even if that was partially a selfish desire to persuade her that they wouldn't need a stilted post sex conversation (at least until tomorrow). His head moved away from hers and down to her ample bosom.
"Oh Vic," his Mom moaned as his mouth latched onto her breast. His began to suck at the nipple, his teeth nibbling gently at it in between his breaks. He was sure he must have suckled her tit before, when he was a baby, but he had no memory of it, nor had he had any desire to return to it before tonight. But now it felt good, not that he was sucking it like he was a newborn desperate for a mother's milk, but that he was sucking it as a prelude to fucking a sexy woman, turning her on. He sucked harder and eagerly, swapping to the other. Deborah shuddered and groaned, her back bending as she sunk into the pleasure her son was providing her. "Don't stop, baby, ooohh, that feels so good."
Keeping his mouth on her teats, Vic moved a hand downward, over her stomach and towards her cunt. She was still rubbing herself, but he pushed her hand gently aside and replaced it with his own, telling her without words that she was his now and he could take care of her pleasure. She was already soaked, the juice coating her walls as he slid his fingers in, slowly but firmly pumping them into her hole. She gave another gasp and shiver, her mouth opening to let out a low moan of approval. His pushed deeper and faster, slipping his fingers in and out, feeling the warmth of her pussy as they gripped at them, the cum, which was seeping from her, soaking him as he fingered her waiting pussy. She was shivering and gasping with eagerness, one hand on his head stroking it, the other on his ass cheek, grasping the firm globe and gripping it so that her nails were digging in.
"OOhh God, Vic baby, take me, fuck me," Deborah moaned, ", I want you in me, I'm your wife, not your Mom."
She was wrong as she both his wife and Mom, but at the moment the wife bit felt more important. He lifted himself up, fully over her, feeling her legs spreading open to receive him and then lowered himself down, penetrating his Mom for the first time ever with his large cock. She gave a gasp of excited pleasure as he entered her, her mouth opening to let out following a series of short sharp pants as he carried on down, her eyes locking onto his face as he descended. "Fuck me, fuck me hard," she demanded and even though he was now the King he felt compelled to obey.
He rammed down, driving his cock deep into her pussy, the wet and willing walls giving way to his thrust, gripping at his prick and making the skin rub frantically at his gland. He drove again and again, hammering his prick into his Mom's waiting hole, each time feeling her convulse and gasp under him. Her gaze remained locked onto his, looking deep into each other's eyes as they coupled with a crazy carelessness. He slammed down again, his large thick dick driving deep into her soaked hole, filling her and making her pant in pleasure, her mouth agape as tiny breaths came from it like she couldn't take a full one. Again and again he rose up and hammered down, getting himself into a paced rhythm, hard and fast, deep and furious.
It no longer seemed to matter, that she was his Mom, not now he was inside her. All that mattered was that she was a hot and sexy older woman, who wanted him as much as he wanted her. Her hands were clawing at his back, her nails stabbing into the flesh so hard that in the morning he knew there would be marks -- though unlike when he'd previously banged a girl so hard she'd scratched him, this time he wouldn't be hiding it from his Mom. Her legs moved up and round him, gripping his thighs with her heels on his calves, encouraging him deeper and harder, her own body shuddering and rising to meet his, dropping back down as he plunged into her, pinning her to the mattress. Her head raised slightly and he lowered his, knowing what she wanted, slowing down for a moment to kiss her, their mouths and tongues merging as one, before he lifted his head and resumed slamming her as hard as he could.
"Yesss, yesss, baby, fuck me, fuck your wife, she wants it hard," his Mom squealed, her head falling back onto the pillows. "Give me that cock, I want it all the way in me. Ooohh, yesss, yessss."
She gasped loudly and shook as if she was being hit by a wave of intense pleasure. Vic had banged women before, even older ones if a twenty nine year old and a twenty five year old counted, but he didn't think he had ever had such a reaction. Sure, there had been pants and grunts, but never so loud, not high-pitched squeals which seemed like they came from an old fashioned kettle on the verge of boiling. His previous girlfriends had (mainly) moved as well, but it had been understated tremors and gentle rocking, not the full shudders like an earthquake was happening in her pussy. Vic wasn't sure whether it was because he was getting more experienced and working out what a woman wanted or whether this world, much like it had made him a deadly fighter, had also raised his sexual skills to Casanova type levels. Or even if it was that he and his Mom were so in tune, sexually, that it was like riding a bronco. He didn't care, however, whatever the reason it was great and he was enjoying it as much as his Mom was.
"AAarrrgghh, yessss, do me, don't stop, don't ever stop, aaarrggghhh, Vic baby, this is so fucking hot, aaaarrghhh, fuuucckk," his Mom shrieked and cried so loud he imagined that the whole city could hear them rutting away.
He rammed down, feeling her cunt sucking in his cock like they belonged together. His balls were pressing at her mons as the full length of his hard prick entered her, diving in as deep as was possible. She shuddered and squealed once more, her fingers grasping his back hard and her nails knifing into him. It was painful but irrelevant, it would need to be a lot more agonizing than it was before it swamped the pleasure he was getting from pounding his Mom's soaked hole. He could feel her breasts bouncing and squashing against him as he slammed down and rose again, the nipples hard and stiff on his chest whenever he pushed down. "Fuck," he grunted in pleasure, "Take my cock, take it all."



"That's it Vic, give it me, I can take it, I want it," his Mom gasped in reply, her thighs squeezing harder at him and her hands pressing his upper chest down against her body, so that it was his hips and stomach that were doing all the work. His cock slammed deep into her again, sliding easily down her lubricated twat, the wet juice slathering his thick pole and sloshing out over her lips, leaving them as soaked as the hole itself. She gasped in pleasure, her body arching and her face contorting, her mouth first open and then grimly closed as if she was scared that the ecstasy would leak out if her lips were agape.
He didn't even pause, continuing to ram at her and slam his large cock into her wanton pussy. She screamed and shrieked even louder, not caring that it was her son in her. But then he no longer cared either. She was the most fuckably hot woman he'd ever been with, better than the eighteen year old cheer captain, better than the twenty nine year old barmaid who sold fake ID on the side. But then she wasn't his Mom, or being his Mom was no longer the most important thing about her to him, but she was now his lawfully wedded wife, to fuck and to hold whenever they wanted; and if the sex was always going to be as good as this he imagined that they would want it a lot.
"Yesss, aaarrggghh, make me cum more," she screamed, "Aaarrrgghh, yesss, you're so good."
He felt pride as she squealed out the words, even more so because her actions showed them to be true, as she shook and rocked like she was possessed, her entire body flushed and red with the pleasure he was giving her. If she was the best fuck he'd ever had, he wondered whether he was her best -- without being immodest, he doubted many men had made her scream like that, at least in recent years when her bedroom had been notably quiet on the occasions when a male friend was staying the night.
She wasn't silent now, screaming like a banshee in the night, "Aaarrrghhh, yessss, fuuucckk, yesssss, yessss, fuck me harder baby, aaaarrrghhh fuck me forever!"
He wanted to, he wanted to keep on fucking non-stop all the way to morning, to feel his Mom shuddering under him, to hear her squeals and radiate in the warmth emanating from her. But his cock and balls were intent on betraying him, the gland unable to stop the cunt gripping and squeezing it and the sac ready to empty whether he wanted to or not. He couldn't say it wasn't worth it as an orgasm, as powerful as anyone he'd had previously, took control off his body and reduced his muscles to jelly and turned his nerves to electricity.
"Yes, cum in me," his Mom squealed as she realised he was ejaculating, "Fill me with your seed."
He closed his eyes tightly as his cock spurted blast after blast into his Mom's twat, more than fulfilling her ask, until it was seeping over the lips and his hard cock was softening within her. He pulled out and rolled off her, falling onto his back. Now it was over, his doubts were immediately returning.
But not, it seemed, for his Mom. She rolled onto her side so she was facing him, one hand under her head, the other stroking his chest. "God, Vic, baby, you were marvellous, I've never cum like that before, you were a stallion." She moved her head forward and kissed him on the side of his face, letting her tongue out so that she could run it over his cheek and lips, down to his chin, sensually. Despite himself he could feel an ember of passion heating up in his loins, not cooled as his Mom reached down to his cock, still sticky and wet with his and her cum, and slid her hand over it. "We can do it every night and every morning, now, fuck like wild animals," she purred.
"I need to take a bath," Vic said. It was true, as he was perspiring from the energetic sex, but it also gave him a moment to think. He pulled back the bedding and got out, aware he was naked and that his Mom was looking at him with hungry eyes, equally aware that in pushing away the furs he had also exposed her naked body, and that it looked good. He quickly turned and left, walking through the door to the chamber next door where a great stone bath, easily big enough for two, sat embedded in the floor. He knew without testing it would be hot, not so much that it boiled, but not tepid either, the spells of the Magi keeping it constant (without much effort of their part, according to Shernost).
He got in, relishing the heat of the water against his tired muscles and find himself becoming instantly re-energised, even his cock seemed to be stirring again. It was wrong to fuck his Mom, that was true, certainly in his world, but he was no longer in the same dimension and they did things differently. And his Mom wanted it, she had made that more than clear, so he wasn't hurting her. He lay back and contemplated things, closing his eyes to think
At least for a few moments, before he was disturbed by the soft pad of footprints. He opened his eyes to see his Mom walking towards the bath, she was wearing a red night-gown, but whilst it may have provided a modicum of warmth it didn't conceal anything, being both open and translucent. In her hands she was carrying two wine goblets. "I thought you would want a drink," she said and handed him one. "Can I join you?" she asked and as he nodded she put down the second drink on the edge of the bath and slipped out of her robe so that she was totally naked, her round tits jiggling as she walked down the steps and into the bath, sliding round the marble seat until she was next to him.
"About what we did, just now..." she began.
"Had sex," Vic felt it needed to be put into words.
"Fucked hard," she corrected him with a smile and as it was the truth he just nodded and let her continue, "I don't regret it, do you?"
He paused, unsure for a second how to reply, before coming out with, "It was good." It wasn't an answer to the question, but it was true the sex had been good, great even and he wasn't yet sure whether he was regretting it. Probably not, he decided as his Mom, slipped even closer to him so they were touching, her spare hand slipping under the water to rest on his upper thigh, inches from his rapidly awakening cock.
"If I wasn't your Mom, what would you think, would you fuck me again?" she asked.
"You are my Mom," Vic said.
"That's not what I was asking," she replied, bringing her mouth so close to his he could feel the warm breath on his lips. "Would you fuck me again?"
"Yes," he replied hoarsely and his mouth opened for hers.
They kissed long and deep, their tongues probing and exploring each other, their lips melded together. Her hand moved up his thigh to find his cock, but it was already erect even without her help. She stroked it gently, not enough to make him near cumming, but enough to keep him stiff and hard. He let go off the goblet and moved his hands to her chest, playing and kneading with her soft round bosoms, squeezing them gently and making them jump and bounce.
"I can't believe we're doing this either," Deborah said with a smile after they broke.
"I know it shouldn't but it feels right, when I saw you in the bed, I knew I wanted you," he said.
"This is going to sound awful," his Mom blushed, "but for me it was when I saw you in the cell before you went to fight that man, you looked so manly and unafraid and I just felt this horrible desire, even if I knew it was wrong. And then when you fought him, risking you life, no-one has ever done anything like that for me, "No-one has ever killed for me before." She gave a small nervous titter as if she was letting go off an innermost secret.
"He was a bad man and this world is better for him not being in it," Vic replied and leaned forward to kiss his Mom and show that he was still on her side.
For a few more minutes they resumed exploring each other's bodies, their hands caressing parts that neither had imagined ever seeing again, never mind touching and squeezing and stroking. Eventually Vic broke the kissing with a grin, now content with their new relationship and eager to continue with it. "We should go to bed," he said and stood.
Deborah followed him to the bed chamber, not bothering to put on the gown again. She put a hand on his shoulder as he was about to get into the bed, "Before we fuck again," she smiled playfully, "Do you want a warm up?"
"What kind of warm up," he said turning towards her.
"With my mouth," she purred before sliding gently to her knees in front of him.
Vic gulped in excitement as she opened her lips and let her tongue roll over his thick gland, slowly and sensually sweeping around and up and down it, coating the prick with a thin sheen of her saliva. She went down again, licking at the underside until she got to his balls, before continuing to slowly slide her tongue round them, teasing him by taking them into her mouth and gently sucking for a moment.
"Oh God," he murmured in a thankful prayer, as she continued to tease him with her tongue, licking his cock all over and ensuring it was hard.
"Oh fucking God," he repeated the prayer more forcefully as her mouth opened and she slid her luscious lips down the length of his thick rod.
At first she only went an inch or two before bobbing her head back and smiling, teasingly and sexily, up at him. But then she went down again, taking more and when she pulled back she didn't fall off the prick, but ended an inch from the tip, before going forward again. Her lips rolled down his stiff prick, warm and wet, leaving a trail of pleasure in her wake. Vic grunted, his teeth automatically gritting together, as he reached for her shoulders, balancing himself on them as his legs suddenly felt very weak and rubbery.
Down below the sounds of slurping intensified as his Mom eagerly sucked his cock, taking it almost as deep her throat, filling her mouth with the meaty delight. Vic grunted again, his hands gripping so hard at his Mom's shoulder's he could feel the blade. For his first blowjob his then girlfriend had been so nervous she'd grazed him with her teeth and whilst he'd had a lot of better ones since he didn't think any of them compared to his Mom's; if she normally gave head this good he couldn't work out why she was single.
Her head banged up and down enthusiastically, like she was listening to some eighties metal band, taking his cock as far into her as anyone had ever taken it. He could feel the gland being drowned in her warm, wet mouth, coating the cock with her saliva until it felt like it was coated in a warm sheen of chocolate.
"Gwrfff, gwrff," his Mom gulped. Vic knew what she meant, as he gave a gasp of surprise. It meant that she was taking him deep enough that his cock was pressing towards her throat. He looked down, ready to pull out, but even though his Mom's eyes were wide and she was blinking away watery streams which were forming in them she was going just as enthusiastically, a trickle of saliva rolling down her chin as she took it. Vic closed his eyes again, letting the feelings of pleasure, soak over him and trying desperately to stop himself cumming.
Luckily for him he didn't. "Hmpff," his Mom gasped as she pulled back, his dripping cock popping out of her mouth. She smiled at him, "How was that for foreplay?"
"Almost as good as the main event," he said as she got to her feet.
"I don't think so," she tittered, walking over to the bed and getting on her hands and knees on top of the furs. She wiggled her naked ass towards him, "Have you ever done anal with any of your previous girlfriends?"
It was a question Vic never thought he'd have his Mom ask, but given what she was just about to offer him, it was an easy one to answer, "A couple," he replied, remembering Mandy from Math Club and a older college girl he'd met at a party and whose name he hadn't picked up.
His Mom giggled, "Well, given the circumstances I can hardly claim to be a proper virgin for our wedding night, but I can claim to be an anal one."
"You've never been done backdoor?" Vic wasn't sure whether he believed her or not.
"That's what I'm claiming," his Mom tittered again. She wiggled her ass some more, "Wanna be my first, husband of mine."
It didn't matter to Vic whether she was playacting or telling the truth, he could hardly expect her to be inexperienced and pure, given she was his Mom and in her forties, with a failed marriage and several equally failed relationships behind her. All that mattered was that his cock was hard, she was willing and her butt looked as hot as hell. "Too right I do," he grinned and got on the bed behind her.
Her ass looked so inviting that he was almost slavering as he gripped her cheeks, pulling them apart to reveal her tight back hole. Taking his cock in one hand, he positioned it in the crater, pausing for a second just in case his Mom changed her mind. She didn't and so he shoved forward, forcing open the tight ring. Luckily his cock was still soaked and oiled from Deborah's sucking, but it was still tight; he could feel the walls rubbing at the skin of his prick as she pushed it in, burning hot despite the oral lubrication. He gritted his teeth and continued down, despite the friction (or because of it) he could feel the blood pumping in his cock as it was squeezed tight. He moved his hands to her waist, to get a better grip, and thrust again.
"Mmnnn, yes, baby, yes, fuck my ass, I want you to stretch my butthole so wide," his Mom moaned, continue to wiggle and wriggle it, encouraging him in.
"Yeah, Mom, I'm on it," he responded and drove forward, forcing her back tunnel open. It gripped him even harder, squeezing at his prick like he'd placed it in a vice, except in a good way. He pulled back a couple of inches and then drove forward, his large dick spearing forward and making his Mom squeal in pleasure, her hands gripping the furs and her ass pushing backwards to meet him. He continued pumping and thrusting, ramming it in deeper with each forward drive. It felt like a hand was on his dick, trying to crush it at the same time as it was stimulating it. Up he went, down again, filling his Mom's hole with his thick dick, making her gape as she wanted.
All the time she was moaning in pleasure; "Yes, Vic baby, ram my butt, I want you in me, oooohhh, this feels so good, uuuurrhhh, fuck me hard, fill me with your prick."
He slammed harder, feeding her the last of its length, his balls banging hard against her as he thrust and thrust again. He moved faster and harder, it getting easier as her walls loosened under the continuous assault. Not that, judging from her squeals and gasps, she in anyway minded. He soon moved into a rhythm, fast and powerful, making his Mom rock and tremble, her butt bouncing as he hammered into the fleshy globes again and again, his massive prick vanishing between them and into her taboo hole.
It was for Vic to believe he was fucking his Mom in the butt. Just over a week ago he wouldn't have even considered it, would have likely been repulsed by just imagining it if the thought had somehow entered his mind. But now here he was, balls deep in her most forbidden passage and enjoying it more than he should; no he corrected himself, enjoying it as much as he should, given how sexy and hot his Mom was, how she was up for it as well and that they were now man and wife, not just son and Mom.
"God, Mom, your ass is so wonderful, it's the best I've ever fucked," he said, driving forward.
"I love you in it baby, you're making me so happy," his Mom squealed in reply.
He thrust again, sending his cock deep into his Mom's hole and making her cry out in ecstasy as he continued with her ramming. He pressed down, putting his hand on the top of her back, forcing her downwards so she was face down on the bed, with her ass up. "Ooohh, yeesss," she cried, "That's it Vic, fuck your Mom's butt open."
Pausing he pushed her onto the bed fully and rolled her over, before lying on side behind her and reinserting his cock in her ass before she could complain. She shuddered as the thick pole rammed down her hole, her shakes getting even wilder as he reached round with his hand until he found her cunt and stuffed a couple of fingers in it, working them vigorously in the soaked hole. "Fucckkk," she shrieked, "Oooohh, arrrrggghhh, yessss, I've never been fucked like this Vic baby, ram my holes, oh fuck use them both."
Vic did so, enthusiastically, speeding up to hammer his Mom's asshole as fast and hard as he could, at the same time driving his fingers so deep into her cunt that he could feeling the pounding of his cock through her walls. His Mom was almost continually screaming now, her wails of pleasure filling the room, as she arched her back and pressed against him. His spare arm wrapped under her body to find her bouncing tits to squeeze and knead, driving her to further fits of frenzy, her entire body burning hot with ecstasy, the skin flushed red as she orgasmed again and again. Vic's cock pounded in, her asshole stretched and easy for access -- he briefly wondered whether she was telling the truth about being an anal virgin, she seemed to be taking the big cock in her hole too easily for that, but then he decided it didn't matter -- if she wanted to say she was a virgin and that her son was taking her anal cherry that was okay with him.
"Aaaarrrghh," she screamed as she climaxed, "AAAarrrghhh, yessss, make Mom cum."
Juice was squirting out from her cunt, covering his fingers and soaking the furs. He shoved them in deeper and harder, slamming down at the warm, wet walls and making her scream even louder as she was taken from both sides. "Yesss, yesss, aaaaarrggghhh, fuuuckkk!" The orgasms seemed to be hitting her in a constant wave, Vic not allowing her down from one before he was fucking another into her. He didn't think she was complaining as she shrieked some more, "Yesssss, I'm cumming for you baby, aaarrgggghhh!"
He continued to pump harder and harder, her ass gripping and squeezing his cock, building the pressure in his balls. He tried to force it back, firstly thinking about other things -- which was impossible as the hotness of his Mom's butt drove any other thoughts from his head. Then slowing down almost to stop, only for his Mom to moan out, "Fuck me harder, don't stop baby please, pound me" and he was encouraged to return to his previous pace. Panting with exertion he knew he was close, his body automatically speeding up even as he wanted to slow down and keep this feeling forever. His Mom screamed out one last time as a final orgasm hit her, "Yessssss!"
Then his own body was flooded with ecstasy, every fibre of it tearing apart. Spurt after spurt of cum shot from his prick and into her ass, filling the hole with his wet, silvery goo, bubbling out as he withdrew.
He rolled over onto his back, trying to get his breath back as his Mom nestled into him, resting her head on his chest. "I'm so happy we're together."
"Me to," he admitted. Tomorrow he'd have to find out how he ruled a Kingdom, especially one split into so many factions and clans, but tonight he had found the woman who he would share the burdens with, his hot and sexy Mom.
*
Queen Deborah quickly adjusted herself in front of the mirror, deciding quickly the bodice didn't show enough cleavage and rapidly loosening it. Outside in the courtyard the trumpets were still sounding her husband's return and had been doing for five minutes, long enough for her to quickly run a brush through her hair and dab on a touch of perfume.
Her maid was standing beside the door holding the princess, waiting for Deborah to come out of the bed chamber, as soon as she did Deborah took her eighteen month old in her arms. Just in time as the door opened and in walked her husband and son, King Victor, or Vic the Victorious as the crowds were beginning to call him. The maid curtsied but he ignored her, his only interest in his wife and daughter. Deborah gave him a peck on the cheek, aware that their daughter was more interested in playing with the tassels of his cloak.



"A successful campaign?" she asked, though the news had travelled back several days ago, two of the border tribes comprehensively beaten by her son in battle and the another two agreeing to pay homage to him, securing the frontiers for a generation.
"Yes, but I missed you and this little one," he smiled at Princess Barbara and the baby smiled back, before kissing his wife tenderly, careful not to squash the child she was holding.
"It's time for Barbara's afternoon nap," Deborah passed the baby to the maid, who took the child, curtsied again and departed.
As soon as she had closed the door, Deborah rushed forward and gave her husband the kiss she had wanted to give him, a long and passionate locking of lips, tongues battling together, as she used one hand to undo his pants before reaching up for her bodice. They were naked in moments, "Let's fuck," she giggled.
"If we're lucky we might get a son," he grinned in agreement and let his Mom lead him into the bedchamber.
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There is a time, for teenage girl, where they move from gawky adolescence to voluptuous adulthood and for Ashley Danes that time had arrived with a vengeance; or so at least thought her Mom, Melanie, as she entered the kitchen to see her youngest daughter making breakfast. It was just a shame the eighteen year old had to hide her curves under a frumpy cardigan which reached down to her thighs and a pair of jeans so loose and wide the seventies were desperately calling them back. However, even dressed like a bag lady, it was impossible to disguise the sexiness of the teenager, the round curve of her rump, the hourglass curves of her hips, the large, magnificent bosoms, which were designed for sucking.
"Good morning," Melanie stepped into the kitchen announcing her presence to her daughter.
Ashley turned, pushing her thick-rimmed glasses up her nose, as she did so. They didn't ruin the beauty, but they did detract from it, Ashley not yet have taken up her Mom's hints about contact lenses or at least some thinner framed and more fashionable glasses which would fit her face. "Morning Mom," she replied with a smile which was unknowingly sexy.
Her Mom leaned forward to give her a morning kiss, something they had done regularly. Though she hoped her daughter didn't, at least consciously, notice that as she did so the Milf's hand brushed over the teen's butt, only for a second and lightly, but enough to confirm how round it was and imagine it's bounciness. She didn't linger, not long enough to be suspicious, but instead pulled back and took the cup of coffee her daughter had poured in readiness. She sat down on the nearest stool and asked what her daughter's plans were for the day.
She half-listened as her daughter listed them, though they could be basically boiled down to going to school and studying -- the Senior Year might be the last of her school ones, but it was the most important if you wanted to get to a good University. Practiced in raising two daughters Melanie knew when to nod and say "Yes" or "Go on" like she was concentrating on the conversation whilst in reality her thoughts were elsewhere.
In this case seducing her teenage daughter and having sex with her...
She had been waiting for the last year, ever since Ashley had begun to really sprout, for the teen to announce she had a boyfriend or a girlfriend. Her elder sister, Hazel, had been dating since she was fifteen, but she was both more out-going and an earlier developer -- Melanie didn't want to know too much detail of what she was doing now she was away at college, but she doubted Hazel was being chaste. It was now well into Ashley's final year and she still hadn't shown any signs of romantic or sexual partner; her friends were as studious as she was and none of them seemed interested in a social life that moved beyond the library or the classroom. If no-one else was on the horizon, Melanie didn't feel guilty about fucking her daughter herself.
When she had been a teenager Melanie had had a long time affair with her own divorcee Mom and it had been the best sex of her not sexually inexperienced life; she'd fucked plenty of women and some men (including being married for several years to the girls' father), but none could compare to fucking her Mom. Whilst she had never mentioned it to her daughters she hoped she had brought them up in a way that they'd be open to lesbian incest and not judgemental about it, though society being what it was there was a lot of pressure the other way with the countervailing social mores about not banging with your Mom. Still, Melanie was relatively confident that with the right approach Ashley would be open to a sexual relationship, though it was equally important to plan it right so that if she looked like the teen wouldn't countenance it Melanie could pull back before her daughter noticed her Mom's plays weren't as innocent as the teen had supposed.
She sipped her coffee and waited for Ashley to finish describing her day before putting the first part of her plan in motion, "You're free this evening then?"
"I was probably going to do a little more study, but otherwise yeah," her daughter replied.
"Can you put the study off until tomorrow? I need a favour."
"Sure," Ashley replied.
"You know the dinner I was going to tonight? The one that one my big customers had organised for their suppliers?" Melanie had talked it up for the last few weeks and made it seem much more important than it was.
"Yes, what's the matter with it?"
"My date just sent me a text and cancelled," Melanie lied, there being no such date, "and these dinners are very much couples things, so I was hoping you could come as my plus one."
"Yes, I can do that," Ashley replied, because she was always, helpful. But then because she also preferred study to social events she immediately started with the barriers, "But as plus ones don't they normally mean a partner or date, not your daughter."
"They don't specify, anyway no reason to tell them, let them just assume you're my younger date," her Mom replied.
"I've not got anything to wear, not for a proper dinner," she came out with her second objection.
That was certainly true and a key part of Melanie's plan, "I've got your measurements so I can quickly go into town and pick up something suitable," she replied, though what she thought was suitable and what Ashley would think were two different things.
Seeing there were no more excuses Ashley nodded her agreement, "Okay then, just don't make it green, I can't do green."
"No green," repeated Melanie glad that was her daughter's only stipulation, "Just make sure you're not too late, about six." That would be after the shop's closed, so too late to return and change the dress for something else.
*
It was six on the dot when Ashley returned home, not wishing to reduce her time in the library by being home early nor be late and inconvenience her Mom. Melanie smiled, she loved her daughter, but she could be predictable; if she had come earlier she might have had a chance to look at the dress beforehand; now it was too late.
"I'll just take a quick shower," Ashley said.
"I'll leave the dress in your room," her Mom replied.
That done, she returned to her own room to continue applying her lipstick and styling her hair, making sure she was just in her panties and stockings, with the gown open when Ashley arrived. It seemed a long time until she got the knock on the door, her daughter having obviously showered and dried her hair before looking at the dress. "Come in," Melanie called, waiting until the door was open to close the gown, allowing her daughter a quick flash of her naked bosoms. It probably wouldn't do much on its own, but every little bit helped in the seduction.
"This dress..." Ashley started as her Mom turned.
... had turned out even better than Melanie had hoped for. It was a silvery hue, half-way down to her daughter's thighs -- she was sure Ashley would have preferred ankle length, but it was far from mini. However the cleavage was savagely cut, on a smaller girl it would have been fetching, but with Ashley's large bosoms it was even more revealing and enticing, barely managing to cover the nipples and showing half the ample sides. Outwardly Melanie gave a cluck of concern, "It didn't look quiet so low in the shop." Inwardly she couldn't believe how sexy and hot Ashley looked.
"I can't wear this," blushed Ashley.
Her Mom looked at the clock, "You'll have too, we don't have time to go to the stores, even if they were still open."
She held her breath mentally, she was ninety nine percent sure, (well ninety percent) that Ashley, being the good girl she was would acquiesce and accept there was no choice, but there was still a small chance that she'd be too embarrassed and cry off; in which case Melanie's plan would have broken at the first hurdle because she'd been too ambitious, too soon.
"You're right," Ashley sighed, trying to tug the dress closer together and failing.
"Let me see," Melanie wasn't one to let an opportunity slip. She got up and tried to tug the dress over the cleavage, she failed to make a noticeable difference, but her fingers did skim over her daughter's flesh in the attempt. She took a step back and regarded her daughter appraisingly, "You know though, I don't think it's that bad, now you're a woman it shows you well and it's not like you're actually exposing anything apart from some side boob."
"Side boob is bad enough," grumbled Ashley, but she seemed to have accepted the position.
"Let me just get into my dress," Melanie turned away from her daughter and dropped the gown. Ashley could only see her from the rear, but hopefully she was getting a good view of how sexy her Mom looked, especially as Melanie sashayed over to the wardrobe subtly swinging her hips and wiggling her sexy behind. She stopped in front of the mirror, aware that it allowed her daughter a near perfect few of her bosom -- it might not have been as large as Ashley's but they were still round and bouncy, and gravity had not yet done it's damage, especially given she would not see forty again (or forty three for that matter).
"Zip me up," she said, allowing her daughter another close-up look at her naked back, before turning to show her, "What do you think?"
She'd gone for sexy without it dropping into slutty (unlike her daughter's dress which certainly had) though she hoped it showed enough of the top of her breasts and shoulders that she wouldn't be mistaken for a celibate.
"It's nice," said Ashley, looking her Mom up and down. She continued to look as Melanie struck a pose, pushing her ass out a little more than was strictly necessary to model the dress. Her teen daughter nodded adding, "It suits you."
"I think your dress suits you as well, more than you think," Melanie said, pleased that whilst Ashley blushed she didn't contradict her; hopefully she was getting more used to thought of being out in it. Which was lucky as looking at the clock... "The cab will be here in ten minutes, just time for us to have a glass of wine before we go out; as a starter."
They didn't normally drink at home and whilst Melanie was sure Hazel had a fake ID well before she was eighteen she was also equally sure Ashley didn't and wasn't used to alcohol. She was therefore careful to not pour her daughter too much, she wanted Ashley relaxed not drunk. Luckily (or perhaps not given her daughter's overabundance of sense) the teen only sipped it sparingly, so that when the cab arrived she'd drunk less than a third of a small glass.
"Let's go," Melanie slipped her arm through her daughter's, "On our date."
*
It, of course, wasn't a date - not even a pretend one, but a proper dinner with speeches, sales talk and deal-making. However, Melanie made a mental note, whether or not she got to fuck her daughter (and she was hoping that was what the future held) she'd definitely take her along as a plus one again, instead of some the other real dates she'd brought. On arrival, she'd allowed her Mom to slip her arm through hers, perhaps more out of nervousness at being separated in a crowd of people she didn't know and had gratefully taken the drink an attentive waiter brought over immediately. For a few moments, Melanie had worried that Ashley was so nervous she was going to down it, but she needn't have been, as after one gulp, the teen had returned to more sedate and slow sipping.
A colleague had come over with his wife and Melanie had introduced them to Ashley, without mentioning she was either date or daughter. The teen had made a few stuttering and shy remarks and then allowed her Mom to quickly talk business, whilst she stood on, not looking bored like the other wives, husbands and partners, nor trying to butt in or even worse start a conversation of her own with the other half. Melanie had wanted to talk to six people before dinner and thought she'd manage four, with Ashley at her side she got five and one was the CEO of a firm which was interested in speaking to her about a sub-contract for a large development they were working on.
Sitting down for dinner her daughter was equally an asset, managing to make a few moments of small talk before drifting back as the conversation turned to business. Nor when the speech start did she keep trying to ask her Mom what the speaker meant whenever he made an-in joke about one of the attendees nor look obviously bored and start re-reading the menu and make loud sighing noises whenever the speaker paused for breath. Over pudding she even managed to ask one of the other people on the table a couple of intelligent questions about his firm, which pleased him immensely and allowed Melanie an opening to suggest she send him some material on how they could work together.
After dinner there was dancing, but, no matter how much she would have liked it, Melanie thought it was too early to take her daughter for a spin -- at least without freaking her out. However, she slipped her arm through the teen's, glad that Ashley didn't resist and worked the floor, speaking to a few more colleagues and potential partners, and lining up a number of future meetings, some of which were sure to pay off.
As the night drew to a close, Melanie was sure it had been a success. She finished the last conversation and drank the rest of the wine in her glass, "Are you ready to go?" she asked Ashley.
"Yes, if you are," the teen replied, not that her Mom had been expecting her to suggest they prop up the bar to the small hours.
For the last time that night Melanie slid her arm through her daughter's, taking a moment to quickly glimpse down at the exposed bosoms; they looked yummable. They went outside, joining the queue for the cabs, "I enjoyed our date," Melanie said.
"Me too, even if the dress wasn't what I'd have chosen, it was good to have an evening doing something different with you, instead of us just sitting on couch watching TV," Ashley said.
"I think you looked very beautiful in the dress," Melanie grinned.
"Stop it," her daughter blushed, "I didn't."
"You have a great body," her Mom replied, "Why not flaunt it?"
"You have to say that," Ashley said, but her Mom could tell she was pleased with the compliment.
She quickly moved the conversation on, striking whilst the iron was hot, "We should go on another date soon."
"I'd like that," Ashley replied.
"Perhaps a dinner at a swish restaurant, just the two of us," her Mom carried on.
"An expensive one if you're paying," Ashley grinned.
"Then it's agreed, next Saturday, I'll book us something," Melanie said before her daughter could object. "You should wear that dress again."
"I'm not sure," Ashley said, fidgeting as if she just remembered how much of her cleavage was exposed.
"You should," her Mom insisted. "Here's our cab."
Arriving home Melanie prepared to enact the last part of the plan for the evening. Closing the front door behind them she stepped in front of her daughter, innocently at first. "Thanks for coming out this evening, I had a great time."
"Me as well," replied Ashley, then her eyes widened in surprise as without warning her Mom's lips descended on hers.
This was the most risky part of the plan, Melanie needed to keep her lips locked on her daughter's for long enough that the teen felt some hidden stirrings but not so long that it couldn't be dismissed as just a goodnight kiss from her Mom, even if it was longer and more sensuous than most familial ones. She counted the seconds, one, two, three, still no reaction from her daughter, no pulling away or pushing back, four, five and off. Melanie lifted her head, smiling and appearing the like she felt the kiss was nothing out of the ordinary even if inside she felt both her stomach jumping with nervousness and her pussy warming with lust. "Well, goodnight," she said, "See you tomorrow."
"Yeah, yeah," for a moment Ashley still seemed stunned, but she quickly recovered her equilibrium, "See you tomorrow Mom, sleep well."
"I will," replied Melanie as she headed for the stairs and a masturbation session as soon as she was under the covers.
*
"I can't believe, you've brought me here, isn't it really expensive?" asked Ashley.
It was, but worth it if it helped Melanie seduce her sexy daughter. She said, "It's affordable; anyway it's worth it for our second date."
Her daughter laughed, thinking Melanie was joking -- the older woman had, all through the week, kept calling it a date, outwardly making the teen think of it as a bit of an in-joke whilst hopefully subtly planting some seeds that Melanie was going to germinate, starting now. "I'm so glad you decided to wear that dress again, it really does suit."
It was the same dress as last week and whilst a more fashion conscious teenager wouldn't have been seen dead wearing the same outfit two Saturday evenings on a trot, that wasn't why Ashley fidgeted and looked uncomfortable when the dress was worn, "You insisted..."
"Persuaded..." her Mom corrected, though strongly suggested would be a better description.
"I still don't see the attraction," Ashley replied, obviously never having looked in the mirror, as the two attractions couldn't be more obvious to Melanie.
"It makes you look sexy," the Milf responded.
"I don't want to look sexy," Ashley said plaintively, "I want to be appreciated for my brains and personality, not my body."
"I appreciate them," grinned Melanie, "but I also know that a great body attracts; hot guys and girls won't see your body and mind if you're tucked away in baggy suit and with your nose in a book."
Ashley fidgeted, uncomfortable that the conversation was moving toward social interactions with other people. Her Mom saw her response and gave a smile, "We're on a date I supposed to be complimenting you and all I'm saying is you have a beautiful body, in fact I wish I had a rack like yours, I'd be flaunting it."
Ashley did blush red this time, "Mom..." she moaned.
"Okay, if you don't want me to compliment you, you need to compliment me instead."
"You're my Mom," the teen.
"We're on a date," said Melanie, "Pretend we're not."
"Um..." her daughter, looked at her, trying to think of a compliment, a natural flirter she was not.
Luckily Melanie was on hand to help her out. She reached under her boobs and pushed them upwards, so that whilst they didn't quiet break out of the dress, there was certainly more flesh on display than before, "What about my tits? Say something complimentary about them."
"I like how you do your hair," her daughter said desperately, looking up so she didn't have to stare at her Mom's popping bosom.
"Eyes down here young lady," Melanie teased, "So what do you think? If you were on a date with a hot older woman like me."
"They're nice?" said Ashley questioningly, as if she wasn't sure whether that was the answer her Mom was looking for or not.
Melanie released them, grinning widely, "You'll have to do better than that if you want to get lucky on a date."
"So what would you say?" challenged a still blushing Ashley.
Her Mom fixed her stare on the teen's ample bosom, "Those are the most succulent pair of titties I've ever seen, I could just gobble them up." She licked her lips seductively and gave a small flick of her hair, coyly looking at the teen as Ashley went even redder.
Laughing Melanie straightened her face, she had pushed her daughter further than she had hoped, but didn't want her to be so-off put she clammed up; time to move in another direction. She topped up her daughter's wine glass, she didn't want her to be falling down drunk, but if she was less than sober her inhibitions would be lower. "Don't worry, it's not real."
"What do you mean?" her daughter asked, taking a bigger than advisable gulp of wine to regain her composure.




"First date, kissing, second date, cop a feel, third date..." her Mom grinned leaving the final date's activity unsaid, but hinted at, "That's how it used to be when I was eighteen. Is it the same?"
"I'm, um, not really sure, y'know dating's not my thing," Ashley said.
"It's lucky I'm here to take you out, not that I really held to the rules, they were for good girls and was a bad one," she smiled across at her daughter.
"Like missing curfew?" her daughter asked, frowning a little as a small red glow returned to her face, "Or not allowing guys a feel?"
"Girls were much more my thing when I was eighteen, if I'm honest," said her Mom, not answering but guiding the conversation in the direction she wanted, "Up until I was in college I was exclusively lesbian."
"Oh," her daughter gave a small gasp before recovering herself, "Nothing wrong with that."
"I always found women more fun than men, even now," Melanie purred, smiling at her daughter.
"Really?" her daughter asked; Melanie had seldom brought people home unless it was serious and with teenage daughters it was hard to be serious, so it was no surprise to her that Ashley hadn't known that at least half the dates she'd been on had been with other women,
"Oh yes, I think all women should try being with another, they'd enjoy it and learn a lot."
"Learn a lot?"
"Yes," Melanie continued, "I've learned more from my female lovers than any men, about sex and how to enjoy it. My first serious girlfriend, I was about your age, was old enough to be my Mom" (in fact had been her Mom, but Melanie didn't want to complicate things by telling Ashley about her incestuous relationship with the teen's Gran) "she taught me how to masturbate, the best way to be eaten and when she used her strap-on me, I learnt more about cumming than from any real cock."
"Oh," a little glow came to her daughter's cheeks as her Mom talked so frankly in front of her.
Inwardly Melanie grinned, "I was exclusive to her through senior year and even when I was in college I'd return home regularly and see her for a sex session, those weekends were intense but I loved them. You really shouldn't knock being with an older woman."
"I'm not knocking it," blushed Ashley, "I mean I'd consider it if it felt right." She took a large gulp of wine, obviously desperate to do anything than talk about her Mom's love life -- even speaking about her older sister, "I wonder how Hazel's doing in college? Do you think she's getting up in time for classes?"
Melanie let her move the conversation on, the seeds she had planted would be for later.
*
Between them they drank the bottle of wine, though not in equal proportions as Melanie was well practised at filling up her dinner companions' glass whilst hardly adding any to her own, so whilst Ashley wasn't drunk she was certainly giggly. After the early talk about sex, Melanie had been careful to keep the conversations on things her daughter was interested in, current affairs, economics, history, literature and make sure she had a good time. She was pretty sure she'd succeeded, as by the time the cab dropped them off, and they'd walked up the drive to their front door Ashley was smiling happily.
Melanie was glad, but now came the most risky part of the plan so far and whilst she had a Plan B, it was pretty much aborting the seduction of her daughter and pretending it was all a drunken fever dream (and she wasn't even totally confident that would work). She unlocked the door, but stood in front of it, blocking the way and turned towards her daughter.
"I had a really good time tonight with you," she said.
"Me too," giggled Ashley.
"Are you too old for a goodnight kiss?" Melanie asked, if Ashley said 'yes' the plan was over before it began.
"Never too old for my Mom," said Ashley in her best good girl voice.
Melanie leaned over and placed her lips on her daughter's but if Ashley was expecting them to quickly withdraw she was mistaken. Melanie kept them in place for a second, two, three. Then she opened them and pushed her tongue forward, praying the teen's mouth didn't remain clamped closed. It didn't.
Ashley's lips opened, not far, but enough that her Mom's tongue could gently rub against the inside of them, sliding around and from side to side, probing forward just enough that she could feel the tip of Ashley's own tongue, moving about and cautiously meeting her own. The teen's mouth moved, opening more and then closing, slipping around her Mom's and then off again.
Quickly Melanie straightened up, even in the dark she could see Ashley blushing red. But this wasn't the time to talk, she'd let the teen think and over-think it into the small hours and worry about it until she wasn't sure what had happened. Melanie blinked and gave a fake surprised 'Oh' before regaining her composure, "I'll see you tomorrow, Ashley," she said and moved so fast up the stairs it seemed she was fleeing.
*
It wasn't the best night's sleep Melanie had ever had. She was sure as she'd got in that she'd thought of every eventuality and planned for them, but as she closed her eyes the next morning began to play out in so many different ways, few of them good. However, you don't become a successful businesswoman if you can't put on a fake face and keep calm even if you feel you could be heading towards disaster; which is why she was able to go down and prepare breakfast without collapsing in a nervous heap; even if her stomach was constantly churning.
What was worse was it took Ashley a long time to emerge from her own room, near lunchtime, which was unusual for the teen who never slept normally in past nine (apart from on Christmas as a treat for herself). When she did appear, she was dressed even more baggy than normal, deliberately trying to look unattractive, though in her Mom's eyes she would always be gorgeous.
"Morning honey," Melanie kept her voice light.
"Morning Mom," murmured Ashley, looking as if she wanted the ground to swallow her up.
Melanie placed a glass of orange juice on the table together with a cereal bowl so her daughter had no choice but to take a seat and not slink away with her breakfast as she no doubt planned. As soon as she sat Melanie also perched herself on the stool opposite, looking at her daughter. "About the kiss last night..." she began.
Her daughter blushed red and almost put her face into the bowl as she spooned it in, avoiding having to talk as she chewed. Eventually, though she crunched the bite into the tiniest imaginable morsels, Ashley had no choice but to swallow and look up, "Kiss?" she tried to ask innocently.
Melanie didn't enjoy gaslighting her daughter, but it would be worth it for them both, when they ended up having sex. "When I kissed you goodnight, you, um, kissed back... with tongue," she tried to sound uncomfortable, rather than triumphant, "You put your tongue in my mouth, like we were girlfriends."
"Oh God," moaned Ashley, her cheeks so red it was a wonder she wasn't setting fire to the kitchen. "I'm so sorry, I don't know what happened."
"I'm not mad," Melanie said, reaching forward and gently taking her daughter's hands in a motherly way, though one which could be open to other interpretations as well as she casually massaged the back of the teen's fingers, "It's only natural, you're eighteen and find yourself interested in women."
"But you're my Mom, I shouldn't have."
"You're not going to be the first teen who finds there Mom attractive and you won't be the last," Melanie said, trying to make it sound normal, "I bet you're not even the only one in your class, it's quiet common, even if it's not talked about."
"It is?" Ashley asked, a little desperately.
"Yes, several girls I knew at school made drunken passes at their Moms," lied Melanie; "I bet if you talked to Hazel she could tell you some of her friends had done the same" she added, relying on the hope that the only person Ashley would want less to discuss sex with than her Mom was her older sister.
"Oh, I mean, I didn't mean to make one, I must have been really drunk," the teen went even redder.
Her Mom laughed, "I should be insulted you're saying you only made a move because you were drunk, I hope I'm not that bad looking. Anyway I'm a little flattered, I'm more concerned you're not going to spend ages thinking about me and kissing, as you know you can over-think things."
"I won't," replied Ashley, though her Mom knew well enough that she would, especially as Melanie intended to make sure of it.
"Okay, I'm going to change and sit by the pool for a bit and read," Ashley said, "You should join me once you've eaten, you could do with some sun."
She went upstairs to her room and got out a bikini she had seldom worn, as it was little more than a string with some small pink coloured patches that covered her nipples and cunt. She posed for a second in front of the mirror, admiring herself, knowing that Ashley would struggle to resist the urges her Mom had planted in her, as soon as she saw the Milf. For form's sake she picked up the novel she was reading and went down the stairs, the kitchen was empty, though the dishwasher was full, so Melanie continued into the yard, across the patio to the sun-loungers by the pool. She took the central one, pulling the other two close, so Ashley would have no choice but to sit near her Mom if she joined her (and Melanie was sure she would).
She slipped on her sunglasses and opened the book, though it was difficult to concentrate in it as every movement brought her head up to see if it was Ashley exiting the back door, though each time it was just a slight sway of a plant in the light breeze or the move of a branch as a bird briefly perched on it. Ashley was taking a long time to come out, so lengthy that Melanie began to get nervous that perhaps she had misjudged her daughter and was taking things too far, too fast. She almost let out a sigh of relief as she heard the back door open.
"I've come to join you," said her daughter as she appeared from behind the bushes and trees which blocked the kitchen door from the patio.
"It's a warm day," her Mom said. She had almost been prepared to tell her daughter she needed to lose some more clothes, assuming the teen would come out fully dressed, but the teen had obviously heeded the injunction she needed some sun or her Mom's seduction technique was working wonders, as she was wearing a T-shirt over her bathing costume and flip-flops. She came over to the sun-loungers and Melanie could see she was considering moving it a couple of feet apart from her Mom's, but not able to see a way to do it casually and without it being apparent. "You should sit down," her Mom said, "You're in the sun's light."
Defeated Ashley took a seat. She'd come prepared, with both a high-brow novel and sun lotion. She began to lather on the cream, Melanie resisting the urge to volunteer to rub it in -- after last night that would be too fast. She returned to pretending to read her book, her eyes flicking over to Ashley as the teen laid down and opened hers; she was observant enough to notice that her daughter was noticeably slower at turning over pages than she normally was and kept having to turn back to reread them, almost as if she was distracted.
Giving it a few minutes for her daughter to keep casting surreptitious glances at her front, Melanie continued pretending to read, routinely turning over a page so that her daughter didn't pick up that she was concentrating as much on her book as Ashley was on hers. Once she was sure she'd given her daughter enough of a view, she put down the book and turned over, "I'm just going to relax for a bit in the sun," she drawled, reaching round to undo the top of her bikini.
Through the sunglasses she could see Ashley's eyes almost bugging out. Inwardly Melanie smiled, the trick was not to let her daughter see anything, but encourage her to imagine her Mom's breasts as the Milf lay topless beside her. It seemed to be working as Ashley was either not turning pages or speeding through them in a blur, before going back in an attempt to actually read them and not be distracted by her Mom's near nude body a foot from her.
It was actually comfortable lying there and Melanie could feel herself drifting, which wouldn't do, so she began to move forward with the next step of her plan. "Are you doing anything on Friday?" she asked casually.
"No, apart from studying," it had been a dumb question Melanie knew.
"We should do a third date," she said not asking.
"Um..." her daughter was blushing remembering the one the night before, "What about doing something quieter? I could cook for you."
That hadn't been Melanie's plan, but equally she recognised she had to be adaptable and she could work with that -- as long as she planted the idea of it as a date in her daughter's mind. "Deal," she replied, "Our third date is you making a meal for me, will the dress you have do or do you want another one?"
"Um, dress?" her daughter asked.
"For our date, I'm expecting something more formal than you putting a pizza in the microwave, but a proper meal in the dining room, with us dressed up properly," Melanie said.
Ashley acquiesced; "Yes, that's what I was thinking," she lied.
"I'm looking forward to it, now I'm going for a swim," Melanie redid the bikini top before sitting up, aware her daughter was looking at her and trying not to show it.
She got in and swam a few laps, powering through the water, knowing it was great for tone and fortysomethings needed that. However, she was also aware that as she climbed out and let the water cascade down her, as she stretched and shook her wet hair, that she looked as hot as hell and that Ashley was gazing at her with her lust barely disguised. It was almost tempting to take her there, but the risk was too great, she'd just have to be patient a little while longer and then Ashley would be in her arms.
*
She had to admit the next week dragged painfully, both with anticipation of the prize at the end of it, but also because in the small hours, when fears were magnified, Melanie would turn from side to side, unable to sleep as she imagined all the points of failure and what that would mean; not just that she'd never have the sweet lips of her daughter on her pussy, but that she might lose her altogether. Every morning, about three, she'd wake up and decide that tomorrow she'd stop her plan and cancel Friday, every morning about six she woke up and left her gown loose over her sultry night dress as she went down to make breakfast, aware her daughter was starting to look more and more hungrily at her over the cereal.
Nor was that the only ways she tantalised her unknowing daughter. In the car she'd make sure her blouse was unbuttoned a little too far so that Ashley could see flashes of side boob covered by a lacey bra and she'd 'accidentally' let her skirt ride up her thigh as she sat and then 'forget' to adjust it. At home she'd taken to wearing a pair of extremely tight jeans, that it took her several minutes to pull on, and a sweater that was too small and, which, when she didn't wear her bra, accentuated her tits and nipples beautifully.
By Thursday morning she felt confident it was having some success, as her daughter, for the first time Melanie could remember, came down to the car with make-up and when she got in the Milf could smell the waft of perfume. She casually asked Ashley about it and the teen mumbled something about being eighteen, before blushing. Melanie hadn't asked any more, but her pussy itched with sexual excitement.
Later that evening as Melanie was just settling down to watch some television after clearing up the evening meal Ashley came down to join her, sitting on the couch at right angles to her Mom's so she had to turn slightly, but could also watch the screen without catching sight of her Mom. "About our dinner tomorrow?" she began after a moment or two's silence.
"You mean our date?" her Mom smiled, teasingly.
"Yes, um, our date," Ashley replied, blushing a little, "I've got some preparations and don't want you home too early."
"What time?" asked Melanie.
"About seven," her daughter replied, "Could you change in the office as well, that way everything is ready when you walk through the door, oh and call when you're leaving to check I'm all on track and when you get here, could you ring the doorbell, so I'm not surprised when you walk in?"
"Anything else?" her Mom gave her a grin.
"Um, well I've decided to buy a new dress. I know you liked the one you bought me and wanted to get some wear out of it, but it seemed a bit cheap to wear the same one three dinners, dates, on a row." Perhaps Melanie's disappointment showed on her face, as her daughter quickly added, "I'm sure you'll like."
"I know I will," lied Melanie, whilst secretly worrying what sort of drab tent her daughter would have bought. Still there was no chance to change the plan and trying to be overly persuasive about the dress might just put her daughter on the defensive, so she accepted it as a fait accompli and instead gave her daughter a winning smile, "I'm looking forward to tomorrow."
"And me," said Ashley with another blush.
*
It was just past seven by the time Melanie parked the car in the drive. She spent a moment in it, reapplying her lipstick so that it was fresh deep red and, so she thought, sensuous. Getting out of the car, she placed put her keys in the purse, her briefcase in the trunk and smooth down her dress again so that there were no unseemly creases, the dress clinging tightly as designed to her body, emphasising her hips and pushing up her cleavage, whilst straightening her tummy and rounding her ass. It hadn't been cheap, though it had been worth it, as had the hours trying on and changing until she had found the perfect design and fit -- she only wondered what her daughter would be wearing and hoped that, whatever it was, her daughter's natural sexiness would shine through.
Standing outside the door finger poised, she took a deep breath, here it was the culmination of her hopes and plans, either she would end tonight with her daughter in bed or she'd know the teen was impervious to her sexual wiles, hopefully remaining ignorant all the time of her Mom's plan. The fortysomething had felt confident all day, but now at the edge where she could no longer back down and go change or cancel, she paused nervously, considering her options. Then she shook her head fiercely to clear them off the fears, she hadn't been successful in business by failing to take the risky but high paying options and the same would be true for seducing her daughter.
She pushed forward, hearing the sonorous chimes of the doorbell. They seemed lower-pitched when you were on the other side of the door and she found herself listening to them for a moment, before she quickly withdrew her finger and assumed a casual pose, purse in one hand, the other hanging loosely beside her.
It took so long for the door to be answered that Melanie wondered if her daughter had somehow not heard the bell and was debating whether to press the bell again, when it opened and there stood her daughter.
"Wow," was all that Melanie could say. She'd been hoping for acceptable, expecting frumpy and got stunning.
"Do you like my new dress?" Ashley asked as she turned round in a circle in the doorway so her Mom could admire it from every angle. She had thought the dress she bought had been sexy, but this superseded it. It was such a daring pink she was surprised her daughter had even considered it, reaching down to just the top of her thighs and slipping half way down the teen's ample bosom so that vigorous movement would have threatened to spill the tits out, the whole thing held up by a pair of thin cords which roped round the back of the teen's neck.



"I do," said Melanie, drinking her daughter in. She could hardly believe it was the same shy bookworm she'd dropped off at school this morning, and it wasn't just the dress. She obviously been to the stylist and whilst her hair was still long, it was permed rather than straight, flowing onto her shoulders and down her back. Her shift to adulthood was also enhanced by the bright lipstick she was wearing and the blusher which put colour in her face and the eyelashes which had been subtly brushed and curled, easily visible as she wasn't wearing her glasses. To top it all she was wearing a pair of high heels and black suspenders, which ended inches below her dress. "You look beautiful."
"You look beautiful as well, very hot," said Ashley and then blushed, before jumping back and inviting her Mom in, "Come through to dining room, I'll just start bringing dinner through."
Putting her purse on the sideboard Melanie followed her sexy daughter in. Her momentary nerves had vanished, it was obvious she was going to get lucky tonight, if luck was the right term given all the planning and preparation she had put in to get to this moment. The teen led her to the dining room where she'd set the table for two, opposite each other, with a freshly laundered white table cloth and the best silverware taken out, together with the crystal wineglasses that only came out for Christmas and very special occasions.
"I've put some white wine in the fridge or you can have red," Ashley said as she zoomed over to pull out a seat for her Mom, "We're having fish, with stuffed mushrooms for starters."
"White please," said Melanie sitting down.
Her daughter nodded and hurried out, returning quickly with an expensive bottle of white, albeit one that Melanie rather than she had previously paid for. Melanie didn't complain, especially as Ashley bent over to pour it, her large bosoms jiggling in the dress just inches away. She filled her own glass and then put the bottle in the middle of the table, "I'll just collect the starter," she said.
Within a few moments she'd returned and served it, taking her own seat opposite her Mom and waiting nervously for her to take a bite. Melanie did; it was delicious. As was the entire meal which followed, each of the three courses (sorbet for dessert and four if you included the coffee with cheese and biscuits) impeccably timed so that the gap was just right, not too long nor too short. Her daughter had obviously put a lot of thought and time into it, not that Melanie was surprised at how good it was, Ashley was good at everything once she put her mind to it. They kept the conversation light and casual, Melanie not wanting to push too hard when she was obviously too close and her daughter too nervous to move beyond safe and comfortable topics, even if her eyes were continually on her Mom and she was drinking more of the wine.
Eventually Melanie drained the last of her coffee, "I think we can leave the dishes until tomorrow, can't we."
"Are you sure?" Ashley asked, then immediately changed her mind, "Yes." She paused as her Mom pushed back her chair and stood, "What shall we do now?"
"Let's go into the main room," Melanie walked round the table as she spoke and held out her hand to the still sitting teen. Ashley took it, standing nervously and not letting go as her Mom led her across the hall to their main room.
"That meal was lovely," she said turning towards her daughter, "The best date by far."
"I'm glad you liked it," Ashley was looking up at her Mom, holding both her hands lightly, but with a tremor, evidently knowing what was coming next and not wanting to either get away or precipitate it.
Melanie knew it was time to move, to take the final risk and claim the reward she was wanting. "How could I not when I'm with you," she said and moved her head down for a non-familial kiss.
Her daughter closed her eyes, but opened her mouth. For a second or two the teen's lips remained agape, but unmoving and then she began to react against her Mom, her jaw moving up and down as her mouth rolled round her Mom's, her lips pressing hard as Melanie kissed her in a way they'd never kissed before. All the older woman's remaining fear were vanishing in a flash at her daughter's enthusiastic return, the two of their mouths moving in concert as each seemed to be trying to swallow the other. Melanie dropped her daughter's hand and moved them to the teen's waist, holding her close, Ashley replicated her, Melanie feeling the teen dig her fingers in as if she was scared her Mom was suddenly going to run away. Melanie had no such desire, kissing her daughter harder, her mouth firmly latched against the younger Danes'. She inched her feet forward, whilst holding Ashley in place, pushing their bodies against each other, feeling the squish of the teen's large breasts against each other. Ashley grabbed her harder and kissed with even greater passion, soft moans and grunts coming from her as their mouths moved together.
The Milf experimentally pushed her tongue forward, there was a small squeak and shudder from her daughter as she felt it probing between her lips, then her own tongue was pushing back, slithering over and around her Mom's. The two of them danced back and forth, exploring each other and pushing forward, only to retreat as the other's tongue wrapped round and licked the intruder and in turn advanced, like two eels copulating between two open caves.
Moving her hands round and down, Melanie found the teen's butt. She squeezed the round rump through the pink dress, jiggling the bouncy cheeks, enjoying the excited kissing from her daughter, getting more intense as Melanie, gripped them harder, kneading at the flesh, pressing her fingers through the material into soft globes.
"Mnnn," with a moan Ashley broke the kiss. She looked up at her Mom, breathing heavily, "Mom, we're making out," she said, "are you okay with that?" as if her Mom might not be.
"Yes," said Melanie, putting the teen's mind to rest by returning her mouth to hers and kissing her passionately. There was the briefest of pauses, as if Ashley was computing what was happening and then her daughter resumed her enthusiastic slurping with equal passion, pressing her sexy body hard against her Mom.
Keeping one hand on the teenager's butt Melanie slid the other one round the front. There was still a risk that she was going too far, but from the way her daughter was energetically wrapping her tongue round her Mom's, Melanie was guessing it was a small one. She lifted the dress a little and moved her hand down, finding the soft material of Ashley's panties. She rubbed gently with a couple of fingers, feeling the lips beneath the cotton. The teen moaned and shivered, her head falling back momentarily and her eyes fluttering before she returned the lust, her kisses even more eager and wanton than before. For a short while Melanie continued to stroke the outside of the panties, feeling them getting moister and moister as she did. Satisfied that her daughter wasn't retreating from the experience - if anything Ashley seemed to be getting even more excited, her body shivering against her Mom's as their tongues darted against each other -- Melanie pulled the gusset aside and slid a couple of fingers under the material.
The teen shivered as her Mom's digits slid over her hidden hole, brushing at the lips. Melanie was slightly surprised to find that, apart from a tiny landing strip, her daughter was shorn, though whether she had done it just for the date or regularly shaved her pussy she didn't know. The Milf continued to stroke at the labia, teasing her daughter, and making the teen break the kiss to moan, her own hands clasping round the back Melanie's neck so the Milf couldn't escape. "Ohhh, Mom," she moaned, "Oooohhh."
Gently she guided the teen backwards against the couch, lowering her down onto it and then following her. Her daughter's head rested on the cushion, looking up at her Mom's head hovering above her, a slow smile playing across the teen's lips. "You can go further if you want," she said blushingly, kicking off her shoes.
"Tell me to stop if you want," said Melanie, satisfied that wouldn't be anytime soon. Her daughter nodded and raised her head to suggest she wanted to resume their make-out and Melanie was happy to oblige, her open mouth closing on her daughter's, as she again reached down to the panties, pulling aside the material and slipping her fingers in.
Except this time she did more than stroke, sliding two of her fingers into the slit. Her daughter momentarily stiffened as she was entered and Melanie could feel her warm breath in her mouth as the teenager tried to moan and kiss at the same time. Melanie suspected that this was the first time someone else had ever entered Ashley, her daughter had never even hinted at a boyfriend or girlfriend, though the older woman did briefly wonder whether the teen had ever slid her own fingers up there or even whether there was a dildo hidden somewhere her Mom had never found. She didn't dwell of the thoughts for long and instead concentrated on sliding into the pussy and giving Ashley her first good finger fucking.
The teen shuddered, gasping as her Mom's fingers worked back and forth, stretching her panties and pulling the elastic against the skin. The pussy was so tight and succulent; the warm flesh gripping firmly at Melanie's double-digits as she pushed them in and out, but not so tightly that there was any effort. The Milf drove down into the wet hole, her spare hand reaching round to find the bow behind her daughter's neck; it gave easily and the older Danes pulled down the younger one's dress, popping out her large tits.
"Ooooh," purred Ashley in pleasure, her Mom continued to thrust hard into her tight cunt, making her wetter and wetter. She gave a louder groan as Ashley began to lock hard at her nipple, her tongue sweeping round and over the nub, leaving wet saliva trails in her wake and coating all the flesh around it with a damp sheen. After a few moments she swapped bosom, giving the second large boob the same treatment as the first, her tongue moving swiftly and speedily over the teenage titty. Again she switched, slathering the already wet in nipple even more -- all the time continue to finger fuck the teenage twat, leaving Ashley shuddering and squeaking in excitement. "Urrrh, yesss, Mom, urrrhh, aaaahhh, yesss, aaaahhh!"
Lifting her head again Melanie planted her mouth on her daughter's, the Milf and teen kissing each other eagerly, their tongues battling and beating against each other, the older woman's fingers continuing to drive deep into the young one's soaked cunt. With her spare hand, Melanie reached round and unzipped her dress. She began to wriggle against her daughter, trying to taking it down whilst still kissing the teen and not stopping the finger fucking she was giving her. Ashley sensed what she was doing and moved her own hands to her Mom's back, gripping the dress and pulling it down to the Milf's tits. There naked tits rubbed and bounced against each other, as Melanie vibrated on top of the shivering teen, her whole arm working back and forth to slam her fingers in.
"Oh God, oh yes, ohhhh, urrrhhh," Ashley moaned as her Mom again moved her mouth to the lovely succulent tits. This time she did more than lick, but opened her mouth and took the soft flesh between her lips, slurping the tit in as far as she could before gently closing it and worrying the juicy bosom with her teeth, making Ashley groan even louder. The Milf moved from one tit to another sucking and playing with them greedily as if she was the baby and her daughter, the Mom. The teen's head pushed back on the cushion her back arching as she pushed herself upwards and groaned, "Ohhhh, yessss, ohhhh, God, this is so hot, ooohhhh."
Harder and harder, Melanie jammed her fingers at her daughter's tight hole, the teen moaning and shuddering with pleasure, her skin flushed a deep red. With each thrust the cunt slurped and sucked, cum dribbling out over the lips, sliding down over the mons and onto the couch. Ashley's hands were clenched tightly and her eyes closed as her mouth remained ajar, her chest moving up and down as she breathed heavily, letting out moan after moan of pleasure. Her Mom drove on, wondering if Ashley had ever felt anything like this before, had she ever self-serviced and if so was she finding her Mom's fingers more magical than her own; Melanie hoped so, but she could tell that the teen was enjoying herself as her moans got louder and higher pitched and her breaths quicker and harsher, her body vibrating like she was on the rail track as a train thundered towards her. Melanie lifted her mouth from her daughter's beautiful tits, so she could concentrate on the finger fucking, slamming the finger in as fast as she could and feel her daughter's tight cunt clench at them as they went in.
"Ohhhh God, yessss, oooohhh this is heaven, oooohhh, yessss, ohhhhh," Ashley shuddered and shook as she climaxed, her mouth opening wider as she sucked in oxygen and her back arching as the orgasm tore through her.
Slowly Ashley reduced the pace, gradually bringing her daughter down from her first fingergasm, before pulling out her soaking digits. The teen's eyes were open, looking up at her Mom, with a look that was almost awe. For a few moments she just breathed, taking it all in as her Mom remained above her looking down, equally silent, eventually after seconds that seemed like minutes Ashley said, "I can't believe we did that, it was wonderful, I've never felt like that before."
"It gets better," her Mom grinned.
"Oh God," giggled Ashley, "Look I know it's wrong, but I don't care, I want you."
"I want you too and with more than just a couple of fingers, you're so hot and sexy," Melanie replied, getting up off her daughter to allow the teen space to sit up on the sofa.
"I'm not, not as sexy and beautiful as you," Ashley answered, blushing red again, though it might have been the after effects of the orgasm as much as embarrassment.
"I beg to differ," said Melanie as she put a hand behind her daughter's head and pulled her closer. She kissed her again and if it wasn't as hard and passionate as before it was equally sensuous, as she took a naked bosom in her hand and squished it tightly. After a few seconds indecision Ashley hands reached up and she began to knead and play with her Mom's smaller, but still nicely sized, pair, the two of them swishing their tongues around each other's mouth, discovering and probing, searching out the other's tongue and wiping it clean.
Melanie broke the kiss, moving her mouth away from her daughter's, seeing the regret in teen's eyes and then the lust as the Milf gave her titties an especially large squeeze before she let go off them. "Are you happy with our date so far?"
"Yes," giggled her daughter, "It's going better than I hoped, I'm enjoying it."
"Good," Melanie stood up and slipped out of her dress, dropping it down to the floors, where it clustered round her ankles, standing only in her panties. Her daughter looked at her, licking her lips lustfully. Her Mom smiled, "I guess you're liking what you're seeing."
"Yes," said Ashley again, nodding and blushing a little. Her gaze followed her Mom as the Milf picked up the dress and walked over to drop it on the other couch, before turning round and sashaying forward, hand on her hip like a catwalk model.
She paused in front of her daughter, sliding her fingers teasingly into the elastic of her panties, smiling as Ashley licked her lips in anticipation. "Aren't you going to get out of your dress?" giggled Melanie.
"Oh, yes, right," blushed Ashley and stood up, pushing the dress down past her hips and letting it fall, so that she was just in her suspenders and panties.
She looked so hot and sexy, standing nearly nude and shivering slightly with either nerves or excitement or probably both. Teasingly Melanie turned away and pulled down her panties, bending over so that her butt rose towards the teen, only when she was sure that Ashley had had a good look at her sweet tushie, did she turn and show her shaven snatch to the teen.
"Ohhh," the teen gave a moan as she saw her Mom's cunt for the first time, at least since she'd be so small that they sometime shared baths and that was so long ago Ashley wouldn't remember that.
"Let me." Melanie took a step forward, closing the gap between them again. She put her thumbs under the elastic of her daughter's panties, pulling them down and exposing the sexy slit, with the small sliver of dark hair above it. The teen stepped out of the underwear as her Mom brought them down, turning briefly to throw them on the same couch as her dress. She licked own lips sensually, as she reached down and stroked the wet slit with her thumb, "So sexy, so hot looking," she purred.
"Mmmmn," Ashley moaned in excitement. Her Mom stroked it again and then gently pushed the teen back onto the couch.
"Don't get me wrong, I loved dinner," she purred, "but I'm looking now for something more succulent and juicy."
"Oh God yes please," moaned Ashley, obviously predicting what was ahead as her Mom got on her knees in front of her and spread open her legs, shuffling forward between them.
"This looks lovely as a post-dessert, dessert," grinned Melanie. She had been looking forward to this meal for weeks now, but she was confident it would be worth the wait.
She slid her tongue over the pussy, slowly moving it over the lips and slit, first from side to side and then up and down, up to touch the clit and then down to the mons. She could sense her daughter's rising excitement as she continued, the little intakes of breath and tiny gasps, the shivers as the older woman's tongue slid over the crack, the tip just tickling inside, the warm, flushes on the teen's thighs where Melanie was gently resting her hands, rubbing them with her thumb. She continued slowly and gradually, teasing her teen daughter, if it was the first time Ashley had ever been licked (and her Mom was ninety nine percent sure it was), she wanted the teen to enjoy the anticipation and build-up as well as the frenzy of hard tonguing that would come.
The teen certainly seemed to be liking it so far, moaning softly and slowly rocking back and forth, gripping her own large bosoms and playing with them. Her Mom grinned inwardly as she looked up at Ashley, the teen's eyes closed as if she was dreaming and her beautiful face enhanced by the look of gentle rapture which was playing across it, her mouth ajar as she groaned with every lick. Gradually she pushed her tip between the slit walls, entering the warm and wet hole, sensing the juice on her tongue as it seeped from the microscopic holes in the cunt tunnel. She waved her tongue around, swivelling it around and around, licking the twat entrance and teasing her daughter with sudden deeper flicks, which found hidden spots and erogenous zones, making the teen tremble. Even as she was doing that she was massaging the insides of her thighs, running her thumb sexily over the flawless skin.
"Ooohhh, urrrrh, Mom, your tongue is so good, oooohhh my pussy feel's hot and warm, urrrhhh, I can feel your tongue in me, it's so sexy, I love it, oooohhh, keep going, go deeper," the teen began to babble, shivering with pleasure and excitement. She lowered one of her hands and started to rub her clit less than an from her Mom's eye. The Milf pushed deeper, shoving her tongue into previously uncharted territory. Ashley bucked in sexual bliss, groaning out loud, "Ooohhh, yesss, tongue my twat, Mom, eat my juicy cunt, ooohh yessss, please lick me harder."
Gripping the teen's thighs Melanie massaged them so hard, she was leaving fingerprints, whilst driving her tongue deeper and faster at the pussy. She had found both her rhythm and the erogenous zone, striking it with a paced regular staccato, feeling her daughter vibrating each time she touched. The teen's cunt oozing cum, over Melanie's tongue and onto her lips (luckily the lipstick was non-smear) and down her chin. The more she licked the more the teen leaked, her cunt wetter than a carwash. The Milf was no longer stinting on the licking, going as fast and hard as she could, making her tongue turn numb with the constant slurping.



"Aarrrrghhh, yessss, aaaarrghh," Ashley was shuddering in pleasure now, her skin a deep red as her heart pounded and her blood surged to the surface. "Yessssss, aaaarrgghhh, yessssss!"
Had she ever climaxed so powerfully? Not when Melanie was home or she'd have heard her daughter's screams of pleasure, even downstairs or in her study (and Ashley wasn't one to play loud music to drown out her cries). The Milf sped on, determined to show her daughter the pleasures of lesbian oral from your own Mom. It certainly seemed Ashley was discovering them, she bucked again, her back bending and the back of her head bumping down against the sofa. "AAArrrghhh, yesssss, yessssss, I'm going to cum, aaaaarghh yesssss, I'm cumming."
The teen shuddered and screamed, then suddenly relaxed with a sigh as Melanie withdrew her tongue. "Oh God, Mom," Ashley managed to moan, "That was wonderful."
Her Mom smiled, pausing for a few seconds to allow her tongue to recover, before nodding, "You certainly seemed to be enjoying."
"I wasn't too loud?"
"There's only the two of us in the house, there's no such thing as too loud," her Mom replied, smiling, "It just told me I was doing something right."
"You were definitely doing something right," Ashley agreed.
Sitting down again Melanie took her daughter in her arms and kissed her again, long and deep, her tongue slipping into the teen's mouth together with the cunt-juice that still coated it. Ashley kissed back, sighing contentedly as she did so, her large breasts pushing at her Mom. After a few moments the teen broke, smiling shyly, "Do you want me to do it to you? Eat you out I mean."
Melanie had seldom wanted anything as much in her life. She nodded, then had an idea, "As it's your first time, it is, isn't it?" Ashley nodded and her Mom continued, "We can do it together, I lick you as you lick me."
"A sixty nine?" the teen blushed as she said it, quickly adding, "I overheard a couple of the cheerleaders talking about doing it when they had a team sleepover."
Her Mom nodded, "A sixty nine," she confirmed. "If you lie down on the rug, spread your legs a little." Her daughter did as she was told, she was much more obedient than Hazel who would have probably have all sorts of questions and demand to be on top, before, after getting her way, changing her mind and deciding she wanted to be below.
Once her daughter was down Melanie stood over, "If you just try and do what I do," she smiled, "and keep to my pace, you'll lick Mom good."
"Okay," giggled Ashley.
Slowly Melanie lowered herself on her haunches until she could feel her pussy rubbing at the teen's nose, "Just wiggle down a bit baby, until you're under my cunt." Quickly Ashley obeyed and let out an experimental lick. Melanie stifled a groan, it had been too long since she had a gorgeous lesbian lick her out and now she was about to break that drought with her ravishingly sexy daughter. She placed her hands either side of the teen's hips, lowering her chest over the teen's so their breasts were squashed against the other's stomach. "Your pussy looks delectable," she giggled, "I am so wanting seconds."
"I can't wait to eat you as well Mom," her daughter replied, her voice a bit muffled but perfectly audible.
Lowering her head Melanie ran her tongue over the crack, being rewarded with her teen daughter doing the same to her. The Milf paused for a second, before returning kissing the crack up to the clit and giggling as she felt Ashley's lips peck along her own lips. Lifting a hand up, she licked her fingers and slid two them into the teen's hole, spreading it open. There was a pause before she felt Ashley's digit entering her own cunt, as the teen gave a sigh of sexual release, shivering in excitement. Then it was Melanie's turn to give a groan as she felt her daughter's fingers entering her own pussy, the tips rubbing at the wall as she eased it apart. Looking down at the dark pink hole, with all its crevasses and ridges, the juice seeping through the little valleys made Melanie hungry for the teen cunt. She lowered her face and began to lick slowly, but deeply at her daughter's fuckhole, feeling, within seconds, Ashley's tongue entering her in turn.
It was such a dream to be sixty-nining with her busty daughter in the middle of the room, the culmination of her plans. To make it even better, Ashley, despite her lack of experience, was turning out to be a natural. Melanie had been expecting that even when she seduced the teen she'd lack the familiarity with sex to provide a good tongue fucking and would need lots of practice until she was able to bring her Mom to a satisfactory climax. That seemed pessimistic as Ashley guided her tongue to find her Mom's most sensitive spot and keep hitting the zone as her Mom shivered and shuddered in pleasure.
"Mmnnn, urrrhhh, oooohhh," the Milf moaned in sexual joy even as she continued tonguing the tasty, tight, teenage twat below her. She forced her fingers even wider, opening the pussy yet more and diving it to drink up the succulent offerings it was providing. "Mmmnn, mmmnn, urrrhhh."
Ashley was grunting as well, her body vibrating against her Mom's, every few moments arching her back, squishing her tits at the older Danes' stomach. Her tongue pushed upwards, matching her Mom's pace, as Melanie sped up the teen going faster and faster, the two of them feeding off (and on) each other, the enthusiasm of the cunt-lapping making each of them act like they were in a race.
"MMnnnn, yesss, yummmm," Melanie ate enthusiastically. She closed her two fingers together and began to thrust with them, driving them deeper and deeper into her daughter's sodden slit.
The teen bucked and shuddered in ecstasy, the combination of tongue and digit, driving her wild. For a few second's Ashley's head fell back against the rug as she gasped and moaned, her back bending as the orgasm coursed through her, then she was back up and eagerly returning to the fray, her mouth open and her tongue out, her fingers thrusting into her Mom's dripping cunt. In return Melanie shuddered and squealed in pleasure, her pussy squirting juice over her daughter's pretty face as she came, "Yesssss, aaaaarggghhh, yesssss."
"Mmmnn, Mom, yum," moaned Ashley back, thrusting her finger up and continuing to lap the soaked hole.
Her Mom returned to the teen's cunt determined to make her cum, her fingers drove forward, ramming deep into the hole, as her tongue joined them, lapping hard and fast at the pink wet flesh, splashing through the cunt juice. It wasn't long before her daughter was shivering and trembling, her skin flushed red, even if her groans and grunts were stifled as her mouth was securely latched to the Milf's twat. Melanie went even faster, giving her all, her tongue speeding like it was charging down an expressway, her fingers so fast that they were like machine gun bullets pattering against their target.
"Uuurrrhhh, ooohhh, aaaahhh," the stifled groans and moans got louder, the teen's shudders even stronger, like an earthquake was below her. The more Melanie licked and fingered the more the teen reacted, her own lapping and finger-fucking slowing, as she was overtaken by pleasure, her body stretching and twisting, her breaths becoming louder and shallower, her toes straightening and her back arching, her large tits squashing delightfully against her Mom. "AAAahhh, urrrhh, aaahhh."
Melanie could tell the teen was close now, her pussy juice seemed to be almost boiling as her skin flushed red as the climaxes burnt within her. Ashley's head was back on the rug, as she gasped and squealed, no longer able to contain the orgasm, "Aaarrrghh, yessss, aaaarghhh, dear God, yessss, aaaaarggghhh." Her shrieks of pleasure filled the room. "Yesssss, aaaarrghhh, I'm cumming Mom, I'm cumming."
The final shriek echoed from between her Mom's thighs, so powerful that Melanie could feel it against her cunt, "Aaaarrrrghhh, yessssss, yesssss, aaaaarrghhh!"
The teen collapsed back, her back straightening and her legs relaxing, she let out a series of whimpers and moans, blown away by the orgasm. A shaking Melanie got up and tottered over to the couch, she too exhausted and stunned by the intensity of their sex. It took a few minutes for Ashley to stand, though eventually the teen managed to get to her feet and get over to the couch, collapsing into her Mom's arm. Melanie hugged her close, their sweaty naked bodies, pressed against each other comfortably.
Turning her head, Melanie kissed her daughter slowly, stroking the teenager's tit as she did. Her daughter kissed back, her own hands gently caressing her Mom. "I enjoyed our date," Melanie said as they broke.
"I did too, a lot," her daughter replied, blushing slightly. "Does it need to end?"
"It depends," her Mom smiled, "On whether you want to invite me to your bedroom."
Her daughter nodded, smiling coyly as she took her Mom's hand, "Do you want to come upstairs with me?"
"I do," grinned Melanie allowing Ashley to lead her to the staircase and up towards the landing. She paused outside her own door, "Why don't you go into your room, I just want to get something, I'll join you in a minute."
"A minute?" her daughter nodded, smiling sexily, "No longer, I'll be waiting."
Melanie watched as the teen sashayed seductively down the landing, naked apart from her stockings. She waited until the teen had entered her room before opening the door and entering her own. She quickly opened the wardrobe and went to a drawer at the bottom, underneath some old and so unfashionable shirts even Melanie wouldn't have been interested in them were her sex toys. Ignoring the two smaller dildos she picked up her nine-inch strap on and slipped into the leather pants, making sure the small knob on the inside was positioned so it would rub against her clit as she fucked her daughter. That done she left her room and hurried across to her daughter's. She knocked, "Can I come in?"
"Yes," her daughter giggled and Melanie opened the door.
Ashley was lying in her bed, the stockings over the back of her chair and the covers up to just below her bosoms, leaving them fully on display. As her Mom entered she half-sat up, looking in shocked surprise at the strap-on dangling in front of her Mom. Melanie slowly walked over to her, allowing the teen to drink in the first cock she was ever going to receive, in all its pink garish glory. "I want to fuck you," she said as she got to the bed and pulled back the covers., "Do you want it?"
"I want you to, um, have sex with me," Ashley blushed as she said the words.
"You can talk dirty," her Mom said, "When we're fucking, not at the dinner table."
Her daughter nodded, licking her lips nervously, her gaze fully on the thick cock which would be shortly entering her cunt. Her Mom put her hand on her chest and pushed her daughter back down to lie on her back, her mouth coming down to kiss passionately at the teen, a kiss that was reciprocated fully by the younger Danes. At the same time the Milf was reaching down under the covers to find her daughter's fuckhole, it was still wet to the touch and got wetter as Melanie's fingers stroked it sensually, before slipping into to ready the hole for its first strap-on. The teen moaned in anticipation, "Put it in me, Mom, please take my lesbian virginity."
For a minute or two Melanie continued to thrust her fingers into the teen twat, making sure it was nice and soaked, as her mouth alternated between kissing her eager daughter and licking and slurping at her large bosoms, driving the sexy younger woman wild with excitement. Satisfied that Ashley was as wet and willing as she ever going to be, Melanie moved her body fully over the teen, taking the dick in her hand and guiding into the waiting hole.
"Oh, yes, oh Mom, that's right, stick your toy in me, I want you to take me," Ashley moaned in the nearest to dirty talk she'd managed to get.
"Take my big fucking strap-on cock in that slutty cunt, I want to fuck you until you scream like a whore on heat," said Melanie to encourage her daughter.
"MMmnn yes, all the way," in groaned the teen, her head pushing back on her pillow and her hands reaching round to grip her Mom's back, sliding down as low as she could manage so they rested just above the buttocks.
The toy glided down Ashley's well lubricated cunt, the wall stretching easily to accommodate it's girth. The teen groaned and arched as her Mom penetrated her, her large breasts rising to press against Melanie's chest, the nipples erect and stiff in their lust. Melanie continued down, slipping the full length of the plastic prick into her daughter, carrying on until she was lying on top of her, crushing the teen under her weight, every part of her connected to her daughter, like they were moulding into one. "Uuurhhh," Ashley let out a moan of pleasure and Melanie rose, pushing herself up, the cock slurping as it slid back out of the soaked fuckhole. Barely had the teen time to register than her Mom was up before Melanie was coming down again, sliding the cock into the waiting, wet, twat. "UUurrrhhh," the teen let out another moan of passion, her hand rubbing and massaging her Mom as the Milf rose and fell in a steady rhythm.
Ashley wasn't the first girl who'd had Melanie's strap-on in her, even if it had been too long since the last one, however she was by the far the prettiest, Melanie looking down at her daughter's beautiful face as she fucked her, one moment close, the next far away, but all the time a picture of delight as the teen gasped and groaned, her features contorting and turning in pleasure. The teen bucked again, her back arching as Melanie went down, and her mouth opening to let out a low-guttural cry of ecstatic pleasure. She was obviously enjoying it, even if she wasn't yet saying how she felt out loud, so Melanie sped up and thrust more strongly, hammering the teen's tight twat with the toy.
"Ooohhh, urrrhhh, aaahhh," Ashley moaned and gasped her body bouncing to her Mom's rhytmn, her large breasts jiggling up and down when free, before flattening as Melanie squashed them down as she descended. The teen's fingers were going lower, gripping and stabbing at the flesh of her Mom's round rump, her nails nipping into the skin like claws. Melanie didn't mind the scratches, in face the little bit of pain enhanced the pleasure that was enveloping her pussy as the strap-on rub and played over her clit. She upped her pace, slamming it into her daughter and making the teen shudder, "Oooohh, ahhhh, yesss, please, oooohh!"
"Your cunt is so fucking tight," her Mom grunted back, "It's so hot to fuck, I could ram it all night."
"Yes, please, yes, I want it," Ashley gasped, her body pressing up against her Mom's, her hands gripping her as firmly as she could.
"I want to stuff it with my huge plastic cock, slam that sweet little pussy until you're screaming like the dirty slut you are," her Mom continued.
"Do it, do it," moaned Ashley in return, rocking under her Mom's sensual assault, "Please do it, aaaahhh."
"Tell me how much you want, tell me you want my huge strap-on fucking your tight little fuckhole," Melanie groaned.
"I want it Mom, I want it bad, I want your dildo in me, giving me pleasure, please Mom, oooohh, yessss," the teen moaned.
"Ashley, you're not in a convent, you're being banged by me with a huge, fuck-off, strap-on, let yourself go, fucking tell me how much you're wanting this or I won't believe you," her Mom grunted as she carried on pounding, "I don't want you to say this is some sweet fucking lovemaking, I want you to tell me you love getting fucking banged like you're a fucking slut."
"Oh God, I love it," her daughter gasped, then she paused as if she was thinking what to say, though her body was still moving with her Mom. Melanie continued thrusting and hammering, waiting for her daughter to speak again. The teen was silent for quarter of a minute, which seemed like more, before she cried out again, "Yes, fuck me, fuck me so fucking hard, I want your fucking thick cock ramming my tight teenage twat until I burst with pleasure, don't fucking stop or slow down, just fuck me until I fucking scream."
"Yes," her Mom grunted, the dirty talk making her even hornier than she had been already, "I'll fuck your hot little pussy."
"Ram it deep, fuck it hard," her daughter screamed, the profanity damn breached, "Give me all of that huge cock, I can take it all, my cunt was made for being fucked hard by fucking massive strap-on pricks, I love it, I fucking love it, aaarrgghhh, yessss, that's it, hard and deep, make me fucking cum Mom, I want to fucking cum like I'm the cheapest slut there is."
"Yes, yesssss, yesss baby, let me give you my large strap-on cock, ooohh, yesss," Melanie pumped forward, driving the cock in and down her squealing daughter, the teen wriggling and shuddering in absolute ecstatic pleasure as her Mom fucked her as hard as Melanie had ever fucked anyone before. "Cum for me," the Milf called out, "I want you to fucking scream."
"Fuck, fuck, fucking fuck me harder, I want it so fucking much," her daughter squealed, her entire frame bouncing between her Mom and the mattress. Her cunt was so slick with juice it was overflowing, the liquid surging out over the lips and down over the mound, leaving it gleaming with girl-cum. Melanie hammered harder, the cock speeding down the soaked hole like it was a hot poker through rubber. Soon Ashley was screaming louder, her entire body red with lustful passion, "AAarrrrgghhh, yessss, you're making me cum, aaaarggghhh you're making me cum, Mom, fuuucckkk, yessss, aaarrghhh."
Melanie continued to pound her daughter through the climax, hammering the hole with her huge prick. The teen screamed louder and shook like she was a live wire, her tits crushing against her Mom's, as her pussy clenched hard around the cock ramming in and out of it. The Milf's own cunt was dripping as well, the clit almost aching from the dildo pounding back against, harder and harder as Melanie rammed the dick into her daughter. The teen's hands went up to midway round her back, holding her tight and encouraging her down, "Fuck me Mom, fuck your slutty daughter's cunt, I want to cum again, give me that huge prick."
Melanie happily complied, going as hard and fast as she could. She had wanted this moment for so long and it was as good as she had prayed for, better even. Below her, Ashley was squealing and bouncing in sexual ecstasy, obviously enjoying the end of their date as much as her Mom was, the teen had forgotten her shyness and staid conservatism and was screaming like a banshee, demanding more and more plastic prick. Melanie drove in, her own tits jiggling and pressing onto her daughter's pair, the teen's bouncing like jumping beans in a frying pan.
"Yessss, yessss, aaaarrgghh, I'm cumming, fuuucckkk, I am so cumming, fuuucccckkk!" Ashley screamed, her spine bending so much it almost seemed about to snap. Her hands clawed at her Mom's back, gripping her close and her eyes closed so tight that her face screwed up around them. "Aaarrrrghhh," she shrieked even louder, "Fuuucccckkkk, aaaarrghhhh."
In a perfect world Melanie would have banged her daughter all of the night and into the next day, but in the real world she was panting and sweating with the effort she'd put in. Not that it hadn't been worth it, the sound of her daughter's orgasming was like the best song she'd ever heard, no gig could ever compare to the sound of the teen's sexual screens reverberating around the room. And if her own orgasms hadn't been so cataclysmic, she 'd certainly been more than happy with the waves of pleasure emanating from her clit with every downward thrust into the fuck-happy of her daughter. But good things have to come to an end, though Melanie was determined that it would be with a bang not a whimper.



Gritting her teeth she put in a last effort, thrusting as hard and fast as she'd ever done before. Her daughter trembled and shook under her, her skin flushing red and her heart pounding so hard that Melanie could swear she could hear it, even over the screams and gasps and cries coming from the teen. Pounding as powerfully as she could Melanie rammed Ashley deep, filling her totally with the plastic cock. The teen screamed again, "Yesss, yesss, make me cum, aaaarrrrghhh, fuck, that's so good, aaaaarggghhh, yesssss."
The reaction to the orgasm was so explosive, that Melanie was almost blown off the teen, as Ashley shrieked and shuddered, her entire body seeming to lift off the bed. "AAAArrrrghhh," she screamed, "Yesssss, aaaaargghhh."
She fell back, trying to grab her breath, as her equally exhausted Mom pulled her cock out of her cunt and collapsed beside her on the bed.
"Wow," eventually Ashley managed to control her breathing enough to talk, "Just wow."
"Third dates are always the one," her Mom managed to say, rolling onto her back so that her daughter wouldn't see the grin plastering her face or know that her Mom's plan had succeeded.
"We need to talk tomorrow," said Ashley, but before her Mom could reply the teen snuggled against her, "but not now."
"Tomorrow," agreed her Mom, she had no regrets and she was hoping, with all the preparation that she had put in, that Ashley didn't have any either; if she did it was too late for them both.
Her thoughts were cut short as she heard the light snores of her daughter, almost immediately falling to sleep. That seemed a good sign, so Melanie kissed the teen lightly on the forehead and closed her own eyes.
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The Senior Class on Friday was the highlight of Ella's week; they were brighter and more mature than the younger students, able to hold a proper discussion on the merits and hidden meanings of the books she set them without her needing to cajole every word out of them. And if her junior class was filled with teenage boys with unrequited crushes on equally spotty teenage girls, the eighteen year olds in her Senior class were both more subtle in their note-passings and coy cross-desk smiles as well as having mastered the secrets to managing acne. And most importantly there were some real hot little sluts in her class...
Even as she was nodding at Paige McCullers comments on 'The Scarlet Letter' she was glancing down at her phone and looking at the picture of her and Emily Fields bent over the swimming bench, their well used assholes on display. The swimmer finished speaking unaware that her teacher had been looking at her gaping hole; Ella hadn't really been listening so she slipped into auto-teacher mode, "Very good points Paige, that is what the book's saying. What do you think Hanna?"
The little slut started; she'd been dreaming, and from the glances she'd been giving her secret 'girlfriend' Mona on the other side of the room Ella knew exactly what she'd been thinking about. She paused, waiting for the teen to speak, as she did so her thumb skimming across the phone to the photos. "About the book Hanna," she added after a few seconds silence, leading to the blonde making a stuttering start about scarlet being a colour. Ella barely listened, instead she let her eyes fall down to the phone; there were plenty of Hanna pictures, Mona making sure her fellow A-team members were well supplied, but Ella feasted her gaze on a recent one from Sunday. Hanna was leaning on the table, a remains of a roast on it, as beside her leant Ashley Marin in the same pose.
In the photo Alison sitting on the table between them, grinning as she held up her strap-on. Ella glanced at her fellow A-teamer, sitting in the exact opposite back corner from Mona so that no-one would suspect they were best friends and comrades. She was concentrating, looking like butter wouldn't melt her in mouth, the teen who'd escaped from her kidnapper with innocence intact. Few knew the real truth; apart from Ella and Alison, only Mona and their fellow team member Melissa Hastings.
Melissa's sister Spencer was in the front row her hand held so high it was like she was trying to touch the ceiling. She'd been trying to attract Ella's attention, both in the traditional way and by secretly hoisting her dress with one hand, just high enough that the teacher at the front could see that the little dyke whore wasn't wearing panties. Ella wondered if it had been Melissa's idea that the slut should go pantyless to school or whether it had been Spencer's. On most nights she'd have found an excuse to give Spencer a detention and an over the desk butt-fucking, but tonight she had other plans. She decided to put both Hanna and Spencer out of their misery, "Thank you, Hanna," she halted the stammering teen, "Spencer..."
Spencer dropped both hands so her skirt dropped back over her knees and launched into an impassioned and wrong-headed defence of seventeenth century legal mores. Ella ignored her, instead going to one of her favourite pictures, Spencer over her desk, her fucked ass on display. It had been a most enjoyable butt-banging and Ella thought she'd need to repeat it; perhaps next week if Spencer continued to think she was right when she was obviously wrong. The teen finished and Ella was tempted to put her down publicly, tell her she was a dumb bitch and needed an ass thrashing, but unfortunately you couldn't do that in the modern American education system. So instead she just thanked her and asked for further contributions, her thumb skimming through the photos of ass-banged beauties on her phone.
The class continued to give their contributions, needing little more than a gentle prod from the teacher to voice their opinions. It allowed Ella to fix a smile, nod encouragingly and glance down at the various pictures of her open-holed daughter whilst she waited for the day to end so she could get home and gangbang the submissive slut.
*
Aria had rushed home to prepare, she wished her Mom had given some more warning or even background. But no she wouldn't have done that, she was testing Aria to make she was a proper submissive like the teen had claimed she was; Aria was determined to confirm it. The problem was Aria had never even thought about what a gangbang entailed, never mind having to prepare to be the centre of one. All she knew was what her Mom had said when she called her over as Aria had arrived in school that day and that was that several friends of her Mom would be joining the Milf in gang-fucking the teen that evening; and that Ella had promised quality. Aria wasn't just not sure who these friends were, but even how many they were. She pulled the cookies out of the oven, hoping they'd be cool enough for when the other women came round; you couldn't go wrong with snacks she had decided; and some wine in the fridge as well.
She glanced at the clock; it was coming up to six, she needed to finish getting ready. She glanced at her Mom, sitting at the small table in her apartment studiously marking; was she ready or was she going to do more? Aria didn't stop to ask, just rushed upstairs to the small spare room. She quickly emptied the suitcase, thinking it lucky she'd already decided to pack some of her sexiest clothes for the weekend at her Mom's, correctly surmising that fucking was on the Milf's mind. She went through them and chose a tiny skirt, one from a few years ago, and if it was tight round the hips it was even shorter on the thighs. For a top she chose a lacy black bra, so sexy her Dad didn't know she even owned it. That done she glanced in the mirror wondering if she needed to wear anything else; socks, a top, panties? She decided she didn't and scooped up her make-up bag to almost run into the bathroom.
Her Mom had hinted that by the end of the night her lip-gloss would be smeared all of her face and her eye-shadow ruined, such was the hard fucking they were planning to give her, which made it even more important to the teen that she started properly made up. Pursing her lips she applied a bright-red gloss, before putting on a more understated blusher and eye-liner. Once again she looked in the mirror, she felt attractive, she hoped her Mom agreed.
She went downstairs, still a few minutes before their guests arrived. She curtsied to her Mom, last weekend her Mom had instructed her to do that before speaking to Ella, to show the proper respect of a submissive to a dominant woman. "I'm ready, Mom."
The Milf looked up from her work and nodded, almost in approval, "Nearly," she said. She picked up a marker pen, "Get down on your knees in front of me and look up."
Aria did; she could smell the oil of pen as her Mom uncapped and leant over her, slowly and deliberately writing on her forehead. "That's better, ass whore," said her Mom, letting go off her. Aria stood and went to look at what her Mom had inscribed on her forehead, it was as she suspected 'ass whore'. It suited Aria thought.
"My guests will be here soon, let them in and remember they're here to enjoy themselves with a cheap anal whore," Ella told her teenage daughter, Aria nodding dutifully and beginning to put away her Mom's school work as the Milf relaxed in front of the TV. That done she went take the wine out of the fridge and make sure there were a selection of glasses sitting ready on the sideboard (originally she'd got out three glasses, then upped to four before deciding to take all six) and waited, nervously and impatiently. As she did so she stood behind her Mom and massaged the Milf's shoulders, idle hands and all that...
The doorbell rang. Without needing any instruction Aria sped over, opening it. Standing in their corridor was her friend Spencer's sister, Melissa. The older Hastings expression switched from neutral to a mocking smile as she looked at the teen standing there in her bra and tiny skirt. "Hello ass whore," she said.
"Come in," said Aria curtsied, trying to hide her surprise that one of the gangbangers was Melissa, who always seemed so straight and conservative; but then so had her Mom.
The twentysomething entered, her hand going down underneath Aria skirts and briefly fondling her snatch, "Nice... hi Ella, thanks for the invite."
"Hi Melissa, you're looking very nice, new top?" her Mom got up from the couch to give Melissa a friendly hug, before turning round to Aria, "Wine, for our guest."
Aria scurried out, pouring two generous glasses (assuming her Mom wanted one as well) before rushing back in. Both women took it without thanks and Aria quickly ran out for the cookies, offering them. Ella and Melissa took one each, but as they might want more Aria remained standing beside them with the plate held forward in her hands.
"Shall we put on a movie while we're waiting for the others?" asked Ella.
"Yes, any ideas?" Melissa nodded.
"I think something to put us in the mood," said Ella, walking over to the cabinet where she kept the hard porn DVDs locked. She bent over and flicked through before pulling one out and walking over to place it in the machine.
Aria managed to take a quick glance at the cover of the DVD, the pictures of young woman tied up whilst other woman fucked and humiliated them told it's own story and her pussy itched with desire. She stayed in place, not able to see the screen, as the music began, tinny and non-descript, though from the looks on her Mom and Melissa's faces the visuals were more entertaining - neither went for a second cookie.
The doorbell rang again. Aria put down the cookies and walked over to answer it again. This time it was Mona standing there, leaving Aria even more surprised than before; at least Melissa was an adult not a student in High School. Aria forced herself to be composed, curtsying to the darker skinned teen, "Come in."
Mona didn't answer her as she walked past, smiling as she saw Ella and Melissa siting in front of the TV, "Hi, how are you, I'm not late?"
"No, not at all," Ella replied.
Mona turned back to look at Aria; "I see what you mean about Aria being a hot little whore - she's looks delectable, just made for fucking. Can I take a closer look?"
"Of course, she's not just mine, she's here for us all to enjoy," Ella smiled broadly. She turned to Aria, "Lift that skirt ass whore, show Melissa and Mona the holes they'll be sampling."
Aria tried not to blush as she lifted her skirt, revealing her snatch, freshly shaved on her return from school. Melissa grinned, "I knew it was nice, you should give it a feel Mona."
The other teen slid her hand down, her thumb pressing at the mons as she fondled Aria. "Oh I see what you mean, it's a slut's cunt, wet already."
"You should see her ass," Ella said, "turn round you little whore and show my friends that tushie of yours."
Her face red with humiliation Aria swung round, keeping her skirt lifted. "Bend over," her Mom instructed as she turned and Aria bent.
She could feel Mona's hand on her butt, cupping and feeling the cheek, squeezing at it gently and giving a little hum of admiration. There was the sound of Melissa walking forward and a second hand joined Mona's in playing with Aria's round buttocks, the two of them gripping and groping the cheeks, pulling them apart. "It's so fuckable looking," said Mona admiringly.
"I can't believe you got to break that cherry," Melissa said wonderingly, her thumb feeling at the tight rosebud, "How hard was it?"
"Tight or difficult," Ella laughed, "It was easy enough once the butt-plug had done its work, but Aria was easy to seduce and let herself be butt-banged by her Mom, she's that type of slut, a total anal whore." Aria blushed to hear her Mom talk about her like that, even if (especially as?) it was true.
"You are so lucky, it's such an ass," grinned Mona giving it an extra squeeze before letting go.
"We're going to enjoy it," Melissa added, withdrawing her hand.
Aria kept her skirt up for a moment, allowing them to continue to feast their eyes on it, before deciding to lower it and offer Mona some hospitality, "Wine?"
"Yes," giggled Mona, "Go pour me a glass," she spanked at Aria's cheeks as she spoke, to send the other teen scampering to the kitchen.
Her Mom shouted, "Pour a second glass, we've one more guest to arrive."
Aria did so, returning with them and passing one to Mona, who was sitting on the couch, munching a cookie as she watched the porno with the others, her eyes glued to the screen where a young blonde was getting spit roasted by two older looking lesbians. She wondered if it was a potent, from the way her Mom, Melissa and Mona's eyes flicked between her and the screen she assumed it was.
The door bell rang for the third and final time; Aria moved to quickly to open the door. Standing in the corridor, with a grin as fake as a pair of plastic boobs, was Alison DiLaurentis.
"Smile," said the blonde with a wicked laugh. Aria wasn't sure who'd she been expecting but her despised ex-friend would have been at the bottom of the list. She had always assumed her Mom had only tolerated Alison because she'd been a close friend of Aria's and when that friendship ended that Ella would have as little do with Alison as the pope with water-skiing, not invite her to gangbang her daughter. For a moment Aria wondered if it was a mistake and Alison had come round for another reason - in which case Aria standing in the doorway with 'ass whore' stencilled on her forehead was ultra-embarrassing. However the blonde looked unsurprised at seeing Aria in hooker gear and the calls of welcome from the other inside confirmed she was expected.
"C...c...come in," said Aria nervously as Alison eyed her like a python eyes a mouse. The brunette stepped aside to allow the other teen in.
Alison didn't move, remaining in place and looking Aria up and down, hungrily and lustily. "So ass whore," she said with a wicked smile, "Does your Mom have any neighbours?"
Aria looked up and down the corridor at the closed doors of the other apartments, "A few," she whimpered, unsure why Alison was asking, but guessing it was going to be bad.
"Are they in?" Alison's finger went to under the front strap of the bra, between the cups and pulled it out, snapping it back.
Aria looked at her Mom, Ella grinned, "Answer her Aria."
"I... I... I don't know."
"Do they know you're a dyke slut?" Alison smiled charmingly.
"No, I...I...I don't think so... I d...don't know," Aria blushed as red as a beetroot.
"You think they'd know if I stood here finger fucking you?" asked Alison, her hand reached under Aria's skirt, though unlike the other's who'd just fondled the outside she pushed at the slit with her finger, driving the digit into the hole.
"Uurrhhh," Aria started and gave a gasp, backing against the door frame as Alison pushed and prodded her cunt, leaning her other hand on the outside wall next to the brunette.
Her face was inches from Aria's, a broad, but evil, beam on her pretty face. "What if someone comes out - won't they be surprised to see Aria Montgomery dressed like a whore getting finger-fucked. Perhaps I'll tell them I'm paying you for a finger-fuck... how much do you think twenty dollars? ten?"
"Five," laughed Ella from inside, "She's cheap Alison."
"Five it is," smiled Alison, "but for that I want a pussy licking as well."
She pulled back her finger, wet with Aria's juice and started to undo her jeans. Aria looked at her aghast, "Here? in the corridor? Where anyone could walk past?" She turned and threw a beseeching look at her Mom.
"You heard her, she's here to enjoy you," said Ella crossly. "Eat her cunt you slut."
Alison had slid her jeans down to her knees and placing her hands on either side of her cunt was pulling it apart, "Get down and guzzle it you dyke hooker."
Aria took one last glance down the corridor, praying that the doors would remain closed and no-one would appear from the elevator at the end. Then she dropped to her knees, knowing that the sooner and quicker she licked out her ex-friend the sooner they could go indoors (she hoped). Her mouth opened and her tongue went out. The teen didn't bother with teasing or starting slow, but went full force immediately, pushing her tongue and face forward.
"Mmmnnn, you're right Ella Aria is such a cunt-licker," Alison said, too loudly for Aria's comfort.
"That's because she's a dyke whore," laughed Mona, not attempting to be silent either.
"She sure is," Alison grabbed the back of Aria's head and forced her face further forward, jamming it into her wet cunt.
Aria went as fast as she could, her tongue pounding forward and up, into the tunnel trying to find the sweet spot and out and over the clit, making her ex-friend quiver and grip her head harder. The blonde's cunt was wet, the juice seeping out of it and coating Aria's tongue with its flavour; sweet and tasty to Aria's horror.
"Mmmmnnn," Ali moaned, "Eat it up dyke."
Blushing red Aria did as she was told, slurping the pussy, almost forgetting the fear of getting caught as she was lost in beautiful cunt, eating its lovely nectars, swallowing the sexy, warm juices. It was where she belonged, between a top's legs, licking - in public or private; as her Mom said she was a slutty lesbo whore and all they cared about was pussy. She could feel the cheap corridor carpet beneath her knees, rubbing at her skin as she shuffled forward, pushing her head deeper into Alison's twat, her tongue pressing down as far as it could.
"Dirty slut," moaned Alison, her hands now resting on the frame like she was trying to push the door apart, "Mmmnnn, eat my cunt, slurp it like a skank hooker."
The teen's tongue probed and pushed and pounded; she could hear Alison's moans and the laughs and giggles of the other tops as they encouraged her and Ali on. The reinforcement for Alison was all positive, "Go for it Alison." "You're so making her yours." "Make her tongue you." For Aria the calls were designed to humiliate and degrade, "Eat it bitch." "Use your lezzie tongue." "Go for it you cunt-lapping whore." Aria didn't know if they knew how much reminding her of her place and what she was turned her on, but it did, making her pussy tingle with excitement, even if she couldn't touch it. Her mouth pressed harder at the twat, the lips pressed hard at the hole's sides as she stabbed deep.
Even as she was licking at the pussy she could heat footsteps behind her; Melissa's she thought, but wasn't sure and she didn't dare remove her face from Ali's snatch to turn and look. Whoever it was roughly pulled the bra from Aria's tits, before snapping the clasp open and throwing it out into the corridor; Aria wondered what the neighbours would think if it was left there; that she was a slut, she supposed. Her tongue drove at Alison's cunt and teen squealed, "Aaahhh, yes, lick my twat with your lezzie tongue..."
The brunette's skirt was lifted up, exposing her buttocks. "Look at that ass," cried Mona from the sofa, "It's so fuckable."
"You're telling me," Ella laughed, "Melissa?"
"Mmmnnn, it's round and firm," Melissa's hands were rolling over the round cheeks like she was polishing marble. She gripped the cheeks and pulled them apart, "Flexible as well." Aria could feel the twentysomething's spit trickling down the crevice between her buttocks and then a finger at her rosebud, pressing forward. Her tongue pushed at Alison as she was entered, she wanted to cry out and beg for her ass to be reamed, but she knew Alison wouldn't appreciate the pause and she remembered her Mom's words about the others being here to enjoy themselves. The finger pushed deeper, wiggling and tickling the hole. "Tight as well," said Melissa.



"She's a little slut," said her Mom.
"She is," giggled Alison, her hand pushing Aria's head at her pussy, "As big a dyke skank as I've seen."
Melissa withdrew her finger, "What did you say she was? An ass whore? Let's see how true it is."
"You go for it girl," giggled Mona.
"She's a slut," laughed Ali.
"Fuck that butt," Ella called out cheerfully.
Aria could feel one of Melissa's hands on her cheeks, pulling the cheek away from it's partner and re-exposing her backhole. A tip of plastic pressed against the sphincter, resting for a second on the crumpled flesh round the hole before driving forward. If Aria's mouth hadn't been full of Ali cunt she'd have screamed, mainly in pleasure, as the toy was driven forward. It might have been Melissa's first time with her, but from the force and skill with which she rammed it in it was obvious that the older brunette had fucked plenty of female ass before. The dildo eased back, a slurping sound come from the teen's asshole as the air was sucked from it, before being rammed back with even greater and vigour, making Aria bounce against Ali's cunt, her tongue temporarily falling from the slot.
"Don't stop slut," laughed Alison, grabbing Aria's head between her head and dragging it forward, "Eat me."
"Tongue that pussy you cunt-licking whore," said Melissa, "Slurp it as I butt-fuck this skank hole."
The twentysomething rammed in, driving the dildo deep. In just a few thrusts she had the toy all the way in and now was using her energy to slam it fast and hard. Her hands gripped Aria's waist for leverage, squeezing and nipping at the flesh as she pounded. Aria rocked and shuddered as the full force of Melissa smashed into her, the older brunette's thighs hitting her buttocks and sounding like peals of thunder. It was sore and fun, her asshole being stretched agonisingly and pleasurably at the same time; not that Melissa cared - dildoing the teenager's anal passage with enthusiasm.
Aria continued to concentrate on Ali, licking hard at the wet pussy. Not that she had much choice with the blonde gripping her head and keeping her in place; though Aria was sure that she was such a slut, that even if Ali had let go she'd have carried on licking. And Alison seemed to be appreciating it, moaning in ecstasy, so loud Aria hoped none of the neighbours decided to look out to see what the noise was in the apartment corridor, "uuurhhh, mmmnnnn, ooohhhh, ohhhh, urrrhhhhh."
Aria tongue slurped in, drinking down more of the juice that Ali was producing; there was a waterfall of girl cum over Aria's lips and tongue, flowing into her mouth. Alison rocked and writhed, "Aaaarrghhh," she screamed "Aaaarrrgghh, yessss, aaaarggghhh!"
An explosion of cum hit Aria, so powerful that no more than a fraction went into her mouth, most of shooting over her face, blinding her and making her nostrils sting as she sniffed it up. She moved to carry on licking, but Alison was stepping away. "Mona, you ought to come over here and get your cunt eaten by this slut, she's a pro."
"Oooohhh, ohhhh," Aria gasped as Melissa continued to fuck her butt, "Ooohhh, ohhhh."
Mona pushed past Aria on her hands and knees in the doorway to stand in the corridor; she'd removed her jeans and shoes, just wearing her pullover, which she had raised to her hips so that her naked cunt was on display inches from Aria's face. "You know what to do..." she grinned.
Even if Aria didn't (and she did) her Mom's yell would have told her, "Eat that pussy, baby."
For the second time Aria's mouth found pussy, opening to lick and lap at the hole and the flesh around it; no technique, just hard slurping. Her tongue drove in and out, up and down, side to side, like it had a mind of its own. Mona seemed to appreciate, as like Ali, she grabbed the brunette's head and dragged her in, "Lick it you whore, lick it."
"Slurp her pussy, dyke, shove your tongue down her hole and lap it up," Melissa said from behind her, still continuing to ram hard at the teen asshole, filling the chute with thick, hard plastic, making Aria ache and orgasm. "We've all been waiting for this, to fuck your dyke holes."
"And it's worth it," groaned Mona, pressing her pussy into Aria's face so that her nose was jammed in the slit, the aroma of damp cunt filling her nostrils. "Your Mom was right, you're a whore, a dirty slut lesbo whore."
"I knew you'd enjoy her," laughed Ella from the sofa, "She's the most natural slut ever."
"I think you're right," giggled Mona "And we all know some natural bitch sluts."
For some reasons that made the other's laugh, Aria wasn't sure why. But it wasn't her place to know, her role was to lick Mona's pussy as hard and energetically as she could, whilst raising her ass and wiggling it back for Melissa's ultimate enjoyment.
"Mmmnnn yeah, that's hot ass," moaned Melissa, "Aria's such a whore."
"Ooooh, but she's a great pussy licker," moaned Mona, as if the two things shouldn't both be true.
The two women continued to share Aria happily as Alison and Ella giggled and chatted on the couch, now and then, calling out in encouragement to their friends. "Fuck her good." "Make her slurp that cunt." Aria did, the humiliation of being shared half-in, half-out of the communal corridor a big turn on; making the dildo in her ass feel all the more pleasurable and the twat in her mouth twice as sweet. "Give the slut your cock." "Grind her dyke face in your cunt."
Melissa pounded harder, sending vibrations through Aria's body. In turn the teen's tongue probed and pounded at Mona, swinging deep into her hole. The two dommes held her tight between them, her head gripped and forced into Mona, her hips squeezed in Melissa's hands. The butt-busting top was really slamming away, giving Aria the whole cock so hard and fast that her ass was burning. It made her lap harder and Mona shrieked and squealed, "AAAArrghh, fuckkkk, aaaarrgghhh."
Aria continued, harder, her tongue smashing at the sweet slot, slurping the slick hole. "Aaaarrrghhh," screamed Mona, "I'm cumming, you're making me cum you slut...aaaarggghhh." More juice rushed from her cunt and into Aria's mouth as the darker skinned teen forced Aria's face closer. "Aaaarrrghhh, fuuucckkk, aaaarrggghhh."
She fell away and for a moment Aria could gasp and groan free of pussy as Melissa's cock rammed her ass, "Oooohhh, uuurrhhhh., oohhhh." Cum slid from her lips as she moaned, "uuurhhh, ooohhh."
The strap-on was yanked from her ass so suddenly that it was like a spotlight had been thrust in her face, leaving Aria blinking and her mouth agape with surprise. She wondered whether she should use this opportunity to retreat fully into the apartment or whether her Mom and the others were so getting off on the risk and humiliation of her that they'd want to her to stay. Before she could decide she could hear her Mom coming over, "It's my time for some anal whore butt." She got behind the teen and spread her cheeks, the open ass being so open from Melissa's pounding she didn't need to use her hand to guide it in.
Aria gasped as the toy entered her; she couldn't say she hadn't enjoyed Melissa's fucking, but there was something hot about her Mom doing it - especially in company. "Mmmnn, fuck me Mom, fuck your whore daughter's hole."
Her Mom didn't answer her, sliding the dick deeply into the ass and giving a couple of exploratory thrusts to make sure it was fully in. Then she paused and spoke, "You want to give this slut a proper spit-roasting."
"Absolutely," said Melissa. She too pushed past the teen in the doorway, but unlike Mona she wasn't offering her pussy, but the rubber dick that had just been sheathed in Aria's bowels. The brunette teen accepted eagerly, opening her mouth to take the strap-on between her lips.
"Fucking whore," said Ella as she started to ram her daughter's ass, "Only a skank would take a dildo that just been in her mouth in her ass."
"Yes, especially when she's getting a second cock in her dyke butt at the same time," grinned Melissa, moving forward. If the younger top's thrusts weren't as hard and brutal as Ella's she was still keen to get as much of the fake phallus into Aria's mouth as possible, grabbing the back of the teen's head and dragging her along the pole. "Suck it fuck-face."
Aria choked and gagged, not just with the taste and the knowledge of where the cock had been and what she was cleaning, but because of the depth Melissa was shoving it, the tip pressing at her throat and tonsils. She let out a surge of bile and spit, the goo spewing out of her mouth and dribbling down her chin. At the same time her eyes were watering uncontrollably, leaking and tearing, smudging the eyeliner as her Mom had said would happen. Melissa thrust again, forcing the cock into the teenage mouth, "You fucking dirty cock-sucking dyke bitch," she cried out in pleasure.
"You fuckhole cunt, you dirty fucking anal hooker," laughed Ella and slammed forward, driving her strap-on all the way into her daughter's back passage and slapping her thighs at the teen's ass. Aria would have screamed in ecstasy if she was able, but all she could manage was a gasping, gurgle and another stream of white bile flooding from her mouth. Her Mom grunted and panted, fucking her harder, as Melissa hit her from the other end.
"Fuck her in both end, spit roast the dyke," called out Alison in encouragement.
"Show her what the A-team does to lesbo whores," Mona added with a laugh, "She's a slut, fuck her hard."
Aria was creased as both her ends were banged, the plastic pricks slipping into both holes. Her pussy was slick and hot with lust, burning with a taboo desire. The juice dripping from it onto the carpet, just inside the apartment, another couple inches forward and it'd be outside, leaving spots outside her Mom's apartment door. Though even if she had she was sure no neighbour see them, they would think that Aria was depraved enough to be double-fucked half-in, half-out of the apartment. She was though, she knew that, she was a dirty slut, a dyke whore who couldn't get enough rubber dick in her asshole.
"You slut, take it in your butt," her Mom called.
"Mouth my cock, deep throat this dildo," giggled Melissa.
The two women went harder, smacking Aria between each other, laughing and joking as they butt-banged and face-fucked her. Aria loved it, shuddering between them, her body blazing with pleasure as orgasmic waves rushed through her.
Suddenly, without warning Ella withdrew her dick, breathing heavily. She reached down and grabbed Aria, pulling her back into the apartment and off Melissa's cock. The older brunette grinned, "There, that's clean." She wiggled the strap-on and stepped out of the corridor, closing the door behind her. Aria noticed that her sexy bra was still out there, lying on the floor; she somehow didn't think that anyone would listen if she mentioned it.
Ella half-pulled, half-dragged Aria into the room, "Ali and Mona want to double-fuck your slutty dyke whoreholes now."
Aria looked up, her ex-friend was sitting on the couch smiling like a hyena, naked apart from a strap-on. Beside her Mona was equally 'dressed' with a butter wouldn't melt in her mouth expression. She looked at Ella and Aria, "I think the whore should beg for us to bang her."
Aria bowed her head for a moment, accepting the top's superiority, before looking up and putting everything she had into her pleads, "Please fuck me. I really want you to fuck me together, one of you in my worthless lesbo pussy and other pounding my anal whorehole. Treat me as your personal fucktoy and bang me as hard and fast as you like, I'll be your slutty, submissive bitch, a dirty whore for your plastic pricks. I'll squeal out your names and cry out for your pleasure. Please just fuck me, fuck me hard please."
"What do you think Ali, should we fuck her?" Mona got up and stood in front of Aria, pressing her cock at the teen's mouth.
"I don't know," giggled Ali, "Look she's putting her lips round your dong like a whore."
"She is a whore," Melissa laughed, dropping down on the other couch and reaching for one of the cookie's Aria had baked earlier.
Aria rocked her head back and forth, slurping on Mona's dildo, looking up entreatingly at the top, like a dog at it's master. She was sure that Mona and Ali would double-fuck her whether she begged or not, but why take the risk? She pulled her head back, leaving the dick dripping, "Please, please fuck my lesbo ass and cunt. Ram it like I'm a slut. I'll be yours, a skank fuckhole, who wants hard fucking dick. Please bang both my holes together." She put her mouth back down on Mona's strap-on energetically sucking the dick.
"Come get on my cock," Alison said swinging round so she was lying back on the couch, "I want to you to see my face as me and Mona fuck you, so you know that you're the fucking whore and I'm the fucking top, you dumb slut. You should never have broken with me as friends; you wouldn't be a whore if we were. " Ali have a streak of vindictiveness, but then she was a domme and Aria was a submissive so the teen did as she said, getting on to the couch and sliding her soaking wet pussy down Alison's large dong. The blonde grinned as the brunette straddled her, "That's good, all the way whorebag, impale that pussy on my big dick."
"Mmmmnn, urrrrhhh," Aria moaned as the huge prick filled her tight, and so far unused, twat. She did as her ex-friend said, lowering herself all the way down the strap-on, so that it vanished completely into her wet cunt.
"Stay still you slut," ordered Mona. She clambered onto the sofa behind Aria and slowly plied apart Aria cheeks. The hole was still loose from the earlier butt-rammings it had received and Mona was able to easily enter, making Aria wince as the two strap-ons filled her holes and rubbed at each other through her thin membrane. The two teens began to move together, rising and falling into Aria.
Aria felt totally full, like there was no room to breathe or move, without being ripped in half. However it felt good, not just that every tiny shift send waves of ecstasy through her, but that having two dicks in her where most women would only take one confirmed her status as a submissive slut, a bitch for others to use.
"Stop day dreaming whorebag," snapped Alison, "Ride our fucking cocks."
Even as she was saying it Aria could feel her lifting her hips to pound the cock into her pussy and Mona draw back to thrust again. Aria began to writhe and wriggle with them; it was impossible to match them totally as sometimes they thrust together, sandwiching Aria between them and then Alison or Mona would speed up and hit her hole and be out even as the other went in. But rhythm or not Moan and Alison were moving fast as if they'd practiced together many times, sending Aria into a bliss of orgasmic pleasure. She gasped and groaned, "Ooohhh, urrrrhh, yessss, yesssss."
"The little dyke's a DP bitch," laughed Melissa.
"Make sure you two have fun and really gape open those holes," Ella added, "She's such a skank she can take it."
"Yeah Mona, what do you say, shall we up the pace?" Alison grinned, slamming up.
"Why not Ali?" replied Mona and both teen's began to pound even faster and harder, loosing any semblance of rhythm in a welter of thrusts and punches and hammerings.
Sandwiched between them Aria was in heaven, squealing and squeaking, shrieking and screaming, "AAaarrrghh, yessss, aaarrgghhh." It didn't matter that it was Ali, her nemesis fucking her - indeed that might be an added turn-on, as was doing it in front of her Mom - all that mattered was that two cocks at once were smashing it to her, filling her. "Aaaaarrrghh, fuuuckkk, yesssss. Fuck me harder!"
"Say please whoreface," laughed Alison even as she was fucking harder.
"Please, please, please fuck me harder, ram my holes, fuck me until I snap," screamed Aria.
Mona's hands were gripping and pulling at Aria's tits, yanking at the nipples and letting them bounce back like little springs. Alison's hands were squeezing the brunette's hips, keeping her in position as she slammed forward, her lips raised in a mocking smile as she used and abused Aria's cunt like she owned it; which, Aria thought, she probably did - or at least she had a quarter share in it. The blonde's cock pounded up, ramming through the wet flesh and smacking against it's partner dick somewhere in Aria's middle, the thin wall separating them vibrating and stretching as the two toys rammed it. Aria screamed in pleasure again, "Fuucckkk, I'm cumming, oooohhh, aaaarrghhh."
"Tag," Melissa said behind Aria and the teen heard the slap of two palms cracking against each other as Mona laughed.
There was a pop as the dark-skinned teen withdrew her dick from Aria's asshole. The coolness which filled the teenage butthole was only temporary, as soon as Mona was off the couch Melissa was back on and sliding her dick back into the hole she'd been fucking earlier. Aria moaned in gratitude, her hands gripping the sofa cushions as the older brunette pushed the toy as deep as she could and Alison slowed to let her in get into a rhythm.
"Mmmnnn fuck, you're such a whore Aria, fancy letting us DP you," Melissa said, "Not that I'm complaining, this is so fucking hot."
Mona was climbing onto the sofa again, standing delicately over Ali, balancing her feet on the soft cushions. She wiggled the dick at Aria's face, "Come on you slut, you know what to do."
Aria wasn't one hundred percent sure, though she was perhaps ninety and opened her mouth to slide it over Mona's cock for a second time. It was more bitter than before, but Aria still swallowed it like the good little submissive slut she was. The three others began to move, thrusting into her holes and if she'd been filled before she was triple filled now.
"I've got to get a picture of this," Ella laughed, picking up her phone, "The three of you making her airtight is ultra-hot."
The three dommes paused to turn their heads to the camera and give cheery grins, before resuming the fucking of Ella's daughter. The Milf grinned and took another series of shots, "I've got to get these shots for the album," she said.
"Make sure you send them to us," said Ali, ramming her cock into Aria's snatch.
"Of course," Ella grinned as she knelt down and stretched out her arm so that she could take an action pic of the blonde's toy slamming into Aria.
The three tops carried on, pressing their toys into Aria and filling her with plastic prick. The brunette teen shuddered and shook, pushed this way and that by the other women, bouncing between them. Her head bobbed down one prick as her hips jerked so that her ass and pussy could manage two more. It made her ache as she strained to take them all, but it felt so good and humiliating, like a sub-whore. Melissa was grappling with her boobs, gripping them in her hands and squeezing them. Mona's hands were on the back of her head, driving the Aria's head back and forth down her dildo. And Alison's were still clamped to her sides, using the hips as levers to drag herself up.
"Mmmnn, this is so much fun," said Melissa.
"I love fucking sluts with you all," said Mona.
"Me too," said Ali, "You're all the best."
"Thirded," grinned Ella. She put down her phone and smiled at the blonde teen underneath, "Tag."
Alison put out her hand and Ella slapped it. Aria gasped as Mona pulled out of her mouth and Melissa out of her butt, the two teen's hopping of the couch. "Off you get whorebag," said Alison pushing at Aria's chest with her hand, "Didn't you hear your Mom? we're swapping."
Aria stood up, her legs weak and watery from the fucking she'd just received. Her Mom was getting on the couch, lying back and pointing her strap-on towards the ceiling, "On you climb, ass whore, let me bang that skanky pussy again." Aria did as instructed lowering her cunt down her Mom's toy.



She could see Alison raising her hand and high-fiving Melissa, "Tag, I've got to have some Aria ass," the blonde said.
"I'd recommend it," grinned Melissa. "Tag," she in turn said to a smiling Mona, "My toy needs a mouth wash."
The women rearranged themselves, Alison clambering on the couch behind Aria and pushing her strap-on into the teen's butt-hole, whilst Melissa stood over Ella and fed the older woman's daughter a well-used cock. Aria slurped at it greedily, bobbing her head back and forth down the toy as the other two toys began to hammer her holes.
"She's a natural isn't she?" grinned Mona as she picked up her phone, "Ella we've got to get some pictures of you fucking her as well."
Ella grinned, "Oh yes." She began to pound hard at her daughter's twat as Mona snapped away at the trio making Aria airtight.
The fucking was as hard and brutal as before, the swapping of holes reinvigorating the tops and causing them to hammer at Aria's holes with renewed passion. And Aria, desperate to please and show them what a slut she was, sucked and bounced and jerked in time with them, using every muscle and sinew she could to meet their fucks. Her body burnt and ached and strained; it was worth it for the continuous flow of ecstatic pleasure that flowed through it and all through it Mona continued to lift her phone and snap photo after photo.
After a few minutes Mona tagged Ella and the four women changed holes again, this time Melissa picking up her phone to take the pictures whilst Mona slammed Aria's pussy from above, Ella butt-fucked her from below and Alison fed her dildo over the couch arm. For the next while the four tops continued swapping and fucking so that all of them enjoyed all of Aria's holes, leaving the ass gaping, the pussy soaked and Aria's jaw so sore that she could hardly speak.
Eventually Mona pulled the cock out of Aria's ass, "I'm exhausted," she said, wiping her forehead and dropping down on the other sofa.
"I am as well, but it was worth it," grinned Melissa, she pushed Aria up and pulled the soaking wet dildo from her pussy.
"I could fuck her ass again," said her Mom, popping the cock from Aria's mouth and letting the teen gasp for air. Ella looked at Alison who was holding her camera to take a snap of the gaping butt-hole, "If the other two have finished are you up for sharing?"
"I am," grinned Alison, "Which hole? Spit roast or DP?"
Ella grinned, "You misunderstand, When I said sharing I mean the same hole."
Alison's eyes widened in surprise and then her smile grew bigger, "You mean double anal?"
"I do," said Ella.
"This I've got to see," said Melissa jumping up and grabbing her phone, as Mona nodded and joined her.
"Okay ass whore," said Ella lying back on the sofa, "I want you to stand up and then lower yourself backwards on to my dick."
"Yes, Mom," said Aria submissively. She waited until her Mom was fully in position, before climbing on top and lowering herself down. Melissa was kneeling beside them taking the dildo and guiding it into the teen's well-opened hole. Aria moaned as it entered, continuing to slide down the shaft until she was seated on her Mom's prick.
"You ready?" asked Alison.
"Yes," whimpered Aria in a small voice.
"I wasn't talking to you," snapped Ali, "Ella?"
"Let's do it," grinned the Milf, pulling Aria back so that the teen was lying on her chest.
Alison climbed on the sofa, it squeaking as she waddled forward, dildo in hand, the toy slick with cunt juice and saliva and whatever else. Aria closed her eyes and gasped through gritted teeth as the blonde started to push her dick into a hole already filled with it. "MMmnnn, it's tight again," Alison said.
"Push it Ali," Mona laughed.
"I think you'll really have to split her whore ass to get it in," agreed Ella.
"Yes, it's slow," said Alison.
She continued to push forward, gradually forcing the hole even wider open than it had been before, wider than Aria had thought possible. It ached, like been forced to do the splits whilst sitting on a concrete bollard. Aria's teeth ground together and her eyes were closed so tightly that she could feel water leaking from them, further ruining her already wrecked eye-liner. She squeezed her fists together, knifing the nails into her palm as if that could reduce the agony in her stretched butt.
"Mmmnnn, this is so hot, double-ass fucking an anal whore," grinned Ella, working her toy in and out to help Alison's enter.
"It is, I can't believe we've never done it before..." Alison said.
"Oh we'll be doing it more," grinned Ella
Aria let out a grunt, "Uuuhhh."
"Looks like the ass-whore is enjoying it as well," said Alison laughing. She pushed the cock a little further in, grimacing with the effort, "God, that is good."
The dildo slowly moved deeper, Alison stopping every few moments to pull it back half an inch and then push it again. Ella continued to work with her, pushing in unison so that both cocks were spearing the hole together, forcing apart the walls and filling the hole so completely with plastic. Aria gasped and groaned, trying to ignore the pain and instead thinking about how sluttish and submissive it was to have two dicks in her ass. And not any two dicks either, one belonging to her Mom and the other to her enemy; that was even more humiliating and submissive.
"Look how wet she is," giggled Melissa, "The dirty slut is enjoying this."
"She is a whore," agreed Ella. "I think we're almost in Ali."
"Yeah, Ella, another inch," grunted Alison, her hands pressed on Aria's thighs forcing the legs further back and giving herself more room to press in, expanding the hole slowly, but surely.
"Mmmnnn," Ella grinned, "This feels so good on my pussy, think you can go harder?"
"Yes," said Alison and began to move in and out.
It wasn't as hard or as fast as when she'd been solo in Aria's ass, but it was enough to gape the hole and make Aria scream and squeal, "AAaarrrghh, aaaarrghh." It was painful, but there was pleasure there as well, intense and powerful, like getting burnt alive in a heavenly fire. "Aaarrrrghh, fuuuuckk, aaaaarrgghh."
Alison pushed and pounded, driving her dildo over Ella's and into the asshole. "Fuck," she grunted, "Fuck."
"These are some for the album," grinned Mona holding her phone, "You'll have to see them, I'll send them you, it's so sexy, the two of you sharing whore ass."
"It's really fun," giggled Ella, "It makes me feel so close to Ali, we should make sure we do this more as a bonding exercise."
"Oh I am so in for that," said Alison, wiping her forehead and pushing forward again, "We ought to make this a weekly thing, double-fucking Aria's ass."
"Double-anal Friday," said Melissa, "Sounds a good idea."
"MMnnnn yes, let's do that," said Ella. She gripped her daughter's titties and thrust up, joining Alison in entering the hole.
"Aaaarrrghh," screamed Aria, "Fuuuuckk, aaaarrrgghh, yesssss"
The four tops laughed at her agreement as Alison continued to thrust forward for a few more moments, before she pulled the toy out, sweating and flushed. Ella's cock sprang out seconds later as Alison looked down at the butt "God that hole is gaping."
"Up," said Ella, "Lean forward and let me see."
Aria sat up and rolled forward onto her hands and knees, showing her battered asshole to her Mom. Ella whistled, "You're not joking, that's massive." She swatted Aria's butt, "Get on the floor on your hands and knees, I want to take a picture."
Aria did as she was told as Ella got up and picked up her phone. She grinned at her friends, "You should all be in at as well, after all it's not just a memento for me."
"Okay," laughed Alison. She slid herself forward on Aria's back, her wet pussy sliding down the teen's spine. She rested her head at the top of the ass crack and hooking a finger down, pulled the open hole up. Even as she was doing that Melissa and Mona was sitting down on either side of Aria, resting their heads on her butt cheeks. They slid a finger each into her hole, pulling it wider, so that the three tops were opening Aria's ass as wide as it could go.
"Smile," grinned Ella and snapped the photo.
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Opening her eyes and looking down all Melanie Danes could see was a shock of dark hair on her chest. She smiled and moved her hand under the cover to gently stroke the hair's owner naked back. There was a sleepy half-yawn, half-grunt and the brunette moved her head slightly, brushing herself over Melanie's tit. The Milf grinned to herself, she had been sure that last night hadn't been a dream, but the fulfilment of a lot of planning and effort, however it was still nice to wake and confirm it. Still, whilst she had begun yesterday's evening with a certain confidence she was going to end up fucking her daughter, she was pretty sure her daughter hadn't. The teen's behaviour suggested she had been into it, but she wouldn't be human if she didn't wake up with some short term regrets and her Mom needed to make sure they were quickly banished.
She ran her hand down the teen's back again, sliding her knuckles over the spine down to the lower back and the top of the bottom, which she squeezed gently. Ashley took the hint, lifting her head up and yawning, her eyes remaining shut as she stretched out and prepared her muscles for her next movement. "Morning sleepyhead," said Melanie and her daughter's eyes flicked open as she suddenly realised whose tit she had being lying on and what had happened last night.
"Mom!" she gasped and sat up, the quilt falling away and displaying her large and very naked bosoms. She looked around for a moment, realising she was in her own room and couldn't dash away and ended up in a half kneeling, half sitting position
It was time for Melanie to take control of the situation, before Ashley over-thought it. She sat up, deliberately pushing away the quilt which had been covering her midriff and breasts so that they were on full show to her teenage daughter; she saw Ashley's eyes fall to look at them, before shooting up as if she didn't think she should be ogling the naked body of the person she'd been fucked by the night before. Before the teen could move further, Melanie reached out and took her hands, holding them gently enough that the teen could feel the sensuality but not so loose that they could be snatched away. "Last night..." she began.
"Oh God, Mom," her daughter interrupted, "We had sex, I'm so sorry."
"We fucked," Melanie corrected, she didn't want Ashley to downplay what it was - hot and heavy, passionate, no-holds barred fucking, which had left them both whimpering with pleasure and utterly sated. Her daughter nodded, more comfortable with the changes of words than the actuality of what they had just done. Melanie moved swiftly to correct that, "Why are you sorry? It wasn't your fault, it wasn't mine either.
Her daughter blushed and looked down, not contradicting her, "We still did it."
"We did, but it can't have come as a total surprise," her Mom said, "You must have realised the rising sexual tension between us the last few weeks."
"Yes," Ashley murmured, her reply so quiet that if there'd been any background noise it would have been inaudible.
"Where's the problem? I wanted it, so did you," Melanie said logically.
"But we're related, you're my Mom," said Ashley with the same implacable logic her Mom had just used.
But Melanie had finished with her argument; "So? Who cares? I don't, do you?" She didn't give the teen time to reply, "I enjoyed it and by the sounds you were making so did you, didn't you?"
"Yes," again the reply was soft, the teen blushing and looking down, though that just meant she could see her Mom's hands holding hers. Melanie gently rubbed the back of the teen's knuckles to add to the pressure and help her make the right decision.
Her Mom continued, "True it's not like we'd can broadcast we're banging each other, but we can keep it quiet and continue." That should plant the idea in her daughter's head that they should carry on their sexual relationship.
"Yes, I mean, that'd work if you wanted it..." her daughter blushed
"I do, you're smart and attractive and that was some of the best sex I've had in ages," she'd been planning to say that anyway, it didn't do any harm it was true. "Of course I want it, do you?
It was the moment of truth, though Melanie wondered if she was egotistical for not doubting what would happen. Her daughter paused long enough that Melanie also began to wonder if she had misread the situation and that she had been too arrogant. Then Ashley gave a nervous smile, "I want us to be girlfriends, Mom."
"Me as well," grinned Melanie and before her daughter could change her mind she leaned in for a long, sexy kiss, sliding her tongue between her daughter's lips and into her moist mouth, the teen reciprocating with a passion as she moved onto her knees and pressed herself forward.
It was time to seal the deal, thought Melanie as her tongue swished around inside her daughter's mouth, slipping over and around the teen's tongue, probing and pushing as far in as she could get. Slowly she moved her hand, first onto Ashley's thigh, sensually stroking the naked flesh as she crept upwards to the top. The teen's legs were just enough wide enough ajar for the Milf to slip her hand down, finding the sexy treasure which lay between them. She brushed her hands over the lips, hinting at the clit and through the tiny silken landing strip, which lay on the top. Down she went again, feeling the shiver of excitement running through her daughter as she was touched.
Putting to fingers together Melanie entered her daughter's snatch, feeling the teen tense and then almost immediately relax as her Mom's pushed up her tight cunt. "Mmmnn," Ashley moaned appreciatively, her naked body pressing at her Mom's so the older Danes could feel the vibrations of the teen as her cunt clenched round Melanie's fingers. "Mmnnn, that feels so good."
"You can talk dirty remember," Melanie leaned forward and murmured seductively in her daughter's ear, "Tell me how much you like my fingers fucking you."
"OOhhh, yessss, stick your fingers in my juicy cunt, make me cum, urrrhhh," the teen shuddered as she spoke. Her eyes fluttered and her upper teeth bit into her lip, trying desperately to hold the pleasure within her body. She gave another gasp of pleasure, "Mmmnn, finger fuck me, Mom, use your fingers to make me cum."
Melanie drove faster. Her daughter's cunt squeezed tightly at her digits, the juice making them wet and slippery, little rivulets of cum streaming down the crack between her fingers and over the back of the hand. It felt so good to pleasure her sexy daughter, to slam her fingers into the tight teenage fuckhole and feel the younger woman shudder and shake as she was brought towards orgasm. The warmth from her body enough to heat them both as her heart pumped and beat, sending the blood gushing around her sexy body. "Yes, baby," grinned Melanie, "Let me fuck you, I want you to cum for me, I want you to scream."
"Ohhh God, yesss, finger fuck my twat, stick it deep and hard," her daughter moaned back, her face contorting in pleasure, before she lowered her head onto her Mom's shoulder to rest her face on it, her mouth opening to suck and bite gently at the shoulder blade, encouraging her Mom to finger faster. Melanie did so, slamming her fingers as deep and hard as she could manage into the hole, the juicy tunnel squelching with each vigorous thrust. Ashley's teeth grazed her Mom's shoulder and Melanie could hear deep stifled groans from the teen as she vibrated in ecstasy, "Urrrrhhhh, urrrhhhh."
Melanie's own cunt was itching hard with desire and she moved her spar hand from her daughter's waist to her own cunt. She stroked her fingers hard across her clit as she continued to hammer into the teenage hole and soon she was as damp as her daughter, juice from both of them leaking from their twats, glistening in the morning light. There was another grunt from her daughter, the teen biting down onto her Mom's shoulder and sucking at the hard at her shoulder, her large bosoms pressing onto the older woman's "Urrrh, fuuuckkk, urrrhhh."
"Finger me, baby, fuck me with your fingers," Melanie removed her spare hand from her cunt and instead grabbed Ashley's wrist and guided it to the Milf pussy.
For a moment Ashley was too wrapped in her own sexual pleasure to respond, her back arching and bending as a wave of sexual bliss tore through her, her head falling backwards, "Ooohhh, fuckkkk, yesss, fuuuckkk!" Then her head was back nestling into her Mom's shoulders, her naked body forcing itself forward to mould with the Milf and her fingers sliding into the juicy cunt. She began to jack them back and forth, slowly at first, but quickly reaching the same pace as her Mom, the two of them slamming each other in unison, shuddering and shivering together, their moans filling the room.
"Yesss, yesss, fuck baby, fuck Mommy's cunt, yes, you're doing so good," gasped Melanie, her body vibrating against her daughter's. Ashley was moving fast and hard, picking up how to pleasure another woman as if she was a natural; Melanie shuddered again as the teen's fingers found her spot and drove over it, making the cunt gush out its liquid, filling the hole with juice. "Fuck my cunt, yessss, fuck it harder."
Their bodies crushed together their mouths finding each other's, lips colliding hard, jaws opening, tongues darting and probing, attacking forward, aggressive and passionate and demanding. Their fingers drove into each other as fast as either could manage, their elbows almost a blur as they jacked back and forth.
"Aarrrgghhh, yesssss, aaaarrghhh," Ashley gave a scream as she came, almost falling backwards from her Mom. Inexperienced as she was her hand fell away from her Mom's cunt. Melanie didn't mind, her daughter had done well given her lack of expertise and she was happy to finish herself off, replacing the teen's fingers with her own and slamming them hard into her sopping wet hole, spurting the juice out over the bed as she filled it with three at once.
Her daughter lay panting in front of her, her legs open and her pussy gleaming, the excitement evident all over the lips and mons. Looking down at it Melanie masturbated harder, remembering how it had felt clamped round her fingers, so warm, so wet, so wanton and willing. She cried out in pleasure, her body vibrating and shivering, "Yesss, aaaarghh, yessss," the orgasmic bombs exploded within her like an atrocity. "Aaarrrghh, aaaargghhh." Her back was bending, her spine stretching round as she was hit by paroxysms of pleasure which left her unable to control her muscles and movement, "Aaaarrrgghhh." A wave of juice shot from her cunt and landed all over her daughter's cunt.
"Uuuh, uuuh," Melanie panted, the power of the orgasm leaving her unable to speak or do anything, apart from slump forward onto the bed.
For a few moments the two of them just lay there, Melanie on her front, Ashley on her back, before the teen made a move to get up. "I better go wash the dishes from last night," she said, "I should have left them into soak."
"You could leave them for a bit and come back to bed," Melanie turned her head, but otherwise remained unmoving, letting her body relax on the comfortable mattress.
"It's tempting," the teen giggled, but then she reached for her glasses and put on her sensible personality, "but if I don't do them now they'll be even harder to clean."
She walked over to her drawers, deliberately or not her ass wiggling for her Mom, before spoiling the view by pulling out a pair of panties getting into them, before adding a bra. "I've got to go into the library today, last night put me behind my study schedule. Not that I mind," she quickly added.
"Okay," Melanie said, she hadn't expected miracles and her daughter was always going to be studious, though now she was hopefully going to find time for lots of incestuous lesbian sex alongside her school work. "Tomorrow we'll do something together and for tonight I'll get us in a pizza and we can watch a movie"
"Okay, there's one I was wanting to watch, it's Korean..."
Her Mom quickly interrupted her, "I'll choose the movie." She already had some ideas.
"If I can choose the topping."
"It's a deal," said Melanie and watched as her daughter shimmied into some jeans; damn she was a hot sexy thing.
*
The problem with letting Ashley chose the topping was that she never tried anything beyond her three favourites, though at least they'd gone for pepperoni, which if Melanie had been given a pick would have been one the one she'd preferred off the three. After dinner Melanie had washed the dishes, whilst her daughter had gone to change, clothes comfortable for sitting all day in the library were not necessarily suitable for cuddling into your Mom whilst watching a movie, she had explained. Melanie was in the lounge waiting for her, the DVD already in and the remote in her hand.
The door from the hall opened and in came her daughter. Melanie whistled appreciatively, out was her daughter's shapeless jean and baggy sweater, in was a pair of denim shorts and a vest which was too small for her and which would have failed to conceal the bra-straps if the teen had been wearing one. Melanie suspected Ashley had been raiding her sister's clothes (her eldest daughter had so many not only was it impossible to remember them, but even using all the suitcases in the house it had been impossible to take all to college), both because she doubted Ashley herself owned anything so daring and because their tightness suggested they were designed to fit Hazel, who was generally a size below her sister.
"What are we watching?" asked Ashley as she entered.
Her Mom didn't reply, but patted the seat right next to her, not that she had expected Ashley to sit anywhere else except next to her new girlfriend/Mom. The teen did, snuggling into Melanie as the Milf put an arm round her shoulder and hugged her close. "What are watching?" she repeated as she made herself comfortable, resting her head lightly on her Mom's shoulder.
"You'll see," her Mom grinned and pressed play.
It didn't take long for the mystery of what they were going to be watching to be solved, as the title flashed on the screen, 'Lez Housewives and Friends', followed by a quick montage of said housewives and their all female friends, usually naked and having sex. "It's a pornographic movie," giggled Ashley in embarrassment.
"Is it?" her Mom grinned back and squeezed the teen's shoulder, "I think you're old enough to watch it."
"But it's porn," repeated Ashley as if that was explanation enough, though her reddening face provided further evidence of her embarrassment.
It was adorable that the teen was blushing, thought her Mom, especially given that they'd been fucking like porn pros last night. However, a good Mom helped her daughters get over their hang-ups, especially as it would surely help Ashley's lesbian sex skills if she saw some others in action. Melanie pulled the teen tighter towards her, both to comfort and prevent her daughter suddenly deciding she needed to get some chips and fleeing into the kitchen when the movie got interesting. Ashley wiggled a bit, struggling to get herself comfortable, mainly because her body was as tense as a board, eventually finding a position that was tolerable as the last of the brief clips faded to black.
There was a very short pause before the first movie started and Melanie quickly squeezed a teenage boob. "Mom!" her daughter giggled, but it did make the teen a little more relaxed and served its purpose (as well as allowing Melanie a feel).
The first movie began to play, the cheesy music playing out over the names of the cast, one a well known porn star and the other, someone who Melanie had never seen in any movie apart from this one. Her daughter shuffled against her and Melanie could hear her breathing slightly increase in speed as the two women appeared on screen, both wearing dresses that wouldn't have been suitable for the office and were hardly much more suitable for home, unless you were planning to bang your lesbian neighbour. Melanie had chosen a movie with limited plot, both because she knew that too complicated an intro would just allow her daughter to nitpick the story's realism and also because she wanted to get quickly into the action. Indeed it was only a few minutes in after such poorly acted and not much better scripted preamble that the two thirty something Moms were kissing hard in the kitchen as they removed each other's clothes.
In her Mom's arms Ashley shivered with excitement as she watched the two women caress and explore each other's bodies, watching as their hands shimmied over breasts and butts, their tongues touching before slipping down between cleavage and over bellies to the shaven snatches, which they proceed to taste eagerly. The teen's legs crossed hard as if that was the only way to resist touching herself, though her Mom didn't help by reaching round and down to give one of her breasts a tight squeeze; "Is it making you hot?"
"A little," giggled a blushing Ashley, her eyes glued to the screen as the slightly older blonde spread the more experienced redhead's legs and started inserting a couple of fingers, rapidly ramming them in and out as the camera moved in close to catch the intense action. The teen's fingers were down between her legs, stroking over the denim shorts where they covered her pussy and pressing the hard material against the slit. Melanie smiled, making no move to impede her daughter's gentle and then not so gentle rubbings; her own hand slipping down over the teenage titty and stroking it through the top.
"Mmmnn," Ashley let out a moan, not bothering to hide that she was enjoying herself. She unpopped a button and slid her hand under the shorts, opening the zip as she did and rubbing her fingers over her slit, watching the more experienced porn stars as they masturbated each other's cunts. The teen shivered in excitement, her body vibrating against her Mom, further turning on the older woman, who squeezed at the plump tit, digging her fingers into the tender flesh. "Uuhhh," Ashley's moan was louder and deeper, impossible to tell whether it was the movie, her fingers or her Mom's grip which was doing the most to make her moist, but she was so sexually aroused that she was almost burning against her Mom.
Melanie reached down to her daughter's top and pulled upwards, "Let's get this off," she smiled.
"Yes," Ashley lifted her arms unresisting, letting her Mom remove her top garment and drop it on the couch beside them. She leaned back into her Mom again, her hand sliding back down under her hot-pants to rub at her wet cunt, as Melanie grasped the now naked titties and fondled them eagerly, making the flesh jump and jiggle as she squeezed and squashed the soft bosoms.
On the screen the two porn stars had moved to a passionate sixty-nine, slurping and groaning as they skilfully licked each other to fruition. Melanie wasn't moving onto that, at least yet, not until she'd watched a couple more of the movies with her daughter, but she removed her hand from Ashley's breast and moved it down, replacing the teen's with her own under the shorts. The teen hadn't bothered with any underwear and her cunt was already soaking by the time Melanie's fingers skimmed over the slit. The teen moaned again, shuddering against her Mom, as the Milf's fingers rubbed at the soaked lips and crack, teasing and tantalising, but never quiet entering.
"Uuhhh, Mom," Ashley moaned again, without giving any further details. However, Melanie didn't need instructions to know what to do, her fingers rubbing harder and faster as the soaked slit, the labia squashed beneath her tips. Another movie had started and whilst the two porn stars had a stilted conversation in the lounge, Melanie moved her own head down to her daughter's exposed throat, kissing and suckling it like she was a vampiric countess latching onto her nubile pray. Her daughter shook some more, not paying much attention to the conversation on screen, as she pressed her naked back against her Mom's chest and rubbed the back of the Milf's hand as it masturbated her cunt. "Uuuhhh," she groaned again.



Waiting until she heard the unmistakeable sounds of women's sexual pleasure on the TV, Melanie finally lifted her hand from her daughter's throat, the pale skin blotchy and red where her Mom had sucked her and nipped her with love-bites. The teen's eyes were glued to the TV where one of the porn stars was vigorously thrusting her fingers into her friend's snatch. Realising her Mom was no longer at her throat the teen half turned towards her, "This is so hot Mom, look what's she doing."
"I see," grinned Melanie and slipped two of her own digits down into her daughter's waiting hole. Ashley shuddered and gasped, her back pressing at her Mom's. Her hands were on the top of her shorts, pushing them down and giving Melanie more space to work with. The older woman moved harder and faster, driving her fingers into warm, wet hole, listening to the squelches and slurps as the flesh, clung tightly against her fingers, coating them in the teenage cum.
Her daughter grunted and gasped, her sounds even more intense than the women on the TV, her entire body vibrating as her Mom masturbated. "More, Mom, more," she demanded, pressing herself hard at her Mom and opening her legs as far as the short down her calves would let her.
Melanie did as she was asked, ramming her fingers into her daughter's slick slit, the teen shuddering and vibrating with each thrust, her eyes no longer on the screen as the visual stimuli was replaced by a much more real and physical one. "Ohhh God," she moaned, "Fuck me with your fingers, ooohhh yesss, more please, ooooohhh."
Melanie still kept watching the movie, sub-consciously timing her thrusting with that of the star. She couldn't see her fingers as they vanished into her daughter's slot, but she imagined it looked very much like the screen, cum coating them as the lips vibrated and the tunnel closed around them, sucking and slurping them in. Harder she went, matching the porn star's drive, her daughter's gasps and cries even louder than her counterpart in the movie. "Yesss, yesss, yessss!"
The scene quickly changed, moving to the two women standing up and removing their remaining clothes. In line with the movie, Melanie pulled her dripping fingers from Ashley's soaking hole and gently pushed the reluctant teen up. Pouting a little, obviously disappointed her Mom hadn't finished masturbating her to an explosive climax, the teen turned. "Let me just get out of this," her Mom smiled and pulled her dress over her head. She hadn't bothered with panties and whilst her daughter looked appreciatively at her naked pussy, she unclipped her bra and let that fall to the floor. She smiled at the still semi-dressed teen, "Aren't you going to slip out of your clothes as well?"
Ashley blushed, paused for a second, and then stripped as her Mom moved back to the couch, lying across it and gently stroking her own pussy as her eyes flicked between her undressing daughter and the two porn stars sixty nining on the TV.
"Come and plant that sexy little pussy on my face," purred Melanie, "Let's go like we're in the porn business ourselves."
Her daughter turned round to glance at the TV, reddening a little as she looked at the two women lapping away at each other and imagined them as her and her Mom. Then she turned back and nodded, smiling both nervously and eagerly as she divested herself of the rest of her clothes, before clambering onto the couch and her Mom, her pussy over the older woman's mouth as she lowered her own towards her Mom's waiting cunt.
Bending over the teen's hands slipped inside her Mom's thighs and opened them wider, her head continuing to lower until her tongue found her Mom's twat, already wet with lust and began to lick over the slit, even as her own pussy rubbed over her Mom's mouth, the older woman raising her hands to spread open the lips and dive into the hole. The two Danes quickly got into a licking and a lapping rhythm, their fingers spreading each other's slits as their tongues raced over the pink, wet flesh inside the tunnels. The sounds of slurping filled the room, interspersed with little squeaks and moans as they both enjoyed the touch of tongue in their twats, the juice covering each other's lips and chins as they ate eagerly.
Melanie was pleased her daughter had quickly overcome her inhibitions and was tonguing at her Mom with enthusiastic delight. When she had put in place her plan, she had been confident, but also realistic and had assumed that it would take weeks off coaxing and cajoling after their initial fuck for Ashley to make the move from daughter to lover. She still might not be fully there, but she was a lot longer along the road than the Milf had anticipated, and if there were 'Stop' signs ahead, they'd already passed so many she was sure that Ashley would continue on the journey, with only a few pauses. Reaching up she gripped the teen's buttocks, squeezing them and squishing them together at the same time as she dragged the teen down, forcing her delectable pussy deeper into her Mom's mouth. Her daughter responded enthusiastically, her own tongue going faster and harder in the older Danes' hole, thrashing at the G-spot and making Melanie quiver.
On the screen another movie was starting, but it was no longer being watched by either Melanie or her daughter, both were now too engrossed in each other, their cum covered tongues reconnoitring deep into the other's territory, probing and exploring the pussy flesh, with all its tiny ridges and bumps and nerve endings hidden beneath the soft pink walls. Melanie could feel herself quivering with pleasure with every lick of her daughter and in turn, feel the teen vibrating beneath her, like she was on a electrical current, as Melanie lapped the teen towards climax. The couch squeaked and shuddered under their combined assault, gently moving as they rocked into each other, the two of them shivering in pleasure.
"Mmmn, yumm, mmmnn, ooohhh," no words came from their mouths, but none were needed, both knew the other was enjoying and both were determined to increase that enjoyment, adding fingers to the slots and driving them in to help the tongue probe and push deeper into the holes. The tips of their fingers pressed at the hidden nerve endings, their nails scratching the flesh and stimulating the pleasure points beneath, so that their groans and grunts got louder between the sounds of their tongues swishing forward.
Harder and harder they lapped. Melanie could feel the orgasms coursing through her body like lava pouring down a mountainside. From the sounds and shudders of her daughter she could feel that the teen's pleasure was matching her own. The Milf tongued as hard as she could determined to bring even more sexual joy to her daughter and in turn to feel Ashley speeding up her own tonguing, making the warm fires burning within Melanie flare even hotter and brighter. The pleasure rose, higher and higher, taking control off her body, so that the only things that mattered were her soaking pussy and thrusting tongue. Her muscles twisted and strained, her bones cracking and creaking as she stretched and strained, her nerves dedicated only to sending messages of pleasure to her brain. Underneath her Ashley was shuddering like an earthquake was in her, the only part of her under any sort of control her tongue as she continued to eat her Mom's cunt.
"Aaaarrrghhh, yessssss," Melanie could no longer control it, dropping her head to the cushion below to shriek out her pleasure, grinding her cunt at her daughter's mouth, the teen still dedicating herself to lapping as hard as she could at the hole. "Yessss, aaaarghhh, aaaarrghhh." The orgasm tore through her, ripping her into a billion atoms before reassembling her micro-seconds later, her entire being suffused with ecstasy. "Yesssssss! Arrrrggghhhh!" The climax only lasted for a few glorious seconds, before it slipped down to a feeling of warm pleasure, but it had been worth it.
Wiping a hair from her forehead, Melanie paused a second, looking up at her daughter's soaked cunt. The teen still hadn't stopped her own meal and even though her Mom had cum she was still tonguing away, albeit without her earlier pace. Melanie lifted her head to return the favour and resume her pussy eating. The cunt tasted even more delicious now she had cum, as if the various hormones released by the climax had added a flavour to her daughter's juice. She quickly got back to her rhtymn, thrusting her tongue deep into Ashley's yummy hole. The teen shivered and shuddered, moaning in pleasure, her own licks slow but deep, as if she was too tired to go fast, but didn't want to stop. Her Mom's energy was revitalised enough for both of them and soon Melanie was licking even faster than previously, juice dripping down from the teen's open hole onto her face.
"Mmmnn, yesssss, aaaargghh," Ashley gasped, lifting her head. She didn't return it, but instead half-straightened her back, shivering and stretching as her Mom's tongue drove her to orgasm. "Yesss, aaaaargghh, yesssss," she shrieked, "I'm cumming Mom, make me cum."
Her Mom continued at speed, slamming tongue and fingers into the wanton and wet hole, fucking her daughter into heaven. The teen shrieked louder, her pussy vibrating in her Mom's mouth, "Yessss, aaarrghhh, aaaaarggghh, fucccckkk! Yesssss!" Melanie slammed more, feeling her daughter's climax as the teen shuddered on top of her, her cunt dripping juice as she came, "Aaaarrrrghhh, yesssss!"
The teen fell forward sobbing and breathing heavily, as she tried to regain her equilibrium. Melanie's head fell back against the cushion, her neck and tongue aching with the strain. Her daughter got off her for a moment, before clambering back on, but this time with her mouth next to her Mom's. "That was fun," the teen said with a blush.
"A lot," agreed her Mom, "Do you want to watch the end of the movie or go to bed now?"
*
Perhaps unsurprisingly Ashley voted for bed, where the two of them kissed, licked and fingered each other into the small hours.
The next morning Melanie came down to breakfast, to find her sexy daughter had already made it and was engrossed in a book, catching up on the studying she'd missed by fucking with her Mom instead. "We should go out this afternoon," Melanie said as she sat down and reached for the juice.
Her daughter looked over the book, "I really need to revise for the test next week."
"No you don't," her Mom replied confidently, "You'll ace it, you already know all there is to know."
"Not everything," Ashley replied a little primly, "If I don't get good grades I won't get into college."
Her Mom took a swig of juice and stood up, walking round the table as her daughter's gaze followed her suspiciously. The teen was right to be apprehensive as her Mom stood behind her and placed her hands on the brunette's shoulders, gently massaging them before slipping down to take the large bosoms in her hands, squeezing them through the shirt. "I'll miss you when you go to college," she purred, her mouth so near to her daughter's ear that the teen tingled as the older woman's warm breath played over the lobe, "Wouldn't it be good to spend time with me now?" She gripped the bosoms tighter, her fingers pressing into them and making Ashley quiver, the teen lowering her book almost to the table, "Just for an afternoon."
"Okay, fine," Ashley conceded, a bead of sweat forming on her forehead, "I'll study this morning, then we'll go out this afternoon."
Not wanting to push too hard Melanie let go off her daughter's large titties and straightened up, "Great, I know this nice secluded beach we can go to."
*
Melanie packed a beach bag, so that as soon as they had finished their (early lunch) they were free to go. She had the perfect beach in mind, it was small and quiet a long way from the main road, down a small track, but it's size and seclusion meant that it seldom had any visitors to disturb the sandy tranquillity. Melanie had discovered it after a photographer she'd used had shot an advert for her their (less hot models in swim wear, more two middle aged couples in evening dress sitting at an expensive table extolling the virtues of Melanie's company; the campaign had been a moderate success).
It was well after noon by the time they arrived, but still enough they had plenty of the afternoon sun to enjoy. Melanie came to the end of the track and parked the car. "Here we are," she announced, popping the trunk and getting out. The beach was about a hundred yards across, at high tide was about thirty yards deep with fine yellow sand, bounded by large rocks and boulders on either end and a steep, but not unclimbable, bank down, a few small trees (little more than saplings really) and bushes popping up at random amongst the long grass, which continued until it faded into the beach. As the two of them clambered down, Melanie holding the bag, Ashley more gingerly trying to balance, they could see the beach was deserted, apart from a few birds wheeling over the rocks; the only sound was their caws and the splash of the waves as they gently slipped up and down the beach -- not even the faintest sound of a car or person or any sign of human life at all.
With no one around it was easy to find a suitable spot to stop and get the blanket out of the bag, laying it on the ground. Ashley delicately tip-toed over to her Mom, trying to avoid (and probably failing) getting sand in her pumps. By the time she arrived Melanie was already undoing her blouse to reveal a tiny, and hopefully sexy, bikini top. Her daughter paused for a moment, looking around to ensure there was no one hidden under the sand before pulling off her top, revealing her own bikini -- not quiet so small, but as it half showed her delightfully large tits her Mom counted it as very sexy. She kept an eye on the teen as she removed her shoes and socks and then turned her back to her Mom, deliberately or not to shake her ass at the Milf as she wiggled out of her jeans, her lovely cheeks wiggling either side of the bikini bottom which fell from them into the crack.
"If you lie down I can massage some sun cream into you," said Melanie pulling the bottle out of the bag.
"Yes please," her daughter said and lay down on her front.
Spurting a generous amount of lotion onto her hands, Melanie leaned over her daughter and began to rub the cream into the teen's shoulders, first one and then the other, slowly rubbing and massaging them so that the knots of tension were vanishing as the white lotion was worked in. Slowly she moved down over her back, her palms sliding up and down over the teenager's smooth skin. Getting down to the bikini top, Melanie unhooked it without asking. Her daughter stirred as if she was going to say something, but then thought better of it and allowed her Mom to oil where the thin strap had protected her. The Milf continued down, really working the lotion into Ashley's skin, so the teen was gleaming under the sun. Soon she was at the bikini bottoms. She looped her fingers under the elastic and pulled them down to the teen's thighs.
"Mom!" giggled Ashley, but as Melanie had predicted, the teen did nothing to stop her or suggest she was unhappy with what had happened.
"What?" Melanie said teasingly, "You don't want your butt to burn."
Logically the bikini would have protected better than the sun lotion, but Ashley didn't reply, just giving a purr of satisfaction as her Mom's hands wandered all over her cheeks, kneading and grasping them as she worked the lotion well into the skin. She went down further, pulling the bottoms down to the knees rather than back up to the teen's rump as she worked on Ashley's thighs. The teen again gave no sign of protest, nor did she as her Mom further lowered them to her ankles as she massaged the calves, making sure they were well oiled for the rays. Taking the bikini strap Melanie then removed them from the teen's ankles and dropped them on the floor. The only reaction from her daughter was to murmur what was blindingly obvious, "I'm naked" as her Mom worked on her feet.
"That should do," Melanie said, shaking the bottle. She had probably used half the lotion on oiling her daughter, but it was worth it to have her hands on her sexy body. She squirted some onto her palms again and applied a less generous, but still adequate amount to herself and lay down on the towel. "Mmmnn, this is nice" she said as she slipped on her sunglasses and relaxed next to her nude daughter.
"Yes," agreed Ashley, though her Mom half-suspected that the teen would have been equally happy if they'd decided to spend the afternoon in a library.
For a short while they lay in companionable silence, the only sounds the distant squawk of gulls and the almost imperceptible sounds of the waters lapping on the beach way below them. After about ten minutes the Milf turned onto her front and took the lotion bottle in her hand, waving it at her daughter as she said, "It's your turn to put some lotion on me."
"Okay Mom," said Ashley sitting up. For a moment she looked about as if she was considering whether to put back on her bikini top and bottoms, before deciding against it and instead sitting naked astride her Mom as she popped the top open and poured some lotion onto her hands. The Milf gave a satisfied groan as her daughter took hold off her shoulders and began to rub them, the teen might be inexperienced with massage, but like so much she did, she did it so perfectly as if she was born knowing everything. Her thumbs and fingers kneaded at the flesh, pressing at knots that Melanie hadn't known she'd got, the covering of the skin with lotion of secondary importance to the deep and sexual massage. Unhurriedly the teen worked downwards, pressing her fingers deep into her Mom's flesh and rolling her palms upwards to follow. She didn't ask when she popped her Mom's bikini clip, and like her daughter Melanie didn't complain, but let the teen continue the massage, Ashley's hands slipping down the older woman's sides to rub at the bosom and slide underneath her Mom's body to cup and squeeze them.
"Mmmnn," Melanie gave another moan, half tempted to tell her daughter to stop there and concentrate on her titties. The teen made the decision for her, letting go and sliding her hands onto her Mom's back and down, replenishing the lotion when required as she slowly covered her Mom in oil and eased the tiredness from the older Danes' muscles with her talented teen fingers. Down she came to the bikini bottoms and for a moment Melanie thought her daughter was skipping over her rump as she went down to her thighs. But that was only for a moment, as the teen lifted her hands again and reached for the elastic of her Mom's bottoms and slid the pair all the way down to her knees. She squirted some more lotion onto her hands and began to rub it into the skin, her fingers squeezing at the ass as her palms pressed down on it, making the cheeks jiggle. Melanie gave another moan of pleasure, spreading open her legs as wide as she could manage with the bottoms round her knees. She knew she didn't need any more lotion, a bit of sun never hurt anyone (well, almost anyone), but she did need something, "Eat me, baby, lick my pussy."
"We're in public," whispered Ashley as if they were in the middle of a crowd rather than a beach deserted apart from the gulls.
"There's no around but us," Melanie corrected her, "Lick my pussy, it's dripping for you." She slid a hand under her body letting it emerge between her legs as she spread her pink slit for her daughter. She knew Ashley was looking at and salivating as she weighed up the risk of being caught to the thought of the yummy meal which awaited her.
Lust won. "Promise you'll keep an eye out for anyone coming."
"Promise," lied Melanie, who knew she'd be too busy squealing in pleasure with her eyes closed than scanning the horizon for interlopers; that said she was confident they wouldn't be disturbed. "Eat my cunt, lick it all out."



Her daughter paused for a second and then shuffled down her Mom, pulling down the bikini bottoms as she did. She dropped them on the towel (which was considerate) before opening her Mom's legs even wider, spreading them into a V. Moments later the teen's fingers were at her Mom's slit, stroking it and slipping in, moving back and forth and making the Milf even wetter. Melanie groaned, shivering in excitement, "Tongue it," she grunted, "Lap my twat."
Ashley continued to finger it, even as she lay down behind her Mom, her mouth so close that Melanie could feel the warm breath over her own soaked hole. The teen's fingers drove in and out, faster and deeper, opening the pussy for her to eat. Suddenly she stopped, her fingers, which had been closed together, opening so that the pussy entrance was spread. There was a pause that was probably seconds, but in Melanie's anticipation felt like years, then she felt a teenage tongue pressing up her twat. "MMnnn," she gave another groan of pleasure as the lithe muscle slipped in, pressing between the fingers and running over the tunnel walls, "Eat me, I want you to eat me good."
Her daughter was slow at first, pausing to look up to make sure they weren't disturbed, but gradually she began to grow in confidence, her tongue moving faster and harder as she began to thrust in fingers in unison. The Milf vibrated in pleasure, closing her eyes as if that would keep the orgasms contained within her. The towel rubbed at her breasts and stomach as she shivered, the woollen material comfortable against her bare skin, below her feet were in the sand, it was hotter and scratchy, but it was uncomfortable or irritating, more like cleansing her pores as they began to soak with perspiration as the sun beat down and her cunt heated up. Ashley was eating faster and faster, moaning and slurping loudly as she slammed her tongue deep within her Mom. The Milf gave out a little cry, "Yes, yes, oooohhh, I want that tongue all the way in."
Ashley drove her fingers faster, spreading the tunnel wider for her tongue to follow. She didn't seem worried about being interrupted anymore, concentrating fully on pleasuring her Mom and driving her to the orgasmic heights. The Milf hands spread out on either side of her, gripping the towel, beneath it she could feel the sand moving as thousands of grains shook to a continual earthquake and her fingers drove into it creating mini-avalanches. A gull cawed overhead, watching the scene with a dispassionate interest; as Melanie felt her back bending and twisting so hard it was almost like it was going to break, "Yessss, yesssss," she screamed, "Lick me harder, I want it all!"
The teen gave as much as she could, her tongue going even faster as she slurped violently at her Mom's hole, lapping up the cunt cream like she was a cat down for dinner. Melanie gasped and shuddered with each touch; it was hard to imagine that literally days before her daughter was a staid lesbian virgin, now she was an enthusiastic cunt lapper. It had to be said Melanie liked the new Ashley a lot better and she hoped with a little encouragement and some more experience she'd grow to like her even better still. She shuddered in pleasure, her eyes fluttering and her back bending, "Ooohhh, yesss, fuuuckkk, yessss, don't stop."
Luckily her daughter not only showed no signs of stopping but was actually speeding up, her tongue buzzing like a hummingbird as she lapped her Mom. Her fingers were out of the pussy, not wanting to crowd the tongue, but instead her thumb was rubbing at Ashley's clitoris, making her even hotter with lust, flames almost spurting from her cunt to set the towel ablaze and add to the afternoon heat. The Milf squealed out in ecstasy, as waves of orgasmic pleasure rushed through her, flooding her entire body and turning every living cell inside out and upside down. "More, more, more!" she cried, unable to think of anything more original.
"Mmmnn, uuuhhh," Ashley slurped away eagerly, her tongue driving deep at her Mom and racing round her wet hole. Her thumb was pushing and pressing harder at the clit as she circled it, her knuckle twisting speedily, putting all the pressure on the sensitive bud. Her other hand was on her Mom's thigh, stroking it, massaging it, rubbing it gently. Faster, she went, harder and deeper, slamming herself hard at the older woman. Melanie bucked and shuddered, her ass lifting and pressing at her daughter, forcing her cunt into the teen's pretty face. All that did was make Ashley lap more enthusiastically, gripping her Mom's buttocks as if they were two levers and pushing herself as deep as she could.
"Oohhh, fuccckk, yessss, please, yesssss, "cried out Melanie, her naked body shaking and crushing the sand beneath the towel. A gull squeaked in reply, fluttering overhead, and her daughter's tongue sped in and out with an eager energy. "Oohhh, aaarrghhh, yessss," Melanie gasped out again, her hand hands clawing at the towel, her fingers digging deep into the soft grains of sand below. "Aaaarrghh, yessss, yessssss!"
Another orgasm hit her, powering through her body like a flash flood, sweeping away her nerves and bones and muscles and leaving her both limp and tense as she was torn by pleasure. She could have stayed like that forever, or at least until the sun went down or her daughter's tongue gave out, but it was only fair that Ashley got some of the pleasure she was giving her Mom. Almost reluctantly, Melanie reached round and pushed her daughter's head back, at the same time as she swung round to sit half up facing the teen. Melanie was lying down, half on the towel, half on the sand, looking up at her Mom both quizzically and lustfully, "Was that enough?" she asked.
Her Mom shook her head, "Never," she replied, "but I want to do something else, something to make us both cum." She shuffled backwards to the edge of the towel, leaving a space in front of her. "Sit there baby," she said indicating the space.
Giggling Ashley did as she was bade, evidently guessing her Mom's plans as she spread her legs open, exposing her shaven slot to her Mom's lustful gaze and leaning back on her elbows in the sand. Melanie inched forward, licking her lips, dry with lust, as one of her legs slid under her daughter's whilst the other hooked over the teen's other thigh. "I'm going to scissor you until you cum."
"MMnnn, yes Mom, do," her daughter purred in eager anticipation, her hand reaching down to rub at her already wet twat.
As the slit vanished from view Melanie lifted her view to take in her daughter's gorgeous tits, swaying in the afternoon sun, free from the bikini which had constrained them. She inched forward along her daughter's thigh as she looked, feeling her pussy vibrating with pleasure as it rubbed over the teen's naked skin. Soon she was opposite her daughter, cunt to cunt, rubbing herself slowly at Ashley. The younger brunette gave a moan of excitement, for a moment or two relaxing unmoving, leaning on her hands, her head thrown back. Then she began to return the actions, jiggling herself up and down, pressing her pussy at her Mom's sexy slit. The two of them moan in unison, feeling the excitement build.
The two Danes quickly moved into a regular rhythm, rubbing and bouncing against each other, lips crushing against lips, their slits moist with cum. Gradually, without either of them saying anything they began to go faster and harder, driving themselves at each other, their clits vibrating as they pressed against cunt and the mound around it. Melanie kept her eyes on her daughter's bouncing breasts, watching the large pair as they swung and jumped, the nipples as erect as two little statues on top a hill. The teen gave another groan, tossing her head back and making her tits jiggle even more. Melanie went faster and Ashley followed, pounding back at her Mom, her bosoms bouncing like a pair of beach balls on the sand.
"Mmmnn, yesss, ooohhh," Ashley was moaning, "This is so hot."
"It is, scissoring is fun," her Mom confirmed, "Especially with such a sexy partner."
"Oh yes, totally," Ashley moaned, her teeth were biting down on her lower lip as she groaned again, her eyes closing shut even as her Mom looked at pretty face. It was twisting and contorting, the muscles under the cheeks stretching in ways they'd seldom done before as the teen tried to control the orgasms which were evidently building up within her. She upped her own speed, rubbing her soaked cunt at her Mom.
The towel beneath them was damp with their cum and sweat as they moved hard in the afternoon heat. In the background the gulls were cawing a chorus and the waves were advancing up the beach, nearer the sound of pants, squelches and the slap of flesh against flesh could be heard, the two women going at it energetically and eagerly. Melanie groaned as another wave of pleasure hit her, her cunt rubbing hard at her daughter, before breaking for a second and then connecting again as they came together. Her hands gripped at the towel, clutching it between her fingers, "Yesss, yesss, go for it baby, this is so hot."
It was amazing to think how quickly the two of them had moved from mom and daughter to lovers scissoring naked on the beach; not that Melanie was complaining, it had been her plan after all. She was hopeful that this wouldn't be the only time they'd be here together, just the two of them, fucking in the sand, with the sea sloshing away in the background and the sun burning down on their naked bodies -- but if it was, it was something she'd always treasure and remember. She went faster, her cunt massaging and rubbing at her daughter's shaven slot, their two sets of lips vibrating as they beat together.
"Yes, Mom, fuck me, fuck me good," moaned Ashley, ignoring the fact she was giving as much as she was getting. Her large bosoms bounced again and her mouth twisted in pleasure, she forced herself forward, her twat rubbing over her Mom's making the Milf shiver and shudder in turn, her cunt dripping juice, intermixing with her daughter's and soaking the towel. The teen groaned again "Yes, ooohhh, urrrhhh, are you close to cumming? I am, ohhhh, fuccckkk, yesss!
The waves of orgasmic bliss were storming through Melanie. She went faster and harder, her cunt rubbing so forcefully at her daughter's that it was a wonder there weren't literal sparks flying from them. Ashley kept up with her, squealing as loud as her Mom as they met. Melanie closed her eyes, the sun shining through the lids so her vision dark, pinkness. She could feel the continual touch and rub from her daughter, their legs wrapped together, their cunts swiping back and forth. In her ears she could hear the squeals and squeaks of Ashley, drowning out all the background sounds, so that all that could be heard was the sound of teen orgasms. Melanie was going as fast and hard as she could, panting and groaning as she went at it, "UUhhh, aaahhh, yesss, that's it, it's so good, fucckkk!"
"Aaaarrghh,"
"Yessss!"
The climaxes seemed to hit the two women, young and older, simultaneously or at least as close to it as made no difference outside a physics lab. It was like the sand had all whipped up into a mega whirlwind and been sucked into Melanie's body, to race around every artery and vein, burning the skin and boiling the blood, throwing her into a frenzy and lifting her off the ground. Opposite her Ashley was going through a similar process, her entire body shuddering like she was caught by some mystical force and shaken until she broke.
"AAAArrrrghhh, aaarggghhh"
"Yesssss! Yesssss!"
Panting and sated Melanie fell away from her daughter, the cum leaking from her pussy and sweat dripping from her pores. Opposite her, Ashley had collapsed back as well, the two of them lying half on, half-off the towel.
After a few minutes Melanie managed to sit up, watching as her daughter took a few more breaths and then swivelled onto her knees. "I enjoyed our Sunday afternoon," she giggled.
"The first of many," promised her Mom as she leaned forward to kiss the teen a tender kiss.



        The A-Team Ch. 11

        A reimagining of Pretty Little Liars with more lesbian sex.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-a-team-ch-11

Title: The A-Team Ch. 11

Author: LL72

Category: Celebrities & Fan Fiction

Description: A reimagining of Pretty Little Liars with more lesbian sex.

Tags: lesbian, toys, anal, milf, cougar and kitten, strap-on, lesbian domination, lesdom, mom, teen

Series: The A-Team


Clustered around the kitchen table in a average apartment in an average part of town were four women. Two of them were teenage - one of them a stereotypical blonde complete with the obligatory mean streak, the second darker with tanned skin and lips to kill for, but just as sexually dominating. The two teens sat happily beside each other, only their friends round the table knew the public pretence of mutual hate was an act. The third woman was a few years older, in her professional life making a reputation as a lawyer. It was only the fact that working for big city firm would mean no free time to seduce lesbian bottoms kept her in the small town legal practice she was employed by. The final member was the eldest, the wrong side of forty if not yet too far into it; to most people in Rosewood she was a teacher, popular with both students and parents. Few apart from those round the table knew her as she really was, a serial fucker of bottom.
They were the A-Team and they fucked lesbian ass.
*
"So we've talked it through, but any decision needs to be unanimous," said Ella. She was the leader of the group, in as far as they had one, and for the few things they needed to do formally she acted as the chair. She glanced round the others, glad they were nodding, the conversation hadn't been long and they all seemed in agreement, but the rules were the rules as they'd been for thousands of years and across dozen of groups and she wasn't going to go against them. "Now we vote." Once they'd finished she was planning to go home and have something to eat, before marking the schoolwork in her bag and as she did that her daughter Aria would lick her pussy and afterwards would spread her cheeks for her Mom to ass fuck her hard. She turned to Alison Dilaurentis and said the name of the women they'd been discussing, "Pam Fields."
"Yes," said Alison, nodding to emphasise her agreement. After the vote she and Mona were planning to go round to Alison's older fuck-puppet, Ashley Marin and DP her.
Ella turned next to Mona. The teen looked a little impatient, keen to start fucking Ashley. The two A-team teens were also planning to make Mona's fuck-puppet, who was also Ashley's daughter, watch and afterwards serve them chips and dip as they recovered. Mona wasn't planning to bang Hanna that evening, reckoning that it was best to keep the blonde Marin on continual tender-hooks. It seemed to work, Hanna was so scared that Mona was going to leave her she do anything - as the DVD of her and her Mom sixty-nining, that was playing in the background, showed. Mona nodded, "Yes."
Next Ella turned to Melissa Hastings; unlike the others Melissa wasn't going to be fucking anyone that night - she'd be working late on a case. Luckily her Mom was leaving early the next morning and Melissa planned on having her sister for breakfast - she'd already told Ella that Spencer would be late for school the next day. She smiled, "Yes."
It was only Ella, she had the casting vote, she could say no and leave Pam out in the cold, never knowing how close the lesbian fuckfests of her literal dreams had been. Ella paused for a second, savouring the power, but then because she only enjoyed demonstrating power over bottoms and not her friends she smiled widely and let them all out of their misery, "Yes."
The others grinned and the tension that in that in the few seconds of voting had suddenly built up evaporated as quickly as it had appeared. Alison grinned, "So you want me to start the plan rolling?"
"Yes," said Mona, "I'll tell Hanna what we want from her.
"What you want from her," Melissa corrected, "Remember she's never heard of the A-team, she just thinks you and Ali bonded over fucking her and her Mom."
Mona nodded, "I know that," she said a little testily. "When do we start?"
"As soon as we can," said Ella, "There's no point waiting."
*
Pam Fields was sitting at the desk in Rosewood Police Department, a pile of files beside her. It never seemed to get smaller, mainly because as soon as she removed one file a detective would come over a dump another with her. Pam didn't mind, she enjoyed her job, after her divorce it gave her independence and got her out of the house as well as allowing her to feel she was giving something back to the community. They also serve who sit and type, she thought as she took the sheet of hand-written notes from the nearest folder and began to input them into the PC, pausing only to squint when it hard to tell whether a letter was an f, an l or even a t.
Her phone beeped with a message, she ignored it as she continued to decipher a particularly tricky bit of police handwriting. Only when she was sure she'd got it right and typed it into the PC did she pick up her cell. It wasn't a number she recognised, probably someone trying to sell her a condo or inquire about whether had car insurance. But she opened it anyway, just to be sure. On the screen appeared a woman's butt enclosed in a very tight pair of jeans that accentuated the curves of the rump. Underneath was a message 'Do you like? - The A-Team'.
Pam did. She was an ass-woman, even if no-one knew that. She lusted after hot female butt, tight and virginal or well-used and slutty, round and wobbly or firm and athletic Pam loved them all ever since she could remember. She might have moved into a conventional heterosexual marriage in her twenties, but it had never been where her heart lay. Whilst she'd tried to be a good wife and then a good mother, she couldn't always resist the lure of fuckable ass and more than once she'd secretly butt-banged some hot lesbian prostitute when her husband was away and Em at school. Pam looked at the picture, hoping she wasn't salivating. It was probably a marketing campaign for jeans, mixing her up with her more fashion conscious daughter; still, that ass was hot. Reluctantly she put down the phone and returned to her typing, making a mental note that she needed to put some of her alimony aside to hire a hot anal hooker.
The phone beeped again. This time Pam reached for it straight away. It was the same picture, but the message had another line 'Reply Y/N'. It was a campaign for jeans, Pam knew that, but she still couldn't stop herself, with trembling fingers, typing 'Y' and pressing send.
The return message came moments later as if the marketing campaigners had been waiting for her reply (or more likely it was automated). Pam opened it up and looked down at the picture, she was sure it was the same pair of jeans, except now they were half-pulled down over the rounded cheeks, showing a naked hillock of sexy female flesh, the only covering the tiny strap of a thong. Underneath was the message 'Do you like? Reply Y/N. The A-Team'. Pam's finger hit Y immediately and she waited for the reply.
The phone remained silent.
*
Pam knew she shouldn't find her daughter so attractive. But if Em persisted in wearing tiny pair of denim shorts which hugged her butt Pam couldn't help it. Watching Emily wander round the house in them with her short-cropped top that didn't cover her belly was both heaven and hell, Pam wanting nothing more than twisting her daughter round over the table and slamming a dildo in her (she assumed) virgin asshole. It was wrong, but it was a recurring fantasy, even if it was one Pam knew she'd never fulfil. But, damn the teen was hot, her ass even sexier than the one in the photo she'd been sent earlier today.
Emily didn't realise the effect she was having on her Mom as she moved round the kitchen putting the dinner dishes away, stretching to place them high in cupboards or bending for the bottom shelf, either move accentuating her sexy body. The Milf was glad when her Mom beeped in the next room and she had an excuse to leave from secretly ogling her daughter.
She recognised the number from before and in excitement opened the message. She was far from disappointed, indeed the photo was even better than the previous one as the young woman was now standing with her back to the camera, her hands on her naked cheeks spreading them apart. Pam gazed lustfully at the naked ass, the owner had the same look of Spencer and if she didn't know better she'd have said it was her daughter's friend if she hadn't been too staid. Underneath was a familiar message 'Do you like? Reply Y/N. The A-Team'. Without hesitation Pam pressed Y and waited hoping for she didn't know what. In the meantime the ass on display in her phone was hot and she gazed lustfully at it.
The phone beeped again, vibrating in her hand. Excitedly Pam flicked to the new message. It was a new ass, the young woman owner standing with her back to the camera, half her head out of shot as the photographer concentrated on the sexy butt. Pam licked her lips in lust, this time the young woman reminded her of Aria, who like all of Spencer's friends the older woman had lusted over - her imagination was turning the anonymous models into mirror images of teens she'd like to fuck, she knew. She replied in the affirmative. Last time there been two photos and then silence, was it going to be the same or would there be more? She was quickly put out of her misery as the phone buzzed.
This time the picture looked like it was of an older woman, bending over with her skirt over her back and almost covering her auburn hair as she exposed her butt to the camera. Not that Pam minded, she certainly enjoyed fresh young teenage butt, but older cougar ass was equally hot. She just wished she was fucking it right now.
'Do you like? Reply Y/N. The A-Team'
Pam thumbed Y.
There was a short pause before the next message came through. This time it was a blond, lying face down on a bed, like the others her face hidden, but her naked ass wantonly displayed with her legs spread open and anal chute exposed to Pam's lascivious gaze. Without even bothering to read the message Pam hit Y.
The next message came through almost instantly. Pam's mouth opened in shock as for the first time a face was visible, the blond turning her head to smile at the camera. It was Hanna Marin. Pam looked at the message below the naked pic of her daughter's friend. It was different from before 'Are you sure? Reply Y/N. The A-Team'. Pam hesitated, she did like the picture that was true, she'd always thought Hanna had the most bangable butt and seeing it in the flesh didn't in any way spoil the fantasy. But by saying yes she'd was going over some threshold into a room she didn't know, The pause was only seconds.
'Y'.
The cell vibrated in her hand and she opened the new message. This time there was no picture just the address of a motel. She stood up and slipped her phone into her jacket pocket and putting that on, walking into the kitchen where Emily had got out her work and was about to start an evening's study. Pam smiled, so studious, so sexy, though she hoped this evening would put her daughter's hot body out of her mind and replace it with memories of Hanna's. "I've got to go to work," she lied.
Her teen daughter glanced down at her own phone and then up at her Mom, "Okay, I might go out later and see Hanna."
Not Hanna, her Mom thought, but smiled, "Let me know if you're going to be really late, at least send me a text."
Her daughter nodded and returned to her work. Pam turned away, blushing both at the lie and what her daughter would think if she knew her Mom was going out in the hope of butt-banging her friend.
*
The journey to the motel took fifteen minutes, which with the excitement between Pam's legs, was fifteen minutes too long. She parked her car in the lot and waited. The text hadn't given her a room, but she didn't think the A-Team would bring her here and leave her knocking on every door in the hope of finding Hanna. She was right, within half a minute the phone buzzed again and this time with just a room number. Pam got out of her car, she was nervous and excited as she walked, pausing as she got to the door. She closed her eyes and took a few deep calming breath, she was going to be in charge, she was going to fuck Hanna, she was the top, the teen the bottom.
She opened the door.
Hanna was lying on the bed, naked as in the photos, her head turning towards her as Pam came in. She smiled, "Hi, Mrs Fields."
"You don't seem surprised," Pam closed the door behind her and looked down at the naked hottie in front of her.
"I've been waiting for you," the teen gave a smile.
"So I see," said Pam dryly. She took off her jacket and dropped it over the seat, her phone was still in it, but she didn't expect anything further from the A-Team, whoever they were she was on her own.
"Oh, yes," Hanna twisted so that she was sitting on the bed, her tits and pussy unashamedly uncovered. She smiled wantonly, "There's a strap-on in the top drawer, my girlfriend says you can have any hole."
Pam reached into the drawer; there was a toy in it as Hanna had said. The Milf pulled it out, it was ten inches, bigger than the one she had secreted at home that she sometimes used to fuck lesbian hookers. She dangled it from her fingers, the strap looped round the middle one. Hanna's eyes were on it like it was a hypnotists watch. She was a slut alright, Pam thought, she wondered why she'd never noticed. "Who's your girlfriend?" she asked.
The teen shook her head, "I can't tell you," she said with a smile, "I'm here as your fucktoy not to answers questions."
"My fucktoy? Any hole?" Pam mused, her eyes looked Hanna up and down, her pussy already soaked with lust.
The teen nodded, "Yes, any hole, any how, I'm yours to do with as you want, treat me anyway you want."
"Like a cheap whore?" asked Pam. Hanna nodded and she seemed excited at the thought. Pam smiled, "You are a cheap whore though aren't you, hanging around in motels waiting for a hard fucking."
"I am," Hanna nodded, her eyes followed the swinging toy and it was effort she pulled her gaze upwards to look at the older woman. "My girlfriend has put a camera in the second drawer to filming us. You can unplug it easily or cover it up with something."
Pam wondered why the teen told her this, was it a warning or a test? It couldn't be a warning, in the few moments they'd be alone Pam had realised Hanna was a total submissive who'd never go against her girlfriend's instructions, she was as owned as thoroughly as a well-worn coat. It must be a test and it was one Pam was determined to pass. She started to unbutton her blouse, "Well let's give her a show. I want you to stick a couple of fingers in that sweet snatch of yours and work that cunt hole."
Without delay the young teen did as she was instructed, sliding two fingers into her hole and starting to masturbate herself in front of Pam. The older woman stepped to one side so that the hidden camera could get a good view of the teenager playing with her twat. Meanwhile she finished undoing her blouse and her bra, dropping them both to the floor. The teen on the bed moaned in pleasure, looking at the topless Milf as she fucked herself. Pam smiled, "Finger that hot little hole Hanna, as just so you know that's the only fucking it's getting tonight, if I get to fuck anywhere I want I'm not going to bother with your pussy, there's other holes I want."
The teen nodded and fingered herself more vigorously, her wrist jerking as she drove her fingers deep into the sopping slit, staining the bedding beneath with her girl juice. Pam licked her lips in lust and undid her pants, sliding them down her legs as she continued to watch Hanna. Last of all were her panties, joining the rest of clothes on the floor. She stood looking at the teen for a moment, her own pussy purring in anticipation as she watched Hanna penetrate her own. "Stand up," Pam ordered.
The teen slid her fingers from her twat and did as she was told, Pam taking her place on the bed, opening her legs so the hidden camera could see her own smooth slot. She looked at Hanna, "I want you to slurp it out. Lick it good, no half-measures, I want your tongue to be going like lightspeed."
"Yes Mrs Fields," said Hanna, dutifully she got onto her knees and began to lick.
Almost straightaway Pam was orgasming, Hanna didn't do any lead up, just going straight in as Pam wanted, her tongue driving up and down the slit, forcing its way into the slick slot. The Milf shuddered in excitement, her hands spreading out behind her as she leant back and let the teen's tongue do it's work. Hanna's face went deeper between Pam's legs, her tongue flickering out all the time, up and down the Mom's slit, pressing at the lips and forcing itself between them so that she was cleaning up Pam's cummy juice. The Milf groaned in pleasure as Hanna worked harder and faster, pushing her tongue down. She put her hands on top of the teen's head, forcing her further forward and controlling her. "Yes, you little slut. Slurp my cunt, tongue it hard. I want you to lick my twat like the whore you are."
Hanna's lithe tongue continued to do its work, slamming in and down, licking deep and hard. All the time she was being pushed so her face was jammed at the older woman's cunt, her nose sticking at the slit, sniffing in the wet aroma, her mouth open and her tongue shooting. Pam gasped again, the orgasmic pleasure coming thick and fast, whoever Hanna's girlfriend was she was a lucky woman, the teen's licking as enthusiastic as if her life depended on it. Pam wondered if the girlfriend was the teen's first and she'd been trained or whether she'd been secretly slutting it up around Rosewood and its neighbours for years, tonguing every woman she could. Certainly the teen was either gifted or had been well educated in cunt-lapping as she slammed the tongue hard and deep, driving Pam into paroxysms of pleasure. The Milf shook, "Oooohhh, yesssss, uurrrhhh. Oh God, tongue it you whore, stick your pretty little face right into my twat and slurp it. Oooohhh, cunt lick me, lick my hot pussy clean with that dirty, skanky tongue of yours."
She didn't let Hanna pull back, pressing the blonde's teen head between her leg. But there was no sign that Hanna was wanting to retreat, her tongue slapping forward and in, driving down Pam's slick slot as if she been born for it. The teen knew how to please a woman, her tongue finding the sensitive spots and stimulating them with wet, sexy licks, her fingers up there to widen in and make sure she could get her mouth in. Pam gasped again as another orgasmic wave rushed over her, making her brain spark and flash stars in front of her eyes. She squealed in pleasure, "Harder, you bitch, tongue it. I want you to eat my cunt all up so I can soak your slut face."
It was hard to believe that Hanna could lick harder and more enthusiastically than she was already doing. But she managed it. Her tongue rammed down and in, running up and down the twat walls and the hidden nerves beneath. The teen's fingers spread the hole open and her thumb was pushing at the clit, another zone of pleasure to be stimulated and excited. Pam closed her eyes and squealed in pleasure, she still didn't know who the A-Team was and whether it was just Hanna's with her girlfriend or a group of others, but whoever they were she was thankful. The full trained Hanna's tongue slammed in, licking up the cum as quickly as Pam's cunt could produce it and that was fast. The Milf was far beyond the seventh heaven, at least in fourteenth or fifteenth, the orgasmic excitement racing through her body like stunt planes looping the loop. The blonde teenager's tongue continued to do it's work...
"Oooohhh fuuucckkk, fuuuckkk, fuuucckkk, " Pam wasn't usually a big swearer, but it seemed somehow appropriate now, "Fuuuckkk, fuuuckk, yessssss. Ohhhhh, you slut, use your tongue to make me cum. Fuuuccckk, yessss, fuck, fuck, fuck, ooohhhh, yesssss."
The pleasure built up like it water in a blocked hose. Pam screamed in ecstasy and just like an unblocked hose blasted her liquid forward. It surged into Hanna's mouth and sprayed her face, matting her hair and dripping from her chin and cheeks. As Pam slumped back on the bed she was impressed that Hanna paused to swallow and then was back on cunt lapping. Pam was almost tempted to leave her down their licking and lapping at her absolutely soaking pussy and driving her to another orgasm. But the teen had such a nice ass it would be a crime not to fuck it. She let the teen continue for another minute, shuddering in pleasure and letting out satisfied moans as she tried to gain her strength back after the super-orgasm.



"That's enough Hanna, sit on your knees, in a begging position," Pam pushed the teen away from her cunt. The younger blonde did as she was told, looking appealingly at the Milf, her cum soaked face tilted upwards.
Pam got up and walked over to the drawers and picked up the strap-on lying on the bed. She slowly put it on, keeping her eyes on Hanna who was staring at the toy lustfully. The Milf grinned, she wanted the toy nice and lubricated for Hanna's ass, there had been some lubricant in the drawer as well, but she had a better way to make the toy slick - and it would give Hanna's watching girlfriend a show as well. "Lie on your back on the bed and let your head down over the side," she ordered.
Unsurprisingly Hanna immediately did as she was told, Pam watching as the teen got on the bed and dropped her head down, so that her blonde hair hung down. Pam smiled, "Do you know what I'm going to do now?"
"Whatever you like," answered Hanna.
Pam nodded, Hanna's comment was true if not the actual answer. She took a step forward, holding the cock, "I'm going to face-fuck you. I'm going to slide this cock in your mouth like it's a cunt and fuck you good, until you're gagging and this toy is so slippery it'll slide into your hot little tush like a hot knife through butter."
The teen nodded and opened her mouth in readiness. Pam moved forward and she said she'd do slid her dildo into the mouth like it was a pussy. Hanna's jaw stretched as she accommodated it and Pam could feel her shudder and struggle as it went deeper in and began to fill the teen's mouth. Not wanting to suffocate her Pam pulled back an inch and then moved forward, driving the dildo further into Hanna's mouth. The teen shook again and her hands moved to Pam's ass to hold it. The teen was trained, Pam was sure, it would give the Milf balance, but also tell her if she was choking the blonde so much she was in breathing trouble, rather than just the normal gagging and shuddering which came with a hard throat-fucking. "I'm going to enjoy this," Pam purred pulling back and going forward, the dick slipping further into the teen mouth, "I'm going to love fucking your pretty slut face."
"GGggffff," Hanna gargled in reply.
The older Mom pushed in, lying herself over the teen and resting her hands on the beds either side of Hanna's waist as she went in and out. Below her Hanna spluttered and choked, gagging on the dick being forced deep into her mouth and throat. Bile and saliva spewed up between her lips, her eyes watering and blinking. But it was only her mouth that was leaking, her pussy was soaked, the cum visible over the lips. Pam could have bent down and licked it, but she didn't bother - one didn't worry about pleasuring fuckholes, they just existed to be banged and used and Hanna was a total fuckhole. The older woman forced the cock in, feeling the shudder of the teen below her, the young blonde grabbing the Milf's ass, kneading the round rump, squeezing and pulling it, massaging the cheeks with her palms and fingers.
"You're such a slut Hanna. What would your Mom think if she could see you now? She'd disown you, she'd think you're a whore and not even an expensive hooker you hire on the internet, but a cheap corner street skank who fucks for five dollars," Pam grinned as she slammed down. She loved being in control and face fucking the hot blonde. Even if she wasn't cumming it was still sexually fun, the domination of the teen and that this was a girl she'd known, who'd come round for dinner, given lifts to, even babysat when she was younger - that was such a turn on. "Swallow my cock fuck-face, let me ram your throat and make you gag. God, you submissive slut, fancy allowing yourself to be mouth-banged."
Hanna's tits were pressed under Pam's stomach as she went in and out, her own titties were bouncing at the teen's toned tum, squashing down as Pam's body hammered down. The Milf went faster and harder, forcing the cock in as far as she could manage making the teen's jaw stretch like she was a python. With each thrust Hanna was shaking and shuddering, her body twisting like she was on an electric wire. She was gagging so much the clear, white liquid was spilling out of her mouth and covering her upturned face. It was streaking down her cheeks and into her eyes, ruining her make-up and soaking into her hair; which was so awry she looked like a drunken pixie after crashing into a hedge. Pam didn't care, she was in control, face fucking the hot blonde and making her hers. "Yeah you whore, gag on this fucking big dick. Only sluts get throat-banged like this, especially by another woman. You're a cock swallowing dyke fuck-face, aren't you? A fucking fuckhole who's only role in life is to satisfy your betters..."
She was sure if Hanna hadn't her mouth full she'd have agreed, and it was as least possible that the rocking of her head was because she was nodding and not because her mouth was being hard pounded.
Still, enjoyable though face fucking the hot little slut was Pam didn't want to concentrate on the mouth when there was still another hole to enjoy. She dragged the cock out of the teen's mouth, Hanna gagging and coughing as it was withdrawn and she could breath in air that wasn't polluted by the dildo down her throat. She blinked her eyes, washing away the liquid that had formed in them messing her eyeliner. She looked upside at Pam, waiting for instructions like the well-trained hole on legs she was.
"Get on the bed, opposite the camera on your knees face down on the bed. Use your hands to peel apart those cheeks so I can easily get into that dyke asshole of yours," Pam quickly gave the orders, she didn't want her dick to dry after all the effort she'd put into face-fucking Hanna so it was as slippery as black ice. The blonde almost jumped so quickly did she react to the older woman's commands, spreading her asshole for Pam's inspection.
The Milf smiled as she looked down, that was no virgin rosebud or she was a Dutch Clown, in fact it even looked like it had been used earlier today and not fully closed - Hanna's girlfriend looked like she was a big an ass fan as Pam. The older woman glanced at the drawers, within which the camera was 'hidden'. She hoped whoever was filming them was enjoying it - probably not as much as Pam, the Milf was having such fun fucking the submissive whore in front of her she couldn't imagining just watching matching up.
She turned back to Hanna clambering onto the bed behind the senior student. The younger woman pulled harder at her cheeks, showing the Mom she was listening about Pam wanting to get the dick in with as little effort as possible. Pam was impressed, she wondered what it'd be like to have her own slut as well trained as that. Perhaps even Emily, she mused, before quickly dismissing the thought. She didn't need to think about others, she just needed to enjoy Hanna here and now. She paused for a second, savouring the butt in front of her, "I'm going to enjoy fucking this," she said to herself.
"Oh yes, fuck my slutty ass, you own it for tonight, so do what you want with it," Hanna called.
Pam smiled, "I'm going to," she said, positioning the dildo. "I'm going bang it so hard you'll be screaming for mercy and more dick at the same time." She slammed forward.
Hanna squealed as the full ten inches of plastic drove all the way in. The thrust might have slowed as it went deeper, facing resistance from the anal walls, but it didn't stop until Pam's thighs smacked at the teen's tushie cheeks. The Milf grinned happily, as far as she was concerned happiness could be defined as butt-fucking a hot bottom; and Hanna was a hot bottom and as a submissive as a well trained puppy. The Mom pushed herself back, the toy making a slurping sound as it drew through the teen's anal chute, stuck round it like plaster in mould. Hanna gave another cry of pleasure, shuddering as the bulbous head slid back, sending vibrations up and down her chute stimulating hidden nerves. Pam slammed in, driving the dildo down the hole, following it down until she smashed into Hanna's cheeks again.
"Aaaarrrghhhh," the blonde screamed orgasmically, "AAAArrrghh, yesssss, aaaargggh. Fuck my ass, fuck it hard, ram it."
"You dirty slut whore," laughed Pam as she pulled back and hammered down again. "You love big strap-ons up your dyke butt." She paused as she dragged the toy down and pounded it in, "You're a lesbo ass whore aren't you?"
"Yes, yes," shrieked Hanna as the Milf's toy retreated and advanced down her butt-hole, getting faster and faster, "Yes, yes! I'm a dyke slut, an anal loving lesbo bitch. I love big toys ramming my butt-hole, I adore them, I live for them!"
"You're just a fuckhole to me," Pam didn't care how much Hanna enjoyed being fucked, the teen was there for the dominant woman's pleasure, not her own. "I was telling you you're a fucking hole who's only role in life is to get her hot little whore ass rammed and opened."
"I am, I am fucking fuckhole, an anal slut on legs, a cheap dyke whore, who's just made for butt-banging," Hanna squealed happily.
"You are," agreed Pam, "You're a whore, a fuck slut, a dumb blonde butt-banged bitch."
Hanna squealed again, rocking in ecstasy as the dildo smashed down her back passage. Pam gritted her teeth and rammed even harder, slamming the toy in as hard as she could, forcing it deep and fast; she could almost smell the smoke from the friction. And despite Hanna's pleasure not mattering it was, Pam thought to herself, still a turn on to hear the blonde shrieking and screaming, cumming loudly and repeatedly and all due to the hammering Pam was giving her. She might be just a cheap slut, but she was a loud and enthusiastic cheap slut, who's orgasms were filling the motel room with sound. "AAarrrrghhh, fuuuckkk meeeee pleeeeaase, yesssssss, aaaaargggghhh, myyyy assssss, fuuuckkk, oooohhhh Goddddddd, fuuuckkk, aaaaarrrgggh, pleeeease fuuucckkk meeee haaaardeeer! " The screams and wails were both endless and attractive, a sign of who was in control and who was getting her butt vigorously sodomised. "AAArrrghhh, yeessss, fuuuckkk, pleeeeasse, ram my ass, oh God ram it harder!"
Pam thudded forward, sending the toy all the way into the teen's well used asshole. Hanna shuddered and shook, screaming some more, her gorgeous tits wiggling and bouncing, her hands gripping the bedding. Pam smiled to herself, enjoying every second off the butt-banging, she'd been with some hot whores, young women who were energetic and experienced, who were the most gorgeous fucks available. All of them had been professionals, who took it in the ass from other women for a living. And none could match to Hanna Marin - if the girl wasn't a pro, she should have been. Pam pounded her even more violently, not giving the teen's butthole even a second's respite from its hard pounding. The teen squealed and squawked, her hands gripping and pulling at the bedding as she raised her ass back to the older woman, the fucked hole welcoming Pam in.
"You slut, whore, dirty cock sucking, ass fucked dyke fuckhole," Pam said without rancour, perfectly describing the blonde, "You anal loving skank hooker, pussy slurping bitch lesbo."
"Aaaarrrghh," Hanna screamed in reply, "Fuck me harder, please butt-bang me more, hammer my asshole open."
Pam continued to do so, the dildo going deep into the asshole, with every thrust seeming to make Hanna almost double in ecstatic pleasure. Pam could feel the perspiration on the teen's skin as she bumped and ground, her hands sliding on the teen's waist as Hanna proved that like a Bon Jovi album she was slippery when wet, the sheen of the sweat making the teen glow under light.
"Take my plastic prick in that slut asshole, scream like a whore, act like the dirty skank hooker you are," Pam instructed the squealing blonde.
"Aaarrrrghh, fuuuuckkk," Hanna was vigorously rubbing her cunt, adding to the pleasure she was getting from the older woman. She shuddered so hard the bed rocked, her back arching as she came, the spine stretching so hard the vertebra were displayed against her skin. The older woman smashed into her, the toy ramming down the open butt hole, scraping the insides and pounding at the cervix wall. Hanna screamed even higher and worked her fingers over her slick slot so hard that a burst of girl juice shot out and over the bed. "Fuuuuckkkk, aaaaarggggh, yessssss!"
Pam pounded harder, panting with exertion as she gave the teen her all. She was sweating as well, trickles of damp perspiration running down her. It wasn't the only dampness, her cunt was soaking with lust as well, the haft rubbing against it every time she hammered home. The teen was such a bangable fuckhole that Pam was going even harder than she normally went, slamming forward speedily and with force, putting all her strength in ploughing the dick down the anal furrow. Hanna screamed again, a real turn on to the Milf fucking her, and squirted, another turn on to Pam. The older woman girded herself and went forward in a fucking frenzy, slamming the cock as fast and hard as was possible without totally wrecking the younger lesbian's asshole. Hanna seemed to appreciate it screaming orgamsically, "AAAArrrrghhh, fuuuuckkk, yeesssss, aaaaarrgghhh."
"Take it slut, take it," Pam panted as she used all her energy in the pounding.
Soon she was reduced to grunting and panting, unable to speak, as her lungs went into a pumping overtime. It was worth it for the screams and squeals and rocking of Hanna and the vibrating waves of pleasure that shot up the strap-on and ran through Ashley's clit and cunt. She continued at speed as long as she could, until she was aching and barely able to breath. And all through it Hanna was orgasming, shrieking as loud as banshee on the moors, "AAaarrrrghhh, fuuuckkk, aaaaaghhh. Oh God, yesssssss!"
Finally, exhausted, Pam pulled out and collapsed on the bed. She hoped she'd given the mysterious A-Team a show. At the very least she'd enjoyed fucking the hot blonde slut, so she counted the night as a success even if no more messages came through; she could have asked Hanna again, but the teen wouldn't talk, she was too well trained. Anyway she looked as exhausted and incapable of speech as the Milf, collapsed forward on the bed, panting softly in a post-orgasmic climb down. Forcing herself to sit up Pam said, "I'm going to have a shower." She didn't invite Hanna to join her or even to sit down and watch some TV whilst she was waiting, the blonde was an anal fuck slut, there to be banged and nothing else (though for Emily's sake next time Pam saw her she'd be polite and not mention tonight).
She returned from the shower refreshed. Hanna had dressed and left, avoiding the need for any goodbye just as a good whore should. smiling at the memory of the teen's bangable butt Pam began to get dressed. She was just reaching for her jacket, about to leave when her cell beeped. She immediately opened it and read. It was an address of an apartment on the other side of Rosewood.
*
It wasn't the seediest part of town, but it was nearer that end than the affluent upmarket suburbs. Pam parked the car and checked her phone in case there was another message - there wasn't. She slid the cell back into her jacket pocket and headed inside, taking the elevator to the floor indicated.
It was quiet and eerily normal, no signs of sex parties or naked woman cavorting in the corridor, just a few potted plants and neatly painted doors. Pam walked to the one indicated and knocked. There was no answer from inside.
She raised her hand to knock again.
Her phone beeped.
She opened it. There were just two words on the message, 'Come in'.
She reached for the door handle and pulled it down, stepping into the apartment. It was neatly, if sparsely furnished, the only decoration being a series of pictures on the far wall. Even across the room Pam could see they were all of the naked butts of women, posing to the cameras. But that wasn't what drew her attention. On the wall was a wide screen television playing a DVD on her ass-pumping Hanna. But that wasn't what drew her attention either.
Standing in the middle of the room Alison Dilaurentis, Ella Montgomery, Mona Vanderwaal and Melissa Hastings, all of them obviously waiting for her, wine glasses in their hands. Ella took a step forward passing a glass to her, smiling as she did, "Welcome to the A-Team..."
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It was great having her eldest daughter home for the weekend, Melanie Danes thought. They did regularly talk on the phone and even by Zoom sometimes on the weekend, when they had plenty of time and space not to be disturbed (mainly on Hazel's side, Melanie wasn't sharing a room at college). But that wasn't the same as having her daughter in the same room, sitting on the sofa next to her and just randomly chit-chatting as they watched a movie. On the Friday morning as she'd got up, Melanie had felt a rising sense of excitement that she'd be seeing Hazel in the evening and the excitement had mounted all through the day, like she was a small child waiting for Christmas; and the weekend had been just as great, like if she'd got the bike she'd asked for from Santa Claus. They'd gone shopping on Saturday, trying on a variety of jackets and shoes, Melanie even getting out her credit card to buy an early birthday present for Hazel (and which she'd probably deliberately forget in a couple of months and buy her something anyway), coffee and sandwich for lunch, before some more retail therapy. Then a movie on the sofa in the evening, with some wine, (Hazel was old enough) and a relaxed Sunday morning, followed by a walk around the local park, a proper Sunday dinner with all the trimmings and another movie, which they both wanted to see, to round off the day.
Monday morning was the downer; as she hadn't any classes first thing Hazel had left it to first thing to get her coach. "Don't leave it so long," her Mom scolded as she kissed her cheek, though it had only been a month.
"I'll be back when we break for Christmas," her daughter replied with a smile as she took her trolley from the trunk. That was six weeks away.
Melanie watched the teen as she walked across the tarmac, turning as she got to coach door to give a wave. Melanie waved back and waited until Hazel was up the steps and out of sight, before giving a small sigh and reaching into her bag for her own cell.
There was no doubt she loved having her eldest daughter home, but there was one drawback. The things she enjoyed doing with Hazel were off no interest to her younger daughter, Ashley and the things she enjoyed doing with Ashley, namely hot and enthusiastic fucking, had to be kept a secret from Hazel. She looked at the clock, Ashley should just be arriving at school, in plenty of time as always - the teen had an almost pathological fear of being even a second late for class.
"I want some sweetness to get me through the day," Melanie WhatsApped Ashley. The message was deliberately vague so that if any of Ashley's friends or classmates saw it the teen could pretend her Mom just wanted a selfie on her smiling at camera; pretty sickly sweet, but then Moms were sentimental like that when their kids were on the verge of flying the nest. Not that Melanie was that worried that others would see the message, the normal WhatsApps exchanged between Ashley and her friends were usually boring notes about what papers were due in when and what were the opening hours of the local museums; Melanie couldn't see they regularly look at each other's messages for fun.
She started the ignition and began to drive towards her office, a ping from the phone just as she turned onto the highway telling her she'd got a reply. She waited until she was in her office with the door closed before she got the phone out again and went to her Whatsapp.
Her daughter's sexy shaven snatch stared back at her; she seemed like she'd gone into the cubicle to pull down her pants to snap it. Melanie grinned as she looked at the photo. Damn, Ashley had such a hot little pussy, it was absolutely delectable and fuckable as well; Melanie felt herself getting wet as she remembered sticking a couple of fingers in it on Friday morning as she woke her teenage daughter up in the best way possible. After a few moments of examination she saved it to a folder with a dozen other pictures of her daughter's pussy or tits; in none of them could you see the teen's face. Melanie had managed to talk her daughter into sending sexy snaps, but not yet into being so relaxed about it she was identifiable. She checked the phone again, to see if there was any message. There wasn't -- which was a shame, Melanie would have loved to return the favour and send a picture of her own juicy twat to the teen, but Ashley was too nervous about it and despite her Mom's hints had resolutely refused to ask.
She stared at the pictures for a few moments, flicking through them and admiring her daughter's choice cunt and ass. Then she gave a sigh and closed her app, it was time to work, though she was hopeful that when she got home a weekend of enforced abstinence would mean Ashley was as horny as she was.
*
As she parked in the driveway, Melanie wondered if it was okay to order pizza on a Monday or whether that was the sort of bad habit she didn't want to get into. She pretty much decided that as she hadn't had sex with her daughter all weekend, that was a good excuse for not wasting precious orgasm time on making dinner and that it didn't mean she'd get into the habit of ordering pizzas every Monday after work. She opened her front door and called, "Hi Ashley, I'm home."
"I'm in the kitchen," her daughter called back as Melanie took off her jacket and dropped her bag on the table.
The Milf walked through.
She stopped in surprise. Her daughter was standing by the counter cutting vegetables and apart from a cooking apron and her slippers she was completely naked; and it was probably the former which was more surprising to Melanie. Her daughter turned as her Mom entered the kitchen, smiling, "I thought I'd help out more around the house, now I'm your girlfriend."
"My girlfriend," Melanie repeated as she got over her initial surprise and walked behind her daughter.
"I mean is that okay to say? I'm not going to fast? I've not done this before, dating... with my Mom as well," Ashley looked flustered and nervous as if she'd suddenly realised she'd made a terrible faux pas that anyone with the slightest social skills would have avoided.
Slipping her arms under the apron, Melanie put her daughter's mind at rest by squeezing at her two large titties, "Girlfriend? No, I like it, I just wasn't expecting it."
"You sure you're okay with me saying it?" Ashley said.
Melanie gave her daughter's plump bosoms another squeeze and nestled her chin on the teen's shoulder, nuzzling her lips against her cheek just an inch from her ear. "I was hoping you'd see us like that, but I didn't want to rush you."
"Phew," Ashley literally let out a deep breath, "I was thinking about things over the weekend, about us."
"Sounds like it was worthwhile," replied Melanie, though inwardly she worried that Ashley had a tendency to do too much thinking and not enough emoting, some things couldn't be dealt with by brains alone.
"Yeah, it was," replied the teen, leaning back into her Mom, so that her Mom's mouth was sliding down to her neck and kissing the bare skin. "I thought about us, it didn't just happen you know." Melanie knew that full well, she had put a lot of effort into seducing her teen daughter, luckily the teen had another reason, "We'd been attracted to each other for a while, even if we were both in denial."
"Mmmmn, yes," her Mom kissed at her throat, sucking at it gently as her fingers slipped to the teats and began to rub at the nipples, slowly hardening them with her touch. "I'm listening."
Her daughter paused to give a sexy giggle, before trying to be serious again, "That's because we both knew it was weird, a Mom and daughter getting together, it's a big taboo."
"I know what else is big," her Mom grinned a she slipped her hands down to under the teen's bosoms and lifted them.
Ashley tried to ignore her, "I think that's been holding me back, wanting to fit with society's conventions. MMmnnn, don't, that tickles, ooohh that feel's good, no stop, where was I" she gently but firmly moved her Mom's hand away from her pussy. Melanie didn't push it but returned up to the tit to squeeze and knead it. Her daughter paused and gave a small whimper of pleasure, before coughing to regain her Mom's attention to her words. "But over the weekend I thought about it, about us. I want to be with you, I want to be your girlfriend and I don't think it matter what anyone thinks, it's only us that matters."
"You okay with me telling your sister then," teased Melanie, though she herself wasn't ready for that step.
"God, no," gasped Ashley, luckily for Melanie not calling her Mom's bluff. "Not yet anyway, but I was thinking I'd been holding back a bit with us and I don't want to anymore; I want to be your girlfriend properly, at least when no-one can see us."
The last half of the sentence was typical Ashley, her Mom thought, but she wasn't complaining --it wasn't like she was prepared to go on Facebook and put 'In a relationship with daughter' on her home page. She kissed the teen's neck again, "That's what I want as well, especially if it means you make dinner."
Her daughter giggled and relaxed, pleased that the conversation had gone as she had obviously hoped, "You should go up and have a shower and get changed, whilst I finish it."
"As you got ready for me in this sexy apron, it'd seem a shame not to thank you," Melanie grinned as one of her hands reached for a large carrot; her daughter had topped and tailed it and skinned it already, which was a shame as she'd have to throw it out after Melanie had used it, but the unpeeled potatoes, which were on the chopping board were the wrong shape and size.
"What are you doing?" tittered Ashley, though the way she opened her legs suggested she had a good idea.
"If you're going to help in the kitchen you need to be prepared for the fringe benefits," her Mom murmured in her ear. She kept one hand on the teen's breast, playing with it and rubbing the hard nipple with her thumb. Holding the carrot in the other she guided it towards her daughter's cunt. She rubbed the tip of the carrot over the lips and over the slit, Ashley groaning in pleasure as it slid over her, the low guttural moans of anticipation suddenly becoming higher pitched gasps of pleasure as Melanie pushed the root vegetable into her daughter's already wet hole.
"Mmmnnn yesss, ooohh," the teen gasped out in excitement, as her Mom thrust the carrot into her hole, driving it upwards. She was gripping it like it was a dildo and using it in exactly the same way, driving it deep and in, as quickly as she could. Her hand was squeezing the teenager's tits as she carrot-fucked her, her soft flesh squishing between her fingers, the teat stiff and rubbing at her palm. Her mouth moved up, nibbling and kissing the teen's ear lobe, breathing heavily and sexily into her ear. Ashley shuddered again, "Ohhh yessss."
"This is why we buy carrots," her Mom grinned and worked it quicker, feeling the juice leaking against her finger as it slid down the carrot. Her daughter was quivering against the counter, her hands gripping at the top, not very successfully as they kept sliding over the fake marble. Melanie drove the vegetable in harder and further. She went so far she almost lost grip of it, but luckily even as her fingers were slipping her daughter was leaning forward and pulling away from her Mom, so Melanie was able to grasp it as it came out and ram it in again, just as her daughter thrust down on it.
"Ooohhh, yesssss," the teen gave another series of cries, her apron flapping around her as she vibrated. Her Mom moved her hand from the teen tit to her shoulder, holding her in place as she carrot-fucked the shuddering teenager. Ashley had obviously been holding in over the weekend as she was screaming in pleasure now, her entire body consumed by the vegetable induced orgasms she was having. "Yessss," she screamed, "Fuck me with the carrot, aaarrghhh that feels so hot."
Her back bent, pressing against her Mom as the Milf pushed forward, grinding herself against naked skin, her only pussy wet with excitement, her nipples stiff through her bra and blouse, burning with lust as she shoved the carrot in and out, feeling her daughter cum against her, the teen shrieking and squealing as she did. The Milf didn't stop, but continued ramming in, girl-juice covering her fingers as the teen leaked more than a floundering political campaign. "Aaarrghhh," she shrieked, "Oh my God, yesssss, aaarrggghhh."
Melanie was thrusting the toy so hard she risked tennis elbow. Ashley was definitely appreciating it and as the teen deserved a thank you for dinner and for being so sexy in her apron, Melanie continued ramming away. She was lucky to have two great daughters and double lucky that she was banging one of them in the kitchen. The teen's apron askew so that one breast was covered and the other was bouncing free, jumping and jolting up and down in time with Melanie's thrusts and her daughter's shudders and shakes. The free tit bounced on the counter-top as Ashley bent over it, sweeping the potatoes and carrots to one side to give herself space. "Don't stop, Mom, oooohhh fuck this is so good, aaaargghhh, yessss, please keep on going."
More juice was dripping from her pussy, covering the vegetable in cum. The Milf quickly took it and bit into it, enjoying the taste of juicy teen flavoured carrot. However as she crunched she was replacing the cum soaked carrot with a new one, which was not quite as long, but just as thick and could do the job almost as well. Her daughter squealed in ecstasy as the new one was slammed into her cunt, bucking against the counter, who fingers scraping so hard against its pristine surface that she was leaving marks. "Yessss, yessss, Mom, fuck me, aaaaargghhh yessss, God, yesssss!"
The Milf pound harder, the new carrot less slippery than the previous one (though not as tasty, as she finished eating the first, her daughter's cum was a lovely addition to the carrots normal sweetness). Her daughter shivered and vibrated, calling out in pleasure, her breasts bouncing -- one under the apron, the other uncovered and free. Melanie drove up as fast and powerfully as she could, sensing her daughter was on the edge of an orgasm. She wasn't wrong...
"Aarrrrrghhh, yesssss," the teen shrieked, "Ooohhh fuucckkk, I'm cumming, aaarrghhhh." Her breasts pressed against the counter as she bent downwards, her arms sweeping out as she tried to grasp at the smooth surface, "AAAarrrrrghhh, fuuuuccckkk, yesssssss."
Melanie pulled out the second carrot and began to nibble on it as her daughter let out another sigh and gradually straightened up, readjusting her apron so that it recovered her bosoms. Her Mom grinned as the teen ran a hand through her hair, flattening it down before she turned like she hadn't just been carrot fucked, apart from a small blush in her cheeks, "Dinner will be about forty minutes, Mom, if you want to get ready and please don't eat all the carrots and ruin your appetite."
"I won't" said Melanie as she bit into the carrot again.
*
Disappointingly Ashley changed from just wearing an apron for dinner, though on a more positive note she changed into a tight T-shirt (no bra) which she was increasingly wearing around the house instead of the baggy jumpers she'd previously favoured. The meal was appetising if a little plain and probably showed her daughter's previous lack of experience in the kitchen; Melanie had no doubt that now Ashley was starting to lend a hand and prepare dinners, that her multi-talented daughter would be soon delivering meals which a cordon bleu chef would envy.
As her daughter had cooked Melanie felt it was only fair to offer to clean up and pack the dishwasher whilst Ashley watched television or read a book (with bets on the latter). As the Milf re-entered the main room her daughter put down the book she was reading and looked over the top of the sofa at her Mom. She gave a smile, "Did you like the photo I sent you this morning?"
"I like all the photos you send me," her Mom replied, settling down on the couch next to the teen and slipping her arm round her shoulder, as she reached for the remote.
"I was thinking though..."said Ashley, snuggling into her Mom and reaching down to stroke at the Milf's leg.
"Go on," Melanie said, wondering whether she was going to like what her daughter was going to say or not.
"We're girlfriends now, right?"
"So we've agreed," Melanie said, squeezing her daughter a little tighter to show there was no regrets from her side.
"So, wouldn't it be okay if we had some pictures of each other... I mean not like just pictures, but nude pictures," Ashley was blushing as if she'd just suggested to her Mom they go and have public sex in front of her school. "If that's okay?"
Given her daughter's shyness Melanie was surprised that she was suggesting a naked photo session, though equally the Milf was all for it, "It's okay with me, I don't need much of an excuse to ogle that hot and sexy body of yours."
Ashley went even redder, if there was one thing which embarrassed her more than suggesting she and her Mom make porn pictures it was her Mom paying her compliments about her body; not that it was going to stop Melanie, especially as it was true. The teen coughed, "Perhaps we could download them to the laptop, I could put them in some hidden file and create a secret password so no-one could find them, especially Hazel if she was home."
The chance of her elder daughter using the laptop, when she could watch Tik-tok videos just as easily on her phone, was unlikely, but it still seemed a good idea, "You do that. Are you really okay with this? In the sexy selfies you send me you never show your face."
"That's because they're on your phone, anyone could see them," the teen replied, which wasn't strictly accurate given that Melanie's was protected by face identification. "I don't mind them if they're hidden where no-one could see."
"That seems fair, when do you want to do it?" Melanie asked.
"I was thinking we could do in Sunday, I could do some shopping and buy a new bikini and some underwear, you know, the sexy kind," she added as if her Mom might have thought she was thinking about some boy's boxers and a granny bra.
"Sounds good," Melanie agreed, already looking forward to it.
"I was wondering," Ashley continued and if she'd been red before she turned even more flushed as she spoke so she looked like a sexy tomato, "Perhaps you could buy some toys, like sex ones, to use as props."
God, this girl is so wonderful, thought Melanie, she just reads my mind on what I want. She didn't say that though, instead nodding and saying, "Let me order a few tonight before I go to bed." She certainly intended to burn the credit card, if Ashley was prepared to do a photo shoot whilst playing with a dildo it'd be worth every single cent.
*
Sunday couldn't come fast enough, though at least the waiting was made more bearable by the fact her daughter seemed to have pretty much moved into her Mom's bedroom and they had sex every night (plus Saturday morning and Thursday early evening in the kitchen, just before Ashley started dinner). Melanie had ordered a nice collection of sex toys from a site which promised forty-eight hour delivery and if it was nearer seventy two it still meant they arrived in plenty of time for their photo-shoot. Ashley didn't try to open the box or sneak a look to see what her Mom had bought, content for it to be a surprise (with experience from Christmas and Birthdays, if it had been her sister, Melanie would have had to lock the toys in a safe and then bury the safe in the middle of a forest to stop Hazel trying to sneak a look). For clothes, Ashley went shopping on Saturday morning and if she didn't return laden with bags, she still came back with two of them -- one of which was a sports apparel store which she'd probably never been in before and the other a fashionable boutique, which sold lingerie amongst other things, and, whilst it was a favourite of both Melanie and Hazel, was probably a big a mystery to Ashley as the Bermuda Triangle.



Sunday morning dawned, pleasantly warm and cloudless; the two Danes had sex again, before breakfast and a joint shower. As they finished Melanie said, "Do you want to take the pictures now?"
Her daughter nodded and smiled, "I've been looking forward to this all week. I was thinking we might start in the back yard at the pool. Um, I was wondering if you could wear that bikini, the small pink one, you wore a few weeks ago when we were sunbathing, um, before you know, we became girlfriends."
"I know the one," her Mom said, her mind flashing back to how she had used it to help in her seduction of her daughter, the teen ogling her as she got out of the pool with obvious lust.
"Great why don't you change and I'll take the photos first and then I can into my bikini whilst you're deciding what ones to keep," the teen said.
Melanie would have preferred to have Ashley in her bikini whilst she shot, she was sure that would add to the sultry nature of the shoot and give her an added incentive to look her sexiness, but equally she wanted the teen to feel comfortable and if that meant her being dressed whilst she took the photos that was hardly a price at all. "Shall I bring the toys?" she asked.
"I was thinking we might leave them until later," Ashley said, sounding as if she had already devised a plan for the day.
"I'll go and get changed and meet you by the pool," Melanie said, giving her daughter a quick peck on the lips, before leaving the bathroom. She found the two piece bikini her daughter had suggested and got into it. There was so little of it, you had to stare to see it was pink, as it was basically a piece of string which held a patch which covered her pussy and another separate piece attached to another two small patches which covered her nipples, but very little else. She put it on and stood in front of the mirror, admiring her reflection; she still had it for a fortysomething who'd given birth twice. She ran a brush through her hair and put on a moderate amount of make-up before heading down to the pool
Ashley was already there. Melanie saw her daughter had the digital camera that she'd got a couple of Christmases before and had pulled one of the pool chairs onto the patio, in the sun, positioning it where you'd be able to see the pool in the background from one angle and the palm bushes which separated the pool area from the law, from another. "Where do want me?" she asked as she approached.
"Why don't you lie on the lounger?" Ashley said, "You can wear your sunglasses, if it's too bright and take a sip of the cocktail."
The teen had taken the time to put some ice in a glass with some fruit juice and cola, which was hardly a cocktail, though as the sun wasn't yet over the yardarm, it was pleasant enough. Melanie took a sip as she sat down and relaxed, her daughter raising the camera and starting to snap away.
"That's good," said Ashley, sounding almost like a professional, "Take another drink, just a sip. Wow, Mom, that's sexy. Now put it down and spread you legs either side of the lounger." As Melanie did so, her daughter knelt one knee and zoomed into take a shot of her inner thighs and the small covering over the slit. "Show us some pussy," the teen instructed, "Move the gusset to one side, so I can see your snatch. Oh, that's such a sexy pose, Mom, you're turning me on." The teen snapped away, slowly standing up and taking a couple of steps backwards so she could get all of her Mom in the frame, "Give me your most come-on smile, like you want me to dive down and eat that juicy twat right this minute."
It wasn't hard to find the perfect expression, as Melanie did want her daughter to drop the camera and start eating her out. She didn't say anything, though, as Ashley seemed to be enjoying shooting her and she was pretty sure that hot sex was going to be on the menu once they finished. Ashley grinned, "Could you hold open that pretty pussy of yours?"
"Sure can," said Melanie, placing her fingers either side of the lips and spreading them. Her teenage daughter took a few longer range shots, before coming closer, kneeling just inches away, the camera stuck between her Mom's legs as she took close-up shots of the pink. "Put your finger in and work in," Ashley instructed.
Shivering with excitement, Melanie did as she was asked, sliding her fingers into her cunt. The hole was starting to get wet and it got even more so as she eased herself in and out, her fingers sliding down as deep as she could manage, as just a few inches away her daughter concentrated on taking photo after photo off her masturbation. The only thing which would have made it better was if she'd been using one of the big dildos she'd bought and really fucking herself deep. The thought made her moan in pleasure. "Keep on, Mom, that's good," Ashley said in reply as she stepped back and took a few more shots of her jilling Mom.
"Mmmnnn," Melanie moaned and licked her lips, hoping her expression was lascivious enough for her daughter. She was sure it was as Ashley momentarily took the camera away from her face to let out an excited pant and lick her own lips. "Mmnnn," Melanie moaned again and slipped her fingers in again.
The teen stepped away again, "Okay Mom, you can take your fingers out and let the bikini drop back now."
Melanie felt a twinge of disappointment as she let go off the material, there was something undeniably exciting about exposing herself to her teenage daughter as she took photos for posterity, especially so when you were fingering yourself for her at the same time. However, she didn't want to put Ashley off, it had been hard enough to get her confident enough to suggest they try nude modelling, she didn't want to disappoint her daughter by it being less than perfect. "What do you want me to do now?" she asked as Ashley circled her like a tiger pacing around its cage.
The teen stopped to one side and lifted her camera again, "Could you slowly pull down your top?" already snapping as she was talking.
Doing as she was told Melanie lowered the bikini, pulling the material off her nipples and fully exposing her tits, continuing to pull the string down below them so that the breasts rested on them. Her daughter slowly moved position, going from side to centre to the other side, before kneeling on the edge of the lounger to take some close ups, "Pull it off fully and cup your tits in your hand," she said and Melanie complied, jiggling her naked tits as her daughter snapped away, the teen gradually moving backwards, "Smile your sexiest smile, mmmnn, that's hot, make it like you want to fuck me now, you're so good at this Mom, I really believe you."
"That's because I do want to fuck you," giggled her Mom, "What now? I'm your model."
"I think it's time you became a fully nude model," her daughter said and Melanie quickly removed the bikini bottoms as well. Ashley began to snap away again, "Look sexy... run your hands over that hot body... yeah that's it... cup your tits and push them up... oh so hot you're making my panties wet... rub your own cunt as well... stick a finger in... add another... God you look amazing as you fuck yourself... keep that smile up... could you lick one of your fingers, yes --like that, so sultry... take your sunglasses off, let me see your face... perfect." The teen continued to give instructions as she hopped down onto her knees and stood again, prowling around to get the perfect shots, "Spread your legs wider... yes, expose that sexy pussy... rub it again, just gently... you are sexy... can you roll onto your front... look at me over your shoulder... yes, that's it, give me your best 'fuck me' smile... that's amazing... open your legs at bit more... let me kneel here, I'm just going to get another shot of that hot hole..."
Eventually Ashley stepped back, "Wow, Mom, that was really hot, you must be a natural."
"I had a very talented photographer directing me," Melanie smiled.
"Shall we change positions now?" the teen nodded eagerly, "Can I take some of you walking across the patio?"
"If you want," Melanie stood and walked across the patio.
Her daughter knelt behind her, "Swing those hips, I want you to wiggle that sexy behind."
Seeing what her daughter wanted, Melanie both slowed and sashayed, putting her hips to work and turning round over her shoulder to give her daughter a sensual smile, which suggested she couldn't wait to get her into bed. "You're so hot, Mom," the teen called in response, "Why don't you jump in the pool?"
Still naked Melanie took her daughter literally and jumped into the pool, her daughter clicking away as the Milf launched herself up and dropped down with a splash. She swam to the side, as Ashley moved onto one knee on the patio next to the pool, waiting for her Mom to approach. Melinda stopped as she reached the edge and paused, as the teen took a few photos off her, with her head rested on her arms. Then she stood up, the water dripping down her and shook her head like she was in a shampoo advert, not entirely coincidentally jiggling her tits in front of her daughter. Ashley grinned and shot, "Nice Mom, now climb out," she instructed, getting up and taking a couple of steps backwards.
Leaning on her hands, Melanie slowly pulled herself up out of the pool, allowing time for Ashley to take plenty of photos. The teen snapped away, continuing as Melanie stood on the pool and put one hand on her hip as she half-turned away from the teen and cast her a sexy look over her shoulder, "Hot, Mom, hot," Ashley said taking some more photos.
Finally she lowered her camera and looked at her watch, "We've been an hour, I can't believe it's that long."
"Neither can I," Melanie admitted, "I guess we just got carried away, but it was fun, I enjoyed it."
"Me too, having such a sexy model helped," the teen nodded. "Do you want to get dried and changed, and I'll load these to the laptop and you can take some of me."
"Yes," said Melanie, looking forward to seeing what bikini her daughter had bought and then getting her out of it.
She quickly went upstairs and dried herself, brushing her hair again and touching up her lip gloss, before putting on a short dress which showed plenty of cleavage.
She went downstairs to the pool, the camera and laptop were on the table, but wherever Ashley had put the folder with the photos in, she'd hidden it well and so Melanie closed it and instead practiced a few shots with the camera of the pool, her well-kept lawn, the rhododendrons and the back of the house.
"I'm down," her daughter called after a few minutes as she exited from the house and walked down the path to the patio. "What do you think?"
Her daughter had gone for a conventional two piece, though as the top was probably a couple of cup sizes too small it looked like she was about to bust over it. "Very sexy," smiled her Mom, not lying, though as Ashley could look good in a baggy jumper and sweat pants, she was bound to look good in a bikini.
The teen still blushed a little, as if she didn't quiet deserve the accolade, "Where do you want me?"
"Why don't we do what I did and start with you on the lounger?" said Melanie.
They spent the rest of the morning photographing Ashley by the pool as her Mom gradually coaxed her out of the bikini. Melanie was surprised how quickly Ashley took to it, as if, as they were alone she could get out her hidden extrovert side and show her stuff. She even got a few shots of the teen, lying by the pool, thrusting three fingers into her leaking cunt and gasping in pleasure.
Over lunch Ashley showed her Mom where she'd hidden the folder from this morning, before creating another one, asking her Mom for a password and then downloading the ones her Mom had taken off her into it. The two of them sat next to each other on the couch, looking through and deciding which ones to keep -- Ashley was an impressive photographer and some of the ones she'd taken were almost professional, but she was also very demanding off herself and only kept about one in ten. Melanie's were less good, obviously the work of an enthusiastic and not very skilled amateur, but she decided she had such a hot and sexy model to work with she only deleted the very worse, mainly where she'd cropped the teen.
After they'd eaten they did a few more shoots, Melanie in the lounge stripping out of her dress, Ashley in her room showing what beneath her baggy sweater, another one of Melanie in her work suit posing in her study and one of Ashley as she made dinner, firstly wearing an apron and panties, then just an apron and then nothing at all; Melanie was also impressed that for this shoot not only did she get one of her daughter sitting akimbo on the kitchen table stroking her pussy, but the teen also took one of her using a carrot to rub between her slit.
"Have we got time for a final shoot, do you think?" asked Ashley after they'd eaten and cleared up.
Her Mom glanced at the clock, "Yes, I think so." It was still early, even if they factored in time for plenty of sex once they went to bed. "What do you want to do?"
"You haven't seen my new lingerie," said Ashley, "And we still haven't used your sex toys, what about we combine them in your bedroom." She gave a cheeky grin, "It'll make things easier when we finish the shoot."
"Okay then, why don't you go and get ready whilst I switch off down here, we're not going to be down again," her Mom said.
Her daughter almost raced up the stairs as Melanie went round and turned off everything. She headed to her own room, passing her daughters, the light visible under a crack in the door. In her own room she got out the box of toys and placed them on the chair, a few dildos and daringly, a butt-plug which she had bought without even thinking about it. She picked it up and frowned, sure she wanted to try anal with Ashley, who wouldn't with that cute and sexy behind of hers? But it wasn't something they'd discussed and it might be too far, too fast for the teen. She contemplated putting it back in the box, but decided to keep it out, it might at least start a conversation about them trying lesbian butt-sex. After that she got out of her clothes and into her pyjamas, again she had wondered about going fully nude, but decided that she'd try and least and act like she was taking this seriously, not just as the start of a sex-session (though she was sure that after they'd done the shots that was what it would develop into); and if the pyjamas weren't totally sexy, they'd be easy to slide out off.
She sat down and waited, though not for long, as the bedroom door opened and in walked Ashley. The teen was wearing a red night dress held in place by thin straps over her shoulder and barely balancing on her large tits, though it was so translucent that she needn't have bothered for all the coverage it provided. She stopped in front of her Mom, blushing slightly at the sexiness of what she was wearing and gave a spin, "What do you think?"
"That you look as fuckable as anything," her Mom replied, looking the teen up and down imprinting her in her memory, before she remembered she had the camera. "Shall we take some pictures?"
"Yes," the teen nodded, "Tell me what you want me to do?"
Melanie considered for a moment, then said, "First off, why don't you stand in the doorway and lean against the frame, like you're just coming in and showing off your assets." She watched as her daughter did as instructed, resting her head against her arm and giving her Mom her best 'fuck me' smile. Melanie raised the camera and snapped a couple of shots, thinking there was no way, with her amateur skills, they were going to do justice to sexiness of her daughter. "Walk towards me, slowly, swing your hips," she said.
Letting go off the frame, Ashley sashayed forward, her breasts jiggling under her nightie, the nipples stiff and showing under the thin material. Melanie walked backwards as her daughter advanced, until she got to the bed. Turning round she clambered on it, scooting across to the far and kneeling, "Carry on baby, come closer, show me what you've got."
The teen wiggled her hip, slowly walking forward, balanced like a catwalk model. Once she reached the bed, she paused, waiting for instructions, until her Mom, still snapping, said, "Get on," and Ashley did, crawling onto it, her eyes fixed to the camera so that Melanie could take a picture of her beautiful face as well as one of the top of her cleavage, threatening to bust out. The teen continued forward on her hands and knees and Melanie hopped off the bed to take pictures of the teen prowling forward like a panther, "That's it, now lie on your back in the centre of the bed."
As Ashley did what she was told Melanie moved to take some of her from above, standing above her and snapping down. "Play with your tits, baby, fondle those lovely pair through your nightie." The teen grasped them and pushed them together, her fingers digging in, she let out a low moan, her eyes closing and her mouth opening. Melanie made sure she took a couple of photos off the teen's expression, before she got off the bed and moved to another angle, "Pull down the nightie, pop your tits out," she said.
The pair of bosoms looked even sexier without the red sheen which had covered them, the nipples were hard and erect, the flesh around them rippling as Ashley continued to play with them. "Rub your pussy, with your hand," Ashley said, licking her lips in lust as her daughter proceeded to do just that, her palm sliding over lips and up to her clit, the cunt quickly juicing up, gleaming under the bedroom light. Stepping backwards to her chair, Melanie reached back until she found a dildo. Picking it up she passed it to her daughter, "Use this, rub yourself with it first, don't put it in."
"Mom, I'm so horny," the teen giggled in complaint, but she did as asked, rubbing the toy between the crack of her lips and up over her hood, stroking the outside of her pussy as her Mom snapped photo after photo.
"Slip it in now," Melanie instructed after a few minutes and her daughter eagerly pushed the toy into her soaking snatch. Getting on the bed, on her knees, Melanie took picture after picture off the teenager's twat taking the toy, cum covering it quickly as Ashley worked it back and forth into her slick, sexy, slit.
"Mmmnnn," the teen moaned, her spare hand moving back to fondle her naked breasts. Melanie took a picture of that as well before zooming into the teen's face to catch her adorably sexy expression as she let the sexual bliss flow through her. "Mmmnn, this feel's good Mom, I'm loving this modelling session."
"Don't cum yet," her Mom gave a smile, "It's not finished."
The teen slid the toy in and then pulled it out, "What about I suck it?" she suggested.
Melanie was a little surprised by the suggestion, but also more than a little turned on, "Yes," she agreed, taking another shot of her daughter's delightful face as she opened her mouth and then a couple more as the teen slipped the cummy dildo between her lips and sensually sucked at it, until it was clean and gleaming. At the same time she moved her fingers to her pussy, opening it wide so that her Mom had to step back so that she could get both the teen's sexy twat and filled mouth in the frame. She snapped a couple of shots, her own pussy burning with desire as Ashley took the toy from her lips and slid it between her tits, leaving a trail of glistening saliva where the toy had run down to the nightie, which was around her middle. "so hot," she murmured, half to her self, as she again raised the camera to her eye and focussed on her daughter sliding the toy back into her soaking hole.
"Mmmnn," the teen moaned as she pleasured herself in front of her Mom, working the toy back and forth to both of their enjoyment. "Mmnnn, this is good." She thrust again, driving the toy deep into her hole and shivering on the bed. "Mmmnnn, yes, ohhhh."



Melanie knelt on the bed in front of her, taking close ups of the toy sliding in and out of the hole, the walls clinging tightly to the plastic so nothing was visible but the plastic and the surrounding pink. The teen moaned again and pulled the toy out, allowing her Mom to take a few off the teen's hole as it slowly closed. Ashley slipped out of her nightie, throwing it to one side of the room. She rolled onto her front and spread her legs open, allowing her Mom to take a few more shots as she sucked the toy and cast a look over her shoulder at the Milf, changing her expression to be both wanton and strangely innocent, as if the toy wasn't a dildo at all, but a lollypop. "That's so sexy," her Mom said, "You're a natural model."
The teen giggled and sat up, "Let me try a new toy," she said and got off the bed to pick one herself.
Melanie quickly flicked through the photos as her daughter chose, deleting the ones which were so bad even Ashley's natural hotness couldn't save them; luckily they were few in number, the Gods of photography seeming to have guided her hand. Looking up she was surprised to see that her daughter had picked up the butt-plug and was examining it as if she was an anthropologist checking out a piece of interesting native idolatry. The teen blushed as she realised her Mom was looking at her, "This is a butt-plug right?"
There wasn't any use denying it so Melanie said, "Yes."
"Can I try it?" the teen asked, her face burning red.
"Do you want to?" her Mom asked, slightly shocked, totally turned on, but also wanting to be careful she wasn't pushing Ashley to fast into situations her eighteen year old daughter would find uncomfortable.
"Yes, to see what it feels like," the teen blushed.
"Hang on, I've got some lube in the drawer it'll make it go in easier," Melanie put down the camera and opened her drawer. She took out the lube and passed it to her daughter, "The more you put on the easier it'll be, especially for your first time."
Ashley nodded looking nervous, as if she regretted her decision, but didn't want to say so. Melanie contemplated asking her daughter again if she wanted to do it, but decided not to -- Ashley had said she did and it was now up to her to change her mind; especially as further interventions from Melanie might make the teen think her Mom wasn't interested in penetrating her daughter's back door, which was far from the case, even if it was too early to push. The teen smothered the plug with the gel and got onto the bed on her hands and knees, her ass towards her Mom as the Milf picked up her camera again and took a few 'before' shots of the still virgin butt. She carried on snapping as Ashley knelt up, one of her hands going round to her read to grasp a cheek and pull it away from its partner, whilst the other took hold off the plug haft and guided it towards her hole.
It was such a sexy scene that Melanie was glad she was recording it, her thumb jamming down again and again on the button in the hope she'd get a clutch of passable photographs. The teen's hand wavered as she got to the entrance, the point of the plug rubbing at her sphincter without penetrating it. But it was only a moment's hesitation before Ashley gritted her teeth and pushed it in, all memorialised by her Mom's photography. The teen's hand remained holding the plug for a few seconds, as if she was fearing that if she let it go it'd either fall out or be stuck forever. "Move your hand baby and bend over, let me take a few shots of it," said Melanie.
Gingerly Ashley complied giving her Mom a perfect view of plug, snugly fitting between her daughter's cheeks, the only bit visible the heart shaped handle, deep pink and glittering. "That looks so sexy," Melanie said, moving forward to take some close up shots, "How does it feel?"
There was a pause whilst Ashley considered, "It's not like I expected," she said after a pause, "It's okay, a little uncomfortable, but also kind of pleasurable... I can feel it rubbing in me as I move, even if I just wiggle." The teen demonstrated to her Mom's delight. "I could get used to it," Ashley then added.
"Why don't you keep it in and I'll take some more photos," Melanie suggested.
The teen nodded, "Okay. How do you want me?"
"Like that for a moment, keep kneeling," Melanie moved behind the teen, raising the camera to her eye and pressing the button down as she took several shots of the teen's behind, with the plug staring out. "Get down lower, on your hands and knees... that's right... wiggle it... just a little bit... mmmnn, that's so sexy... now lie down and spread your legs... that's lovely, take hold off your cheeks... that's right, now spread them so that I can get a good shot...that plug looks like it was designed for your butt, it fits so well... now stand up and lean against the wall."
"I am getting used to it, I thought it was uncomfortable at first, but once you get used to feeling stretched it's pretty okay," Ashley said as she followed her Mom's instructions, getting off the bed and placing her hands on the wall beside it, before sticking out her ass and twerking it gently, "It's stimulating an erogenous zone I didn't know I had, it feels good."
"Let me take some more shots," her Mom said and snapped away as her daughter bounced her butt. The teen seemed to be getting used to the toy in it and Melanie wondered whether she could push her further. "Plugs are pretty small though, compared to some things."
"It doesn't feel small," her daughter said, "I don't think I could take anything bigger."
Melanie knew from her experience with other women that wasn't true, but equally one thing she had learnt from her seduction of Ashley was that 'slowly, slowly, catch the monkey', so she didn't say anything more, just suggesting Ashley move to the stool and sit on that with her back to her Mom, followed by a few more shots on the bed and for a final couple she said, "On your hands and knees again and take it out quickly."
The teen did so, moaning as the plug's sides sped up her passage, brushing at her walls. Melanie quickly snapped again, taking some photos off the open hole, before it began to close; she'd certainly be masturbating to them and planning her next moves to persuade Ashley to try anal sex. But for now, she put down the camera and started to slide out of her own pyjamas, "I'm ready for bed and your modelling means I have an appetite."
"Me too," Ashley giggled and picked up a dildo, "You're so bad Mom, getting me naked and all worked up."
"Very wicked," her Mom confirmed as she moved into kiss the teen.
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"Have you any plans for Valentine's?" Julia Zhu asked her girlfriend's son as she ladled pancakes onto his plate.
*
"No, me and Sadie broke up," Terry Baxter replied, quickly filling his mouth with pancake so he didn't have to elaborate. It was a sore point, and he was a bit surprised his Mom hadn't mentioned it to Julia when she'd come over the night before so she didn't accidentally raise it. It wasn't like he'd been in love with Sadie or anything and he'd broken up with before, but she was the only girl in senior year who was willing to do anal and her ass was so fuckable he'd been be looking forward to ramming it again once they'd come back from their dinner date -- he'd have to remember to cancel the reservation.
"That's a shame, you seemed such a nice couple," replied Julia.
She seemed to be expecting a response, waiting until Terry had finished chewing expectantly. She'd been dating his Mom about three months, outwardly seeming like a demure, petite Chinese in her late twenties, almost stereotypically shy and quiet -- at least on the outside. He was tempted to go for another bite of pancake, but Julia was looking at him and waiting, so he said, "What about you and Mom, any plans?"
"We're just going to have a quiet night in," she answered. That was unlikely to be true, he'd heard Julia at night being fucked by his Mom and despite her reserved exterior, she was a screamer who wasn't exactly restrained about describing what she was wanting, and getting, from her girlfriend. Not that he was that interested, he and his Mom hadn't any secrets and if she wanted to ram her girlfriend's butt with a strap-on, he couldn't exactly blame her, if he was a lesbian he'd have happily done the same. He gave a nod and quickly wolfed in another bite, hoping that she wasn't trying to bond with him over breakfast, as he wasn't at his most charming until at least after nine and a couple of cups of coffee.
"Do you want some more pancakes?" Julia asked. This was the type of conversation that Terry liked, and it had to be said whilst Julia was lacking in the tits department, being almost as flat as the pancakes, she could certainly make them, which made up for a lot. He gave her a thumbs up and she scooped another one onto his plate.
He was saved from further breakfast conversation by the entry of his Mom into the kitchen. She bent down to kiss Julia as the twentysomething stood on her tiptoes to meet her older girlfriend's lips. At just over six feet Petra Hamilton could have almost been a professional athlete, at college she'd swum and played volleyball and had even tried out for a woman's professional soccer team, and whilst she'd not been successful in that she still kept herself in trim. She broke the kiss with her girlfriend and squeezed her ass as the younger woman turned back to the stove, making Julia squeak and giggle. "Morning," she said to her son, taking a seat at the table.
"Morning," her replied and then because Julia had already made him speak that morning he added, "The pancakes are good."
"Do you want some Petra?" asked Julia, not waiting for an answer before she was placing them on her girlfriend's plate.
The two Baxters ate as Julia bustled around, cleaning up the mess and putting away dishes that were no longer needed. She wiped her hands on her apron and then took it off, "I'm going to take a shower and put on my make-up," she said, bending down to kiss her girlfriend's forehead again, "He's free on Valentine's."
His Mom took another bite of the pancake and a sip of orange, "I told her you and Sadie had split up," she explained.
"It's not a secret," he replied, wondering if his Mom was about to offer up a homily about him being too good for her or something. He hoped not, he was pretty sure his Mom knew it was just about sex with his ex, but she'd obviously being talking about it with her squeeze and perhaps she did think he was smitten. He wasn't sure why she would though, they were open about sex and he'd made clear that the blonde cheerleader liked it in her ass, which was the main reason for his attraction to her.
Luckily she wasn't as she sipped her juice and said, "I'm going to miss you when you go to college."
"It's a few months," he said cheerfully, "I'm not going yet." Though even as he said the words he felt a rush of sorrow; his Dad had left when he was in kindergarten and apart from a semi-regular Christmas and Birthday card from him, it had just been him, his Mom and whichever hottie she'd been seeing at the time (and his Mom had seen some choice cuties, he had to admit, more than one straight girl had fallen for her charms, as well as plenty of good-looking lesbians).
"We should make them count," Petra said.
"Sure, yeah," Terry agreed, wondering what she had planned or indeed if she had nothing at all and was just thinking out loud. He certainly wouldn't mind spending time with his Mom, he wasn't exactly a Mommy's boy, he was too sporty, popular and confident to be tied to her apron, but he was certainly much closer to his single-Mom than his classmates were to their happily married ones.
"You enjoyed that threesome you had?" his Mom asked, she was certainly jumping about the subjects this morning, dredging up a conversation they'd had earlier in the senior year when he and buddy had tagged team a nerd from Math Club, who turned out to not be nearly as geeky as expected. "You'd have another one?"
"I did," he grinned as he remembered. Most guys would have embarrassed to mention it to their Mom (he was sure his buddy had kept it secret, as had the girl) he had told her over dinner whilst they were talking about his day; he was as proud of being that close to his Mom as he was of fucking the Math Club geek's cunt as his friend was being sucked off, probably prouder; how many other guys would be able to talk to their Mom about their sexploits and in turn be told about hers, and get hints on how to do even more. "I definitely do it again."
"I was talking to Julia about in bed last night; she's never had a threesome," my Mom said with a small smile. He knew his Mom had had several with various girlfriends and/or casual hook-ups; it was one of the reasons she'd encouraged him to try it himself, which was one of the many things he owed her. "She'd wants to try one. She's much more kinky than she looks."
That didn't surprise Terry, he didn't think his Mom was a woman who'd settle with someone who's sexual tastes were vanilla; too boring for more than a couple of weeks -- and anyway his Mom had previously mentioned some of the things they'd done, and if threesomes weren't among them, it probably wasn't because Julia was the unadventurous type. He waited for his Mom to continue, "So we're thinking about a threesome for Valentine's, much better than some flowers and wine."
"Yep, cheaper as well," grinned Terry, "You want me out of the way? Got anyone in mind for the third person?"
"I have," his Mom smiled, "You know Julia's bisexual?"
"Yeah, I think you mentioned she'd got ex-boyfriends," replied Terry, "You thinking of a guy?"
"I am," his Mom's beam got wider, as if there was a joke she wasn't yet letting him into.
Terry frowned briefly, as he thought; as far as he was aware (and he was certain his Mom would have told him if different) she hadn't fucked a guy since her marriage had ended, and didn't miss them either. "Who?"
"You," his Mom grinned. Before he could reply, she held up a hand to pause any objections, "I'm not asking for you to fuck me, because that would be weird." Terry nodded his agreement, his frown not dissipating, even if now it was for a different reason. His Mom carried on, "I'd be fucking Julia at the same time as you are, it would be like you and your buddy with that girl in your class."
"With some important differences," Terry replied.
"Didn't you say you enjoyed it and would do it again," his Mom said.
"I was thinking with another guy or at least someone who isn't my Mom," Terry said.
"Why?" his Mom grinned, "It'd be a great bonding experience, something we do together before you go away."
Terry leaned back, his frown slowly vanishing as he thought. It wasn't like he hadn't seen her naked before and she him, whilst they didn't go around in the nude, neither, with the two of them, did they lock the bathroom door or be shy when coming into the other's bedroom whilst changing. And she was right, he and his buddy were still talking about their spit-roast, and he was sure if they were meeting for a beer as retirees they'd still be reminding each other of that time; plus, Julia was fuckably hot. Sure, it was weird, but he wouldn't actually be fucking his Mom, so it wasn't incest (at least technically) and it wasn't like any of the three of them would be talking about it to anyone he knew.
"Okay, I'm in," he said to his Mom, "Let's do something we can remember for years to come."
"Good," she said, "Don't worry about buying flowers, I was going to get her some roses as well."
*
14th February came. Terry had a wrestling match after classes, so he wasn't back until after his Mom and Julia. All day he'd felt a mixture of trepidation and excitement, both for exactly the same reason -- fucking Julia with his Mom. They were close, much closer than most sons and Moms, but even so this was a new level and once they'd done it they could never go back, the moment they entered the bedroom and started to get undressed they were on a railway, come what may. That was scary, it was also exhilarating.
"I'm home," he called as he opened the back door and entered the kitchen.
On the counter was a vase with some red roses, together with a half-finished bottle of red wine with two empty glasses on the table. Terry got himself a clean one and uncorked it, pouring himself a generous helping.
"Dutch courage?" Petra stood in door way, wearing jeans and T-shirt.
"Just the one," he replied.
His Mom entered the kitchen, "Are you okay with this? We don't have to, I can tell Julia I've a headache."
He shook his head, suddenly as nervous the threesome was going to not happen as that it was about to, "No, no, I'm wanting to do it. I just... you know it's a big step, to do this with your Mom, fuck her girlfriend, I mean we're close... I just need one to steady myself."
She smiled, seeming much more relaxed about it, "You sure?" As he nodded again, she added, "You'll be fine when we do it."
"When are we doing it?" he asked, he knew it was today but he hadn't spoken to his Mom about any of the details.
"What about I order us pizza for the three of us and then after it we get changed and we both fuck Julia?"
"Sounds fine," Terry said and drained the glass.
The pizza helped reduce his nerves or at least the second glass of wine he had with it did. His Mom carried the conversation as Julia seemed almost as anxious as he was, glancing up from her meal, smiling nervously, and then putting her head down to eat. However, she too began to relax as she sipped her wine and by the time they'd finished and sat around to let the food go down, they were talking as if it was a normal meal instead of just before a family fuckfest.
"Are we ready?" Petra finally said.
The other two nodded, suddenly looking less confident than they had a moment ago, but still committed. Petra stood up, taking control, "Julia, why don't you go to my room and get changed into your things. I'll get changed in your room Terry, if you could start the washing up?"
The other two nodded and Terry began to do the dishes and give the counter and table a quick rub-down as his Mom and Julia left. A few moments later, his Mom reappeared in the kitchen, "I thought you were getting changed?" he said as his Mom picked up the tea towel to begin drying the plates.
"I'll help you with clearing the kitchen first," she said, trying to put an air of normality into things, as when it was just the two of them, they usually did it together.
It wasn't, however, a normal evening. "Um, wouldn't it be best if you got changed first and then me?" he asked.
She grinned, "You're not going shy are you? You've seen me nude before."
"Er, yes, er no, I'm not going shy, I've seen you naked before, yes," he blushed as his words became garbled, he wasn't normally this tongue-tied before sex, normally he was coolness personified.
His Mom just smiled sweetly, "Look don't worry, I know it's nerve wracking, but as you said a few days ago, it'll make some Mom-son memories."
"Yeah, last minute nerves, like before you go on to the pitch for a big game," he said, with a wan smile.
She grinned, "Well think of us changing together as limbering up, it's not like when we get onto the pitch we can be shy, you're going to see all of me and me of you."
"Yep, once we're playing I'll perform."
"I'm sure you will," Petra said, "Shall we go upstairs now?"
He nodded and followed her to his room. As soon as they were in she pulled off her T-shirt and unbuttoned her bra, not even bothering to turn her back, so he could see her bosoms burst free. If she hadn't been his Mom he'd have admired them and called them shapely, especially for a woman the wrong side of forty. Instead he blushed a little, before forcing down his embarrassment. He'd felt equally nervous the first time he'd done it as well, him and his buddy having to turn their backs as they undressed so that neither saw the other until the girl asked them to come and fuck her. His Mom was much more confident, so despite wanting to turn away he kept his nerve and stood in front of her as he too undressed. She kicked off her pumps and socks, then her jeans and panties, standing naked in front of him. Forcing himself not to avert his gaze he looked at her naked body, the pussy shaved apart from a tiny landing strip, the firm stomach, the round breasts, the tiny tattoo on her shoulder she'd got at college and still hadn't told her parents. He could see why she was able to still pull hot twentysomething chicks like Julia, despite having more than a dozen years on her.
She turned from him, but it was only to open a small sports bag she'd placed on his bed. From it she pulled a pair of sexy stockings which she slid into and then reached in again to pull out a strap-on. Terry pulled down his boxers as he watched his Mom fiddling with the leather straps before she hung them from her wrist, leaving the dildo swinging like a pendulum; at near ten inches it matched the size of his own member. He couldn't help but go hard as he imagined his Mom plunging that into Julia's cute little ass, even harder as he imagined her warm lips around his cock at the same time. His Mom grinned as she saw his reaction, "You're getting into the mood now."
"Yeah, I'm sorry about the nerves."
"Why? It's natural, we'll enjoy it and remember it I'm sure, but it's perfectly understandable to be nervous fucking another woman with your Mom," she replied understandingly.
"I'm okay now," Terry said. He did feel more relaxed about it, just like he did when he got out of the dugout and walked towards the pitch, it was too late to worry.
His Mom smiled, "Let's go and double fuck Julia then."
She opened the door and walked down the landing to her bedroom, her son following close behind. Knocking the door, she called through, "Are you ready?"
"Come in," tittered Julia and Petra opened the door. Terry went in after her, his nervousness getting even more squashed by lust as he saw the Chinese woman waiting for them.
Julia was reclining on the bed, her lips painted seductively red and with more blusher and eyeliner than she'd had at dinner. What made her stand out, though, and which made Terry almost salivate was that she was wearing a see-through net vest, which didn't conceal her small, but perfectly formed titties nor the tattoo of a rose which adorned her side, and a very short leather skirt, which in the position she was lying in, had gone up her thigh to show she wasn't wearing any panties. The teenager stepped forward, standing beside his Mom next to the bed, wondering what to do now, should he make the first move or wait for his Mom?
Luckily before he had time to over-think Julia uncoiled herself and stood up, "Hello sexy," she drawled and his Mom stepped back as she stepped forward, leaving no doubt that she was heading towards the male Baxter, "I've been looking forward to this for a long time."
"Me too," said Terry with a quick glimpse at his Mom to make sure she was happy with his response and didn't think he was being to over-friendly with her girlfriend. His Mom seemed to be, as she was grinning as she watched Julia get closer.
The petite twentysomething stopped in front of Terry and lifted herself on tiptoes to kiss him. He quickly reciprocated, his head lowering to press at her mouth. She opened her lips, slipping them around his sexily. He could feel her tits against his chest, the net top hardly an encumbrance, as her stiff nipples stuck through the holes and pressed against his firm abdomen. Her tongue darted out suddenly, pushing into his mouth and he counter-attacked with his own, wrapping it round and around hers like he was trying to tie it a knot. Automatically his hands were on her ass squeezing it and pulling at her cheeks under the skirt, playing with them as if they were a child's soft-dough.
If Terry hadn't forgotten his Mom, she wasn't the first thing on his mind, so he was slightly surprised when Julia suddenly pulled her head back and turned to the side, albeit with her body still pressing at Terry. "Give me some sugar, sexy," she grinned at Petra, who immediately closed in, so close that she was almost touching Terry.
Still he wasn't complaining as he watched the two of them kiss. It wasn't the first time he'd seen his Mom in a passionate clinch with Julia or a previous lover without really feeling anything and like many red-blooded seniors he had nothing against watching lesbians making out in porn movies and had more than once beat his meat to a girl on girl porno, whilst his real life lesbian Mom was enacting it down the hall with a girlfriend. However, this was much more intense than anything he'd seen before, he was getting turned on by watching his Mom with a woman, it was even sexier than the hottest of porn movies.
His Mom threw the strap-on onto the bed and gave her hands' full attention to squeezing at her girlfriend's tits through the vest, squashing the pert pair between her fingers. She pulled back her mouth, grinning and immediately Julia turned back to Terry, her mouth advancing on his. He opened his lips and met her half-way, his tongue wrestling with her. He couldn't taste his Mom's saliva, it was as tasteless as his own and Julia, but it was still strange to think that as his tongue swept round the twentysomething's mouth, that he wasn't just picking up her spit, but his Mom as well. He pressed forward, feeling his Mom's hands on Julia's chest and her own breasts rubbing at his arm as he reached down to squeeze the Chinese woman's sexy behind. Julia broke her kiss again, and turned back to Petra, the two of them making out passionately as Terry squashed against them.
"Mmnnn, nice," his Mom grinned as she moved her head back, "Let's get this off," she dropped to her knees and began to tug at her girlfriend's skirt, before looking up at Terry, "Help Julia off with her top would you?"
The younger woman lifted her hands, giggling, to allow Terry to pull her top off. Her skirt was already at her ankles and she stepped back from it, pushing it across the carpet with her feet. She glanced from Petra to Terry and back again, grinning all the time, as the two Baxters looked at her lustfully. After a few seconds Julia dropped to her knees between them.
She pushed apart Petra's thighs and moved her head towards the Milf's pussy. Terry watched in amazement as her saw her open her mouth and flick her tongue out to start to lick around his Mom's cunt lips as he watched. He slid his own hand over his cock, gently stroking it, but careful not to go to fast and waste himself. His Mom grinned at him, "Julia's got a very talented mouth, you'll find out in a moment."



"I can't wait," Terry replied.
His Mom giggled, "You'll have to for a few minutes, but why don't you have a feel of her titties, it'll keep you both happy."
He almost immediately complied, kneeling behind her and reaching round to grasp her breasts and play with them. They might have been small, but they were perfectly formed. As he fondled them, he placed his chin on the crook of her shoulder and kissed away at her earlobe. Out of the corner of his eye it he could see her tonguing his Mom's slit, pressing into the hole; moving his head back again he could see it more clearly, the tongue stabbing in and out of the soaking hole from which he'd come eighteen years before, razoring around the pink wet flesh and driving into the darkness, before reappearing and sliding up and around to hit the clit at the top. He grinned and squeezed Julia's tits tighter, moving his mouth back to her ear, "Tongue fuck that sweet pussy, eat it all out," he said encouragingly.
"You heard what he said, baby," his Mom moaned, "Use that sexy tongue of yours, deeper, mmmnnn harder, eat me all."
Terry hadn't ever been this close to his Mom's cunt, at least not since he'd come from it, but now he was he wanted to enjoy the spectacle. He squeezed at Julia's tits harder, as he leaned against her, further pressing her down. Not that Julia seemed to need much encouragement to go even more enthusiastically, Terry feeling her vibrations, as her tongue worked ninety to the dozen, her head juddering as she drove her tongue deep and then swept up the tunnel again. Petra moaned and shuddered, one hand on her girlfriend's spare shoulder, the other on the back of her head, further pushing her in. "Ohhh, yessss, ohhhh."
Moving his hand downwards Terry found the Chinese woman's slit and slid in. It was warm and wet and he could feel her shivering even more as he thrust away, penetrating the cunt as deep as his digit could manage. It seemed to make her cunt-lap his Mom harder, as Petra shuddered and gasped, rocking on her heels and gripping her girlfriend hard. Terry continued to thrust away, fingering the soaking slit until she Julia was literally dripping on the floor. His Mom was soaking as well, he could see the juice trickling down from her open slit as Julia tongue dove in. His own prick was hard and ready for action, pressing at Julia's naked back and hinting it was time she shifted from the elder Baxter to the younger.
It was his Mom who made the move though, pushing Julia's head away from her pussy, "God, that was good," she said to them both, before addressing Terry, "Your turn."
He nodded enthusiastically and stood, his Mom swapping places, so she was kneeling behind her girlfriend, her hands on Julia's tits and squeezing them. The twentysomething grinned, "Come on, let's see," she giggled as he stepped forward, his large cock erect and pointing at her face like he was a mugger and she was a victim. However few mugging victims looked so happy at having a weapon aimed at their face and none handled it as well, as she reached up and began to stroke, "MMnnnn, this is a big one," she giggled, "It's lucky I love pussy too much to give it up."
Petra grinned, seemingly not at all jealous, "Variety is the spice of life, you should suck it."
"Good things come to those who wait," Julia giggled as she responded with a saying, but she was obviously thinking that you can only delay the good things for so long, as she jacked the cock harder and opened her mouth, working it down the thick gland.
Terry groaned appreciatively as the Chinese woman's lips slid over his prick, her tongue tickling under it as she took him deeper. He'd had a lot of blow jobs before, but this was easily shaping to be in the top three. He pressed forward, pushing his dick into Julia's mouth, even as she was herself leaning into him to take more. Her hands reached up to his ass and now it was her who was kneading his cheeks, squeezing the muscular glutes and using them as a lever to drag herself forward and deeper.
Petra rested her head on her girlfriend's shoulder, kissing the side of her chin as less than inch away her son's cock entered Julia's mouth. "Go on baby," she giggled, "Suck his cock, take it all into your mouth, show me how you deep throat big dicks." It should have seemed weird, in fact it did seem weird, but that mattered less than it should. What mattered was twentysomething's mouth sliding up and down his prick was so hot and that his Mom encouraging her on was making it even better, as Julia put in all her effort and eagerness to please them both.
Julia's head was rocking back and forth, taking the cock so deep she had to let go of it as her hand was getting in the way. Terry grunted, trying to keep himself upright. He'd previously thought this was a top three blowjob, he now realised he'd been under-selling it, it had to be the best cock-sucking he'd ever had, beating even some college chick he'd dated for a couple of weeks. If Julia licked pussy as well as she swallowed dick, and, from what he'd just seen, he was guessing she did, it was no wonder his Mom was keen on her. "Go on," he added his own encouragement, "You can take it."
"MMnnn, you suck it baby, swallow it all, mmmmnn it's so sexy watching you suck cock," Petra giggled as she squeezed at her girlfriend's tits, "Terry, you can push it further, Julia can swallow the full length, she was the deep throat queen at college."
She certainly was taking it in, the cock almost vanishing between her ruby red lips as she gulped it down, her eyes watering. Terry grunted happily, his hips jerking as she bobbed down his dick. He glanced at his Mom, who smiled up at him and ran her tongue round Julia's earlobe. He grinned back and fed the twentysomething some more cock; his Mom was right about making memories, this was a blowjob he'd remember when he was old and grey. He could have continued all night, or at least until he came, such was the intensity of the sucking he was getting, his cock getting washed so effectively that if it had been glass you could have seen your reflection in it. However, his Mom had other ideas about where his dick should be going. She disengaged herself from Julia and stood up, reaching down to help her girlfriend up, the cock springing from Julia's mouth as she did so, her saliva dripping down it.
"Get on the bed baby," Petra instructed, giving the petite Chinese a sensual tap on the behind as she turned.
Julia was on within seconds, spreading her legs open to her knees and then bringing them back so that her heels were touching. She stroked her pussy and smiled seductively, "That was tasty, dick and pussy together, yum," she giggled and licked her lips, eyeing the two Baxters like she was a tiger and they were a pair of particularly plump goats.
Petra was quickly on the bed after her girlfriend. She got on her haunches over the younger woman's face and lowered herself down. Julia's hands reached up and grasped hold off her lover's thighs, dragging her own head up. Even though Terry couldn't see her face he could certainly hear her slurping as she resumed tonguing his Mom's twat, any doubts dispelled by his Mom's expression of pleasure. She shivered and ground herself down as if finding the right spot and once there began to rock back and forth gently, kneading her own titties. Terry waited, wondering what he was supposed to do next, as his Mom was obviously the one in charge. Luckily he didn't have to wait long, nor was he displeased with the next instruction as his Mom said, "Stick your cock in Julia and fuck her good."
"Right away Mom," he said eagerly, almost bounding onto the bed. Getting onto his knees, he spread apart Julia's legs and moved between them, before gripping her slender waist and lifting her up on his own thighs. Her cunt was already gleaming with lust, the juice covering her labia lips. His own cock was so hard it was almost hurting and he wasted no further time in guiding it into her hot hole as she reached down to spread it open for him. The wet flesh of her tunnel squeezed at him as he entered, gracefully sliding back as he descended deeper, his thick dong vanishing between her lips and into the hole.
"MMmnnn, that's right, give her your full length, Julia love's big cocks, don't you baby?" there was no immediate answer from the petite twentysomething, but she seemed to lick Petra even more enthusiastically given the moan that came from her. Petra grinned leaning forward so she could watch her son's cock penetrate her girlfriend's willing hole. "She loves it when I fuck her with a huge strap-on," Petra continued, her eyes alight with lust and lascivious smile on her face, "Give her the real thing, fuck her sweet cunt until she's soaked."
"Will do Mom," nodded Terry as he eagerly complied with his Mom's demands. From the way Julia was vibrating his Mom was right about her penchant for large pricks in her pussy, she was shuddering and jiggling like she was on a wobbly board in the middle of an earthquake, her arms spread out across the bed, clenching and unclenching at the duvet, her stomach rising and falling like a trampoline. His Mom seemed to be also getting the benefits of it, gasping in pleasure and excitement as her girlfriend continued to lap hard at her cunt, the older woman grinding down onto her lover's mouth.
Terry thrust harder, doing what his Mom said and giving Julia all his cock, only stopping his forward motion as his balls banged into her. Again and again, each time faster and more confident, the pace picking up until he'd got himself into a rhythm, which he could keep. Opposite him he could see his Mom's tits jiggling and swinging as she carried on working her cunt onto Julia's tongue. Growing up the only child in a single parent household e wasn't one of these kids who'd need therapy if they'd even got a glimpse of their Mom's boobs; he'd seen them before, in the shower or bath, when he'd accidentally walked in or when on vacation where they'd had to share a small room and change in each other's companies. Still it was strange to being seeing them for close and for so long, especially as they filled so much of his vision he couldn't help but look at them. His Mom didn't seem to mind, as she was making no attempt to cover them, in fact even as he was gazing at her tits she was staring with unconcealed excitement at his cock pounding in and out of her lover's cunt.
He grinned at her and she grinned back, "Enjoying yourself?" she giggled.
"Damn yes, I can't believe I'm having sex with Julia, her cunt is so hot," he replied.
"I knew you'd like it," his Mom grinned and wriggled her cunt onto Julia's tongue, letting out a groan before she continued, "Julia's been really looking forward to it as well, I'm glad you're not disappointing her."
"I never disappoint," he grinned, it was true, even if arrogant.
His Mom didn't mind the boastfulness, in fact she agreed with it, "That's what I said, I've seen the look in your girlfriends' eyes when they come from your room and it's not that I've just been jerking off a small penis."
He grinned as he drove in, "Julia's not quiet when she's with you either," he replied, "She definitely like's large strap-on cocks as well as the real ones."
"Better I hope," tittered his Mom, "She's a hot little slut who loves kinky sex," which given she was in the middle of a Mom-son threeway was obvious. "So do I," his Mom then added, "This is something I've been wanting a long time, ever since you were first bringing girls home to fuck."
"I'm glad we're doing it," said Terry, as he realised it was true, "if I'd known I'd have been up like a shot."
"It's not something you can raise on a first date," his Mom said, "I had to be sure Julia was up for it before I mentioned it to her."
"She obviously was," grinned Terry and slammed his cock in hard, a muffled squeal coming from the twentysomething before she quickly resumed tonguing Petra's pussy.
The Chinese woman shuddered and shivered as she was slammed hard, her cunt soaking with pleasure and dripping onto the bed with every thrust of the huge prick that was in her. She moved her hands to her small tits and squashed them, banging them together and then letting got to grasp her lover's thighs again and bring her down on her face, lapping away, though her licking was frequently interrupted as she let out a cry or a shriek into her lover's equally wet cunt. Terry held her waist as tight as he could and carried on hammering, knowing that every thrust wasn't only a pleasure to him and her, but through an orgasmic osmosis, was also pleasuring his Mom and making her gasp and squeak in ecstasy.
"Ooohhh," Petra moaned, "You're such a good pussy licker, ohhh yesss, yesss. How are you enjoying my son's cock, a lot I bet. Eat me more, ohhhh God, yessss, yesssss!" She leaned forward and began to run her own tongue over the top of Julia's twat, less than an inch from where her son's hard cock was rapidly driving in.
It turned on Terry even more, knowing his Mom's vision was filled with his dick going in and out of the sweet oriental pussy of her girlfriend. He redoubled his efforts, slamming in so hard that the bed was knocking at the wall despite having the weight of three people on it. His Mom licked harder, her tongue skimming at Julia's clit and not minding when it accidentally hit Terry's prick at the same time. The twentysomething was shuddering as her pussy went into overdrive, her hands waving in the air for a moment, before she dropped them to tear at the duvet and drag into towards her, her nails nipping deep into the cloth.
Petra was equally enjoying herself, lifting her head a few inches to shriek in excitement, "Yessss, yessss, aarrghhh, yessss, stick that tongue deep, yes, yes, I'm cumming, aaarrrrggghhh!" Her screams lifted her back up, her back bending as she raised her head to the heavens, or at least the ceiling, and shrieked out, "Yesssss, yessssss, aaarrghhh, I'm cumming."
She rolled off Julia's face allowing the younger woman full reign to shriek out her own feelings, "Aaaarrghh, fuck me good, give me that cock harder, yesssss, aaaarggghhh, fuck, fuck, fuuuuckkkk! Yesssss!"
Terry drove hard and fast, glancing over at his Mom as he did so. For a few moments she lay on the bed, panting and drawing breath, but she quickly recovered like the athlete she had been in college, sitting up and reaching for the strap-on. She stepped into it and pulled it up her thighs, adjusting the leather bindings so that it was held tightly against her. "Ready for it both ends?" she asked her girlfriend with a grin.
"Yessss, yessss," screamed Julia, before realising she'd been asked a question. Terry slowed and pulled out, wiping his forehead free of sweat as Julia said, "Take me doggy style," and got on her hands and knees between the Baxter's.
Terry quickly reinserted his pole in the sodden hole. He grasped her waist and began where he left off. Julia gasped and squealed, "Yes, yes, fuck me, fuck me hard."
Her cries were cut off as Petra knelt in front of her, holding out her strap-on. The younger woman knew what to do, her mouth sliding over the plastic dong. Terry carried on fucking her, driving her forward, as his Mom also began to jerk her hips and push the toy into her girlfriend's mouth. Terry wasn't sure whether Julia had ever been spit-roasted before or whether she was just a natural, but she was soon swallowing his Mom's fake phallus right up to the fake plastic balls. Sure that the hot Chinese could take it Terry upped his pace, slamming his cock into her waiting pussy, his thighs slapping loudly against her buttocks. His Mom grinned at him, "That's it, Terry, give her your cock."
Terry grunted a reply and stuffed himself in deep. The warm wet tunnel walls clung to his cock, squeezing it as it went deeper. Julia was bouncing back against him, making sure he only had to put in half the effort, springing forward as he rammed into her to take his Mom's plastic prick deep in her mouth. His Mom was almost still, letting Julia do all the work, the only effort she was putting in was to jiggle her own tits with one hand, whilst the other rested on her girlfriend's head encouraging her on. Then without warning she pulled the cock out of the younger woman's mouth. The oriental squealed in excitement, "Aaaarggghh, yessss, fucccckkk, yesssss!"
Petra got off the bed and headed towards a drawer. She opened it and pulled something out though Terry wasn't at an angle he could quiet see what it was, at least without craning his neck round and slowing the hard fucking he was giving Julia. His Mom turned back towards the bed, "You want to bang her in the butt?"
It was an offer that was hard to refuse and Terry has no inclination to do so. He nodded enthusiastically, "Yes."
Julia added her agreement, "Ram it in my ass, fuck it open, I want you to gape me like your Mom does."
"Just a minute then," she said as she got onto the bed next to them, "Let me put this in." Terry could now see it was a butt-plug. He paused for a second, reaching down to grasp Julia's buttocks and pry them apart. His Mom pushed in the plug with a practiced ease, twisting it around and working it up and down, until she was sure it was firmly encased, "Carry on with her pussy," she said, "Let her ass get used to the plug before you replace it with your dick."
Terry nodded as he resumed fucking her, his Mom kneeling beside them and watching intently, licking her lips with lust, as her son's cock went in and out. Julia gasped and shuddered, the plug adding to the friction she was feeling with every thrust, her small bosoms bouncing and jiggling underneath her as she was rocked back and forth. "Yessss, yesss," she screamed, "Fuck me, it feels so good, aaaarrghhh, yessss, I'm cumming, fucccckkk, don't stop, carry on, yesssss, yessss!"
"Isn't she hot?" Petra giggled, slapping her girlfriend's bouncing ass playfully as Julia screamed in pleasure, "She's such a sexy little slut, aren't you babe?" She gave her girlfriend's ass another swat.
"Yesssss, yessssss, I love being fucked in my ass or pussy, yesssss, yesssss, aaaarggghhh."
"I think she's ready for her anal," giggled Petra. She reached over and pulled out the plug, exposing her girlfriend's open asshole to her son's lascivious gaze.
But only for a moment as Terry quickly took his cock and transferred it from one hole to another. He had thought Julia's ass was a hot hole, but it was nothing to her butt chute. It clasped his cock as he pushed down, making every inch an effort albeit one which was worth it as he felt the friction warm his cock and stimulate the hard gland. He grasped Julia's waist and drove in harder, gaining half an inch here and another half inch there. His Mom meanwhile was astride Julia's back, her own strap-on skimming over the younger woman's spine, bending down to pull apart the cheeks. It probably didn't actually make access any easier, but it was the thought that counted, so Terry didn't say anything. However, as his Mom after a few moments lowered her head even more and started licking at the top of her girlfriend's crack even as he fucked the hole just below, she may have had other motives. Not that Terry minded, it was just as hot, hotter possibly, fucking his Mom's girlfriend's ass with her inches away as it was with her looking on from further away.
"Fuck my ass," shrieked Julia as the Terry drove in. "I want you all in me, fuck me deeper, yes, yes, that's it, more."
She bounced and shuddered, her back bending and arching, giving Petra a ride and making the older woman licked even more eagerly at her lover's ass crack, pressing down between the cheeks and so near to the sphincter that Terry was almost dragging in her tongue as he thrust in. His Mom looked up for a moment, smiling broadly, "Her tight ass is to die for isn't it? You can see why I love fucking it with my strap-on."



"It's amazing," grunted Terry in agreement. He almost felt jealous of his Mom, having the opportunity to fuck the tight back hole of the hot Chinese woman in front of him; the only reason he wasn't green with envy was the fact that his Mom was sharing her with him and he was balls deep in her butt. He wondered if he be thinking of returning the favour -- would the Maths geek be up for it he wondered, she hadn't let either of him or his buddy bang her ass nor had she shown any sign of enjoying other women, but she was a possibility? Or he could go on bended knees to his ex and ask her forgiveness; though he had a feeling that banging her cousin was enough of a no-no he wasn't going to be forgiven and even if he was it'd take years of begging before she'd share her charms with anyone, never mind his Mom. Perhaps someone he'd meet in college? There were bound to be some open minded freshers there. With no obvious candidates he returned to the moment and pounding the hot Chinese in front of him, driving his cock all the way in and out as rapidly and forcefully as he could. "Mom, she's the hottest woman you've banged."
"Yes and kinkiest," his Mom giggled and ran her tongue down Julia's crack and onto her son's cock once more. Terry shoved harder, not minding his Mom's touch, it was hard to avoid if they were playing with same hole and anyway it added to the fun, it was something they'd enjoy reminiscing and talking about later, 'remember when I was butt banging her and your tongue was hitting me at same time'.
"Okay, Terry, let's swap," said his Mom, "I want to fuck my girlfriend's ass."
Reluctantly Terry withdrew, he'd been hoping to fuck the hot tushy until he completed, though perhaps his Mom would still let him finish with it once she'd done banging it. He moved back and let his Mom get behind Julia, for a second she admired the gaping crater he'd left, the stretch marks around the hole looking like little trenches around an asteroid hit, before sliding her own strap-on in. With his work it slipped in easily and soon she was driving away as he looked on, lustfully.
"Come here," Julia gasped, hitting the bed in front of her with her hand. As he complied, she said, "Let me suck you off again."
"But it's just been in your ass," Terry's gaping mouth was as big as her butt hole.
"I know," she giggled, "That's what makes it even kinkier."
Terry quickly guided his cock between her lips. His previous girlfriend had never even contemplated ass to mouth, in fact she'd a very strict rules that at least twenty fours hour had to have elapsed after anal before she'd do oral; but here was Julia, not even agreeing to it, but suggesting it. "Mom, you've a keeper," he said as the hot Chinese lips sped up his cock.
"I know, yeah," his Mom grinned as she banged the twentysomething from the other side, "She's so hot and dirty, a perfect combo."
The two Baxter's carried on fucking Julia from each end, Petra holding the twentysomething waist as she slammed her ass, whilst Terry had a hand on her head as she throated his cock eagerly. Julia bucked and rocked between them eagerly, volleyed back and forth like she was a tennis ball. Her ruby red lips shot down the dick, rolling up and then down again, a trickle of saliva running down from them as the dick pushed deep into her throat. She looked up at him, her eyes alight with pleasure and purposefully pushed her head forward so that he could feel his cock sliding over her tongue, pressing against her cheek and then at her throat. Terry half-expected her to gag or reject him, to gasp for air, but instead she just pulled her head back a little and as his Mom pounded into her drove forward again, breathing through her nose like a championship swimmer or a deepthroat queen.
"Fuck," he grunted under his breath and then realising his Mom was still opposite him added, "Sorry."
"Don't worry about it," giggled his Mom, probably because if there's a time when it's okay to swear in front of your Mom it's when you're spit-roasting her girlfriend with her. She slammed forward as she spoke, driving her dildo into the younger woman's hole, "Sharing Julia is great."
"Fuck, yes," if Terry was going to be allowed to swear during there sex-session he was going to make the most of it. "She's so fuckable, I'm really glad you're sharing her with me."
"She's enjoying it as well, even if her mouth is full," his Mom said. Terry looked down at the expression on her face and could see from her eyes that and the eagerness with which she was deep-throating him that his Mom was right. He let the sexy Oriental slip her lips up his dick, only stopping when she hit his balls and let out a groan. His Mom grinned, "Don't cum yet, we've not finished."
Even as she spoke she pulled the strap-on out of her girlfriend's ass, "You want to fuck Julia's butt again?"
That was a silly question, as whilst blowjobs were fun, nothing beat a hot anal passageway. "Yes," he said, pulling back, a trail of saliva dangling between his cock and Julia's lips for a second before it split and vanished into nothingness.
He looked down at Julia, who was grinning widely and getting up of her hands and knees. Then he looked at his Mom again, who was also getting up and off the bed. He wondered whether to say anything or just wait expectantly, but luckily his Mom wasn't keeping him long in suspense about what she planned next, "How about we double-penetrate Julia? You do her butt and I'll do her pussy."
DP was the Holy Grail of sex; in his last threesome he'd tried to talk his buddy into it before they started, but he was having none of it and so Terry hadn't even mentioned it to the Math geek, but here was his Mom offering him the chalice. He nodded eagerly, but not nearly as eagerly as Julia, whose head nearly fell off with the intensity of her agreement. "Yes, double-fuck me, I want you both, oh this is so exciting," she was almost babbling.
Petra took charge, "Terry lie on your back, Julia you climb on him, reverse cowgirl."
Under his Mom's watchful eye Terry did as he was told, grasping Julia's hips once she was over him and guiding her down onto his cock. After the plug, cock and strap-on it was easy to slide into and it only took a minimum of effort for her to be fully impaled on his large prick, leaning back against him so she was resting on his chest and with her hands on the bed astride him. Terry moved his hands up to steady her, settling them just to the side of her pert breasts, as the twentysomething opened her thighs wider. Petra got on the bed again, shuffling forward with her strap-on held in one hand, ready to slide it into the waiting hole.
"Fuck me," moaned Julia in excited anticipation, "Fuck me together." She reached down and pressed her fingers in her soaking pussy, her back rubbing at Terry's chest as she massaged the cunt. Her girlfriend stopped in front of her, reaching down to push at her thighs, further opening the younger woman's slick slot as Julia slid her fingers in and pried apart the lips, "Give me that second cock," she purred sexily.
Her lover held her strap-on in one hand and guided it expertly to the waiting hole. Terry could feel Julia's shudders as she was entered, her back bending and arching and pressing against him as his Mom pushed down. He reached round and squeezed at Julia's pert tits, pulling her down hard against himself, keeping her steady so that his Mom was able to continue to penetrate the pussy with the plastic prick. He kept his own movements to a minimum, content to feel Julia's ass pushing down on his cock until his Mom was firmly in position. He could see her face over Julia's shoulder, see the concentration on it as she continued to guide the toy down and in deep, every now and then rising a little to steady herself, before thrusting down.
"Oohhh, yesss, yesss, I want it deep," groaned Julia, her body shaking and trembling in excitement, "Give it me hard, all the way, I can take it."
Her girlfriend began to speed up and get into a rhythm as she got her balance. She let go off the dildo and pushed herself down more, leaning against Julia, and working her hips as her hands lay on the bed, holding her up. Faster and harder she slammed, her strap-on driving into the cunt and smacking against the Chinese woman's wall, so that Terry could feel it vibrating through his cock. He grinned at his Mom and her face broke into a smile as well. He wondered if she was thinking the same things at him -- that Julia was hotly fuckable, that banging her together was an experience not to be forgotten and it was about time he began to match his Mom's tempo. Gripping Julia's bosoms even harder than before he began to thrust up, his Mom's smile growing broader, suggesting he had the right idea.
Julia wasn't complaining either as she let out a whinny of pleasure, "Yes, fuck my holes, I want both those cocks pounding me so good."
Terry was happy to comply and from the way his Mom drove down, so was she. The two of them hammered the Chinese woman's holes hard, cock and strap-on vanishing into their respective tunnels with a speedy alacrity. Between them Julia bent and shook as she was pushed up and down and bounced between them like a squash ball in a hard fought game. She shrieked and squealed in pleasure, her hands pressing onto the bed next to Petra's and her legs flying in the air and flapping like trees in a gale. Soon Terry and his Mom had reached a new, faster, equilibrium, one slamming in as the other pulled back, each powerful thrust pushing Julia up into Petra's bosom or down onto Terry's chest.
The teen boy looked up at his Mom, grinning widely. He felt closer to her than he'd ever been, not just physically close, though he was that, as his cock was repeatedly banging, through the membrane, at her strap on, but emotionally close, like they had moved from being just a Mom and son, to best buddies as well. He could tell from her face, she was enjoying it as well and had no regrets; they were creating memories for the future.
For Julia as well, who was getting fucked like she'd never been before. "Aaarrrghhh, yessss, yessss," she screamed, "Double fuck me, aaaarrghhh, rip me apart, stuff those big dicks in my holes, aaaarrghhh." She vibrated and shook, the shivers powered both by the pounding she was getting and the orgasms which were tearing through her. Her back pressed hard against Terry's chest as his Mom slammed down, the sweat from them all sliding down their bodies, first Petra's, then onto Julia and finally Terry, before it soaked the bedding beneath him. Panting with exertion he rammed up, his cock rocketing into Julia's ass and zooming up until his balls hit her ass. Then he was slumping down, still gasping, as his Mom hurtled forward, her strap-on penetrating deep into Julia and making the twentysomething shriek with pleasure again. "Yessss, aaaarrgghhh, yesssss."
Petra grinned and upped her speed, encouraging her son to meet her beat. Julia screamed even louder and it was lucky the windows were double-glazed as else the neighbours might have thought she was being disembowelled her shrieks of pleasure were so loud. "Yessss, fuck me, yessss, aaarrgghhh, I'm cumming, aaaarrgghh." Neither her girlfriend nor her girlfriend's son even paused, continuing to pound away as Julia screamed and caterwauled, her legs waving high in the air and her head pushing back into the crook of Terry's shoulder, "Yessssss," she shrieked once more, almost shattering the mirror opposite.
Terry was panting and sweating now, he was fit, but even so he was holding the weight of his Mom and Julia. His Mom's face was contorting with her effort as well, or perhaps an orgasm which she was keeping in. She forced herself to change her expression and gave him another smile, "Close to cumming?" she asked.
He wished he wasn't, despite the aches in his muscles and the fastness of his breath, he was having a great time sharing Julia with his Mom, but the side-effect of that was no matter how much he tried his cock was ready to spill its contents. He shook his head and tried to think about something else -- it didn't work for long, it never did, so he nodded, "I'm cumming soon."
"Cum in her ass," she instructed. She slammed down once more and then pulled out, allowing Terry to increase his pace for the final lap.
He drove hard and fast, feeling the pressure rising in his balls as they prepared to release. "Fuck," he grunted as he came, his cum spurting up Julia's ass and filling her hole with his white goo.
"Yessss, yessss, yessss, fill me up," Julia squealed as string after string of sperm shot up into her. She lay herself down on his deflating prick, letting it trickle out, though not for long as even as Terry was rolling out from under her his Mom was slipping her cock into the twentysomething's pussy and pounding her hard again. Terry watched, panting and trying to get his breath back, as his Mom fucked Julia for another few minutes, making the younger woman cum repeatedly, until she too was exhausted and slid off her.
The three of them lay together on the bed for a few minutes, sated by the experience.
"That was great," Petra eventually said. "Happy Valentine's."
"Happy Valentine's back," her girlfriend giggled, "I love being shared."
"I enjoyed sharing you," Petra said with a smile, "Especially with my son." She raised her head to look at him, "Something we'll remember forever."
"And hopefully something we can do again?" Julia asked quizzically.
"I'm up for that," said Petra.
"And me," agreed her son; it had been an enjoyable night and the idea of repeat visits was an appealing one, he and his Mom would be growing closer over the next few months, he hoped.
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"Hello," it was the only thing Pam Fields could think to say as she was handed a glass full of wine. She hadn't been sure what she had been expecting when she'd followed the instructions to come to this address, but her instinct had told her to come. Same as it had told her to go to the motel earlier and to reply to the mysterious texts from the equally mysterious A. If she'd thought about it she'd half hoped another naked hottie like Hanna ready to be banged, whilst expecting it would be a blackmailer threatening to divulge her lust for lesbian ass to the world. But if the waiting women were planning to blackmail her they'd done a terrible job of concealing their identities and she also thought that criminals might look a little less welcoming, greeting her with guns and snarls rather than wine and smiles.
"We're the A-Team and we want you to become our newest member" Ella Montgomery gestured with her hands to the other younger women standing around. Pam instantly recognised Alison DiLaurentis, even if the blonde hadn't been all over the news both for her kidnapping and subsequent escape, she had been her daughter's friend. Beside her was another teen of the same age, Pam vaguely recognised her from going to school with Emily. She struggled with the name for a moment, sipping her drink as she thought - it quickly came to her, Mona... Mona Vanderwaal. The final woman was in her early twenties, she was smiling as openly and friendly as the rest. Pam knew her straight away, it was Veronica Hastings eldest daughter, Melissa. Ella smiled, seeming to recognise Pam's confusion, "You'll have questions, I'm sure."
"Yes," Pam was nodding, there were thousands of them crowding in her mind like shoppers jostling through the shop doors on Black Friday.
Ella nodded, "That's natural. But why don't you have a quick look at our photo collection. I'm sure you'll enjoy it, there's a few, um 'faces' you'll recognise." She slid her arm through Pam's friendly and led the other woman over to the set of pictures on the wall, the other A-team members following.
Pam could see that all of the photos were of women, naked or semi-naked, their butts on display. As she got nearer she could see more - that all the women's asses were gaped and opened as if they'd just been vigorously butt-banged and that among the booties on display was her daughter's Emily. The discovery didn't shock or horrify Pam (which was a little shocking and horrifying in itself). She'd known that Emily was a lesbian and looking at the teen's butt she found herself secretly admiring it, wondering what it had been like to fuck, and whether Emily was a good a bang as her friend. She half-turned to Ella, "Have you butt-banged her?"
Ella knew who she was talking about, she shook her head with a smile, "Not yet."
"I have," said Melissa.
"And Ali and I fucked her as well," Mona pointed out another picture of Emily, this time with her ex-girlfriend Paige also displaying a well-used asshole.
Pam felt a touch of jealousy and a flush of heat between her legs. She nodded to show she'd heard the words and turned back to the photos, there were several of Hanna there, unsurprisingly, but her Mom, Ashley as well. And of Spencer and Aria, neither Melissa or Ella seemed put-off by the fact their sister and daughter were on the wall as well, their butts opened and raw. Pam's gaze went from one picture to another, each time wishing it was her who had strap-oned the sexy ass and left it gaping. "You've fucked all these girls," it was a statement.
"Yes, between us," smiled Ella.
"There's Aria there," Pam said.
"Are you asking if the others fucked her or me?" grinned Ella. She pointed to a photo of Aria bent over on her hands and knees whilst around her clustered Mona, Ali and Melissa, all with their fingers hooked into the younger Montgomery's open asshole and pulling it wider. "Everyone enjoyed her, she's a total slut." She moved to point to another picture of Aria, her face reflected in a mirror, her ass open. "I took that moments after I'd taken her anal virginity."
Pam breathed in sharply, both because of what the other Mom had just said and because Aria's ass looked so fuckable. A world of possibilities swum in front of Pam, depraved and disturbing fantasies she shouldn't even consider. "If I join would I get to butt-fuck Emily like you did Aria?"
"Do you want to?" asked Ella.
For a moment Pam paused, then she nodded, "Yes."
"In that case you will and lots of other hot butt as well," Ella said, "We never go short."
"And we share as well," said Alison, "Anyone on this wall is yours, whenever you want. They'll all such fuck-sluts they'll bend over and spread pretty much just for asking."
"Shall we sit down?" Ella took Pam's arm again and led her to the sofa. A large TV sat in front of it, a scene paused Hanna Marin's mouth open above her Mom's cunt.
Alison saw that Pam was staring. She grinned, "They were easily trained."
"And it was fun doing so," added Mona. She took a seat beside Pam as Ella took one on the other side. Melissa and Alison slipped down onto a sofa to the side.
Pam looked at them all, "I...how... what?" the questions were exploding so fast she couldn't answer them.
"Let me start," said Ella, "Have you heard of the Amazons?"
Pam struggled to remember her school days and the Classics, "They're warrior women from Greek legend."
"Yes, except they aren't a legend," Ella said, "Thousands of years ago the Amazon's ruled over a large part of ancient Greece, taking more and more by conquest. The Amazon's themselves were dominant lesbians, male slaves would be used for pregnancy and then discarded, sent to the mines or to work the fields. Male children would be abandoned or if they were lucky sold to a passing slave trader. I'm not defending this, it was different time and more brutal. As for girls, at puberty they'd be taken to the temple, ten at a time. They'd be locked in a room, without food or weapons, dressed just in a simple robe.
"They'd only be let out when nine had submitted to the other and she would become the Amazon. The others would become bitches, just above the female slaves in the pecking order, but still just fuckholes to be used as the Amazons wanted. Do you know how the one who became dominant would win?"
Pam shook her head, "She was stronger I guess, beat the others up until they gave in."
Ella shook her head, "No. Forcing a woman was a sign of weakness, an Amazon who did that would be exiled or worse... No, the Amazons had discovered the power of the mind. You see, not only are women secret lesbians, the majority of them are secretly submissive, there's only a few - perhaps one in ten - who are dommes, who can control the subs and own them. But most women it's buried so deep they never realise. The Amazon's discovered the secrets of unlocking the inner submissive. All the way through puberty the girls were trained to take control, to use words and touch to bend others to their sexual will. Only the best, the most strongest of them would be able to bend nine others and one by one make them her sexual playthings."
"So Hanna was a sub?" that much was obvious, but Pam asked anyway.
"Oh yes," grinned Mona, "One of the most submissive sluts in Rosewood."
"And the Amazons?" Pam had a feeling she knew where it was going.
Ella nodded, "You know the tale of Troy?"
"Ten year siege and Brad Pitt," Pam replied.
"Both the legend and the movie take certain liberties with the truth. Troy was the capital of the Amazon's land, but Paris wasn't a man but an Amazon princess who seduced Helen with the power of her persuasion and took her back to join her harem of sluts. It was an insult too far to the Greeks, that the most beautiful woman in the world was now a lesbian fuckhole. They went to war and destroyed Troy utterly, killing the majority of the Amazons and taking most of the remainder, children mainly, into slavery...
"Oh," Pam had been expecting a happier ending.
Ella grinned, as if she was reading the other woman's mind. "Not all the Amazons were killed or enslaved. A few escaped. They realised that whilst the cities and lands of the Amazons had been conquered, they still had their gift for opening submissives' minds, and bottoms, to their persuasions and that there were an awful lot of sexy hotties out there for the taking. They couldn't act openly or else they'd be destroyed, but covertly they could act, seducing any young bottom they wanted and anally dominating her dyke butt. A secret society was born and slowly it has spread, inducing new members - putting them together in Amazon Teams, or A-Teams."
"You're Amazons," said Pam.
"Yes and if you join us so will you be," said Ella, the others nodding in agreement.
"So how did you become Amazons?" asked Pam, "If Em's a total bottom and so's Aria it's not genetic."
"No one knows who the Gods bestow with their gifts," Melissa said, "Some have it and some don't."
"You can soon learn who has the potential to use it," added Alison, "that's why we approached you, the butt-fucking Hanna was the final test."
"If you're asking how this team formed...?" Ella let the question slide into silence.
Pam nodded.
"There's two more tests to perform..." Ella said, "If you are interested?"
"Yes," said Pam eagerly, the thought of all that submissive bottom was making her throat tighten and her heart beat; she'd jumped through fire to join the A-Team and have it made available.
"We saw how you did when presented with Hanna, a very impressive domination," said Ella, "However how do you fare when presented with an unused sub, one who doesn't even know she's an anal loving slut dyke? That's what we need to know, we need to see how you work your way into her panties."
"Okay," said Pam nervously, not knowing how you seduced a woman who thought she was straight - the team had said there was a way, they hadn't bothered to tell her that. "Do I choose or have you got someone in mind?"
In response Melissa opened a folder and took out a glossy photo. She passed it to Pam. The older woman's eyebrows rose in surprise as she looked at the photograph; it was a shot of a professional woman standing for office, her mouth straight and her face expressionless - all giving an impression of command and purpose, not like what Pam imagined a slut looked like at all. However what surprised Pam was that it was Melissa's Mom, Veronica Hastings. She looked up from the photograph, "Is this right?"
Melissa nodded, "To Amazons family ties are nothing, the team is all and my Mom is a lesbian bottom secretly begging to be broken."
"Are you sure she's a bottom, I always had Veronica down as very Alpha," asked Pam.
"Oh yes, you can tell, there's little signs which give it away. Once you're a member we can teach you them," Alison said.
"But don't worry, for this first time you won't have to go alone," Ella smiled, "You and I are going to dyke DP her."
*
It wasn't often Veronica Hastings went for a morning social someone's house, as a working Mom she didn't have time, especially as she was recently single and also running for Rosewood Mayor. But also she didn't really have friends, as a high powered lawyer she had contacts, clients and acquaintances. So it was nice on one of her rare days off to be invited over by Pam Fields, the Mom of one her daughter's friends for a cup of tea, a cookie and conversation, and even better that it was also Ella Montgomery's non-working day and she had joined them.
Veronica sipped delicately at her tea. It was scalding hot and she carefully put it down on the coffee table in front of her, making sure it was balanced on the saucer that, in turn, balanced on a coaster to make sure none dripped out and stained the table's veneer. Compared to her own lounge Pam's was much smaller with a small couch and just one other comfy chair, in which Ella was sitting.
Pam reappeared from the kitchen, a large plate piled high with sugary cookies in her hand. She offered one to Ella, who raised her hand to decline, before going over to Veronica. "Please take one, they're delicious," she said holding the plate inches from Veronica's nose. Veronica was about to decline, whist she was sure the cookies were every bit as mouth-watering as Pam said she was also sure they were equally fattening. Pam seemed to know what she was thinking as she moved the plate even closer, "I won't take no for an answer."
"Okay," Veronica's willpower collapsed and she took a cookie, with only a twinge of guilt.
Pam put the plate down on the table - not taking one herself, Veronica noticed -and sat down next to her. The other Mom was wearing a perfume that Veronica didn't recognise, but whatever it was the smelt was alluring and attractive, like roses in a garden. She was also wearing a shorter skirt than veronica had seen her wear before, one which only went part way up her thighs. It was good Pam was obviously recovering from her husband's death and thinking about being attractive again, if only with friends in a safe place.
Strangely enough Ella was also dressed more daringly than usual, though most times that Veronica saw her the other woman was just about to go to school or just returning and as a teacher she had to uphold certain standards. She was also wearing a short, if baggy skirt, and a tight top that didn't seem to have a bra underneath. Wearing her own knee length skirt and smart blouse, Veronica felt a little overdressed.
"So, we're three singletons together now," said Pam, kicking out a leg and crossing it over the other.
"That's true," smiled Veronica.
"Any hints?" Pam grinned as well, her leg seemed longer when bare, elongated and smooth, the calve muscles in the lower leg toned as the Mom strained them as she stretched it enticingly.
"I'm not sure I have any," admitted Veronica.
"I'm sure you must," Ella was grinning wickedly.
"Mmnn, yes, spill," said Pam.
"We're alone, no kids around," agreed Ella.
"So, we're going to talk about men?" Veronica said. That could be fun, most of her conversations tended to be on a higher plane; law, politics, economics and with other lawyers and politicians as well as Melissa and Spencer; talking about sex would be a welcome change. And even if she wasn't getting any perhaps it would reboot her confidence and get her back out looking for a new man again. "I got to say though my guy stories are pretty tame."
"Mine too," said Pam, "but I've got some racy stories about girls."
Veronica was a practised lawyer, who'd been at the bar long enough that she was able to conceal her surprise behind a poker face. Even so she had to reach down and take a sip of the tea to give herself a moment to recover from that revelation - which, unless she'd totally misinterpreted, was Pam coming out. It was lucky the cup was at her lips because even her ice-cool demeanour might have quivered a little as Ella said, "Most my good ones are about other women as well."
"So what about you, Veronica, do you have any girl stories?" Pam asked.
Veronica felt so flustered that she thought the other woman had inched up on her so that they were sitting closer together. That was absurd of course, and Veronica made a non-committal comment, "All my stories are really tame, I'm sure."
"Can I tell you a secret?" Pam leant forward conspiratorially, it was hard not to notice that her top was loose fitting and her boobs wiggled under it.
"Of course," said Ella and Veronica nodded her agreement.
Pam grinned, "Last night I fucked a real hot blonde and she was only eighteen."
Veronica did react this time, her mouth opening briefly in surprise, though she quickly closed it. Ella didn't seem to be as surprised though, "You go girl... what was she like, tell us more."
Pam moved closer to Ella, sliding further along the couch; co-incidentally this made her much closer to Veronica as well, so near space the width of a matchstick separated them. Pam grinned widely, "She was this hot blonde senior that I met through adverts on my cell. She was so up for it, so we went to a motel and soon she was totally naked. I equipped myself with a strap-on and fucked her, she was insatiable, a real dirty slut."
Adding to the morning's surprises Veronica felt herself being turned on. It wasn't often that she thought about having lesbian sex, she was, without a doubt straight, but every now and then a little bi-curious imagining would slip into her mind and she'd briefly spend a night fantasising about going down on some hot woman. She wondered if tonight her sexy dreamings would be about Pam. Even now she could find herself thinking about it being her going to a hotel with Pam and dropping to her knees as she licked the other Mom's cunt. She forced herself to sound interested, but just politely so, "Oh, that sounds like you had a good time."
"Oh my... that's great. I'm jealous," Ella sounded much more enthusiastic, "There are so many hot teens around, I tell you as a teacher it can be hell. What do you think Veronica?"
"Yes, there are," Veronica was seldom lost for words, but equally she didn't always want to say too much. Especially as she hadn't thought about it before and now she was she was thinking there were a number of hot teens and come to that older women in Rosewood, and she'd put Ella and Pam in that category as well..
"Too many, I think," said Ella. Veronica thought the other Mom might have briefly winked, but she wasn't sure.
"You haven't heard the best bit," smiled Pam, "Where I fucked her."
"I thought you went to a motel?" Veronica turned, blushing slightly that she was showing so much interest in Pam's lesbian conquest. She decided she'd quickly try and steer the conversation onto safer ground as soon as the opportunity came up.
Pam smiled, shaking her head, "I don't mean where. I mean which hole."
Veronica's eyes widened for a second as the words sunk in, before she lawyer's expression reinserted itself. Still even with her face neutral she couldn't help the patter in her heart or the sexual itch in her pussy.
"Go on, tell," laughed Ella, "You hound Pam..."
"I banged the hottie in the ass, she was a total slut, couldn't get enough of my big dildo in her sweet teen butt," Pam grinned and despite herself Veronica's eyes flickered briefly as the scene of her fellow Mom and a nameless young blonde swam into her mind.
"Mmnnn, that sounds fun," Ella said. Veronica turned to the brunette as she spoke. It must have been an accident or perhaps Ella had moved too quickly in her excitement, but her skirt slipped further up the teacher's thighs than was prudent, especially as her legs were open rather than crossed. A few more inches and there might be a gash flash, something, even with the conversation turning hot and steamy, Veronica was sure Ella didn't intend that. Ella smiled, not innocently "If we're talking about fuckable blonde teens what about Hanna Marin?"
"What about her?" Veronica asked innocently.
Ella answered her own question, "I'd bang her I really would. Every time she comes round I swear she wiggles her ass to tease me and seeing her walking down the corridor at school, I could just so bend her over a desk and butt-fuck her to eternity."
Veronica reddened slightly, not because they were talking about anally banging one of her daughter's best, non-lesbian, friends, but because even as Ella was talking about taking Hanna over the desk a dirty vision appeared in Veronica's head of Ella with a big strap-on. The only difference was that it was Veronica not Hanna who was naked and wiggling her ass at the teacher. Her pussy was steaming and horny as hell. "Anyone for some more cookies?"
She reached forward, grabbing the plate like it was gold. The others made no move to go for the cookies and so after a few seconds hovering it over the table Veronica put it down and leant back, her attempt to change the subject failed. Before she could move again, perhaps to take the teacups into the kitchen Pam's hand was her thigh, resting lightly. Veronica looked down, as if she was imagining the touch and sight would confirm she was going mad. But she wasn't. Pam's hand was resting lightly on her thigh, only the skirt separating it from naked skin. The other Mom wasn't making any movement, it could be accidental or to persuade her that she was a guest and didn't need to tidy up. Veronica wasn't sure, but she couldn't move without pushing the hand off and for some reason she seemed unable to do that. She leant back against the couch and tried a relaxed smile.



She wasn't sure she pulled it off.
"A fantasy about fucking Hanna, she has a sweet butt," Pam grinned widely.
"Oh my God," Ella's mouth opened in surprise and then she laughed, "That blonde teen you butt-fucked, it was Hanna Marin."
"My mouth is sealed," said Pam with false piety, "As was the blonde slut's as I face-fucked her." She squeezed Veronica's thigh.
"You're so lucky," grinned Ella, "though now I discovered Hanna is an anal loving dyke I may see if I can arrange a sleepover when Aria's not home."
"You won't get much sleep," said Pam. Her hand moved slowly up and down Veronica's leg, "though I don't think you'd want much with that hot little lesbian ass spreading in front of you."
"That's true, I'd gape that cute little hole all night, so it'd be no longer so little or so cute," smiled Ella.
"The blonde I fucked, who's name I'm not going to say, would love that, she's a total slut, the biggest anal fucktoy it's been my pleasure to meet," confirmed Pam. Her hand slid up Veronica's thigh, slowly and sensually, surely accidentally... even if Pam was interested, Veronica thought, she wouldn't be trying to seduce her when Ella was just feet away.
"I do love ass," grinned Ella. She got up and walked over, bending over the cookie plate so that her titties strained so much at her top they threatened to bust out. She picked up a small cookie and popped it in her mouth, quickly eating it, as all the time Pam's hand rubbed at Veronica's thigh. Ella didn't return to her seat, sitting down on the other side of Veronica, as close as Pam was, facing towards the other woman so her knees were pressing at the lawyer's thigh.
"You've been quiet Veronica," Pam said, "What about you? Do you love fucking dyke butt?"
Veronica's mind went into a whirl. She was a highly intelligent, professional woman in a high powered and stressful job, but for once she wasn't sure what to say or do. It was Ella who supplied the answer, though it wasn't one Veronica could have said she expected, "Mmmnnn, I don't think Veronica is a top when it comes to lesbian fucking. I think she's a horny Milf bottom."
"Is that true Veronica? Are you a dirty slut dyke?" Pam's mouth was close to the other woman's ear and the movement of her hand on the thigh could no longer be written off as innocent.
"I...no....no I'm not," Veronica forced the words out, though at this moment she wasn't sure it was a big a lie as she'd ever done to get a client off, "I'm not gay, I... I... I'm straight."
"Really?" Ella smiled wickedly. One of her hands reached down to Veronica's other thigh and began to massage it through the skirt. The second hand slid up Veronica's chest and popped open the top bottom of her blouse. Veronica was unable to resist, not that she was literally frozen, but because her mind and body were telling her so many different things, she was straight, she was a lesbian, she was a hard-assed go-getter, she want her ass taken hard. She sat there in a paralysis of indecision. A second button was popped.
"If you were straight you'd be stopping us," purred Pam. She took Veronica's chin in her hand and forcefully turned the other woman's face to hers. Without warning she leant in and kissed her, her tongue driving forward and opening up Veronica's mouth. The lawyer thought about resisting, but the thoughts seemed far away and inconsequential, as if they belonged to someone else. She let Pam's tongue slide over hers and the other woman's mouth move hard and fast against her lips, all the time Pam hand's working over her thigh and Ella fingers unbuttoning her blouse.
She would likely have continued on kissing if Ella's hand hadn't moved from her blouse to her face, gripping her jaw and twisting the head towards hers. The teacher grinned lecherously, "If you were a lesbian domme you'd be taking control, not letting us."
"I..." Veronica wasn't sure what she was going to say, but got no chance anyway as Ella's mouth closed on hers, the other woman's tongue pounding forwards as her lips pressed hard.
Even as Ella was kissing her Pam's hands were reaching up to Veronica's chest, brushing the open blouse aside and pulling down the Mom's bra so her titties popped out. Her fingers slid round one of the nipples, teasing it into hardness. "My turn..." she sniggered and she left the tit and twisted Veronica's face towards her breaking the kiss with Ella.
"Wh...I..." Veronica started again, but Pam was already kissing her, her mouth hard against the lawyers, one hand squeezing a titty and the other back down on the thigh pushing up the skirt. Ella meanwhile had brought her mouth down to the nearest titty and was suckling it enthusiastically, her teeth nipping at the nipple as her lips closed round the flesh surrounding it. Veronica vaguely thought she should do something to stop it, but she was too turned on, enjoying both invasion of her mouth and eating of her tits. Her pussy became even wetter as Pam's hand pushed her skirt up her thighs, so that her panties were exposed. Em's Mom kissed even harder, squeezing the spare tit.
"Mmnnnn, nice and wet," Ella murmured, her hand was up at Veronica's pussy, her thumb and middle finger squeezing the mons through the material. It was damp, Veronica couldn't help it. The other Milf pulled the cloth away from the hole and slid a finger in. Veronica bucked her, body shuddering. Pam's mouth remained clamped to hers, moving violently and vigorously, their lips pressed together like they were glued. Pam's hand went down to the pussy and suddenly Veronica had two fingers in her cunt, her friend's digits speeding down her twat. Juice bubbled.
"I think Veronica's definitely a lesbian bottom," Pam pulled her mouth away and slid the finger that had just been down her friend's hole into it.
"No doubt about it," grinned Ella. She too sucked her cummy finger clean.
Veronica looked between them blushing as they gazed back at her like lioness regarding a gazelle. Her skirt was half way up her stomachs, her blouse open and like loose on her shoulders, as her tits dangled over her bra and her pussy lips were left exposed, the underwear meant to cover them pushed to one side. It was hard to deny she was a lesbian and a submissive one at that. It felt good, as if this was what she'd always wanted to be.
"You a dirty lesbian slut Veronica? A submissive dyke bitch?" Pam purred, her hand gripping hold of Veronica's titty.
"Are you pussy licking, butt spreading, muff lover?" Ella was on the other side of her, stroking and playing with the second tit. Her other hand was on Veronica's thigh stroking it sensually, just stopping short of the soaked and ready pussy.
"Yes," said Veronica. It seemed the only thing to say. From the smiles her two friends gave each other she suspected they'd known for a long time, even before she did, that she was a woman who liked women and for them to be dominant.
"Fingering that wet pussy of yours has made me horny," smiled Pam. She stood up and undid her skirt, dropping it to the floor. She wasn't wearing panties, the only thing over her pussy was a tiny landing strip of well kept dark hair. "I'd like my cunt licked."
"By me? I've... I've not done that before. I've never been with a woman," Veronica blushed; it was embarrassing being a fortysomething lesbian virgin when you were as slutty as she was.
"Yes, by you. You're a pussy hound, so here's some pussy for you to eat." Pam grinned and Veronica found herself swapping places with her friend so Pam was sitting on the middle of the couch and Veronica was standing beside it.
Pam's legs spread and she grinned as she ran a finger over her slit. Beside her Ella was also looking expectantly at Veronica, as if she expected the lawyer to drop all her self-control and go down on her knees to duck her head between Pam's legs. She paused for a moment and then let her instincts take over. Kneeling down on the carpet Veronica shuffled over to Pam, the other Mom opening her legs even wider as she approached, inviting her in. "Slurp my pussy, you dirty dyke."
"Yes," said Veronica, blushing red. Her head dipped. Her eyes were inches from the naked flesh, her mouth nearer. She opened her lips and slowly moved forward, her tongue sliding out. For the first time ever she touched another woman's twat with her mouth. And she loved it. The soft velvety feel, the warmth, the touch of wetness on her lips, she knowledge that she could make Pam cum with just her mouth - it all felt overpowering. Within seconds she was accelerating from a gentle exploratory lick to a full-on muff munching.
"Oooohhh, urrrrrhhhh," Pam moaned. Her hands were on the back of Veronica's head, pushing her further forward. Veronica complied, her mouth moving over the pussy lips and her tongue pressing between them, sliding over the wet flesh. It tasted good and she tongued quicker and harder, trying to find the spots which Pam would enjoy. "OOohhhh, urrrrrhhh, yesssss," Pam gasped as Veronica found them.
"Oh that's good you dyke slut, eat out Pam's cunt," Ella said, though Veronica didn't need to be told. Even as she was speaking the teacher was pulling up her skirt and rubbing at her pussy. She too was pantyless, her cunt as bald and smooth as a pool ball. Her palm went round in quick circles, rubbing at the twat and juicing it up. "Mmmnnn, yes, you're a naughty girl Veronica, slurp out that pussy."
"Ooohhh, yesssss," Pam added, "Eat my wet twat, stick your slutty tongue in it and lap my hole. OOoohhhh, ooohhhh, yesssss, urrrrhhhh."
Veronica's tongue sped up and down, slurping and licking at the soaking cunt. She was in heaven, she knew she shouldn't be, but she was. Eating pussy was what she had been made for, sticking her head between the thighs of a more dominant woman and pleasuring her. It made her feel good and when she felt good she felt even hornier, her hand stole down to her pussy, going under her skirt and sliding under her panties to find her snatch to rub and finger.
"Oooohh, that's it, you slutty whore, eat my cunt," moaned Pam, shuddering in pleasure as Veronica's tongue did it's work.
"You're playing with yourself you dirty skank, that such a whoreish thing to do whilst others are watching" said Ella, who failed to point out her own hand was rubbing vigorously at her own slit. "Mmmnnn, it is hot watching a cunt licker at work."
"Fuuuckk," gasped Pam, "It's even better to experience. That's it you slut, bury your face between my thighs and lick me harder."
Veronica lapped as hard as she could, her tongue moving hard and fast, vigorously pounding over the slit and diving within in. She could taste the other woman's cum, it was heavenly. Her own cunt was dripping, the panties damp with her cum. She rammed her finger down the hole, working it in and out in time with her cunt gobbling. She could feel the trembles and shudders of Pam as she took the other woman to orgasm.
"Ooooohhh, fuuuckkk, Goddddd, shit," squealed Pam, her hands pressing on the couch cushions. "Fuuucckkk, ooooohhh myyyyyy... fuuuucckkk, aaaaarrrghh!"
The gush of warm liquid splashed all over Veronica's face as it exploded out of her friend's pussy. It splattered over her cheeks and chin, stinging her eyes and making her snort and cough as she sniffed it up her nostrils and swallowed it down. The explosion of woman cum seemed to last for ever, though it could have only been a second or at most two. Such was the pressure and amount, veronica was left gasping, her face dripping with juice. Pam let go off the back of Veronica's head and dropped back onto the couch, sated.
The lawyer didn't have time to recover.
"Get your slut face here and eat my cunt," ordered Ella.
Veronica had always thought she was a leader not a follower, however she quickly obeyed, turning round and shuffling between Ella's legs. Her head went down and she began to lick, fast and forcefully. Her hand went down under her own panties again and she began to rub vigorously.
"Don't play with yourself, use those fingers on me," said Ella.
Immediately Veronica pulled her hand out of her own underwear and transferred the digits to Ella, sliding the middle finger into the hole as a prelude to the tongue. It meant she could go deeper, into a wetter and warmer part of the cunt, and her tongue fizzed with excitement as the cum bubbled and broke over it. The Milf teacher, meanwhile, rocked in pleasure as she was lapped to within an inch of her life, "OOoohhh, yessss, go on, eat my cunt. Ohhhh, fuck, you dirty whore, slurp my pussy. Uuurrrhhh, fuuuckkk, yesssss, oooohhh..."
"She's so good, isn't she? Pam grinned as she looked down at the scene beside her. She was recovered from her own orgasm and was rubbing her slit, swirling the lips round in time with Veronica's slurps.
"OOoohhh, Goddddd, fuuuckk yessss," squealed Ella in reply. Veronica's tongue drove deeper, partnered with the finger. The teacher shrieked even louder, "Fuuuckkk, fuuuckkk."
Veronica continued to lap her pussy, flicking her tongue up and down and speeding her finger up and down. She could see from the corner of her eye Pam get up and leave the room. She briefly wondered where the other woman was going, before pushing it to the back of her mind and concentrating on pleasuring Ella. The teacher squeaked and bucked, her entire body shuddering in ecstasy as her pussy was plundered. "OOoohhh, yesssss, ohhhhh. fuuuckkk meeeee."
The cunt juice tasted so good, like some sort of nectar for the Gods. Veronica slurped at it enthusiastically, lapping up the juice like she was an extremely thirsty puppy after a long walk. Her middle finger shoved down, driving apart Ella's tunnel, the nail scraping over flesh. The other Milf squeaked and shuddered her back bending.
"I'm going to fuck your ass now."
Veronica lifted her head from Ella's pussy to look at Pam. The other Mom was almost naked, just wearing a suspender belt and a strap-on, the dildo gleaming with lube. She was holding another strap-on in her hand, at nine inches it was a touch smaller than one she was wearing, but it bulbous head made it look thicker. Casually Pam dropped the second toy on the couch beside Ella.
"You want her to fuck you in the butt?" Ella grinned, looking down at the cum-stained lawyer.
"Yes," Veronica nodded eagerly. Her asshole felt tight and it would be a tough fit and even though she wasn't an anal virgin, it had been six months since she'd last done it with her now ex-husband on his birthday, but she was ready.
"Get back to tonguing my cunt slut," grinned Ella and Veronica obeyed.
Even as she was lapping Ella's hole Pam dominating hands were on her buttocks prying them apart. "I am so going to enjoy fucking this skank asshole," Pam said. She spat down and Veronica could feel the warm liquid trickling between the crevasse and over her rosebud. A finger was pushed in the sphincter and twisted round making Veronica's eyes water, though she knew it was nothing compared to the huge rubber dick that would soon be entering there.
She still continued to lick away at Ella's twat, however in a slight concession to the soon to be pounding, she withdrew her finger and placed both her hands on the floor for balance. Ella didn't say anything, at least not directly; she continued to moan and gasp loudly which Veronica took as a sign the more dominant woman was content.
Behind her Pam pulled out her finger. Whilst Veronica wasn't an expert she guessed this meant that the other Mom thought her ass was ready for dick; if she'd been asked Veronica would have agreed with that assessment - her butt was so ready for dick that it was quivering.
"I'm going to fuck your slut ass from here to infinity and beyond," said Pam.
"Mmnnnn, mmmnnn, sllllrrrp," Veronica tried to show her agreement by licking Ella's pussy extra enthusiastically, her head bobbing up and down as the ran the tongue from top to bottom.
"I think that's a yes, fuck my dyke asshole," said Ella. Veronica's tongue pounding harder at the teacher's cunt, "Oooohhh, uurrrrrhhh."
"Let's fuck some slut butt," grinned Pam and guided the toy to the ass.
For a moment the tip paused, gently pushing at the sphincter as if Pam was unwilling to go in. But the delay was only for seconds and Veronica started in pained shock as the cock entered her hard and deep, stretching the walls further than they'd ever been stretched before. She let out a quick, "Aaaahhh." Before she could make any more sounds Ella had grabbed the back of her head and was dragging it back down to where it belonged. Veronica's mouth opened and she resumed her pussy licking duties. Behind her Pam pulled back and then shoved again. The push was eye-watering, even if not as big a shock as the first thrust. In fact Veronica was almost getting used to it, her ass walls expanding to cope with the intruder. She wiggled her butt and lapped her tongue, showing that both ends were for the others pleasure.
"You're such a whore Veronica," said Pam slamming more of the dick deeper, "An anal fuck slut."
Unable to talk Veronica lifted her ass, raising it to meet the next thrust - actions speaking louder than words. Pam gripped her waist and hammered harder, sending the cock deep into the hole. Veronica's ass was getting used to the intruder, the walls knowing to fall back to let the toy pass, slithering round it as it withdrew so that her hole clamped round the dildo, stimulating the nerves beneath as it passed. Pam was going faster as well, slamming the dildo as deep and hard as she could so that with each thrust her legs cracked against Veronica's cheeks, leaving the skin of both red and blotchy. Veronica continued to raise her butt, meeting every ram forward with her own slide back.
"Oooohhh, ooohhhh, uuurrhhhh," Ella gasped. However much Veronica was working her ass with Pam she was still not forgetting Ella, slurping the teacher's shaven slit as quick and hard as she could. It was strange how no matter how much she licked at the cummy twat the juice never seemed to vanish, more and more oozing out between the lips. It sparkled on Veronica's tongue, swallowed back like ice-cream as she lapped. Ella hands remained on her head, dragging her forward, "Ooohhh, Goddddd, yessss. Eat me you slut, eat my cunt like a fucking whore. OOooohhh you're such a great cunt-licker, mmmmnnnn only a total skank can eat pussy like you are."
"Yes, yes, yes," panted Pam behind her, "This is such a fucking hot ass. I always knew that beneath that cool, clever exterior you were just a fucking cheap whore. No, not even a whore, if you were that I'd have to pay you. You're free, you're a free fucking asshole on legs, who just wants to be anally slammed."
What the others were saying was so true, that Veronica wondered why she hadn't realised before. Why had she spent years trying to combine work, motherhood and being the perfect wife when all she really wanted was to be lesbian dominated. She pushed her ass back and then as Pam pounded her forward, tongued her way into Ella.
The teacher squealed in pleasure, shaking in excitement. "Oh my God, I'm going to cum."
Pam paused, not taking the dick out of Veronica's ass, but not hammering it in either. Veronica took this as a sign to concentrate on pleasuring Ella. Her tongue slammed forward. her hand reaching up to join it, as she pressed her advantage. Ella squeaked some more, her entire body shuddering like there was an artillery bombardment taking place within it. "FFffuuuckk," she screamed and gushed.
Veronica swallowed more of the cum than with Pam. But even so most of it still exploded over her face as she tried to drink it in, splattering over her features and leaving her dripping. "Mmmnnn, nice," murmured Ella, letting go off veronica's head and falling back on the sofa. A relaxed hand reached out for the strap-on, "Time for this."
Pam pulled her cock out of veronica's ass and taking hold of the other Milf's side twirled her round so that she was facing her, rather than Ella. Pam looked down, "I know how much dirty slut skanks like to suck and lick, so whilst Ella's getting ready you can suck my strap-on."



"Oh yes," Veronica said happily. It didn't matter the toy had just been pounding her ass, Pam was right, she was a slut, a dirty, kinky one and she wanted to suck the dick.
Getting onto her knees and opening her mouth Veronica slid her lips along the dick. She was more experienced in giving blow jobs than in anal, even if the cock's she had sucked before been her husband and college boyfriend's. She quickly got into a rhythm, her head bobbing back and forth, as she took as much of the dick into her mouth as she was able to. It tasted bitter, but Veronica didn't mind, it was submissively hot and her pussy was as wet as it could be. even as she sucked her hands were down between her legs stroking at her slit. Cum leaked out and onto her tips.
"Suck it properly, you slut. Get it all in," said Pam. She grabbed the back of Veronica's head and brought her forward.
"Gorrrroorr," grunted Veronica as the cock went deeper into her mouth, pressing first against her cheek and then going further in. Her eyes widened, water clouding them. But she didn't need Pam's hands to drive her forward, now she realised the more dominant woman wanted the cock totally cleaned she pushed herself; ignoring the gagging and the tears in her eyes and the ache in her jaw. "Gorroorr, goorrrooorr," she choked.
"That's it slut," called Ella from behind.
"Suck my toy, slut. Swallow that dick that been in your ass, wash your butt juices from it with your mouth," Pam ordered. She let go off Veronica and put her hands on her hip, content to let the lawyer find her own pace.
Veronica went as fast as she could. Her head moving up and down the cock, each time taking as much as she could in her mouth. She gagged, but she didn't stop, letting the bile run out of her mouth like the aftermath of a college blow job. Her eyes were cloudy and misty from the water in them, but even with her vision blurred she could see Pam's smile as the other woman looked down on her. Veronica tried not to feel pride that she was satisfying someone who must have fucked as many hot lesbians as Pam, but she couldn't help it. Beside her she could hear the flutter of falling clothes as Ella stripped.
"You want to spit-roast the dyke slut?" asked Ella. She wasn't addressing Veronica.
"Yes. Slut, I'm going to sit down. I want your head down my dildo and your ass raised for Ella," Pam gave Veronica her instructions.
The other Mom swiftly moved to obey, popping the cock out of her mouth to crawl over to the sofa and, as Pam sat down open-legged, to position herself between the woman's thighs and bring her head down to the cock. Her lips opened and she took it in, bobbing her head up and down the plastic phallus.
"You've gaped this ass," Ella said as she took hold off her dildo and fed it into the waiting hole.
It slid in a lot easier than Pam's, the walls ready and easily giving way to the bulbous headed dildo. It took only a few thrusts and the plastic dick was all the way in. Ella began to pound harder and harder, rocking Veronica forward. The Mom swallowed and sucked at the cock, dragging her head back up as Ella pulled back and jerking down it as the other Mom rammed forward. Her tits bounced and shook, swinging wildly as she was pounded and slammed.
"Ride the bitch," Pam called out, her hands reached out for the back of Veronica's head pushing her down the dildo so she gagged, soaking the toy in her spit.
"She's such a slut, a real whore," grinned Ella and rammed harder.
Veronica rocked between them, loving every second. It was what she was made for, to be anally fucked by one strap-on as she deep-throated another, both wielded by dommes who knew what they wanted from a lesbian bottom.
And they wanted more. "Let's DP her properly," called out Pam, "You can keep her ass, but let me ram her cunt."
"Good idea," said Ella. She slid her cock out of Veronica's butt and the Milf lifted her mouth from Pam's plastic dong. She turned her round looking for instructions from either of the dominant tops.
Ella moved over to a spare seat, "Come plant that hot little dyke ass on this strap-on,2 she ordered as she waggled the toy.
Doing as she was told Veronica walked over and then turning round lowered herself onto the dildo, slipping all the way down and drooping her legs over Ella's thighs. The teacher was grabbing her waist, balancing her and making sure she was in position as Pam came over, her dildo still dripping from the deep-throating it had just received. "Mmmnnn, this will be hot," Pam paused in front of the others gazing appreciatively down on the hole on offer.
"Yes, fuck me, double bang me," Veronica nodded enthusiastically. She had never imagined when she'd left the house this morning that by the end of it she'd be being dyke-dp'd by her friends. She was glad she hadn't, she'd have probably never left home and not discovered that she was a lesbian submissive, continuing to deny her true self even to herself.
"That's it slut, take my dildo dick," grinned Pam. She went forward, guiding the toy into Veronica's waiting twat. The lawyer gasped in excitement, as for the first time ever she was double penetrated. She'd never even imagined or thought what it would be like, it was too perverse, too kinky, too wrong for her to even consider. But like so much of her old life she was finding she was wrong. The toy slid down her soaked cunt, slowly moving forward, then faster as Pam began to pump. "Take it, bitch, take it all."
"Oooohhh, uuurrhhh, yessss," Veronica moaned. Below her Ella began to push up and down, lifting her thighs to drill the toy into Veronica's asshole, The Milf gasped as her friend's squashed her between them, the clothes she was still wearing hardly an impediment to their naked bodies. She gasped and shuddered as the pleasure flowed through her like lava escaping from a volcano. The ecstasy tore through her and her limbs flailed like windmill sails in a gale until she managed to latch her arms round the pounding Pam. She dragged her friend in, not that Pam needed any encouragement as she slammed hard.
"You dirty whore, taking two dyke dicks at once. You're a slutty lesbo bitch," grunted Pam.
"Ooohhh, yes, yessss. I am a dyke skank. I'm an anal loving whore. I love having big strap-on dicks in both my holes at once," screamed Veronica in agreement.
"Take them both deep, you're just a fuckhole for our dildos, a bitch to be butt-banged whenever we want," gasped Ella. Her hands were on Veronica's tits, squeezing them, kneading them, gripping them hard so the nipples were as erect as concrete bollards beneath her fingers.
Even as she was playing with the tits her hips were working, thrusting the toy deep into the other Milf's anal cavern. It smacked, through the thin wall, at the dildo coming the other way - their connections vibrating through Veronica and making her explode in pleasure. "Aaaarrrghhh, yesssss, aaaarrghhh." Her legs spread out, kicking in the air as her hands gripped at Pam's back. The other woman grinned as she slammed in, her dildo razoring its way down the soaken slit to bang it partner. Veronica's body trembled and shook, her face contorting like she was looking a misshapen mirror. "AAaarrrrghhh, fuuuucckkk, yesssssss."
"You skanky, slutty, lesbo whore."
"Dirty dp'd dyke."
Both Pam and Ella grunted as they pounded her, telling the lawyer what she was. Veronica didn't mind - it was true, she was a slut, a bottom, an anal bitch designed to be fucked by more dominant women. Her life was a facade, all that mattered, all that was really true, was that she was that she needed to be fucked and rammed and treated like the submissive slut she was. "Oooohhhh God, yessssss, yessssss, aaaaarrrghhh!"
The other two women redoubled their speed and velocity, hammering into her like she was just a piece of meat - which, to the dommes, she was. There cocks slammed deep and hard into her holes, expanding the two tunnels and leaving them both aching and excited. It was heaven. Veronica's head fell back, banging against Ella's shoulder. She opened her mouth and screamed out, "Fuuucckk meeee, fuck me harder."
"You heard the slut," laughed Ella, "Ram the fuckhole until it tears."
Pam's efforts redoubled, the dick speeding in so fast that it, if Veronica hadn't had her eyes tightly closed, would have been a blur. It ploughed down, sending juice spurting out, hammering hard, scraping over hidden and secret spots, pressing at the other toy through the membrane wall. Its journey only ending when Pam's body crashed against her, the dick sending Veronica in paroxysms of pleasure. "Aaarrrghhh yesss, aaaarrghh."
"Take it you slut, take our big dildo dicks," panted Pam, driving hard.
"Ooohhh, yeah, fuck you bitch, your holes are ours," moaned Pam behind her.
"Aaaarrrghhh," screamed Veronica in reply, her holes burning like they were on ablaze, even if the fire was a heavenly one. Her body jerked and shuddered, orgasms tearing through it, "Aaaarrrghhh, fuuuckkk, yesssssss."
Sweating Pam pulled out and took a step back, her dildo, erect in front of her, was dripping with Veronica's cum - the lawyer's pussy wetter than she could ever remember. She wiped a bead of perspiration from her forehead, "Get on your knees and suck Ella's toy, I want to take a souvenir picture."
Veronica didn't object, it wasn't her place. Instead she pulled herself off the cock and got down to her knees and slid her mouth over it, bobbing up and down the toy, sucking at the strap-on that had just been reaming her ass. She knew it was humiliating, but it wasn't that she didn't care, it was more she positively revelled in the it, she was a slut and sucking dick that had been in her butt just confirmed it.
As did have photos taken off her well used ass. She could hear the click of Pam's cell as she snapped away, taking picture after picture of the semi-naked lawyer, her skirt up over her waist and her ass gaping as she sucked a dildo.
"Some nice shots," Pam walked over to show Ella the pictures she'd just taken. She didn't show Veronica, thought he Milf imagined they were filthily depraved, an example of the camera not lying.
Ella nodded, "They're good, they'll more than do."
Pam nodded and slapped Veronica's butt, "Thanks for letting us DP you. It was fun."
Veronica pulled her head up off Ella's dildo and looked at the two tops, "Oh yes. We can do it again?"
"We've got your number if we want another butt-fuck," Pam said, slightly dismissively as if she was unlikely to call it. "Ella and I are going to take a shower to wash ourselves down. Let yourself out..."
She reached to Ella, taking the other woman's hand and leading her up the stairs.
For a moment Veronica watched them retreat, then she stood up and began to readjust her bra.
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It wasn't unusual that Melanie Danes was the last person in the workplace (the night-watchman had a small hut next to entrance and only came into the main building on his regular rounds, being more content to sit there and read his books), the warehousemen and operations staff knocked off at four and the sales staff and admin at five; very seldom were any of them there past that time. As the owner Melanie regularly arrived before her staff and left after them. However, normally, she wouldn't be in the restroom putting the final touches to her make-up, making sure her blonde hair was brushed and undoing her blouse one extra button.
However, tonight was different, instead of spending several hours looking at figures and sales pitches, tonight was date night with her sexy girlfriend -- the first proper date since she and Ashley had agreed they were an item. Admittedly the only people who knew they were dating were the two of them, as her girlfriend was her daughter and whilst Melanie was absolutely sure it was right, not everyone in society agreed (though she was sure they would have done had they known how incredible the sex was with a hot eighteen year old).
She gave herself another look in the mirror and convinced she still looked sexy enough returned to her office. Ashley had said she'd be over at seven and knowing her daughter she'd be exactly on time. As she had thought there was a buzz on her phone dead on the hour and she picked it up to the watchman who explained her daughter was at the front gate. After confirming she was expecting her and to let her in, Melanie put down the phone, shut down her computer and waited for the teen to arrive.
Within a few moments there was a knock on her office door, together with a voice calling through, "It's me Ashley."
"Come in," said Melanie.
The door opened and in came her daughter. Gone was the dowdy and shapeless jumpers which had previously hidden her plump melons, also missing were the slacks that used to waft loosely as she walked. Instead she was in a close fitting pullover, which clung over her bosoms making them seem even bigger and juicier and pair of tight jeans which accentuated her ass as she walked. Her hair was brushed and slightly curled, rather than quickly tied back into a ponytail; there was even a hint of lipstick. Melanie grinned a greeting, "Hello sexy."
"Hi Mom," her daughter gave a sexy smile back, "I'm not late am I?"
For a moment Melanie considered teasing her and pretending that they agreed to meet at six, but she decided not to as there was too big a risk that her daughter would take it seriously, instead she said, "Just in time" and got up from her desk, reaching for her purse, "Ready?"
"Yes," Ashley nodded, "I'm really excited about our date."
"Me too," agreed her Mom as she led the teen to the parking lot. "We'll take my car," she said, "I can drop you off here tomorrow, so you can drive yours to school."
Her daughter nodded her agreement and headed towards her Mom's car. Melanie opened the doors as they approached and got in the driver's side, as her daughter slid into the passenger seat. She was so tempted to kiss the sexy teen beside her, to slide her mouth over Ashley's and have her hands explore her nubile body. But she resisted, the night-watchman wasn't overly observant at times (he was on minimum wage, so she didn't expect him to be Columbo), but even he might question why she was making out with her youngest daughter. She turned the ignition and headed towards the gate, "I was thinking we could get a bite to eat, before the movie," she said, raising her hand to give a wave at the watchman as he opened the gate. "Pizza okay?"
"Sounds good," her daughter replied.
It took them fifteen minute to get to the Mall where both the eateries and the movie theatre were. As it was nearer forty minutes from their house the chances of anyone from their neighbourhood or Ashley's school being there were remote, and whilst there may be a few people from the work there, hardly any of them would have seen Ashley apart from the an old photo of her and her sister on Melanie's desk -- and the teen was unrecognisable from that. So it was with some confidence Melanie took hold off Ashley's hand; for a second the teen looked like she was about to recoil in panic, but then she stopped as her Mom squeezed it reassuringly and said, "Don't worry, no-one will recognise us."
"I'm alright, I'm just not used to being out in public with a date, it's more you being my girlfriend than being my Mom," Ashley blushed, "That sounds a bit stupid I know."
"It's endearing," her Mom smiled, "But I'm really glad you don't mind, I like people thinking 'who is that teen hottie that old woman has pulled'."
"You're not an old woman and I'm not a hottie, I'm a bit of a geek still," her daughter replied, though she also seemed to be relaxing after her initial fright.
Her Mom shrugged and smiled, "You're a hottie to me."
Her daughter blushed at the compliment, but didn't argue anymore, instead walking with her Mom into the Mall. No-one immediately screamed out they were a Mom and daughter, in fact hardly anyone even reacted, a lesbian couple was commonplace enough not to attract comment anymore and those few who did glance at them it was mainly with envy that a fortysomething was dating an eighteen year old, especially one as sexy as Ashley actually was once she made a little bit of effort. They had plenty of time, so they did a little bit of window shopping in the boutiques, pausing especially long at the lingerie shop, for Melanie to decide what she was going to get for her daughter's secret Christmas present (which would be opened in private when her other daughter wasn't around).
"A table for two," said Melanie as they entered the pizzeria. The waiter, seeing they were obviously a couple, led them over to a discreet booth, handing them the menus as they sat down, before withdrawing to allow them their privacy.
Melanie slipped her hand across the table to caress the back of her daughter's. Ashley blushed a little, but kept it there. Her Mom grinned and continued skimming her fingers over the flesh, she'd obviously done a lot more when they were alone together, but this was as sexual as they'd got in public, even if the occupants of the booth could only be seen if you were right next to it. The teen fidgeted a little, obviously still a little nervous, but equally obvious not wanting to make it seem that she was and cause an upset on their date; her consideration for others feelings made Melanie proud that she'd been brought up right.
The waiter came, not showing any interest that the two lovers were touching across the table, though sensing her daughter's unspoken discomfort Melanie gently removed hers as she turned to the waiter and ordered the pizza for two they'd agreed on, together with their soft drinks. Conversing casually, she slipped her hand back towards Ashley as soon as the waiter had gone and this time the teen took it in hers, rubbing her thumb over her Mom's fingers as Melanie did the same to her. They chatted happily, like lovers they were, not the Mom and daughter which was less important to them than it had been. It seemed no time at all until the food arrived, though the waiter apologised for the length of time they'd been waiting.
The meal finished they went over to the movie theatre, Melanie would have preferred a romantic comedy or at least something vaguely funny, but Ashley had been mentioning some worthwhile drama and Melanie had agreed to let her daughter choose -- especially as it was her who normally chose their evening movies at home (often, but not always, lesbian porn, which they both enjoyed before bedtime).
The movie might have been critically acclaimed and important as a vital bit of social realism about the days to day lives of the poverty stricken underclass in the slums of Brazil. It was also not popular with the Mall's denizens, if they weren't the only people who'd bought a ticket for it, they did double the numbers. If Melanie was paying for a movie that she was only going to to please her daughter she was going to choose the best seats, which in her case was the back row -- the cashier smiling knowingly as she took the credit card.
Holding the popcorn bucket under one arm she took her daughter's hand with the other, swinging it gently as they walked towards the screen. It was perfect timing, the adverts just coming to an end as they entered and the trailers beginning. Melanie glanced at the seat numbers, not that it mattered as the entire back row was empty, the only other people placing themselves right at the front where they'd have had to crane their necks to look at it. Taking a seat she opened the popcorn and put it on her knee, "Help yourself," she said to Ashley as the teen fidgeted around, trying to take off her coat and put down her bag in the semi-darkness.
The teen nodded, eventually making herself comfortable, her head lying across her Mom's shoulders and her hand entering the popcorn basket. Melanie relaxed and watched the trailers, they were suitable for this movie, none of them being for anything she'd watch (unless she had the added benefit of Ashley snuggled up beside her). Her daughter seemed more interested, her hand moving rhythmically in and out of the bucket and to her mouth as she ate at the popcorn. On several occasions Melanie timed it so her own hand reached in at the same time, her fingers brushing at her daughter's skin sensually if briefly. On the screen, the movie was starting and Melanie quickly realised that her initial assessment of it as being worthy but dull was probably underselling it on both points; she resolved to make a charitable donation to a street children charity as she struggled to keep her eyes open. Ashley seemed to find it more enjoyable, her eyes glued to the screen as she ate the popcorn. Finishing it she placed the bucket carefully on an empty seat (so the cleaner wouldn't even have to bend to pick it up) before placing her hand in her Mom's and squeezing it; that made the boredom worthwhile.
Eventually the credits rolled and the lights came on as the movie ended on a suitably downbeat note. "What did you think?" Ashley asked as she reached for her jacket.
"Interesting and thought provoking," Melanie lied. Luckily she didn't have to say anything else as her daughter spent the next five minutes regaling her with what she thought the movie had said and the real meaning of some of the slightly weird dream sequences which had been latched in as if half-way through as if the director had felt the movie made too much sense.
Hand in hand they went to the parking lot. "Do you know Burview Heights?" asked Melanie as the unlocked the car doors.
"Yes, it's just a few miles out, off from the Darlington woods isn't it?" her daughter knew everything, "There's nothing there."
"You can see the whole city from there, all lit up," Melanie said, it's solitude was its advantage as there was nothing to spoil the view; it was also where, when she was a teen, she'd gone in her car to make out and she saw no reason why her daughter shouldn't have the same experience. "Let's go up there."
"Sure," smiled Ashley, "It's still early."
Burview Heights was deserted when they got there, in Melanie's youth there'd have always been a car or two containing teens passionately making out (or more) -- perhaps it had fallen out of fashion or modern teenagers no longer used the back seat of their cars for their formative sexual experiences. She turned off the engines and the lights, so that they were sitting in the darkness and almost silence, the glow from the city below and the stars above the only illumination and the only sounds that off their own breathing.
Melanie got out and stood on at the edge of the bluff looking down on the buildings shining brightly below. Her daughter joined her, "It does look beautiful," she said as she stared down at the glowing trails as car's headlamps marked out the roads.
There was a slight chill in the air, enough that as Melanie slipped her arm round her daughter's waist and pulled her closer that she could feel the warmth of the teen's body. "It is a view," she said, remembering the times she had seen it whilst drinking beer, smoking a spliff and getting her pussy eaten; she certainly wouldn't take pot anymore and she was sure Ashley was too strait-laced for drugs (Hazel was another matter and her Mom thought it best not to think too hard about what experiments her elder daughter was trying at college). She hugged her younger daughter closer, gripping her waist so that the teen couldn't have escaped even if she wanted to; not that there was any sign of that as Ashley's arm was round her Mom as well, her own fingers brushing over the Milf.
Turning her head slightly, Melanie lowered it. Her daughter anticipated it, turning towards her Mom and mouth ajar, so that as her Mom landed, she met with a pair of moving lips, opening and pressing against hers. Their tongues teased forward, slipping and slithering over each other's, exploring and probing, passionately intertwining and twisting as they kissed. Melanie shifted so she was standing facing her daughter, her hand moving from the teen's waist to her butt and the second hand soon joining it, squeezing at teen's round rump through the tight jeans. Ashley's kisses grew more impassioned as she pushed herself harder at her Mom, Melanie feeling the teen's large bosoms through her sweater, her own nipples stiffening with excitement and standing out against her blouse. She gripped Ashley's ass even harder, her fingers pressing down against the soft cheeks, pushing through the denim. The view was lovely, but this was why she'd really brought her daughter here.
They carried on kissing, their tongues exploring each other's mouths, as their hands explored their bodies. Melanie shivered as she felt her daughter untuck her blouse and then slide her cold hands up over skin; she didn't complain as they'd soon warm up against her flesh and she in turn was unbuttoning her daughter's jeans to loosen them enough that her own could slip in under the denim and light cotton panties to stroke and grip direct at the teen's buttocks. She squeezed them hard, hearing her daughter moan in excitement, her mouth swiftly returning to her Mom's with renewed eagerness, her tongue swiping forward and back like a snake defending its eggs. Melanie own tongue counter-attacked, shooting forward like a hungry mongoose, trampling over the teen's flexible tongue and dominating her mouth; her hands moved upwards, gripping the hem of Ashley's sweater and pulling it up. The teen broke the kisses long enough for her Mom to lift it over her head before resuming them, her mouth moving and pressing at her Mom, as Melanie's hands brushed over the teen's naked flesh.
The teen pressed against her Mom, her bosoms only just held in place by the bra she was wearing -- smaller and sexier than those she'd used to wear. Melanie's hands continued up the back, coming to the strap. She was about to unclip it, but the night was starting to get cooler. "Let's get back in the car," she said.
Her daughter looked disappointed, though equally she gave a small shiver as the night air bit at her exposed skin, "Okay, but things were just getting fun."
"Who said we've finished?" her Mom tittered and opened up the back door.
She slid across the seat as her daughter joined her. Melanie reached out again, finding her daughter's bra clip and this time she undid it, dropping the small slip of material onto the floor. The two tits bounced free, the nipples stiff and erect. Without saying a word Melanie leaned forward and began to suckle hard at the nub, like she was the baby and her daughter the nursing mother. Ashley groaned and shuddered as Mom sucked her nipple into her mouth, gently teasing at the teat with her teeth. There was so much about her daughter that was adorable and sexy, but her breasts had to be near the top of a long list. Melanie continued to slurp and suck them eagerly, pressing her daughter back so that she was leaning against the car door, Melanie half across her. The teen moaned and shook, her hands reaching down to her jeans, pushing them down to her thighs and sliding her hand under her panties, which bulged and stretched as she worked her pussy.
Melanie continued to suckle the juicy tits, shifting from one to the other and then back again, giving both equal attention. At the same time she was helping her daughter pull her jeans even lower and then her panties, exposing the teen's hand as it rubbed at her soaking hole. "MMnnn, yes," moaned Ashley in passion, her head gently banging at the car window as she shuddered in enjoyment, "Suck my tits, Mom, mmmn that feels so good."
Her Mom's mouth opened wider as she gorged deeper on the succulent tit, her teeth scraping at the plump flesh and her tongue flicking at the erect nipples. Her daughter's bosom was magnificent, so lovely and suckable, the teen always going wild when her Mom's mouth latched to her titties; if the car had exploded right then, they'd have both died happy. But as it didn't Melanie moved to the other tit and gave it the same loving as it's twin, sucking it in deep and playing with it, as her daughter shivered and rubbed at her cunt, "Oh, yes Mom, yes, do that thing with your tongue, oooohh, I love it."
With her hands free Melanie pressed down on the seat, pushing her daughter down beneath her. The teen shivered and shuddered, her legs trapped by her jeans and panties down at her knees, but equally making no attempt to escape from her sensual predicament. Moving her hand again Melanie gripped her daughter's wrist and forcefully moved it away from the teen's pussy, "Don't stop," moaned Ashley, momentarily misunderstanding her Mom's intention.
Melanie was enjoying herself too much to even consider halting, instead she drove three fingers into her daughter's soaking, but tight, snatch. The teen convulsed as she was penetrated, gasping even louder and banging her head so hard against the door you could hear the clunk. Melanie started to thrust had, driving her digits deep into the delectable hole. Soon her fingers were soaked with the teen's cum as it gushed from the walls. The Milf drove harder and faster, making the car rock with her energetic slamming. Her daughter squealed and gasped, her head continually knocking at the door as she climaxed repeatedly. "Yessss, oooohhhh, yesss, yesss, please keep going, never stop, ooohhh this is so good, oooohhh fuckkkk, yessss!"
Cum squirted out of the teen's cunt, a geyser of clear liquid splattering all over Melanie's thighs and the back seat. The Milf made a mental note to ask the valet to give the leather upholstery a good scrubbing next time she took it in for cleaning and then plunged her fingers harder into the hole. The warm, wet walls clung tightly to her fingers, making a slurping sound with every hard thrust. The teen was shrieking and screaming with pleasure, it was lucky the bluff was no longer popular, as it would have been obvious that they were doing a lot more than necking and making out. "Yessss, yessss, arrrrghhhh," Ashley cried, her hands pressing at the headrests on the front and the back seat. Her ass was lifting off the back seat, her spine bending as she levitated, held up only by her hands and heels, "Aaaarggghh, aaaaargghhh," her climactic screams were loud and impassioned.
Melanie wasn't stopping, even as the teen fell back again, her Mom was puckering her fingers closer together so they made like a duck's beak, her palm and little finger crossing against her palm. She drove in, not stopping until she got to the final set of knuckles, her hand forced to a stop by the tightness of the hole. The teen screamed and shrieked, her body shuddering like she was attached to the mains. Melanie drew back and thrust again, putting her full weight behind it. Her fingers shot forward, pushing the wet tunnel walls aside. This time she didn't stop as her knuckles squeezed past the entrance and deeper into the hole, the back of her hand skimming across the soft pink insides. The teen shrieked louder and then even louder as her Mom's hand continued on in down to the wrist.



"Like that baby?" Melanie lifted her mouth from the soaked tit, her saliva covering the erect nipple.
"Oh God, yes," moaned her daughter, "You're in so deep."
Her Mom started to ram in and out, each thrust making the walls weaker and more flexible so she could go faster and harder. Ashley moaned, her breath coming in ragged gasps, her face contorted and twisted, her teeth biting against her lower lips and her browed creased as she screwed her eyes tightly shut, her bosom bounced and jiggled up and down as she convulsed and shuddered like she was having a fit, "Aaarrrghh, yesss, make my pussy a glove for your hand, stuff it all in, aaaarrgghh, yesssss!"
Drawing her fingers into a fist Melanie punched away like she was a boxer, her arm working itself like a piston as she pounded as fast as she could. The cunt streamed cum all over her hand and down her wrist as she went in deeper than she'd ever been before. She had fisted a few girls over the years, but she thought her daughter was the tightest, she'd never had something this big up her pussy, even the largest dildos they'd used were thin compared to Melanie's arm. She pounded away, feeling with each punch the grip of the wall against her wrist like it was trying to grasp her and stop the pounding; and each time it failed as Melanie slammed forward, beating back the resistance. But if her cunt walls were putting up a futile resistance, Ashley was fully into her, pushing herself against her Mom's hand and screaming in climactic pleasure with every blow, "Yessss, aaaarghhh, yessss, fill me with your fist, pound my pussy, aaarrgghhh, I'm cumming so bad."
Melanie grinned, pleased at the new level of kink she was bringing to their already taboo relationship. Sure a finger was fun and a nice thick dildo even better, but nothing filled a hot and sexy pussy as tightly as a fist. She pounded as with as much strength as she could muster, Ashley would be sore and limping tomorrow, but for the orgasms she was getting now, she was sure her daughter would agree it was worth it. The teen screamed again, her head knocking at the door and her ankles getting tied up in her jeans and panties that were wrapped round, "Oh my God, fist me harder, hammer my pussy open," she screamed.
Her Mom did so. "Take this, mmmnn, you're pussy is so warm, it's steaming, your cum is like lava is so hot," she grinned as her elbow ratcheted back and forth, "Let me fist fuck that sexy little cunt wide open, I'm going to leave you as loose as an ill-fitting dress." Her fist pounded in deeper to soaked hole, another blast of cum shooting out like a suddenly unblocked hose. The warm liquid squirted up Melanie's arm and over her blouse, soaking it to her skin. She didn't mind, it'd go in the laundry later. "Your pussy fits my hand so well."
"Yesss, yesss, I'm am so cumming," screamed the teen, her pleasure obvious "Oh my God, oh fuck, oh my fucking God," the orgasms must have been intense as Ashley didn't swear often, even during sex. Her Mom pounded in, going as far as she could, the pussy gripping well up her wrist. She could feel Ashley's walls tensing and contracting around her arm, she closed her arms to sense the teen's vibrations and shudders, so hard that the car was rocking with her. "Aaarrrghhh," Ashley screamed so hard that her Mom's eardrums almost burst, "Aaarrrghhh yessss, yesssss, yessss, fuuccckkk!"
Melanie pulled out her fist with a pop, cum was dripping from it in waves, further soaking the expensive upholstery; she would give the valet an extra tip, though he hopefully wouldn't guess why.
She grinned down at her daughter, the teen gasping as she tried to regain some semblance of balance after her climactic orgasm, "How was that?" she asked, though she knew the answer.
"Wonderful," her daughter moaned, "I've never felt anything so intense, I thought my entire body was about to explode."
Her Mom leaned forward and kissed her, slowly, seductively, "You enjoyed our date then?"
"The best," her daughter agreed, "I want to do it again soon."
"Me too," Melanie smiled.
*
"That's good," Melanie said to herself as she settled herself on the couch after dinner. It had been a long, hard working week and whilst the regular sex with her daughter in the evenings had certainly helped make it bearable, she was extremely glad it was Friday and the weekend was started. Ashley was following her into the main room, a glass of wine in each hand; whilst it had been impossible to persuade the teen to regularly have a glass when they were home alone, at least on school nights, lest she get into the habit, Melanie had managed to persuade the teen that uncorking a bottle for the two of them to share was perfectly permissible if they could lie in the next day. The teen put the glasses on the coffee table in front of them and tugged at the hem of her very short skirt, before giving a little wiggle.
"You're fidgety tonight," her Mom said.
"Am I?" Ashley said with that faint air of fake innocence she used to give on the few times she'd been naughty as a child.
Melanie could have pushed it, but she'd also learnt that when Ashley pretended to be innocent she could become extremely stubborn, as if she came to believe what she was saying was the truth; it was also such a minor thing Melanie mentally shrugged and placed it in the 'little mysteries, not worth worrying' compartment in her mind. Patting the seat next to her invitingly she said, "What do you want to watch tonight?"
"Something artistic and French," Ashley said; Melanie's poker face obviously wasn't as good as she thought it was as her daughter immediately giggled, "Don't worry I'm joking, I wouldn't subject you to two foreign language movies in a week."
She sat down, swivelled uncomfortably for a second or two, before frowning and leaning into her Mom. Not for long though as she immediately stood up, jiggled a little and sat down again, sliding across and up and down the seat until she found a position she was vaguely comfortable in against her Mom.
"Ants in your pants?" asked Melanie and there was no answer and she wasn't expecting anyway she quickly continued, "So? Any choice?"
"We could watch a pornographic one?" her daughter said, still with the air of fake innocence.
Her Mom grinned as she reached for the remote, it seemed that Ashley was horny, not that it surprised her, one thing she'd discovered was that her daughter had hidden reserves of passion and once they'd become lovers she was no longer shy about letting it out; Melanie had wondered when they started together whether she'd be the one who initiated sex, and often she was, but equally often it was her sexy daughter, not even waiting until they were up in the bedroom to begin the night's activities. "That sounds a good idea," she clicked through to her porn movie collection, exclusively lesbian. "Anything in particular?" It was polite to give her daughter the chance to choose, especially as she'd always previously chosen something they'd both enjoy, but if Ashley passed it back to her Mom to make the choice, as she often did when they watched porn, Melanie had just the movie in mind.
Surprisingly this time she had a suggestion and even more surprising was what she suggested, "We could try one of those lesbian anal movies? You like them right?"
"Yes," said Melanie, trying to sound laid back and relaxed rather than overly enthusiastic, as it's what she would have chosen. She had been trying to get her daughter relaxed about anal sex for a few weeks now, showing her plenty of sexy ass action between two women, with a planned preponderance of older women using strap-ons in their younger lover's butts. The teen had squirmed uncomfortably at first, but was soon accepting of them and perhaps, given her use of the plug in their photo-shoot, even thinking about trying it herself. Melanie didn't want to be too forward in suggesting they do it, she was certain that with careful coaxing she could persuade her upright daughter to take one in her most taboo hole, and that if she took it slower the teen was more likely to be wanting to try it and willing to come back for more once she had. The worst outcome, for Melanie, would have been pressurising Ashley too quickly, so that the teen decided she disliked it before she'd even tried it.
She flicked down until she came to a movie, "Mommy taught me anal" which was full of actresses, carefully making sure they announced that they were step-Moms before sodomising their experimenting step-daughter's with strap-ons. There wasn't much plot, in most of the scenes the teenager wanted to try anal sex with a boyfriend, but was afraid they wouldn't know where to begin, as the title said, their fake Mom's taught them anal, usually so well that the teen's became instant experts, riding the toys like they were pros (which they were). Still if the acting was risible, the dialogue unspeakable and the direction perfunctory, it had lots of hard anal action and the two Danes were soon engrossed in it, sipping sparingly at their wines
Eventually the hard anal pounding came to an end, with the last couple kissing passionately on their lawn as the screen faded to black. "I enjoyed that," said Melanie, her hand falling to squeeze one of her daughter's plumps bosoms through the teen's tight top, "What did you think?"
"I enjoyed it as well," Ashley tittered. She'd hardly sat still for more than a few moments, continually squirming and shifting, rubbing herself against her Mom, adding to the older woman's enjoyment. "Do you want to go to bed now?"
It wasn't yet nine so it was unlikely Ashley was planning to go to sleep. Her Mom grinned, "Yes."
Her daughter grinned impishly as she stood, wiggling her ass and saying "I'll just go get washed and join you in a minute."
It was more than a minute, though not much more. It had allowed Melanie to clean her own teeth and remove her make-up in her en-suite, as well as slip into a pair of stockings and a sexy bra. She was just deciding on what strap-on when the door opened and in slipped her sexy daughter, in a small translucent nightie which covered, but didn't conceal her tits and didn't even cover that for her shaven slit. The teen sidled in sexily, licking her lips seductively as she eyed her Mom's lingerie. "I see you're ready for me," she said coyly, coming further into the room.
"More than ready," her Mom growled as she returned her daughter's eyeing with a lust filled gaze of her own.
The teen giggled and turned around, presenting her back to her Mom and wiggling her ass. Between her round cheeks Melanie could see the glint of a plug handle, the toy itself encased in the teen's back hole. She looked ravenously as Ashley reached round and pulled the cheeks apart, giving her Mom an unimpeded view of the toy handle, "What do you think?" she said, smiling as her Mom, as she turned over her shoulder.
"Very nice," said Melanie, which was an understatement. Her daughter had used the plug before, when they'd done their photo-shoot and seemed to have enjoyed it, certainly if she was using it again.
The teen wiggled her ass again, bouncing it up and down sexily. Melanie's mouth felt dry with lust. Was it an invitation? Had her daughter decided to go further in their taboo relationship? Melanie hoped so, but it was important to tread carefully -- if she was close, and she thought she was, to having lesbian anal sex with the teen, she equally didn't want to spook her, like a gazelle who suddenly spots the tiger creeping towards it. She moved forward, slipping behind her daughter and reaching round to take hold off her bosoms, squeezing them together through the thin material. "How does the plug feel?"
"Good, once you get used to it," her daughter purred, arching her back and pressing it against her Mom, making the older woman pussy dampen. "I put it in to watch the movie," she added.
Her Mom slid her hand lower, over the teen's stomach, pressing the thin material against the skin, going down until she found the slit. It was moist already as Melanie began to stroke the lips with her thumb, feeling her daughter shiver in anticipation. "A plug is fine, but it's much smaller than the ones we saw on the TV," she explained, though she had a feeling her overly intelligent daughter would already know that.
"They'd be a very tight fit up my bottom," her daughter giggled, still pushing her sexy body back against her Mom, enticing her. "I guess that's why you use plugs -- for preparation."
"Yes," her Mom agreed, "It helps to open your butt for the bigger toys. Then there's lube as well, if you oil the dildo it slides up easier as well."
"The porn actresses looked like they enjoyed it, even the ones who were reluctant at first," said Ashley.
"I'm sure they did," Melanie said, and then because it was important that her daughter knew what to expect so she wasn't lulled into a false sense for her first time, "It can be uncomfortable, if you're not used to it, even a little sore, but it's worth it."
"Mmnnn, it looked like it," her daughter grinned, "Are you okay with me trying it with you? I want to have you strap-on my ass."
"I'd love to," grinned Melanie. "But before we use the strap-on, why don't I open your hole a bit wider with a smaller dildo, get it used to it, before I put the strap-on in."
Her daughter nodded her agreement and Melanie guided her towards the bed, before opening the drawer where she kept her sex toys. She perused them for a few moments before choosing a six incher, it was the same width as the plug, but longer; the perfect toy for continued preparation of her daughter's sexy ass. She then pulled out the anal lube she'd hidden under a sweater and squirted a generous amount onto the toy, turning towards her daughter as she rubbed it in. Ashley was lying on her back, her legs pulled way up in the air so that her ass was pointing towards her Mom, the plug still encased in it. She was smiling eagerly.
Her Mom grinned back, she was looking forward to this, but it was best to be slow and prep her daughter properly. She put down the lube and approached her daughter, getting onto the bed and kneeling over her. "I'm going to take the plug out now," she said and reached for the lid with her spare hand. There was a small pop of air as she pulled it out, the sphincter open, though not as gaped as it was going to be. She dropped the plug onto the bed and instantly replaced it with the dildo, taking a tight grip on the end as she slid it in. The first few inches went in without effort, the plug having done its work, then there was a grunt from her daughter as the dildo went into virgin territory. "Relax," smiled Melanie, her thumb rubbing over the teen's pussy, as she pulled the dildo back a bit, before pushing it in. She put in just enough effort for it to push apart the walls without tearing forward, allowing her daughter to get used to the toy and stimulating her pussy with her spare hand so that any discomfort was twinned with a rising pleasure. "How's that feel?"
"Uuhh," her daughter grunted, "A bit strange, like something is in there that shouldn't be."
"You'll soon get used to it, reach down and rub your clit as I dildo you, it'll take your mind off the discomfort," Melanie instructed and worked the toy in more. Ashley did as she was told, reaching down to stroke at her cunt. As she rubbed at her bud with her fingers, Melanie held up the teen's leg, massaging the calf as she did and continued to work the toy in and out. Slowly at first, not going much deeper than the plug, but gradually deeper and faster, prepared at any time to slow down if Ashley thought it was too uncomfortable. Luckily the teen seemed to be coping, resting her head back on the bed and looking up at the ceiling, letting out small moans of pleasure as her fingers slid over the clit. Melanie grinned to herself and began to thrust harder, "How's this?"
"Mmnnn, okay, I think I'm getting used to it," Ashley replied, "Rubbing my pussy helps, you're right."
"The more you relax the easier it is," her Mom said knowingly; it wasn't the first lesbian ass she had banged.
She moved harder and faster, driving the toy deeper. Her teenage daughter, letting out an passionate moan, her eyes closing and her teeth biting at her lower lip as she shivered in pleasure. Melanie grinned at the sight; her daughter was so sexy and hot, her cute ass made for dildoing -- and whilst it was fun to do it with a handheld, it would be even better to fuck her with the strap-on and feel the toy rubbing at her own cunt with each thrust. The thought made her drive the toy quicker into Ashley's asshole, grinning with excitement as the teen gasped and moaned, shuddering in excited pleasure, "Ooohhh, yeessss, ooohhhh."
The teen's feet danced in the air, her back bending as the orgasms washed through her, "Oh my God, Mom, this feels so good."
"It'll feel even better soon," her Mom promised, her fingers joining her daughter's as the two of them rubbed at the teenage cunt, skimming over the lips and against the clitoris. Her other hand gripped the dildo and shoved it in the hole, twisting it as she did so that the plastic rubbed round the sensitive walls. The teen gave another squeal of pleasure, her breasts bouncing within her thin nightdress. Melanie wrist ached as she thrust forward as hard and quick as she could, the toy opening her daughter perfectly, the teen enjoying it loudly. "Take it baby," Melanie said, "All the way in."
She thrust as deep as she dared -- not wanting to have to go to hospital to remove a dildo stuck in her daughter's ass. Ashley appreciated it, "OOhhh, yesss, this is good, ooohhh this feels so hot, I'm cumming from my ass, oooohhh, I didn't know that happened."
Her Mom grinned, "It's even better than when you come from having your pussy fucked isn't it?"
"Oh God yes," the teen grunted, her back bending and her eyes flicking wide open as an orgasm hit her like a kick in the stomach, "AArrrghhh."
"Wait until I fuck it properly with the big strap-on," her Mom grinned.
"Do it, I want your strap-on in my butt, pounding me deep," her daughter pleaded, working her cunt so hard that cum spurted from it.
Melanie shoved the toy into her daughter's butt a couple more times for luck, before taking it out and passing it to Ashley, "Keep using this while I put on the strap-on," she said.
Her daughter took the toy and turned over to her back, spreading her legs open and reaching behind herself to slide the toy into her still open backdoor. She moaned passionately as she pushed it in, shivering and shaking as it went deeper. Melanie watched her for a moment, her pussy wet with lust. Then she reached for the strap-on and slipped it on. The dildo was a thick one with a bulbous head, the shaft thick with grooves and ridges. At close to ten inches it was one that Melanie had picked up when she thought she'd be fucking her daughter's cunt not her ass and for a moment she was tempted to try for something smaller, then she decided against it; sure it was big, but she was sure Ashley would enjoy it more than a thinner, weedier specimen, as the teen rapidly and forcefully penetrated her ass with the dildo. Still, Melanie made sure she coated it with plenty of lube, so much that the dildo was almost dripping as she approached the bed.
"Get onto your hands and knees," she said as she got on.
"Like this?" giggled Ashley as she hastened to obey, getting onto all fours and wiggling her ass at her Mom, the dildo still stuck between her round cheeks.
"Exactly like that," her Mom grinned wolfishly. She got on her knees behind her daughter, reaching out to grasp and squeeze the teen's rump. It was soft and squishy and wobbled sexily as Melanie squashed the cheeks together and bounced them with her hands. Her daughter purred in anticipation, wiggling back at her Mom like she was inviting her in. Melanie reached down and pulled out the dildo. The teen's open hole stared up at her, the dark and mysterious tunnel visible beyond the ring muscles. But only for a second as Melanie took the strap-on in one hand and expertly lined it up with the sphincter entrance and pushed forward.



The strap-on slid into her daughter's back hole, Ashley giving a whinny of appreciation as it entered. It was debateable whether Ashley had been an anal virgin before, what with the plug and then the dildo, but if she had been, she wasn't now as the strap-on went in and down, pushing aside the loosened tunnel walls until it met more dogged resistance. The Milf grasped her daughter's side, digging her fingers into the flesh so hard that she left red splodgey prints across the skin. Raising her hips back, she shoved forward driving the dick in. Ashley bounced forward with a yelp, whether it was pain or pleasure (or both) was unclear, but the teen quickly pressed herself back against the dick, showing no willingness to escape or avoid, so Melanie took it as agreement to keep on going and pounding hard. She rammed the dildo in again, feeling her daughter rocking as it slammed down her asshole. The teen let out another cry, gripping the bedding tighter, but as soon as she bounced forward she was springing back, making sure she was impaled on the dick. But better safe than sorry, so even as she was drawing back to go again, Melanie decided to check, "Are you okay? How is it?"
"Stick it in Mom, fill my butt with your strap-on," the teen moaned, which if it wasn't an answer to the question asked still provided Melanie with the confidence to continue. Girding her loins, literally in this case, Melanie drove forward again, forcing the reluctant tunnel aside and thrusting the toy deeper into her daughter's bowels than anything had ever gone before. The teen squeaked loudly, "Aaahh, yessss, I want it all the way in, keep going."
That settled it as far as Melanie was concerned and making sure she kept a tight hold off the teen she began to go faster and harder, pushing into the hole and loosening the walls. If the earlier prep had made the first five or six inches easy, the lube was also making the remainder, if not effortless, at least possible, as the virgin walls gradually let the well-oiled toy conquer them and slide up. Soon Melanie could sense them loosening and she was able to get into a rhythm, driving the toy in further and further until she was banging her thighs against the teenage cheeks, the slap of flesh against flesh sounding around the room.
"Oooohhh, it feels so good," Ashley gasped, "Oh my God, it's so hot in my ass, I can feel it stretching so wide, but it so pleasurable. Please don't stop, ooohhh, harder Mom, pound me harder."
Doing as she was told Melanie upped her speed, the bed rocking and shuddering as she pounded forward and back, thudding repeatedly against her daughter's buttocks, driving the toy in between the round pair into her most taboo hole. It was easy to get into a pattern, keeping up the speed and pressure and allowing herself to relax and let it go naturally. In front of her Ashley bounced and shook, shivering in ecstasy and crying out in pleasure as she was anally banged. The toy was rubbing hard at Melanie's own pussy and clit and she too let out a moan of pleasure as the orgasms whispered at her as well. "Take it baby, your ass is so fuckable."
"Oooohh yesss, fuck it then," Ashley swore, which spoke of how much pleasure she was getting as she seldom swore, "Fuck it so hard, I want your strap-on down deep."
Melanie grinned and slammed forward, her thighs slapping loudly against her daughter. When she had set out to seduce her daughter she had dreamed off fucking Ashley's tight, teen butt with her strap-on, but if she had been truthful with herself, it had seemed an ambition too far and that the best she could imagine, was passionate vaginal sex with her daughter, tongues, fingers and if she was lucky with a strap-on. But Ashley had turned out to be kinkier and more experimental than her Mom had expected (which, on one side was positive, on the other, if you didn't know your own daughter who did you know). She put her thoughts to be one side and concentrated on claiming the reward of her efforts, her daughter's sexy asshole.
"Oooohh, yes," Melanie gave a moan of pleasure as the toy went all the way down the chute. Even with the pounding it was getting it remained tight and taut, putting pressure on the strap-on as Melanie shoved it in and in turn grinding it back at her sensitive spots, so waves of pleasure burned through her with every thrust -- perhaps they might not have been as bright as the orgasms that Ashley was having, the teen screaming loudly in ecstasy, but they were powerful enough to make the effort for anal worthwhile.
It seemed Ashley was enjoying it as well, certainly if her loud shrieks and caterwauls were anything to go by, "Yesss, aaarrgghh, yessss," she screamed loudly, "Bang my butt. Oh God, nail it so hard. Please me cum, aaaaarghhh, like that, yesssss, don't stop."
The teen was responding eagerly to her Mom's thrusts, bouncing back and impaling herself on the toy so that her Mom had only to move half-way to ram it all the way in. Ashley's skin was red and covered with perspiration as her blood pumped, each orgasm, of which there were many, making her heart beat faster and faster.
Melanie could feel her own skin burning as well, sweat dripping down her as she gave all her effort to pounding the sexy butt in front of her. Her breath was ragged with the exertion, her heart pounding as well, both from the orgasmic pleasure and the physical effort. She didn't know how long she could keep it up, but she did know she'd only stop when she was unable to bang this butt anymore -- unlike a man she wasn't limited by cumming, each orgasm spurred her on, not leaving her drained and empty. In and out, she went, each thrust as powerful as the last one, determined to make her daughter cum again and again, to make her an anal addict who'd demand regular anal fuckings from her Mom.
"Yessss, yessss, yessss!" shrieked Ashley, "I'm cumming, aaaaarrghhh, yesssss!"
She fell forward on the bed, biting into the quilt, her arms spread out in front of her and her ass upraised to her Mom. Melanie went harder and faster, the slaps sounding like a machinegun firing a continuous burst. The teen squealed in excitement, her body shuddering and convulsing as she orgasmed. Melanie panted with exhaustion and pressed her daughter down fully on the bed, pulling out her dick temporarily, before she turned Ashley onto her side; her panting daughter eagerly complying with her Mom's touch. Melanie lay down on her side beside the teen, guiding the strap-on back into the hole, her leg over the teen's and her arm wrapped round her to bring her close. Side by side she resumed their fucking, spearing the cock deep into Ashley's ass.
"Ooohh, that's so good, keeping on fucking me Mom, this is perfect," the teen moaned in pleasure.
Melanie knew how to improve on perfection. She lowered her hand until she found her daughter's pussy and began to rub it in time with her thrusts. The teen groaned and gasped, her entire body shivering as she was stimulated front and back, her cries going up in pitch as Melanie thrust a couple of fingers into the soaked hole and began to fuck her there as well. The toy rammed down into Ashley and her Mom could feel it bumping at the teen's walls as they bulged against her fingers. She pushed back, making her daughter shriek loudly in pleasure, cum squirting out of her cunt all over her Mom's hand and wrist, "Aarrrrghhh, yessss, fuck me, fuck me good, aaaargghh that's so great," the teen swore repeatedly, totally out of control and letting her passions run riot and her language deteriorate, "Yessss, I'm cumming, I am so fucking cumming, aaaarghhhh."
Melanie pounded again and again into her, her breasts crushing against her daughter, the thin material of Ashley's nightdress soaked with sweat and even more translucent than before. The teen bucked and twisted, continually bending her back to press at her Mom and thrusting her butt towards Melanie's midriff to help the cock go down. She kept squealing and shrieking, crying out in constant pleasure, "Yessss, aaaarghhh, fucccckkk," as her holes were filled and fucked completely, her Mom finding the erogenous zones and completely dominating them.
They swapped positions again, with Ashley lying straight down on the bed with her Mom above her, allowing for complete penetration and then again, with the teen kneeling beside the bed, with her top on it whilst her Mom stood over her and fucked down and then a final time, a return to doing it doggy-style. By this time Melanie was panting and aching, her own pussy both soaked and sore from the rubbing against it, though it was worth it. She gave one last thrust and pulled out, "That's me done," she panted.
"Already," Ashley panted back, cheekily as they'd been at it for most of the evening and it was well past midnight now.
"Yes," said Melanie as her daughter collapsed down beside her, from the state of her butt, Melanie guessed she might be sleeping on her side, "For tonight anyway," she added as a tease, "If you want more...?"
"I want more," Ashley confirmed with a smile.
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As bad ideas went this was the worst that Ryan Ward had ever heard off, it made Hitler's invasion of Russia seem like a smart move and Icarus seem like a bright guy, but it was too late, he was committed. Beside him his Mom was opening the car door and greeting one of her old school friends who she hadn't seen for near twenty years. He remained sitting for a moment, as the two women gabbled excitedly beside the car, but even as they were talking he could see the other woman looking through the window curiously at him, so he forced a smile onto his face, like he was excited to be here, and undid his safety belt.
"He is handsome Brandi" the woman said as he exited, "How did you snag someone so young?"
His Mom grinned proudly and slid her arm through his, "You wouldn't believe we met in a coffee shop, Claire. I'd been served his latte by accident and we clicked at the counter as we were both returning them to the barista." It was so obvious a lie that he was surprised Claire didn't burst out laughing. Keep it simple, he had said to his Mom. It has to be romantic as well as believable, she had replied. Now Ryan wasn't sure it was either.
But it seemed to work as Claire nodded sagely, "He looks so young and handsome," she admired him like he was a Greek statue in a museum and he felt himself blushing. It was even worse as his Mom hugged him tighter, which would have been fine if she'd been acting as a possessive Mom trying to stop a cougar getting her hooks into him, but less so when she was playing the part of a cougar who had him in her claws and the other woman was a rival large cat eyeing the captured prey for herself. "So virile," she purred, her eyes moving up and down him, mentally undressing him.
"He's at college," smiled his Mom. Another lie, though a smaller one, as he had just finished High School and was going to college in the Fall, however his Mom had thought it'd be easier if they made he'd left home already rather than having to field questions about what his parents thought about him being away at a wedding with a woman literally old enough to be his mother.
"I'm sure he's getting an education," Claire's laugh left little doubt she was not talking about the learning you get in classrooms. "He can't be much older than your son, what's his name?"
"Michael," his Mom said. That was true, even though as he'd been named after his Dad's favourite uncle as soon as the man had left, sixteen years old, his Mom had reverted to his second name, Ryan, which is what everyone knew him as. "Slightly older, Michael's away this weekend with friends, though he's cool with Ryan, isn't he lover?"
"He's a great kid," said Ryan, unable to stop himself from going even redder
Especially as his Mom couldn't resist a little joke at his expense, "A little immature sometimes, though, not like my stud here." She squeezed his arm tighter, but then luckily, deciding she'd spent enough time teasing him and artfully moved the conversation onto Claire's children and husband (who sounded like he was close to sixty and very wealthy). After a few minutes his Mom glanced at her watch, "We better book in and change, it's been a long drive. Will we see you in the bar?"
"I'll be there," said Claire, winking at Ryan and making it sound like she spent a fair amount of her evenings in hotel bars.
He was already heading to the car, "I'll get our cases," he said as his Mom finished her conversation with her friend. Getting them out, he was already at the entrance by the time his Mom said her goodbyes after exchanging some gossip.
"She hasn't changed," she said as she joined him, "Always on the look-out for other girl's guys, even if she had one herself."
"I'm your son," he reminded her.
"Not for this weekend," she grinned and slid her arm through his again, "Lover," she teased.
"I can't believe we got away with it," he continued, looking around briefly to make sure no-one could overhear. "When we're standing next to each other, didn't she notice the family resemblance?"
"You look more like your Dad," she replied and shrugged, "People see what they want to see. I said you're my boyfriend, that's what everyone is going to believe. Anyway I've not seen anyone here for close to eighteen years, if they ever saw you it was as a baby."
"It's only a wedding," he had said, "No-one's going to worry if you go without a partner."
However, she wasn't having any of it. It was the second marriage of one of her old cheerleader friends from High School and the whole team would be there, for the first time since they'd graduated two dozen years ago; and they were a bunch of judgemental bitches who wouldn't believe she was just going through a fallow patch since she'd broken with her last boyfriend. "You could go," she had suddenly suggested.
"Sure," he had replied, not sure how taking her son would solve the problem of being thought to be a singleton.
"As my boyfriend," she added, "Everyone would die if I turned up with a toyboy." Immediately he knew it was a bad idea and said no, except his Mom could be very persuasive, especially when she did her 'poor little me' routine and fluttered her eyelids like she was a blonde in distress.
So here he was, a whole weekend of pretending to be his Mom's lover, it was made no better by the fact she seemed to be enjoying the whole deception, a fooling her old friends seemed to be immensely appealing. He couldn't believe he had agreed, but now they were here he'd just have to go along with it and hope they could pull it off. His Mom was at the reception, booking them in and taking the key. He picked up the holdall and then took the handle of the suitcase, just the one -- they were sharing a room, a double at that -- his Mom pointing out everyone would be suspicious if they had separate rooms or even a twin. He had suggested he sleep on the couch, but she had said that was dumb and not good for his back, there was nothing wrong with them sharing a bed; they'd done it lots of time when he was younger, so what was the difference now? He didn't tell her.
Once inside the room Ryan let out a sigh of relief as he closed the door behind him; in the room, safe from prying eyes he could relax -- it had been more stressful than he had imagined, though his Mom still seemed pretty laid back, as if it was something they did every weekend. She was unzipping the suitcase and getting out their clothes. "I talked to the girls earlier," she said as she slipped one of his shirts onto a hangar and putting it in the wardrobe, "Katie..."[that was the bride] "...is eating with her family, so the rest of us are grabbing some food in the hotel bar about eight and she'll join us for drinks about ten."
He nodded, resigned to an evening when his Mom pretended to flirt with him and he pretended to enjoy it, and sometimes flirt back. Not that his Mom was unattractive, not having put on much weight from her cheerleader days, except perhaps around her bosoms -- which were larger than average but not excessively so and whose hair remained blonde without needing any additional help. More than one of his friends had let their gaze linger a little too long when she'd knocked on his room door and come into to deposit his laundry on the side board. How she was so unlucky with guys was a mystery, but not one it was his job to solve.
"You want to shower first?" she asked.
"Shower?" he asked, as he hadn't thought about it.
"Yes, we've been in the car for six hours, as much as I don't mind your aroma, it's probably for the best we don't let my friends smell it, Claire isn't the only cougar," his Mom replied.
"Okay then," normally he'd get changed in own room and walk down the landing to and from the shower. But that was when his Mom might see him for two seconds with a towel wrapped round his midriff, it was different when he'd come out and into the room she was in. He'd have to get changed in the bathroom, which meant that his shower could only be lukewarm if he didn't want to leave his clothes sopping from the steam. He gave an inward sigh and reached into the wardrobe to take out a clean shirt.
"Don't worry about using all the hot water," his Mom said brightly.
It didn't take him long to shower, shave and do his teeth and hair, before getting back into his jeans and the new shirt. Stepping outside into the room, he said, "Shower's ready." His Mom looked at the clock and nodded, putting her cosmetic bag on the dresser next to the double bed, before vanishing into the bathroom.
Sitting on one of the couches Ryan flicked through the TV channel on the remote. He was vaguely interested to see there was an 'adult movie', which he'd have been tempted to watch if a) it wasn't pay per view and it'd come up on his Mom's credit card and b) she wasn't showering just a few feet away. Instead he settled on a repeat of vaguely funny sitcom; it wasn't what he'd have chosen for the weekend, but, he supposed, he'd soon be leaving for college and so spending time with his Mom now would make up for lost time later.
The shower went silent. Surprisingly the door opened only half a minute later, as Ryan had expected his Mom to follow his example and get changed in the room (though now he noted it, she hadn't taken in a change of clothes). Out came his Mom, clad only in towel wrapped round her upper body, down to her thighs, her long blonde hair dripping wet down her back. He blushed and tried not to look, though his Mom seemed impervious to his embarrassment, but instead took a seat nearby and plugged in the hairdryer, "You don't mind, do you?" she said and without waiting for an answer switched it on, drowning out the TV.
It was definitely unfair; with the show on he could have concentrated on it and ignored his Mom, without it, she was the only thing in the room. He tried to look at the paintings on the wall, but they were only bland pictures of bowls of fruit or sunsets and the view out the window was only of the parking lot and beyond that the highway. As much as he tried to avoid it his eyes kept coming back to his Mom. If she hadn't been his Mom he'd have said she was attractive, sexy even, especially as her towel kept slipping threatening to expose a bosom and she had to keep heaving it up as she first dried her hair and brushed it and then started on her make-up.
Eventually she put away her cosmetics and stood up, moving behind Ryan as she walked over to the closet. Ryan could hear the door opening and the scrape of hangars along the rail as she decided what she'd be wearing tonight, which would need to be different from what she was wearing tomorrow and the morning after the wedding. "What do you think of this dress?" she asked and Ryan had no choice but to turn around to look. She was still in her towel, but was holding a black dress over her body. It was one Ryan recognised, she often wore it when she was going out to a bar with girlfriends as a singleton. It wasn't hard to see why, as it was both short and low cut. "Think it'll do for tonight?"
"I don't know," he replied, not sounding too sure, "What do you think?"
She laughed, "You're supposed to be my boyfriend for the weekend, get off the fence and tell me."
"Um, yes," he said, not sounding any more certain than before.
It was enough however for his Mom, "I'm going for it," she replied, "Show everyone I've still got it, a hot body and a hot boyfriend." She grinned at her blushing son, "Turn away," she laughed, "I need to change."
He did so quickly. Behind him he heard the soft crump of the towel hitting the floor and then the swish of material on skin as his Mom slipped into the dress. "You can look again," she said and he automatically turned. "Ta-dah," she posed, her arms outstretched like she was modelling. The dress was even tighter and more revealing than he remembered; no wonder she wore it when she was out when single, and she was single now, even if she wouldn't show it tonight (at least he hoped not, if there was anything more embarrassing than pretending to be your Mom's lover, it was pretending to be her lover whilst she flirted with another guy). "What do you think? I come up pretty sexy don't I?"
"The sexiest," Ryan replied, it was what she wanted to hear and was also true, even if, as her son, it was theoretical to him.
She grinned, "You look pretty hunky yourself, I'll need to keep you close tonight if I don't want anyone to steal my toy boy away." He blushed, whether it was the compliment or his Mom's forwardness he couldn't tell -- perhaps it was a mixture of both. She adjusted the dress a little, pulling it down so that it covered more of her thighs whilst exposing more of her cleavage, "Anyway let me finish getting ready and we can go down to dinner."
It didn't take long for her to finish, brushing her hair some more and putting on some earrings and necklace, as well as a dark jade coloured bracelet.
Several of his Mom's friends were already at a table with their partners, more women than men he noticed and his Mom introduced him (again as her boyfriend) introducing her old cheerleader squad in a blizzard of names he mainly forgot and leaving it to each woman to introduce a guy she was with. He sat down next to his Mom and she very deliberately placed her hand on top of his as soon as he laid it on the table, "Order what you want honey," she drawled, "Wine as well."
That was a bonus, whilst they weren't teetotal, his Mom seldom drank when he was around and it was difficult to get into bars unless he had some decent ID and his last card had been confiscated by a bouncer as not been good enough. The drink soon arrived, beers as well and the conversation was flowing as well as the food. Ryan remained mainly quiet, only speaking if asked a question, but the other men were in the same position as he was and also remained in listening mode. Luckily the women had a lot to catch up on and whilst they'd seen each other individually over the years, it was the first time they'd all been together as an old squad since graduation. It seemed the intervening years had resulted in a number of marriages, several divorces (which helped explain the male/female imbalance) and one coming out as a lesbian (which also help explain the ratio) and multiple children of varying ages (from toddlers to teens). It was definitely strange, when they were talking about their kids, to hear his Mom talk about him as if he wasn't there and use a name hadn't be used since he was knee-high. It was even stranger to hear her talk about his ex-girlfriends (she turned out not to think most of them were good enough for him) and his football skills (which she exaggerated tenfold) as well as how she was going to miss him when he went to college (she squeezed his hand tighter as she said that, but no-one else but him noticed).
The food came and more wine and beer, coffee afterwards, though more than one person had it Irish, including his mother, which surprised Ryan as he hadn't thought she was a hard liquor drinker. He skipped it himself, he didn't want to get too drunk and accidentally say 'Mom' instead of Brandi. The conversation continued and they went to the bar, with various rounds being charged to their rooms. Luckily he found himself with his Mom on a couch, where she was able to slip an arm round his shoulders without getting too close, as some of the others had ended up on smaller chairs and on each other's knees.
Gradually the others slipped away until all that were left were Ryan and his Mom, Claire and another woman, a hot Latino called Megan. The three women were definitely the wrong side of tipsy and whilst Brandi was pushing up against her son, so he was squashed against the rest and she had two thirds of the sofa, the other two were getting close and giggly... very close and very giggly. Ryan watched as they moved nearer and nearer each other, their hands slipping over each other and their thighs rubbing together. His Mom was leaning her head on his shoulder also watching, though she seemed to have seen it all before, "Go on," she said with a girlish laugh, "Dare you to make out with tongue."
"What do you think?" Megan said to her friend, running her tongue over her bright red lips.
"A dare's a dare," replied Claire.
Ryan watched, literally open mouthed, as the two women came together and began to kiss passionately -- as his Mom had dared their tongues darting forward and into each other's. He'd certainly heard cheerleaders could be wild -- though given the cheerleaders at his school were all desperate to get good grades and go to a high class college, he felt it might be an urban myth. But certainly these two were and from the way his Mom was urging them on, she certainly had a side which he had never seen.
"Mmnn, how was that?" giggled Megan, it was unclear whether she was talking to Claire or Brandy, as both seemed entranced.
"Let's try again," giggled Claire, "And this time you can grip my boobies."
"W..." said Ryan trying to formulate a word.
"You go girls," his Mom laughed, squeezing his leg as she pressed against and over him, "You've not lost your touch."
The two women separated again, looking at each other with obvious desire before Megan stood up, "I'm calling it a night Brandi, see you tomorrow Ryan, Claire you coming with me?"
The other woman stood up, turning to smile at Ryan and his Mom, "See you tomorrow lovebirds, don't stay up to late." She took Megan's proffered hand and followed her out the bar.
Brandi drained her drink as well and Ryan quickly saw his opportunity, "We should go to our room as well."
"Spoilsport," his Mom giggled, "but yeah that enough drinkies for tonight, we need to keep something for tomorrow."
She stood up and as soon as he followed her, slid her arm through his and laid her head upon his shoulders in a less than familial way. They walked across the lobby and whilst she may have drunk too much she was still steady on her feet and as she spoke her words were clear and unslurred, "Enjoy tonight? What did you think of my friends?"
"Yeah," he led her into the elevator, "They were fun." He punched in their floor, though as it was only a couple up they could have easily taken the stairs. "Very open."
His Mom giggled, "I know what you mean, you naughty boy, the lesbian floor show."
"Um, yeah, that kinda threw me," he admitted, blushing slightly -- talking about watching hot women making-out was not something you normally discussed with your mother, especially when they were her friends.
His Mom didn't seem to mind, however, "Cheerleaders are very friendly with each other" she said smiling. The door pinged open and she stepped out. "We all used to be very friendly when we were at school."
"Um, are you saying...?" he wasn't sure whether she even knew what she was she saying or whether she was just drunkenly burbling -- not that she seemed out of control drunk, just merrily tipsy.
She giggled some more and broke away from him to look conspiratorially down the corridor as if she was checking whether they were alone, "Are you asking if I've been pussy to pussy with another woman?" she giggled. He blushed and so she answered for him, "You are, you dirty boy," she smiled as she spoke, before slipping her arm back through his. "It's not the thing a Mom should tell her son," she added with obviously mock sincerity, before breaking apart in peals of laughter.
"Okay," Ryan said.
"However as you're my lover this weekend," she continued, "and it's the type of thing women can tell their younger boyfriends..."
"You don't have too..." he began.
But it was too late as she continued, "I have. In my senior year I fucked both Megan and Claire, and the bride, and Sally, the fake blonde who has put on weight, she used to be really slender and up for anything. One time me and Sally had a foursome with a couple of cheerleaders from another school, I've never done anything like that again. I did a few more women in college and a couple more since. You remember Mrs Baynes, the hot divorcee who lived down the street when you were ten? I had a short fling with her, she was adventurous, whew, she was something." She stopped by their door still giggling and ignoring the fact that Ryan was blushing a deep red as he fished for his key, "Nothing too serious though baby, I prefer cock."



He opened the door and she skipped in, "What a night, that was great."
Following her in Ryan switched on the lights and was about to say something but he was interrupted as his Mom pulled her dress over her head and stood their topless before him. He stared for a moment, unveiled her breasts were larger than he'd thought they were, jiggling loosely as she threw the dress on the chair. She saw he was gazing and (perhaps deliberately) misinterpreted why he was looking at her, "Don't worry, I'll fold it tomorrow, it's going in the wash anyway."
"Um yes," he looked away, painfully aware that his body was starting to betray him and there was a large lump growing in his pants, he just hoped to God his Mom had been too drunk to notice. I t was getting worse as she'd kicked off her shoes and was now removing her panties in front of him. He couldn't help but turn his head back, quickly getting a flash of her pussy, surprisingly clean shaven, before he swung away. "I'm going to get changed in the bathroom," he said, trying not to make it sound like a reproach.
"Okay, once you're out I'll clean my teeth," she replied.
Inside Ryan splashed cold water over his face, he wasn't sure what it was supposed to do, but it didn't help -- the image of his naked Mom was burnt into his brain and the problem was that he didn't find it nearly as gross as he should do. In fact he found it pretty hot, she was still in shape and attractive, and if her bosoms were starting to sag the size made up for it, making them swing and jiggle and bounce in his mind. He forced himself to think about something else, Claire and Megan making out. It partially worked, until he remembered what his Mom had said and a vision swung into his mind of her kissing Claire hard before Megan joined in. He shook his head, damn it, it had been a bad idea this weekend, but not for the reasons he had thought it would be.
Normally Ryan was a boxers in bed guy, but normally he wouldn't be sharing with his Mom and so he got into pyjamas that an aunt he'd not seen for several years had got him for Christmas. They weren't sexy and being too tight they weren't that comfortable, but there was no way he could risk wearing just boxers now, not with his Mom just a foot away from him. He opened the door, "Finished."
"Okay," his Mom said. She was wearing a nightie she often wore, one that went down to her thighs and just showed a hint of cleavage -- before he'd never thought anything off it, but tonight he realised how well it showed off her body without actually showing anything. He dived under the covers before his hard-on could betray him. "I'll be five," his Mom said as she walked into the bathroom, impervious to the effect she was having on him.
He closed his eyes and tried to pretend he was asleep. Whether it fooled his Mom or not she didn't say anything as she returned, just turning off the lights and slowly padding over to their bed. He could feel the quilt being pulled out and the dip of the bed as she got in. Soon she was breathing slower and deeper and he relaxed a little, feeling his own eyes closing. He wasn't quiet asleep when he suddenly woke up; his Mom had rolled over and her arm was draped across his shoulder, her body pressed so closely up against his he could feel her breasts tremble against him with every breath. "Mom," he whispered, but she was sound asleep and made no movement.
He tried to disengage himself, but she murmured something which sounded like the name of the guy she'd just split with and clung tighter to him. After a few more tries he realised it was hopeless without waking her and that seemed over the top given she wasn't doing any harm. Sighing to himself he closed his eyes and tried to sleep, which was harder than it should have been considering that every move from his Mom meant that he was also harder than he should have been.
*
His Mom had no trace of a hangover when they got up, being unreasonably cheerful for eight in the morning. The wedding wasn't until the early afternoon, so they dressed casually, Ryan quickly fleeing into the bathroom, as his Mom looked again like she was going to change in front of him.
Going down for breakfast they saw Megan and Claire sitting at a breakfast table. Megan saw them at the same time and waved for Brandi and Ryan to join them and as his Mom immediately headed over, Ryan had no choice but to follow her. The two women were sitting closer together than just friends, suggesting that whatever sexual relationship they'd had twenty years ago had been rekindled last night, though the conversation quickly confirmed it as they giggled and admitted to Brandi they'd been up to the small hours sixty-nining and scissoring. "How about you? Sleep well?" said Claire suggestively to Brandi, looking with half-hooded eyes at Ryan.
"He's such a stallion," grinned Brandi, squeezing her son's hand sexually, "we were awake half the night as well," which was partly true as Ryan had hardly dared sleep as his Mom kept draping herself across him, whilst she'd been happily away with the angels. "Young studs are the best," she continued and slipped her arm round his shoulder drawing him close. "Present company excepted of course," she added with a smile.
"Oh we know what you mean, some pussy is great, but nothing beats a huge dick," drawled Megan.
"He's certainly got that," giggled Brandi, though as she hadn't seem in him naked for years, she couldn't know how true that was (or perhaps she did, Ryan wondered, as it might be a genetic hand me down from his Dad -- he quickly banished the thought, the weekend was weird enough already without imaging his much younger parents banging away).
The women all laughed and continued on with their conversation as the waiter came over with coffee and croissants. "We've booked the hotel hot-tub for ten, why don't the two of you join us?" said Megan.
"We'd love too, wouldn't we baby?" said Brandi and Ryan was forced to nod along and agree.
"We'll see you there," said Claire, standing up and offering her hand to her new girlfriend/old flame/weekend hook-up. She looked down at Ryan admiringly, "I hope you've got some swimming trunks, tight ones perhaps, we wouldn't want you to have go in in the nude."
The three women laughed and Ryan gave a wan smile and made himself chuckle. Normally he wouldn't have minded sharing a hot-tub with two bisexual Milfs, naked or not. Sharing one with them and his Mom, was another matter, but one he couldn't avoid if their deception wasn't going to be found out.
"They're such sluts, aren't they?" his Mom grinned as her two friends departed, "We all were then, cheerleaders today are so chaste compared to what we used to be."
"Yeah, I suppose," said Ryan not sure what his answer was supposed to be.
His Mom gave a dreamy smile as she remembered her past, "We used to fuck all the time, guys for choice -- by the time I graduated I'd banged half the senior year -- but each other if there was no dick on offer. When we went away for the night it was pretty much one big orgy." She sighed, "If only I had the body of an eighteen year old again."
"Um yeah," Ryan nodded, blushing but also strangely turned on at hearing of his Mom's past sexploits.
"What do you think? Have I still got it?" she turned to him smiling mischievously. Then she laughed, "Don't worry, I won't make you answer, but if I see you checking me out in my bikini when we're in the tub, I know I have."
He nodded and muttered, "We need to keep up pretence." The trouble was, he suddenly realised, that his Mom would look so good in a bikini it would be hard not to look, which wasn't a problem he'd ever had before.
In their room he quickly zipped into the bathroom, worried if he didn't that his Mom would change in front of him and he wouldn't be able to control the inevitable hard-on. He came out wearing one of the hotel's fluffy bathrobes over his trunks, together with one for his Mom and towels for them both. If she'd been anyone but his Mom he'd have enjoyed the view as she was wearing a tiny bikini, which barely covered her breasts which continually threatened to bounce out as she walked across to take the bathrobe from him.
Slipping on some flip-flops they went down to the hot tub. Claire and Megan were already in it, two pairs of bikini's lying on the tiles beside the tub and through the bubbling water it was obvious to Ryan both women were naked. Quickly Claire confirmed it, "We're skinny dipping, you should too."
"Why not?" Brandi replied before Ryan could even get his brain into gear. She slipped off her bathrobe and undid her bikini top, letting it fall to the floor, before bending down and removing the bottoms. Straightening up, she turned towards Ryan, as she kicked off her flip-flops, making her nude breasts swing, "Come on then," she giggled, "Get those trunks off."
Ryan felt himself going hard and blushed hard. He so wanted to make an excuse, but he couldn't think of any, he half-wanted to tell Megan and Claire it was all an act, but he couldn't embarrass or disappoint his Mom. He slowly slipped off his bathrobe, making a great play of hanging it on the wall to delay the stripping off. Turning round to look over his shoulder he saw his Mom had joined her friends in the tub and was waiting expectantly for him to join them. There was no way he could further pause so he pulled off his trunks and turned towards the tub.
"Wow," murmured Claire.
"I see what you see in him," said Megan.
His Mom was just looking at him mouth agape, as she looked at his massive, porn star length, prick. She quickly recovered her poise, "It's a monster isn't it?" She patted the side of the tub beside her, "Come and join me lover."
Ryan climbed into the tub, aware of three sets of female eyes all admiring his large cock at close quarters. He sat down on the bench, clad that the bubbles gave some disguise to it. However once he was hidden the three women started to ignore him as they continued their conversations from yesterday, and Ryan sat still, not daring to move in case he accidentally touched one of them -- especially his Mom. Opposite him, Megan slid her arm around Claire, drawing the other Milf even closer towards her, their naked breasts jiggling against each other with the slightest movement. It was hard not to look, the only way to avoid it was to lean his head back on the rim as if he was relaxing by looking at the ceiling.
He heard giggling from Megan and Claire, followed by the unmistakeable sound of heavy making out. His Mom tittered beside him, "You two are insatiable."
"When you've a hot vixen beside you what else are you going to do?" Megan had evidently disengaged herself so as to reply to Brandi, though only for a moment, as the kissing quickly resumed.
Ryan lowered his head, blushing slightly as the two older women kissed passionately just feet away from him, their hands moving over each other's naked breasts. He turned to his Mom who was sitting contentedly casually watching her old friends make out. "Should we leave them?" he leaned forward to murmur in his ear.
His Mom shook her head, "I've seen them do more than this before, it doesn't bother me, it's kinda hot even, don't you think?"
If he'd been with almost anyone apart from his Mom he'd have enthusiastically agreed, but instead he prevaricated and said, "Aren't we invading their privacy?"
His Mom snorted, "Seriously, those two sluts are happy to give us a show. You ought to have seen what we got up to at parties where the football boys wanted a lesbian demo..." she grinned as if she was reminiscing, her hand accidentally finding his thigh and staying on it. "They're still pretty sexy don't you think? For women past forty."
"I guess," Ryan replied.
"I thought all teen boys liked Milfs," his Mom teased, getting closer to him so the others wouldn't overhear, "Or is it just me?" she purred, keeping up the pretence.
"Yeah, I like Milfs," he was forced to admit. Watching the two of them going at it was certainly making him hard, though his Mom's fingers gripping at his thigh and the brief touch of her body against his wasn't making him go limp either.
Opposite them the two women broke from each other, a trace of saliva remaining between their lips for a moment before snapping and falling into the bubbling water below. Claire's gaze moved from Megan's eyes to Ryan chest, her head moving up and down slightly as she took it in, a lascivious grin on her face, "I thought you two lovebirds would be making out by now," she drawled.
"He's shy," Brandi tittered. Her arm crept round her son's shoulder and she was so near that her naked breasts were rubbing against his side as she turned towards him. "If you insist though..." she giggled.
Before Ryan could quiet comprehend what was happening, his Mom had her hands on his cheeks and her mouth on his, pushing herself forward and opening her lips. His body reacted automatically, his mouth opening against hers, pressing back and trying to match her movements, his tongue darting forward to tease and taste her as she in turn slid hers around and over his, entering his mouth. His brain kicked in seconds later as he realised he was naked, in a hot tub, French kissing his Mom, with his cock as hard as marble as her naked bosoms slipped and shook against him. He thought two things, one, how desperate his Mom must be to keep up the pretence and not be shown up in front of her old friends, and two, it was wrong, but his Mom was damnably hot. Both thoughts kept him kissing her, longer than he should have, ten seconds, twenty, breaking away to breath and then back, thirty, forty, a minute, God was that two or three. It was too long, what would she think? Her friends would believe they were lovers now, he thought as he broke, his face red.
"Bravo," giggled Megan, "That was one hot kiss, he must be really into you."
He blushed and said, "I am."
"I'm into him as well," his Mom giggled. She didn't seem worried about their make-out session, which was a relief to him.
Megan looked across at the clock, "We better be getting ready, by tradition it's only the bride who's supposed to be late."
Brandi rose, not worrying about her nakedness, letting the water rush down her skin like she was in a shampoo advert. Ryan tried to turn away from her, but that only meant he was looking at Claire and Megan as they got out; with the choice of looking at two strangers or his Mom, he felt his Mom was the least embarrassing choice, trying to look relaxed as she stepped out and began to dry herself. His cock was so hard under the water he didn't dare expose it, so he waited until his Mom was almost ready before speeding out and almost running for his towel and gown, wrapping them around himself without drying. He was sure it hadn't worked and everyone had seen how hard he was, certainly his Mom had a strange smile as she looked at him.
"Come on baby," she grinned, "Let's go and get dressed."
*
If you had known the bride or groom, Ryan was sure the ceremony would have been uplifting and moving, though the meal that followed was good, even if they were on a table with some old friends of the groom and some distant relatives of the bride who his Mom barely knew. They hadn't mentioned their make-out in the tub, Ryan quickly entering the bathroom to dry himself off and getting changed in there as well, not leaving until he was fully dressed and he was sure his Mom was as well. They kept up the pretence during dinner, there was no need to be touchy feely, and his Mom was able to keep her hands to herself without needing to stroke his hand or hair to add to the illusion they were a couple as luckily everyone seemed to take it as they said they were, an old school friend of the bride and her much younger boyfriend.
After the meal they headed to the ballroom for the bar and dancing. "You lucky dog," murmured one of the sixtysomething relatives to Ryan as his Mom swept ahead of him to find a table with her friends. If they had been dating he wouldn't have been wrong, as whilst she'd be careful not to outshine the bride, the slinky dress she was wearing certainly showed off her still trim figure to its best advantage. Ryan murmured something in reply and followed his Mom.
The first part of the evening was quiet, even though the music was playing, most of the guests were still full from the meal and content to sit and talk. Ryan nursed a couple of beers, the only effort he needed to make going to the bar for his Mom and now and then answer a question which one of his Mom's friends or their other halves sent his way. He actually began to feel quiet relaxed, it looked like they were going to be able to pull of their pretence and whilst there been some embarrassing situations (the hot tub was still etched in his memory) he fully planned to laugh them off in the car home tomorrow. Gradually though, once the bride and groom had the first dance, the table emptied as the women took each other or their partners onto the floor.
Brandi stood up and offered her son her hand, "It'll look strange if we don't join them," she said. He nodded, they'd come so far, there was nothing wrong with having a dance with his Mom.
Moving onto the floor Brandi began to jive, swinging her hips and rocking to the music. She beckoned at Ryan to come closer and dance with her and he did, standing in front of her and trying to match her movements to a song he vaguely recognised from growing up. His Mom grinned at him and inched towards him, not yet touching, but definitely showing everyone in the hall (at least those who looked) that they were a couple not two random dancers. Ryan stood his ground, undoing a couple of shirt buttons in the heat of the floor. His Mom licked her lips and slid up to him, her body rubbing at his as she danced. Beside them Claire cast an envious glance before resuming her dance with another woman, who Ryan had been introduced to, but couldn't remember (the step-sister of the bride?). His Mom's eyes briefly flicked towards her friend before returning towards her son, she bent her head towards his ear as her body still continued to move against his, "Put your hands on my ass."
"What?" he said back, a little surprised, but not as much as he should have been.
"My butt, put your hands on it and give it squeeze, so Claire doesn't get suspicious... she thinks she Sherlock Holmes at times."
He slid his hands round and placed them on his Mom's cheeks. For a second he just let them lie there, feeling his Mom's rear move and twist as she danced, then he remembered the second part of her instruction and gripped them, pressing into the round rump through her dress, his fingers stabbing down. His Mom giggled and danced even closer, throwing her own arms round the back of his neck and pushing herself fully against him so that he could feel the squish of her breasts. Automatically he found himself gripping her ass harder, feeing it squash under his hands, the soft flesh malleable to his touch. His dick was hardening, creating a mound under his pants and pushing at his Mom. He blushed at his body's reaction, but his Mom just smiled and pushed her body against him so her waist was rubbing at his cock, making it harder still. That couldn't be part of the pretence could it? he wondered, no-one would be looking that closer.
Even as he was thinking that his Mom was pushing harder against him, her gyrations and flexing erotic and alluring, encouraging him to grasp her harder and in return swivel his own chest, so his firm pecs were hard against her chest and her gorgeous breasts. His hands were gripping her butt deeper and deeper, almost lifting her off the ground as he pulled her even closer towards him, so that it was no longer two people dancing, but one with four legs and four arms. He could smell her perfume, it was the first time he had noticed how sexual the scent was, as if was designed to attract men like a flower's nectar attracts bees.



Her face was coming nearer, her eyes connecting to his like limpets. Her mouth was ajar, her lips red like rubies. He descended the few inches which separated, his own mouth opening. They met, kissing passionately, tongues probing forward, exploring and teasing each other, their mouths trying to engulf the other, the lips both pressed together and moving around. His hands went lower over her ass cheeks, squeezing and cupping the round rump, as she too pulled him closer, her hands clamped together at the back of his neck.
Suddenly Ryan realised what was going on. He pulled his head back violently, breaking apart her hands and breathing heavily. He looked around, terrified that everyone would be looking at him and realising that it was his Mom he was with, not a lover. But everyone was ignoring them, too intent on their own enjoyment. He turned back to his Mom, she was grinning, not worried about how far he'd gone. She reached round his waist and pulled him in again, "Relax and enjoy it."
"Enjoy what?" he asked.
"This," she replied and planted her mouth on his again. He knew it was wrong to respond the way he did, but he couldn't help it -- his mouth opening and his tongue probing forward to meet hers. This time he didn't break away once he realised, but carried on enjoying the taste and smell and touch of his Mom, no matter how taboo it was. His Mom was equally enthusiastic, her hands rubbing at the small of his back, massaging him through his shirt, whilst her tongue pressed forward into his mouth, swishing over his. They continued through the song and then the next, swaying and moving, gyrating and twisting, almost continually making out, their mouths opening and closing over to each other to the music, their hands exploring each other's bodies, gripping and grasping at each other's butts, sliding upwards, massaging their backs and then down to grasp at the rear cheeks, holding each other close.
On the stage the DJ announced the final song. Brandi broke away from her son and smiled up at him, "Let's go," she said, taking his hand.
"Where?"
"To our room," his Mom smiled.
Nodding Ryan let himself be led. Even though nothing had been said he knew that he and his Mom were going to have sex, breaking the greatest taboo there was; he wanted it and so did she, that much was obvious. They quickly said their good-nights to her friends, before walking out of the room and down the corridor to the lift. No-one seemed to react or even be interested in a fortysomething leading an eighteen year old by the hand, certainly not when they were coming out of a wedding. There was no wait for the elevator, but another couple was already in it, so Ryan and his Mom gave them a nod of greeting and stood silently beside each other until it got to their floor.
"We're not pretending anymore are we?" Ryan asked as they walked the remaining few yards to their door. He pulled the key out of his pocket and paused, waiting for her answer.
"No," Brandi said, "We're not pretending."
The door opened and Mom and son stood framed in it, kissing passionately, their tongues flickering forward and back as their hands slid over each other's bodies. When they broke this time it was Ryan who reached down for his Mom's hand and led her into their room, closing the door behind him. He looked at her, full of desire and she gazed back, admiring the man he'd become. He pulled off his jacket and tossed it on the bed.
His Mom reached down and fondled his cock through his pants, it was already hard, bulging at the material. She smiled, "Let me help get you in the mood."
He was in the mood already, but he was going to complain as his Mom's hands slid down his chest and thighs as she dropped to her knees. She looked up at him as she reached for the straps on her dress and undid them, pulling it down to her midriff and exposing her tits. He gave a sharp intake of breath as her hands then moved back to him and she unzipped his fly, the cock almost immediately exiting through the gap. She giggled and licked her lips, looking up at him, "I thought it looked big this morning, it looks even larger now."
"I think it's above average," he said, knowing that it was well above average both in length and girth -- at least it had been when he'd done his last weekly measurement and checked a size comparison website.
She wrapped her hand round it and slowly stroked it, her palm skimming lightly over the gland, not working it yet, but still far from unpleasant. After a few moments she tightened her grip and began to slowly jerk it, making Ryan shiver with anticipation. Her mouth moved nearer, opening for her tongue to come out. She touched the tip with it and then swung it round, licking along the shaft and down below. She went round and round, still slowly masturbating him, her eyes darting upwards to look at him as he gazed down before swiftly returning to his dick and the wet trails she was leaving over it as she licked sensually. As she went up she moved her hand further down the cock, until she ran out of space and let go. Any disappointment he might have felt at the loss of the hand-job was drowned by the excitement rising in him as his Mom's tongue continued to slide round and down to tickle his balls, her tongue expertly teasing the sac, before sliding in one long lick along the underside.
"Mmnnn, so big," she purred looking up at him again with a wicked look on her beautiful face. Her hand was on his dick again, moving up and down, making him vibrate with pleasure. She giggled and moved her face forward, opening her mouth as she did so. But this time her tongue didn't come out, instead she slipped over the large rod, rolling her lips down.
"Fuck," murmured Ryan, whether in surprise at having his Mom move in for a blowjob or in excited anticipation of it. He'd had ex-girlfriends suck him, but he'd never had an experienced Milf blow him and he'd never expected his first to be his Mom. Not that he was now complaining, the sensation of having her wet mouth gently sucking away at his dong, whilst her hand worked it back and forth was making his toes curl in pleasure. He gave another groan and repeated his previous oath, though it was now more a exclamation of enjoyment as his Mom's head bobbed further forward and she slid her lips up his prick.
Up and down she went, her tongue playing at the underside of his cock as she took him in. Her eyes kept rolling upwards to look at him and make sure he was enjoying it. He was sure his expression told her he did, his own mouth slightly agape as he breathed deeply and quickly, his eyes locked on the his topless Mom as her head bounced back and forth quicker and quicker. If his face hadn't told her, his gentle jerks of his hip as he fed her his cock should have given her a hint. Finally if that wasn't enough he groaned encouragement at her, "Yes, suck it all, oh God, Mom, that's so good, you're sucking my dick like a champion."
Ryan looked down worked his cock, swallowing yet more, her blonde hair whipping over her shoulders and her naked bosoms bouncing as she jerked back and forth. She raised her eyes to look back at him, their gazes locked, both entranced by the other and neither imagining they were with anyone else. Ryan gave another groan as a wave of pleasure vibrated through him. He reached down to his Mom's shoulders, grasping them and massaging them with his fingers as he also leant down using her as a prop as his legs were turned to liquid jelly. She sucked even more enthusiastically, her eyes bright and lit. "Ooohhh, God, yes," he groaned, he'd never had a blow job as good as this, no teenage girlfriend had anywhere near the skills of his fortysomething Mom. No matter how wrong it was it was so right. "God, this is heaven."
His Mom ignored the blasphemy as she took the cock even deeper into her mouth, squeezing away the hand which she moved to his thighs, gripping them hard. Her lips slid down the large dick, leaving a light smudge of lipstick over the gland. Deeper and deeper she was going, taking in even more than Alice Darina who was the sluttiest senior he'd ever met. Her head rocked back and forth, her enthusiasm for his cock evident in the speed and energy. Her eyes were watering a little and a tiny sliver of saliva slipped from the edge of her mouth as she took the prick near to gag territory, but she continued on, as if he wasn't the first large cock she'd fellatioed in her time.
The teen groaned once more, enjoying the grip of her lips on his prick and the touch of her tongue on the underside. He could feel the suction, like she was pulling him towards her throat, even if most of the movement was her head bobbing back and forth, taking more and more in. Who would have thought that the best blow job he'd received would be from his Mom, but equally there was little doubt that it was. He rocked back on his heels, tensing with pleasure as she went down him again, swallowing him even deeper so that she was pressing against his sac with her lower lip, unable to take any more of his big cock. Most women would be gagging by now, pushing him out and unable to take any more, but whilst his Mom's eyes were watering a little and she was trembling with the effort, she was holding it.
Until suddenly she wasn't, her head shooting back like she was on a spring. She let out a gulp as she gasped in breaths of oxygen, before looking up at him with a smile, "That was big."
"You took it all," he replied.
"MMmnn, I wanted to make it nice and wet," she stood up and put her hands on his chest, sliding them towards the shirt buttons. "Let's get this off," she purred.
Together they removed it, tossing it on the bed. His Mom's fingers moved over his torso, "So handsome," she murmured, "So firm and sexy," she added, her finger tracing a circle around his pec.
Reaching down Ryan grabbed her waist, pulling her against him, no longer worrying that she was him Mom as his desire for her became all controlling. His lips crashed down on hers again, but this time he could feel her naked breasts against his skin, the softness of her flesh and the hardness of her nipples. He pressed harder against her tits squashing against him as his tongue drove forward. She was meeting him with equal eagerness, her mouth slamming against his, her hands clawing and grasping at his ass and her knee sliding up his inner leg, stroking him sensually as they kissed.
Ryan lowered his head further, his Mom groaning in pleasure as he kissed at her throat and clavicle. He went lower, crouching down so that his Mom's breasts were opposite his mouth. He began to feast, slurping and sucking on first one and then the other, his teeth grazing at the erect nipple and tugging it outwards. He hadn't sucked them since he was a baby, before he could remember, but some things come naturally and he was his Mom moan and shiver in excitement in a way he imagined she hadn't when she'd been breast feeding him as an infant. Nor did he imagine that baby Ryan would have had an erection that was so strong it was almost hurting, nor would have his Mom's hand been on it, stroking and brushing.
Kicking off his shoes, he moved his hands lower down her waist, taking her dress with him. She gave a bit of a wiggle as he moved it over her hips, before letting it drop of its own accord to her ankles, leaving her standing in a pair of panties attached to a suspender belt and her high heels. The suspender belt and panties didn't last long, as he removed them, his hand automatically moving to her cunt, freshly shaven and as smooth as an egg. "Mmmnn," she moaned in pleasure, her own hands reaching round to finish undoing his belt. He stepped back to remove them and his boxers, sitting on the bed to remove his socks, as his Mom swayed erotically in front of him, one hand cupping a breast, the other running a finger over her slit. "I'm so hot and horny," she moaned.
"God, so am I," he growled.
In reply she sashayed over to him, her breasts jiggling as she swayed her hips and bent down over him, kissing him deeply. Ryan returned it with equal passion embracing her closely and pulling her onto him, lifting her off the ground so that as he lay back on the bed, she was on top of him. For a second they continued like that, before she rolled over and further up, turning onto her back and stroking her pussy. He followed her, grinning with pleasure as he climbed onto her, his large cock rubbing against her upper thigh just inches from her pussy. His mouth was on his Mom's, kissing her open-mouthed, their tongues twisting and twirling around in a dance of passion. He moved his hand to her pussy, stroking it again, sliding his fingers over the lips and between the labia.
He didn't ask for permission to slide them in, but there was no evidence his Mom was objecting. Instead she kissed him even harder, her own fingers gripping at his back as he digitally penetrated he hole he'd come from eighteen years before. It was moist and warm, like a jungle cave, getting even wetter as he went deeper and harder, driving his digit into her. He could feel her moaning into his mouth as they continued to kiss, her body starting to tremble in excitement; an excitement he felt as well as he got nearer and nearer to breaking that ultimate taboo and fucking his Mom.
"Mmmnn, baby," she groaned out loud as he lowered his head to her tit, licking and kissing the nipple as he continued to finger-fuck her. "Oohhhh yes, that's so good."
He added a second finger and increased his speed, his elbow shooting up and down like a piston as he vigorously penetrated her. His Mom shuddered and shivered even more, her legs spreading wider open and her back bending and arching. His tongue raced over her teats, shifting between the two tits and lapping hard at each, the nipples erect and stiff like little party hats. His mouth would latch around them, nipping eagerly at them and teasing them with his teeth as his fingers worked below. His Mom squealed again, gasping "Ryan, ooohh baby, yes."
His thumb rubbed at her clit and he thought she was going to snap, such was her reaction, gasping and trembling in excitement, her hands clawing at his back as her own arched like a railway bridge. He hooked his fingers in her and rubbed at the walls, adding to her pleasure and excitement, her pussy getting more and more soaked, the cum dripping from his walls to cover his fingers. "Don't stop, ooohhh Ryan, yes, yes, yesss!" his Mom screamed in excitement, "Go on baby, yes."
His cock throbbed in anticipation, as hard as it had ever been, like a rod of iron. He knew his Mom was ready for it, perhaps she'd been ready for it all weekend. Now he was as well, willing to jump that final hurdle and bang his Mom, his own flesh and blood, the greatest taboo of them all. He pulled out his fingers, soaked with her cum and grasped her thighs, further spreading her legs as he moved onto her. His Mom knew what he was doing, "Fuck me, stick that big cock in your Mom's cunt, I want it Ryan, I want you."
"Yesss," her voice became higher as he speared her, his long, thick dong sliding it to her wet hole as easily as a hand fits a glove. It went deeper than his fingers could ever managing, it's girth being such that it opened her tunnel, easing back the soaked walls. His hands moved to either side of her, lying fully on top, his face over hers, so he could look down at her face. She was beautiful, he decided, even more so with her mouth slightly ajar as she panted in excited passion and her eyes gazing upwards, locking with his own. "Fuck me, Ryan, I want you to fuck me all night."
He began to thrust, slowly at first, but soon going faster and faster, slamming himself in hard. His Mom gave small gasps of pleasure with each downward drive, her hands gripping his back and pulling him fully into her. He grinned down, keeping his eyes on hers and showing her there were no regrets and he wasn't trying to imagine he was with anyone else. She smiled back, her mouth semi-open and the tip of her tongue running round the inside. Deeper and faster and harder, fucking her as passionately as he'd ever banged one of his previous girlfriends, his chest crashing down on hers, squashing her juicy tits under his own muscular pecs. "You're so hot and sexy, Mom," he groaned, "I can't believe I'm doing this."
"I can, I wanted you so much all weekend, I just needed you in me, you're so handsome, and strong and manly, ooohhh, give me that dick all, fuck me," she groaned in reply. Her legs were up and wrapping around him, like he was her prey and she was determined he wouldn't escape. It drove him onto more bouts of passion, his midriff jerking up and down as he hammered his cock into her hole, her juice covering the organ and enabling him to drive it harder and faster. She gasped louder as he hit the spot, again and again, her eyes fluttering with each wave of pleasure, but then opening to lock onto his, like they were magnets or magical pools drawing him in. He didn't mind, she was so pretty, her eyes so deep, her hair so blonde, her face so perfect, he could have looked at her forever. He'd never noticed how stunning she was, not until he was in her, was that because the harder he fucked the more attractive her contorting face became or was it that it was suddenly noticing her beauty he had to fuck her. It didn't matter either way, he was driving down deep into his Mom and he would have been happy to be there forever.
"Take it, take my cock," he grunted, his balls slapping at the outside of her mons. His Mom bent her body to meet him, groaning in excitement. Ryan could feel her nails as they dug into his back, it was painful and he knew he'd have scratches down there come the end of the weekend, but he didn't care -- his Mom could grasp him as tightly as she wanted as he fucked her and that was okay. He speared forward again, filling her warm wet hole with his cock, the juice seeping out over the edges of her lips. The bed rocked under their passion, the springs squeaking as they bounced up and down on the mattress, Brandi's head pushing into it as she cried out in pleasure. Her legs wrapped round Ryan even tighter, as she pressed up to meet him, dropping down almost immediately as he slammed in. "God, fuck, you're so sexy," he grunted again, telling nothing but the truth, "I could bang you all night."
"Oh God, yes, please do, I don't ever want to stop, fuck me all night long," she gasped. His mouth found hers again, kissing her passionately as he continued to pound her. He couldn't hold it for long, but as he broke away she gasped and smiled, looking up at him, "Give it me Ryan baby, give your Mom your big cock."
He did.
A trickle of perspiration ran down his nose and he realised he was covered in sweat from his exertions. He couldn't quiet remember when they'd arrived in the room or when he'd slid his cock into his Mom's twat for the first time, so he had no idea how long they'd been fucking. In some ways it just felt like moments, but the sweat and his pant and the ache of his straining muscles told it had been longer. He still had plenty to give though, he didn't know whether this was one night or more, it was something he'd worry about in the morning when he and his Mom had to have the inevitable talk, but for now all he cared about was fucking her until she screamed and he had to cum. Her body was moving with his, rubbing and banging against him, their body heat mingling to make them both sweat even harder, the perspiration trickling down her body as it was his, her blonde hair matted and awry.
"Yesss, yesss, aaarrghhh," his Mom squealed out, "Fuck me, yesssss, yessss, aaarrggghhh."
Her arms had dropped now, gripping the bedding next to her instead of him and her legs were relaxing, as if the effort of clinging onto him as he bucked like a bronco had been too much for her. She was still gazing at him and smiling widely in between her cries and moans. He paused, getting his breath back for a second. "Don't stop," his Mom moaned, "Keep on fucking me."



She raised her head and kissed him again, her tongue flickering forward and probing into his mouth. Reinvigorated he slammed in even harder and faster than before, hammering her in a frenzy of passion. His Mom screamed in pleasure, "Yesss, aaarrgghhh, yessss, fuuuckk!" Hearing her cries turned him on even more and he rammed in swifter and harder than he'd ever gone before, the bed almost breaking under him as he rode his Mom to her orgasmic plateau, "Yessss," she screamed louder, "Aaaarrrghhh, yessssss."
A familiar feeling, part ache, part anticipation, part excitement, built in his thighs, quickly spreading upwards. "I'm going to cum," he grunted.
"Over me," his Mom gasped back.
He carried on his thrusts for a few more moments, until he was sure that if he rammed in once more he was going to burst. Pulling out, he raised himself up, as his Mom's legs fell finally away from him and crouched on his knees over her. Gripping his cock he tugged violently at it, his gaze still locked on his Mom's face. The orgasm hit him like a rocket, the first stream shooting out like jet fuel to splash across his Mom's features. She gasped and laughed as the silvery strands splattered across her, lines of white dripping down. Ryan continued to work his cock, sending a second blast of cum and then a third and fourth, each one landing across his Mom, on her forehead, her nose and cheeks, her chin and mouth and finally onto her heaving tits, each blast marking her with his seed.
Panting with exhaustion he collapsed beside her.
"That was wonderful," she said, "I've never had so many orgasms before."
"You were wonderful as well," he murmured, barely able to move, "I can't believe how good it was."
Brandi got up and walked over to drawer, where she pulled out a tissue and wiped the cum from her face and breasts, Ryan turning on his back so he could watch her. Cleaned she returned to the bed, crawling across it and over to him, "I think you might be able to go again with some help," she giggled and slid his tongue across his flaccid prick.
Instantly he began to feel it stir.
*
They fucked twice more that night, Brandi squealing her pleasure throughout it all and Ryan shooting out more cum than he thought he had, but still being aware that he wanted more. Finally exhausted, if not sated, they pulled the covers over themselves and fell asleep, Brandi happily lying in her son's arms.
*
Waking up Ryan immediately remembered what had happened the night before; it only took him a moment longer to sense he was alone in the double bed, confirmed when he opened his eyes and twisted his head to see the quilt pulled back and only the crumpled sheets to show his Mom had been sleeping there. Had she fled in shame, even now sobbing somewhere in horror at what they had done or was, she like Ryan, surprised but pleasantly so, willing, even eager, to do it again? He sat up, the room was empty, though the bathroom door was closed and through it, now he listened, he could hear movements.
Sitting up, with the quilt his otherwise naked lower half he pondered what he should do now, knock on the door and speak to her, get dressed and wait, remain undressed and wait? Before he could decide the door opened and his Mom walked out. She didn't look like she'd been in the bathroom crying regretfully as her face was clear and unblemished, also she was totally naked. She smiled and sashayed over to the bed, getting on the bottom and crawling up to him. Her lips pursed and pressed against his, gently opening as he responded and easing her tongue forward to flutter against his. After a few seconds she broke the kiss and sat up on her knees beside him, "We will need to talk, about what last night means for us, but not now, on Monday when we're home and had time to process it."
"Okay," he nodded.
"Though it's more for you to think about it," she purred and licked her lips sensually, "I know what I want..."
She got off the bed and walked across the room to stand next to a wall, she leaned on to it and wiggled her ass, "... perhaps I can help persuade you."
His cock was rising rapidly and his heart beat faster. If last night was a mistake, he couldn't use the same excuse in the morning, it would be a deliberate choice. But it was one of his body was already making for him as he watched his Mom sway, one of her hands moving to her butt and lightly smacking it so it jiggled even harder. "I'm persuaded," he growled, throwing back the bedding.
She giggled and pushed her butt backwards towards him as he padded across the floor, twerking sexily so that his prick was almost aching with desire by the time he got to her, even if it was only seconds. He reached round and grasped her breasts, squeezing them tightly as she turned her head so that they could kiss and tongue each other hungrily. Reaching down he grasped his cock to guide it towards her pussy, but she took hold off his wrist before he could take hold off it, "I've another incentive for you," she purred, "To help you make the right decision."
"What?" he asked, though she knew as well as he did that the decision had already been made and there would be no conversation about it on Monday.
"Have you ever fucked one of your girlfriends in the ass?" she giggled flirtatiously
"No," not even Alice Darina, who was as slutty as they came. His cock almost exploded at the thought of finally hitting that Holy Grail, made even more taboo by the fact it was his Mom.
"Do you want to?"
In response he kissed her again, hard and passionately, forcing his hand downward and breaking her grip. He took hold off his cock, "Yes."
She reached round and pulled apart her cheeks, exposing her rosebud, "Fuck my ass Ryan, hard."
He couldn't believe it, even after last night. Perhaps he'd hit his head on the steps as they exited from the car and he was in a coma even now or it was some weird hallucination from extremely dodgy cheese he eaten with the meal. But it was all too real for either, his Mom was naked in front of him and wanting him to butt-bang her.
Gripping his dick hard he guided it to her sphincter, resting it on the ring muscle for a moment.
"Just stick it in baby," his Mom giggled, "I can take it."
Like a good boy he did what his Mom wanted. The muscle expanded and collapsed in as he pushed, first the tip and then the head of the shaft. It was tight but easier than he expected, at least for the first couple of inches before he began to meet more resistance from her tunnel, which closed to resist the invading prick. Grunting he eased back and pushed forward again, his Mom letting out a sound that was somewhere between a yelp and a moan. She pushed her ass back towards him, as if welcoming him in. He moved his hands to her waist, grasping her firmly and thrust in again, his cock going further in.
"That's it," Brandi moaned, "Stick it in, I've used a butt-plug while you were sleeping, so it should be nice and easy."
If this was easy Ryan wasn't sure what hard would be like. Alternatively he wasn't complaining, his Mom's ass might be tight but it also gripped and squeezed at his cock like a giant hand, tugging at his foreskin and stimulating the gland beneath. Each shove was sending waves of pleasure through him and if he wasn't ready to cum, he could still feel that comforting tingle. He pulled back again and drove forward, a little more of his Mom's ass opening to him.
"Oooohhh, that's good," Brandi leant against the wall, her hands spread out and her back slightly bent as she jiggled her butt with every thrust. "I love dick in my butt baby, we can do this all the time if you want."
That was certainly an incentive, Ryan thought, I could get used to this. He was getting deeper now, not yet balls deep, but certainly getting closer. Gradually he was dropping into a rhythm, getting faster and harder, bashing his thighs against his Mom's legs, banging away at her upraised butt. His hands held her tightly, keeping them both in position. The cock went in again, over three quarters of the way, his Mom groaning and gasping, shuddering in excitement. He had long fantasised about anal, as most eighteen year old guys did, but he had never imagined it would feel as good as it did, even the extra effort was worth it as his cock was squeezed and pummelled and pulled by her tight walls. In he went, slamming forward, feeling his Mom rock with his thrust, groaning loudly, her hands scraping at the wall. "God this is so hot, I love it," he grunted as he slammed forward again, "Your butt is so fuckable."
"Uuuhhh, uuuhhh, yes, yes, I love being banged in my ass," she confirmed, "It makes me cum so hard, oooohhh, fuck, fuck, fuck, oooohhh."
Spurred on by her words he drove harder, forcing apart the last inches of the tunnel walls and slamming in deep, his balls slapping loudly at her. She gasped and cried out, shuddering and convulsing in evident pleasure. He had heard that anal sex could be sore for the woman, but if it was his Mom was letting on, obviously any pain was dwarfed by the pleasure she was receiving. In and out he pounded, feeding her his huge dick, grunting with every thrust as she clawed at the wall, her hands slipping and sliding over it as she tried to get a grip. It wasn't the best position, so he decided to take the initiative, pausing and pulling out, then before his Mom could complain grabbing her hand and leading her over to the dresser. "Bend over," he grinned and he saw her smile in the mirror's reflection as she complied. He reached down for his cock again, the other hand grasping her ass, "I'm going to fuck you until you're raw," he promised.
"Mmmn yes, please Ryan, fuck my ass open," she said, tittering and then licking her lips sensually.
He slid his cock into the hole, easier than before and with only a few exploratory thrusts he was back in the rhythm, except in the position his Mom was better balanced allowing him to up his speed and power, drilling deep into her anus and making her squeal and gasp. He gripped round her stomach, sliding down one hand to her pussy and finding her clit. He began to rub it and stroke it as he took her from behind, making his Mom shudder even more violently, her mouth open as she let out an endless stream of orgasmic cries. Pounding faster and harder, he felt the continual tug of pleasure as the wall continued to grip at his prick. He grunted and drove in, his hand playing feverishly with his Mom's soaked cunt and clit as she gasped and squealed, "Yessss, aaarrggghh, yesss, fuck me, fuck my ass harder! Yessss, aaaargghhh!"
Brandi's beautiful face was contorting in the mirror as she climaxed again and again, her eyes fluttering and her forehead creasing. Ryan continue to slam in, watching as her tits bounced and swung from side to side as she rocked under his sustained anal assault. Her hands pressed harder on the dresser, her nails scratching at the veneer as if she was trying to dig them in for grip. He grinned and lowered his head onto her shoulder, his chin resting on the crook, his cheek rubbing at hers as he worked back and forth. His Mom moaned and rubbed him back, her pleasure reflected in the mirror.
Her ass seemed to be gripping even harder at his cock as she climaxed, her body convulsing as if it was an electric cattle prod he was shoving up her ass. "Yessss, aaaargghh, yessss! Fuck my ass!" she screamed loudly, letting whoever was in the next door rooms know exactly what they were doing, "Aarrrghhh, yesssss, harder Ryan baby, aaaaargghhh!"
Her hands gave way and she slumped down over the dresser, lifting her face up so that he could still see her reaction as he pounded as violently as he could manage. He was coming close now, he knew. He tried to distract himself, thinking of his favourite ice-cream or the colour of his bedroom wall. It didn't work, he was continually brought back to the beautiful woman he was ass-fucking and the squeeze of her butthole around his cock.
"I'm going to cum," he managed to gasp.
"Cum in my ass," his Mom squealed.
Ryan thrust away for a few more moments and then stiffened as the orgasm hit him like a brick wall. The cum exploded from his dick, spurt after spurt blasting into his Mom's ass, filling the hole with the white goo. He slipped his dick out and watched it trickle from her gaped open hole, dripping slowly out and down her ass crack.
"Mmmnnn, that was special," his Mom moaned, slowly levering herself up, "I need a shower though before breakfast." She began to walk towards the bathroom again, before turning to her son, "Want to join me?"
*
As they went to the check-out they saw Claire again. She smiled at them, "How was your weekend?"
"We enjoyed it," grinned Brandi, her hand travelling down her son's back to brush at his ass. This time Ryan didn't mind and in turn slipped his arm round his Mom's waist and squeezed her.
Claire grinned, "Pair of lovebirds," she said, "You're well suited to each other."
"We are" Mom and son chorused together.
*
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Emily Field's room made the teen look so innocent, thought her Mom, as she took a look round. There were school books parked tidily on the dresser, a half-finished assignment on the desk ready to be completed, a bed neatly made with a couple of old and admired soft-toys. Even the pictures of Emily's friends which sat on the book shelf and on the nightstand were of them smiling happily at the camera and not exposing their well-gaped asses as photos of dyke bottoms should be. She glanced at her watch; 7:01 - Emily was late, but she hadn't called so the delay must only be a small one. Soon she'd be home and ready to be fucked.
Pam smiled in anticipation and left the room, going downstairs to wait for her errant daughter.
*
"You enjoyed dping my Mom?" Melissa Hastings asked Pam whilst handing her a glass of wine.
Pam glanced at the new photo that was adorning the wall of the A-team's headquarters, an apartment in a middling part of town. In it Veronica's Hastings' naked ass was on display, the cratered hole between her cheeks leaving no doubt about the violence of the ass reaming she'd received. Pam turned back to Melissa, she too was admiring the photo, one of the thing Pam had quickly realised about the team of lesbian dominatrixes she was being inducted into was that family ties were much less important than the bonds which held the A-team together. She smiled, "I enjoyed it a lot."
"I must try that ass myself sometime soon," said Melissa, her eyes sweeping over the hole.
"You should," Ella had walked over to join them, sipping her own wine, "Your Mom is a dp slut, she's a dirty a fuckhole as I've banged, she's totally gagging for it - easy to seduce. Which isn't to say that for Pam's first time she was excellent, all the right moves, absolutely controlling her, fencing her in like a sheep until Veronica had no choice but to give into her desires and fuck us."
"It was easier than I thought," Pam said.
"You're either a natural or you're not, and if you're not a natural you're a bottom made for fucking," Ella distilled the Amazon philosophy into a sentence.
"I guess I am a natural then," Pam smiled.
"The omens are good, what with the way you fucked Hanna's asshole as well. However there's one more task."
"What is it?" asked Pam.
"Let's just wait for Mona and Ali to arrive, they should be here soon," Ella replied.
"I was wondering how you got together?" asked Pam, "I mean you're old enough to be their Mom."
Ella smiled, "You know I was telling you about the Amazons?"
"Yes," Pam nodded.
Continuing Ella said, "By the time I went to University I was a total lesbian slut top, I'd fuck anything that moved, teen's, Milfs, Gilfs and anything in between - no butt was safe from me. Education wise, in my first year I did the Classics and that interested me in the Amazons. At the time I thought they were just a myth, but to a horny top the idea of a bunch of ball-busting female warriors who'd fuck anything that moved appealed...
"It seems my two interests attracted one of my female professors. She inducted me into her own A-Team, letting me learn the ropes and fuck lots of hot student ass. It was important that we kept it secret, whilst I don't think the Greeks remain a threat, there remain lots of others who wouldn't be supportive of a horde of dominant lesbians seducing their women."
"I think we've seen the news," Pam said with a smile.
"Yes. So I hid my lesbian side and married Byron - who I knew was unable to keep it in his pants, but it didn't matter because even as I was married to him I was banging other hotties. Did you know on the wedding night my old A-Team gangbanged his Mom?" she smiled, remembering, "She doesn't come to visit very much anymore."
"How to get rid of pesky in-laws," smiled Melissa, "I must remember that."
"It was fun as well, she was a prim slut until she was gagging on one strap on, whilst another two were hammering her holes," Ella smiled in memory. "I left college, but still remained a member of my old A-team, fucking women whenever I could. After a few years I moved to another one, nearer home, in Philadelphia. I was in my early thirties when my team leader took me aside and suggested I open a new chapter in Rosewood. It meant leaving some good friends and some well-trained fuckholes, but it was my duty; we need to grow to survive or else we risk melting away like summer snow. "
"So I started to look out for potential recruits and what better place to start than my school, Melissa was an obvious recruit and Alison too, both were so obviously dominant and smart and a few hints and comments soon led me to confirm that both were secretly lesbian. Mona was a bit harder, at first she seemed very meek and mild, a bottom. But just as I was thinking that I might have a go at seducing her I began to notice it was all an act, a way that girls wouldn't see her as a threat and so she could worm her way into their pants. Do you know at she'd had a six year plan for seducing Hanna and taking her anal virginity - I think it would have worked as well."
"It would have, no doubt about it," Melissa grinned, "though by joining the A-Team she was able to bring it forward."
"All A-teams need a member who is super-manipulative, who can work all the plays and know which buttons to press for each bottom to make them become a fuckslut."
"Ali was yours?" Pam asked with a smile.
Ella nodded, "She's just so good at it. But even someone so good needs training. The Amazons have a secret base, a chateau in the South of France, where girls are trained in the art of seduction. We faked Ali's kidnap. We all went for regular visits; Melissa when everyone thought she was working in London, Mona when her Mom thought she was on vacation with her Dad and her Dad thought she was with her Mom and me when everyone thought I was having an affair with that pastry cook - an actor I'd hired and a boring one at that.
"It was good for team bonding to see Ali and how she was getting on and there was plenty of ass around, the locals think it's a female only spa, so aren't surprised when hot women turn up for several weeks at a time and then leave."
"It sounds delicious," Pam said, disappointed she hadn't been in when the team was getting formed.
"I'm sure you'll get a chance to go over, assuming you pass the last test," Ella said.
She turned to the table. Alison and Mona were just settling in, after arriving moments before. They looked up as the three older women approached, slight smiles on their faces as if they knew what was coming up. Ella sat at the head, waiting for everyone to take their seats and sit comfortably, or as comfortably as Pam could as excitement and anxiety combined as she waited for the last test. Eventually after what seemed like hours but was only seconds Pam put a closed paper folder on the desk, resting her hand on it. "You've done well Pam, repaid our belief that you'll be a valuable addition to the A-Team."
Pam blushed, especially as the other three gave a polite round of applause. Ella smiled at them all, waiting a few seconds for them to stop clapping. "There's just one more task... this girl."
She pushed the folder over to Pam, who opened it, "That's Emily."
"That's right Pam, you need to seduce and butt-fuck your daughter."
*
Pam remembered the excitement she'd felt as she'd looked down at Emily's picture and heard Ella confirm the task. She could picture the teen slut's face between her legs and see the sight of the dildo sliding into Emily's asshole, vanishing from view down that well-used fuck tunnel. But there had been a night of planning to be had first, Emily was definitely a dyke fuckhole; Melissa, Ali and Mona all attested to that. But they needed a plan to move her from being a lesbian slut to being a lesbian incestuous slut. Luckily Ali's training paid off and she was able to instruct Pam in exactly which buttons to take to push her teenage daughter over the edge.
Pam went downstairs to wait and try to relax, crossing her legs and sitting on the couch trying to read a magazine. It was virtually impossible to concentrate, though. She found herself reading the same lines over and over again, unable to take the words in and looking at the same pictures until they blurred and shook. Luckily Emily wasn't long, the door opened and in her came her daughter, smiling like she was an innocent, not an anal whore. "Sorry I'm late Mom, there's road-works."
Pam put down her magazine and put on her best sympathetic face, "I saw Paige today..."
"Oh..." Emily's face dropped a smidgen. Pam inwardly smiled, Ali had been right about her daughter and the girlfriend.
"She said you'd broken up," if there were Oscars for seducing your daughter Pam would have been right there up with them. She'd never actually liked Paige, she wasn't good enough for Em, a view confirmed when she discovered that the other swimmer was an anal whore as well and even at this moment was getting DP'd by Alison and Mona in the parking lot across town. No Emily needed a real woman, a dominant woman - not a slutty bottom like Paige. Pam kept her sad looking face, though, as if it was the worse news in the world, "She didn't say why."
Emily put on a fake strong face, which would have fooled Pam, if she didn't know what her daughter really was. "These things happen Mom. It's only a few days ago."
"Why didn't you tell me?" sympathy oozed from Pam's tone.
Emily blushed, a little red tinge to her flawless skin. "I wasn't sure you approved of me and Paige, because, you know, we were... we weren't straight."
"Oh Em," Pam said looking hurt, "You can tell me anything, I just want you to be happy." And the only way you can be happy is by becoming an anal slut, she mentally added. "Come sit down here and let's talk about it."
Ali was right, thought Pam, as Emily put down her bag and moved to sit next to her Mom, taking a space on the sofa. Pam waited until her daughter was sat down before reaching over to brush a strand of hair back and then put her hand on her daughter's leg, neither were overtly sexual, but the female touch would start to put Emily into the zone. Pam smiled, not too motherly, not too sexually - not yet, "Breaking up is hard," she said, "especially at eighteen."
Emily nodded "But it's one of those things we need to get through.
The reply reminded Pam that in some ways her daughter was wise beyond her years. If she'd just broken down and sobbed it would have been easier, luckily Ali had thought that was unlikely (as had Pam). Pam stroked gently at her daughter's leg, down the denim and towards bottom of the shorts, half way down the thigh "I always found that the best way to get over someone was to get up and ride straight away." She gave a wicked smile, like she was just about to tell the most delicious secret, "And when I say ride I mean literally ride, ass up."
"Mom!" Emily looked shocked, as Pam had expected.
Pam just grinned more conspiratorially, "What Emily? Did you think I was a Sunday school teacher, I've ridden my share of bikes." She gave a small sensual lick of her lips like she was remembering them and squeezed lightly at the teen's thigh. She could feel the teen quiver, as she too imagined, her face changing as she began to wonder what her Mom had meant by bikes and was she really using a slang term for lesbians. Pam paused for a moment, letting her wonder, before moving on the conversation without answering her daughter's question - at least yet. "Unless it was sex that was the reason for the break-up. Was it sex? Was she not giving you enough? Or was it you? Please Emily, I'm sure it wasn't you - you'd give your girlfriend what she wants, it'd be embarrassing if it was that you didn't go down enough on Paige's sweet pussy." She emphasised the word sweet, enjoying the red blush that went to Emily's cheeks.
"The sex was fine," Emily said.
"Are you sure? Paige didn't strike me as much of a top."
"She wasn't a top," Emily blushed, unable to stop herself talking or to move, already - though she didn't know it - under control.
"So are you the top? I love you Emily, but I don't think you're really top-like material," Pam said in a loving tone.
Emily blushed her cheeks getting redder, as if she didn't believe she was having this intimate conversation with her own Mom, "I'm not a top either. Neither of us were, we were just us."
"Just us...I see," smiled Pam, "That's where you were going wrong. One of you needed to be the top, the dominant one and the other the dirty little slut, spreading her holes for the other." Pam paused as Emily gasped in shock, her mouth falling literally open. Pam allowed a second or two for the teen to recover before throwing in the right hook, "At least that's my experience."
There was silence for about ten seconds whilst Emily's brain zigged and zagged trying to regain a straight course to allow her to speak, "Your experience?" the teen finally managed to blurt out.
"Yes, Emily. Did you think you were the only lesbian in this house? Before I married your Dad I'd banged loads of women and since his death I've nailed plenty more," Pam smiled, letting the words sink in and squeezing her daughter's thigh harder, before relaxing her grip and starting to stroke it. "In fact just yesterday I was with a couple of friends in a dp threesome, I was one of the tops before you ask."
"Wwhuhhuhw," Emily made some sort of choking, gargling, snorty sound and her eyes seemed to be straining in her eye sockets as her upper and lower jaw struggled to connect.
Pam inwardly smiled at the teen's stunned reaction to her Mom coming out, especially as Emily had struggled so long with her own sexuality and people's reaction to it. She patted and stroked her daughter's thigh, letting her thumb run sensually over the fabric of the jeans and then down over the flesh. Her daughter was still to stunned to react, which was how it should be. Pam continued to gently rub the smooth skin as she said, "But we're not talking about my sex life, Emily, we're talking about yours and the impossibility of one bottom dating another bottom."
Emily nodded, still looking so shocked she'd have agreed with her Mom if the older woman had said they were going to talk about how to disprove the Earth was round. "So how was the pussy eating? Did you enjoy dropping your slutty head between Paige's thighs and licking her slick slot."
"Mom!" gasped Emily.
"Answer the question," smiled Pam, "Or else I can't help." Her hand moved over Emily's naked thigh, rubbing the flesh. Pam wondered whether her daughter realised what was meant by 'help' yet or was she still struggling to comprehend what was happening, that she was being turned into her Mom's personal sex toy.
Emily blushed red. "Yes," she said in a tiny voice.
"Pardon?" Pam said, smiling wickedly.
"Yes," said Emily, louder but still far from a shout, "I enjoyed oral sex with her."
"That wasn't the question," her Mom teased, "It was did you enjoy eating her?"
Emily nodded, her face crimson.
Pam patted the teen's naked thigh, smiling broadly like a Mom who'd just got the cream, "There that wasn't so bad. So we know that lapping pussy wasn't the problem. Now what about dirty talk - did she know what to call you during sex?"
"Em?" asked Emily, "She called me my name."
"Not slut or dyke or dirty whore? Just your name," Pam did her best to sound aggrieved on her daughter's behalf, "She at least must have made reference to you as a fuckhole or a skank bitch?"
Emily's face went red and Pam knew she was remembering, not Paige, but other members of the A-Team who knew what she was and had no problem saying that. After a few moments Emily shook her head, "No, those are so derogatory, a girlfriend wouldn't call you that."
"A girlfriend wouldn't, a fuck-slut's owner would," said Pam in the same tone she'd use for telling Emily that milk was good for her. To her satisfaction her daughter gave a very brief and very small, but still noticeable, nod of agreement, even if her cheeks remained as red as a beetroot. Pam gave her daughter's leg another squeeze and was reward with a slight opening of the thighs as if already the teen was realising that her holes were her Mom's and they needed to be ready for access. The Milf gently let go off the teen's leg and began to brush her knuckle on the flesh, her eyes moving up and down Emily's body, the denim shorts which clung to her legs and over her pussy, the vest which hugged her firm teenage boobs. She metaphorically licked her lips knowing that the teen, like a fly was being enmeshed in a web. It was all for Emily's own good, of course, she was a natural bottom and she wouldn't be happy if she wasn't being regularly butt-pounded. "So what about dildos? Did you use them?"
"With Paige," Emily blushed, "We didn't do that. Only fingers and tongues."
"What about with others?" Pam pushed.
"With others... I've only dated Paige..." Emily's face was so red that even if Pam hadn't known that her daughter had been passed round three-quarters of the A-Team she would have realised that she was lying.
"If we're to get to the bottom of why you split with Paige you need to tell me the truth. I'm not asking about dating, I'm asking if others have toyed your dirty, dyke holes," Pam smiled not just to take the sting of the words, but also to coincide with her hands moving up her daughter's thigh to rest just inches from her denim covered pussy.
The teen shivered, looking down at her Mom's hand and then up into her face. She must know what was happening now, but she wasn't resisting. "Yes," she said in a quavery voice, "I've been dildoed."
"Mmnnn, I knew you were a dirty slut," Pam's fingers played over her daughter's cunt, only separated from the wet flesh by the denim shorts and the panties underneath. She moved up and down over where she thought the clit was, virtually all pretence gone. "Where? Which holes? Up your ass? Did you do it up the butt?"
"Yes," whimpered Emily, "I've had a toy up my anus."
"Just one or more?" Pam stroked at Emily and as she did so she brought her face closer.
"More..." confirmed the teen, shaking.
"Were they big massive ones? Did they spread your tight, teen tushie and jam down your fuckhole?"
"Yes, Mom, yes."
"Were you filled up with plastic cock like a whore? Were they thrust all the way in? Did they gape that whore butt?" her Mom purred and stroked the teen. Emily's legs widen and she slid down against the couch, looking up at her Mom.
"They did, yes. I was filled with dildo, they spread my asshole."
"Mmmnnnn, so hot. Did you enjoy it? Did you cum and cum again, like a dirty, cheap hooker."
"Yes, I came. The dildo up my ass made me orgasm," Emily blushed.
Her Mom smiled sympathetically, pulling back and leaving her daughter quivering with lust. She put a touch of happy pride into her voice and said, "So we've found out why you split from Paige. You need a more dominant owner, who can ride your ass and treat you like the dirty slut you are."
Emily breathed heavily, looking up at her Mom, "Yes, yes I do," she said in wonderment as if it had just become clear to her.
Pam stood up, her hand moving from Emily as she did so. The teen shuddered and looked at her Mom with appealing eyes. Pam knew then she could take her and fuck her daughter's tight little holes.
She reached down and began to undo her pants. Emily looked down, her expression bewildered as if her brain hadn't yet told her what was going on. She'd find out soon enough. Pam stood and removed her pants. She hadn't bothered wearing underwear, knowing that it would be another thing to take off. "Get on your knees dyke whore."
Emily immediately did as she was told, accepting the name without protest. She looked up and Pam met her gaze, like a Babylonian Queen to a Christian Slave. The older woman savoured the moment, once she spoke again their relationship would change forever, in her case for the better. "Tongue my pussy whore and lick it good, I don't want to be short changed, I'm not Paige."



"Yes, Mom," said Emily. She blushed red as her head moved down, obviously embarrassed by the turn of events. But she still opened her mouth as she got to her Mom's cunt, like the sluttish bottom she was and began to lick. Emily had been tongued before, and she'd had it done well, but there was something special about having your daughter down there. It wasn't that Emily was particularly good, she wasn't bad, but she definitely could do with more practice. It was more that there was something so overwhelmingly powerful about making Emily do something so taboo and to do it without force. "Mmnnnn, lick it cunt lapper, eat my sweet cunt," Pam moaned in pleasure standing over the teen.
Emily licked harder and faster, her tongue slapping over the pussy, tearing down the slit to slap at the wet hole. Pam quivered and giggled in pleasure, how had she not done this before, this was such fun. She mentally thanked Ella and the rest of the A-Team for opening a new world to her, a world in which her daughter was her submissive bottom, as were many other cute and sexy women. "Oh, that's it slut, lick harder, I want my pussy soaking," she called down.
She was gratified that Em sped up. If the teen had an ounce of self-respective, she have stopped and ran out, pausing only to alert the police. but then if she'd had any self-respect she wouldn't have been a submissive bottom and she'd be the one having her pussy licked by some dumb dyke fuckslut. "Eat my cunt, stick that dyke tongue in my hole, taste my Mommy juice."
She pulled off her top and unclipped the bra, making sure to drop them both beside Emily so her daughter, despite being face forward in twat, would know her Mom was naked. The teen slurped harder, desperate to please the older woman, her tongue shooting out and digging deep at the cunt. The teen's fingers had crept up and were rubbing at Pam's clit at the same time. Pam hadn't told her to do that, but she was pleased the little whore was showing some initiative, she grunted and gasped in pleasure as the teen tongue shot in... "MMmnnn, urrrrhhhh, that's good, lick Mom's cunt, do it hard you disgusting little dyke whore..."
The teen lapped even harder, going so fast her tongue must ache. Pam gave another squeal of pleasure, gripping Emily's head and pushing it forward, thrusting her mouth at the pussy lips. The teen didn't even slow down, continuing to lick with the enthusiasm of a born bottom, like she was almost designed to give pleasure to tops. Pam gasped again, shrieking and shuddering in excitement as the teen's tongue dipped deep into her. She could have stayed here all day, but there was more to do if she was to fully break in Emily and prove herself worthy to the join the A-Team.
She yanked Emily's head back and tugged at the hair, forcing the teen to look at her. Her make-up was smeared and her face contorted in part lust, part horror, all embarrassment. Pam smiled, put every muscle to work so that it was a smile of control and dominance, just as Alison had showed her, "You're a slut whore, what are you Emily?"
The teen tried to downcast her eyes, but Pam kept tugging at her hair, jacking her head back and making sure the teen kept her eyes on her Mom as she said it, "I'm a slut whore."
"Yes, you are," Pam grinned, "And do you know what happens to slut whores?"
The teen didn't reply though she must have known the answer, so Pam spoke for her, "They get their skank ass fucked by their owners."
"Yes," whimpered Emily in agreement.
"Do you know who your owner is?" Pam used her spare hand to tap the end of Emily's nose as she spoke.
"Yes, yes," Emily would have nodded if her Mom hadn't been holding her hair so tight.
"Who?"
"You are, you own me," the teen whimpered again.
"And I'm going to fuck you," Pam smiled. "Once you ask for it. I want this to be consensual."
"Please fuck me, Mom, I want you to fuck me. Please bang me, in the ass, as hard as you like and for as long as you can. I'm your ass whore and I want you to fuck me," the words sounded like magic in Pam's ears.
She let go off Emily and was pleased to see her slut bottom daughter remained on her knees looking up at her new owner as she waited for instructions. Pam nodded sternly, "Go upstairs and get undressed. You'll find a strap-on dildo in my top drawer. Once you're naked bring it down and give it to me."
"Yes Mom," Emily stood and went upstairs.
Pam sat down and pretended to read, trying to appear nonchalant as she waited for the most momentous event in her life. It wasn't long before Emily returned, she hadn't wasted time, which was a good sign. As instructed she was totally nude and holding the strap-on which she handed to Pam. Pam put it on and then gestured for her daughter to move to the rug in the centre of the room. "Turn round, I want to see what I own," she said.
Emily turned so that her back was to her Mom. Her ass cheeks were lovely and firm, just round enough to fuckable without moving into fat. "I think I might get you a tramp stamp, what about 'Anal whore - insert here', we could add a little arrow?"
Emily gulped but replied, "Whatever you like Mom."
"We could tattoo 'I'm a dyke whore across' your stomach as well so that every time you undressed the rest of the swim team would know what type of skank you were. I might even rent you out to them, do you think they'd like that? Gangbanging your dyke ass with their dildos."
"I'm sure they would."
"Would you?"
"Yes, I love hard dildo in my ass," Emily said, this time she did look at the floor as if hoping that it would swallow her up and erase the words of shame.
It didn't.
"Spread those cheeks let see the hole I'm going to fuck," Pam said.
Emily pulled apart her buttocks, revealing the rosebud. Pam almost salivated looking at it, it was a shame it wasn't virgin, but that seemed a small consideration compared to the fact that she'd soon be fucking it and would able to do so whenever she wanted, wherever she wanted, however she wanted. "Turn around," she ordered again, "On your knees." Her daughter did as she was told, her cheeks blushing red. Pam bounced the cock she was wearing with her fingers, "Suck it, make it nice and wet for your ass."
The teen opened her mouth and slid it up the dildo, like she was born to suck plastic cock. Pam looked down smiling, it was so hot seeing her only child on her knees slurping up her dick, the teen moving higher and higher up it, giving it a proper spit shining. "Mmmnnn, that's right. Suck it deep. I want it balls deep in your mouth, all the way, whore."
Emily pushed herself, forcing her mouth further and further upwards. She gagged and choked falling back, but even before Pam could say something she was trying again, ignoring the watering of her eyes and the saliva dripping from between her lips. "Eat it whore, suck my plastic dick, suck it all the way in like the dirty skanky slut you are." Pam licked her lips in excitement, unable to believe how far her daughter was taking it. At first Pam had thought she'd need to help Emily take the final inches and that she'd need to grab her head and force it forward. But it turned out Emily was doing it all on her own, Pam wasn't sure whether it was A-Team training or underwater swimming, but in either case Em had lungs which seemed to be able to cope with anything.
The final bit of the dick pushed in and Emily looked up desperately. "Stay there," Pam reached down and pinched her daughter's nose. She would see how well trained she was when she was getting no oxygen at all. Emily went white, then puce and then red. But she remained in place, a perfectly obedient slut. Pam let go and gave a gentle pus, "Breath," she said. Emily fell back off the dildo, a long train of saliva between it and her, she gasped desperately, dragging air into her lungs. "Keep sucking, whore," Pam said and Emily drove her face back down, pushing herself onto the cock. The teen did as she was told leaving the cock soaking in her spit and her make-up as messed as an impressionist painting.
"Okay on your knees, bend over, lift that ass up and spread it like a anal whore should," Pam said.
Once the teen was down, Pam took hold off the dildo, soaked with her daughter's spit and pushed it at the hole. "Pull those cheeks apart further," she instructed, "Open that hole for Mommy."
Emily tugged harder at her butt cheeks, pulling them apart so hard that the rosebud opened. Pam pressed her advantage, thrusting the toy at the ring muscle and breaking through. She didn't stop, but pressed her advantage forcing the dick in further. The walls fought back, but not hard, they knew what was coming and didn't see the point of resisting. Pam gripped Emily's waist, grasping her hard and thrusting. The teen moaned and shuddered, enjoying the feel of dyke dick in her ass, as Pam had known she would. "Oooohhh," she moaned like a whore, "Oooohhhh, ooooohhh."
"Tell me to fuck you harder, whore, tell me how much you love dick in your ass," Pam grunted as she continued to pound, thrusting more and more of the toy into her daughter's butthole.
"Fuck me harder Mom," the teen squeaked obligingly, "Ram that dildo deep into my whore ass. Fuck me so good.... oooohhhh, that's right, that's good. I am an anal whore, I love having dildo deep in my ass. Ooooohhh fill me up with your big plastic cock Mom, I love it, I love for dyke dick... ooooohhh."
"You dirty, dirty, whore," Pam grinned as she spoke, "After I ass fuck you to oblivion I may just have to wash your mouth out with soap and water." She slammed harder and harder, almost knocking Emily over so that the teen had to let go of the cheeks and balance her hands on the floor. It no longer mattered as Pam was so deeply impaled in the teen tush that she no longer needed the buttocks to be held open. In fact she was all the way in, her thighs hammering at the firm round globes with every thrust. She lifted her hand and slapped them hard, making them wobble and the teen squealed. She smacked them again, she was really riding Emily like the teen was an untamed bronco. "Take it ass whore, take my dick in your ass. I own this hole and I'm going to ruin it."
"Yesss, yessss, fuck your bitch's ass. I'm your anal slut, a fucktoy for your pleasure, pound my asshole and make it yours," the teen squealed in pleasure.
Pam went even faster and harder, fucking Emily as hard as she ever fucked anyone. The teen squeaked and squealed, bucking and bending as she was hammered. Emily's finger clawed at the rug as Pam's dug into her, the Milf using her nails like claws to grip the teen and keep her in position. "Yes, yes, yes, this ass is so hot. And it's mine. I'm going to fuck it again and again, until I've ruined it and all your fit for is to be a street whore making money for Mommy."
"Yessss, aaaarrrrghhh, fuck my ass harder, aaaaaarrghhh fuck it, good," the teen shrieked again, cumming so hard her juices were splattering from her cunt onto to the rug, which in the circumstances was probably forgivable though Pam resolved to make her daughter hand wash it later, it hadn't been cheap. She slammed in, ramming the dildo fast down the hole. Emily's head lifted again and her back bent, "AAAAArrggghh, yesssss, aaaaargghhh."
Pam didn't care whether Emily orgasmed or not and continued to fuck her hard, ramming the dildo in so it rub at her own clit and made her feel the pleasure. "Oooohhh," she moaned, "Uuurrhhhh, fuck this ass, it's so hot. OOOOhhh, this is so good." Harder and harder she pounded, faster and faster, filling Emily with thick dick, hammering the hole open. "Uuurrhhh, oooohhh, this is making me cum." She went even quicker, giving her all to the slut in front of her. Emily trembled and squealed, Pam thrust and thrust, only caring about her own pleasure and driving it on, making the toy stimulate her clit harder and more intensely, "Aaarrrghh," she gasped, "aaaarrrghhh."
Panting she pulled out. She was covered in sweat. She smiled at her daughter, "Stay there slut, I want to take a picture."
*
The champagne was expensive, but worth every cent. Ella was standing by the wall of anal shame, where the A-Team's conquests were proudly displayed. There was a new picture up, 'Emily Fields - buttfucked!' and with it a new member of the A-Team. Pam Fields was standing there with the others, dressed simply but elegantly. "Welcome Pam, a worthy ass fucker for our team," Ella raised her hand in a toast.
Pam blushed and raised her glass as Melissa, Alison and Mona all repeated the toasting, smiling in a real welcome. Ella felt a rush of both pride and love for the team, there were so many challenges still to face, but she really felt with this team they might do it and bring the Amazons into the light. She raised her glass again, "The A-Team."
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"Time to get up," Melanie Danes leant over her sleeping daughter, her own naked breasts brushing against the equally nude teen as she lowered her lips to kiss Ashley's cheek.
"Mnnnn," her daughter moaned, "Do I have too? I'm so comfy being here."
It wasn't like Ashley, who normally almost bounded out of bed on school days. Her Mom paused for a second and then reached round to squeeze a boob, sure that would wake up her daughter, "You'll be late."
"Don't care," moaned her daughter, "I want to stay in bed with you." As she spoke she rolled over onto her back, the bedding falling away so that she was fully exposed to her Mom's lascivious gaze, made more lustful as the teen opened her legs so that her shaven slit was on display. "It's the last time."
So that was it, her Mom thought, not that it was a surprise to her, Ashley would have to be very ill indeed -- knocking at death's door -- to miss a day's schooling unless there was a good reason. Melanie leaned over again and gave her daughter a tender, but still sexual kiss, on the lips as her hand reached down and stroked at her midriff just above the sweet pussy, "It's only for a month, while Hazel is home from college."
"It feels like forever," said Ashley disconsolately.
When you're eighteen four weeks feels like an eternity, Melanie remembered from her own youth, when you're in your forties it feel like twenty-eight days. Still pointing that out was no use, Ashley was smart enough to realise how times flies. She gave the teen another kiss, slow and tender, her lips firmly attached to her daughter's "We'll still have sex, it's just we need to be more careful."
"But we won't be waking up together, that's the best start to the day," Ashley said, "This is our last morning for ages."
"Why don't we make the most of it and take a sick day?" Melanie grinned. Whilst four weeks was manageable she certainly wasn't averse to making the most of the morning with her hot and sexy daughter.
"A sick day?" Ashley frowned, "I'm not sure, isn't that wrong?"
"You tell me," said Melanie. She pushed her mouth against her daughter's again, this time opening it and slipping her tongue out, rubbing at the teen's lips and encouraging them apart. She moved over the teen, straddling her, her shaven pussy rubbing at her daughter's naked stomach, slipping up and down as she moved. One of her hands took Ashley's breast and she squeezed it, kneading the plump flesh and flicking over the nipple, to tease and tantalise it with the thumb's tip. After a few moments she lifted her head to allow Ashley space to speak, "So what do you think?"
"I guess one day won't hurt," Ashley smiled, "As long as it's not a habit. I'll be back in on Monday."
"Of course, I don't want you to become a teenage reprobate who's always truanting," grinned Melanie, knowing that the risk of that was smaller than an asteroid plummeting into their house tomorrow.
Her daughter's mouth was open to receive her, their tongues twisting and intertwining as they made out on the bed, Ashley continue to slide sensually up and down the teen's stomach, rubbing the naked flesh with her cunt, as it rapidly began to dampen. Ashley's tongue began to move faster against hers, the teen waking up eagerly and full of energy. Melanie squeezed the teenage tit harder, before laying her hands on the bed either side of her daughter as she lowered her own chest so that she was tit to tit with the teenager, her own adequately sized bosoms pressing and melding into her daughter's delightfully big ones. They continued kissing passionately, rolling and rubbing together, Ashley reaching round to grip her Mom's butt and cradle it in her hands, gently encouraging her Mom to continue up and down, adding to the frisson in the older woman's twat.
Slowly Melanie worked herself up to the teenager's body, rolling her pussy over her stomach, feeling the teen's excitement as she kissed harder. Up further, until she was no longer flexible enough to keep on kissing her daughter and broke her mouth away. The teen moaned in anticipation, "Give me that cunt," she groaned. Her Mom did so, slipping herself even higher, bouncing over the tits and getting on her haunches over her daughter's face, "I want some breakfast," giggled Ashley, her hands gripping at her Mom's thighs as the Milf lowered herself down onto the open mouth.
As soon as it hit it, Ashley tongue was out and pressing at her Mom's slit, licking eagerly as she tried to force the lips apart to get into the pink, moist meat. Melanie wiggled, easing herself down, making it easier for her daughter. In the last couple of months Ashley had moved from inexperienced virgin to high-class cunt licker, certainly one of the best that had ever tongued Melanie's twat and the teen was soon showing all her tricks, driving herself into in her Mom's tunnel and lapping up the juice almost as quick as she was creating it. Melanie gasped from the first wave of pleasure to hit her, vibrating on top of her daughter, her eyes fluttering. She wiggled and ground some more, trying to open her legs so that her pussy would be spread wider for her daughter's (and her own) enjoyment. Ashley reacted with gusto, her tongue probing further and faster at her Mom's twat, racing down the tunnel to find the hidden spots to taste and tempt.
"Mmnnn, better than going to school?" she asked.
Her daughter (perhaps luckily for Melanie's ego) didn't answer, but continued to lick away at the older woman. Melanie shuddered in pleasure, throwing her head back and uttering a groan. Her nipples were already hardening, but they became stiffer as she reached up to play with herself, rolling the little nubs between her finger and thumb, until they were like iron and sending little waves through her -- not that it could compete with the pleasure that her daughter was giving her, but it was a nice addition. "Yes, baby, eat Mom out."
Her daughter did so enthusiastically.
Glancing at the phone on the night desk beside her Melanie had a wicked thought. She was happy with the risk, though she knew her still quiet conservative daughter would be aghast if she rang the school whilst the teen was still eating her, but equally Ashley wasn't in a position where she could complain and was so deep into her Mom's cunt was incapable of stopping. A little tease of the little tease would be fun, grinned Melanie, and relationship's need fun. She reached for the phone, "I better ring school and tell them you're sick today."
"Now!?" her daughter stopped licking long enough to gasp in horror.
"No time like the present," Melanie grinned, grinding and pushing her cunt at her daughter's face, pushing her head back into the bedding and giving the teen no choice but to either sit in muffled silence or lap the soaking hole pushing at her mouth, it was no surprise she chose the latter and her tongue drove forward into Melanie even as the Milf was pressing the autodial to the school.
She quickly put the phone on speaker and placed it back on the bedside table, as she leaned forward to grip the bedrail, shivering in excitement at her naughty extrovertism.
"Fairview High, Mrs Pettigrew speaking," it only took a few rings for the school secretary to answer.
"It's Melanie Danes here, Ashley's Mom," as soon as she finished speaking she had to bite her lip to stop a moan escaping as her daughter's tongue thrust and wiggled against a particularly sensitive spot.
"How can I help Mrs Danes?" the woman obviously didn't realise that Melanie had been divorced and never used the Mrs; but then she had never rung in about Ashley before so the woman probably hadn't put two and two together and realised it was the same person who'd be ringing in on at least a monthly basis to explain that her elder daughter wouldn't be in school as she had a headache (despite claims that it was menstrually induced, Melanie suspected they were often more alcohol related).
Normally Melanie would have corrected her, but she wanted to keep the conversation as short as possible in case she let out an orgasmic cry half way through it, "Ashley's not feeling right, she won't be in today."
"Oh dear, what seems to be the matter with her?" the woman at the other end of the line seemed to want to prolong the conversation.
Melanie thought quickly, "She's hot," she said mischievously.
"With a fever?" the woman said.
"Oh yes, she's very damp as well," Melanie had to resist the urge not to giggle, an urge not stifled by the speeding up of her daughter's tongue as if the teen was turned on by the conversation.
"Well you keep her in bed," the secretary said, oblivious to the fact that was Melanie's current intention.
"I will, oooohhh," she gasped as the teen's tongue hit at an erogenous zone.
"Pardon?"
"Um, I think I may be sickening as well, just had a powerful wave hit me, I almost fainted," Melanie replied grinding her cunt.
"Perhaps you should be in bed as well," said the secretary helpfully.
"I think that's for the best, bye," she added quickly in case the conversation was continued and reached over to switch off the phone before the other woman could come back. Her cunt brushed at her daughter's face as she pushed herself down, smothering the younger brunette in pussy, "You're feverish baby, lick Mom's cunt and that'll be the best medicine for us both."
"MMmnnn yes," there was a muffled grunt of agreement from below, before Ashley resumed her licking and it soon became obvious that she'd been holding back while her Mom was on the phone.
"Fuck, God, yes, fuck," gasped the Milf as the teen's tongued her twat with an eager expertise. She gripped the bedrail and wiggled and jiggled on Ashley's face, pushing her cunt down hard at her daughter's mouth, shuddering and shaking in ecstasy as Ashley went faster and harder, leaving her Mom's pussy wetter than she could ever remember. The teen was like a machine, except softer, as she gobbled and lapped enthusiastically, her tongue speeding like it was a nuclear powered piston. Pleasured surged through Melanie in a flood and she threw her head backwards, her spine bending with it like it was elastic (the benefits of Yoga, she briefly thought), "Fuck, arrrghhhh, yesss, yeesss, don't stop baby, carry on eating me, yessss, make me your breakfast."
Ashley used to regularly tell her hung over and obviously not hungry sister, that breakfast was the most important meal of the day and she was proving that now. Her Mom bucked and shuddered, if Ashley had been trying to throw her Mom off she could have scarcely done a better job -- she obviously wasn't, though, as her hands remained clamped to the Milf's thighs, keeping her down and in place as she drove up as deep and hard as she could. Another orgasm hit Melanie, almost sending her into orbit and she was sure if she hadn't been gripping the rail she'd have fallen off. As it was she screamed loudly and bent herself so far back her spine almost went at right angles, "Yesssss, yesssss, aaarrgghhhh!"
Below her Ashley was saving the best for last, her tongue beating a rapid and well placed tattoo across her Mom's erogenous zone. The Milf shrieked again, her entire body feeling like it was melting in a furnace of lust -- if steam had been blasting out of her ears Melanie wouldn't have been surprised. Her daughter wasn't stopping either, going faster and harder, slamming at her Mom so that the Milf was a continual quivering mess of burning nerves and exploding sinews, vibrating and shaking like she was possessed by the voice of God. "Yessss, yessss, aaarrgggh," she shrieked, unable to say anything more profound.
Her daughter knew what she meant and went faster, cleaning out the twat even as it filled again with cummy cunt juice. Another explosion went off in Melanie's brain, even more powerful than before and she snapped rigid and relaxed at the same moment, her hands letting go off the bed rail as every muscle decided to go its own way. "Yesssss!" she cried again as she fell from her daughter and onto the bed, bouncing onto her back, unable to move until the pleasure seeped from her exhausted body.
"That was yummy," Ashley grinned, propping herself up on one arm to look at her Mom and obviously fully awake after her first meal of the day.
"Yes," her Mom said, her brain still trying to kick into gear, "You're yummy as well."
The teen giggled, "I'll miss mornings with you, but I've got something to remember it by."
"And something to look forward to, it's only a month," Melanie replied.
Ashley got off the bed, "I'll go and start breakfast, hopefully you've an appetite."
"I do now," grinned Melanie looking at the teen's naked, and very cute, behind. Her daughter grinned and reached for the robe hanging on the back of the bedroom door. Melanie stopped her, "Why bother? No-one's in, but us and I don't mind you walking around in the nude."
Her daughter laughed, "We can have a morning of nakedness before Hazel get's here."
"I'll make the most of it," grinned Melanie as her daughter wiggled her ass at her before leaving.
The Milf lay on her bed for a few minutes, recovering her poise. Then she swung her legs over the edge and got up. She walked over to the cupboard and opened the drawer where they kept the sex toys, rifling around in it for a moment as she decided which strap-on she was going to pick. Choice made she slipped leather straps which held the ten-inch cock up her thighs and tightened the buckle, before getting out some anal lube and smothering a generous helping on the large toy -- experience told her that Ashley would be able to accommodate it, but giving the teen some help harmed no-one. That done she left the room and down the stairs to the kitchen where her daughter was preparing a breakfast that Melanie had no intention of eating.
She pushed the half-ajar door fully open, standing in it as she looked at her oblivious daughter setting the table her sexy ass wobbling enticingly as she moved, unaware her Mom had come down. For a few seconds Melanie continued to watch, her libido, seldom low when Ashley was around, getting higher at the sight. "Have I ever said what a sexy tushie you have," she said.
Her daughter continued setting the table as she giggled, "Yes, multiple times."
"Have I ever said that before I want to fuck you over the kitchen table?" Melanie grinned as she walked into the kitchen.
"No... oh," Ashley turned and her face went through a series of emotions as she saw the strap-on her Mom was sporting, casual interest to surprise to hungry lust. She half turned back to the table, before recanting and swinging towards her Mom, "Is that for me? What about breakfast?"
"You've already eaten," Melanie replied and took the teen in her arms, dragging her close for a passionate kiss, their mouths opening and their tongues playing with each other. One hand dropped to the teen's pussy, stroking it and slipping in a couple of fingers, noticing it was already wet and ready; though that was not the hole that Melanie was intending to bang she slid in and out a few times, fingering her hot and horny daughter as their tongues twisted and bent round each other. Breaking the kiss Melanie moved her hand to her daughter's waist and forced her round against the table. "I'm so going to ram that hot and sexy butt of yours, better than breakfast."
Her daughter giggled and wiggled, rubbing herself against her Mom, "Mmnnn, kinky, I am so going to miss this while Hazel's here."
"We can still fuck, we just need to be careful," her Mom replied as she reached between her daughter's legs to stroke her soaking cunt. The other gripped the strap-on cock and guided it towards her daughter cheeks, pressing forward and slipping between them as Ashley started to bend forward over the table (carefully) pushing aside the place mats and cutlery. She moaned in anticipation as the tip of the toy pressed at her rosebud, stretching the ring muscle, but not yet in.
"Fuck me, Mom, fuck my asshole," she begged as Melanie withdrew her hand from the pussy and placed it on the teen's side, holding her in place. "I want that big dick my butt, I am so wet just thinking about it."
Melanie pressed forward, easing the toy into her daughter's anal tunnel. The teen gave a shiver and a happy moan as the oiled dildo pushed into her hole, her Mom gently moving her hips back and forth to work it into the still tight hole. "Mnnnn, yes, that's so good, it's fitting so snugly," groaned Ashley, jiggling her butt to encourage the toy in, "Put it in all the way, Mom, stretch my asshole open, you know I can take it deep."
It had only been a few weeks since Ashley had been an anal virgin. However since the butt-cherry busting the teen had developed a mania for anal sex, there seemed to be nothing she loved more than having her Mom thrust a strap-on cock into her backdoor, to Melanie's surprise and also delight, as there wasn't much she liked doing more either. The Milf began to go faster, pushing the toy further into the waiting passage, beating the walls back as they tried to impede her. With each thrust her daughter groaned and gasped, her nails clawing at the wooden table and leaving little lines in the lacquer. Making a note to make sure she gave the table a proper shine and perhaps some varnish Melanie went even faster and harder, getting herself into a proper rhythm, to her daughter's evident pleasure, "OOOhhh, yessss Mom, fuck me hard, fuck my butt, ooohhhh you know I want it all, gape my butt."
Melanie could feel herself going faster and faster, her hands gripping her daughter's sides as the toy vanished between her round cheeks. Soon her thighs were banging against her daughter's cheeks, the sound of fleshy slaps filling the kitchen as the dildo went in all the way. With no space left to give Melanie began to up her speed and power, thrusting forward and hammering home into the teenage anal junkie. Ashley squeaked and squealed, bouncing herself back to make sure she was continually getting the full length from her Mom. "Give me that cock, ram my tight ass, oooohhh yessss, yessss."
"I love your sexy hole," Melanie purred in her daughter's ear as she leaned over her, her breasts squashed against the teen's back and her hips doing the work. "It's so fuckable."
"Fuck it open," the teen gasped, "I want you to pound it until it's so wrecked I won't sit down until Hazel's left."
That was ambitious, Melanie concluded, but she was more than happy to drive harder and faster, the effort was worth it for the squeals of her teen daughter and the own feelings in her nether regions as the toy rubbed hard at her clit. The toy pounded in and out of her daughter, the table rocking and scraping at the floor as it got the most use it had ever had. "Aaarrghhh, yessss, yessss," screamed Ashley as she came, cum dripping from her pussy as she reached down and stimulated herself in time with her Mom's thrusts. "Fuck me, aaaarrrghhh don't stop, harder, yesssss, aaaarrghhh!"
Her Mom pounded deep. "Take my cock, Ashley, take it all."
"Yes Mom, I can, stuff it in, ram my butt," the teen responded as she recovered from the orgasm and readied herself for more; Melanie slamming away, determined not to disappoint. It wasn't long before Ashley was moaning in pleasure again as the build-up restarted. Her ass jiggled as her Mom continually slammed into it, feeding her daughter the large plastic cock she so craved. "Yesss, yesss," squeaked Ashley, "All the way, make my ass yours!"
Gripping her daughter's waist harder Melanie redoubled her efforts, her naked body crushing on top of her daughter's as she bent her fully over the table, the teen's tits squashed beneath her. It was hard to believe how much Ashley had changed over the last few months, from studious asexual virgin to a hardcore anal slut. As far as Melanie was concerned, whilst she had loved the previous Ashley dearly, the new version was much better. "How do you like being Mommy's little anal fuckhole?" she murmured into her daughter's ear, as she repeatedly sodomised her, knowing what the answer would be.



"I love being your fuckhole," the teen gasped, "I love you butt-banging me like I'm your whore that you've hired for the day, pounding my ass so much that it leaves it wrecked. I'm a total slut for you Mom."
Melanie grinned to herself as she continued fucking the teen, life was so good, she decided, it had been a challenge to turn the teen and get her to this level of sluttiness, where she loved lesbian anal incestuous sex, but it had been worth it. With Hazel about to arrive home this afternoon, there would be a new challenge -- how to keep her sexual relationship going with her eldest around without spooking Ashley was one thing -- but the biggest prize and opportunity, and the goal Melanie had set herself, was how she was going to include Hazel in her and Ashley's sexual playtimes and have a threesome with her daughters...
*
It was obvious in some ways that Hazel and Ashley were sisters, they had the same noses and mouths, the same frown when confused (Hazel more often that her super-intelligent sibling) and a similar habit of twirling a finger in their hair when bored; and if Hazel's hair was lighter they were both a shade of brown. They were off a similar height, though whilst Ashley was big breasted and more voluptuous, her sister was a member of the itty-bitty-titty committee and slight -- though equally sexy for all that. However sitting across the table from them Melanie was also reminded how different they were and not just that Ashley was wearing her glasses, while Hazel was in contacts; the elder chatting and burbling non-stop about nothing in particular, whilst Ashley comments, smart and sensible, had to be dragged out of her like hidden treasures from the deep.
After listening to a description of a gig her daughter had been to a couple of nights before, in addition to various parties, movies, mall-outings and visits to skating rinks, Melanie decided it was time to embarrass Ashley (Hazel being unembarrassable) and move the conversation onto her choice of topics, namely fucking. "So what about guys? Are you seeing anyone?"
"You know," grinned Hazel, "I like to keep my options open."
"College isn't the time to tie yourself down," agreed Melanie, "I was a complete bed-hopper when I went."
Ashley blushed, but Hazel just grinned, "A bit of a nympho were you Mom?"
"That's not the half of it, it wasn't just guys, in fact they were probably a minority, but girls as well, I definitely let my lesbian side out," she said, as Ashley tried to bury herself under the table and Hazel nodded and beamed broadly. "I didn't count the week complete until I'd picked up some hottie in the lesbian bar I used to frequent."
"I've been branching out into women as well," Hazel came out without a worry, "Mainly girls I met at parties, not bars though, bars are where I meet guys."
"You got to have some standards," Ashley said dryly, but her Mom and sister ignored her and she skulked back into her seat as Hazel burbled on about some of the girls she'd made out with and more, including a cheerleader who she was particularly proud off and a math geek (who'd she'd actually met in class rather than partying).
Eventually the nineteen year old stopped her non-stop spiel and said, "What about you? You hinted about seeing someone? Ash... are you choking?"
"Just something stuck in my throat," gasped Ashley, who's cheeks had gone redder than your average tomato, not that her unobservant sister had noticed.
Melanie, who the question had been aimed at, smiled. Time to plant some more seeds, even if it made her younger daughter look like she was about to have an apoplexy. "I'm dating this hot young thing, she's a looker and smart too and an absolute banger in the bedroom."
"Mom!" squeaked Ashley, but her Mom and sister weren't listening.
"Wow Mom, sounds great," Hazel grinned broadly, "How young is young?"
"Legal age, but just, a senior in High School."
"Mom!" said Hazel in mock severity and shock, though the smile on her face betrayed her real feelings, "No wonder she's a slut in bed."
"I didn't say slut," Melanie grinned, casting a sidelong glance at a blushing Ashley.
"You meant it though," joshed her eldest, "So do I get to meet her? How did you meet her?"
"Through a work do, she was attending with her Mom," smiled Melanie, it was so near the truth she thought Ashley was going to sink under the table. "I'm not sure whether she'll be around over the vacation, she's got an older sister back from college." She was glad her grin could be taken a result of her relationship, rather than laughing at her own in-jokes and Ashley's obvious discomfort. She decided to tease her youngest a little more, some discomfort was good for her, "Ashley is dating as well."
"Oh my God," Hazel was genuinely surprised, "I thought you're life ambition was to die an old maid. Tell me more..."
Ashley looked as if she'd rather recite the complete works of Shakespeare to the school assembly whilst standing naked than talk about her love life, but given her Mom was smiling pleasantly at her and her sister was staring agog, she had little choice. "Er, well I'm dating someone, a woman."
"Oh my God," squealed Hazel, clapping her hands and laughing, "We're a family of lesbians."
Melanie nodded and Ashley blushed and muttered something so indistinct it could have been anything from a silent prayer to witch's hex. "An older woman, as well," Melanie added, watching as Ashley's cheeks went an almost impossible shade of red.
"Ha, ha, she's not your girlfriend's Mom, is she? You could double date," Hazel said, but didn't follow that line of questioning any further before turning back to interrogate her younger sister, "So have you done it yet? Gone down on Milf pussy, lap, lap, lap."
"Stop teasing your sister," Melanie gently scolded with a smile. "Ashley's stays with her girlfriend regularly and they're not playing scrabble."
"Scrabble, that's an idea, why don't we have a game," Ashley quickly stood up, grasping for any excuse.
"You'll need to give me the gory details later," laughed Hazel, "I want to know all about this lesbian Mom you're with."
*
For the next week Melanie kept it calm and casual, Ashley was still at school and she used the time for some Mom-daughter bonding with Hazel, of the familial rather than sexual kind, with trips to the Mall and movies, coffee mornings at home and walks around the park with ice-cream in the afternoon, relaxation in front of the television and gossiping on the sofa. If she undid her blouse an extra button and wore a pair of tight jeans that clung to her ass, well she was hardly going to complain if Hazel sometimes threw an admiring glance her way and licked her lips as if she was imagining something. The conversations weren't deep and intellectual, but shallow and fun, with plenty of talk about 'who was hot' and very little about 'who was bright' and knowing her eldest daughter, Melanie was able to scatter her chat with just enough pepper about past sexual experiences that within the week Hazel was very clear her Mom had enjoyed plenty of lesbian sex, liked younger women, especially cute teens and wasn't a virgin when it came to threesomes, in which she liked to dominate. If it had been Ashley, in the early stages of her seduction, it would have been like getting blood out of a stone for her to reciprocate, but Hazel was more open, so it didn't take long for Melanie to confirm her daughter was enjoying her lesbian experimentation and was up for trying more of it, that she was interested in mature women (though hadn't actually tasted one yet, as she put it) and the idea of a threesome was thrilling to her (especially with a mature woman, she said, and perhaps another teen? her Mom had hinted).
As the week wore on the conversations became even more suggestive and sexy, Melanie deliberately wearing the tightest pants she could and undoing her blouse so far that Hazel could either get a good look of the sexy red frilly bra her Mom was wearing or the smooth flesh of her bosoms, almost to the nipple, if Melanie had gone braless. Not that the teen was shy in reciprocating -- she'd always had a thing for short skirts and low cropped tops, but the ones she started to wear around the house were so small that they'd have been considered indecent in a porn movie.
Of more importance to Melanie was that Hazel was definitely checking her out, surreptitiously at first, a quick glance when she thought her Mom was sipping her coffee in the café, but by the end of the week pretty much openly; and Melanie was returning her daughter's gaze, drinking in her sexy body, slender and firm, with petite but shapely breasts which strained against the tight vest she was wearing (no bra, so her nipples stood out starkly like two cairns on top of a pair of hillocks). By the weekend they were pretty much eye-fucking each other constantly; even though neither was saying anything it was obvious that Hazel was attracted to her hot Milf Mom and Melanie was doing nothing to dissuade her.
Ashley meanwhile was keeping a low profile. Of course, prior to a couple of months ago, that would not have been unusual -- it was term time, so there were books to read, assignments to complete and studies to research -- but even if Hazel thought the reason her sister was in her room was school (and to be fair to her eldest, Melanie thought, she could be so unobservant about her sister at times she might not have realised she was only down for meals) Melanie knew it wasn't. Regularly her phone would beep and she'd open the message, making sure an interested Hazel couldn't see who it was from, to see a picture her youngest had just taken in the privacy of her room; pics of her standing naked in front of the mirror, close-ups of her pussy as she slid a toy in or her butt with a plug firmly encased between her cheeks. They were often accompanied by text, "I can't wait until you're fucking me!" "I need to lick your pussy, I'm so hungry." "Can't Hazel leave? I want you so much!" Melanie would smile and close the phone, telling her other daughter it was a message from her hot girlfriend.
By the first weekend Ashley's texts were taking on the tone of desperate sexual longing, "I need you." "My cunt is so cold, it's like ice." "I'm dying, I'm so horny for you" and Hazel was pretty much openly checking out her Mom, almost going so far as to follow her into the shower (she didn't but she was waiting outside for when her Mom emerged in a very short towel, pretending to rearrange a picture). Melanie just smiled to herself and continued with her plan for another week, making both her daughters more desperate in lust with her.
The visits to the Mall and walks in the park continued, both Melanie and Hazel wearing less and less, so they attracted the stares of every red blooded male (and a few females) as they walked by in their tiny skirts and tight tops. Ashley was invited to come by her Mom, but refused -- pretending to her older sister she had no interest in spending time on frivolous things like shopping and coffee when there was great literature to devour, but in reality spending the time in her room dildoing front and back and sending pictures to her Mom.
By the end of the next week Melanie was ready to take her plan to the next level, so that Hazel would be joining her sister in bed with their Mom. She knew Hazel was interested, but it wouldn't do to come straight out and scare her -- she might be more sexually open than her sister, but that didn't mean there wasn't some final reeling in needed. Luckily, two weeks of abstinence had also had its desired effect on Ashley as well, at the start of the vacation there was no way she'd have been risked been touched by her Mom and the secret coming out, by week two she'd probably have had sex on the table-top in front of Hazel if her Mom had wanted (though while Melanie had considered that, she'd felt it lacked the subtlety needed).
It was Friday evening and Ashley was in the kitchen, being helpful and cutting some vegetables on the counter-top. If she wasn't wearing as little as her Mom and sister she was certainly dressing more sexily than she had used to, in her tight jeans and blouse without bra. Melanie paused in the door and made sure Hazel was just within range, sure the elder teen would find herself listening in. Then she sauntered in, moving behind her youngest and sliding her hands on her ass, squeezing it. There was a quick squeak from Ashley, (surely enough to that Hazel would have heard?) before tried to concentrate on slicing the carrot in front of her, "Mom," she quietly admonished, "What about Hazel?"
"What about her? She can't see us," her Mom murmured, sure that her elder daughter even as this moment was scampering towards the kitchen door to see what was going on. Wanting to make sure she got a show Melanie gave Ashley's delectable rump one more squeeze before guiding her hands up the girl's hips and waist in a way that even a blind man could see wasn't innocent, and round to the plump teenage bosom. Her daughter let out a sensual moan as her Mom squeezed at them, leaning forward as she did to say in her daughter's ear (just loud enough to be heard by any interloper standing just outside the doorway), "I've missed playing with these."
"Me too, Mom. God, you don't know how horny I am," Ashley said with a heartfelt, but decidedly sexual, sigh.
"I know, I am as well, I just want to fuck you so bad," Melanie said, her pussy throbbing at the thought. It was only the thought of getting Hazel to join her that didn't stop her ripping of Ashley's top there and then and sucking at her luscious mammaries whilst she finger fucked what would be a soaking wet twat.
"Not while Hazel's here," her sensible daughter said, though the way she shivered her Mom squeezed again at her titties, suggested she was persuadable.
"It'd be worth it to have that talented tongue of yours doing my pussy," said Melanie, pressing the teen's tits together and wobbling them.
"God, yes," moaned Ashley, the carrots forgotten, "I need you to fuck me with a big strap-on; I can't wait until Hazel's gone. I'll explode."
"What about tonight? When Hazel's gone to bed" one hand moved downwards to stroke at Ashley's pussy through her jeans, making the teen almost faint from excitement, "I could come round to your room."
"Won't it be risky?" Ashley was still sensible, but still easily persuaded.
"No. I'll come at three in the morning, Hazel will be fast asleep," Melanie said, "There's no chance she'll find out."
"Okay," Ashley said, "Three o'clock."
Her Mom broke from her and took a step back and repeated, just a little bit more loudly to make sure Hazel had heard, "Three." She paused and then more loudly said, "How are the vegetables coming along? Do I need to get Hazel to start setting the table?"
"Fine. In a minute," replied her daughter, a tremor of lust still detectable in her voice.
"I'll go get," said Melanie, turning slowly enough to give Hazel time to retreat from the doorway, though she was sure she heard the scampering of feet and as she entered the main room Hazel was picking up a magazine from the table and pretending to be engrossed, even though it was one of her sister's National Geographics. Melanie smiled, she'd find out soon whether her plan had succeeded, though she was positive it had.
*
The alarm went off at just before three; she didn't want to have Ashley freaking because she was late. Melanie turned on the bedside lamp and slipped out of bed, she didn't try to keep quiet as she walked across her room, Ashley's bedroom was far enough away the teen wouldn't hear her and she wanted Hazel to be listening in. She slipped out of her pyjamas and opened the sex-toy drawer, the collection which had greatly expanded over the last few months. She picked out a large strap-on with ribs for extra pleasure, there wouldn't be time for the preliminaries so length, girth and texture would be important to bring Ashley to a quick orgasm. She slipped it on and coated it in plenty of lube, making sure it was well lubricated, before she reached in and picked out a ball-gag she'd ordered on-line a week ago.
Prepared she walked across the landing to her youngest, glancing at her eldest's door as she passed. It was closed at the moment, but she thought she could hear movement within. No matter, even if Hayley had slept through this (and Melanie was sure she hadn't) she would just repeat the nocturnal visit another night; she was sure Ashley wouldn't mind. Reaching out for the doorknob she twisted it slowly and gently pushed at the door. The bedside lamp was on, bright on the cabinet it was sitting on, but casting eerie shadows through the rest of the room. Melanie slid her head round the door, pushing it open just enough so that half of her naked body was exposed. Her daughter was under the quilt, reading a magazine. She looked up, temporarily startled, before relaxing when she saw who it was, "Mom, is it three? I was just reading."
"You want me to come in? I can always come back tomorrow," Melanie teased.
Ashley's face fell in sudden panic, "No come in, I've been waiting for you," she said, dropping her magazine and whipping back the covers to reveal she was wearing a lacy bra which didn't conceal her nipples and a pair of matching stockings.
Her Mom grinned and fully opened the door, stepping through the gloom into the light, watching her daughter's mouth open and her eyes widen in lust as she saw first, her Mom's naked body and then, second the large strap-on bobbing between her legs and finally the ball-gag. "I've missed you," she gasped, her hand moving down to her pussy to rub it, "What that's in your hand?"
"I missed you too, baby," her Mom grinned as she closed the door, carefully leaving a small enough gap that a nosey Hazel could look through. She lifted her hand, "It's a ball-gag, it goes in your mouth. You know how loud you can be as you cum, and you're going to cum, I don't want you to wake your sister."
"Good idea," giggled Ashley as her Mom got onto her bed and crawled on top of her. "Oh God, I need it already," she groaned as her Mom's slid over her slit and with the other eased down the bra to slip her tongue over the hardening nipple.
"In a moment, let me have a kiss first," grinned Melanie, lifting her head up and leaning forward into her daughter's mouth. The teen kissed back passionately, her body arching up to press at her Mom's. Melanie, loved having Hazel back, but she had missed Ashley's plump bosoms rubbing against her and the teen's lithe tongue, to say nothing of the soft sweetness of her pussy mound and wet treasures within. Her lips opened and closed as if she was trying to engulf her daughter's mouth in her own, the teen's warm breath coming in fits and starts as the teen groaned into her Mom. The Milf slid a finger into the teenager's twat, as she expected it was already soaking with lust and as she turned and twisted, diving deeper she could feel Ashley vibrating in pleasure, her large breasts jiggling at her Mom. Melanie pushed deeper, working her digits at the juicy hole, feeling her daughter's tongue sweeping around her, faster and more passionately the harder her Mom fingered her, lust filled groans muffled by the older woman's mouth.
"MMMnnn, I needed that," grinned Melanie. She picked up the ball-gag from where it had fallen, "Open wide, baby," she instructed, inserting the bondage toy as soon as her daughter complied. "How's that?" she asked and Ashley nodded eagerly, to show she was, if not comfortable (she couldn't be with her jaw stretched open), but was at least content.
"Okay, let's get you on your hands and knees," grinned Melanie and the teen quickly did as she was asked, Melanie playfully slapping a buttock as she turned. Up on all fours Ashley was wiggling her ass enticingly at her Mom and not coincidentally was positioned with her back towards the door so there was no chance of her accidentally catching a glimpse of her sister if she happened to look in. Not that was the only reason Melanie had got her daughter into that position, she had definitely missed Ashley's tight teen asshole and the thought of fucking it again had her almost literally drooling.



Quickly positioning herself behind the teenager she reached down and gripped her buttocks, squeezing them together and pulling them apart, her fingers pressing deep into them and reddening the skin. Ashley couldn't talk, but she made clear she wanted the cock in her, pushing herself backwards at her Mom and making muffled sounds of excitement. Her Mom was in a hurry herself, but knew that a bit of foreplay always played dividends, so she lightly swatted the teen's cheeks with her hand, "In a moment baby," she giggled as she slid her palms over the smooth, but reddened, skin, "Mommy will fuck that hot little butthole, don't worry about it."
Her daughter shivered in excitement as Melanie's hands went beneath her legs and stroked at her pussy, the fingers skimming over the labia lips and up to the clitoral hood, without quite penetrating. Continuing to tease with one hand she slid a finger of the other between the teen's butt-cheeks and over the tight hole to rub gently at the rosebud, making Ashley squirm and vibrate, her hands gripping tightly on the bed as she grunted and moan through the gag.
"Are you ready baby? Do you want me to fuck that tight asshole now?" Melanie said. Surely she'd given Hazel enough time and the teen would be peaking into her sister's room agog. Melanie didn't dare turn to confirm her suspicions, but she reached up to her youngest daughter's buttocks again and squeezed them, before slowly easing them apart, "You want my large strap-on cock to stretch your butt?"
Ashley was nodding enthusiastically as her Mom took the toy in one hand and guided it towards its target for tonight. She hit bull's eye straight away, the tip of the dildo lodging itself in the teen's anal crater; only a little effort was needed to break the ring and shove in. Her daughter gave a muffled cry and shuddered in pleasure, rocking herself back to take full advantage of the plastic prick that was entering her. Melanie guided it down deeper, staring in lust as the thick member vanished into the small hole; further and further it went until she had to let go and rely on it being so far encased it needed no further targeting. All the time her daughter was rocking and trembling, moving back and forth to help her Mom give it her all. Melanie grasped at the teen's hips, holding her and using her as a lever as her own hips worked forward, thrusting and shoving, forcing the toy deeper.
She was getting into a rhythm now, driving and ramming, slamming the toy all the way in with each thrust and feeling her daughter's sexy body vibrating with pleasure. God, she had missed this, fucking Ashley's hot butt in the teen's bedroom, drilling the tight hole with a huge strap-on. Harder and faster she went, releasing all the pent-up sexual frustration of the last two weeks in a hardest butt-fucking she had ever given her daughter. Normally she'd know how much Ashley was enjoying it as her daughter loudly vocalised her feelings, but with her mouth full all she could hear were muffled grunts and groans, enough to tell her that the teen was more than happy, but much quieter than normal -- she kind of missed her daughter's screams, though equally it would lack the subtlety she needed to display to have Ashley shrieking the house down, whilst her Mom was [pretending to]
secretly fuck her.
"Mmnn baby," she continued to fuck as she leaned forward over her daughter to murmur in her ear, "How are you liking my strap-on cock? Was it worth the wait?" Her daughter grunted and mumbled something indecipherable, but her back was arching and her body slamming back at her Mom which told her, as much as words did, that her daughter was in a happy place. Reaching down and under Melanie grasped at her daughter's swinging breasts, grabbing them hard to squeeze her fingers deep into the soft flesh. Her daughter's back bent like she was a triumphal arch and even with the gall gagging her Melanie could hear the teen's pleasure. The older woman pounded harder, rocking her daughter's world as she said "How is that? Is my cock fucking you good?"
The only reply was muffled screams and shouts, audible, but not loud, as the teen came and came again. However, Melanie was far from finished; she hadn't fucked her daughter for so long that her own libido was sky high. She slammed in to the teen, keeping up the pace as Ashley desperately scrabbled at the bed, her arms giving way so she fell face first into her pillows, further muffling her orgasmic cries. Melanie gripped the teen's titties hard, squeezing at them like they were stress balls as she rapidly penetrated into the back hole, stretching it like it was elastic. Her youngest had one of the most fuckable asses she'd ever had and she only hoped that Hazel would be half as enthusiastic and eager -- but if she wasn't at least there was one anal nymphomaniac daughter she could repeatedly return to.
Harder and faster she drove, perspiration dripping from her as she put in her all. The bed was squeaking and banging and if Hazel wasn't already up she'd have been scrambling out of bed in the believe she'd awoken to an earthquake. Not that Melanie cared, she was too far gone in fucking Ashley, slamming again and again into the orgasming teen, "Take it baby, take my big strap-on cock in your ass. MMMnnn, you're Mom's little anal lesbian aren't you? You love having your butt filled by me." There was no reply, which didn't mean it wasn't true and Melanie continued pounding hard, ignoring the rivulets of sweat pouring down her and the stitch in her side as she went as fast as she could, her heart pounding with the effort. "You love Mom's cock in you, you want me to fuck it forever, become Mom's little butt-slut. MMMmnnn, you're so hot though, I could do it."
In and out she went, her daughter's hole getting looser and looser with each thrust as she was stretched open by the cock's girth. The teen was shuddering and shaking, her entire body like she was on the mains, her hands clawing at the pillow, thrusting itself into her own face as she climaxed again, and then again, and yet more times, until it was impossible to count the number of orgasms which had raced through the teen and left her lying down on the bed, her Mom above her pumping away in pleasure.
But all good things need to end. After one final thrust Melanie levered herself up and out, careful not to look behind her in case she saw Hazel in the door -- there would be a time for conversation with her eldest but she wanted her to digest the knowledge that her sister and Mom were lovers before Melanie spoke to her. Instead she leaned down and undid the ball-gag from Ashley's mouth, "That was so special lover, I've missed fucking you."
"Yes," her daughter panted, trying to turn over and failing, "God, yes."
"I'll see you tomorrow," Melanie stood up slowly, making sure she was giving Hazel plenty of time to retreat, "We'll have to see if we can do this again."
Her daughter nodded weakly and said something, but Melanie was already leaving. She padded across the landing to her own room, glancing at Hazel's door. It had been closed before, now it was slightly ajar.
Melanie smiled to herself, the plan was coming along nicely.
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Melissa smiled as she sat at the kitchen table, thinking of what was to come that evening - the seduction and butt-fucking of her Mom, Veronica Hastings. It wouldn't have been possible without the A-Team; the planning and the seduction techniques and the previous opening of Veronica Hastings, by Melissa's friends and team members, Pam Fields and Ella Montgomery. But also making sure that Melissa had the space to act; her younger sister Spencer had been called over by Ella for a night of anal banging, being told the house was free as Aria was having a sleepover with Alison. In reality Ali and Mona were practising their DP skills on the brunette whilst Mona's Mom was out of town and the house was free.
The door opened and her Mom entered, her suit as crisp and neat as when she had left this morning, "I'm home," she announced unnecessarily, placing her bag on the table.
"Spencer's spending the night at Aria's" Melissa said, which was technically true even if Aria wasn't going to be there. She swung on her stool, putting on a caring and sympathetic expression even as she wondered whether her Mom's asshole had fully tightened from it's hard fucking a few days ago. The photos on the wall of the den showed how gaped her friends had made it. Her Mom gave no sign that she knew what Melissa was thinking, but why would she? She wasn't telepathic.
The younger Hastings gave a smile as her Mom sighed and took off her jacket, "Hard day?"
"The usual, yours?"
Melissa didn't answer instead she moved into the A-Team's plan, mapped out, with trigger points which would subtly guide the secret submissive to becoming her daughter's play thing. She tapped her glass of wine, half-empty, "Would you want a glass? Just the one."
"Just the one?" her Mom smiled and reached forward for the bottle, her expression indicating that she might have more than that.
Melissa gently pulled the wine bottle away, not far or obviously, just a touch so that her Mom's hand was reaching for air. She smiled back, not like Cruella de Ville cackling over a puppy or a Heather over some lesser girl's humiliation. But enough to give her Mom the unconscious message that Melissa was in charge, "Just the one," she repeated. Firm, but again not overly controlling or dominant.
Her Mom paused, unaware that her sub-conscious was taking in the message and interpreting it, not as you can only have one glass of wine' but Melissa is a top and you are a worthless bottom who will obey her'. It wasn't breaking through yet, but enough was seeping through for the Mom to automatically nod and obey her daughter, "Just the one."
Melissa got a glass from the cupboard, one of the smaller ones and filled it half-way, then she drained her own large glass and poured wine to near the brim. It was another message. Her Mom didn't complain or even mention it as she gratefully took her wine and sat at the table, continuing to talk about her day and the case she was working on as if she didn't notice the change in the power dynamic. Melissa let her Mom continue to speak, the Milf asking about the younger woman's day as she sipped her wine. It let Veronica lull herself into a sense of security which she didn't know she needed and which wasn't there anyway. Melissa waited until Veronica had finished asking and then launched into a dramatised version of her own day, making it seem harder and more stressful than it really was; designed to kick a Mom's maternal instincts.
"That's terrible," said Veronica as Melissa finished the tale of the malfunctioning water-cooler. Her expression was so sympathetic it was almost pained.
Melissa moved her shoulders up and back, pretending to have a twinge in them. "Really bad, I think I have a knot."
"Let me give them a rub," Veronica said, unaware that this was a bottom's automatic response was to a top's stress.
Melissa nodded and spun on her stool so that her back was to her Mom. She pulled the glass round with her and took a sip of the fruity wine, savouring it as her Mom got up and placed her hands on the younger Hastings shoulder. She began to rub, non-sexually, just a friendly touch, the type a Mom might give her daughter if she was stressed, but one of them knew it was going to go further.
"You are stiff," said Veronica, even though Melissa wasn't. The Milf sub-consciously not wanting to say anything which would be seen as contradicting her daughter, and if Melissa had said she had a knot, that was what Veronica would believe she had.
"I am," smiled Melissa and sipped her drink, the delectable flavour playing on her tongue. "Tell me more about your day," it was an order cloaked in velvet.
Her Mom began to tell her, explaining the case she was working on and its legal difficulties. Melissa only half listened, she wasn't interested in the tale, only where it was heading. Instead she relaxed and enjoyed her Mom's touch, the older woman's fingers and thumbs moving gracefully over Melissa's shoulders and upper back, gently massaging and rubbing, removing a knot that wasn't there. Melissa smiled to herself, knowing it was getting nearer and nearer, her Mom's innocent touch sending little frissons of excitement through her as she imagined the not so innocent fun she would be having.
Her Mom paused, the story of her day seemingly complete and Melissa slipped from relaxed to control mode, even if outwardly nothing changed. "That's sounds like a tough day," her voice cooed sympathetically, before slightly changing tone, becoming firmer and more controlling, "Let me give you a massage now."
"Okay," her Mom said, as if she had a choice. She sat down on her stool, her back to Melissa.
The young woman moved behind her and put her hands on her shoulders. She began to gently rub, feeling the tension in her Mom's muscles. It was slow and professional at first, designed to get rid of the knots, not make her Mom wet with desire. "How's that?" she asked sweetly.
"Good," her Mom sighed contentedly.
"I'm glad," said Melissa, her voice sweet and innocent, the perfect daughter. She continued to ease the muscles with her fingers, moving round the back and then up to the shoulder's again, squeezing the blade and the surrounding sinews and making her Mom moan gently in appreciation. Then her hands moved down the front, just an inch so that she was still playing with the shoulders. Her Mom moaned again, stretching and relaxing at her daughter, not seeing the lustful smile on the Melissa's face as she rested her chin on her mother's head. She went lower and lower.
"Melissa!" her Mom gasped as the younger Hastings hands slipped onto her tits.
"What?" Melissa asked in the most innocent tone she could manage, her fingers kneading at the plump boobs through blouse and bra "Are you not enjoying your massage?"
It was a deliberately phrased question, that Alison had told her to use when they were making up the plan. There was no way Veronica's sub-conscious would allow her to say she wasn't enjoying it to her daughter, even if her conscious thought was it was wildly inappropriate. It would force the Milf into a cognitive dissonance between her id and super-ego, a step to her giving up total control. The symptom was her Mom's response, "I... you...em..."
"Relax," purred Melissa, "Enjoy my touch."
The dissonance got worse, the ego unable to cope. Veronica wanted to obey her daughter, as a good submissive should obey a superior top, but she hadn't yet realised she was a bottom, living to serve for other's sexual pleasure and her outward brain still thought Melissa's touch was wrong. The older woman straightened and strained, every muscle and sinew, tearing and hardening; becoming even less relaxed than she had been before the massage started. Melissa smiled and ran her hands over the tits, pushing them slowly together and then pulling them apart, her hands relaxed but firm.
"Enjoy, you naughty slut," Melissa said so quietly that if her Mom's ear hadn't been next to her mouth she would never have heard.
"Ooohh," Veronica whimpered, sexual longing and horrified disgust merging in the moan.
"You are liking my touch," said Melissa; it was a statement. Her fingers found her Mom's blouse buttons and she popped them as easily as fresh anal cherry. Her Mom shuddered again, unable to speak and articulate what she wanted. Melissa smiled and slid her hands under the blouse.
There was a bra in the way. But not for long. Melissa's fingers slipped under the lacy material and she eased it down past the nipples and under the titty. Melissa smiled to herself and kneaded the boobs, her fingers squeezing deep into the flesh and her palms rubbing over the teats. It was impossible to pretend it was innocent.
Her chin nestled on her Mom's shoulder as she murmured, "What a slut you are. Letting me feel your tits. Why don't you stop me?"
Her Mom couldn't. Her brain frozen and confused, unable to function. Melissa continued playing with her Mom's titties, squeezing them and enjoying their malleability. Her own pussy was tingling with excitement as she took control. She leant closer to her Mom's ear, purring so quietly that it was almost like a voice in a dream, or a nightmare, "You know this is wrong. Letting your daughter feel your titties. It's depraved. Why don't you stop me? Why don't you reach up and move my hands away, tell me its wrong? Is it because you're a dirty, kinky slut? Mmmnn, stop me if you can. You could pull my panties down and thrash my butt for being bad. Or would you like that too much? Does the thought of dirty incestuous sex with your daughter make you wet? I bet it does... mmmnnn, these nipples are so stiff, you're turned on."
"Mmmnnn," Veronica moaned, shuddering and gritting her teeth.
Then without warning Melissa whipped her hands away and replaced them on her Mom's shoulders. "Wake up," she put a tiny note of concern into her voice, "You're dreaming."
"What... I... you... dream..." Veronica's brain still wasn't able to cope. The Milf was so befuddled that she wasn't sure whether her daughter was lying or whether it had been a dream. Melissa knew what her Mom's thought processes were 'On one hand it was so outside normality it couldn't be true, on the other her blouse was undone and her bra half-way down her tits'. The younger Hastings quickly added to the confusion, by saying, "One moment, you're talking the next you're drifting away with the fairies and moaning my name." She laughed, "If I didn't know better I'd have thought you were having a dirty dream."
She could see the blush on the back of her Mom's neck. She needed to continue to strike whilst the slut was hot. "I'm still feeling stressed after today," she said, "What about you give me a proper massage upstairs."
Her Mom was still confused, "I...I... what... erm..."
Melissa continued, "I'll be in your room. Why don't you wash the wine glasses and then come up to give me the massage. You better not drink any more, you sound like you've had enough."
She didn't wait for a reply, confident that her Mom would do as she commanded, going up the stairs and into her divorced Mom's room to prepare for the inevitable.
It took Veronica a few minutes to come upstairs, longer than was needed to just clean a couple of glasses. It didn't surprise Melissa, in fact the A-team had factored it into the plan, Veronica would pause long enough to get her voice back, but she wouldn't be recovered, she'd still be reeling. Or perhaps it would be Melissa who was reeling and her Mom was a fish on the hook, being dragged in.
The young brunette lay on the bed a towel under her, facing the mirror. She heard the door open. "You're naked," there was a touch of surprise in her Mom's voice, but not too much which showed the plan was working.
"Yes," Melissa drawled relaxedly, "For my massage."
She gently inclined her head towards the dresser, "There's some oil there, use that."
"Yes, Melissa," her Mom replied.
Melissa waited for her to go over and unscrew the top, but before Veronica could pour any out she interrupted. "What about a topless massage?"
"You want me to take my blouse off?" her Mom asked, just a little shocked sounding.
"And your bra," replied Melissa.
Veronica blushed, but did so, dropping them to the floor before pouring some of the oil onto her hands and getting on the bed beside her naked daughter. Melissa could see her Mom as the Milf moved next to her, leaning over the bed, her tits swaying in the mirror's reflection. Melissa sighed contentedly, relaxing into the bed and enjoying both the view and the touch of her Mom's hands. It had to be said that Veronica was a skilled masseur and Melissa considered, once her Mom was fully trained, making her drop law to start a topless massage parlour; it was certainly something to think about.
"Lower," said Melissa languidly as her Mom worked at her back and dutifully the Milf obeyed, her hands slipping down Melissa's skin, over the muscles and sinews down to the round rump. She paused for a second just above it, massaging the waist. "Lower," Melissa repeated, with just the right tone of firmness and her Mom moved down.
She gave another sigh as her Mom's hands moved over her ass, gently rubbing the twin globes, pushing them together and make them jiggle softly. Veronica didn't stay there long, which was no surprise - she was still unconsciously fighting her daughter's control - her hands moving down to the thighs. Melissa smiled to herself, looking at her Mom's tits in the mirror, swaying and swinging as the Milf's fingers pressed and kneaded her thighs. "Higher," she purred and as her Mom did as she was told she added, "Concentrate on my ass."
"Yes Melissa," her Mom said, reddening, though it might have been as much the use of the word 'ass' - which wasn't used by polite, well brought up daughters in their Mom's company. Luckily Melissa had got over that hurdle from her upbringing, sighing in contentment as her Mom's hands worked over the butt, oiling it until it gleamed.
It was time for the next stage.
"Mom," Melissa said, "Massage my hole now."
"You mean..." and Melissa could see her Mom going red.
"Yes, my sphincter, massage it with a couple of fingers and make sure none go in, I'm not that type of woman," Melissa said, knowing that her Mom was.
If she hadn't been so confident in the plan she would have been worried as Veronica paused for at least five seconds. Then she gave a small, nervous smile and used one hand to pull Melissa's cheek away and the second to slide a couple of fingers over the anal muscle. Melissa sighed again, a long drawn out moan of pleasure, which was so sexual that her Mom blushed even more. She didn't stop rubbing and massaging, even though she must have known she was turning on her naked daughter. Melissa shuddered and took another admiring look at her Mom's swaying tits. She smiled, "I think you should go bottomless as well as topless, don't you?"
Whilst there was a question at the end, both Mom and daughter knew it was an order. "Yes Melissa," said Veronica, stepping far enough away from the bed to take off her shoes and unbutton her pants. Melissa watched in the mirror as her Mom pulled them down to reveal her underwear, gazing lustfully as they were dropped and she could see her Mom's front fuckhole.
She didn't give the Milf much time to stand there before she said, "Carry on massaging my asshole..." Veronica stepped forward and Melissa moved to the next part, "... use your tongue."
"My tongue?" Veronica gasped.
"Yes, lick my asshole with your tongue, it's a more relaxing massage than using fingers," Melissa said.
"R...right," Veronica said, her face as red as beetroot. She did it anyway, pulling apart the cheeks and sticking her face between them.
"Mmmmn," the younger Hastings moaned appreciatively as her Mom's tongue slipped over her asshole. It tickled and teased, wetting the ring with saliva, and making Melissa squirm with delight. Her Mom licked without complaint, born to be a bottom and obey the sexual whims of dominant amazon women, her hands gently caressed Melissa's cheeks as her tongue flicked to and fro. "MMMnnnn, yesss," Melissa moaned again.
Her Mom's tongue went round and round, just touching the insides, but Veronica making no attempt to go in, already, perhaps, knowing their places. Melissa shuddered in excitement, her legs shaking and quivering, "Mmmnnn, that's good Mom, lick my ass. I bet you've been wanting to tongue my tush forever. MMmnnn, that's right, lap at it, lick my most taboo hole. Mmmnnn, this is as far into it as you're going to get, mmmnnn, lick it good, make it nice and wet and pleasured."
Despite, or more probably because of, Melissa's sexual murmuring her Mom licked faster, her tongue slipping over and around the ring, each touch a whirr of pleasure to the younger woman. There was no denying that they'd moved on and Veronica was giving herself to her daughter as her plaything and Melissa made no attempt to pretend otherwise, "That's it, use your slut tongue. Pleasure my asshole, lick it like a cheap whore, mmmnnnn, lap your daughter's butt, oh, that's so good, you're tonguing like a slut, mmmnnn, oooohhh."
Veronica lapped quicker, her tongue moving into overdrive as she lapped the hole. Melissa shuddered again, looking at the top of her Mom's head in the mirror, as the Milf buried herself deep and licked enthusiastically. "MMMnn, yes, slut, clean my asshole with your tongue. OOoohh, you're loving this, you know its wrong, but you're still doing it because you're a dyke whore who loves to submit. Mmmmm, I bet you love eating pussy as much as ass."
So saying she twisted onto her back. Her Mom lifted her head, her mouth open in shock, their eyes met, the dominant daughter staring purposefully at the older submissive. Without a word Veronica dropped down, her lips pressing at the Melissa's and her tongue slipping out to lap at the cunt. "MMmnnn, ooohh," Melissa moaned in pleasure, "That's it slut Mom, lick me, open my twat with your tongue."
Veronica pushed and licked, slurping at the wet hole, her tongue pressing forward between the lips and into the pink flesh within. It slid up and down, swinging from side to side, in and out, making sure every piece of damp cunt was tongue massaged, the touch making Melissa gasp and groan in excitement, her body shaking as her Mom's tongue explored faster and deeper. "Uuurrhh, yes, lick me like a slut, mmmnn you dirty whore, that's right. MMmnnnn, you're a cunt lapper, eat it all up. Mmmnnn, I know I'm not you're first pussy hole, mmmnnn you've got such an experienced slut tongue, mmmnnn ohhhh."
The Milf's tongue continued to pound, her face so deep in Melissa that even when leaning up on her elbows and looking down the younger Hastings couldn't see her Mom's face. She could imagine it though, contorted with self-disgust, coated with Melissa's juices, the lipstick starting to melt as the cum washed at it. She reached forward and grabbed the back of her Mom's skull, pressing it down, "Mmmnnn, pleasure me with your tongue, eat my wet cunt, lick out your daughter you dirty whore. Ooohh, yes, that is so good, mmmnnnn stick your tongue deeper into me, clean my cunt out, lap out my girl juice, mmnnnn that feels so great, you dirty cunt licking skank."
Veronica tongued harder at her daughter's words, thrusting her tongue at the pussy and slurping up the juice that was seeping from the walls. Without being told, she brought her hand up to use a finger to open the hole, and drove her tongue deeper into the depths, finding the exotic spots and stimulating them.
"Oooohhh, urrrrhhh," Melissa grunted and moaned, her body shaking. she pleased by her Mom's initiative, the sign of a true submissive was not lying back and doing as told but of always thinking about how they could up the pleasure of their top, and opening the cunt to slam your tongue deeper was a demonstration of that. "Uuurrhhh, yes, yes, yesss! Eat my pussy you whore, clean it with your tongue, drink my cum, slurp it up."



Veronica's tongue lapped faster and faster, like a hungry cat presented with a bowl of cream. Her head bobbed and bounced, her hair brushing at her daughter's thighs as she gobbled greedily at the cunt, lapping the cum into her mouth and swallowing down the precious nectar. Melissa pushed her down harder and the Milf complied, her tongue slapping down the hole, sweeping around and exploring every cranny. The younger Hastings gasped again as her Mom found a special spot, "Oooohhh, fuuuckk, aaaaarrgghh. Eat me you slut, lick my cunt. I know this isn't the first pussy you've eaten, show me what you can do."
The tongue continued to pound down, lapping up the juice almost as fast as it was secreted... almost. Melissa groaned in pleasure, pushing herself back on the bed and using her spare hand to rub her titties, playing with the nipples, hard like iron. Below her Veronica continued with an eager enthusiasm, going so fast and hard her tongue must have ached, but not letting that slow her. The younger woman bucked again, "Aaaarrrghh, fuccck, yesss, you're making me cum. How does that feel you slut? Making your daughter cum with your tongue? AAaaarrrghh, yessss, aaaaarrrghhh!"
The waves of ecstasy sped through her, making her tense and relaxed simultaneously. Her cunt spurted out more juice, drenching her Mom's face. The Milf carried on through the squirting and Melissa's orgasm, her tongue pounding hard and fast, vigorously probing at the brunette's pleasure places. Melissa shrieked again, her back bending and arching so much that it look like humpbacked bridge over a river. Her hands balled in fists and she pounded them at the bed, lifting her pussy high and thrusting it at her Mom. The Milf's tonguing continued, passionate and deep.
"AAaarrrghh, that's it, lick me like the pussy whore you are. Aaaarrrghh, fuck, tongue me slut, eat my cunt with your skank tongue, aaaarrghhh, yeessss," Melissa screamed in pleasure.
Veronica drove her face forward, completely in thrall to her daughter, her tongue going as fast as it could, deep in the hole. The younger brunette shrieked again, cumming like an express train, the waves of sexual bliss even more powerful than before so it seemed her head might explode, "AAAarrrrghhh, yessssss, aaaaaaaghhhh!"
She collapsed back and pushed her Mom away from her cunt. Delicious as have her pussy eaten was she had other plans in mind. Her Mom looked up, her face reddening as if she was only just realising what she had done. "Melissa.... I..." she started.
"Wait there," Melissa interrupted her with a commanding tone.
Her Mom nodded and moved into a half-sitting position on the bed as Melissa got up and walked to Spencer's room. Hidden under the bed was a large strap-on and the brunette pulled it out and up her legs, adjusting it so that it fitted snugly against her clit, rubbing it with every thrust. She put on a drop of anal lube, not much she wanted her Mom to feel it the first time and really know her daughter was sodomising her, but enough to help ease the passage and ensure she could get it all the way in.
She walked back to the main room, smiling as she saw her Mom's eyes widen and her mouth dropped open as the Milf looked at the attachment to the younger Hastings. "Ella and Pam told me you fuck like a whore," she said. Her Mom's mouth opened even further and she tried to speak but was unable to find her voice. Melissa grinned, "You think I didn't know? That you're ass was fucked by them? They said they shared you, like a fucking slut, both pounding you together in a dyke DP. Is that true? Don't lie to me, remember..."
Her Mom's face was so blazing red that it could have been mistaken for a ball of fire. It took her a long time, thirty seconds of just staring at her daughter. Melissa waited, her foot tapping impatiently even though inside she was content to wait for her Mom's acquiescence, knowing it would come. Eventually Veronica nodded and in a voice so quiet it was almost unhearable said, "Yes."
Melissa smiled and cupped a hand to her ear, "Can't hear you, whore. Did they DP your slut ass and pussy."
"Y... Y... Yes," Veronica said, slightly louder this time, even as her voice quavered. She looked down at the bed, unable to meet her dominant daughter's gaze. "They both fucked me, together, front and back."
"They said you loved it," Melissa grinned, twisting the metaphorical knife.
Her Mom paused again, not so long this time, but still noticeable, "Yes, I did. I loved it."
"You know why that is?" Melissa asked, before adding a hint, "Slut..."
Her Mom nodded, but didn't say anything. Melissa grinned, knowing the older woman was hers, "Tell me," she ordered.
"Because I am lesbian tramp who loves being ass banged by big strap-ons," Veronica said.
"That's right," her daughter agreed with a smile, "You're a fucking dyke whore, an anal slut, a dumb bitch who's only purpose in life is to be butt-banged by stronger, more dominant women. Women like me. You're not my Mom, you're a hole built for fucking."
"I am," said Veronica nodding and blushing.
"And I'm going to take full advantage of that and ram that sweet tushie of yours," Melissa grinned. "Lie on your back; I want you to see its me as I slam that ass, to know it's your daughter butt-fucking you."
The Milf moved as she was told, obedient to her daughter's command. The younger woman grinned, as her Mom reached and pulled back her legs, gripping the lower thighs to drag them towards her ear, grimacing as she stretched more than she had done for years. "That's it, whore, show me your ass."
Her Mom pulled her legs even further back, her feet dangling overhead as she tried (and failed) to bring her calves to her ears. Melissa gazed down at the tight hole, excited that, finally, she was going to get to penetrate it and make her Mom hers. She savoured the moment, letting her Mom drag down her legs as far as she could and then wait in position, the Milf shivering in fear and anticipation, knowing as much as her daughter how big a thing this was and that they could never go back. Eventually, after a couple of minutes, Melissa moved onto the bed, shuffling forward on her knees with her strap-on in her hand. "You want this in your ass?" she teased the toy's tip at the still closed sphincter, "You want your daughter to ass fuck you Mom?"
"Ooohhh," Veronica cried as if she had already got the toy inside her, her face twisting in self-hate and subjugation as she forced out the word in a whisper, "Yes."
"I can't hear you, Mom," Melissa cocked her hand to her ear in an exaggerated motion, "Speak up."
"Yes," her Mom said, still quietly and then a little louder "Yes."
"Ask me properly, say 'please'," grinned her daughter, still teasing the hole with the toy as she rubbed it up and down over the ring and between the cheeks, a promise of what was to come if... when... her Mom asked for it.
"Fuck me..." moaned her Mom, desperately, "in my ass... please."
"MMmnnn, as you ask so sweetly..." grinned Melissa. She pressed the tip of the toy at her Mom's entrance, pressing at the ring, but not quiet opening, teasing the older woman.
"Oooohhh," Veronica shuddered in anticipation, "Fuck me please, Melissa, I want your big strap-on cock up my butthole. I want you to assfuck Mom, please, ram me anally."
"Mmmnnn, your ass is so fuckable I heard, is it? Should I fuck it and find out," Melissa pressed a little harder, feeling the sphincter give way and the tip push in less than a tenth of an inch. The Milf still shook like her world was on fire, nodding eagerly. "Ask for it, Mom, beg for my cock."
"Fuck me please, Melissa, fuck my butt. It's yours, I want it, please, oh God please fuck it good and hard."
"You want me to gape it and wreck it," Melissa pushed a little further in, the sphincter opening round the toy.
"Ooohhh, God yes, fill me Melissa, I want you to fuck my ass so hard it's broken, oooohh, yes, please open my ass," the Milf moaned, her face contorting as she stretched her legs back further than Melissa had imagined they could go, inviting her daughter in.
"Oh, yes, I've wanted this, I've wanted to slam your slut hole," the younger Hastings grinned and pushed further, pumping the toy into her Mom. The Milf gasped and groaned, her body working back against the large cock. Melissa thrust again, sending the cock deeper into her Mom. She let go off the toy and reached to grab her Mom's ankles using them as levers to balance herself as she went back and down in. "Mmmmnn, yes, let me get this dick balls dick in your whorey ass."
"Oooohh, yes, please Melissa, ram it all the way in, I want you to fuck me so hard," Veronica cried out.
Her daughter pounded harder, making sure she was leaning far enough forward so that her Mom was looking up at her face. The Milf's expression was filled with lust and self-disgust, all mixed with pleasure and pain as the prick was pounding hard into her hole. She kept her eyes open, all the time, making sure she was looking back up at Melissa. The younger woman smiled happily and thrust deep, pressing down so that her Mom's face twisted again in pain as her legs were pushed back. But Melissa knew there'd be no complaint and there wasn't, just another series of moans, "Oooohhh, urrrrhh, oooohhh, fill me, ram my ass Melissa, ohhh give it me deep."
"You're such a slutty bitch," Melissa smiled and slammed. The cock went in again, not stopping until Melissa's thighs cracked against her Mom. She paused, "How does it feel to have your daughter balls deep in your butt?"
"Oh Melissa, it feels so good, like it was what my ass was designed for," her Mom moaned.
"That's its purpose," agreed Melissa and resumed her fucking, slamming the cock in deep and hard.
She had fucked a lot of sluts in her time, pounded assholes open almost as often as she'd breathed, slammed dyke bottom after dyke bottom, including her whore of a sister, but none felt quiet so good as her Mom's. It wasn't the physical pleasure, though the purr in her pussy as the strap-on rubbed her clit, was making her drip with ecstasy. It was the having total control of the woman who gave her life, turning the tables to where they should be, so that they were no longer just a mother and daughter, but a top and bottom, a dominant amazon woman and her submissive bitch. Her Mom was hers to fuck whenever she wanted and Melissa intended to make full use of that privilege. "Take it ass whore, take my fucking dick, yes, thank me for ass fucking your slut butt."
"Aaarrrrgg, yesss, thank you Melissa, aaaaarghhh, thank you for hammering my asshole. Ooohhh my God, you're giving it me so good, fuck me harder, please, aaaarrghhh yesss, thank you, thank you, thank you.."
Melissa hammered her squirming Mom, thrusting faster and harder and filling the older woman with hard plastic dick. With each thrust her Mom bucked and cried, so obviously enjoying the fucking. Melissa relaxed her push on her Mom's legs and let them fall back so the heels were resting against her shoulder. She wrapped her arms round them to keep her balance and slammed in, pounding the butt-hole with an athletic energy. Her Mom gasped and shrieked, her body arching and her hand reaching down to her soaked cunt to rub at it as her daughter filled the other hole. "AAarrrghh, yessss, ooohhh fuck, thank you Melissa, aaaarrrghh, thank you for fucking my ass."
"You're such a whore," grinned Melissa, "Aren't you? You're just a fuckhole, a bitch made for banging, a Mom-slut who needs her daughter's cock. Say it, tell me your place."
"I'm a whore, a fuckhole on legs, I exist to be fucked," squealed Veronica.
"Who owns you, bitch?" Melissa grinned, not stopping the pounding.
"You do, you own my ass, you can fuck it whenever you want, I'm your anal slut."
"You are and don't you forget it," smiled Melissa and pounded in again. For the next few minutes she said nothing as she concentrated on pounding the hole as hard and fast as she could, slamming her dildo deep into the back hole and spreading it like soft butter. Her Mom squeaked and squealed and thanked her, whilst begging for more. It was perfect and Melissa thanked her friends in the A-Team for making it possible.
After a while she changed position, twisting her Mom round so that the Milf was on her front ass in the air and Melissa was behind her, pounding her doggy style. It gave her more control and allowed her to go harder and faster, whilst still ramming the dick all the way in. Her hands gripped her Mom's waist hard, her fingers digging into the flesh as she used the hole for her own pleasure, her clit zinging as the toy rubbed it with every violent thrust into the hole she now owned.
"Aaarrrghhh, yessss, aaaarrghhh," screamed Veronica, "Thank you, thank you, aaaaarrghhh, don't stop please, aaaarrghh, yesssss, thank you, aaaarrrghhh!"
The younger brunette continued to pound her Mom, grunting and panting as she slammed hard and fast, her skin red and flushed, glowing with the sheen of perspiration. The plan had worked perfectly, her Mom's stretched ass was hers to do as she wanted, now and forever. Melissa pulled back and wiped her sweaty brow, looking down at the broken in hole, gaping wide and red-rimmed from the hard banging. "Wait here, I'm just going to take a picture," she smiled.
*
Later that night there was a new picture on display in the A-Team's den, a cavernous hole between two plump cheeks with the legend Veronica Hastings - butt fucked'.
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After seeing her banging her youngest daughter, Melanie Danes was sure her eldest would raise it when she came down for breakfast. This was naïve, she reflected, as she put away the dishes, Hazel only managed to get up before twelve one day in three and that was before she'd been up in the early hours spying on her Mom and sister fucking.
However, it did no harm that Ashley, (very) temporarily sated after a night of what she thought was secret sex with her Mom, was much back to her normal self and planning a day's trip to the library, leaving Hazel and Melanie alone when the elder teen eventually pulled herself from her bed.
It was just after midday when Hazel appeared in the kitchen where her Mom was reading a magazine. "Morning" said the teen as she walked over to the coffee percolator.
Pointedly looking at the clock, Melanie replied, "Afternoon," before immediately softening her tone to say, "Sleep well."
"Very," her daughter grinned widely and poured herself some coffee, "What about you?" this time it was her who had the pointed tone.
"Do you want to talk, about what you saw last night?" Melanie said, now was whether she'd find out whether her plan had worked, though she was much more sure it had than she'd been with Ashley, whether that was because Hazel was much more sexually open than her sister had been or the earlier success had bolstered her confidence.
The teen sat down opposite her Mom, "About you having sex with Ashley?"
"Yes that," her Mom said, relieved about how casual her eldest sounded about what was one of society's greatest taboos.
"How long's it being going on?" Hazel sipped at the coffee.
"A few months, it just was one of those things that happened," her Mom replied not wanting to go into all the preparation and planning which had gone into it 'just happening'. "We tried to resist but it was impossible."
Hazel shrugged, "I'm kinda surprised Ashley likes sex; I always thought she was destined to be an old maid."
"She's certainly not that," Melanie said, "We thought it best to keep it quiet."
"It wasn't quiet last night," Hazel grinned in a way that suggested she wasn't at all freaked out about it, "I thought you were going to send the bed through the floor. Was Ashley gagged? I thought I saw it, but I was trying to peep round door and not be seen, guess I failed at that, so couldn't really see."
"Your door was open," her Mom said, "That's how I knew. I suggested Ashley wear a ball-gag because she's a screamer."
"Me too," grinned Hazel, "It must be a sisters' thing."
"You're okay with it?" Melanie tried to make sure she sounded concerned rather than triumphant.
"Yes, though I'd be lying if I wasn't jealous of Ashley."
"Jealous?" this was going as well as Melanie had hoped.
"Of having sex with you. Since I got back from college I've started to notice you're more than a Mom, you're a Milf."
"A Milf..."
"A Mom I like to..."
"Don't worry Hazel, I know what a Milf is, I just hadn't thought I was one," Melanie lied.
"Ashley does," replied Hazel.
"You do too?"
"Yes," said Hazel, nodding.
It was time to see if her plan had worked as well as it looked like it had. She slipped her hand across to the table to rest on her daughter's, stroking it gently in a non-familial way, "I don't like to pay favourites between my daughters, if you would like us to... get intimate."
Hazel's eyes opened wide in shock and for a second or two Melanie thought she might have blown it before her daughter nodded, "God, yes, but what about Ashley?"
"Let's not tell her at first I'm fucking you as well," Melanie said, "We'll book a hotel, I'll say I'm away on a work trip and you tell Ashley you're visiting college friends for the night."
"When?" Hazel grinned in excitement.
"Next week, let me make the arrangements," Melanie replied.
*
"Melanie Danes, I've a room booked," Melanie stood at the desk of one of the city's premier hotels as the receptionist typed in her details.
"And a dinner for two?" she looked up and as Melanie nodded typed in a few more details, before asking, "Do you want help with any luggage?"
"I'm fine thanks, I've only got this hold-all, it's only a one-night stay," Melanie replied, before listening to the directions to her room, taking the key and heading to her room. As planned she had told Ashley she had a work do overnight; with colleagues, so there was no way the teen could sneak along as well, and Hazel had then announced that she was going to be out that night as well as she was visiting friends, so Ashley could have her secret girlfriend over -- Ashley had gone red and muttered something.
In her room Melanie glanced at her watch; she had plenty of time to get ready before she'd arranged to meet Hazel in the hotel bar. The teen actually did have a friend in the city who she was going to see and change there, telling her Mom it would be a surprise -- that seemed to be setting the bar high so Melanie had spent a lot longer than she should on choosing a dress, before finally deciding that a trip to the Mall might provide inspiration and indeed a new, tightly figure hugging, pinkish red dress, which left plenty of bosom bare and accentuated the rest of her nicely. She laid it out before she went in the shower and afterwards applied her cosmetics and styled her hair before slipping into stockings and tiny panties, not bothering with a bra.
She was a couple of minutes behind in leaving the room and a couple more waiting for the lift and as she entered the bar she could see her daughter sitting on a stool behind small table, two martinis on it, looking nervously at her watch as if she was worried being five minutes late meant she was being stood up. Melanie smiled at that, normally it was Melanie who was the one cooling her heels whenever they were meeting; their date must be the first time Hazel was punctual and this time it was Melanie who was running late. She walked in and her daughter saw her, a smile of relief lighting up her face as she got off the stool and stood to greet her.
"You look stunning," the teen trilled as her Mom approached, holding out her arms for a greeting hug.
"You too," said Melanie looking her daughter up and down. She'd piled her hair on top of her head, going to town with the make-up which made her both look like she was more mature than her nineteen years and also as sexy as her Mom had ever seen her; the dress was a black sleeveless one, almost as short as her Mom's and whilst it wasn't as low cut it still clung to the teen like she was wrapped in it.
"I ordered us a couple of martinis, I hope that's okay, do you drink them? It seems type of thing we should have in a place like this," Hazel said after they'd hugged and sat down at the table again.
"A martini is fine, but just this one, for the rest of the night I'm paying for our date," Melanie said.
Her daughter smiled, "Given how expensive this round was, that's generous."
"Oh, I'll be getting my reward later," Melanie replied with a grin and her daughter tittered.
As they had plenty of time until their dinner reservation Melanie ordered some more drinks, deliberately suggesting that her daughter have the most expensive of the cocktails on the menu, after all if you can't spoil your eldest daughter when you're planning to fuck her into the small hours, when can you? Afterwards they went through to the restaurant, holding hands and to all the world looking like a couple on a date, albeit one with larger than normal age difference. The meal was delicious and the conversation lively, no philosophical tracts or explanation of where a particular meal originated from or the chemistry of cooking -- God, she loved Ashley, but at times the teen could be too bright. Hazel on the other hand was just sex personified, making it clear that the drinks and meal were only an interlude until they got to the real important business of the night. The meal finished and some coffee had, Melanie asked, "Do you want another drink at the bar or...?"
"...or do I want to go to your hotel room and see what Ashley's been having?" the teen finished her Mom's sentence before giving her the answer albeit not as Melanie would have phrased it, "I want the second."
"Let's go then," Melanie picked up her purse with one hand whilst offering the other to her daughter, who took it and allowed her Mom to lead her to the elevator and up to the room she'd booked.
"It's pretty plush," she said as they entered onto the corridor, "You must have splurged out."
"I thought it was worth a little luxury, given that it's our first time," her Mom smiled and stopped at the door of the room. She dropped her daughter's hand as she fished in her purse for the key, taking it out she looked at the teen, "Are you sure you want to do this? You can still back off and we'll never talk about it again." She was sure that Hazel wouldn't be having second thoughts, if she had her Mom wouldn't have asked her but instead made to allay them, she wasn't disappointed.
"I want it, I wanted it since before I saw you and Ashley, I want to be your lover as well as your daughter," Hazel said, looking her Mom in the eye.
"I want it as well," her Mom said and then to make sure there was no understanding she wrapped her arms round the teen's waist dragging her forward into a kiss.
Hazel took a second to reciprocate, but when she did she was all eagerness, her mouth opening for her Mom and her tongue teasing forwards, slithering and sliding over her Mom's. Her hands moved onto her Mom's butt, massaging it and pulling the dress upwards so she could get underneath, her fingers pressing into the naked flesh of the buttocks as she inched under the cotton panties. Melanie did the same, hoisting the dress upwards, only to find that her daughter hadn't bothered with underwear -- while normally that would be a matter for concern, tonight it was an invitation and Melanie's hand squeezed at the naked globes, pushing them together and pulling them apart as if they were a rubber stress band.
"I think we both want it," Melanie broke the kiss and opened the door, leading her daughter into the room.
The lights went on automatically as they entered, showing how large and luxurious the room was. Melanie only allowed her daughter a moment to take it in before she was kissing her again, but this time she was trying to find the zip in the back of her daughter's dress, quickly pulling it down to the teen's lower back and starting to peel it off her sexy body and down to her hips. Like her Mom the teen hadn't bothered with a bra and her pert teenage tits sprang free, bouncing happily at being released -- they weren't the size of her younger sister's, but they were still breath-taking, especially if your mouth was firmly latched onto one sucking it greedily.
"Mmnn," the teen moaned appreciatively as her Mom suckled at her tits, whilst slowly guiding her to the couch. She dropped down onto it, her Mom following her, kneeling over her and running her tongue rapidly round the rock-hard nipple, before opening her mouth to suck it and the surrounding flesh in, her teeth teasing at the smooth skin. "Mmnnn, Mom, lovely."
Even as she was playing with the teenager's titties Melanie wasn't neglecting the lower half, pushing up the dress so it was bunched across the teen's stomach, allowing the Milf easy access to the freshly shaven slit. She rubbed at it, feeling the lips wave as she brushed over them and her daughter stiffen and start as she found the clit and pressed at it, making it wobble under her fingers. "Oooohhh," she moaned in pleasure, "OOOhhh, yes, that's....oooohhh."
Melanie went faster, stimulating the clitoris and making her daughter vibrate in excitement, her skin flushing as her heart sped up. A trickle of juice was forming between the lips as the teen got wetter from the older woman's foreplay, she groaned again and lowered her hand to join with her Mom in rubbing the cunt, the two hands knocking together as they worked the teenage twat. "OOOhhh," Hazel groaned again, arching her back and pushing her head into the couch, "Ooohhh, yesss."
"Keep going baby, just a moment," Melanie stood up and pulled her dress over her head, throwing it onto a spare seat like it was a rag instead of a designer. She reached into her bag and pulled out a dildo, getting onto her knees and spreading her daughter's legs apart. The teen moaned and rubbed hard at her clit as her Mom took the toy and slid it into her daughter's soaked slit. "How's that?" she asked as she pushed it in and out at speed.
"Oh God, yes, get it in Mom," the teen gasped and shivered, rubbing vigorously at her clit just above the toy. "I want your dildo in deep."
Making sure she had a good grip Melanie complied. She could see the juice in her daughter's hole as the dildo shoved it open, the liquid gleaming on the pink walls as it trickled out, coating the toy and leaving it covered in a clear sheen. Melanie grinned as she shoved it hard, her wrist jacking back and forth as she drove in. There was something magical and enticing about the way the plastic rod vanished between the teen's lips, opening them up and exposing her intimate insides to her Mom's lust-filled gaze. "That pussy is so hot and sexy," she drawled, "It's beautiful."
"Fill it, Mom, oh fuck that feels so fucking good," her daughter shivered and grasped at the top of the sofa as if she was about to fall off without a good grip. Her Mom thrust harder, leaving Hazel a shivering mess, gasping and squeaking in pleasure, "Aaahh, yeess, yesss, ooohh God, yesss!"
Whilst it was a good start Melanie didn't want her daughter sated yet. She slipped the toy out and into her mouth, sucking it like it was a Popsicle, except no Popsicle had ever been sucked it such a sensual style, her eyes gazing at her near naked daughter. Hazel breathed heavily, panting in excitement, her fingers still rubbing at her bud as she watched her Mom swallowing the toy covered with her juice. The lust was evident in her face, her lips ajar so she could lick her drying lips and her cheeks flushed red with the orgasmic pleasure which had flowed so recently through her. Her Mom continued to suck the toy, working it in and out of her mouth until every droplet of juice had been sucked away and her daughter's pants of excitement were so loud it sounded like she was going to explode, then she popped the toy out, "Yum, that was delicious," she said with a grin, "Am I going to get more?" Even as she was talking she had dropped the dildo and was spreading her daughter's legs wider, lowering her head as she did, "Your pussy still looks very juicy."
"It is," giggled Hazel, not at all put out she was having incestuous lesbian sex with her mother, "Why don't you try it?"
"I will," grinned Melanie and began to lap. Her daughter's cum had tasted good when it coated the toy, it was even better fresh from the twat. The Milf didn't waist much time with teasing or tickling, but went straight in, her hand stretching open the slit so she could drive in and lick at the pink flesh. Her daughter shivered with excitement, her back arching and her pussy pressing at her Mom's mouth as she gripped her titties and squeezed at them. Melanie went harder, making the teen groan louder, her eyes closed tight and her face a picture of lust. More cum trickled from the teen's soft walls and onto her Mom's tongue, the Milf slurping it down.
"Oh fuuuckk," Melanie cried out as her Mom inserted a finger, driving it in and opening the pussy wider for her tongue's exploration. "Oohhhh fuck!" she cried again as her Mom added a second, levering apart the walls as she drove them in. "Oooohhh fuuuccckk," she gasped, longer and louder for a third time, as her Mom went even faster and harder, slamming tongue and fingers in deep.
Melanie slurped and licked away, enjoying the taste of her sexy teen daughter. Unlike Ashley on their first time, Hazel knew exactly what to do and what she wanted, gasping in pleasure as she rubbed down at her clit and played with her tits, encouraging her Mom on by working her hips and lifting her twat upwards into her Mom. Melanie repayed the teen's eagerness with a first class tongue lapping, finding the sensitive spots and giving them the all over with both the tips of her fingers and her lithe tongue. Hazel screamed and squealed louder, writhing under her Mom's ministrations and gasping for more. Melanie continued enthusiastically, juicing her daughter up and drinking it down.
Reaching for her dress Hazel pulled it up over her head and threw it to the ground. From the corner of her eye Melanie could see the teen belly-button piercing (a college addition) glinting and she reached up to run her hand over the flat stomach and up to the pert bosoms. The teen stiffened and groaned as her Mom's hands grappled and kneaded at them, unlike her sister's they could easily fit in a hand, but Melanie liked small titties as much as she liked big ones. Her tongue sped up and down her daughter's slit, from the bottom to the clitoral hood, digging down between the lips and into the warm pink of her hole. Hazel put her hand gently on her Mom's head, stroking it and encouraging her to keep going, her eyes closing in lust as she moaned her pleasure, "MMnnn, yes, Mom, oooohh, yes, yes, yesssss!"
Melanie continued to eat the tasty twat, tonguing up the teen's pussy sap. Of course the main point of the meal, was not for her to enjoy her daughter's flavouring, but to bring her daughter to a sexual high; she was doing that in spades, finding the erogenous zone and subjecting it to battering, before returning one hand and two fingers to pussy to stretch and probe in thoroughly (the other hand slid from tit to tit, squeezing and playing with it and feeling the hard nipple brushing at her palm). The teen shuddered and shook, her groans getting louder and more passionate with every lap her Mom made, "Ohhhh God, yes, eat my pussy, lick it out like that, oooohhh it feels so good."
Melanie could feel her own pussy leaking with excitement as well and she moved her hand down to rub at it, eagerly running her fingers over her clit so she was vibrating in ecstasy, her body continually brushing and slipping against her daughter's as the teen gasped and shuddered with an equal intensity.
Raising her head and licking her lips Melanie said, "Let's shift positions."
"Yes, what?" her daughter panted.
"Lie back on the couch and let me sit on your face as I lick your pussy," Melanie said.
"A sixty-nine, don't worry Mom, I know what one is," Hazel nodded.
Her Mom nodded, forgetting momentarily that Hazel was more experienced and knowledgeable about sex than her younger sister had been. She got up and positioned herself over Hazel, lowering herself down as the teen gripped her thighs and made sure she didn't have any second thoughts. Not that that was likely as the teen also immediately raised her head and started licking at her Mom's slit, making her pussy even wetter than it had been. Melanie gave a moan and wriggle, working her cunt at her daughter's mouth, the teen tonguing her quicker and harder in response, her fingers digging into her Mom as if she feared the Milf might fall off. "Mmmnn, ooohh, that's good, you're doing well," moaned Melanie, shivering excitedly. Down below her she could see her daughter's shaven snatch, still glistening with saliva and girl cum. It looked so sexy and delicious, Melanie gave another groan, "Uuuhhh, I'm going to eat you as well baby."
There was no reply from Hazel, but her tongue sped over her Mom's slot, making Melanie quiver. She dropped down and began lapping away at Hazel's pussy. It had only been moments since she'd last been there, but it seemed to have got even wetter than before, the pink walls as soft and wet as a lawn after a downpour. Melanie went as fast as she could, enjoying the taste of her daughter almost as much as she was loving the way Hazel was vibrating under her and licking her own pussy. She slipped her hands under the teen's ass, gripping it and squeezing it hard, her daughter replicating her actions with her own hands. It was heaven.



The room was filled with the sound of slurps and moans as the Mom and daughter tongued each other's tasty twats eagerly. Melanie had eaten a lot of pussy over the years, before she'd even tried a daughter, and knew what to do; from what she'd told her Hazel was a fairly recent convert to the joys of Sappho, but had jumped in with enthusiasm and was now giving her Mom the benefits of her recent education. Swinging in her tongue and sweeping at her daughter's sweet spots, Melanie hoped she too was teaching Hazel valuable life lessons in the art of cunt-munching, which would be of use to the teen in the future (certainly she seemed to be bettering her aim after her initial munching and was now better directing the tongue at the spots which seemed to make her Mom quiver and shudder, not just slamming away eagerly and energetically, but off-target). Removing one of her hands from the teen's ass, Melanie slid some fingers into her pussy, slamming it open for the tongue and showing her daughter how to combine the two. She could feel the teenager's shivers and hear her moans getting louder, even if they were muffled, and her tonguing sped up. Seconds later she felt a finger sliding into her hole, spreading it further open for the teenage tongue to race up. Melanie moaned and shivered, working the hole, glad she had passed on another lesson from Mom to daughter.
"Fuck, yessss, aaaaaarrrggghhh," Hazel's head fell away as she gave vent to her feelings. It was only for a moment and then she was back in, her tongue speeding up and down her Mom's slit, making the Milf drip juice onto her pretty face.
It was soon Melanie's turn to cum, as the pleasure built up like water behind a dam until she could no longer hold it, the walls crumbling and crashing within her as she screamed and shrieked in ecstasy, "Aaarrrghh, aaaarggghhh, God, aaaarggghhh." She could feel every muscle in her body stretching and tearing, her nerves burning fire and her bones turning to jellified mulch. "Yessss," she shrieked, "I'm fucking cumming, aaaarggghhh." She was pumping cum, the juice rushing out like she was a broken pipe, filling her daughter's mouth. The teen licked even more eagerly, her tongue driving in and up her Mom's soaking hole. "Yessss," screamed Melanie once more, "Yesssss, aaaarrgghhh!"
For a second she let the orgasm bleed out of her, panting from the post-climatic wave and then she was down again, eating enthusiastically at the yummy daughter cunt on offer.
The two of them licked each other until their tongues were aching, though their pussies were far from sated. Melanie could have probably continue despite the throb, and she thought Hazel could as well, but she had other ideas. She lifted herself up off her daughter, "That was fun."
"Mmnmnn, your pussy is so lovely, I could keep on eating it," giggled Hazel, she looked longingly at her Mom, licking her lips.
"I have another idea," her Mom said and opened her bag, pulling out a double-end dildo.
"I like it," grinned Hazel.
"Let's get on the bed, there's more room," her Mom said and without waiting for a reply walked over to the large king-size and got on it. Her daughter wasn't tardy in coming over, but Melanie hadn't wasted any time herself, opening her legs and threading one end of the toy into her soaking hole, moaning softly as she pushed it in, "MMnnnn, so good."
Hazel knelt, for a moment, in front of her, watching licentiously as the toy entered her Mom's slick slit, the juice dribbling down from the entrance. However as soon as it was in she was repositioning herself, sitting down and spreading her legs over her Mom's; taking hold off the dildo she eased herself forward, guiding it towards her own shaven hole. This time it was Melanie's turn to look on lasciviously as the double-ender slid into the teenager's cunt, spreading it open and making the teen whinny in pleasure. Hazel crept towards her Mom, taking the cock deeper into herself, until she was almost over her and there was only a small part of the toy visible between them.
Leaning forward Melanie kissed her daughter, her tongue swirling around the open mouth and meeting no resistance from the teen's, as she reached forward and grasped her Mom's boobs, squeezing them and pushing them together. "Let's fuck," Melanie growled sexily, as she broke the kiss.
Even as she was saying the words she was levering herself back and thrusting forward. It took a second or two for Hazel to react, but once she realised they were starting she dropped her Mom's breasts, to lean back on her hands and work her hips, aiming to match her Mom's moves. It only took half a minute of concentrating and then they were in an automatic rhythm, moving back and forth together, exposing the toy for a moment and then seeing it vanish as they shoved forward and drove it into their dripping cunts. They moved slowly at first, to make sure they got used to each other, both smiling and grinning at each other, watching the jiggle of breasts and the flick of hair, listening to the little gasps and slightly longer moans, feeling the touch of the other's thighs rubbing against them and the slip of the toy as it was slid in, over sensitive spots and hidden nerves. As they grew in confidence with the others rhythm they began to gradually speed up, driving themselves onto the toy and toy into them. The bed rocked and bounced with their passions, the two of them locked on the other's eyes.
"Fuck," gasped Melanie, "This good."
"It is, I'm so wet with this cock in me, oooohhh God, I think I might have just had a moment," her daughter panted back, her pert boobs jiggling.
"There's plenty more coming," Melanie grinned back, slightly increasing the speed and power with which she was driving herself onto the toy, knowing that Hazel would match it; the teen met her expectations.
"This is type of mother daughter bonding I can enjoy," giggled Hazel.
"Me too, I'm definitely closer to you than before," Melanie slid along the toy so that her pussy was almost touching Hazel's before sliding back, "and Ashley as well," she added so as not to appear to play favourites.
Her eldest didn't seem to care how close she was to Ashley as she just grunted and thrust herself forward, letting out a yowl of pleasure as the toy penetrated deep, her juice spurting out and over her Mom's cunt, making it even wetter than it was already. Melanie drove on again, glancing down to look at the toy, gleaming and glistening with their cum, vanish snugly between Hazel's tiny lips and into the tunnel behind. It emerged seconds later, as the teen fell back, the light bouncing off it and making it seem like sparkling. In it went again and out, in and out, in and out; juice dripping from it, cleansing it with cum with every thrust.
"Oh, fuck, oooohhh, ohhhh," Hazel was groaning, her head held skywards as if she was in a sudden prayer to God, who she only really worshipped around Christmas time. Her Mom went faster, thrusting at the toy, her hips pumping like a piston and Hazel's groans got higher and louder, "Aaarrrghh, yeesss, aaarrghhh, I want to fuck forever, oohhh God please make me cum, I want to cum, aaaaaargghh, yesssss, yesssss, like that! Aaarrrghhhh!"
Her Mom gasped and panted as she went to it with a frenzied fervour, she could feel a trickle of sweat on her forehead and another down her back, with a third sliding down her cleavage like the start of stream between two hills. She could feel the pleasure building in her as well, starting from her toes up to her fingers and then to her head, leaving her flushing and dizzy. She drove on quicker and quicker, feeling the hammer of the toy inside her as it swept over her erogenous zone and deep down into her cunt -- further than tongue or finger could manage, thicker and harder as well. Her daughter was shrieking loudly now, barely able to move, leaving it to her Mom to do most of the work. Melanie didn't mind, she knew what went around comes around and soon it would be her turn to climax. She thrust forward, sending the dildo into her daughter's cunt and her own. Hazel screamed again, her words indecipherable but obviously joyful. Her Mom continued to hammer.
Hazel and her sister were in many ways complete opposites, one an extrovert, one introverted, one who's perfect Friday night was in the library, the other at a party, one who had been a virgin she'd first hooked up with her Mom, the other anything but. But they had one thing in common, they both were complete nymphomaniacs, enjoying sex more than anything else and able to keep going for longer than virtually anyone else there Mom had ever met -- though given that was also a perfect description for Melanie, it was most likely a case of like mother, like daughter. Panting with pleasure, her skin burning red, Hazel opened her eyes and looked at her Mom, "Let's go harder," she gasped and returned her Mom's thrusts with eagerly energetic pumps of her own.
The pleasure within Melanie grew, expanding to fill her entire body so it seemed she was about to burst. One more thrust, the toy racing over the erogenous zone and she did. "AAArrrghhh, yes," she screamed as her body and mind splintered into a million pieces, like a mirror shattering on a stone floor, shards flying everywhere, sharpened bits of glass cutting through her flesh, blood and bone. "AAAaarrrrgghh, fuucccckkkk," she shrieked even louder as her brain blew out, stars flying and colours which were impossible to describe flickering before her eyes and everything she thought and knew become a blank, leaving only ecstasy to fill her head. "AAaarrrrrrghhh, I'm cumming," her muscles seemed to be straining with the effort of keeping her upright, one moment as solid as iron and the next as flabby as a beer gut and the next somehow managing to be both strong and weak, soft and hard. She gave up and let herself fall onto the bed, feeling the toy continuing to pump in and out and unable either to stop it or make it go faster.
"That was something," Hazel was panting and Melanie became aware the toy was slipping out of her cunt, juice dripping with it and slipping over her lips and mons. She breathed in heavily for a few moments, as the orgasmic feelings left her like chalk on a pavement being washed away by the rain. Slowly she struggled to sit up again, Hazel was on her back opposite her, her legs still intertwined with her Mom's, the toy on the bed beside her, soaked with their cum. The teen saw her Mom was up and looking at her and she raised herself, "That's the best tribbing I've ever done."
"The toy helps," her Mom said.
"It does, we really need to do it again," the teen grinned.
"We will," said her Mom. She got onto her hands and knees and crawled over to the teen, lying on top of her and sliding her mouth down onto Hazel's open one. The teen reciprocated eagerly, her tongue darting in and out of her Mom's like she was trying to joust with her. Melanie's tongue drove back, making sure she was in control and showing her daughter she was on top. Hazel's tongue wrapped round hers and the teen's hands slid down her Mom's back to her butt, which she began to fondle furiously, playing with it like it was a toy.
It didn't take long to reinvigorate Melanie and from the way she was acting, grinding her pussy at her Mom's, Hazel as well. Almost reluctantly Melanie pushed herself up off her naked daughter and off the bed. Her daughter turned onto her stomach, watching her pad across the room, with an appreciative eye. "What else have you packed in that magic bag of yours?" she asked with a smile, guessing correctly what Melanie was doing.
The Milf reached into it and pulled out a strap-on and tube of lube, "These," she beamed back at her daughter.
"It's a big one," giggled Melanie as she watched her Mom unbuckle the straps and then put it on, "but I'm so wet I won't need lube."
"I thought we might try another hole, one which we haven't yet used," her Mom said.
For a second a frown broke across Hazel's forehead as she pondered what her Mom meant, then like a light bulb flicking on a smile creased across it as she realised, "My butt, kinky... It's been ages since I've had anal, well at least three weeks."
"A veritable drought," said Melanie dryly, wondering as she spoke whether Ashley was rubbing off on her -- veritable was definitely an Ashley word.
Luckily her eldest daughter wasn't thinking about the intricacies of vocabulary, but about getting her bottom stuffed. She acrobatically swivelled and rolled towards the side of the bed, looking towards her Mom "You still won't need lube," she giggled, "I've found guys are always receptive to a sloppy blow-job before they stick it in my ass." She got off and down on her knees.
Melanie wondered whether she should point out the anatomical differences between her and a man and that her strap-on cock was entirely plastic. She didn't because she would have firstly, sounded too much like Ashley giving a biology lecture to an uninterested Hazel and secondly because, despite the physical differences, there was definitely something hot and sexy about looking down and seeing a cute teen swallowing down her cock, fake or not. She put the lube down; "Sounds like a plan," she grinned and approached her eldest.
"It looks big," giggled Hazel, "but don't worry I have bigger -- only just though, mmmmnnn I'm gonna love this in my butt."
She reached out with one hand, taking the cock and stroking it as if it was real, licking her lips in lust as she looked at. Her mouth opened and her Mom guided it down, her daughter gently moving it to ensure it remained on target. "MMnnn" said Hazel as she took it down, she kept one hand on the toy, working it back and forth, taking it into her bobbing head. The other she moved round to her Mom's butt to grasp one of the cheeks, kneading it between her fingers and using it as a lever at the same time.
Her Mom let the teen set the pace, standing still and looking down. It was certainly a sexy sight, watching the dildo vanishing into the teen's mouth and emerge less than seconds later, covered with saliva and shining with spit. Melanie didn't know how many blow-jobs her daughter had given, she suspected, with her eldest's slutty nature, it had been a lot. She certainly seemed to have a talent for it. Though Hazel started cautiously, only taking in a few inches, she'd soon gone deeper and quicker, her head knocking back and forth as she took the dildo so far down Melanie thought she was going to choke -- it said something for the amount of practice she had that she didn't and instead upped her pace, slamming the cock against the inside of her cheek and then continuing forward so it threatened her tonsils.
"This is so sexy, I'm so turned on," Melanie purred as she placed a hand on the back of her daughter's head, encouraging her on, not that she needed it. "Suck my dick, take it as deep as you can."
It was hard to think that the teen's technique could improve but miraculously it did as Hazel upped her game and increased the speed and the power behind it. The haft of the toy rubbed at Melanie's already damp pussy and she could feel more juice trickling over the outside of her lips. "God, this is good," she groaned, "you're such a champion cocksucker."
The teen showed she was with a gurgle and a bob, taking the cock so deep into her mouth her eyes widened as she shoved it back into her Mom's crotch. The Milf gasped and shuddered, her hand clawing through Hazel's hair, so it looked like it was sprouting between her fingers. The teen in turn had her hands firmly clamped to her Mom's butt cheeks, squeezing them as she pulled herself towards them. Her fingers probed and pressed, gripping deep and leaving finger marks, holding as tight as she could.
"Gwrfff, gwrfff," Hazel made choking and gasping sounds as she swallowed. It was amazing how much she could take and still keep going, seemingly without pausing and with no obvious discomfort. It was no wonder Hazel had been popular in High School if this was how she treated the senior boys, her Mom thought, she'd brought up a teen slut -- which was good as it had meant a lot less effort in coaxing her to be in a hotel room giving head to her Mom's fake dick. "Gwrfff, gwrfff," the teen repeated, which might have meant anything, though probably indicated she was enjoying sucking the dick as she continued to take it with eagerness and enthusiasm.
The teen continued to bob and slurp hungrily, the cock deeper in her mouth than her Mom had thought possible. Her hair flipped over her shoulders and her pert bosoms jiggled as she went back and forth, the sounds of her greedily, eager sucking filling her Mom's ears and turning her on just as much as the press of the toy on her cunt or the sight of the plastic prick disappearing between her daughter's ruby red lipsticked lips.
Suddenly, without warning, Hazel's head shot back and she pushed the cock out of her mouth with her tongue. Melanie wouldn't have been disappointed if she hadn't quickly realised that the prelude to the main event was over and she was about to have even more fun. The teen quickly showed that her Mom's instincts was right as she almost jumped onto to her feet and then leapt onto the bed, landing on her back and reaching under her knees, pulled her legs back exposing her pert butt. She beam invitingly, "Come fuck my ass now," she said.
Normally, as a Mom, Melanie ignored bossy instructions from her daughters, they had to learn she wasn't at their beck and call. However, in this case she was more than willing to make an exception. She quickly joined her daughter on the bed, taking hold off the fake phallus, which was soaked with her daughter's spit, and guided it towards the hole. Ashley had been a virgin, Hazel wasn't. However she was still gratifyingly tight as Melanie took aim and pushed the toy at the rosebud entrance and beyond, into the teen's tunnel.
"Oh yes," moaned Hazel in pleasure. She pulled her legs further back, her years as a cheerleader had left her supple. "Oh, fill my ass with that large dildo, stretch me Mom."
Melanie guided the cock down the hole, jerking her hips to push it forward against the resisting walls. Her daughter groaned again, a moan of enjoyment. Her lithe body wiggled and shivered as she rocked on gently on the small of the back to help encourage the toy in. Melanie leaned forward, licking her lips, as she looked down at the magnificent sight of the large dildo vanishing between the round cheeks. She met further resistance and pulled back momentarily, before girding herself and thrusting forward, eliciting a gasp from her daughter as another inch of toy disappeared into her small hole.
"I want it all," the teen groaned, "I want that big dick filling my asshole."
"Don't worry," her Mom replied, "I'll give it you." She pushed forward again, working herself into a slow rhythm, gradually getting the toy deeper and deeper. Soon it was so deeply encased she no longer needed to hold it, so she let go and grasped her daughter's ankles, using them as levers and pushing the teen's flexible legs even further back, so that they were not far above her ears. "This good honey?" she asked, "How does it feel?"
"I want it deeper Mom, I want to feel it all the way in, stretching me like my butt is a piece of stretchy rubber," Hazel moaned. No longer having to hold her legs back she began to rub at her pussy and clit, moving faster and more furiously as her Mom drove the cock further down her chute. "UUUhhh, this is so hot, all in Mom, all in."
Melanie grinned and looked down, seeing the toy going in almost up to the fake pair of plastic balls at the end; it looked like a few more thrusts and she'd satisfy her daughter's first need. She gripped the ankles harder and pushed the teen's limbs as far down as they could so, almost parallel with her head so she was near doubled in two. Melanie momentarily marvelled at how flexible she was and wondered whether she had been so lithe when she too was a teenager, she thought not, Hazel's aptitude for pom-poms and dancing rather than books paid dividends in that regard. The Milf grinned as she kept her gaze fixated on the teen's beautiful face, just a foot below her own as she started the final assault, pounding away at her daughter's ass as if it was the beach defences on D-Day.



"Ohhh, yesss, fuck," Hazel's face contorted in pleasure as her Mom's thighs smacked against her rump; once, twice, three times, a repeated staccato pattern as Melanie drove in again and again, her dildo going as far it could, only stopping at it hit the plastic lumps at the end. The ass was still tight and gripping at the toy, but no longer was it able to stop the dildo, just slow it; and as Melanie went faster and harder it wasn't even to do that. Below her the teen shuddered and vibrated, her fingers rubbing speedily over her slit and clit, the cunt leaking even more juice than before so it looked like a reservoir between the teen's lips.
"This ass is so hot and tight, it's so sexy," Melanie grinned as she hammered in and out of her daughter's most taboo hole.
"Stretch it open, Mom, make it gape. I want it to be so hard banged you could fit a grapefruit up it," her daughter gasped back, her fingers plunging into her pussy as she was speaking, jerking back and forth, so cum leaked out over her mons. "Fuck my ass as hard as you can, rip it open, literally."
"Will do," Melanie smiled. Her other daughter would have taken issue with the misuse of 'literally' but Melanie knew what her eldest meant and was going to give it her, the best butt reaming she'd had from either real dick or fake. It was a high ambition but Melanie was sure she'd reached it -- especially with her so sexy daughter looking up at her frantically fingering her front fuckhole, her small but perfectly formed tits bouncing away, as her Mom pounded harder and harder at her back, driving the toy as deep as it could go, as fast as she could, with all the power she could muster. "I'm going to ram you butt until it's splits," which was an exaggeration, but a justified one, "I'm going to pound you until you're an insensible screaming mess," which was just the truth, "Let me fuck this butt all night."
"Yessss, yesss, yesss, aaaarrghhh," screamed Hazel as she was filled. Her body was shivering and shaking as the orgasms hit her, her skin red and flushed, her eyes shut tightly and her mouth open in a series of screams. Her back arched, her breasts pressing against her legs as she climaxed, her hands jerking back and forth as she continued to finger-fuck herself to add to her Mom's hard pounding. "Make me cum, aaaarrgghh, yessss, that's it."
Melanie drove down and in, her body bouncing against the teen's legs, pushing them even further down, the toes skimming at the bed below the teen's head. The older woman didn't pause, even as she bent her daughter near double, but continued as hard as she could. In many ways it was unlike the first time she'd banged Ashley, unlike her sister Hazel was experienced in anal and was relaxed about taking the big dick up her ass with limited prep, but they were alike in that they were both obvious anal fiends, loving the thick plastic cock up their back-tunnels, stretching them and stimulating hidden nerve endings which Ashley hadn't known existed and Hazel was all too aware off. Her daughter screamed again, writhing in pleasure, her cunt squirting juice all over her lips and hands, so powerful were the jets that they splashed against Melanie's stomach, driving her to greater exertions and resolve to fuck her daughter to within a (metaphorical) inch of her life.
Swinging the teen's legs down she gripped her stomach and started to turn her. Hazel took the hint and was soon on her hands and knees, wiggling her, momentarily empty, ass at her Mom. Melanie looked at it lustfully, the formerly tight rosebud was cratered and open, showing the dark tunnel within. "Mmmmn, that ass is gaping," she grinned, "But I think I can open it even more."
"I think so too," her daughter tittered, gripping at her cheeks and spreading them further apart so that her Mom could get an even better view of the hole and the damage she had so far wreaked, "I told you I want it ripped open."
"Let's see what I can do," Melanie grinned, as she targeted the hole with her dildo, driving it in deep and hard, making her daughter buck and whinny like a wild horse in a paddock. Soon her Mom was in a rhythm again, her thighs cracking against her daughter as she slammed the toy into her, her hands gripping the teen's waist for balance and leverage.
"AArrrrghh, yessss, fuck me, yesssss, aaarrghhh," squealed Hazel in pleasure. Her body was rocking and bouncing, as she was hit again and again from behind. Her Mom gripped her harder, her nails digging deep into the teenager's flawless skin, leaving red marks like she was clawed. Hazel didn't complain, instead driving herself backwards so she was impaled on her Mom's cock, before springing forward and repeating the process. Melanie matched her, thrust for thrust, the two of them fucking like they'd been doing it together for years and were as in sync as a pair of Championship Ballroom dancers.
"Take it baby, take my cock," Melanie grunted as she continued to feed the dildo to her eldest.
"Yessss, aaarrghhh, aaargghhh ram it in my ass Mom, ram it harder," screamed her daughter. Like her sister she didn't keep quiet during sex sessions, letting her Mom know both that she was enjoying it and what she wanted more off to keep enjoying it. One of the (many) advantages of expensive hotel rooms was that they had walls thick enough that, no matter how loud Hazel shrieked, the next door neighbours wouldn't be able to hear a thing and start to question exactly what the Mom was ramming it her daughter's bottom and why the teen wanted it harder. It meant that Melanie had no issue with acceding to her daughter's request and slamming her cock into the teenager's back hole even more forcefully, making the teen scream so loud that it was a wonder her Mom wasn't deafened.
"Another position... let's try," panted Melanie, as she gasped for breath after a high-speed bout. She sat down on the edge of the bed and wiggled her dido, "Lower yourself on that."
Her daughter did, sliding down facing her Mom, bending the dildo into her butt. "Mmnn, that's good," she purred as she took it deep, not slowing her descent until the strap-on was fully encased.
"You set the pace baby," grinned her Mom.
"It'll be fast," giggled her daughter. So saying she began to raise herself up and down on her Mom's strap on, arching her back and wiggling her buttocks to make sure she was getting the full length. Her hands gripped her Mom's shoulders as Melanie's grasped her daughter's waist to keep her on the straight and thick. She began to thrust up as well, meeting her daughter half-way as she came down. It was harder on her thighs, than the previous position, but not as exhausting meaning she could keep going longer and give Hazel more analgasms. The teen was bouncing harder and faster, giggling and groaning with pleasure as she was filled with the cock, "Uuuhhh, yessss, uuuuhh, my ass is so hot right down, uuurrhhh, oooohhh fuck, fuck, fuck..."
Melanie gripped the teen harder, enjoying the bounce of her pert titties and way the hard nipples rubbed at hers as the teen leaned forward, so their bodies were melded together. She slammed up in time with her daughter, feeling the teen's vibrations and shudders with every impalement, her back bending as the pleasure raced up her. The two of them thrust and hammered and slammed, until Hazel was panting like her Mom had been, sweat trickling down her as she gave her all.
They switched positions again, this time with Hazel lying on her side and her Mom behind her, slipping a leg over the teen's and cuddling her in her arms as she took her once more. She was slower this time, almost soft, as she went in and out, a hand slipping down to cradle a breast. Hazel turned her head half --way round and their tongues flickered against each other's as they continued to make anal love, as the time ticked away.
Finally with a moan Hazel slid forward and her Mom pulled out, rolling onto her back. After a few moments Hazel turned again, snuggling into her Mom, "Wow, that was awesome," she said, "I don't think I've ever had a fucking like it, I don't know how many times I came."
"A lot," her Mom agreed, "It was wonderful, so no regrets about being banged by me?"
"There was never going to be any regrets. I can't believe how lucky Ashley has been, if you've been fucking her like this for last few months."
"I'm lucky as well, to have two such sexy and hot lesbian daughters," Melanie grinned, hugging Hazel closer, "But you have an advantage over her, in that you know about me and her, but Ashley doesn't know about me and you."
"Do you want me to keep it secret? I can," Hazel said.
"I have a better idea," her Mom smiled.
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"Come in," Ms Veronica Campbell, Principal of Casey Jones High, looked up from her paperwork and waited for the door to open.
Her PA appeared, "Peri Price and her Mom are here."
Strictly speaking they were late, which Veronica felt was typical of the entitlement of the older Price; she hadn't changed since they had been teenagers at this very school -- still thinking the world ran around her, her daughter was the same, even facing expulsion they hadn't the wit or grace to turn up on time. Not that it mattered, Veronica had no intention of seeing them at the allotted time either. She glanced at the clock and then back to her PA, "Tell them I need to finish something urgently, they can wait in reception."
"Of course Ms Campbell."
The PA made to close the door, but Veronica stopped her, "Has everyone left?"
"Yes, Mr Robson has checked all the classrooms and made sure they're locked and Mrs Watson came in to tell me she's locked the library and computer labs for the night," the PA responded.
Veronica smiled, "There's no need for you to stay, I may be a while. I can show Mrs Price in on my own."
"Thank you," the PA smiled at her in gratitude as she retreated and closed the door. She thought that the Principal's questions were about checking the school was secure and her letting her go early was about being a good manager. Both of those were reasons, but they weren't the main ones why the Principal wanted her PA gone and the prices on their own. Veronica smiled to herself and returned to the keyboard in front of her, the report she was writing for the board wasn't urgent - it wasn't due for another couple of weeks and she wasn't a slow typer, but she was quite happy to let the teen cheerleader and her bitch Mom stew a bit; even if their being late had caused no harm it was still an irritation and so she left them for a bit longer than she had originally planned before saving the document.
Standing she walked over to the full length mirror in the corner of her large office and smoothed down her suit. As she did so she checked her reflection, her ebony skin was flawless and smooth and her hair lustrous and dark, it was hard to believe she would be fifty later this year, time had been good to her, though she also made sure she ate well, exercised often and got plenty of sleep -- and fucked lots of lesbian teens for exercise. She took out a tube of gloss and put just a hint more on her lips, it wasn't a completion with Cherry Price; it never could be, at school Cherry had been a cheerleader and the sluttiest girl in senior year, who if she even noticed studious bookworms like Veronica, it was only to tease them for their glasses and braces. But the braces had corrected her teeth and her she hadn't needed glasses since she'd had laser eye surgery over twenty five years before. She was a vastly successful Principal, well paid and respected, a member of the local country club and vice-captain of the women's golf team -- Cherry was a divorcee with an eighteen year-old daughter on the edge of being kicked out. There was no competition any more, even if Cherry didn't know it.
She opened the door and walked out into the reception. Cherry was sitting next to her daughter and it was easy to see the relationship, not just because both were slender petite blondes, though Cherry had a few more wrinkles than her daughter and her make-up was a trifle more thickly applied, but both were wearing short skirts and tight tops which exposed their stomachs (with near matching belly-button rings) and were playing with their phones with the same bored and irritated expression.
"Mrs Price," Veronica said, "Come in, you too Peri."
"Oh Veronica, its lovely to see you again," Cherry stood up, flaunting her body, though it was nowhere as flat and firm as her daughter's, or Veronica's for that matter, "Did you know Peri, me and your Principal were great friends at school?"
Veronica neither corrected the grammar nor challenged the other woman's recollections, though they weren't memories of their times together. Instead she led them into her office without a word, closed the door and moved behind her desk. She put her fingers together and posed in her best stern teacher's posture. "You know why you're here?"
"A small amount of pot in Peri's locker," smiled Cherry. If Veronica hadn't known her she'd have thought in charming, but it was the same smile Cherry had been using since she was fourteen to get her way and it meant nothing. She kept the smile up as she continued, "It wasn't even hers and it wasn't a large amount, hardly anything at all, and we all did it when we were at school, I can remember the parties."
"I didn't. I went to different parties," Veronica replied, though in truth she hadn't been to many parties since they stopped doing pass the parcel and musical chair until she'd gone to college and discovered herself. "However the amount is immaterial, as is the previous owner. We have a zero tolerance policy for drugs of any sort in Casey Jones."
"But it..." Cherry started again, though her smile looked a little strained as if she was suddenly realising that when you hit fifty charm is no longer enough.
"Zero tolerance," Veronica cut her off. She paused for a second to show she was in control of the conversation, "I expelled James Parker, a month ago, after he was found with drugs in his bag and he was a straight A-Student, Tansy Weisel before that and she was our best swimmer, some thought she was good enough for the nationals. The rules are clear and for everybody, get caught with drugs you're out."
Cherry blanched as the full impact of what was being said hit home and even Peri looked a little worried, as she realised her life of ruling the roost amongst her fellow seniors with parties, some pot smoking and very little actual school work was going to be coming to end sooner than she planned -- and before she'd had the chance to show everyone how hot she was in a prom dress as well. Veronica smiled inwardly as she looked at the teen, imagining her horror and thinking it some revenge for all the nerds and geeks and weirdoes the cheerleader had slighted, bullied and snubbed on her way to the top.
"But if she's expelled where can she go?" Cherry asked, her smile now gone and only fear on her face, like Veronica she knew that post-High School was tough on teens with no leaving certificate and few smarts, at least if they didn't want to go into porn and/or stripping.
"There are some good private schools around they'll take her, if you can afford them," Veronica knew that the other woman couldn't, she'd got the house in the divorce but little else and her ex-husband already had a new set of children and wouldn't be keen to suddenly have to pay the fees of his eldest daughter on top of that. The Principal paused to check the reaction of Cherry, waiting until the small shake of the head until she drove in the knife, "Alternatively we can arrange her transfer to William McDougal High." It was named after a mid-ranking and only moderately successful general who'd been born in the town, it was also the school which covered the down-town ghettos and slums, and its educational record wasn't even high for its intake. Its drug policy was a lot less zero tolerance than Casey Jones's as was its tolerance for gangs, teenage pregnancy, knife crime and bullying of blonde cheerleaders. Veronica paused waiting a few seconds for the sharp intake of breath and almost glowed with satisfaction when it came.
"Surely there's something we can do, something to change your mind," the eighteen year-old pleaded, looking across at her daughter and snapping "Peri, sit up straight."
The teen did as her Mom said, surprisingly quickly, though it confirmed Veronica's view that the teen was basically a clone of her Mom who aped her in all things.
"Like what?" Veronica asked. There was the obvious, but she wondered how long it would take Cherry to go there, not long she expected.
The other woman paused for a moment, "What about she goes on a drug awareness course? Find out about all the dangers."
"We already have these as part of our curriculum, it seems your daughter wasn't taking them in then, it seems too late now," replied Veronica, "Do you have a better offer for me?" There was just a trace of a hint there, enough to move the conversation in the right direction, she didn't think Cherry Price was the most intelligent woman in town, but she did think she knew when she was being offered a chance to use her charms.
She was right. Immediately Cherry crossed her legs so her skirt rolled up her thigh and gave a small toss of her head, letting her blonde curls fall over her shoulder. Her lips pursed and then crept upwards in a sensual smile, which years ago would have melted teenage lesbian Veronica's heart if she'd ever been so graced with it. "Perhaps we can discuss it over dinner, I've certainly felt lonely since my divorce. Or perhaps you could round to my place for a meal, we could get to know each other then... I always admired at school how you were out as a lesbian, I experimented with some of the other cheerleaders, but I wasn't courageous enough to commit."
"You're a lesbian then?" Veronica smiled, it lacked the fake charm of Cherry's, though it showed her white teeth -- like a shark.
"I've dabbled," giggled Cherry, tossing her hair coquettishly.
"I heard at High School Mr Denvers took you in the ass to up your final grade to a C," Veronica said conversationally.
Cherry froze and blushed, "I...I..."
"Let's not beat around the bush with dinner dates or me getting to know a lonely divorcee, you're offering sex for me not to expel Peri," Veronica pressed on.
Cherry was as red as her name implied, turning to look at her daughter, who was also reddening and fidgeting. The older woman was beetroot coloured as she turned back to the Principal and forced herself into a small laugh, "Normally, people aren't as straight-forward, but if you want to put it like that, yes."
"So was it true about Mr Denvers?" Veronica asked the blushing woman again, happily turning the screw into her.
"It was just a blowjob," Cherry couldn't quiet meet her old classmates eyes.
"That's not a surprise, you always were good at blowjobs from what I heard -- you and Mandy Blaze sucked off the entire football team didn't you, to see who was the top cheerleader; who won by the way?"
"I did," Cherry was so red that the heat was almost coming off her.
Veronica smiled, turning her gaze towards the daughter, "Don't look so surprised and innocent Price, you think as Principal I haven't heard about the lipstick party the cheer squad had with the footballers, I hear Peri pink was a popular colour."
The blonde teen turned the same shade as her Mom as she stammered, "I...I...I..."
"Save it Peri, you'll be pleased to know that your Saturday night suckathons are no business of mine as long as they're not on school property, we're here about you having drugs in your locker, which is very much on school grounds," Veronica smiled as she spoke. She turned back to Cherry, who was blushing deeply and looking at the floor, looking for all the world like a rag doll that had been punched against a wall, "I'm disappointed to hear about Mr Denvers, I bet he missed a treat. You know as a lesbian there's little I like more than pounding some dyke ass with a large strap-on, especially straight dykes who only dabble."
"I've done anal before, it'd be on the table," blushed Cherry, "If you wanted it."
"Lesbian anal?" Veronica smiled cattily.
"With guys," Cherry said.
"Rumours were you were a complete backdoor addict," Veronica said. She looked at the blonde teen, who tried to avert her gaze, but couldn't quiet manage it, "Did you know that Peri? Your Mom was a total butt-slut in senior year, I heard she couldn't see a cock, and she saw a lot, without sticking it in her ass. I suspect you're the same, like mother, like daughter in these things in my experience." The teen reddened so much that Veronica suspected she wasn't far from the truth. "So Cherry, I guess you kept going with your anal adventures -- I bet the college football team enjoyed it, you're nodding so yes, and your husband, is that why he married you? Or was he using another hole for a change and you'd forgotten your pill? I can't imagine you've been anally celibate since your divorce as well, when was the last cock up there?"
Cherry was so defeated she answered straight away, "Last week, the guy I went on a date with."
Peri looked a little shocked. "First date was it?" asked Veronica and Cherry nodded limply.
The Principal stood up and walked round the desk, leaning against the front of it and looking at Cherry and her daughter, "So what are you offering to stop Peri being expelled, though I don't know why you worry, a pretty girl like her will easily find some gang members to protect her at William McDougal."
"I'll let you fuck me however you want, even in the bottom," Cherry wasn't talking to her, but to the floor.
Veronica laughed, "Fuck, no," she replied. It felt so good to say those words and Peri's face turn from embarrassment to horror as Cherry's head shot up, her mouth open in shock. The Principal grinned widely, allowing herself a moment to savour the sweet taste of revenge against Cherry 'bitch' Price, the meanest girl of the senior year. But it was only a moment before she got out her metaphorical salt to pour into the woman's wounds, "You think I want to fuck a raddled slut like you, who's been whoring her ass all over town, you've probably more diseased than Typhoid Mary. Thirty years ago, yes, I'd have enjoyed that tight blonde bitch butt of yours, but now it's been so used you probably fit a football up there, in fact I bet you have. Why do you think I want your fat, sagging old body with your makeup trying to hide your wrinkles and your hair as dry as grass and greasy as pork..." Strictly speaking it wasn't true, as Cherry was still not bad for a fifty year old, even if that was outside Veronica's age range, but she enjoyed seeing the woman's shock and hear her sob. "Just in case you're too dumb to get it, I'm not going to fuck your ass or anywhere else, and we still have a zero tolerance policy for drugs."
"I'm going to be expelled!" wailed Peri, who looked like she was about to burst into tears, "They'll all hate me at MD."
"I'm sure you'll be very popular, if very sore, whores are as popular there as anywhere," smiled Veronica. She straightened up and stopped leaning against the desk, walking slowly behind Cherry and Peri. "If you want to stay here what are you willing to do?"
"What, you said...?" Cherry didn't finish the question as Veronica put her hands lightly on her daughter's shoulders. Instead she turned to her front, as if that would absolve her from any guilt as the Principal ran her hands over the teen and down her arms.
"What do you want me to do?" there was a slight tremble in the teen's voice, knowing that there was a deal on offer, but also starting to realise what the price was.
Veronica didn't doubt, however, the teen would be willing to pay it, she was that type, just like her Mom. "What do are you saying you'll do?" she smiled like a cat playing with a mouse, glancing at Cherry who was staring straight ahead and pretending she could hear nor see nothing. "Drug taking is especially serious."
"Um, lesbian stuff, with you," the teen said faltering, "That's what you're asking right?"
Veronica slid her hands down the velvet skin of the teen's arms, "It wouldn't be appropriate for me to ask for anything, you're saying what you're offering to stop you being expelled." She carried on down, pressing herself at the teen's back, her full breasts squashing at her and leaving little doubt that despite the words there was only one thing that the teen could do.
"Lesbian stuff then," Peri nodded.
"What? Like making out in the back of my car?" Veronica was expecting more than that, but she enjoyed getting Peri's hopes up, the girl was a dumb a bitch as her Mom had been and was nodding eagerly. Veronica grinned and said brutally, "For drugs in your locker, that's not an offer, that's an insult."
The blonde teen let out an audible gulp and looked at her Mom for support or advice. Cherry knew which way this was going and was deciding she was Pontius Pilate, staring ahead and ignoring the conversation beside her as if it was nothing she need be concerned about. Veronica took advantage of the lull in the conversation to slide her hands round and squeeze at the teen's petite tits, each a handful, but no more. There was a squeak from the teen and for a second she looked like she was going to try to struggle free, but then she realised the Principal held all the cards as tightly as she holding the breasts and stopped. "Um, what about I come over to your place, some evening and, er, you know, I could stay the night."
"Doing what?" Veronica glanced at the stone-like Cherry as she spoke; the older woman was as good as prostituting out her daughter, they deserved each other.
"Doing what, what?" Peri said, making Veronica doubt that even the teen's poor grades were deserved.
"If you stayed the night what then? I don't need to remind you the seriousness of your offence and if all you're planning to do is sleep the night on my couch I don't think I can help you," Veronica said sternly. She knew what the teen meant of course, she wasn't stupid even if Peri was, but she wanted to hear her say in front of her Mom, to rub it in the older slut's face and get revenge for all the slights in High School that Cherry and her ilk gave those brighter and poorer than themselves.
"We could have sex," Peri blushed as she spoke, "I could do butt stuff as well if you liked?"
"You'd let that tiny white ass of yours be invaded by the big strap-on cock of a dominant older black woman, then?" smirked Veronica, "We'd be like girlfriends for the night and you could call me your sexy hot chocolate bear and I could call you sexy baby, as I rammed open that tight hole of yours."
A tremble reached Cherry's lips, at the words, but she kept her composure and silence, as her daughter managed to be both pale and red-faced at the same time. She nodded trying to sound eager, "Yes."
"No deal," Veronica said with a smirk.
There was a gasp from Peri and Cherry broke her silence with a shocked "What?" turning her head and looking at Veronica as the Principal continued to fondle her daughter's tits, as if she hadn't a care in the world.
"I need to do a report for the Board this evening, so they can look at it tomorrow and accept my recommendation," Veronica said, "If I said that I recommended that you'd learnt your lesson and a couple of weeks suspension would be adequate, I could hardly go back and recommend full expulsion if you didn't hold your side of the bargain."
"You want to fuck me now?" Peri said, perhaps she wasn't dumb like Veronica thought, at least not quite as dumb, "I can do that, we can go now to your house."
"I need to write the report here, on my computer," that was a lie, she could do it as easily at home, but the blonde and her Mom didn't know that and even if they did, neither was in a place to challenge her.
For a moment Peri paused as she digested the latest comment, Veronica could almost hear the whirr off her brain as she thought through what was being said before coming to the correct answer, "You want to have sex now, in your office?"
"Is that what you're offering so that I recommend you don't get thrown out?" Veronica squeezed the teenage tits again.
"Yes," nodded Peri looking at her Mom.
The older woman made to stand, not commenting on her daughter's decision to either stop it or encourage it, "I'll wait outside," she said.
"No, I've one more condition," Veronica grinned evilly, she had waited over thirty years to get one over on Cherry, to humiliate her and get her revenge; it tasted so delicious, but she knew she could make it sweeter, "Your Mom needs to stay and watch."



"What?" both Price's almost shrieked in shock.
"Peri is a druggy slut bitch, because you, Cherry, were a druggy slut bitch, you need to realise that this is all your fault and watching your daughter get fucked by the black girl who you used to bully is your punishment," Veronica savoured every second, almost licking her lips as she saw Cherry's face switch from surprise to horror to guilt. The older blonde gulped, half-raised, unable to stand up or sit down, Veronica smiled as she continued, "Unless you want Peri to be expelled - her ass is going to get fucked one way or another, by me or by whichever gang member owns her at William McDougal."
"Please Mom," Peri turned towards her Mom, "You need to stay and watch."
"It won't be so bad, you'll probably even enjoy it, it'll just be like a porn video except live," said Veronica evilly as she watched Cherry sink reluctantly back on to her chair.
"I'll stay," said the defeated ex-cheerleader.
Veronica stepped back and took off her suit jacket, hanging it carefully on the coat hanger next to the door. Then she returned back to Peri, walking round in front of her and leaning back against the desk, "Take off your top," she ordered.
For a second, perhaps two, it look like the teen was going to demur, but then she stood up and took it off; she wasn't wearing a bra and for a moment stood with the top in her hand, her pert breasts on display, as she looked what to do with the garment, before dropping it on the ground. "No bra," said Veronica, she gave a grunt of disdain, "You were in school without a bra, you're lucky I don't expel you for that." The teen looked at her like a rabbit does at a fox. Veronica shrugged, "Don't worry, if I kicked out every slut who didn't wear a bra, I'd half the senior year. Anyway it has its compensations," she added as she stepped forward and took the teen's bosoms in her hands, squeezing them tightly, so that Peri let out a gasp. "Nice and firm," said Veronica as she pressed her fingers in deep. She gave a quick glance at Cherry who was trying to look away even as she seemed horrifically fascinated with her daughter being groped.
"Now your skirt, I hope you're wearing panties," Veronica said. She reached round the teen's rear for the button and zip, undoing them and letting Peri shimmy out. She was wearing underwear, but the thongs were so skimpy she hardly need have bothered. The Principal reached down and squeezed at the mons, "You're starting to get wet, you're obviously looking forward to some lesbian sex, aren't you?"
The teen didn't answer so Veronica squeezed again, "I asked a question -- this isn't English class -- don't feel you can ignore your teacher in this. I asked you're looking forward to lesbian sex?"
"Yes Miss Campbell," the teen moaned and Veronica shot a look of triumph at the Cherry, sitting like a prim and proper statue, albeit one wearing a skirt and top too small for her.
Reaching under the elastic Veronica pulled the panties down as far as she could and Peri took the hint, bending over to take them the rest of the way and drop them on top of her other clothes.
"Play with yourself whilst I get undressed," Veronica said.
"Huh?"
"Masturbate that sweet little pussy, make it even wetter," the older woman clarified.
The teen blushed even redder, but began to rub her shaven slit gently, moaning as she did. Veronica took a moment to admire her, the blonde reduced to nothing but her heels (a bit too high for school rules, but Veronica decided on latitude) and the band in her long blonde hair. There was no doubt the petite teen was sexy, slender with a firm stomach and pert bosoms which gently jiggled as bounced as she slid her fingers between her legs and shivered with sexual delight; a small tattoo of what looked like a spinning wheel on fire, but might have just been a bad representation of the sun was around her belly button and another small one, a pair of red roses intertwined round a wooden log was on her breast bone, just above her breasts. Her hair was long and naturally blonde, and there was none of it anywhere else except that which was on her head, flowing half way down her back. Veronica knew she was going to enjoy fucking her, even hadn't been Cherry wasn't watching -- that she would be just added to the Principal's a proverbial cherry on the cake.
"Rub that cunt harder," she ordered, "Stick your fingers in deep."
The teen immediately did as she was told, sliding two fingers into her hole and jilling herself hard, groaning and gasping with pleasure. Veronica noticed the teen's eyes were closed, was she imaging herself alone or elsewhere or was it that the pleasure seemed more pronounced if there was no other senses interfering with it?
Veronica could have told her to open her eyes, but she gave a mental shrug, it didn't matter. Moving round behind her desk she undid her own crisp white blouse taking it off and neatly folding it and placing it on the side of her desk, out of the way. Next was her skirt, the smart grey bottom, going down to reveal her panties and suspenders holding up her dark hosiery. She sat down and removed the suspenders and hosiery, leaving her underwear for the moment. Cherry kept glancing at her as she stripped, both trying not to look and not be seen looking, Veronica smiled and popped open her bra, jiggling her large breasts. Despite her age they had held up well and more than one teenage or twentysomething lover had said they hoped they had tits as good as hers when they reached near fifty. She squeezed and kneaded them, her eyes fixing on Cherry's and mentally forcing the older blonde to keep looking at her as she played with them, "What do you think Cherry? Do you like them? Do you think Peri will enjoy sucking and licking them?"
"I don't know, yes, perhaps," Cherry was red by name and now red by nature.
Veronica kept looking at her as she sat down behind her desk and slid her hand under her panties. She quickly found her own slit, lightly damp already and pushed a couple of fingers in. Cherry might not be able to see her hand, but she knew exactly what the black woman was doing and she tried to turn her head, away from her and away from her furiously masturbating daughter, looking to the other side, at the pictures of past academic prize winners on the wall. Veronica let out a low moan, not being surprised that it drew Cherry's gaze back to her, just for a moment, until the blonde realised that Veronica was looking at her, a wide grin on her face, and then she turned away again. It wasn't long before she was back, blushing furiously, her hands twisting together as if she wanted to join her daughter and the Principal in masturbating, to give in to her depravity and allow herself to complete her own humiliation. Veronica conceded that would be fun, but too quick, so she was glad the older blonde managed to, just about, keep control.
She thrust harder and harder into her own pussy, making herself juice up so that the liquid was seeping all over her fingers and staining the panties. In front of her Peri's cunt was gleaming, as she too oozed cum. Veronica drove her digits deep once last time and pulled them out. Standing up she walked round to the front of the desk, "Suck these," she presented her fingers to the teen.
Peri opened her eyes, looking surprised at the fact her Principal's sodden fingers were in front of her face. Unlike with Math, English or History, she learned fast however, opening her mouth and taking them in sucking the juice off energetically and least with the outward appearance of eagerness, as she continued to penetrate her own pussy fast and hard. Veronica kept the fingers in the teen's mouth until she was sure that Peri had slurped every molecule of cum off, before taking them and rubbing them over the teen's chin to get rid of the excess saliva.
Reaching for her own panties she pulled them off, briefly turning to admire herself in the mirror. If she could no longer be mistaken for a twenty year old, she was still firmer and flatter than most women her age, avoiding childbirth and taking lots of vigorous exercise was better than paying a surgeon for a tummy tuck -- more effective as well as cheaper. Then she turned and dropped her soaked panties in Cherry's lap, "Hold onto these," she ordered, as the horrified older blonde looked at the soaked garment on her knee, "They're expensive and I don't want them being dropped on the floor."
"Y...Yes," Cherry said, accepting her continued humiliation.
Leaning back and half-sitting, half-leaning on her desk, Veronica's hand slid down to her twat, taking the lips between her fingers and opening it wide enough that Peri could see her pink. "On your knees, eat out teacher," she ordered.
"Yes Miss Campbell," replied the teen demurely. She positioned her skirt and top on the floor so she was kneeling on them (obviously a girl who'd gone down on her knees before, concluded Veronica) and moved her face forward, her hands gently resting on the top of Veronica's thighs for balance.
"Oh yes," Veronica gave a delighted moan as the teen's tongue touched her twat. Gently, perhaps a little nervously as if she was anxious to do her best, Peri rolled it up and down the slit, the tip just entering between the lips but not going in too far. The teen licked slowly, sliding to the top of the slot and the clitoral hood, teasing the bud beneath very briefly, before slipping back to the very bottom of the older woman's hole and mons beneath, moving outside the twat to the fleshy mound and licking before realising she needed to go up again and doing that. It was slow and gradual and as a starter it was fine, though she was expecting more by the finish. Veronica knew the teen had sucked dick and she had thought she'd licked pussy before, but perhaps it was her first time with another woman or perhaps she was just nervous about doing it with her Principal knowing that failure would mean expulsion or even was embarrassed about licking cunt in front of her Mom -- even though it was the older woman's fault. Veronica reached down and squeezed the teen's shoulders, gently pulling her forward, "I want you to eat my cunt all out, I want that tongue in my pussy, drinking down my juices."
Whether it was her hands, the words or just Peri getting used to the older black woman's pussy and finding she liked the taste she began to move faster, getting used to where she was going and sliding the tongue deeper between the lips, so she was massaging the pink inner walls with the lithe muscle. Veronica gripped harder, her fingers digging so deep into the teen she could feel the blades. Peri's tonguing got quicker as she moved from beginner to adequate and into exciting. "Mmmnn, yes, you're doing better now, lap my cunt, suck down my juice, ooohhh, yesssss, that's where you should stick your tongue."
Peri was guzzling deep, her tongue pushing down into Veronica and hitting the sensitive nerve endings again and again. The older black woman shuddered, gasping as the blonde's tongue found her erogenous zone and pounded energetically against it, making cum seep from the walls and onto Peri's tongue to be lapped up and swallowed. "Ooohhh, yessss," groaned Veronica, the start might have been slow, but the improvement was obvious, "Yesss, tongue my twat."
She looked down at the teen greedily licking away and then over at her Mom. Cherry was no longer looking at the wall or her feet, but staring, seemingly transfixed, at her daughter, on her knees, gobbling away at the pussy of the black girl she used to bully and demean. Her legs were clamped together and her hands were on her knees, gripping them as if she feared where they might wander if she let go. She quickly glanced away when she saw Veronica was looking at her, but it didn't take long before her head swung back, her cheeks flushed and red, but her eyes fixed on her daughter's head quivering and swinging as she tongued at Veronica.
The Principal grinned and moved one of her hands to the back of the blonde's head, pushing her forward gently but determinedly, "That's it, Peri, eat my pussy out. Show your Mom how it's done, you're a natural, I bet your Mom is learning a lot." The teen licked faster and harder, unable to see her Mom's reaction as the older woman's face contorted as if she was in actual pain before she clasped her fist in her hand and shoved it in her mouth as she squeezed her legs even tighter together, rubbing the thighs together as if there was an itch between her legs. Veronica smiled at her, cattily, and pressed Cherry's daughter even further forward into her pussy, "Eat my cunt, Peri, I want you to be able to describe to your Mom what it's like, mmmnnnn eat it all up, lick me out."
The teen's tongue twisted and turned round the twat, razoring in and out, slipping and sliding upwards so that it hit the clit and making Veronica shiver. The blonde teen knew what to do, whether she'd lapped pussy before or just had her own eaten plenty of times and knew what worked. Veronica gasped in pleasure, her breaths whistling through her clenched teeth as her face contorted in pleasure, her eyes rolling in her head and jaw clamped together like it was wired shut. Her hands pushed the teen further forward into her pussy, not letting her out, though the speed with which Peri was tonguing and the enthusiasm she was putting into every lick suggested that even without being held in place she be thrusting her beautiful face as far into the older woman's cunt as she could manage. "Oohhhhh, that is good, you little cunt-licker, lap my hole, use that tongue to make me cum," Veronica groaned, "Go to it you little slattern."
There was a loud groan from the seat beside them and Veronica glanced at the red-faced blonde sitting there, breathing heavily and gripping her knees to keep her hands occupied and stop them going elsewhere. The Principal grinned wickedly and licking her lips gripped Peri's head in both hands and thrust it harder at her cunt, "Eat it you naughty little whore, show your Mommy what a dyke slut you are, mmnnnn, I bet she wishes she was here on her knees eating some cunt."
A sound somewhere between a moan and sigh escaped from Cherry's lips and her face twisted as if she was in physical pain. She tried to turn her head away, but couldn't seem to manage it, swinging it back after seconds to look at the tableau in front of her as her blonde daughter's head bounced up and down as she licked the black woman's cunt with the eagerness of youth. Veronica grinned, enjoying both the cunt-licking and her revenge, as well as having the virtuous feeling of giving a young woman a second chance and not letting her either descend into addled drug-filled future or become a gang-bang toy for the gangsters of William McDougal.
Another round of pleasure hit her, sweeping up from her toes to the top of her head and electrifying her like she had stood on a live wire, "Aaaarrghh," she cried, "aaaaarrrghhh, yesssss." Her body shivered and shook as the climactic joy washed through her, leaving her legs like jelly and her heart like a speeding clock. A few more orgasms like that and she'd be done, she thought, which was both satisfying, but also too soon if Peri (and her Mom) were really to get the lesson to stick.
"Enough," she pushed the teen's head back, looking down at her smudged lipstick, with cum and saliva trickling down her chin. "Stand up," she ordered and the near naked teen stood, her hands automatically moving to cover her shaven slit from her teacher's lascivious gaze. However, it was not that hole that Veronica was interested in, why go front when you can go back was her view, especially when it came to teen sluts such as Peri who wouldn't be complaining. "Turn around," she said.
Immediately the teen did so, showing a small tattoo of some intertwined wavy lines at the very bottom of her lower back, where it would normally be covered by the top of her skirt or pants. Veronica reached forward and took the twin buttocks in each hand. There wasn't a lot of extra meat on them, but they were still a handful and with a little bit of effort jiggled delightfully. The Principal gave them a further squeeze before easing them apart to take a look at the tight rosebud between them, "Delicious," she said, "I'm guessing it is unlikely to be virgin, not with your Mom's genes, but it still looks lovely and tight and fuckable. What do you think Cherry?"
The other woman blushed, "I don't know," she stammered.
"Come on, you're an anal expert, take a close look, yes come here on your knees and look at it," Veronica grinned. For a moment Cherry didn't move, until Veronica sharply added, "Come on now," at which point she got off her chair and reluctantly waddled over to kneel behind her daughter and look at her most taboo hole. "Now what do think?" Veronica asked again, "Very fuckable?"
Cherry looked at her beseechingly, "I...I..."
"Just say something," snapped Veronica, "I need to finish up here and write the report on Peri's future."
"I don't know..." Cherry started and then as Veronica stared down at her, she realised she was fully defeated and added, "I think it probably is."
"You're hardly showing much confidence in your daughter's butt-fucking abilities, I think she'll be a great anal bang," Veronica tutted.
Cherry hung her head and didn't reply. Veronica smiled happily and gave the woman's daughter's butt another squeeze before spanking her across it and saying, "Turn around and lean on my desk, good, now lift that tush and wiggle it."
The teen did as she was told twerking her booty for Veronica's amusement, the Principal noting that Cherry was also having trouble taking her eyes of the jiggling butt. After watching for a few moments Veronica went over to one of her filing cabinets and twirled the combination lock, the number known only to her and a few trusted members of staff. Inside the bottom drawer, under a number of folders on students with sensitive home-lives, was her strap-on. Pulling it out she dangled it for a moment, swinging it so that Cherry could see, the blonde Mom letting out a gasp as she saw the huge plastic dick that was going to penetrate her daughter's rectum. Veronica grinned and pulled it up her thighs, "I know it's much bigger than the real thing, unless you're particularly well-endowed, though I guess you've both had some big cocks, dated some as well I'm sure." She tugged at the strap, tightening it into place, "You think it will fit Cherry? Well only one way to find out," she grinned and stepped forward to where Cherry was kneeling in beside her twerking daughter. "You know I've run out of lube," she lied, as she had plenty in the cabinet.
Cherry was almost in tears and Veronica couldn't see Peri's face, but she imagined she was not overjoyed as she listened into the conversation and contemplated taking the strap-on dry. The Milf put her hands together as if she was praying, "You've got to use something, it's too big otherwise, it'll tear her up."
"I'm sure she'd cope," Veronica responded dryly, "You must have a very stretchable ass to take the number of cocks up it that it has had, so I'm sure your daughter's is as flexible." There was an audible gulp from Peri, but to Veronica's amusement, she still continued twerking. The older black woman smiled, "But don't worry, I'm not a sadist. Here it is Cherry, you do the honours." As she spoke she turned and wiggled the strap-on inches from the older blonde's face.
"Oh, what? I mean, you want me to..."
"What do you think I want you to do? I've already said I don't want to fuck that diseased pussy of yours, so use your mouth. Show you're of some use, you dumb slut," snapped Veronica, enjoying seeing the tears well up in the other woman's eyes as she nodded slowly and opened her lips.
Holding the cock Veronica guided it towards the other's mouth. Cherry's red lips slid up it with practiced experience, Veronica guessed that her fellow student had sucked a lot of cocks since senior year, though she suspected few were as large as the plastic one she was taking now. The blonde Milf knew what to do though, whatever the size, taking the dong in one hand and working it into her bobbing head, as she relaxed her jaw to allow it in easily. Veronica grinned as she looked down, remembering how she had played with her pussy at night imaging Cherry or one of her stuck-up cheerleader friend's sucking her strap-on. Of course in that dream it had ended with her ploughing the cheerleader's ass rather than her daughter's, but then she wasn't sure the present reality wasn't better than the past fantasy. She reached round the back of Cherry's head and pushed her forward, hurrying her up, "Suck my cock, swallow this big strap-on all the way, I want it plenty wet to pound Peri's asshole with."



Tears welled in Cherry's eyes, whether it was at the thought of the big dildo pounding her daughter's tight teenage tushie or whether it was that the dildo was going in faster, deeper and harder than she was ready for, Veronica neither knew nor cared enough to ask. Instead she pumped the ex-cheerleader bitch's mouth, face-fucking her for all the other geeks, nerds and outcasts that the blonde and others like her had bullied and belittled over the years. In and out she shoved, almost forgetting that she wasn't here to pound the blonde Milf's mouth but to use her saliva to soak the cock. Below her Cherry's head was bouncing back and forth, her eyes misted and running, the eye-liner, so carefully applied before she went out, smeared down her face and saliva spitting from the cracks in her lips as she gagged again and again, but wasn't able to do anything. Veronica grinned and went harder, driving the cock so far in it was smacking at the blonde's tonsils. She glanced over her shoulder to see that Peri was still jiggling and bouncing her ass sexily, in readiness for Veronica to ram it. She licked her lips and resolved to only spend a minute more fucking Cherry's face; the blonde's mouth was however so appealing and the throat-fuck so enjoyable, it was more like two before she forced herself to pull out, watching as Cherry doubled, over wheezing for air and letting the saliva dribble from her mouth onto Veronica's floor.
She gave the Mom a couple of moments to recover before gripping her and pulling her back up to her knees, "You've not finished yet."
"I can do better, I can swallow deeper," the blonde wailed.
She was misunderstanding the Principal, but it sounded impressive and for a moment Veronica was tempted to continue the face-fucking to see how deep Cherry could throat the cock. However, she knew if she started again she might never stop and that meant she'd lose the chance of fucking the delectable teenage ass in front of her and so she accepted the trade-off to gain the bigger prize.
"Why would I waste my time on your fuck-face when there's a much sweeter hole in offer," she said, "Now make yourself useful and pull apart Peri's cheeks so I can stick my dildo between them."
"Oh," Cherry blushed but she did as she was told, grasping her daughter's cheeks, one in each hand and prying them apart.
"Keep them open," ordered Veronica, "Don't let them go." She smiled and added, "You're going to get the perfect view of this cock going in Peri's backdoor, not many Moms get to see their daughter getting anally penetrated." Cherry nodded and blushed, but looked on as Veronica took the slippery toy in one hand and guided it to the entrance. She rested it momentarily on the sphincter, letting the tip nuzzle into the teen's small crater.
She thrust forward, breaking open the ring and shoving her toy into the anal tunnel. Over the years Veronica had banged a lot of virgin assholes and she knew, tight though it was, Peri's wasn't one of them, no virgin butt popped open as easily and even if there was resistance it wasn't the dogged fight back of the walls of a virgin butt-hole. Still, she hadn't really expected anything else, even if she hadn't known that Peri was Cherry's daughter, as Principal one heard rumours and they said that Peri Price was easy with her sexual favours. It didn't really matter either, Veronica wasn't looking for a previously chaste young woman to be her girlfriend, but a slut to teen to fuck for fun and for revenge. She gripped Peri's waist and levered herself back, before slamming forward, driving more of the dick into the hole.
The teen shook and shuddered as she was hammered, her hands clawing at the desk. Luckily there were no sensitive papers on there, though even if there were Veronica doubted that Peri could read upside down whilst being butt-fucked. She glanced down, looking at Cherry's hands, making sure the woman still had a tight grip on the teenage buttocks; she did, her red nails digging into the flesh like claws. Satisfied that the teen's Mom could get a good view Veronica drove in faster and harder, putting all her strength and weight behind it, the muscles in her calves and thighs bulging and firm as her legs worked back and forth, driving the cock attached between them deeper and deeper into the teenage back fuckhole. Peri was gasping and squealing now, her moans of pleasure suggesting that she was used to have cocks up there and didn't mind the pain and discomfort, recognising it was temporary and necessary for the analgasms she was getting. Veronica grinned and called out in encouragement, "Take it you little slut, take this big strap-on that hot whore fuckhole."
"Yesss," the teen squeaked, probably without thinking what she was agreeing, "Yessss, yessss, give it me, aaargghhhh, fuck me, fuck me as hard as you can."
Veronica glanced down at Cherry. The blonde Mom was blushing, though she must have uttered those words or similar hundreds of times, at the same time however her gaze was absolutely fixated on the strap-on rapidly penetrating her daughter's back-door, so much so she didn't even realise that Veronica was looking down at her or else she wouldn't have run her tongue over her lips or let out an almost inaudible moan of appreciation, which would have otherwise been lost in the sounds of the black woman's thighs cracking against the blonde teen's and the shrieks, gasps and giggles of said teen. Veronica grinned to herself, momentarily pausing and pulling the cock out. As Peri let out a disappointed groan, Veronica swung the cock towards the teen's Mom. "It needs more lubrication," she said.
For a second Cherry seemed about to say something as she looked up at Veronica, then back at her daughter's opened ass and finally at the strap-on swaying inches from her face. But anything she was thinking about saying she decided to hold back and instead opened her mouth, sliding it down the cock which had literally seconds before being in her daughter's asshole. Veronica grinned as she watched the blonde Mom sucking at the cock, if she wasn't taking it as deep as before, she was still taking it deep and moving faster, covering the cock with her saliva and cleaning it of any of her daughter's anal juices. Veronica kept the other woman at it until she was sure the prick was so sucked it was shining and as lubricated as well oiled racing engine, then she pulled it out and without anymore ado drove it back into Peri's butt and resumed fucking.
"Yessss, yessss, aarrghhhh, yessss," the teen squealed and gasped as she was pounded as hard as before, the dildo slamming all the way down her back hole. Veronica lifted her hands up and reached round to grasp the teen's pert tits, gripping and kneading them hard, adding to the pleasure flowing through Peri and making the teen's back bend so even as she was being fucked she was pressing back against Veronica, her back arching. The older woman didn't slow, but carried on slamming and hammering, filling the teenager's hole with the plastic cock and making her shriek loudly, so that it was lucky no-one but them was left in the building.
"Aaarrrghh, fuck me, fuck my ass so hard, don't stop, I love it, yesssss, yesssss, yesssss!" Peri might have been resistant at first, but now she showed every sign of enjoying the ass-reaming, as she reached down and rubbed at her pussy, flicking the cum all over Veronica's desk. The Principal decided not to complain, but instead she reach down with one of her hands and finger-fuck Peri as she slammed the other hole. The teen screamed even more loudly, her entire frame seeming to shake like she was a spitting wire out of control, "Aaarrrrghhh, I can't believe I'm cumming so hard, ohhhhh, fucckkk, yesssss!"
Again Veronica pulled the cock out of the teen and presented to her Mom. This time there was no hesitation as the Milf knew exactly what was needed and slid her mouth down the toy immediately, her head bobbing as she slurped and sucked loudly, with all the manners of a tramp at a banquet. It didn't take long for Veronica to be satisfied it was nice and wet again and she pulled it out and thrust it back into Peri's gaping hole. At the same time she looked down at the Milf, sitting on her knees. "Strip," she ordered.
"I thought that..." Cherry began to say.
Veronica didn't let her continue, snapping "Strip," a second time, with an even more domineering edge in her voice.
The Milf nodded and stood up, stripping out of her clothes as Veronica concentrated on hammering her daughter's back hole to another orgasm. Once she was naked, apart from her high-heels, she stood forlornly to one side watching and unsure what to do without being told. Veronica ignored her for the moment and slammed into the blonde daughter, making the teen vibrate and shudder and scream as another flurry of analgasms hit her like an avalanche of pleasure.
The Principal pulled out as the teen came, she was sweating now and aching, panting loudly at the effort and needed a break -- of course just because she was taking a rest didn't mean she expected the Prices to. She picked up her phone from the desk and took Peri's hand, leading her across the office to a rug in front of the couch, where she sat when she wanted to have a heart to heart with a student. Not that Peri would be joining her, she let go off the teen as she sat and beckoned the naked Cherry over, "Come here."
Obediently the other woman did, moving to stand towards her daughter. "Lie down," Veronica said, directing her words at the older Price, who again immediately obeyed. "Spread your legs," she added, briefly admiring the pussy which wasn't too bad, not that she would be telling Cherry that. She waited until the woman had done so before saying, "You might still be thinking that you can report me to the Board."
Both Cherry and Peri quickly denied that they were thinking any such thing and to be honest Veronica believed them, at heart they were both stupid and sluttish bullies, who would never dare go against her and risk her wrath. Still that didn't mean she couldn't have further fun with them, so she lifted her phone and said, "So I'm going to get some extra insurance," she didn't add it would also be useful reminder of the afternoon's fun which she could masturbate happily too for years to come. "Peri get down over your Mom's pussy, with your cunt over her face."
"You don't mean you want us together," Cherry said in horror as her daughter paled.
"Yes, I'm going to make a little video of a Mom-daughter sixty nine, I'll send it you so you can enjoy it together, but I'll be keeping the original just in case," she gave her most devastating smile before turning back to Peri, "Go on now. I want to watch."
The teen paused near long enough to make Veronica almost doubt she was going to do it and then she stepped over her Mom and lowered herself down on the near naked Milf. The Principal raised her phone and started to record. In front of her the Mom and daughter had positioned themselves, faces inches from pussies but neither seemed inclined to move first, without some direction. Veronica was willing to give them that direction, "I want you to lick each other," she demanded.
At her words both Prices moved into action, Peri lowering her head as her Mom raised hers. They stuck out their tongues and Veronica could see them running over each other's cunts, they went slowly and gingerly at first as if neither could quiet believe they were in this position and wanted to test the waters before committing. But to Veronica's surprise and delight they both soon started to lick harder and faster, driving their tongues into the other's pussy as if they had forgotten they were related. Moans and groans of lust satisfied began to fill the room, together with the sound of slurps and gulps as they went for it, eagerly tonguing and tasting the twat and drinking in the juice.
Holding up her phone Veronica recorded the action; she had been expecting something tame and tepid, which would act as reminder of the day, but in itself be little more than an amateur production; much like the plays the Drama society put on and which she subjected herself to as way of supporting school spirit. Instead she was getting a XXX porn movie, which would have had subscribers downloading in their thousands if it was on a professional site. She half-regretted that she was filming it on her phone, the two women going in front of her would have benefitted from the full movie experience, with lights, sound and cameras. Still, she recognised she couldn't have known exactly how big a pair of sluts they actually were to have Mom daughter sex and sound like they were getting into it. She was also too much enjoying the show to properly record it and she was sure when looked back (and she would) she'd see lots of shaky camera work and loss of focus as well as shots of the rug, ceiling and walls, missing the two Prices altogether. However, that was the cost of having such a sexy show which she had to concentrate on, watching as their hands moved over each other's thighs and butts, stroking the skin and they carried on their eager tonguing.
"MMnnnn, ooohhhh," there was a moan from Cherry as her daughter's tongue dug deep and found another spot.
Veronica licked her lips; it was amazing how watching a Mom-daughter duo lez it out could restore her energy and leave her ready for a return. She switched off the phone, she had enough for both masturbatory and blackmail purposes and stood up. Neither of the Prices seemed to notice her, being to engrossed in each other as she moved behind Peri. "Time for another butt-fucking," Veronica grinned, interrupting the Mom-daughter love in. She knelt down on the rug and directed her strap-on towards Cherry, "You know the drill," she instructed as the blonde stopped tonguing her daughter and instead moved to suck the Principal's large strap-on. "That's it, get it nice and wet."
Gripping Peri's waist as she did so, Veronica worked the cock in and out of the Mom's mouth. Cherry sucked at it energetically, her head bobbing up and down the thick shaft, perhaps being extra enthused as her daughter continued to eagerly eat her, slurping loudly and greedily at her Mom's cunt. Veronica grinned as she continued to feed the cock to Cherry, "Suck it, mmnnn make it nice and wet for Peri's ass. I'm going to fuck her so hard, it'll need to be soaked." The older blonde gulped the cock down deeper, her eyes closing and tearing as she took it at the back of her throat. Veronica continued, even as her hands were caressing Peri's butt, as she looked forward to fucking it again, "You're such a great cock-sucker, you must have plenty of practice, you should have been a pro -- if you couldn't have made it in porn you'd have made a fortune on the streets." Cherry's cheeks were deep red but she didn't stop sucking.
Not until Veronica pulled out, leaving the older blonde gasping for air momentarily. Veronica ignored her as she took the plastic prick and guided it towards Peri's rosebud. It went it even easier than before, the muscle hardly bothering to resist as Veronica punched forward. Peri snorted and grunted, but if she paused from lapping her Mom's pussy it was only for a few seconds before she was going at it again with an unseemly enthusiasm. Veronica thrust forward, driving the dildo deep into the teenager's butthole. Quickly she developed a rhythm, slamming in and out, her thighs cracking against Peri as she gave her the full length. The teen sighed and shivered and licked and groaned, enjoying the pounding she was getting as much as the taste of her Mom's soaked cunt.
It didn't take long until Cherry was up at her daughter's twat lapping it in return, as just inches above her, certainly well within the periphery of her vision, the strap-on went in and out of the teen's back hole. That didn't seem to matter to the woman, any more, she had made her peace with what was going on and was now concentrating on twat-tonguing, slamming hard and eagerly at the soaked front hole, as it dripped teenage juice into her mouth. Veronica made sure to plough the teen harder to make her cum quicker, so that Cherry could enjoy even more of the taste of her daughter, something she was suspecting the Mom enjoyed a lot more than was appropriate.
"MMmfff, gwrfff," slurps and groans combined in Peri's mouth as she ate eagerly away. Her body shook and rock as Veronica brutally slammed into it, the teen's back arching and bending whenever one of the regular orgasmic waves ripped into her. Below, her Mom was making similar sounds, even if she was a bit more stable she was still shivering and shuddering, the vibrations of her daughter flowing into her.
Veronica grunted in pleasure, "That's it, take my dick in your slut ass. MMmnnn, I bet it'll be gaped for a week. Will I have to excuse you from sitting in class? Mmmnnn, send a letter to all the teachers that you've been butt-fucked into oblivion like the slut you are? I could tell them you're Mom was eating you out at the same time? What do you think everyone would say? Would they think you're a total whore? You might become more popular, you could invite the football team round for a Mom-daughter fuck-fest and they could ram you both together... I'd bet you'd like that."
There was no answer, save the moans and slurps.
Pausing Veronica pulled the prick out of Peri's asshole, she guided it to the Cherry, who immediately switched from tonguing the cunt above her to eagerly sucking clean the cock. As she did so Veronica grasped the teen's buttocks and pulled them apart; she really was gaping wide, she'd be needing an ice-pack later, though from the way she was continuing to lick at her Mom's cunt, she probably would have thought it was worth it. The strap-on cleaned and re-oiled Veronica quickly returned it to the teenage tushie and resumed banging it hard and deep.
The three of them continued, until Veronica was soaked with sweat and aching with exhaustion -- even with taking regular breaks to feed the cock from Peri's ass to her Mom. If she felt tired, with her regular visits to the gym as well as regular sex with other energetic young lesbians, Peri and Cherry must be even more so, Veronica concluded; their tongues, which had been rocketing at pussy almost non-stop (and totally non-stop for Peri who hadn't had cock-sucking breaks) must be like concrete. Not that Veronica really care, but she was, at least semi-impressed by their constitutions, even if Cherry had probably being sucking and licking long enough to have learnt how to pace herself.
With a final heave she pulled the strap-on out of Peri's ass and stood up, her legs weak and like jelly. She walked around the desk to sit down and rest, before saying, "You can stop now."
There was a longer pause than there probably should have been until the two Prices stopped tonguing each other and disentangling themselves stood up. Veronica regarded the two sluts for a moment before saying, "I shall recommend Peri not be expelled, but be aware this is a one-time thing, if she's caught with drugs again on school property she will be out." The two Prices nodded and Veronica waited for a moment for them to say anything before deciding she'd have to prompt, "I hope Peri has learned her lesson."
"She has," squeaked Cherry, as she nudged her daughter.
"I have," Peri added as her Mom's elbow cannoned into her side.
"You can go and get dressed," Veronica said grimly, though inside she was skipping with joy at the way things had turned out; it had been even more fun than she had hoped it would be,
The two Prices went over to their clothes and picked up their panties first to put on. Veronica interrupted them, "Not here, I have work to do, take your clothes and get dressed somewhere else."
The two women gathered up their garments and fled into reception, closing the door behind them.



Inside Veronica began to type on the keyboard, setting out her recommendations on Peri's future.
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"It seems ages since we had a sleepover Aria," Emily said as she and her friend entered Emily's bedroom.
"It does," agreed Aria. She smiled to show both agreement and that she thought the sleepover was a great idea. "Things have been busy at home," she explained. What she didn't say was why they'd been busy. She loved Emily like a sister; even more as sometimes sisters argue and fight, but she didn't think her friend would understand or approve of Aria firstly becoming her Mom's sex toy and then being shared out with Alison, Mona and Melissa. At the very least she'd tell their other friends and set up a gossip chain. At worst, the authorities, who would be very interested in a teen girl who was being regularly fucked by her Mom - even if said teen girl was blissfully happy at being a lesbian sex slave.
"Busy for me as well," said Emily putting down her friend's bag on the floor next to the bed. "Majorly so. Which is why it was such a great idea for us to have some time together. I'm glad you were able to come."
"It's a shame about Hanna and Spencer," said Aria. They'd been invited, but were unable to come - both being busy that weekend, though they were a little mysterious about what. Still, it was great that her Mom had given her the night off, much as she loved having her butthole stretched by her Mom and her Mom's friends, it was also great to be catching up with Emily.
"It is," agreed Emily, "but I'm looking forward to us having fun tonight."
"Yes, a real girlie night," giggled Aria.
"Shall we get changed into our night clothes," Emily said, already unzipping Aria's bag.
It was a little early, Aria thought - she'd left her house just after she'd finished clearing away the dinner dishes and it was hardly dark outside (and if it had been earlier in the year it wouldn't have been). But if Emily thought they ought to get changed she wasn't going to argue - even if she was sure Emily was a bottom like her you could never be sure and she didn't want to accidentally disobey a top. The brunette teen nodded, "Yeah, okay."
Her friend opened the bag and reached in, looking surprised at the night dress Aria had brought over. Aria fought to keep from blushing; her Mom had packed it, telling her that no slut of hers was going to wear PJs or a drab nightie. And the one she had chosen was far from that; translucent and barely covering the top of the teen's thighs - it was great for being fucked in, not so much designed for sleepovers with friends. She could see her friend looking at it, obviously unsure what to say or do. Aria tried to proffer an explanation, "Everything else is in the wash," she lied, "That's why I got this one. I didn't realise it was so short, I've never worn it."
"You know the surprising thing," Emily said, "I have one similar."
*
"That's enough," Ella Montgomery held up a hand to Pam Fields.
Her friend slowly eased the bottle of wine up, letting a few sips more trickle from it into the glass before filling her own to a similar amount and placing the bottle on the table. She glanced at the kitchen door to make sure it was securely closed, not that it would have mattered - she had ordered Emily to take Aria to her room and leave the older woman in peace. Her teen daughter probably thought it was to allow them some space to gossip and drink some wine without being interrupted - she had no idea that Ella was part of the A-Team. "I told Emily to suggest to Aria they get changed into their night things."
Her friend smiled, "And Aria's so suggestive she'll do it." She sipped the wine and nodded appreciatively, "I packed her a sexy little nightdress, see-through and short. It shows off her sexy little body well."
"I am so looking forward to her, the others rave about her," Pam said.
Aria's Mom nodded agreeing with her fellow team members' assessment, "She's turned out to be a total hole on legs, whatever you want she'll do, so submissive I'm surprised she manages to breathe without permission."
"You must be so proud," Pam said.
Again Ella nodded in agreement, "I am. We have a great group of tops and it's fantastic to know that how well we gel to train and dominate slut fuck-holes. Breaking in Aria was a team effort, I might have been the one who banged her first, but I couldn't have done it if Alison, Mona and Melissa hadn't helped me in preparing the plan and identifying the buttons to open up Aria."
"They did a great job with Emily as well. She's a total fuck-slut as well," Pam said.
Ella smiled and nodded, "I'm looking forward to her as well. But it was you who put in the final touches and turned her into a literal mother-fucker; that's always a challenge - but one I'm really glad you managed."
"I am amazed neither Aria nor Emily have noticed there's anything suspicious. We keep them sequestered for weeks, only allowed out to go to school and then suddenly out of the blue we're suggesting sleepovers with friends."
"Self-delusion is just one of the many things that mark a bottom out from a top," explained Ella. "It's not so much stupidity as a complete blindness to what they are. I swear sometimes that Aria thinks we're in some sort of taboo romance instead of her just being my whore fuckhole."
"Emily can be the same," her Mom explained, "She's currently mooning about what's going to happen to us when she goes to college, as if I'm going to waste money on educating a hole. She'll stay at home and waitress during the day and whore at night."
"I've been thinking the same about Aria, I was wondering about setting her up as a lesbian cam-girl, I certainly want to be able to earn some money from her. It's something we might want to discuss as a team in a few weeks, I'm sure Mona and Alison would want to top up their college funds with earnings from their sluts."
"They might want to set them up with Melissa's fuckholes, two Moms and daughters making out on a cam would be a popular channel," Pam smiled, "Though we might have to pretend their fake Moms and daughters pretending to be real Moms and daughters," she added laughing.
Ella laughed as well, "If only people knew, they'd freak. It's why we need to keep under the radar until the Amazons are ready to rise again."
"Speaking of Moms and daughters, would you like another glass before we go up for some fun and games with ours," Pam indicated the bottle.
"Just a small refill," Ella smiled, "I don't want to be tipsy when I'm butt-ramming a hole."
*
The two teens had changed into their nighties; Aria was surprised that Emily's was as short as hers, she didn't think Pam would allow - her friend's Mom must have become more liberal since Aria had last spoken to her. Even so, she'd still have probably been shocked that Em was wearing it with no underwear - she'd run out, she'd explained with a blush. As her own Mom hadn't packed any Aria was also pantyless and as the two of them sat on the bed, their legs curled up beneath them, Aria was sure that Em was trying to get little glimpses of the brunette's slit. Which was only fair as Aria was glancing down in the hope of the peek of her friends. Her Mom had opened her lesbian side and Aria knew now she was a submissive dyke and if Em had stood up and demanded Aria spread her butt cheeks, the teen would have done without complaint.
They giggled as they gossiped, though Aria felt that both were a little forced. She'd always shared with her friends, but now her biggest secret was one she'd got to keep to herself. Emily seemed guarded as well like she too had something she wasn't saying - though Aria suspected that may be her own guilt creating a mirror image to make her feel better. But more than the secret what made it forced was the knowledge her Mom was downstairs and Aria's ass was metaphorically aching to be filled. What had seemed a good idea, a sleepover with a friend, was less good now she realised how much she needed her Mom to fuck her every night. Still, as that wasn't going to happen, (she could hardly pack up and head off without making Em suspicious) the brunette had to make the best of things and laugh at Em's quips, shake her head despairingly at her disappointments and nod for her triumphs.
"I've got a chance for the state team," Emily explained as Aria decided this was a nodding moment and did so with perhaps a little too much vigour.
She was just thinking about what to say when there was a light tap on the door. For a second Emily looked surprised before looking at Aria as if the teen was a solution to a puzzle. "Um, come in," she didn't sound overly confident, as if her Mom never knocked and she never asked her in. Aria, of course, never invited her Mom in - if the door was closed Ella would just open it, reminding Aria that a bottom had no privacy from her mistress.
The door opened and Pam stood framed in it, Aria's Mom just behind her. Both were smiling and, for the first time, Aria noticed how sexy a smile Pam had, not as pussy-dampening as her Mom's, but hot nonetheless. "We were just wanting to check you were okay," Pam's smile got wider as she stepped enough into the room to enable Ella to follow her. "That you're ready for the night."
"Yes, we've changed into our night things," Emily stood up.
Ella and Pam exchanged glances, both grinning broadly, "So I see," purred Pam.
She padded further into the room, her eyes sweeping up and down her daughter before moving to eyeball Aria, staring at the teen's sexy form like she was appraising an expensive antique. Though she was used to being gang-fucked she wasn't expecting her friend's Mom to look so lustfully at her when she was there for a sleepover. She looked at her own Mom, Ella coming further into the room and eyeing Emily like a piece of very hot meat. "Very nice," Ella said and Aria began to wonder if there was more going on. She didn't think Pam was part of the A-Team however, and her Mom wouldn't just share her with anybody - would she?
She wasn't long in getting an answer.
"Stand up, Aria," her Mom ordered, "Show Pam your nightie."
Aria did as she was told, standing next to her friend and twirling around. The dress was so short that as she went round the hem lifted and exposed her - not that you couldn't see the outlines already through the sheer material. Pam smiled, her eyes following Aria as she swung around, her expression lecherous and lustful. "Emily," she said, her gaze not moving from Aria, "Give Ella of show of your nightdress as well."
"Yes Mom," said Emily dutifully and spun around next to Aria as the brunette stopped facing Pam. Like Aria her twirl exposed her shaven slit and Aria could see her Mom's desire writ on her face as obviously as if it had been scrawled with marker pen.
Emily came to a stop, blushing slightly, but not so much that Aria didn't believe that Emily had submitted to her Mom beforehand. The two older women grinned as the teens stood there, exposed to their lascivious gaze. It was Pam who broke the silence, "Emily lift your nightie, show Ella that hot little front fuckhole of yours."
Without a word, even if she blushed, Emily lifted the hem and pulled it up. Ella smiled and stepped forward, reaching out to stroke the cunt. Emily didn't resist, her skin reddened more, but she remained still. Ella smiled, taking a step back and turning to Pam, "Very smooth. Do you want to see Aria's?" She didn't wait for an answer before turning back to her daughter, "Show Pam your cunt."
Aria didn't pause before lifting her nightie. Unlike Emily she didn't blush, as a well-trained fuckhole, regularly used by her Mom's fellow A-Team members Aria was accustomed to obeying without question. Her role was to satisfy the sexual whims of tops and Pam was certainly one - that much she now knew. If she hadn't known Pam's next move would have confirmed it as she reached down and grabbed the mons, squeezing it and rubbing her middle finger at the slit. "The whorey fuckhole is wet already," she said with a smile.
"That's because she's a slut skank," her Mom confirmed. The two Moms circled the teens to sit on the bed. As she hadn't been told to turn Aria remained looking at the door, her friend the same. She could almost feel the two women's gaze burning into her and Em, admiring their sexy butts barely covered by the thin material. It made Aria even wetter with excitement; it looked like she needn't worry about it being a fuck-free night after all.
"What about a little show?" grinned Pam, "Twerk those butts."
"You heard her Aria, bounce that hot little ass," said Ella, confirming to the brunette she should follow Pam's instructions.
Aria bent forward, wiggling and bouncing her cheeks at the two older women. Beside her Em was bending as well, a slight blush on her cheeks as she too bounced her butt. The two Moms laughed and whooped. "That's it sluts, show us what you're made off of," called Pam.
"Wiggle them, jiggle them, I want to see those hot little cheeks bouncing," added Ella.
"Youch," squeaked Emily.
Even as Aria was wondering why her friend had yelped one of the moms (the teen wasn't sure which) reached out and slapped her ass hard. "Oww!" Aria squealed. She didn't stop bouncing her ass though and was rewarded or punished (it was sometimes hard to tell which was which) with a series of follow-up swats.
"Go for it," grinned Pam, "Work those bangable butts."
"You heard her, we want to see those cheeks dance," Ella added.
A couple more swats landed on Aria's ass and she could hear the crack of a palm on flesh as others spanked across Em's. The two teens gave little squeaks, more to show that because of pain. They continued to dance and jiggle, their asses going up and down, the cheeks swaying like flotsam bobbing on a wavy sea.
"Those asses are hot," said Pam.
"They are," giggled Ella. "Now get those nightdresses off."
Aria kept herself bent forward and twerking as she removed the nightie. Em started to straighten and then saw her friend wasn't bent down again. The two nighties landed in front of the open bedroom door and the two teens carried on bouncing their asses at their Moms. The older women whooped and spanked, their palms smacking down on the teen tushies, leaving red prints on the skin.
"Give us a dance sluts," said Ella and Aria bounced her ass harder, hoping it pleased her Mom and Pam. Beside her Emily was blushing, but dancing, her ass going up and down in time with her friends.
"Let's have these whores give us a real lesbian show," giggled Pam.
"Oh yes," laughed Ella. "Aria, Emily turn and face each other."
Straightening Aria did as she was bid, standing naked opposite her friend. In her peripheral vision she could see her Mom and Pam, sitting excited, but relaxed on the bed, their eyes gazing at the two naked teens lustfully.
"The two of you, make out, hot and heavy," instructed Ella and Pam nodded in agreement.
Aria moved in, her mouth opening for Emily. Her friend was doing the same, her hands moving to Aria's waist. "Go for it you sluts," clapped Pam as the two teens connected, their lips trembling as they moved around each other.
Aria's hand slid down and around her friend, finding Emily's butt and gently caressing and squeezing it. Her friend gripped back, her firm fingers playing with Aria's round rump, grasping the cheeks and digging in. Their tongues moved faster against each other as they gave their Moms a passionate display. Even as she was kissing Emily Aria was thinking how strange it was - she'd never thought she and Em would ever be making out as lovers - but more than that it was a long time since she'd kissed anyone, her Mom was not big on affection to her bottom. As her tongue rolled round Emily's the teen brunette remembered she rather liked it and hoped her Mom would encourage her to make out with her other friends as well...
"Finger that sweet pussy, Emily, stick your finger in my daughter's slit," laughed Ella.
Aria gave a moan, her head falling back as her friend's digit slipped between her slot lips and into the hole. Emily continued to kiss, moving to the neck as Aria's mouth was out of reach, all the time her elbow going back and forth powering the finger into Aria. The brunette moaned again, shuddering as her friend slammed in faster and faster, driving deep into the soaked hole. She could see her Mom and Pam sitting in rapt attention, their expressions concentrated lust. "Ooohhh," she gave another pleasured moan.
"Fuck, this is hot," giggled Pam and undid a couple of buttons on her blouse. "Lick that finger clean of pussy juice."
Emily did as she was told, slipping the cum covered digit into her mouth and sucking it like a lollipop.
Aria decided to take the initiative, not too much, she didn't want to appear rebellious to the tops control, but enough to show how much she enjoyed giving them the best performance she could. As Emily licked her finger, Aria leaned down and grabbed a tit, pressing it against her mouth and starting to suckle it. It was her friend's turn to groan in sexual bliss, shaking gently as Aria's tongue and teeth found her nub.
"That's it Aria, show us what you can do," laughed her Mom, clapping appreciation.
Aria continued to slurp greedily at the tit before switching to its partner. She sucked it, swallowing as much as she could, pleasuring the teat with her mouth, her teeth nibbling down. Her friend moaned again, her eyes fluttering as the waves of sensual joy washed through her. Aria smiled as she switched back, her eyes flicking to the audience - if Em was enjoying her mouth her Mom and Pam were enjoying her enjoying it. And Aria hadn't finished.
Even as her lips were latching back on the lovely firm swimmer's titty, one of her hands was moving from the back of her friend to the front. Her fingers caressed Em's smooth cunt, running up and down over the slit. With practised ease she pried it apart and slipped her middle digit in, fingering her friend's twat.
"Uuurrhh," the groan from Emily was heartfelt and true, "Uuurhhh, ooohh," it got louder as Aria's finger thrust harder and faster, driving into the hole, pressing down deep.
"Stick that finger deep into that dyke-hole," giggled Ella, "Seal it and stop it leaking." She grinned and pulled off her jumper, undoing her bra. Aria continued to masturbate her friend as from the corner of her eye she watched her Mom stand and undo her jeans, following them down with her panties, before sitting back on the bed naked. One of the Milf's hands crawled between her legs, the other began to cradle and massage her own boob. "Finger fuck her Aria, show us what sluts you are."
"Oh Emily, you're enjoying this you dirty whore, you're loving being a porno star in front of your Mom and Ella. You're such a skank" Pam laughed, following her friend in undressing. Soon she was nude on the bed as well, her hand gently stroking her pussy as she watched the two teens.
Aria switched from tit to tit, suckling and lapping at them, making the teats tender as she lashed them with her tongue. All the time she continued to work her finger into Emily, making her friend quiver and quake with the pleasure of it all. "Mmmnn, ooohhh, Aria, oooohhh, that's so good, ooooohh fuck, that feels so, so nice."
"Okay you sluts, that's enough," said Ella clapping her hands.
Obedient to her commands the two teens split, though Em had a slightly wistful look on her face as if she wanted it to go longer. Aria was proud that she didn't have the same expression, even if she had been enjoying it, it was the mark of how well-trained she'd become that she jumped at a top's command and never showed any trace of reluctance. The two Milfs turned and smiled at each other as their daughters stood naked in front of them, before turning back. It was Ella who spoke first "I've been telling Pam what a whore you are Aria, how you loved getting fucked by everyone in the A-Team like a cheap prostitute."



"And we know you're the same Emily, that you can't help but spread those cheeks for hard anal fuckings," Pam said, smiling as she said it.
The two teens nodded in agreement. Aria suspected she knew what was coming next and was looking forward to it; if what Pam was saying about Em was true (and with their naked make-out session it almost certainly was) her friend was waiting in equal anticipation.
"So we've decided that as you two sluts are here together it would be the perfect opportunity to show what you can do," Ella smiled, "and I think we've just seen a taster."
Aria nodded, waiting for the word like a sprinter waiting for the gunshot. Her Mom seemed to sense it as she leaned back on her hands looking relaxed and in no hurry. Pam smiled as well, eyeing the two teens like a connoisseur of cunt. "Emily, get on your knees in front of Ella and show her what you can do with your lithe tongue."
"Yes Mom," said Emily dropping to her knees. She quickly scooted forward between Ella's open legs and dropped her face down to the sexy slit. Aria forced herself to remain impassive as her friend's face descended to her Mom's cunt and began to lap, the noise of her slurping filling Aria's ears. She waited and waited, as Emily's tongue pounded her Mom, the back of her friend's head visible between the older woman's legs, bobbing and shaking as she lapped at speed. It made Aria's cunt quiver and she wished she too was licking twat - it was where she belonged, what she was born to do.
Pam was also a natural at mentally torturing bottoms and she made no move to call Aria over. The younger brunette forced herself to remain still, at the same time trying to stop herself from thinking. What if it was another test of her initiative? But was she to join Em in pleasuring her Mom or go to Pam? It was too big a decision to make without instruction. Oh God, what if it was worse, if after licking out her Mom, Em would be switched back to Pam - perhaps Aria was only here to watch and not taste any of the delicious pussy juice? That would be terrible, but it'd be worse if she missed it because she didn't take the lead. But if she took the initiative without being told, that was against all her recent training - it would almost make her a top and that would be a disaster of volcanic scale.
Just as her mind threatened to become such a turmoil that she'd end up catatonic Pam brought an end to her torture. "Aria, come here, show me that your slut tongue is as good as your Mom says."
"Yes Mrs Fields," Aria scuttled forward in relief.
The older woman's legs opened for her and Aria dropped between them. For a brief second, she stared lustfully at the pussy, a thin sliver of hair, the lips gently spread apart, framing the slit, open enough for the teen to get a brief glimpse of the wet pink walls between. It looked delectable and so tasty and something Aria knew she would enjoy pleasuring. She didn't waste any further time examining it, reckoning the best way to explore top twat was with tongue. She pressed her face down and began to lick enthusiastically, her tongue sweeping up and around the slot, slipping down at the crack and up to the clitoris. Pam gave a brief moan, which got louder as Aria brought her hand up, her thumb playing eagerly at the clit whilst her fingers eased open the hole. Her tongue drove down.
"Mmmm, that's it Aria, you slut, taste my cunt."
"Make her go for it Pam," moaned Ella, "Get her slut tongue working you...ooooohhh, yes."
"You heard your Mom, ram my cunt, ooohh yes, I want it hard," Pam placed her hand on the back of Aria's head pressing it forward. Not that Aria needed much encouragement, she was a pussy hound she knew and much as she loved lapping at her Mom's cunt she could deny that variety added spice; especially as her Mom was beside her enjoying her friend. The teen shoved her tongue deeper and drove it harder, slamming at the hole, probing and exploring, delving into the grotto of delights. Beside her, she could hear her Mom's moans and groans. It made Aria pound even more enthusiastically as if she was in a competition with Em on who could make their Mom cum louder.
It was certainly close if it was, both women were shrieking and squealing in ecstasy as the two teens tongued the tasty twats. Aria lapped and licked, loving the luscious lady fluid that Pam was dripping out like a leaky pipe. The older woman gripped the teen's head and pushed it further forward, forcing her face into the flesh around the cunt and her tongue down deep into the delicious hole. "Aaarrrghh, yessss, eat me you whore," Pam screamed.
Aria continued to do so.
Beside them Ella gave another cry of pleasure, rocking back on the bed. It made Aria tongue more vigorously, determined to give Pam the same pleasure Em was giving her Mom. It seemed to work as Pam shuddered and shook, her hands pushing and gripping the back of Aria's skull. "Eat me you cunt-lapping skank, I want your tongue so far into my hole your face will be in it. Oooohh, yesss, that's it you dirty bitch, pleasure my twat, suffocate yourself in my pussy."
"You as well Emily, slurp my cunt. OOoooohh, your Mom was right you're a hot little whore."
Aria ate with an enthusiastic eagerness and from the continued squeals and cries from her Mom, Em wasn't stinting on the cunt lapping either. The teen's tongue pounded and probed, twisted and lapped, exploring and finding all of Pam's spots. Even as she was licking her friend's Mom's cunt, driving her tongue deep between the lips and into the tunnel, her fingers were rubbing at the clit, adding to Pam's enjoyment and making the older woman gasp and shudder. "Yesss, you slut, keep going, yessssss!"
"Aaarrgghh, yes, you little whore, you're a real professional at this... aaaaarrghhh your Mom has trained you so well," Ella screamed, "Tongue my twat, aaaarrghhh, yesss, go for it you dyke skank."
The two older women gasped and shuddered as their two teenage daughters lapped and licked like the experts they were. Their tongues slipped down and in, their fingers pressurising and stimulating the clits as they did, pressing and rubbing at the older women's buds. Screams of ecstasy reverberated around the room "Aaaarrghhh, yessss, aaaarrrghhh."
Aria swallowed down more of Pam's lovely tasty cunt cum, keen to make sure she did all she could to pleasure the older woman; she knew that would make her own Mom proud. Her tongue sped in and out, hammering the hole with a hot intensity, making Pam squeal some more and shudder as if a bomb had gone off within her. "Yesssss. yesssss, aarrrghhhh."
Aria lifted her head to gasp in a quick burst of air, but before she could go down Pam was pushing her up and away, turning to Ella, "Time to butt-fuck these sluts?"
"Oh yes," agreed her friend.
Aria sat on her knees as Pam and her Mom stood up. She glanced at Emily, her friend was smiling with a dazed but happy expression, the cum glistening on her lips. Aria continued to turn round to follow the two naked Moms as they walked across the bedroom to Emily's cupboard. Pam opened it, reaching down to pull out a cardboard box. She and Ella reached in, rummaging for a moment before coming out with two strap-ons. They were massive and Aria almost salivated with lust as she watched the two dominant Moms slide them up their legs and tighten the belts; Em's expression wasn't dissimilar.
The two Milfs made the final adjustments to their strap-ons and grinned broadly at the bottoms. "Turn round and lean over the bed," ordered Ella, "Pam and I want easy access to those slutty butt holes."
Immediately Aria did what she was told, noticing that there was no pause from Em either, her friend joining her in lying her top over the bed and lifting her ass ready for its probing.
"You're right," said Pam from behind, "Aria does have the sweetest ass."
"You'll enjoy fucking it," laughed Ella "and I've heard so many great things about Em's I know I'm going to enjoy it as well." There was a slight squeak from the floor as the two older women advanced in the up-raised asses before they paused behind them and Ella said, "Pam, remember one thing."
"What?" her friend asked.
"Aria's just a hole, pound her as hard and brutally as you like."
"I will, you do the same to Emily," giggled Pam. She raised her hand and struck it across Aria's ass, making the cheek quiver. "Reach around and spread that hole, open it for dick."
"Yes Mrs Fields," said Aria doing as she was told.
"So polite, you've trained this whore well," said Pam, gazing lustfully down at the hole.
"A good fuckhole knows her place," said Ella and Aria could hear the pride in her Mom's words and that made her proud as well, that she was pleasing her Mom and knowing her place in the hierarchy - if other bitches and holes rebelled from tops, she wouldn't.
"Spread your ass as well Emily, I want to see that hole open before I fuck it," Ella said.
"Yes, Mrs Montgomery," the teen replied, though whether she was automatically this well-trained or just following Aria's sensible lead it was impossible for the brunette to know.
The two teens remained in situ, their hands on their buttocks, pulling them apart as far as they could manage, stretching the holes open. Above them the two women stared lustfully, slapping on a coating of anal lube on their cocks. "They look so tight don't they?" said Pam.
"For the moment," Ella grinned, "Let's make them gape."
Aria turned her head to the side so she could see Em; her friend's expression was as much excited anticipation as Aria was sure hers was. Even as Aria was looking it changed and turned, the teen's mouth opening in an O as Ella's cock was introduced to her butthole. The brunette had barely time to take it in before she felt the tip of Pam's toy pressing at her sphincter, pushing it in. Aria's mouth replicated her friend's, her ass wiggling as she encouraged Pam in, "Fuck me," she breathed, "Pound my asshole."
"I'm going to ruin this butt," boasted Pam and thrust the dick in deep and violently.
Aria gasped as she was shoved hard against the bed, her mouth opening in stunned surprise at how far Pam had gotten with one push. It shouldn't have surprised her, she knew, as it was obvious the older woman was no milquetoast, but an experienced top with a practised butt-fucking technique. The teen still squealed in shock, the cry rapidly turning to pleasure as Pam pounded in deeper, thrusting the cock further into the chute, busting the passage's resistance.
"Oh, yes, fuck my ass," squealed Emily, beside her. The swimmer was bouncing at the bed as Ella pounded her hard, the look on her face one of intense pleasure. The older woman thrust down deep, pushing the cock all the way into Emily's hole, the slap of thighs on cheeks loud in Aria's ears. Her friend's hands were off her butt and stretched out over the bedding like it was a raft she was trying to climb onto. And like she was a castaway in a stormy sea she was rolling and swaying as she was slammed from behind.
Aria didn't have much time to take this all in before Pam was slamming at her as well, within a few moments the cock ramming all the way in as the older woman gave the teen her all. Aria could feel the thighs slapping at her knuckles as she kept her hands on her cheeks, spreading them. It was obvious that she didn't need to, the dildo was now impaled in her ass and Pam was pounding it so deep it didn't look like she needed any help. Aria released her cheeks and swiftly placed her hands out in front of her, one grasping the quilt, the other searching crab-like for Emily's hand and once she'd found it gripping it like they were Hansel and Gretel lost in the woods.
Behind her Pam was grabbing her waist and using it as a balance, allowing her to go faster and harder, the dick pounding in. Ella was doing the same, her hands gripping Emily as she'd had held Aria so many times and thrusting in with a brutal vigour. Aria squeezed her friend's hand in delight, the two of them rocking and thudding over the bed, their tits squashed against the bedding, burning with friction as they were slammed forward. Aria squeaked "Ooohh, ooohhh, yes, fill my ass, fuck it hard, it's yours."
"Take it slut, take my big strap-on dildo up your whore's hole," grunted Pam in response and drove the dick in with such power that Aria could only yelp in reply.
"These butts are so fuckable," grunted Ella, "We need to gape them open."
Pam's hand flicked across Aria's ass, "Hear that sluts, we're going to ruin these assholes of yours so you won't be able to sit for a week."
"Yes, please, yes," squeaked Aria in happiness. She was born to be fucked, her whole life was just breathing and eating to support being an anal fuck toy; she loved it, she needed it, she was it.
"AAaarrrghh, yes, fuck me good, Mrs Montgomery," Emily cried beside her, "Leave my asshole throbbing, please fuck me as hard as you can."
"You sluts" laughed Pam and pounded in.
"They are, aren't they? Lucky for us, as these asses are to die for," grinned Ella back.
The room was soon filled with the sounds of anal fucking, the slap of the older woman against the younger, the slurping punch of dildos pushing deep down formerly tight tunnels, and the bang of the bed against the wall. Interspersed and overlaying them were the pants of Ella and Pam and the squeals and shrieks of their daughters. To Aria it was the best sleepover ever, her ass stretching and aching as the dick pounded in. She raised her head and screamed in pleasure, the orgasms tearing her. Emily was the same, howling and whooping as if she'd just scored a goal.
The two older women pounded harder, grunting with the effort of butt-filling the teens, leaving the assholes sore and pleasured, loose and gaping, making the stuffing even easier. Aria came again, shrieking loudly and gripping Em's hand as she came, the orgasm burning her brain and popping her eyes.
"That's it whore, take my big cock all into your slutty ass," Pam grunted, her hand spanking Aria's butt like she was racing her.
And perhaps she was as even as she was slapping her hand over the cheeks Aria could hear the crack of her Mom's palm on Em's as her Mom grunted, "All the way bitch, take my dildo in that dyke butt."
The two teens caterwauled in unison, bouncing and shuddering, their bodies burning with ecstasy so hot there was almost steam coming from their pores. More orgasmic waves hit them and Aria's brain went into overdrive, "AAarrrrghhh, yesssss, aaaarrghhh, more, aaaaaarghhhh!" Her cunt was so wet it was dripping even though it was untouched. "AAaaarrrghhh fuck my ass, aaaarrghhh."
There was no warning before Pam pulled out. One moment she was deep in Aria's ass, the fake plastic balls pressing at the teen and the next the hole was empty and cold and Pam was grabbing her by the shoulder and turning her round, "Suck it bitch."
Emily was still getting her ass fucked vigorously and obviously enjoying every second, but Aria didn't complain. If Pam was finished with her ass and wanted her to clean the cock that was her prerogative as a top and at least she'd been fucked so good her ass was still aching and tingling. She twisted fully round and onto her knees, opening her mouth and taking the dick between her lips. It tasted rancid, a mixture of lube and a flavour Aria didn't want to think about. However, she'd tasted her own ass often enough not to worry, it was foul but it wasn't poisonous and as a good bottom she'd cope.
"Suck it bitch, all the way in, I want this cock deep-throated," Pam instructed, her hands reaching round to grab Aria's skull as if the teen needed pressurising.
Aria didn't, she opened her mouth wider and forced herself forward, ignoring the taste and the discomfort, pushing herself past the gag reflex and managing her choke, bile surging up her throat and over the dick. Still, she pushed forward, her eyes watering and her mouth bulging.
"Let's get some cock in your mouth Emily," Ella was saying and from the corner of her eye, Aria saw her friend swivelling around to take her Mom's dick. She pushed down herself, she knew her Mom enjoyed having her dildo cleaned after fucking and knew how deep Emily would be taking it. She would do the same for Pam and make sure her Mom's friend realised that Aria was as good a cock-sucker as she was a cunt-lapper and butt-dyke.
"Mmmnn, yes, swallow it all," Pam ordered, her hand resting on Aria's head ready to press forward at the first sign of slackening. It didn't come, Aria pushing herself down the dick, gasping and snorting, choking and blinking, but still taking it.
Then Pam started to move her hips, thrusting at the teen's mouth as if it was her asshole. Aria gurgled and choked, her eyes watering, as next to her Em's head bounced as Ella started to follow her friend in face-fucking their daughters. Aria reached up and round to clasp Pam's buttocks for balance and to help keep her straight as the cock pushed in. Aria didn't find being throat-banged nearly as much fun as anal, there were no hidden nerve endings on her tonsils that would zing as pounded. However, she realised that her pleasure was secondary to the tops and if Pam was anything like her Mom (and she undoubtedly was) she got as much out of the feelings of domination as any from any physical orgasm.
The two older women pumped and heaved, slamming their dicks into the teenage mouths. The younger women took them willingly, their role to serve and satisfy the dominant tops' desires - whether that was lapping them to orgasm or meekly allowing themselves to be controlled and used. Even her erogenous zones weren't being stimulated Aria was finding her pussy was as tingly and wet, turned on by her submission. She gulped the cock, resisting the urge to reach down and pleasure herself without permission, instead gripping Pam's naked buttocks firmly, so that she could balance herself as she bounced her head up and down the dildo.
"Take it whore, I love fucking that slutty mouth," Pam grinned. "I want this cock nice and clean."
"Mmmnn, yes, you as well Emily, this dick should be shining by the time you've finished - there shouldn't be a sign it's been up your ass."
The sounds of choking, slurping gagging competed with the Mom's words as the two teens went for it as hard as they could, taking the toys deep into their throats. Aria's vision was blurred, her cheeks soaked with tears as with each thrust her eyes watered as if they were going to flood. Her drool leaked from her mouth and down her chin and chest, the white liquid spooling down between her tits like she'd had a particularly messy cumshot.
"I think these toys are well lubed up now, want to whore share?" Ella grinned.
"I thought you'd never ask," laughed Pam, her head hitting Aria's forehead and pushing the teen off, leaving her gasping. "Emily?"
"Mmmnn, yes, I love to share her," grinned Ella, "I can tell the dirty slut is just begging for a dyke DP."
Aria remained in a begging position as Pam walked away from her and over to Emily, who even as she was being talked about hadn't been given permission to stop giving Ella head and was still head-banging the dick like she was at a metal gig. "You hear that Emily, Mommy and her friend are going to share you, front and back, we're going to pound you like the lesbo skank you are."
The teen nodded, her mouth taking Ella's dick deeper. Ella grinned and pushed her away, Em falling back and sucking in oxygen with the same enthusiasm she had been sucking in a rubber dick. Pam moved over to the bed and sat on the edge holding her dripping cock upwards, "Get that hot little pussy onto this. I want to see your face as Ella fucks that whore butt."
Emily did as she was told, smiling happily. Meanwhile, Ella turned to her daughter, "You've had your fun for tonight, we're just going to fuck Emily." Aria tried not to let her disappointment show, but she wasn't sure she was that good an actress. Her Mom smiled domineeringly, "I want you to sit on the seat and watch; it'll be good training for you in obedience." Aria nodded and stood, her Mom watching her as she walked over to the comfy seat and sat on it, her legs automatically spreading and her hand moving to her cunt as she watched Emily lowering herself down Pam's strap-on. Ella smiled wider, "And no touching yourself, when I said that was the end of your fun tonight I meant it. If you're good I might make you cum tomorrow, but for tonight I want you to sit there like a prim and proper lady and just watch."



Aria was aghast and no matter how well trained she felt she was she was unable to stop it from showing. Her Mom's smile got wider, "Put your hands on your thighs and keep them there, I don't want them to move an inch."
"Yes Mom," said Aria unhappily if obediently. She watched jealously as her friend slid down Pam's pole, moaning in pleasure and reaching out to hold her Mom's shoulders as behind her Aria's own Mom waited expectantly.
"Mmmnn, that's it, Emily, get that sweet pussy down Mommy's big dick. You're so wet and wanton, I can feel you dripping," Pam grinned her hands reaching round behind her daughter to grasp her ass and pull it apart.
The hole was still far from closed and Aria could see the darkness of the bowels before her Mom moved closer, blocking the teen's view. Somehow or other Aria found the strength to remain still, even though her pussy was almost vibrating in excitement as she watched, her Mom get closer and closer, the toy gripped in her hand. She stopped as she got right behind the teen Pam grinned and said, "Emily, Ella's behind you, invite her in, tell her you want to be shared."
"Come fuck my ass, Mrs Montgomery, I want to be shared between you and Mom," moaned Emily.
"Say please," scolded her Mom.
"Please," Emily said, a note of desperation in her voice.
"Oh yes, I am going to enjoy this," said Ella.
"Me too," grinned Pam and spread her daughter's cheeks wider.
"OOoohhh," Emily moaned as the dildo was pushed into her ass, her back stretching up straight as she was filled at both ends.
Aria gulped and kept her eyes straight ahead, watching as her friend shuddered in pleasure and wishing it was her. Her Mom was gripping the teen swimmer, grasping her titties from behind and working the cock in deeper, her buttocks trembling as she shoved back and forth. Aria remembered the times her Mom had shared her with the others in her Mom's A-Team; her pussy was almost burnt with lust. Emily groaned against, her crying out in pleasure as the second cock pushed down. Ella grunted something and Aria could see her Mom's ass rising out and then falling back in as she butt-fucked her friend. Aria's fingers stretched automatically and it was so hard to keep her hand from moving to her cunt. Her Mom wasn't making it easy, "Yes, Emily," she groaned as she went in again, "Take my big fucking strap-on, feel it shove down that tushie, let it stretch your tunnel."
"OOoohh, Mrs Montgomery fill me up," Emily cried, "Ooohhh, yesss, give it to me in my cunt, Mom. I want them both."
Pam was starting to move, her thrusts timed with Ella. She smiled, casting a small glance at Aria as she did, "Take it slut, take both dicks at once."
"Ooh, fill me, I want to be stretched so wide open I'll faint," squealed Emily in reply. Aria wished that she was allowed to cross her legs, but to do so would mean taking her hands off her thighs and breaking her instruction. Her Mom and Pam were pounding hard and fast and she could see her friend bouncing and arching between them, her back straightening and then bending as if she was a willow in the wind. "Yesss, oooohhh, fuck yes."
Aria gritted her teeth, grinding them so hard together that little shoots of pain thrashed through her jaw. It did nothing to stop the horny ache in her cunt so she stopped. She had never realised how hard obedience could be - ever since her Mom had seduced her following a top's commands had been as natural as walking and as easy. But watching Emily's body shuddering and shaking as she got pounded, watching the dildos ram in and see her Mom and Pam's naked bodies bouncing and thrusting... it was hell not to be able to even touch herself.
"That's it slut, take both our dicks deep," Pam grinned, "You look so hot when you're being double stuffed. MMmnnn, let me squeeze these hot titties, they're bouncing."
"Aaaarrrghhh, yesssss," screamed Emily and Aria wished she was able to block her ears from the orgasmic cries, "Aaaaarrrghhh, fuuucckkk, yessssss!"
She shrieked louder as Ella thrust faster and deeper from behind, pounding her toy in the teen tushie. Aria could only imagine what it was like and how much her friend's hole must be gaping. Her fingers trembled on her knee as she watched her Mom's ass slamming back and forth, jiggling as she sodomised Emily with the same passion as she'd often rammed Aria's. Her friend was sobbing in pleasure, enjoying the dping as much as Aria did. The brunette tried to hold her jealousy in check, if her Mom and Pam wanted to double-fuck Emily and make her watch she should be thankful for the privilege when they could have sent her outside. Still, her pussy was burning so hard with desire that she wouldn't have been surprised to see flames spurting from it.
"Yes, yes, this ass is so good," Ella hit the hole repeatedly and vigorously.
"It is fuckable," Pam agreed with her friend, thrusting her strap-on up into her daughter's cunt.
"Everyone told me it was so fine," Ella panted, "and it really is." Her cock pounded in and out rapidly, making Emily squeal. Pam rammed up to meet her sandwiching the teen. Ella gripped the teen's shoulders so she could use her as a lever, ramming faster and harder. "Has this hot like whore had double-anal yet?"
"Not yet," grinned Pam, "But let's change that."
Aria almost exploded in jealousy as her Mom popped the dick out of Emily's ass. Pam pushed the panting teen up, "Stand up," she ordered. Emily stood, sweat running down her naked body, red-hot from the friction of being the slut in the sandwich. She turned towards Aria briefly and the teen could see the redness around her ass and the blackness of the open hole. Pam gripped her daughter's shoulder, "Now down on your knees, lay your face on the floor, that's it, stick up that ass."
Aria watched as her friend was moved into position and her own Mom moved behind her. The cock entered Em's butt for the third time, driving in and out. But this time Pam was standing over Emily, her legs on either side of the teen's waist, as she knelt and guided her cock to the hole. Ella stopped her pounding and gripped her dick like a lever, jamming it back to open the asshole wider. There wasn't much of a gap, but it was all Pam needed to get her toy's tip in. She reached to grab Ella around the waist and she thrust harder, pushing the toy past Ella's and into the hole.
Emily squealed, "Fuck! Aaarrrghhh my ass!" Everyone ignored her. Even if it hurt it didn't matter - she'd recover and the top's pleasure was paramount.
Aria watched in fascination as they worked together, easing their cocks in one at a time, inch by inch getting deeper and deeper, stretching Em's hole like it was an elastic band. Aria's cunt felt so hot it was burning, the temptation to touch it and sate the desire, at least a little, almost overwhelming - especially as she watched her Mom going down, a look of concentration on her face as she further opened the wanton asshole. It was a matter of pride to Aria that she didn't touch herself, being obedient to tops could be difficult at times. However it was the mark of her as a good little bottom she'd do what she was told, whether that was not touching herself or opening her tushie for two dicks at once.
"Aaaaarrgghhh, aaaarrrghhh," Emily cried out as the two Mom's came down. The women grinned and ignored the teen's yelps, instead wrapping themselves around each other for balance. Their tits pushed and pressed between them, squashed between their bodies and they reached and gripped each other's lower back and ass, working up and down. Slowly, gradually they were going deeper, stretching Emily's butt wider than it had ever been before. The teen squeaked again, this time with more pleasure in the cry. Her Mom pushed harder, following Ella and then leading her, as the two older women worked up and down. "AAAArrrghhh, yesssss, my ass," screamed Emily.
"I couldn't believe we'd get two dicks all the way in," said Pam as she pushed the last inch, the fake plastic balls crushing between her friend's strap-on and her daughter's ass cheeks.
"Anal whore holes always spread easily," grinned Ella back. "I should know I've doubled-banged Aria enough times with the team."
"MMmnn, she looks so sweet and innocent sitting there," Pam cast a quick glance over at Aria as she pushed herself up.
Ella rose with her, "She is doing well," she conceded, "But I'm glad we're doing Emily."
"Me as well," grinned Pam, "though I'm sure we'll do Aria another time."
The two women drove down together and Emily bounced and squeaked, "AAAarrrgghh." They rose again and then down, moving quicker and firmer as they got into a rhythm. Their tits pressed together, warm sweat sliding down their skin as they heated each other, the flesh turning a gentle red. Up and down, faster and harder, Emily shuddering and shaking under the joint assault, her hands clawing the floor and her face contorted in pure ecstasy. Aria was seething with jealousy, wishing it was her taking the two dicks like a submissive slut bottom. "Aaaarrrggghh, yesssss," her friend cried out again, again pain totally subsumed beneath the pleasure, "AAaarrrrghh, yessss."
"That's it, that's a good little anal whore, keep that ass agape for Mommy and teacher. Mmmnnn, this dyke ass is so fuckable we need to share it," giggled Pam. She went in, the cock scraping at Ella's toy making a squeaking noise and Em's ass, making it gurgle. "MMMnnn take it hard you slut dyke."
"Yessss, please fuck my ass, ooohhh, I love it having two cocks in it, fuck me, I'm your anal slut," Emily called out.
The two older women did, their haunches straining as they pounded up and down, giving their all to the butt. Emily squealed and shrieked, obviously enjoying orgasm after orgasm. Aria sat still, jealous but controlled, proud of herself for her obedience, whilst desperately wishing she was the one getting double-poked.
"Aaaarrrghh," her friend cried out once more.
"Uh, uh, it takes it out of you, doesn't it," grinned Pam, "It's worth it though."
"It's great exercise, my body has never been as firm, not even when I was cheerleading at school," Ella agreed, reaching up to wipe some sweat from her forehead, "What say we go for a sprint to finish?"
"Yes, good idea," Pam paused the cock halfway up her daughter's butt and Ella rose to meet her. They grinned at each other, "On three?" asked Pam.
"Yes," said Ella, "One..."
"Two..." grinned Pam.
"Three," grunted Ella as she and Pam pounded down.
They'd been going fast and hard before, but they were almost like a blur, the two dicks shattering down the asshole, slamming deep into the hole and making Emily scream in ecstasy. The teen's body shook and shuddered so much Aria was half-convinced she was having a fit. It was hell not to touch herself, but she resisted. The strap-ons pounded in, ramming down and the older women panted in exertion as they gave it to the teen. Faster and harder, so Emily's back was bent and her mouth open in one continuous cry of sexual bliss, "AAAarrrrghhhh!"
But at that speed, it couldn't last and first Pam and then, a moment later, Ella popped the cocks out of the hole, leaving it gaped and open. Ella got down on her knees beside the teen, hooking a finger in the ass to pull it even more open, so that Aria could see the blackness within. "It's gaping," grinned the teacher.
"It is, we really have opened the butt-slut's butt," laughed Pam and knelt on the other side, her own fingers looping in and yanking the chute wider.
Ella looked up at Aria, "Get my phone from my pocket and take a picture of us, this is one for the wall."
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Taking her relationship with her daughters to the next, ultimate, level required lots of preparatory work by Melanie Danes. She had spoken to Hazel, her eldest, when they were in bed together for the first time, after fucking at a hotel -- unsurprisingly, as Hazel was (to take a positive position on her sexual morals) up for anything, the teen was extremely supportive of the idea of a lesbian threesome with her Mom and sister. However, Ashley would be much more skittish about the idea -- whilst she was now a lesbian nymphomaniac, that was only with her Mom and to get her there had taken weeks of careful seduction; getting into a bed, with her sister also in it, wouldn't be the result of a quick chat over breakfast.
"Now remember," Melanie reminded her eldest daughter for about the tenth time, "There can be no hints from you, no clever remarks or little put-downs. Ashley can't know I'm fucking you and she certainly can't know we both want her to join us in a threesome."
Hazel pouted, rather prettily to be honest (though she'd been practising that same expression since she first got bosoms and realised the power that hot girls can wield), "Honestly Mom, I won't breathe a word."
"Nor flash your tits when you think she's not looking or bend over and wiggle that cute ass as I pass or try and sneak into my room -- anyway I'll be busy most nights."
"We've gone over this," Hazel moaned and looked out the window as another set of suburbs flashed by.
"It is important," her Mom reminded the nineteen-year-old.
"Yes," agreed Hazel with an exaggerated sigh as if she'd been asked to tidy her room so as not to conspire with her Mom to have sex with her sister. She remained silently looking out the window for all of ten seconds before she spoke again, "You know I'll be absolutely jonesing all week for some Mommy fucking."
Melanie smiled, "You'll just have to please yourself in bed."
"Hmpff," snorted Hazel, "Knowing you're fucking Ashley just down the way... I know what I'll be thinking about as I slide my dildo deep into my hot tight pussy," she said the last three words slowly and seductively, knowing the impact they'd have on her Mom.
Melanie licked her lips in lust, "Don't wear yourself out," she said, not that this was likely, Hazel was almost certainly as insatiable as her sister and Mom were, "Leave something for next weekend."
"When you're away for a works convention" Hazel raised her fingers to make the sign of speech marks for the last two words.
"And you're out of town with some college friends, I believe," Melanie grinned back. That of course was what they were telling Ashley, so they could sneak away and fuck from Friday evening to late Sunday afternoon. Having an affair was actually quite exciting and in some ways Melanie was disappointed the secret sexual dalliance would only last for a short while; however, the thought of having both her daughters servicing her pussy with their lithe tongues meant the illicit excitement of an affair was second best. "I'm looking forward to it."
Hazel grinned, flicking her hair back coquettishly, "Will you be thinking of me when you're banging Ashley?" she asked.
"That would be telling," her Mom smiled back, "But I don't play favourites so if I'm thinking of you when I'm fucking your sister, I may be thinking of her when I bang you."
"Who will you think of if we're in a threesome?" the teen teased back.
"I'll be too busy to think," Melanie said and pulled up at a bus stop a couple of miles from their home.
"Couldn't you have chosen a nearer one," grumbled Hazel as she undid her safety belt and her Mom popped the trunk.
"You can't be arriving home at the same time as me, Ashley would be suspicious," Melanie said, "Anyway it'll give me half an hour alone time with her; which gives me a chance to start work on her."
"I suppose," said Hazel, "Goodbye kiss?"
"Of course," said Melanie and leaned in for a lip-locker, their mouths opening in unison and their tongues dancing forward in passionate tango, hands sliding up and around the waist and up to the tits, as if they hadn't spent the last few days exploring every nook and cranny of they each other. They stayed like long enough for a bus to appear and then disappear, before Melanie reluctantly disengaged.
"You won't forget me?" giggled Hazel teasingly.
"Don't worry you won't be far from my mind, especially as I'll see you every day," her Mom replied.
"You'll keep me up to date with sis's seduction?" Hazel opened her door.
"Don't worry, I will and in a few weeks it'll all be out in the open," said Melanie; now she had just had to hope her new plan worked as well as her original one had.
*
There was no time to waste when she got home, Ashley was already up and waiting by the front door as her Mom came in, a half-opened book left on the coffee table beside her. "I missed you," she said, coming in for a quick kiss, as Ashley wasn't around to interrupt.
Melanie grabbed her daughter's waist and dragged her in for a longer one, her tongue driving deep into the teen's willing mouth and her body pressing firmly against the teen's so she could feel the large bosoms of her daughter squishing against her as she greedily grappled with the round rump, kneading it brutally with her fingers. Ashley kissed back just as passionately, standing on her tip-toes to get her head level with her Mom's and battling back with her own tongue as her hands reached down and squeezed at her Mom's ass with the same fierceness that her Mom was groping hers.
After half a minute Ashley pulled her head back, forcing her face into a sensible expression, "We need to stop Mom, Hazel could be back any moment."
They had thirty minutes, Melanie knew, and she wanted to enjoy them. She reached for the bottom of her daughter's pullover and hoisted it upwards, "She's not here yet," she replied.
For a second Ashley resisted, sense and sensibility winning out over passion, but only for a second before she raised her arm and allowed her Mom to pull off the top, revealing a bra which was barely managing to hold in her massive melons. As she reached around to undo the black lace garment, Melanie reflected, how, even a few months ago, her daughter's bras would have been much more sensible and attractive, it was only with her Mom's coaxing and prodding she'd gone for bras which were as much about showing her bosoms to the best advantage as comfort and practicality. The bra dropped to the ground, where Melanie left it as she instead moved in to suckle at her daughter's tits, her tongue flicking out around one nipple until she felt it hardening and then to its partner to give it the same treatment.
"MMnnn," Ashley moaned in appreciation as the tongue sped over and round her nub, "But Hazel..."
There was no risk of interruption, even if Hazel did arrive home quicker than they'd planned, she'd strict instructions not to intrude in the sex and to pretend she had seen and heard nothing, as Melanie built her youngest daughter's confidence and willingness for the semi-public sex which a threesome entails. Opening her mouth she started to swallow and suck the large tits deeper, first one and then, as her daughter would let out a gasp of pleasure, the other. The nipples were stiff and hard within Melanie's mouth, firm enough to nibble on briefly before she'd widen her jaw and slurp in the titty deeper. "Ooohhhh," Ashley groaned again to tell her Mom to switch breasts, "Oohhhh, yes, ooohhhh."
The Milf hands continued to squeeze at Ashley's sexy ass, the round cheeks jiggling within the jeans the teen was wearing. She could hear the moans and groans of the younger Danes and knew that she was losing her reason too her desire, her appetite for risk rising as she got more and more turned on. Pulling her head away Melanie looked at her daughter, with a wanton smile, "God, I so need you to eat me now."
"Here...?" Ashley squeaked and whilst it would have been tempting, Melanie didn't think that Ashley would have given the pussy the attention it deserved as she feared being discovered (also Hazel might find the temptation to make her presence known too strong to resist).
"No my room," she gripped Ashley's hand and pulled her towards the stairs.
"My bra and top?" the teen gasped as she allowed herself to be dragged upstairs.
"Don't worry about them, Hazel will just think you've been playing with your titties whilst enjoying some alone time," her Mom lied.
Up the stairs she closed the door behind her and, kicking off her pumps, began to quickly undo her pants, whilst instructing her daughter onto the bed. Ashley obeyed willingly, though she didn't take off her own jeans, just unbuttoning them to slide her hand under her panties, her fingers finding her moist cunt. By that time Melanie had also removed her underwear and was only wearing her blouse as she almost jumped onto the bed and on her knees waddled to where her daughter was lying. She lowered herself down, pressing her pussy at the teen's eager mouth, "Eat me," she ordered.
Ashley was quick to obey, her lithe tongue immediately out and licking at the crease of her Mom's cunt. The Milf gave a groan of anticipation and wiggled herself so that she was driving the cunt at the tongue. Her daughter's hands were clutching at her thighs, as she lifted her head up at the same time, her tongue speeding along the crack from the mons up. "Go on, baby," moaned Melanie, "I want to cum from your tongue so bad."
Her daughter's tongue went faster, pushing between the labia to find the soft, moist flesh of the twat hole. Melanie shivered with pleasure, Ashley's cunt lapping skills had come on from her enthusiastic amateur early bouts to the skilled, but still eager, of today; so much so that she would have been hard-pressed to say whether she or her sister were more talented with their tongue -- not that it was a competition of course. She gave another groan to show Ashley how well she was doing and reached forward to grasp the teenage tits, pressing her fingers into the soft flesh and squashing them together. It spurred Ashley to even greater efforts and her tongue started to go faster and harder than a piston in a finely tuned engine.
"God, yes, eat me, baby eat me," Melanie gasped excitedly, her entire body quivering as her daughter's tongue continued to hammer at her. There was no reply beyond a muffled grunt from Ashley as she kept at her task with enthusiasm. "Oh fuck, keep at it, stuff your tongue up my twat, mmmnnn, go on you sexy thing, make me squirt all over your pretty face."
She gritted her teeth, as an orgasm hit her, determined not to cry out and let her daughter hear her cum, though the way she shuddered and increased cum filling her pussy and hence Ashley's mouth probably gave the teen a clue. Still, Ashley carried on, her tongue driving as hard and deep as she could force it, seeking out her Mom's sensual spots and slamming at them until they were numb and her Mom was rocking, barely able to speak, her eyes jammed close.
"I'm home," yelled Hazel at the top of her lungs and probably not a moment too soon, as Melanie would have been unable to contain herself.
Below her Ashley immediately stopped licking and began to try to get up from under her Mom. Melanie put a hand on the teen's chest, not forcefully, but definitely firmly, to keep her in place as she took a deep breath to clear her head and make sure her voice was loud and firm, with no trace of passion in it, "I'm just getting changed, I'll be down in a couple of minutes."
"Okay," Hazel yelled back as if she wasn't only shouting to her Mom, but also the occupants of the Spacelab, "I'll watch some TV for a while." A subtle actress her eldest daughter was not.
"Make me cum quickly, I need to cum now," Melanie said to her youngest daughter.
"But Hazel..." Ashley's voice was muffled but still audible.
"She downstairs, she won't be up, make me cum quickly, I so need it," her Mom persisted as she wriggled and ground her wet cunt into her daughter's face.
Perhaps recognising her Mom wasn't going to raise until she'd cum and making her orgasm was less risky than continuing to lie there Ashley's tongue resumed. Melanie had thought her daughter had been going fast and hard before, but she was going like a rocket now, licking so quickly Melanie could almost hear the tongue humming like the eponymous bird. It was long before Melanie was shuddering again, her cunt almost afire, as she teetered on the edge of cumming. Quickly she grasped one of the bed cushions, stuffing it over her face, so screams and cries of pleasure were muffled enough that only Ashley could hear them. The teen's tongue carried on slapping away as her Mom rocked above her, cum squirting from her pussy into her daughter's mouth and over her face, leaving her dripping and soaked. Only when she'd finished squirting did Melanie roll off.
Immediately Ashley was sitting up, almost in a panic, "Hazel's downstairs."
"I know," Melanie said and stretched contentedly, hoping her aura of relaxation would transfer to her youngest.
"She almost caught us."
"She didn't," Melanie got up off the bed and began to undo her blouse to replace it with a casual sweater as her topless daughter got up and looked around for anything with which she could cover her large breasts. Eventually, she saw her Mom's blouse was on the bed and quickly struggled into it, even though it wasn't a great fit. Her Mom continued to speak as she changed, "It was pretty hot though."
"What was? My eating you?"
"Yes, but especially when Hazel came as in, there was an extra frisson knowing she was downstairs, wasn't there?"
Her youngest blushed and muttered something about it being risky and what if Hazel had caught them, which only made Melanie grin more, "It turned you on as well, I could tell, thinking about Hazel catching us whilst you ate me, you enjoyed the danger."
"I did not, well, only a bit," Ashley replied.
Her Mom smiled, "It adds spice doesn't it, especially when we've not been able to fuck as much as before."
"A little," admitted Ashley blushing, "I was so desperate for your cum and the thought of Hazel catching us was less important than making you orgasm."
"We better go downstairs, me first, you can pretend you were reading in your room and didn't hear her come in, actually you probably should say you ignored her, half the neighbourhood must have heard her shout." Her daughter nodded her agreement and then blushed as Melanie said, "Let's take some more risks and do it again, I don't think being celibate when Hazel's home is something we can keep up."
"Small risks," Ashley agreed, which was as much as her Mom could hope.
*
For the next week, Melanie continued build-up her younger daughter's appetite for sexual risk; whether it was a quick make-out session while Hazel was in a neighbouring room or sliding her foot secretly, but sensually, over the teen's calves as the three of them were sitting for dinner or, the one she was most proud off, goosing Ashley's sexy butt when they were out for a walk with Hazel and her eldest daughter had walked a few paces ahead of them. Sure Ashley had given a quick squeak, but Melanie covered for her by saying they had just seen a field mouse scrambling across the path -- Hazel's grin, which her sister didn't notice, showed that she knew exactly what was going on and Melanie's smile back, was that it was all going to plan.
After dinner, they'd watch a movie, not porn, which was what Ashley and Melanie, would often view together when they'd be alone as a prelude to a hot and heavy night, but certainly something erotic -- Last Tango In Paris, Basic Instinct, Blue is the Warmest Colour. All designed to make Ashley more comfortable with watching sex with Hazel. The younger teen squirmed at first, especially when Hazel made a few suggestions about what the actresses might want to try next, but by the end of the week she seemed much more relaxed, not even turning away or blushing at the most explicit of the scenes.
Then at night, after exchanging texts with Hazel to make sure she was in bed and wouldn't be popping out to get some crisps or wine from the kitchen, Melanie would get undressed, slip on the biggest strap-on she had, lube it up and then go to Ashley's room with a ball-gag to fuck her insensible. The teen was nervous about being discovered, but horniness trumped her anxieties and allowed Melanie to fuck her daughter, so hard that if Hazel hadn't been into the secret already she would have discovered it. By the end of the week, Ashley was almost sated, more open and ready for part two of Melanie's plan.
*
It was a Thursday night and Hazel was out for the evening with her old High School friends; Melanie and Ashley were on the couch having a hot and heavy make-out session, their tongues battling for supremacy as their hands squeezed and slid, exploring each other's bodies, sensually wrapping together.
Breaking the kiss Melanie looked at her daughter, "What do you think of Hazel?"
"What do you mean 'what do I think of her?' She's my sister what am I supposed to think of her?" Ashley replied.
"I mean do you think she's sexy?"
"I guess, she's certainly, um, popular with the guys and by the sounds of it girls, as well," Ashley said.
"But do you think she's sexy? Does she make your pussy wet when you see her?" her Mom continued to press her.
"She's my sister," Ashley avoided the question.
"I'm your Mom, and don't say I don't make your cunt soak as I know I do," Melanie grinned.
"That's different, well a bit different, certainly not the same," Ashley said, her brain was quick but not quite quick enough to think up an answer. However it was speedy enough to shift the conversation around, not that Melanie minded as her daughter asked, "What about you, does she turn you on?"
"You know I don't play favourites, so if I find one daughter sexy, I do the other," grinned Melanie.
"Oh, so you find her hot?"
"Yes, I do, I think she's very sexy, like you," Melanie grinned and to show her daughter she meant it she leaned in to kiss her, for several minutes, her hands squeezing at Ashley's breast until the teen was wriggling under her and kissing her back just as passionately. Now she'd shown Ashley she had nothing to be jealous of, she pulled back, "but we're talking about you, not me, so would you fuck Hazel."
"That be cheating," said Ashley frowning.
Melanie shrugged, "Not if I was okay with it, so would you? Do you think she's hot?"
"I guess, I'm not sure, yes?" Ashley blushed red, "I think she's sexy and can see why she's so popular."
"Would you fuck her?" Melanie grinned.
"I don't know, this is all hypothetical, isn't it? I would, if you were okay with it," admitted Ashley.
"Mnnnn, that makes me so hot," Melanie grinned, "Let's go upstairs before your sister get's home and you can pretend it's her pussy you're eating out."
*
Melanie waited until the next Saturday to move to the final stage of her plan, giving time for Ashley to think sexually about her sister, now the seed had been planted and to make sure Hazel herself was ready for it -- which unsurprisingly she was.
Over dinner, Melanie had suggested opening a bottle of wine, not saying it was to loosen Ashley up (Hazel didn't need any further loosening). Taking the still half-filled glasses into the main Melanie made sure she took the single chair, leaving the couch for her two daughters, Ashley taking a seat beside her sister with no premonition of what was planned.
Casually Melanie started the conversation, "I was talking last week to Ashley, Hazel, about whether she thought you were hot."
"Mom!" blushed Ashley, taking a quick gulp of her wine.
"Really? What did she say?" grinned Hazel looking at her red-faced sister.
As it was obvious Ashley wasn't going to reply her Mom spoke for her, "She thought you were." Her youngest muttered something about 'right light' and 'passable', but Hazel just laughed. After pausing for a few moments, just in case Ashley did say something eligible, Melanie continued, "So what do you think Hazel? Is your sister also hot?"



"MMnnn, I didn't think so before college, but she's bloomed since I've been gone. How could you not adore that cute face and those massive tits, they're a mouthful," Hazel said, making her sister go even redder, "I'd love to see them in the wild."
"Why don't you show your sister your titties," giggled Melanie.
"Mom!" squeaked Ashley, crossing her arms defensively over them as if her sister had X-ray vision.
"Don't be shy, Hazel's seen tits before haven't you?"
"Lots of them, felt and tasted a lot as well," grinned Hazel.
"Hazel!" squeaked Ashley.
"Don't be shy," Melanie said. "Tell you what if Hazel and I get ours out, you can get yours out."
"That sounds like a fair deal to me" replied Hazel, who was already pulling off her T-shirt to expose her braless breasts, which were smaller and firmer than Ashley's, but still fine for all that.
"Do I have a choice?" blushed Ashley, but she waited until her Mom had pulled off her pullover and undid her bra to let her bosoms bounce free before she carefully undid her blouse to show the lacy bra beneath.
"Go on," giggled Hazel encouraging her younger sister to remove the apparel and show them her large bosoms, the two teats swinging gently as the teen turned to one side to drop her bra on the couch next to her. Or they swung for a second anyway before Hazel reached out and squeezed them, making Ashley squeak and blush, though she didn't try to push her sister's hands away, "Oh," went Hazel, "They're lovely and soft."
"You should give Hazel's a try, Ashley," their Mom instructed. Hesitantly Ashley's hand went to her sister's breasts, they were much more a handful, her palm pressing them down and her fingers squeezing them and hiding them almost totally from Melanie's view. Not that she minded, it was still hot enough seeing her two daughters playing and kneading with each other's tits. She let them go at it for another half minute before deciding to move on, "Why don't you invite Hazel to have a suck of those tasty titties of yours?"
"Can I?" giggled Hazel, "I've been wanting to do this for weeks."
Ashley looked at her Mom and gave a small nod, "Go on," she said to her sister.
Hazel didn't need to be invited a second time, her head bending down and her mouth opening to latch onto one of the tits. She began to suckle at it enthusiastically, slurping it as far into her mouth as she was able,. Ashley gave a groan and leaned back on her hands, her eyes fluttering as she shivered. Quickly Hazel shifted bosoms, leaving the first glistening with saliva and red where her teeth had squeezed at it. The sound of her greedily sucking filled the room, Melanie watching in excitement, her own hands cupping and squeezing at her breasts. Ashley gave another moan, her head falling back against the couch headrest, "Ooohhh, oooohh Hazel."
"Why don't you have a suck at Hazel's, I'm sure she won't mind," Melanie said.
"No, not at all," giggled Hazel, drawing her head back. She half lay backwards allowing her sister to crawl onto her and start to lick and kiss around the nipples. The younger teen's lithe tongue soon had the nubs stiff and hard, sweeping over and around them as she painted the breasts with her saliva. Hazel groaned as well, whichever tit her sister wasn't licking, her own fingers were playing with, tugging and pulling her nipple so it stretched out and was hard for when her sister switched to it. Melanie could feel the hotness between her legs as she watched her first daughter/lover move from tit to tit of her second daughter/lover, lapping over the nipples and gently biting them, before opening her mouth to swallow more. Melanie doubted there were many moms as lucky as her with their children.
Eventually, Ashley lifted her head up and moved into a sitting position, "How was that?" her Mom asked.
"Okay," Ashley blushed, wiping a trace of saliva from her lips.
"Only okay?" said Melanie and Hazel together, one questioningly and the other unbelievingly.
"Well, good, nice, fun," Ashley said.
"What about giving your sister a kiss now?" Melanie asked as Hazel sat back up.
Both of the teens looked at each other, before Hazel moved in, her mouth opening. For a moment or two Ashley didn't reciprocate as Hazel pressed her tongue at her sister's closed lips, then they gradually opened and Hazel forced herself forward onto her sister, pressing at the small advantage and slipping her tongue inwards. Her hands were all over Ashley's naked body, her waist, her back, her stomach and of course her tits, and it seemed that as she squeezed and massaged the latter that Ashley's mouth began to open wider and her lips moved in time with her sister's as she too pressed back and sent her tongue forward. It might have taken a minute or two, but the sisters were kissing hard and deep, the passion between them red hot as their naked breasts rubbed and pushed at each other.
Melanie let out a groan of lust, her pussy already wet and leaking. In front of her, the two teens made out passionately, their bodies together and hands exploring. She got up and walked over to them, standing and running her hands through the silky hair of them both as they carried on. "You're both so sexy and hot, you turn me on so much." Her hands moved down their backs, stroking at the naked flesh and feeling the curve of their spines, her fingers trailing over the vertebrae. The two teens broke for breath, grinning, before resuming their kissathon, going at it with a fierce excitement that was making Melanie hotter and hotter.
It was time for her to join in...
Taking hold of her daughter's upper arms she pulled at them both, "Stand up," she said and both teens did as she asked, their beautiful bosoms jiggling sexily and enticingly. "Do I get a kiss as well?" she teased.
Both her girls nodded enthusiastically, so Melanie moved to kiss Ashley first, knowing that Hazel would be neither jealous nor surprised to see them making out. The younger teen's mouth was open for her Mom and they kissed even more passionately and sexily than usual, as if having kissed her older sister as a starter had been a warm-up for kissing her Mom. Melanie could feel her tongue pressing against Ashley as they slithered and slipped inside each other's mouths, their lips trying to swallow each other. At the same time Melanie slipped a hand around Hazel's waist, bringing her so close that even as she could feel Ashley's breast against her front, she could feel Hazel's pert ones on her side.
However, if you have two daughters, it is important not to play favourites and Melanie, after a minute, broke from her youngest and switched to Hazel. There was a little snort of annoyance from Ashley as her Mom's mouth descended on her sister, but as this was the first time Ashley had seen them kiss, it wasn't enough of a reaction to worry Melanie and suggest her youngest was going to be okay as they continued. To make sure Melanie wrapped her arm around her and hugged her close, squishing the teen's tits against her body as she swapped saliva with Hazel. Ashley looked on, breathing heavily as her elder sister and Mom/lover kissed hot and heavily.
"Want to join in?" Melanie pulled her head back, "A three-way kiss."
"How would that work?" Hazel looked intrigued, glancing briefly at her sister who after a short pause nodded her assent.
"I'm not sure it will," admitted Melanie with a giggle, "but let's give it a try."
Her daughters both grinned and turned half-towards each other and half-towards their Mom, coming in with their tongues out. All of them wriggled them, like tiny snakes, as they connected, the tips probing and touching at the others. Melanie wrapped her arms around the two teens encouraging them to come closer, to run their tongues at hers and each other. Continuing on, their lips met, if not in a kiss, at least in a contact. Giggling Melanie stuck her tongue again, sweeping it at the teenager's lips and feeling their own tongues as they poked them out again to meet her. "Mmmnnm, that was sexy," the older woman smiled as she pulled back from her two daughters. They nodded and grinned, neither moving away from her as she continued to wrap her arms around their waists. "I seem to be the only one who hasn't had her titties sucked on," Melanie continued.
"We could do that now, couldn't we Ash," Hazel smiled and her sister nodded in agreement.
Melanie took a step back as her two daughters bent their heads to go for a tittie each. They didn't waste any time in beginning their ministrations, Melanie groaning in pleasure as her two slutty girls went to their task with a passion. She quickly noticed they both were going for separate approaches; Hazel opened her mouth and sucked hard, swallowing the nipple and the surrounding flesh into her mouth like she was eating it, whilst her sister was licking around the nipple with her tongue, washing it with her saliva. Neither was better or worse, but it was certainly interesting to feel the two contrasting techniques at the same time and quiver with excitement as they stimulated her sensitive nubs in their different ways. Melanie gave a groan of excitement and ran her hands through her daughters' hair and down their backs in encouragement as they licked and sucked eagerly. "That's it girls, mmmmnnn, yes, Mom loves having her boobs seen to, you're both so great."
Ashley and Hazel continued to lick and suck away, their hands sliding onto their Mom's stomach and waist, massaging her with flat palms, making her shiver even more with excitement. She gave another moan, purring with pleasure as both her daughter's mouths did their work. By why should such talent be kept up top, "Ashley help me out of my pants," Melanie moaned. Her youngest daughter immediately stopped licking as she moved to undo her Mom's jeans, Hazel slurping at her tit even harder to make up for the loss of her sister. Not that she was doing that for long as her Mom added, "Hazel take off your sister's skirt."
Giggling Hazel dropped to her knees behind her sister and pulled the short skirt down to the teen's ankles, leaving Ashley in only a tiny pair of sexy panties. Hazel must have guessed what her Mom was going to say next as she reached for the panties and pulled them down leaving her sister in only her slippers. Ashley, meanwhile, after a few moments struggling with the top button had pulled down her Mom's jeans, the Milf shimmying them down her legs with the teen's eager help. She kicked them away and then removed her own panties, throwing them on the sofa as she wouldn't need them again that night. She cast a quick look at her eldest, "Why are you still wearing pants?"
Hazel giggled as she removed them, her Mom and sister, standing side by side, arms around each other's waists, as they admired the view.
All three of them stood nude, in the living room, gazing at each other's naked bodies lustfully; any worries that Melanie had about Ashley being shy about a lesbian threesome with her sister had been dispelled by the enthusiasm with which they had been making out and the alacrity with which they had undressed. "Let's go upstairs to my room," Melanie said, her lascivious gaze leaving no doubt exactly what she meant.
Her daughters nodded, giggling giddily as they ran up the stairs, like when they were little and it was Christmas Eve -- except this time they were naked adults with round rears and bouncing breasts and the presents had already been unwrapped. Melanie followed them up, as excited as they were, and ready to play with them. The two teens stopped as soon as they entered her room, turning around expectantly for their Mom. Melanie kissed Hazel first this time, hard and fiercely, her tongue pressing forward into her daughter's mouth as her hand reached for her naked pussy to feel how wet it was; soaking. Ashley came in quicker ready for her turn as soon as her Mom had finished, her mouth closing on her Mom, open and ready, battling back as Melanie kissed her passionately. The Milf's second hand slid down to Ashley's cunt, only to find Hazel's hand already there, the nineteen-year-old stroking her younger sister's pussy. Melanie didn't mind sharing and she joined Hazel in playing with Ashley's wet pussy, her youngest daughter trembling in excitement as she kissed her Mom, before breaking the kiss and turning to make out with her sister again. Watching the two of them going at it, Melanie wasn't sure when she'd been so proud, to bring up such sexy daughters, who were willing to share without jealousy and play together so nicely.
Reaching round Melanie took hold of each of their butts, squeezing a cheek and gently guiding them towards her double bed. The two teens hardly stopped kissing as they climbed on in, immediately resuming their kissing as they knelt, their hands exploring each other breasts and butts. Melanie grunted lustfully, walking backwards towards her wardrobe so she didn't miss a moment of the show they were giving her, only turning as she reached it to pull out her strap-on and a couple of dildos and plugs. The teens were still at it as she returned to the bed, dropping the toys on it. Hazel broke from her sister momentarily, "Are you going to join us?" she giggled seductively.
"Of course," her Mom purred getting onto the bed and kneeling next to her daughters, kissing first one and then the other, her tongue sliding into their mouths and wrapping hers around theirs, whilst the other waited, patiently or impatiently (depending on your viewpoint) for her turn. Her hands were rubbing down their lower backs and over the butts, massaging the round rumps with her fingers, stroking them like they were delicate porcelain which would shatter if any force was used. She swapped from Hazel to Ashley and from Ashley to Hazel and back again, each time closing her mouth hard against the teen, moulding her lips to their ones as her tongue battled hungrily with them.
"Your turn," she lifted her head back and directed her daughters back to each other. The two teens gave each other a smile and moved in, their mouths connecting passionately. They didn't need any help and encouragement, but Melanie gave it anyway, resting her hands on the back of each of her daughters' heads and gently, but unmistakeably, pushing them forward against each other and keeping them firmly in position, so they had no choice but to continue their making-out. Not that either teen seemed reluctant to suck each other's face off...
Melanie let go and if her daughter's heads moved back it was only an imperceptible amount, as the sound of their heavy kissing continued to dominate the room. Melanie watched for a few more moments, her own hand caressing her wet cunt. However, whilst kissing was fun it was time to move onto even less wholesome activities and she leaned forward, putting a hand on the teen's chests and separating them, "Lay back, Ashley," she instructed and her youngest daughter immediately complied, as her Mom reached down to her inner thighs and spread her legs further open, displaying her wantonly to an obviously hungry Hazel. Melanie passed her eldest a toy, "If you want you can use that to fuck your sister."
Grinning broadly Hazel took the dildo with one hand, using the other to spread Ashley's slit open. The youngest Danes moaned in anticipation, her hand kneading her own titties as she waited for Hazel to penetrate her, she didn't have to wait long as the older teen gave the toy a quick and slightly desultory lick before inserting it into Ashley's fuckhole. The younger woman gasped and shivered as she was toyed, her back bending and her chest rising as Hazel thrust in and out as quickly as she could manage. Melanie watched for a moment, making sure Hazel was entering a rhythm before she shuffled over so that she was kneeling over her daughter's face and then lowered herself down.
No instructions were needed, Ashley immediately lifting her head to her Mom's cunt and starting to lick it, her hands clamped to the Milf's calves to keep them balanced. Melanie groaned in pleasure as the teen's tongue ran over her slit, pressing between the lips and into the juicy pink, stimulating her erogenous zone and sending shivers of ecstasy coursing through her body. There was no doubt that Ashley was a talented twat devourer and the teen was setting out to prove it, licking and lapping hard and enthusiastically at her Mom even as her sister was pounding her cunt with a toy. It made Melanie proud of her, and equally so of Hazel, the only one who wasn't getting her pussy seen to, but not showing any sign of jealousy or slackness as she thrust the dildo in and out, moving and twisting it as she sought to find every sexual nerve ending in her sister's hole.
"Go for it, Hazel, fuck Ashley's hole, aaahhhh" Melanie said encouragingly, letting out a squeal at the end as her youngest's tongue hit a particularly sensitive spot. After a brief pause, she was able to continue, "Dildo that juicy hole."
Hazel grinned up at her and carried on working her sister's twat, making the younger teen lap her Mom with even greater passion than she normally did, which in turn, caused Melanie to vibrate and gasp like she was plugged into the main, the shots of ecstasy coming thick and fast, a veritable volley of sexual pleasure striking her again and again. The older woman pressed her pussy down harder on her daughter's mouth, mentally challenging her to keep at it and to tongue pound the slit as fast as she could. Ashley did so, driving up and in, her tongue racing around the pink tunnel walls and lapping at the juice that was pouring from the smaller-than-pinprick holes.
Down below Hazel was lowering her mouth and starting to lick at Ashley's soaking cunt, whilst still driving the dildo into her sister. The result was to make the younger teen buck and bend, her spine curving so much it seemed to be almost at snapping point. But that didn't stop her from pleasuring her Mom, continuing to tongue fuck the older woman sitting on her face, so that Melanie was shrieking in pleasure, her own back twisting and curving as she threw back her head to scream at the ceiling, "Yesssss, aaarrghhhh, fuuccckkk!"
"MMmnn, yum, tasty," giggled Hazel as she carried on eating her sister's sexy snatch, lapping eagerly and enthusiastically at the shaven slot, drinking down the delectable delights it was lustfully leaking.
Her sister was unable to say anything, but from the way her tongue was working her Mom's cunt, Melanie could tell, that if she could speak, she have been shouting out her pleasure as well. The Milf squealed again as her daughter's lithe tongue swept up into her, driving at the walls and making her drip juice. For a few seconds she closed her eyes, allowing her other senses to do their work, the sounds of tongue's lapping and the bed squeaking, combined with the excited grunts and mutterings of Hazel, the smell of sexy wet pussy -- the scent of arousal so powerful, the touch of the tongue in her cunt and the grip of her daughter's hands on her legs, even dry taste in her mouth as her body's liquid dripped from her pussy or slid from her sweat glands. Then she opened them again and looked at the tableau of her two daughters spread over her bed, both naked, both lapping, one on her front, the other on her back, a head hidden beneath her and another diving down between Ashley's thighs. It might have been a coincidence that the orgasm hit her then.
"Fucccccckkk! Yesssss, aaaaarghhh," Melanie screamed in pleasure, her entire body afire with a burning sexual bliss, which turned her skin red and her blood to molten gold. "Yesssss, aaaarghhhh!"
The orgasm was so intense that it took her several seconds to regain control of her limbs and even longer for her voice to return, though her daughters continued their lapping. Recovering, Melanie decided it was time to swap and see if Hazel could rival her sister's pussy slurping skills. She instructed her two daughters and they eagerly complied, Ashley quickly burying herself in her older sister's snatch and eating it energetically, whilst Hazel lay on her back and licked her lips invitingly as her Mom prepared to hover over her and descend.



"Ooohhh, yessss," the older Milf sighed with happiness as Hazel's tongue swept up at her soaking twat. Soon she was shuddering and shivering with the same pleasure as before as her eldest daughter showed that tongue-fucking was a sisterly trait, her flexible tongue driving up into her Mom, slathering over the wet pink walls and the nerve endings behind them. Below her Ashley was returning the earlier favours of her sister, alternating between slamming the dildo into Hazel's soaked cunt and lapping up the resultant juice like she was a cat devouring cream. Melanie groaned again, a rivulet of sweat slipping down her forehead as she felt herself burning up with passion.
The bed creaked and groaned as the three Danes shuddered and shook on it, two of them as they orgasmed and came, the third as she went energetically to town on the sexy hole in front of her. Melanie had enjoyed the sex separately with both her daughters, but having them both together was even better, she decided, and from the way they were licking they too felt energised and enthused by the family threesome. Still, there was nothing wrong with giving them some encouragement, "That's it girls, use those tongues and lick the pussies dry... mmmnnn, that's good Hazel, Ashley I hope you're keeping up. Oooohhh, yes, that is so it." She could feel Hazel's tongue pounding harder at her and from the way she was vibrating Ashley was not stinting on the oral stimulation either. "Yesss, oooohh," Melanie groaned again
She continued to ride her eldest daughter's face, rubbing her pussy against the teen's mouth, shuddering with delight as Hazel returned her movements with deep cunt lapping, firing the older woman up so much that her skin was glowing like fire on the water. Grasping her tits and kneading them, Melanie drew her head back, her back bending and pressed her cunt harder at her daughter. The teen's tongue continued to do its work, the sound of it slurping at the pussy merging with the rhythmic slap of her sister dildoing down below. Hazel shuddered and vibrated, her tongue going faster at her Mom, her body bucked and bent, her hands gripping Melanie so hard that the nails were leaving red marks on the skin. Melanie shuddered excitedly as she could feel her daughter's mouth open, as she let out muffled orgasmic gasps and cries, a sure sign of Ashley's skills.
"Come here," she said to her youngest. Ashley lifted her head from Hazel's cunt, her sister's juice gleaming on her lips and chin. On her knees, she waddled up her sister to her Mom and Melanie opened her mouth to receive her. They kissed passionately and forcefully, Ashley's cummy lips pressing hard on her Mom's, her tongue flickering forward. As they kissed they rubbed their pussies over Hazel, the older teen returning to her speed licking, but transferring her hands from her Mom's thighs to her sister's, rubbing and massaging at them. The three of them remained like that for a couple of minutes, Melanie enjoying the different feel of her two daughters before, she uncoiled herself from them and stood up. "You two carry on for a moment," she grinned and stood back to watch as Ashley threaded her legs through her sister's and went cunt to cunt with her. The two teens began to buck and rub against each other, moaning softly. Melanie licked her lips, "I'll join you in a moment," she promised, "but let me watch for a minute."
She wasn't sure whether her daughters were listening (teen girls often don't where their Moms are concerned) as they were quickly becoming engrossed in scissoring each other. However, she didn't mind -- watching two sexy teens fuck each other was a huge turn-on in any circumstances -- when they were her own daughters only made it better. She got on the bed again, kneeling just a foot away from her energetically copulating daughters. Picking up one of the toys from the bed she ran it over her sensitive clit, groaning slightly as the smooth rubber glided over her bud. It felt so good, that she rubbed harder, luxuriating in the pleasurable surges which flowed through her, all the while her eyes remained fixed on the hot fucking in front of her. After a few moments, she inserted the toy into her sopping pussy, feeling the hot warmth of her cum trickle down the dildo and over her fingers, as she shoved it and out, grunting softly.
"Ooohhh, yessss, ooohhh," the moans and groans from the two teens were so sexy and sensual, their faces contorted in blissful lust as they went, that Melanie had to dildo herself even harder, driving the toy in and out of her cunt. The juice dripped down it and onto the bed, a sodden patch forming under her. Her daughters continued to go at, the bed jolting under their intense acrobatics, rocking back and forth like it was a raft on a stormy sea. "Ooohhh, God, fuck, yesss," they moaned pleasurably. Melanie watched as they went faster and harder, their juicy pussies banging and rubbing against each other, the friction almost burning "Oooohhh, uuuuhhhh."
Melanie drove her dildo in once more, before letting it slip out as she got onto her hands and knees and moved the last foot separating her from her daughters. She lowered her head and began to lick and lap at one of Ashley's large breasts, as it bounced around, before opening her mouth and swallowing the teat. Her daughter gave another squeal, her head falling back, and her stomach rising. If she stopped moving to allow her Mom space to suckle her, Hazel made up for it, scissoring her sister like the younger teen was a piece of Christmas wrapping. "Suck those massive titties, Mom," the older teen panted, "MMmnnn, so hot."
Not content with just sucking at a bosom Melanie slid her hand down her naked daughter's stomach and found her clit. She began to rub and press at it as Hazel pounded back and forth, the older teen's wet pussy continually striking her Mom's knuckle. Melanie went insane, screaming and gasping, bucking like a bronco, her unsucked tit bouncing around like it was unleashed. "Aaarrrghhh, yessss," she screamed, "Yesssss."
Her shrieks got even louder as Hazel picked up the dildo her Mom had been using earlier and began to thrust into her sister again, slamming the toy as hard as she could. Ashley yelled out so loud that it was a miracle the mirror didn't crack from side to side. Her sister jammed the toy in even faster, making Ashley shudder under the impact. Melanie switched tits, her fingers continuing to play with the clit above the toy, enjoying the vibrations of her climaxing daughter. The youngest Danes shrieked again, her back bending and her face twisted in absolute mind-blowing bliss. Hazel was dipping down and again adding her tongue to the toy, driving her sister to levels she never knew she had. "Arrrrrghhh, yessss, aaaarghhh," screamed Ashley, " I'm cumming more, aaaarggghhh yessss."
Almost reluctantly Melanie removed her head from her daughter's breasts. It had been fun to suckle on them, but she was under no illusions about where most of the teen's pleasure was coming from; if Melanie's titty-licking had been the cherry, Hazel's cunt-lapping was the full cake. Leaving them to it for the moment, Melanie again went for the sex toys, picking up the two butt plugs. She could see Hazel glancing at them from the corner of her eye and nodding and wiggling her ass in agreement; her sister was too engrossed in orgasming to notice, so Melanie moved to her eldest first and kneeled behind her.
The cute ass jiggling in below her was as much a work of art as anything Michelangelo had ever painted. Melanie allowed one of her hands to move over the round cheek, enjoying the feel of the curve and the plump softness as she squeezed and gripped, slowly pulling the cheek away from its partner. She put the plug on the hole and turned it with pressure. Hazel momentarily broke from her meal to let out a groan of excitement, working her butt back and forth to help with her Mom's insertion. As it moved in she returned to her sister's cunt with a renewed enthusiasm, hammering hard at the hot hole. Melanie straightened up and admired her handiwork, the butt plug fitted snugly into her daughter's ass, the diamond-red handle glinting.
She turned to Ashley, who was orgasming so loudly and powerfully it seemed a shame to interrupt, but equally it was only fair and whilst the teen pouted when Melanie instructed her to swap places with her sister and start lapping Hazel's twat, she immediately brightened when she saw what her Mom was holding. As she began to lap away Melanie spread open her cheeks and slipped in a near twin plug to the one in Hazel (the only difference in the colours, Hazel's looked more like a ruby, whilst Ashley's was more faux emerald). Ashley wiggled in appreciation as her Mom's hand gently spanked across her ass, "Lap that pussy, show Hazel what you can do," instructed Melanie before standing up. She took a quick look at the scene, thinking how lucky she was to have two such delightful daughters.
Then she reached for the final toy, a large ten-inch strap-on. Both daughters had seen it before and enjoyed it, with its mushroom head and ridged grooves for extra sexual pleasure. She pulled the straps up around her thighs and tightened them, before adding some more lube to the dick. It could do with some extra lubrication, she decided, and Hazel's mouth was free. Getting onto the bed over her eldest daughter she guided it towards the teen's mouth.
"Suck this," she said, but even without the instruction, Hazel was pushing her head back as far as she could to take the cock between her lips. Standing over her, working her haunches up and down, Melanie fed the cock to her nympho daughter. It wasn't going in far, but certainly enough, that the teen's mouth was full. Melanie continued to lower and raise herself, feeding the teen dick as Ashley, turned on by the fact that she was literally double-teaming her sister with her Mom, really went at it with her dildo, driving it deep into her soaking sister. The older teenager bent and shuddered as she was shared between them, lifting her head to meet the cock and take it as far as she could, whilst jacking her hips to take her sister's contribution. It was obvious that college had not been wasted on Hazel....
The teen gurgled as her Mom pumped up and down, little spits of saliva covering her lips and chin as she sucked at the toy enthusiastically, her head as far back as she could manage to help assist the entry. Ashley had lifted her head so she could see her sister swallowing cock, though to make up for it she was driving the dildo harder and faster into her sister's well-lubricated pussy, using her spare hand to hold Hazel down, pressing on her lower stomach; not that this was stopping the teen bucking and bending as she trembled in pleasure.
Pulling it out, Melanie looked down at the dildo, her daughter's saliva coating the bottom half, leaving it shining. She scrambled round the other end of the bed and approached Ashley from behind, the teen licking so enthusiastically at her sister that she didn't notice her Mom had moved. At least until Melanie's strap-on cock entered her pussy. The teen gasped, lifting her head from Hazel's cunt, as her Mom drove the wet toy into the soaked hole, driving deep and fast, so that within a few strokes she was on top of Ashley, the dick all the way in.
"Ooohhh, oh, yessss, oooohh," gasped Ashley as the dildo raced in and out of her wet hole. Her back bent and arched as she shuddered, her long dark hair swinging and flowing over it, as she dived down to resume eating at Hazel's hole. She licked it enthusiastically for a minute or two before raising her head again and letting out another series of pleasured groans.
Melanie went harder, making sure she was riding Ashley with her normal enthusiasm and energy and not stinting just because they were in a threesome. The teen seemed to appreciate it as, in between burying her head between her sister's thighs, she gasped and groaned loudly, he hands gripping the bedding. Melanie slammed in, feeling the teenage tremor as the toy ran over the pussy's most sensitive spots and filled Ashley with its magic. The teen grunted again, lifting her head to cry out, "Fuck me, fuck me hard Mom."
"Eat my pussy," her sister demanded back and Ashley complied, making Hazel squeak and squeal in ecstasy, her body rocking as much as her younger sister's was. Melanie thrust into the younger teen, driving the cock deep, making her vibrate against Hazel as she was licking her, the older teen crying out even louder and more passionately.
Melanie continued to pound away, enjoying the slick tightness of her younger daughter's cunt and the feel of her vibrating body as they came together, at the same time loving the sound of her elder cumming repeatedly, her cries loud and piercing songs of ecstasy. A rivulet of perspiration ran down Melanie's face, showing the effort she was putting in and the heat that was radiating from the triple. Part of her wanted to keep fucking Ashley and drive the teen into another series of deep orgasms, but equally, she knew that so far Hazel's cunt hadn't been fucked by her strap-on and it was only fair she shared the pleasure. She pulled out the dildo, to Ashley's obvious dismay. Slapping her ass encouragingly, Melanie instructed the disappointed teen to plant herself on Hazel's face. She did so, her displeasure soon dissipating as her older sister began to lap at her cunt.
In the meantime Melanie had positioned herself between her daughter's legs, lifting the thighs up to straddle her own as she guided the toy to the cunt. Normally, she was sure, Hazel would have squealed in pleasure, but as she was too busy returning her sister's early pussy licking with a tonguing of her own, the only sounds she made were grunts and slurps. Not that Melanie minded, she knew Hazel was appreciating the dick from the way the teen's legs were clamping around her and that even as Melanie was going forward her daughter was driving back, the two of them meeting with a bump as the toy zoomed up the slick hole. The two of them were soon in a rhythm, slamming and ramming against each other, the thick pole racing in and out. It glistened with cunt juice, and even more was dripping from Hazel's twat, making the bedding underneath damp with her passion.
"Yes, take it, baby," grunted Melanie as she went in again, gazing down at the wondrous sight of a toy entering a shaven teenage slit -- even more wonderful when it was her daughter and made even more magical by looking up and seeing Ashley wriggling in enjoyment on Hazel's face, the younger Danes tits bouncing and wobbling as she shuddered. The Milf grinned and added to her previous words, "Tongue your sister's twat, baby."
"Mmmnn, thanks Mom, oooohhh," Ashley groaned, before throwing her head back and letting out a higher-pitched squeal of excitement.
Melanie giggled and drove in, knowing that every thrust into Hazel's super-sensitive and prepped pussy was driving her wild and making her lick her sister even harder. The two teens shivered and shuddered, their two sets of tits - one pert and firm, one large and jiggling - bouncing in their different ways -- one, boxing balls being slapped from side to side, the other, jellies on a plate trembling as the plate beneath them rocked. The Milf continued to pound hard, enjoying the rare treat of having both her daughters orgasming together, though Hazel's muffled cries were totally drowned out by her younger sister's unfettered ones even if she shook like she was attached to the mains and her cunt squirted a blast of juice all over Melanie's pussy, the strap-on and the bed beneath.
"That's it girls," she said, "Cum for Mom."
"Aaarrrghhh, yesssss, that's so good, make me cum more, aaaarghhh," screamed a climaxing Ashley, her skin red with lust.
"Mwffff, urrrfff," sounds came from Hazel who even as she was being suffocated by her sister was still trying to lick and orgasm at the same time.
There wasn't even a brief pause from Melanie who continued to strike whilst the iron (or pussy) was hot. If the two teens had been made of metal they'd have been melting and the tiny streaks of sweat that were flowing down their bodies would have been glowing molten iron, leaving burning valleys as they cascaded down. Melanie grinned and drove even harder and faster, slamming the toy into the teen's pussy.
Until she stopped.
"Bend over Ashley, lick at your sister's cunt, Hazel you keep on eating as well," she said and her two daughters immediately complied, in a way they never had done when she'd told them to eat their greens or tidy their rooms.
Wiping a rivulet of sweat from her forehead she went round the other side of the bed and climbed up beside Ashley's butt. Looking down she could see the top of Hazel's head, the hair waving as she energetically licked at her sister, whilst getting the same in return; above that little tableau, the plug was still snugly encased between the teen's cheeks. Melanie licked her lips in excited anticipation as she reached forward and pulled it out, exposing the small hole that it had opened -- not as big as it was going to be, but perfectly adequate to slide the first few inches of her strap-on into.
There was no sound but that of licking as Melanie guided the dildo in, her daughter expecting it and wiggling to help her Mom enter. With the plugs help it slipped in easily at first, the tunnel walls loose and ready for the dick, but the deeper it got the more resistance there was. Luckily both Mom and daughter were used to this, Melanie grasping her daughter's waist to use it as a pulley, the teen pushed her ass up and back so she impaled it on the big dong. Below them a desperate Hazel tried to keep licking, though it was difficult as Ashley rocked back and forth, never staying still for more than a moment.
"Mmmnnn, this ass is so hot, so sexy and tight," Melanie moaned her appreciation and she pushed deeper and deeper, the dildo rubbing back at her pussy as went in.
Ashley let out a moan in reply, then her tongue shot out and she ran it over her sister's slot, withdrawing it to gasp again, before resuming with a couple of quick laps.
"Fuck her Mom, fuck her butt," Hazel's said, giving up on eating her sister and pushing her head out far enough to look at the toy see-sawing inches above as it went in and out. Her Mom grinned and rammed in harder, giving Hazel a show and Ashley a treat. Ashley gave a cry of pleasure, dropping down further onto her sister and rubbing her cunt at the other teenager's chin. It was too much for Hazel and she vanished between her sister's legs, her tongue going ninety a dozen, even if it was only hitting the target half the time.
Melanie was getting into a rhythm, driving forward at pace, her thighs smacking into her daughter's cute ass as she slammed the toy all the way in. The teen shuddered and shook, still dutifully licking at her sister's pussy, even if Hazel's cunt-lapping, in turn, was more stop-and-start as the older teen kept getting distracted, stopping to gaze at the toy speeding back and forth above her or gasping as a jet of cum shot over her face. "Uuurrrh," Melanie panted, sweat trickling down her; it was tiring but worth it -- for all of them, "Fuck, urrrhhh, urrrhhh, take it good, your ass is so fuckable, uuuhh, uuhhhh, you next Hazel..."
"Yessss, yessss, yessss," Hazel screamed, both in agreement with her Mom and in ecstatic appreciation of her sister's cunt licking skills, as the younger teen dug deep and found the spot. Melanie slammed in again, making Ashley vibrate and shudder, her bare breasts bouncing over her sister's stomach, as she pressed her tongue down her sister's slot, licking fast and hard, desperate to give Hazel pleasure. She succeeded as her older sister screamed again, shivering and shaking as she came, her skin flushing a dark red, "Aaarrrrghhh, fuuuuckkk, yessssss."



Melanie looked down at Hazel's contorting face, so beautiful, so sexy. Only one thing could make it better and so she pulled out the dick of Ashley's ass and pressed it against Hazel's lips. The teen's mouth automatically opened and she began to rock her head, taking the cock which moments before had been up her sister's butthole. Ashley, good girl that she was, didn't complain but continued to energetically lick her sister, making sure her cunt was as full of tongue as her mouth was dick. Not that she had long to wait before Melanie pulled the cock out of Hazel's mouth, the older teen made a face of annoyance (which Melanie ignored) and resumed pounding Ashley's hot little asshole.
"Yes, baby, let Mom fuck that hot hole of yours, mmmmnnn it's so sexy, it should win a prize for fuckability," she grinned as the relubricated toy slipped down and in her youngest's ass. Ashley briefly lifted her head to moan her agreement before ducking down again and eating eagerly as her Mom sodomised her asshole with the same speed and force as before the pause.
After a few moments pause Hazel returned her mouth to her sister's pussy and began to return the licking, the two teens sixty-nining expertly as their Mom slammed back and forth, filling Ashley with a plastic prick. She panted with exertion as she carried on pounding her daughter, not stopping even as the teenager trembled and shuddered in orgasmic delight, still licking at her sister. A trickle of sweat ran down Melanie, between her breasts, and she decided it was time for a change.
She pulled the cock from Ashley's ass, taking a moment to admire the cratered hole, red-rimmed and dark within, like a cavern's depths. Then she took a seat at the edge of the bed, grinning at her daughters as they slowly disengaged from each other's twats. "Come and sit on me Hazel, it's your turn for an ass-fucking," she said with a smile.
Hazel almost leapt up with excitement, pushing her sister away. Taking out her plug and tossing it carelessly in the corner she clambered on her Mom, her back towards her and her feet on the older woman's thighs, slowly descending, one hand on the toy to guide it into her hole. She moaned as it entered, continuing to work her way down as Melanie grasped the teen's side and levered herself up to help; only a couple of feet away Ashley was on her hands and knees staring greedily at her sister's soaked cunt. The younger teen remained in situ, licking her lips, as her sister descended, groaning all the time. MMmnnn, urrrrhhh, God, Mom, that feels so good," she moaned, leaning back against Melanie, whose hands reached up and round to fondle her titties, "MMMnnn, let's fuck," the teen moaned again, rising.
Melanie waited until Hazel was fully up, girding herself for the teen coming down. Hazel grunted and dropped, Melanie slamming to meet her with a crash. They quickly went again, moving from a staccato drumbeat to a flowing symphony as they quickly matched each other's speed and pace. It was hard to tell who had the most bangable butt, Melanie thought, before deciding there was no reason to make a choice -- not when both were on offer and neither sister seemed to mind their Mom fucking the other. Indeed from the way Ashley was slavering, she was decidedly turned on.
Her Mom grinned at her, "Come and join in, lick Hazel's pussy again."
"Oh God, yes, do," Hazel gasped her agreement.
Ashley almost dived forward, her head ducking down to her older sister's moist pussy and proceeding to make it wetter with her enthusiastic, if not always well-targeted, lapping. Hazel gasped and shivered, leaning back and crushing her Mom's breasts as the older woman rammed up, her hands reaching round to grip at her daughter's pair, squeezing them hard, kneading her fingers in. The night was meeting her expectations and then exceeding them; she'd known what hot sexpots Ashley and Hazel were individually and she had been hoping together they'd be as good -- they weren't, they were a dozen times better. She hoped that this would be a regular occurrence, banging both the teens together and from the way Ashley was pussy lapping her older sister, their Mom was optimistic it would be.
"Yesssss, yesss, yessssss," Hazel screamed loudly, bouncing up and down like she was on a trampoline. The cock speared deep into her, shooting all the way up her ass tunnel and stretching it open; as an experienced butt fucker Melanie knew what to do and how to keep the pressure up, as her almost equally experienced daughter descended with speed. Meanwhile, Ashley might not have as much practice as her Mom and sister, but she was making up for it with her enthusiasm, her tongue flicking over her sister's pussy as her hand's resting on Hazel's bouncing thighs.
"Aaarrrghhh, yesssss, I'm cumming," screamed Hazel, her entire body trembling and shuddering, as both her holes were pleasured. "AAAarrrghh, I'm cumming."
Melanie thrust harder, driving her daughter through her orgasm, so that she reached heaven, paused, and continued upwards, shrieking like a rocket, her cunt literally geysering cum over her sister's face and into her mouth. Ashley continued to greedily lick, her table manners forgotten in her enthusiasm to get as much of her sister down her throat as possible. Melanie's continued pounding meant there was plenty to drink down and Ashley showed how thirsty she continued to be, her tongue slapping forward and in like she was an ant after honey.
The teen's laps were drowned out by the groans and gasps of Hazel, becoming louder and higher-pitched as she quickly returned to another analgasm, her body burning and flaring like she was a meteor entering the atmosphere. "Yessss, aaarrghhh," she screamed loudly, before adding, unoriginally and unnecessarily, "I'm cumming, I am so cumming!"
Melanie pounded the shuddering teen, only slowing to a halt as the temporarily stunned Hazel began to slip off. Ashley looked up, smiling hopefully, "My turn again?" she giggled and rolled onto her back, pulling her legs up and wide to show her asshole.
"Oh yes," grinned Melanie and guided the dick forwards.
*
It was either late at night or early in the morning, depending on whether the glass was half-full or half-empty, when Melanie slipped under the covers exhausted. Her two equally tired daughters joined her, one on each side, snuggling into her comfortably.
"That was so much fun," groaned Ashley, "Hazel's cunt is so tasty."
"So is yours," said Hazel, before looking at her Mom, "We're going to do this again, right?"
"Regularly I hope," grinned Melanie, as she hugged her seduced daughters, before closing her eyes and drifting into a happy, dream-filled sleep.
*
The End.
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"Hello, can I help you?" Veronica Campbell's first thought on answering the door was that her friends must have decided to send her an early birthday present. The young pigtailed blonde on the other side was wearing cut-down denim shorts and a bikini just a little bit too small for her round breasts. However, the fact that her best friend, Lorna Chang, was standing behind her and seemed as surprised as she was at having a sexy hottie on the doorstep, suggested she hadn't sent her and her other friends would have wanted to be around to see what their money had bought.
"Hi," the girl twittered prettily with just a tiny trace of lisp, "I'm fundraising for the local college cheer team -- Go Cougars -- we're doing a carwash to help pay for new uniforms. Do you want me to wash you and your husband's cars" She nodded at the two vehicles sitting in the driveway.
"I'm not married, it's a friend who is here for coffee," Veronica explained. She took another look at the young woman, at most twenty and probably only eighteen or nineteen, with a fresh-faced natural prettiness about her combined with a sexy body that she obviously kept in shape. But the grin the girl gave hinted at a naughtiness and sexual wildness and Veronica felt that if she couldn't tempt the hot young thing into a lesbian fuckfest she might as well retire and settle into becoming a doddering pensioner reminiscing about the old days. A smile crossed the tall black woman's face as she imagined the bikini popping up off and the gorgeous breasts below; the girl was just the right age, twenty-one was Veronica's age limit and had been for the last twenty-nine years since she left college herself. "It could certainly do with a clean...?"
"Kaylee..." the teen introduced herself.
"Mine as well," Lorna pushed herself forward, the Asian woman, was at least three-quarters of a foot smaller than her friend and a little chubbier with the larger, bouncier breasts which went with her frame; but like Veronica, she was a practised seducer of younger hotties and had her eye on this one; Veronica didn't mind, she liked to share.
"Cool," the teen grinned as she started to negotiate a price. It didn't take long, both Veronica and Lorna were more than willing to pay top-dollar for a hot thing in a bikini and Kaylee quickly accepted their generosity, bill signs almost flashing in her eyes. "Can I use hot water from your kitchen?" she asked indicating the bucket behind her.
"Of course," replied Veronica, letting the young woman in and directing her to the kitchen, before following close behind admiring the jiggle under the tight shorts; the cheerleader dressed both for practicality and business.
Kaylee quickly filled the bucket, adding in more soap suds than were strictly necessary so that the excess dropped out of the bucket. Veronica didn't mind that some dropped on the floor, it could be cleaned, as others drifted onto the teen's thighs as she walked back towards the hallway. Part of Veronica wanted to go after her and stare at the teen hungrily as she soaped the car. However, you didn't get to bang as many hot bits as Veronica had if you followed them around like a love-sick puppy. Lorna knew the game as well, so she didn't seek to stop Veronica as she closed the door behind the teen and instead waited until Kaylee had moved far enough down the drive that she would have had to have the hearing of Supergirl to be able to listen to what was being said. The Chinese woman grinned, "Now she is hot and my gaydar is pinging."
"She is a cheerleader, she'll have experimented," Veronica spoke with the experience of near thirty years of teaching, the last half-dozen as a Principal in the town's top high school.
"So we're interested, then?" Lorna grinned wickedly.
"I am," smiled Veronica in agreement, "and it wouldn't seem right not to share her, given she's also giving your car a soaping."
The two women moved to the window, careful not to stand too obviously close as they watched the cheerleader start to sponge down the car; there were a lot of bubbles and a lot of water and the young woman didn't seem to mind that plenty of both ended up dripping down her as she energetically swabbed. As she moved her tits bounced enticingly in the bikini, making both the women more eager to experience her bounty, especially when she bent over to clean the bottom of the car and showed how firm her ass was in the tight denims, the shorts clinging so closely they could have been sculpted. The two older women admired the view as they agreed their approach, both were seasoned lesbian seductresses, who knew the routes to draw a younger woman in, whether she was a stranger to the Sapphic side or one who was almost as experienced as they were; whether she was coy and shy or wanton and willing or somewhere in between there was always a path to her pussy.
The plan done, Veronica cleared the coffee cups from the front room and replaced them with some (quality) white wine, after pouring a couple of glasses for herself and Lorna, she placed it in the ice chiller. The two women then moved to the window again, standing far enough back they wouldn't be noticed as they sipped the wine and observed their sexy prey. She was wiping away the soap now, singing some song, which was inaudible through the pane, whilst her tits jiggled and threatened to break free of the bikini top. After a few minutes she stepped back and wiped her head with the hand which was still holding the sponge, letting a few suds drip down her as she checked her handiwork. They were gleaming, whatever she was like fucking, she knew how to clear a car. The two women retreated from the window and sat back down again as the teen quickly poured the remaining water into a drain, dropped her sponge and shammy in the bucket and headed to the door.
Veronica stood up as soon as the doorbell rang, then slowly walked to the door not wanting to appear hurried. "Have you done, Kaylee?" she asked as she opened it.
"Yes, do you want to have a look?" the teen smiled, she had braces but they seemed to add to her sexiness, not detract from it.
"I'm sure they'll be fine, why don't you come in for a minute whilst we get our purses?" Veronica stood back, making sure the door was wide open and that the teen had little space to refuse.
"Are you sure?" Kaylee said politely, "I'm a bit damp."
"It's fine," said Veronica continuing to hold the door open and not retreating so the cheerleader had little choice but to comply and follow her host into the main room, where Lorna was waiting, looking nothing like a spider, but still the centre of a web which had been spun and which college girl was getting trapped in even though she didn't know it.
"I looked out the window, it looks like a good job, my car hasn't shone so much since it was in the showroom," Lorna said.
The teen blushed in gratitude, pocketing the money that Lorna passed her as Veronica pretended to look for a moment for some, before saying. "I'm afraid my purse is upstairs, I'll be a minute." Then she paused as if she was having an idea, "Why don't you have a quick glass of wine while you're waiting."
"No, I couldn't," said Kaylee, automatically looking at the bottle, her eyes widening slightly when she saw the vintage, much better quality than the cheap plonk that students could afford.
"I insist, it's too much for two," smiled Veronica.
"Especially as I need to drive home in my new car," smiled Lorna, standing up to take a new wine glass from the cabinet, which she passed to Kaylee and before the teen could object was standing in front of her with the bottle, "Say when," she said and poured, continuing past the teen's 'when' until it was near the top.
"Um, thanks," said Kaylee, looking around for where to sit and finding herself being guided to the sofa to sit next to Lorna.
"I'll pay for you, you did buy the wine" smiled Lorna looking at her friend and almost winking as the plan fell into place. It was important to keep some pressure on the younger woman and hem her in between them so Veronica sat down on the sofa beside them, close enough to Kaylee that the teen inched slightly away, but found herself thigh to thigh with Lorna, the mature Asian woman, smiling as she was touched. "So what are you studying in college?" she asked as if she wasn't literally rubbing against the younger woman's thigh.
"Um... English," the teen said squirming a little as she tried to separate herself from Lorna without touching Veronica, something she found was impossible.
"Enjoying it?" Veronica asked, making the teen turn her head away from Lorna and to her.
"Yes, lots of reading though, I mean I don't mind reading, but during summer rather be outside doing things," the teen said.
"I can understand that," it was Lorna again, forcing Kaylee back towards her and allowing her friend to move even closer so that she was almost on top of the young woman. "I'm a librarian and I'd like to be out sunning myself most days."
"You certainly have a tan," Veronica's finger moved over the blonde's skin, which was obviously much lighter than the black woman's even if more a golden brown than it was in winter.
"And you work out," Lorna's slid her hand onto Kaylee's bicep and gave it a gentle squeeze, before running a finger up and down the toned upper arm to her shoulder
"You have to as a cheerleader," Kaylee said, her eyes fluttering between the two women and then down to her hands as they gently and seductively skimmed over her, so light the touch felt almost accidental.
"Mmnnn, I see you have to keep your hair soft and shampooed as well," it was Veronica's turn to speak and the blonde turned to her blushing slightly, as the older woman's fingers ran through her blonde flax.
She seemed about to reply when Lorna's hand moved to her thigh gently squeezing it and making the teen turn back, "You must exercise to keep your legs so toned and firm, I can't feel any fat..." the older Asian said in a purr, giving another quick grasp as she did so.
"You certainly keep fit," said Veronica, a finger trailing down the teen's naked back as far as the bikini strap and then up again.
"Oh," giggled Kaylee, her cheeks red. However, whilst she wiggled a bit she made no move to stop the older women or get up from the couch, instead letting them run their hands through her hair and over her body, gently and slowly but certainly sexily, even if -- with some imagination -- they could claim innocence.
"What's it like being a cheerleader?" Lorna asked, "Fun?"
Before she had time to answer Veronica was butting in, "When I was at college the cheerleaders had a reputation for being... very friendly with each other..." she paused and put an emphasis on the final words, making the teen blush as she figured the hidden meaning behind them.
"I mean, not like that, I mean some of the girls do," she said, blushing, but not moving though she must have been picking up hints of the older woman's intention, "I've not."
"Yet?" asked Lorna and the teen gave a half-committal shrug and looked down at the older woman's hand as it moved up and down her thigh, gently squeezing as she moved.
"So what about a boyfriend?" asked Veronica and the teen shook her head. "Girlfriend?" the older woman quickly followed up.
"Neither, I'm free and single."
"That's the best way, you can have lots of fun," smiled Lorna.
The two older women grinned at each other and it quickly gave Kaylee a chance to ask a question of her own, "So are you lesbians?"
"We dabble," admitted Lorna with a smile, Veronica giggling as she thought of all the dabbling she'd done and there was plenty of it.
"Are you girlfriends?" the teen followed up.
"We've fucked," said Veronica, "But we're not a couple - fuck-friends you could say. Are you shocked?"
"N... no, it's kinda cool, living life like you want," the teen smiled back.
"That we are," smiled Lorna, licking her lips seductively as she squeezed at the younger woman's thigh. Kaylee giggled and blushed, but didn't pull away.
"College is a time for discovery," Veronica said, "We both decided that we loved pussy, much more than cock."
"I don't think I could give up the dick," Kaylee admitted, "but I'm not saying that pussy sampling is off the menu; if you can't go lesbo when you're in college, when can you?"
Veronica took that as a signal to slip her hand down to the bikini strap and creep along it to snapper. The plastic bit popped open with a press. Kaylee just gave another giggle as her bikini loosened, gradually slipping down and off her breasts to drop on her knees, leaving her topless and exposing her nipples, pierced through with a golden metal bar. She jiggled them and made them bounce, giggling as she did and not worrying that she was in the middle of two older lesbians.
"They're nice," grinned Veronica, as she turned herself further into the cheerleader so she could get a good look at the two pert breasts, paler than the surrounding flesh but still looking delightfully edible.
Lorna must have been thinking the same thing, unsurprisingly, as she said, "They look good enough to eat."
The teen giggled, "Couple of my ex-boyfriends said the same."
"Well let me try them," said Lorna and not waiting for a reply she placed her mouth on one and began to suckle and lick it, before sliding across and repeating her actions with the twin.
Kaylee tittered as her tits were tenderly teased, wriggling slightly so her thighs were brushing at Lorna. Veronica continued to brush the teen's back, sliding her finger over the bumps in the spine, feeling them contract as Kaylee stretched and moaned. After a few moments, she reached around and began to gently squeeze at the spare titty, still wet with her friend's saliva. "MMmnnn," Kaylee let out a moan of pleasure, her eyes closing and her mouth opening invitingly. It gave Veronica the space to move forward, her lips pressing on the younger woman's and her tongue moving in. There was no resistance from the blonde, her own tongue meeting the older woman's and wrapping around it, as their lips firmly locked and their jaws moved as if they were both eating an invisible meal.
Veronica's hand moved to the teen's stomach, smoothly flat and firm, and stroked down -- only to find that Lorna was there before her and already fiddling with the buttons. Even as she struggled, a third hand joined them, that of Kaylee, the teen snapping open the fastening as if she did it every day. The two older women slipped their thumbs under the hem and pulled the denim hotpants down. Underneath Kaylee was only wearing a thong to cover her modesty, "Mmmnn," she moaned, "Take them down." Immediately she resumed kissing Veronica, her tongue stabbing back at the older black woman's.
The thongs went down to her upper thigh as both older lesbians reached to her pussy. It was smooth, apart from a tiny landing strip at the top, and already wet. It got even damper as Veronica and Lorna's fingers brushed over it, pressing at the teen's labia and lips and stroking the inside. The younger woman shuddered in excitement, her tongue driving at Veronica. "Mmmnn," she moaned, breaking the kiss for a moment, to let loose her passion. This time it was Lorna's mouth which latched to it, the Chinese woman kissing the teen hard and fast, her hand cupping a breast.
It gave Veronica space to get up off the couch and kneeling in front of the teen, fully remove her denims and thong, together with her pumps and socks, leaving Kaylee totally naked and hot with it. With Lorna's hands now occupied as she played with the teen's tits as she kissed her powerfully, it left Veronica with easy access and she began to slide her digit in. The effect was electric as if the blonde had been hooked to the mains, as she bolted up and gasped, almost pushing Lorna away. Veronica began to pump in and out, feeling the wet walls grasping at her fingers as she thrust away. "OOOhhhh, mmmnn, yesss," gasped Kaylee for a moment, before she reached round to pull Lorna's mouth against hers for a second time and began to kiss away.
"Your cunt is soaking, I can't believe it can be any wetter" grinned Veronica as she added a second finger to make her statement a rare example of a self-fulfilling non-prophecy as the twat began to create more juice. The pussy pulsated with her touch, clamping around her as she drove in, the flesh wet and warm, easing around her. The older woman shoved quicker and faster, making the teen shudder and shiver, only the fact that Lorna was half on her stopped Kaylee from sitting fully upright and squealing to the high heavens. Pausing for a moment, Veronica took off her sweater, she hadn't been expecting to be fucking a hot teen so she was wearing a bra designed for comfort, not sexiness and she quickly divested herself of it before the teen could look down, though as she and Lorna were sucking each other's faces off, Kaylee was distracted.
Placing her hands on Kaylee's inner thighs, Veronica pulled them apart and looked at the treasure beneath, the teenage pussy gleaming with juice and looking ready for eating. The older woman grinned and went down, sliding her tongue over the slit and feeling the reaction from the cheerleader, as she vibrated in eager anticipation. The black woman's tongue continued to tease, sweeping over the labia and mons and tickling at the clitoral hood without putting enough pressure on it to do anything to the bud beneath. The teen's hand moved down and onto Veronica's head, stroking her hair and trying to encourage her, without putting too much weight, into going further. Veronica was in no hurry, the longer she waited the wetter and tastier the juicy fuck-hole would be and also as it sounded like it was Kaylee's first time with another woman's tongue, she wanted it to be so good that the teen wouldn't think about cock ever again. Plus, she didn't like to be rushed by younger women, she remained in charge.
"MMmnnn, lick me," moaned Kaylee, her fingers threading at Veronica's long hair. The older woman continued to tease but looked up over the mons to see that Lorna had broken away and was undoing her blouse, allowing the teen space to speak. The top fluttered to the ground, followed by a bra and then the Asian woman went back into the blonde, kissing her hard, her larger naked breasts rubbing and bouncing over the teen's pert pair. The two of them went at it and Veronica lowered her eyes to concentrate on the teenage twat in front of her, her tongue still teasing the slit, but going faster and faster, sometimes pressing between the lips and onto the sensitive flesh.
Slurping, munching sounds came from the kissing pair, loudly passionate. Veronica pressed forward, feeling the excited reaction of Kaylee as the tongue entered her wet hole. The black woman swung it round and forward, lapping hard at the soaked, soft walls, her tongue making indentations in the flesh and sweeping away the juicy cum. Harder and deeper she went, adding a couple of fingers and driving them in hard. The teen shuddered and shook, her body stiff one moment, relaxed like a rag doll, the next. More cum filled the hole, only to be drunk down by the older woman, her tongue driving at the teenager's walls and sweeping them like a house painter on acid.
The juice was so tasty, lukewarm with the unforgettable freshness of teenage twat. Veronica could have stayed longer, but equally, she was sharing her with Lorna and she knew her friend would also want a taste. She carried on for another couple of minutes, putting in maximum effort so that Kaylee was shuddering and grunting even as she tried to kiss Lorna, her cunt as wet as it probably ever had been. Then, with the taste of teen still in her mouth, Veronica stood up and removed her pants and underwear, before dropping back on the couch. Her mouth slipped onto the teen's nearest breast and she began to suckle and lick the nip until it was as hard as cast-iron. The teen moaned and gasped, "Ohhh, God, yes," she groaned as Lorna broke away from her allowing Veronica to move her mouth up to replace her friends, kissing passionately, her tongue passing cunt juice into the teen's mouth as it flickered in.



Below her Lorna was getting between Kaylee's legs and starting to show what she could do, to the cheerleader's delight, certainly if the way she kissed Veronica hard was any clue, her body shivering and wriggling under the black woman's. Veronica kissed back hard, her tongue fluttering over the teen's like a moth drawn to a flame, at the same time she was grasping the teenager's tits, squeezing first one and then the other, her nails digging deep into the soft flesh. Kaylee's body arched and surged against her, her gasps of pleasure filling Veronica's mouth as her own lips pressed and munched.
The older woman shifted her mouth again, slipping it first against the teen's neck to suckle at the throat like she was a rabidly hungry vampire and then as the teen cried and gasped, back down to the titties, taking a hard nipple between her teeth and teasing it. All the time she could sense Lorna's head between the teen's legs as her friend lapped at the cute cunt with the same eager enthusiasm as Veronica earlier. The teen certainly appreciated their ministrations, her entire body shaking and flushing red as the orgasms tore through her body. "Ooohhh, yessss, God yessss," she groaned passionately, "Eat me, suck me, lick me, oooohhh fuck, I've never had anything like this, shit, fucccckkk, yessss! AAArrrrrghhh, make me cum, yesssss, I like that, aaaarrgghh!"
High-pitched screams filled the room as Kaylee came, her body bucking and rocking like she was in the middle of being occupied by a demon.
"Time for you to lick some pussy," Veronica grinned at the red-faced teen, her blonde hair awry and her eyes still sparkling from the orgasm. Kaylee nodded eagerly as Veronica stood up and took her by the shoulders positioning her so she was lying along the couch. Lorna got up and over the armrest, dipping down to resume her tonguing of the hot pussy. The teen shuddered and groaned as the older woman's tongue carried on its good work, but her moans were soon muffled as Veronica clambered onto her, kneeling on either side of the teen's head and lowered her pussy on her face.
The teen's tongue shot out and she began to lick at the smooth black cunt over her mouth. There was no skill or expertise, no attempt to tease or tantalise, just brute force and passion as Kaylee forced herself between the labia slit and into the hole, slurping away as she tried to find the special spots and drink down the juice. Veronica didn't complain, her experience of teenage twat lickers was that they often prioritised power over precision, not yet having learnt that a well-placed and artful lap could produce the same amount of pleasure as a frenzied half-dozen licks. However, as the teen was managing those six laps a second there was little to complain about, especially as Veronica reached down and pried her pussy open with her own fingers allowing the teen's tongue deeper access to her erogenous zones.
"Yes, lick my cunt," she moaned, bending over so she could roll her hands down Kaylee's midriff. The teen went ever faster, even if less expertly, driving herself as far up as she could, the juice dripping down and into her throat.
"Me next," giggled Lorna, briefly looking up from Kaylee's cunt; Veronica knew what a good cunt-licker her friend was and she hoped that Kaylee would learn from her. She nodded and ground herself harder at the cheerleader, encouraging her to make up in power what she was lacking in precision. The teen did so, her tongue going even harder.
"Ooohhh, yes," moaned Veronica, "Make sure you're hitting the spot, make me wet."
The teen continued to go at her pussy with the same eager, if untapped, enthusiasm. At least her power and passion were making up for her lack of skill, and to be fair, it was doing so and then some, as Veronica felt the pleasure welling up in her. She clamped her teeth to stop the ecstasy seeping up, keeping it in for what would be an explosive finale. At the same time, she was working her twat over the cheerleader's mouth, pressing herself down deep, so that the teenager's tongue was as far into the hole as possible, twisting and swivelling, swirling around. In front of her, she could see Lorna's eyes looking at her, as the Chinese woman continued with her own juicy meal. Veronica grinned back and then let out a cry of excitement as the ecstasy within her was let loose like a dam breaking.
"Aaarrrrghhh, yesssss, fucccckk, aaaaarggghhh, faster, aaaarrgghhh, hit it, aaaaarrghhh, make me cum more, fucccckkk, aaaarggghhh," her screams and cries reverberated around the room as the orgasm almost physically lifted her up, "Aaaaarrrghhh" she shrieked, "Aaaarrrghhhh!"
The teen carried on licking until a panting
Veronica lifted herself up.
"Me now," giggled Lorna, immediately standing and skipping around to place herself on Kaylee's face. Veronica took a step back, letting her legs slowly regain their strength as her friend positioned herself and began to groan, before lowering herself so that she was lapping again at Kaylee as the teenage licked back.
"I'll just be a minute," Veronica said, though she wasn't sure either of them heard.
She went upstairs to her room and to her sex-toy drawer; opening it and perusing the multitude of toys that she had collected over the years -- dildos of virtually all sizes and shapes, double-enders, plugs, strap-ons as well as a variety of other fetishes such as nipple clamps, whips and ball-gags. All the latter would be a bit much she decided, but the teen looked like she would be up for some proper strap-on fucking; she'd said she liked real dick and from Veronica's experience teens who liked male cock were seldom averse to the female variety. She got into one of the strap-ons, her favourite ten-inch neon pink one and picked another, of equal size, for Lorna before going downstairs.
She hadn't been long, but in that time her friend and Kaylee had shifted positions, so they were both on their hands and knees in the middle of the room, Lorna behind the teen, her hands on her round butt cheeks as she tongued her cunt. Kaylee gasped and squealed in pleasure, her blond hair tossing like a gale as she shook her head up and down, her back arching like she was in a yoga session.
"You want some cock?" said Veronica. Kaylee turned her head, her eyes getting even wider as she saw the size of the plastic prick the older woman was sporting, and then she nodded enthusiastically (or perhaps shuddered so much from the orgasms that her neck lost control of her head). Veronica moved in front of her, "Let's lube it first," she grinned and Kaylee knew exactly what was required, her head bowing to take the dick in her mouth. "That's good, take it all," said Veronica as the teen's lips rolled down the plastic prick, "Suck it, baby."
For a moment Lorna looked up to see what was happening, a grin crossing her face, before she ducked down and resumed her licking, though now adding a couple of fingers to Kaylee's juicy box to drive the teen into an even bigger frenzy. It seemed to work as the cheerleader's head bounced up and down the python like she was sucking off the Quarterback after a winning game. Not that she was the only one doing the work as Veronica also worked her hips, pressing the dick forward as far into the teen's willing mouth as could be managed. Kaylee might have been inexperienced at pussy-licking, but she seemed to have plenty of practice at prick-sucking, even if this was off the plastic variety rather than the real flesh and blood she'd been using before. In and out the cock went, her lips rolling up and down it, leaving tiny traces of saliva over the ribbed surface; each time she was taking it deeper, pressing it over her tongue, then against her cheek and finally at her throat.
Many recipients of Veronica's large dildo were put off taking it so deep they gagged, but Kaylee seemed to have no such inhibitions. Though she paused after she choked, pulling back and taking a deep breath through her nose, she was soon back, taking the dildo deep and into her throat, so that she was gagging and gasping, soaking the dildo with her bile and saliva, the excess liquid pouring through her lips and over her chin like she was a messy eater presented with a plate of watery chicken soup. Veronica carried on working her hips, fucking the teen's face as hard as she thought the teen could take it, each thrust a little more as she realised that the cheerleader was capable of being face-fucked hard. Still, she didn't want to actually choke Kaylee into unconsciousness so she said, "Stop if it's too much and take a break."
Kaylee's head banged forward as if she was insulted at even the suggestion she might not be able to suck the huge dong, her blonde hair swinging beneath her, her pert tits jiggling. Veronica grinned and shrugged, putting her hands on her waist, she fucked the teen's beautiful face harder. Kaylee took the cock, if not with ease, at least with enthusiasm, her head bouncing and bobbing down the dick as behind her Lorna licked even faster and harder, making the teen tremble. More saliva slipped from the cheerleader's mouth, pouring over her chin and dripping down onto the rug, creating a damp patch. Her eyes were misted and she was blinking rapidly, but not enough to stop liquid tears from sliding from the side of her eyes, leaving a stain across her face as they slipped down.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck," grunted Veronica and pounded in. She had to say Kaylee was impressive, she must be very popular in the footballer's changing room, though hopefully after today she'd be equally willing to try out in the cheerleader showers with her friends.
The teen began to shudder even more than before and not because she was being pounded from the front, but because Lorna's tonguing had driven her to a climax, the cheerleader's skin flushing as the blood flowed through her. Smiling Lorna got up, wiping her lips and clearing the cum away, "I think her pussy is nice and wet for a good fucking, don't you Kaylee?" she spanked her hand gently across the butt as the teenager drove herself forward to suck the cock in her mouth. Lorna reached for the strap-on that had been brought for her, "If you want to swap."
"Mnnnn, I'll fuck that hot little pussy," agreed Veronica.
She pulled the toy from Kaylee's mouth and the teen gulped and gasped for fresh air, before bringing her head up and shaking it, so her blonde hair waved around her shoulders, "I want you both to fuck me together," she confirmed, "Ram my pussy and I'll suck your strap-on cock, I want it I've never had a lesbian spit-roast."
She didn't say whether she'd been in the between two guys, but Veronica didn't care, the teen's past sexual history was of no interest to her except in that it opened her up to being fucked between two older lesbians. Veronica didn't wait for her friend to get ready, quickly moving behind Kaylee. The teen's cunt was leaking, the juice visible over the lips and flushed a deep red, like it had been painted. Taking the strap-on in one hand, Veronica reached forward with the other one to pry apart the wet hole. She slid in, feeling the teen's excited vibration as she was penetrated. Kaylee's head went up like she'd been given a new lease of life, "Yes, fuck me with your cock, fuck my cunt."
Veronica proceeded to do just that, grasping the cheerleader's waist for balance and starting to drive forward. Kaylee grunted in pleasure, rocking as she was pounded, her own body pressing back to meet the older woman, her blonde hair whipping around. A few feet away Lorna was slipping on her strap-on and looking at the two of them, licking her lips at the thought that she'd be with them any second; the toy on she took a swig of the now warm wine and moved to Kaylee's front, "Suck on this," she instructed.
The teen took a few seconds to comply as she was still bouncing back and forth, but with a supreme effort of willpower, she managed to stop rocking long enough to slide her mouth up the toy, making sure she was speared from both sides. Veronica slowed a moment, to help, then once satisfied that Kaylee had the cock in her mouth she resumed her banging, driving the dildo all the way into the teen's slippery tunnel. The younger woman was squashed between the older ones, but judging from the way she enthusiastically drove herself, she was even more excited than they were. Veronica squeezed at the teen's waist harder, making sure she had a good grip as she pounded the pussy. In front of her, Lorna was grinning widely as she fed the teen her strap-on, one hand on the teen's head, the other on her own hip. Sweaty rivulets were starting to form across the golden tan of the cheerleaders, running down her back and sides.
"Take our cocks, take them deep," Lorna grunted, her large tits bouncing as she pounded forward.
"Damn, she's so hot and fuckable," Veronica said. She slammed her cock deep into the wanton teen's willing hole, sending it so deep that her thighs cracked into the blonde's butt cheeks.
"MMnnnn, gwrfff," Kaylee said in return, her vocabulary limited by the large strap-on in her mouth. However, she seemed to be in agreement with the older women, stepping up a gear and moving with even more energy and enthusiasm, bouncing like a squash ball in the middle of the court.
The two women rammed back and forth, Kaylee wasn't the first teen they'd shared, nor the first they'd spit-roasted, but for enthusiasm she had to be in the top five, possibly the top six as they disagreed over a young redhead they'd fucked on a weekend getaway a couple of years ago. Still, whether she was fifth or sixth, she was certainly, as Veronica said fuckable, and well worth the cost of getting their cars washed (and she'd done a good job on that as well, providing even more value for money). Veronica's thighs smacked continually against the teen's cheeks, leaving them red. She reached down and rubbed her hand over the skin, feeling the heat of the flushed buttocks. On a whim, she pushed her thumb at the teen's asshole and not seeing any pushback from the cheerleader she forced it passed the sphincter and into the hole. Kaylee seemed to become even more energetic, thrusting her body back at the black woman's and shuddering in excited pleasure. Veronica twisted and pushed, getting her thumb deeper into the hole.
"Fuck my ass, please, yes," Kaylee broke from sucking the strap-on in front of her long enough to say what she wanted.
Veronica didn't need a second invite, butt-fucking teens was her favourite thing and she'd never knowingly turned down a chance to pound a hot teenage bottom. She quickly took the toy out of the sopping twat and, pulling her thumb out, guided it towards the second hole. Kaylee let out a gaspy giggle as the dildo went in, giving a quick groan of "Fuck it hard," before returning to suck at Lorna's fake phallus with renewed enthusiasm.
Veronica pushed the toy forward, it slipped in easily for the first couple of inches, before meeting resistance. Suspecting that the teen would want the full length, Veronica gripped Kaylee's waist and started to pull herself forward, pushing the toy deeper and deeper with each go. The teen bucked, her back curving inwards, as she did her part and pressed herself back to meet the older woman, before springing forward to make sure she continued to suck the other dick. Soon the three of them were in a rhythm again, the toy pounding deep into the teen's back-hole as she eagerly deep-throated the other. The two older women grinned at each other, enjoying the vibrations as the teen was slammed between them, the strap-ons rubbing at their own clits as they went to it.
It was hard to believe that Kaylee was a lesbian virgin, given her enthusiasm with the two older women. Obviously, she'd enjoyed guys before, and by the looks of it, more than one at once, but she had said she'd not been with another woman before; if that was true, and Veronica, had no reason to doubt the cheerleader, she seemed to be enjoying it. Veronica suspected this might be the start of a lesbian journey and she felt a rush of pride at the thought she'd begun it and a small sadness at how none of the other women who enjoyed the teenage nympho would realise it.
Veronica felt a bead of perspiration slipping down her nose, she ignored it as wiping it away would mean removing her hands from Kaylee's waist and that would likely mean slowing down the incessant pounding she was giving the teen. Another followed the first and Veronica shook her head to clear it, knowing that it would only delay the drop not stop it, the trouble with going fast and hard, even if Kaylee was appreciating it. In front of her, Lorna was moving at a more sedate pace, even if it was faster than most young women would take as they were face-fucked. She saw Veronica looking at her and grinned, jiggling her tits for her friend's pleasure and made clear she was ready to swap.
"Let's go," Veronica pulled out her cock from the now gaping hole, rubbing the sweat from her eyes.
"Don't stop," gasped Kaylee, misunderstanding why her holes were suddenly empty.
"Don't worry, we're just starting," grinned Lorna. She quickly was behind the college cheerleader and was sliding her dripping dildo into the back hole before it could close.
"Ooohh, yes, fuck my ass some more," the teen wailed in pleasure. She was going to say something more, but Veronica was in front of her, feeding her strap-on and the teen quickly changed her mind and started to suck at it, not seeming to mind it had been in her ass only moments before.
Veronica began to work it, getting the strap-on relubricated by the teen's mouth, the younger woman's wet lips running up and down the plastic prick. After the pounding she had given Kaylee's ass, face-fucking her was much more relaxed, a gentle workout as she only needed to push forward a couple of inches and Kaylee did the rest, her head bouncing up and down like she was at an Iron Maiden concert, taking the dick deeper into her mouth than virtually any of her contemporaries would be able to manage. Reaching down, Veronica put her hand on the back of the blonde's head, feeling the silky hair against her palm as she pushed the teen further in, so she was gulping hard at the cock as it hit the back of her throat, drool and saliva coming from her mouth. Veronica grinned and carried on the face-fucking.
Opposite her Lorna was going to town on the younger woman's ass, slamming back and forth so fast that she was almost a blur, her ample bosom jumping and swinging with each thrust, her dark hair matted with sweat and all awry as if she'd taken a floor brush rather than a hair one to it. She was grinning deeply though, as she enjoyed teenage ass as much as Veronica and Kaylee was a choice bit of it. Watching her Veronica felt her energy rise and whilst having the strap-on sucked was nice, the press from a strap-on in the mouth was not nearly as powerful a hit against the clit as the teen's other holes. However, it wouldn't be fair to swap just yet, Lorna deserved her time fucking the back door; Veronica enjoyed sharing and that only worked if you were equitable about it and one woman didn't hog all the fun.
However, she did have an idea.
Looking down at the teen, still with a cock in her mouth, Veronica asked "Do you want us to properly double-fuck you? Me slamming that wet cunt of yours and Lorna, keeping pounding your ass?" She looked up at her friend and smiled, "I don't need to ask if you want to."
"You know I never say no to DP," her friend grunted back, not pausing in fucking the teen in front of her.
"Do you?" Veronica grinned down at Kaylee.
The teen took her mouth from the cock, panting for a second or two as she tried to find her breath, before nodding eagerly, "Yes, yes I want."
Lorna pulled her strap-on out and sat back on the couch, patting her thighs to show the teen where she wanted her. Kaylee got on top of her, her feet curling around so they were gripping the older woman as she slowly lowered her well-opened ass onto the thick toy, groaning and wiggling as it penetrated her. She slid all the way down as Veronica watched, waiting until the teen was fully impaled before stepping between her and Lorna's legs and guiding the strap-on towards the teen's soaked twat.



"MMmnnnn, oooohhh," Kaylee moaned pleasurably as the dildo entered her. Her pussy was soaked and it slid down easily, despite the tightness of the tunnel. Veronica continued in, sensing the bump of her friend's toy against the thin, but strong, membrane that separated their holes. The teen gave a groan and shudder as the two toys connected, "God, that feels so good, I've never had anything like it."
"Don't worry, I'll start gently," said Veronica as she pulled back.
"I'm not worried," giggled Kaylee, wiggling on Lorna's lap and reaching down to rub at her clit.
Veronica smiled, that was what she liked to see, though she still went in slowly and calmly, letting the teenager's holes get used to having two interlopers at once. Lorna was also moving, imperceptibly at first, little more than a jiggle of her thighs and then more, lifting up Kaylee and gently pushing her forward onto Veronica's strap-on. The two older women grinned at each other, as their eyes met, double-penetrating a hot teen together wasn't a first and they knew enough about each other's movements to soon get into a rhythmic give and take, with Kaylee in the middle.
The teen gasped and shuddered, relaxing her body so she could take the pummelling from both front and rear. Her blonde hair spilt over her shoulders and down to near her perky breasts, the tresses swinging as she was bounced. Even as she was penetrated she was playing with her clit, adding to her pleasure, so that her breath came in fits and starts and her eyes closed tightly as she tried to keep the ecstasy from bursting loose. She lifted her head back, leaning it on Lorna's shoulder and groaned "Mmmnn, yesss, yesss, fuck my holes, give me those strap-on cocks, it feels so good, oooohhh, keep going."
"You want us to get faster?" smiled Veronica.
"Oh God yes, really fuck me, I want to feel those two dicks in my holes, pound me open," Kaylee moaned in reply.
Veronica looked at Lorna, who smiled her agreement and nodded. The two older women began to increase their pace and power, bouncing the teen between them as first one thrust in and then the other. Kaylee groaned and gasped, shivering in excitement; she might have been spit-roasted before but it was certainly possible that it was her first DP, and certainly her first lesbian one -- though Veronica knew it would be unlikely to be the teen's last.
"Oh God, yes, yes, fuck me, that's so good, oh fuck," the teen squealed again, her entire body seeming to shudder and rock.
"Take it, take these cocks," Lorna grinned, her hands wrapping around to grasp the teenage titties and squeeze them tight.
"That's it, baby, God, you're hot," Veronica said and she meant it in both senses of the word, the sexy teen was sweating and burning as she was pounded between the two women, her blood rushing around her body like a superhighway. The black woman carried on slamming, feeling her own skin heat up as her clitoris was pressed by the strap-on and the teen's body warmth was like a flare between them. She continued ramming her hands clammy and slippery as they grasped the teen's side, sweat dripping down her; it wasn't comfortable, but the pleasure of fucking the cheerleader's hole made it worth it. Below her Lorna looked even sweatier, her skin glistening like she'd been caught in a fresh rain shower and her face contorted as she took both the weight of her Kaylee and Veronica on her. But like her friend Lorna was obviously enjoying it too much to pay much heed to the discomforts, instead using all her strength to lift up Kaylee and drive into her.
"Yessss, yesssss, yesssss," screamed the teen in appreciation, her red-flamed body shaking and shuddering, her blonde hair matted with sweat and her hands clenched tightly, as her limbs tensed and relaxed at the same time, "AAAarrrrghhh, fucccckkk, yessssss!"
In and out went Veronica and Lorna, the perfect partnership, like two Ballroom dancers who were absolutely in sync. The teen was the best judge of their success, screaming and shrieking in pleasure, her entire body rocking and shuddering as she climaxed repeatedly, each seemingly more powerful than before, so hot that it was a miracle steam didn't issue from her ears. "Yesssss, fuck, I'm cumming, don't stop, aaaaarrgghhh, fuuucckkk!"
The two older women took her at her word and even as she came they were continuing, pounding away at the sweating teen and giving her the full benefit of their experience. She screamed again, her muscles no longer able to hold her, so her feet were slipping off Lorna's thighs and her legs lay over them, her head lying in the crook of the older woman's shoulder. "Don't stop," she moaned, "Keep fucking me."
Veronica grinned, "With pleasure," she grunted and rammed in, feeling Lorna's strap-on pulling back as she did and returning as Veronica rose. The two older lesbians continued fucking in unison, as Kaylee moaned and groaned, unable to do anything more energetic, her body totally blown by the double-fucking she had got.
However, it was obvious to Veronica that she and Lorna were now on their last lap; perhaps if they'd been Kaylee's age they could have continued for hours, but now she was (far) the wrong side of forty her energy levels can't keep up with her libido, no matter how fit she was and Lorna, whilst equally as horny for teen pussy, didn't hit the gym nearly as much as Veronica did. Still, like a race, they both aimed for a fast finish, grunting and driving away, as fast and hard as they could, lifting and dropping the teen as if she were a feather floating over a fan.
"Yessss, fucckk, yesss," Veronica grunted as she came, the strap-on bruising back at her clit and sending her heavenwards.
"My God, aaarrggghh," below her Lorna was also gasping in pleasure.
"MMmmmmn," moaned the already totally sated Kaylee.
After the three of them sat naked on the sofa, Kaylee's leaning her head back on the rest, the older woman lying theirs on her shoulder. It took them a few minutes to get the energy back to speak, but eventually Kaylee said, "Wow, that was something."
"You enjoyed your first lesbian experience?" asked Veronica.
"I did, I'm not saying I'm going off guys, but I'm definitely going onto women," grinned Kaylee.
"It was fun, we enjoyed it as well, didn't we Lorna?" said Veronica.
Her friend nodded, "Definitely, and we got our cars washed."
Kaylee grinned, "I could come again next weekend and wash them again."
"That sounds like a deal," laughed Veronica.
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The trouble with dating a hot Mom is that she'll often have an equally hot daughter. It was certainly the case with my girlfriend, Terri's, cheerleading eighteen year old daughter, was a sexpot on legs. Shannon had opened the front door in her costume, which I swear had been designed by a coach whose idea of cheerleading had been formed by watching porn. The skirt only covered the top of her thighs and almost fully showed her long tanned legs and the top, so tight it clung to her tits, was cropped inches above the belly button so I could (at least surreptitiously and for a brief moment) admire her flat stomach, with the belly-button ring and the small tattoo which snaked up from her hip.
"Mom, Frank's here," she called upwards, before wandering into the kitchen as her Mom called down for her to entertain me.
Being a teenager she'd made no attempt to respond to her Mom's instruction, but I followed her anyway, her swaying ass in front of me was a much better view than sitting watching the television in the main room. She turned and jumped on the table, swinging her legs and looking at me as if she'd automatically expected me to be entertained by her Mom's command. "I hear it's a special day, happy birthday."
"Thanks," I replied opening the refrigerator and helping myself to a diet-coke, "though after forty it becomes a commiseration, not a celebration."
She grinned, "They say you're only as old as the woman you feel."
"Your Mom's a year older than me," I replied.
She laughed, "Got me there. Going anywhere good?"
"I'm sure we are, your Mom booked somewhere, she's not telling me," I replied. Not that I minded, I neither dislike surprises nor like them and I was sure that whichever eatery Terri had booked would be perfectly fine, and probably even better than that. If neither of us were millionaires we were both in the more than adequately remunerated category, we could afford to eat out in nice places and whilst we'd probably have a small, but polite, argument about who would pay as she was taking me out, I'd also after a few attempts to get my wallet open give-up and let her pass over her credit card.
"Yep," Shannon said, not sounding that interested. "You staying tonight?" she asked, obviously trying to make polite conversation.
On my birthday I was certainly confident of some action, to be honest, if it hadn't been my birthday I'd have been pretty confident as well; Terri was a hot piece of work and she loved fucking as much as I did, and it's probably my favourite activity. Still, this was her daughter I was talking to, and even though I'd known her nearly six months and been staying over regularly for five of them it was probably best not to be too graphic and not say, 'Yeah, I'll be fucking your Mom up the ass later' and instead went for a non-committal, "We'll see how your Mom feels," as if it was still a matter that the two of us would be discussing over our meal.
For the next five or so minutes I made desultory small talk with the teen, a bit about sport and politics from me, a bit about fashion and music from her; it made me glad I didn't have kids as I couldn't imagine having a similar conversation every night over the dinner table. Though she wasn't my daughter, it did have the upside that I could glance quickly down at her sexy legs as she swung them back and forth, several times getting lucky and almost catching a glimpse of her upper thigh. Still, I wasn't underjoyed when her Mom entered the kitchen.
My girlfriend, Terri, was certainly a catch and more than once I'd caught other guys looking at me enviously as we strode into a restaurant or stood together at a bar. Tonight she was looking as hot as normal, with a dress that was a size too small for her bosoms, pressing them together whilst only reaching halfway down them, and which accentuated her sexy ass, which I'd banged on our first date. "Hi, Frank. Happy birthday." As her daughter was in the room she offered me her cheek coyly, I kissed it almost platonically, whilst being sure that her mouth would be round my cock later.
"Thanks, ready to go?" I asked.
"Yes," she reached for her car keys, I wasn't going to argue with that as it meant I'd be able to have a couple of glasses with my meal, still it also meant she wasn't planning for us to be out late and hitting the bars, which was a shame as some of our best fucking had been when drunk, or at least tipsy (including one memorable time going back to my place where we'd had a threesome with another single Mom who we'd met earlier that evening in a bar). That it wouldn't be a late one was confirmed as she turned to Shannon and said, "We'll see you later; we'll be back about ten."
A smile crossed her daughter's face and she quickly looked at me, before returning to her Mom, all jaded boredom again, "Yes, I'll be up."
"See you later then," I nodded and started to guide Terri to the door, an early night hopefully meant that my girlfriend was planning to let me fuck her until I came, use her mouth to get me hard again and then anally ride me until we were both exhausted.
*
As expected Terri had booked us a nice and upmarket restaurant; the portions were small but their taste made up for it. Between courses she presented me with a pair of silver cufflinks, whilst adding that "Your real present" is later, which pretty much confirmed I'd be getting laid tonight. I made a brief attempt to pay for the meal, but quickly gave in; it wasn't worth any souring of the mood for what was an affordable meal for us both.
Not having drunk it meant we didn't have to wait around for a cab. It also meant that Terri concentrated on driving and not secretly (and sometimes not so secretly) playing with my cock in the backseat. I was hoping that at least we could have some dirty talk about what we were going to do when we got back to her place, but it wasn't getting off the ground -- that was a bit worrying as normally she can be pretty graphic about what we're going to be doing that night and exactly where I can stick my cock (and it's often not her pussy she'll talk about). Still, you don't put on a 'fuck-me' dress if you're just expecting a chaste evening in front of the television and in all the time I'd been dating Terri she wasn't one to tease without please, so I wasn't that concerned.
We got to the house, the lights still on. Terri opened the door and entered, with me behind, taking off my jacket and hanging it up as we entered. Terri stopped by the stairs, "You upstairs Shannon," she called.
"Yes, I'm ready," her daughter called back, from what sounded like her Mom's room.
Terri took my hand and started to lead me up, turning seductively when she'd taken a few steps, "Want to get your real birthday present."
I certainly did, sliding my other hand up to her ass and giving it a squeeze, "Lead on," I said gallantly.
She giggled and seductively continued up, her ass wiggling just inches in front of me and acting like a magnet. By the time we reached the top, I was already rock-hard.
"Mmmmn, you're going to enjoy tonight," Terri turned again and wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling me close for a kiss. Our mouths opened and our tongues flickered against each other. I quickly cast a look down the landing; Shannon's light was off, so despite being awake I guessed she was in bed playing with her phone or whatever teenage girls do alone in the dark. I slid my hands around to start to undo her Mom's dress, confident we wouldn't be disturbed in the next few minutes. Terri broke away, "Naughty," she teased, "Wait for your present."
She turned towards the door and I noticed she'd forgotten to turn off the light as it spilt out through the crack at the bottom. It flooded into the corridor as she opened it and walked in.
I followed her.
"Fuck!" I couldn't help but swear in surprise.
Lying on the bed, wearing nothing but a pair of tiny white socks was Shannon. Her legs were agape in a diagonal, her heels touching each other with her knees out, exposing her teenage cunt, almost bare apart from a tiny landing strip, no more than a few inches high and less than half an inch across. She was smiling at me as she ran the tip of one of her Mom's dildos over one of her breasts, sliding it around the hard nipple, "Happy birthday Frank," she said.
I glanced at her Mom. Terri didn't look shocked or horrified or even slightly surprised, instead, she looked pleased turning from looking at her daughter to me, "Happy birthday, here's your present."
"Fuck," I repeated again as I tried to get my brain into gear. Terri was into kinky things, and I wasn't complaining as I enjoyed it as much as she did, but if I was reading this right she was happily offering her teenage daughter for me to fuck. I paused, considering what to say and then managed the only thing which I could think of at that moment, "Fuck."
"That's the idea," giggled Terri, "I want to watch you fuck her first, then I'm going to join in."
I suppose I could have left, but now that I understood the situation wasn't some weird hallucination or some practical joke I wasn't going to pass up the opportunity; like mother, like daughter, I thought and if Mom was as hot as hell, so was Shannon. "Let me get this off," I grinned and started unbuttoning my shirt.
Terri was shrugging out of her dress, she might have been wanting to watch first, but she was obviously planning to do so naked. Quiet how kinky she and her daughter were, if I hadn't guessed was confirmed, as Shannon slid the toy into her pussy she watched us both getting undressed, before her Mom took it from her and sat on the bed beside her, slipping the toy into her mouth before trailing it down over her stomach and over her slit. God, I was lucky to be dating such a dirty-minded slut. I got out of my socks, tossing them randomly on the floor and completely naked I walked towards the bed.
Before I reached it Shannon was off it and on her knees. "Mnnnn" she said as she took my dick in her hand and stroked it, "Mom was right about your size, none of the guys in school are this big."
"He's more experienced than any of them as well," her Mom said, further bigging me up, "You won't be disappointed."
The teen moved her hand back and forth, slowly stimulating my already erect gland. Giggling she ran her tongue round the tip and I shuddered in anticipation. She looked up at me with a sexy smile, her fingers still continuing to play with my cock, like she was a flautist and I was her instrument, "Mom says I should prepare properly, make sure you're nice and lubricated, so you fit in easily."
"You should always do what your Mom says, she's smart," if Terri was going to compliment me I was more than willing to return the favour; anyway she was right. I kept watching as the teen opened her sexy mouth and slid it along my prick. My early impression was that she was as talented as her Mom, still working me with her hand, easing the cock between her lips, not so fast that she choked, but not slow either. Her head rocked gently as she went back and forth, taking me in, deeper and deeper, beyond the normal or garden blow-jobs that were the stock in trade of cheerleaders when I was her age and into the realms of the deep throat which most girls I'd known didn't master until at least college.
"Damn," I moaned appreciatively, glancing at her Mom who was looking on, with one hand sliding the dildo over her pussy lips, whilst with the other she held up her phone, filming the scene. I'd never appeared in a porno, and not that I minded, but I'd never imagined the first time would be a Mom recording her daughter swallowing me whole. As that was what was happening, I'm not small, but Shannon had still got me in all the way, her lips pressing at my ball sac, and her hands now wrapped around my ass as she used them to drag herself on. She paused in situ for a second, swinging her eyes up to make sure I knew how deep she'd got before dropping back, snorting in some air through her nose and then jamming forward, gagging a little, but not enough to stop her.
"That's it, baby, take it all, make Frank nice and ready," Terri giggled, "Show him I'm not the only deep-throat queen in this house."
Now Terri isn't a slouch in the deep-throat department herself, without boasting I'm not a small man and Terri can take me all the way into her throat and barely gag and her daughter was just as talented. Now she'd swallowed me she wasn't resting on her laurels, but was vigorously jerking her head back and forth as she sucked me deep. My eyes were rolling as the pleasure shot from my toes all the way up the top of my head; my teenage self would have cum at this point, but I had better control and unlike eighteen-year-old me I knew that oral from a hot teenager was only the start and not the end, especially when her equally sexy Mom was masturbating a few feet away as she watched.
I gripped Terri's shoulders and squeezed, jerking my hips so that I was meeting her halfway. She went even faster, so it was an effort of intense willpower not to cum into her mouth. "Go on, show him how good a cock-sucker you are, make Mom proud," Terri giggled, taking the dildo out of her pussy and sliding it deep into her mouth, moving it back and forth as she pressed it at the back of her throat, gulping heavily.
I rammed her daughter's mouth, driving my cock forward as I looked at her Mom, meeting her eyes, both of us incredibly turned on. The teen took it well, gagging and choking a little, but not so much that I needed to slow or pull back. She closed her eyes tightly, but I could see they'd be watering, the eyeshadow smudged below them. Still, she was encouraging me on so I wasn't stopping, continuing in and out of her throat like it was a pussy. The teen gripped my ass cheeks harder, her own head bouncing forward as she got the face fucking she so obviously wanted. Her Mom groaned as she reinserted the dildo in her cunt, before lifting up her phone to take some pictures; I only hoped if she did decide to put them on some amateur porn website then she was taking me from my best side.
"Gurrgghh," Shannon's head popped back and she made a sound somewhere between a gasp and a gulp as she drew in air. For a second I waited to see if she was going to return, but my dick must have been prepped enough; it was literally dripping saliva, threads of it hanging like webs from my rod. The teen took another breath and smiled up at me, licking her lips and chin to clean away where she'd drooled, before turning back to her Mom, "I think Frank's ready to fuck me."
Her Mom giggled and shuffled over to the other side of the bed, leaving a space free, "He looks like he is."
"I am," I agreed as the teen sexpot stood up and sashayed over to the bed, wiggling her sexy butt at me as she walked. She got on it and rolled onto her back, positioning herself as she had been when I came in, except using a finger to rub her moist pussy as I quickly followed her, "You're as hot as your Mom," I said as I took hold off my cock and started to guide it into her waiting hole.
"Fuck her as hard as you fuck me," her Mom replied, picking up her phone to take another souvenir photograph.
"Yes, fuck me and make me cum," the teen temptress said as she lifted her legs up. For a second they remained vertical and then she grabbed them pulling them down so far back that her feet were resting against the bedboard; it was one thing she had over her Mom, Terri was flexible and still in good shape, but she wasn't teenage cheerleader fit. I pushed my cock down, her cunt was both tight and soaked, so that even if my cock was fitting snugly it wasn't difficult to shove it in. I began to thrust, giving her my entire length and certainly fulfilling the first part of her request.
"UUuhh, uhhh," she began to moan almost straight away and if that wasn't her actually cumming as she'd asked, it was certainly a good start. I drove faster, not bothering with any slow sensitive warm-up, but moving straight to a hard hammering, kneeling over her as I pounded. She groaned louder, her body starting to move in rhythm with mine, her back bending as she pushed her cunt upwards and immediately snapping back as I slammed into her, not stopping until my balls were smacking against her, "Uhhhh, yes, fuck me, Mom's told me how good you are, I want it."
"Yes, Frank baby, show Shan, what you can do," her Mom gasped, she was kneeling up, looking over, holding her phone with one hand as she used the other to shove the dildo up into her hole. "Oohhh," she gave a groan, though it wasn't as loud as her daughter who was getting louder and louder as my dick rapidly and forcefully went down her cunt. Terri giggled and dropped the phone, her hand moving to my shoulder to massage and knead it my hips worked their magic, going up and down over her daughter. "Shannon loves the big dick, don't you?"
"Yesss, yessss," the teen cried, "I love a big dick." It made me wonder what the two of them talked about in the evening in front of the television; were they comparing dates and how much cock they'd got? Swapping hints and tricks? They must have had some strange conversations to agree that I'd fuck Shannon in front of her Mom. Not that I was complaining, she might not have the experience of her Mom, but she wasn't an amateur either, and if her Mom had the body of a woman half her age, Shannon had the body of one who was exactly hers; her cunt was tight, her stomach hard and her tits firmly perky. Nor was she any less eager and enthusiastic than her Mom, no lying back and thinking of her favourite movie, but bouncing and shuddering, eagerly driving back at me with every thrust, squealing and crying in ecstasy, "Yessss, uuuhhh, yesss, hammer my cunt with that dick."
"Mmmnnn, I need it as well," giggled Terri, now leaning over her daughter, her face inches from my stomach as it went up and down, crashing into her daughter and rising. "I need that dick."
I frowned as she put her hands in separating us. But I hadn't realised I was about to witness the kinkiest, dirtiest thing Terri and I had ever done yet, because even as I was rising she was sliding her head so that her chin was resting on her daughter's leaking slit, her tongue slipping out to lick round my gland, which was still wet with Shannon's secretions. "Christ," I murmured in shock, my eyes literally widening as Terri opened her mouth and slid herself down my Shannon-soaked cock.
Her head bobbed back and forth for a few moments, as she sucked away her daughter's cum, before pulling her head back and smiling at me. "I'll help you find the spot," she purred and taking my dick slid it back into the hole.
I quickly resumed my fucking, kneeling up as the teen bucked and shuddered under my renewed sensual assault. Her Mom knelt beside me, her face moving towards mine. God, she was attractive and kissing her whilst fucking her daughter seemed the next logical step. Our lips met hard, our mouths moving, our tongues shooting out to envelope each other. I held the kiss, my mouth vibrating against hers, as my hips worked back and forth, driving me into her daughter. My back ached with the effort of holding position at one end, whilst working energetically down below. But it was worth it, not just for me but for Shannon as well who was squealing and shrieking like a banshee calling out the next death, "Aaarrghh, yesssss, aaarrghhh!"
Without warning her Mom dropped again, breaking the kiss, but more than making up for it by sliding her luscious lips up my cock again, slurping loudly and eagerly at it. Shannon lay for a second getting her breath back and then rolled onto her front, getting onto her hands and knees in front of me and wiggling her cute behind. Her Mom slid all the way down my cock, choking for a second before pulling back and slipping off me. She flicked her gaze between my hard dick and her daughter's dripping fuck hole. "Let me help," she giggled and took my cock in her hand guiding it towards her daughter's slick slit.



I slid it in and Shannon giggled, "Mom, wrong hole."
"You want it in your ass?" her Mom looked at me with an expression which said 'teenagers, they need to make their minds up.'
"You know I'm a big anal fan," she giggled and added, "Big being the word."
I was already pulling out my dick, but this time Terri didn't take hold of it, but gripped her daughter's cheeks and pulled them apart, exposing her hole. It was opened enough that I'd guessed that the teen had spent the evening prepping with toys, her own or perhaps her Mom's, as they obviously were more a sharing pair than I'd realised and Terri had a choice collection of butt-plugs. I wasn't complaining though, as my well-lubricated cock slid down the hole. From what she had said I knew I wasn't the first cowboy to the rodeo, but I may have been the largest, she certainly let out a bit of a squeak as I went in, before saying, "I can take it, shove it all the way in."
The butt plug had done its work for the first few inches and my cock sped in, before hitting resistance. I pulled back, gripping the teen's hips for leverage and thrust again, putting my weight behind it. She gasped and rocked forward as I hammered in, her body vibrating with the pressure I was putting on her. "Oohhh, yes, put it all in, I want that huge cock in my tight little ass," she moaned, pressing her butt back at me, "Fill me up, Frank."
"Do it, give Shannon that prick and stretch her out," her Mom moaned, licking one set of lips and rubbing another as she sat back and watched.
It was a lot of pressure on me, both Mom and daughter demanding I pound all the way in. But I was up for the challenge. I paused for a second, gripping Shannon harder as I eyed up her cute little bottom and mentally prepared myself to go in straight and deep. Taking a breath, I pulled back. Then slammed forward, putting my body's entire strength into the thrust. Her tight anus walls collapsed like they were chocolate melting in the sun, my hard prick burrowing deeper and deeper into her, making her squeal with pleasure. I pulled back again, but this time hardly paused before I was hammering forward. Her ass expanded to fit me with an alacrity which suggested that it was not only no stranger to intruders but regularly dealt with them. Within moments I could feel my thighs resting on her cheeks, by balls at her crack.
"That's so hot, you're in all the way," Terri groaned, again picking up her phone to take a picture of my balls-deep sodomising of her eighteen-year-old daughter.
"Don't stop, keep on fucking me," gasped said daughter.
I wasn't a man who needed to be told twice. I paused only for a second to glory in my triumph, before I was slamming in again, and again, and again. The teen shook and squeaked under my rapid pounding, her wails of ecstasy filling the room and turning on her Mom, who could hardly keep her phone up straight to take pictures as she was dildoing her cunt so vigorously. After a few attempts she gave up and instead just lay back against the headboard, driving her fingers into her cunt. I was happy to provide a masturbatory spectacle for her, my hand skimming over her daughter's cheeks making them bounce and jiggle, "Who's your Daddy?"
"You are," squealed the teen, "Mom, marry Frank so he can be my Daddy."
This wasn't the reaction I'd been quite hoping for, luckily Terri seemed to be masturbating so hard that she wasn't actually listening to what her daughter squeaked out, or else she was ignoring in the hope I wasn't going to take this opportunity to pop the question. I'd had no intention of doing so and quickly shifted topics, "Is this the biggest cock you've ever had in your ass?"
"Aaahh, yesss, yesss, I've never had such a huge one," she gasped, "You're the biggest, you're stretching me so much."
"Do you want me to ram it deep and hard? To fuck your hole until it's ruined?" I grinned and Terri almost came at my words, the dirty talk, the dildo and her daughter's squeals combining to make her senses overload, "Do you want me to wreck this tiny teenage fuckhole? Stretch it open until it gapes?"
"Yessss, yesss, yessss," she screamed, "I want you to fuck my asshole until it's totally destroyed, I love big cocks in there and your's is the best ever, aaaaarghhh, fuuucckkk, yesssss!"
"Uuhhh, yessss," her Mom was shuddering and gasping, the toy deep in her pussy, "Yesss," she gave another groan, her mouth opening and her eyes closing, "Fucccckk, yesssss."
I grinned and continued fucking her daughter, well aware that it's not often that you can make two women cum together and that Shannon was well on her way to an orgasm which would outweigh her Mom's. I sped up, slamming in and making her shake in pleasure. The bed banged against the wall and I thought that I really needed to offer to do the wallpapering one weekend to make up for the chunks I was knocking out of it. "Aaarrrghhh, yeesss," screamed Shannon, "Fuck my ass with your huge dick, tear me open, aaaaarghhh, fuuccckkk, stretch me out."
I thought her Mom had finished as she'd dropped the dildo, but I should never underestimate Terri's kinkiness, as she quickly recovered from her orgasm and was getting up. She slid astride her daughter's back, her naked cunt dripping over her daughter's spine as it rubbed along it. She lowered her head so that it was resting in the dimple just above the teen's crack, inches away from where my cock was slamming in and out of the butthole. "Give it me," she giggled, "Let me suck it."
I pulled it out, ignoring the protestations of Shannon and lifted my cock towards her Mom's mouth. Terri opened her lips and slid them over my organ; I groaned in pleasure, Terri is the best cock-sucker I've ever dated and I'd gone with a few. I remembered how good her daughter's mouth had felt, but Terri beat her hands down, experience and enthusiasm beat enthusiasm on its own (though give Shannon a couple of years at college and it might be a hell of a lot closer). I pressed forward, watching my cock vanish between Terri's luscious lips, the hot Mom gulping and swallowing as she took it as deep in her mouth as her daughter had just taken in the ass. I thrust back and forth, confident that Terri would take it, which she did, her eyes might have watered a little and she might have gagged, but she really was the empress of the deep throat.
"Give it to me, I want it again," Shannon moaned, wiggling enticingly.
Now don't get me wrong, a warm and sloppy deep throat is fun, but nothing beats a tight ass and whilst it had been a nice diversion I was wanting back. I just hoped Terri wouldn't be jealous, though as I pulled back from her, she gave me a grin and pulled at her daughter's cheeks, exposing the still gaping hole. My dick drove in, faster than before with its recent lubrication. I drove in quickly, hammering it deep and hard. Shannon was squealing in pleasure within moments, my brief digression quickly forgiven. "Fuck me, fuck my ass so hard! Ohhhhh, fuuucckk, yessss!"
What's a guy to but comply? I slammed her with as much power as I could manage, my thighs repeatedly striking her cheeks, making them jiggle and jump. All the time her Mom remained sitting astride her, rubbing her cunt up and down her daughter's back whilst watching me fill her ass hole with my dick. The teen didn't seem to mind, as a cheerleader she'd done plenty of pyramids and if you can hold up someone standing on your shoulder whilst maintaining your smile you can easily cope with your Mom sitting on your back whilst being fucked from behind.
Terri's head dipped again and I could feel the tip of her tongue trailing against my cock as it slid down her daughter's ass crack and wriggled against me as I entered the teen's hold. There was no doubt, whatever my efforts I was going to cum pretty soon, unless the excitement was too much for me and my heart gave out first. On the theory it's best to die happy I pounded as fast and deep as I could, enjoying both the tight vice-like grip on my cock as it drove into the tight tunnel and the sensual tickling delight of a lithe tongue flickering over it.
"Aaarrrrghhh, yesssss, yessss," screamed Terri, rocking and shuddering as she orgasmed loudly and violently, the waves of pleasure she must have been experiencing come together in a tidal wave, "Aaarrrghhhh, fuuccckk, yesssss."
I rammed into the shivering teen, closing my eyes as it seemed to make the touch of her Mom's tongue and the grip of her own ass more intense, the sounds also becoming clearer as closing down one sense made the other's take up the slack. The screams and cries of the teen reverberated around the room, louder and louder as I continued to drive in.
I could feel a tightness in my balls and a growing feeling which seemed to be starting in my toes and rising rapidly. I managed to groan out, "I'm about to cum."
"Over my face," giggled Terri. I did as she asked, pulling out my cock and pointing it in her direction, jacking and jerking it for the final moments, until it exploded, sending paroxysms of pleasure tearing through me and a sheet of semen over the Milf's beautiful face. I carried on pumping, sending first one spurt and then another and then more out, each one accompanied by a deep breath and electrifying shredding of every nerve in my body.
"Mmmnnn" Terri moaned appreciatively, as I opened my eyes and looked down. The cum was sliding over her face, down her nose and over her lips to her chin and dripping from her jaw into her daughter's still gaping hole. She licked her lips, "That's lovely," she giggled and got up, lying back on the bed.
Her daughter got down and rolled over, her tongue out as she licked my cum from her Mom's cheek, keen to get a taste as well, "It is yummy," she said looking at me, "The best I'd ever tasted."
I'd always imagined one lot of cum would taste like another, not that I'd given it much thought, but still it was a compliment I wasn't going to complain. I watched as Shannon cleaned her Mom like it was she who was the cat and Terri was the kitten. Terri grinned up at me, "I hope you've got some left, as I still want to be fucked."
"I might need some extra motivation," I teased as her hand moved to stroke my dick.
"What about this?" she giggled and took her daughter's cheeks in her hands, pulling the unresisting teen closer.
"Fuck," I said in awe as their open mouths met and I was treated to their tongues shooting out and rolling over each other as they made out with a passion. I wasn't sure whether they'd done this before or even planned it, perhaps it was them getting caught up in the moment? But neither was shy about it and neither was pulling back either. As they kissed their hands moved to each other's tits, fondling and kneading them in a way Moms and daughters don't do. I found I was gently stroking my dick, which had got as hard as iron almost before I had noticed. "Fuck," I repeated.
It was about to get better as Terri lay Shannon flat on the bed, just inches from my feet, and climbed on top of her, resting her cunt over the teen's pretty face as she bowed down towards her daughter's sexy one. Within seconds they were eating each other, not reluctantly either, but deep and hard laps, their tongues fairly pushing at each other's holes. I could hear my breath exhaling as the sounds of their licks and moans filled the air. I wasn't sure my cock could get any harder, it was so stiff, as I watched them, that if I'd used it as a weapon I'd have fractured a skull.
"Mmnnn, ymmmm," the groans from both of them were passionate and intense. I'd known Terri was as dirty and kinky as any other woman I'd ever dated, but now I knew she was more so. Perhaps I should have been shocked and sickened by the incestuous sixty-nine in front of me, but Terri knew me well and I wasn't, it was the hottest thing I'd ever seen and my thoughts weren't about how sickening it was, but about when I could join in.
As if reading my mind Terri lifted her head temporarily from her daughter's teen twat and glanced at me with a sultry smile, "Aren't you going to get the rest of your present?" She wiggled her ass, "I want some cock, it's not just for Shan, you know."
There was no way I was going to look that gift horse in my mouth and I literally jumped up and got behind Terri. Her pussy was otherwise filled with her daughter's tongue and I didn't want to interrupt, anyway, my girlfriend was definitely an anal aficionado, who appreciated cocks up her asshole on a regular basis. I grasped her cheeks, pulling them apart to expose her rosebud. "Er, yes, Frank, fuck my butt," she groaned, confirming I was heading for the right target, before dropping her mouth back down onto her daughter's snatch.
I pushed in, grunting as I broke through the sphincter and into the tight tunnel, which gripped me hard. I knew Terri didn't like to waste time so I put in all my effort in driving forward, opening up her hole and pushing aside the wall's resistance. Within a few moments, I was slapping my thighs against her ass as the full length of my large rod pounded down into her. Glancing down to watch it enter it was strange to see the top of Shannon's head as she carried on lapping at her Mom as I fucked the Milf just inches above her.
"Take it, baby, take my cock all the way," I grunted, grasping her waist for better leverage and going to town on her ass. She rocked and bounced as I slammed into her leading her daughter to reach up and round her lower waist so she too could get a better grip and lifting her head to speedily tongue at her Mom's dripping cunt. Her Mom vibrated like a cell phone on silent. I slammed harder and faster, making sure I was giving Terri the same quality pounding I'd just given her daughter. She definitely appreciated it, her head continually lifting up to give small gasps and groans, before dropping down to give her daughter a few hard licks in turn.
"Mmmnn, Mom this is so hot," Shannon groaned, she pushed her head from between her Mom's legs and looked up at me hungrily, a feed-me look in her eyes as she opened her mouth.
I didn't ask what she wanted, it was so obvious. I pulled my dick out of Terri's ass, with a brief, "I'll be back," as I directed it towards the teen's mouth. She was open to receiving me, taking it deep and eagerly, as I pumped in and out. Her tongue tickled and played with the gland I went in and out, thrusting as hard and deep as I dared. She took it happily, her hands moving from her Mom's waist to my butt, encouraging and pulling me in. I drove down, as she closed her eyes tightly, a small sliver of saliva leaking from between her lips as I hit her throat.
"MMmnnn, yummy pussy," her Mom giggled and licked hard at her daughter. She wiggled her ass, "Don't forget me."
That was impossible, as enjoyable as it was having my cock sucked by Shannon I also wanted to fit my dick in her Mom's asshole. I gave the teen another couple of thrusts, marvelling at how far she could take cock, before whipping it out and slamming the relubricated cock into Terri's anal fuckhole. The Milf shuddered and shook with pleasure, momentarily crying out in ecstasy, before she ducked down again. Shannon's head was vanishing as well and she was back to lapping away eagerly at her Mom, at least for a couple of minutes before she reappeared grinning and desperate for another suck.
Who was I to refuse?
I fucked her face for another minute, before returning to Terri, pounding away more enthusiastically and energetically than I think I'd ever managed in my life. The Milf shuddered and groaned, lifting her head, unable to contain the ecstasy coursing through her system, "Yessss, yesss, fuck my ass, ohhhh yessss, go harder."
Previously she dropped down and carried on licking away at Shannon, but the pounding was so powerful and all-consuming that all she seemed capable of was bending and arching her back and howling like a wolf at the moon, "Aaarrrghh, fuuucckkk, aaaaargghh, yesssss!" I grinned and slammed in, really giving her something to scream about.
Shannon slithered out from under her, her lips gleaming with her Mom's juice and her own leaked saliva. She gave me a smile and climbed over her Mom, sliding her cunt along the Milf's spine as she approached me. Her hands reached down to Terri's ass and she began to squeeze and knead at the bouncing buttocks. "MMMnnn, fuck her, fuck my Mom's ass good," she giggled, her tongue moving sensually around her lips. "Drive her wild with your cock."
Luckily for us all that was very much my intention, my hips working back and forth as I hammered the Milf's back hole. Shannon grinned again, wiggling her naked tits at me, before moving in for a kiss. My mouth was open as hers landed on it, our tongues twirling around. When I'd got up I'd not expected I'd end the day balls-deep in Terri's butt whilst her daughter made out with me, but I wasn't complaining -- as birthday presents went it certainly topped some new socks and aftershave. I slammed harder, using the bottom half of my body to drive my cock into Terri, whilst my upper half remained upright, feeling the press of Shannon's lovely tits against my pecs as our mouths moulded together. My tongue wrapped around the teen's."
"Yesssss, yesssss, yessss," screamed her Mom loudly, quivering with every one of my thrusts. Her ass was so tight around I knew it was only a matter of time, and when I say time, I mean seconds rather than minutes. I gently pushed Shannon back so I could concentrate on my girlfriend for the final lap. The teen didn't seem to mind, she'd obviously been well brought up and was happy to share. I looked down, seeing my cock vanish repeatedly into Terri's hole, as a familiar feeling started to creep up from my toes.
"I'm going to cum," I grunted in warning.
"In Mom's ass," said Shannon excitedly and because her Mom offered no other alternatives I did as she suggested, every muscle and sinew seemed to melt into a puddle as I shot my load, blast after blast of silvery semen, into Terri's hole, filling it to the brim.
With a pant of satisfaction, I pulled out and Terri dropped down with an equally happy purr. Shannon grinned at me and leaned over her Mom's ass, pulling apart the cheeks, briefly she looked at the cum leaking out of the hole before lowering her mouth and starting to gently scoop it out with her tongue, swivelling it around the well-used hole until it was clean.
"Happy birthday," her Mom said.
"Best ever," I said.
"It's Christmas soon," giggled Shannon with a wicked smile.
I think I know what will be in my stocking this year and I'm not complaining.
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The picture was so high-def that it almost looked live, Melissa Hastings didn't believe in false economies and a cheap screen would certainly be that. What was the point of saving a few dollars and get a fuzzy, barely watchable picture? She wasn't short of money, her legal career was going well and now she was fucking her Mom she'd got the older woman to transfer most of her salary into her eldest daughter's account as a top-up allowance. However even if she had to scrimp and save Melissa would have gone for the expensive TV, it was worth every cent to watch movies like this.
She slid her hand over her naked pussy gently rubbing it as on screen her sister danced to some music. It had to be said Spencer Hastings was not a natural dancer, her cavorting, whilst superficially joyful, were out of time and the smile on her face was fake, as if she didn't want to be doing it, but did want to please her sister. The music wasn't something Melissa would have picked either, her sister's taste was eclectic and she'd chosen something which possibly had them dancing in the nineties. However, Melissa was in a forgiving mood, returning home from work to find her sister had slipped the sexy DVD under the door to the barn as they'd agreed. Whatever Spencer's dancing skills, she could work her titties, playing the bra over them teasingly, before finally snapping it off so she was just in her panties and socks.
She continued her sexy dance for the camera, swaying almost in time, her fingers under the elastic of her panties, teasing with brief tugs down that nearly showed her slit. However she couldn't tantalise forever and soon they were down to her ankles, the teen dancing and swaying with her sexy pussy on display. Melissa grinned as her sister turned and wiggled her ass, the silver head of the butt-plug visible between her cheeks. It hadn't been the cheapest toy available, but Melissa thought that the bright metallic colouring looked good between her sister's cheeks and she didn't begrudge a cent spent on it (especially as it had come from Spencer's allowance).
Her sister continued to move, now twerking her ass cheeks so the plug moved between them. There was the sound of a small sensual groan above the music, showing that Spencer had enjoyed making the movie as much as Melissa was enjoying watching it. The movie came to an end as Spencer gave one final wiggle to the music and then as the song ended straightened and walked over to switch off the camera.
Attaching the file to an e-mail Melissa sent it to her fellow A-Team members, sure they would also like it. She closed the laptop and walked over to her drawer, perusing the collection of strap-ons within. Finally she chose one, black and ridged with a bulbous head that would break open the seal and stretch the hole.
Her mother was out at the moment, as ordered by Melissa, with a set time to return - which the older woman would adhere to to the second. Melissa smiled as she thought of her sister's sexy butt and what she was going to do to it. She slipped out of her clothes and into the strap-on, before sliding into a robe and some slippers. The house was near enough that she didn't mind the coolness of the outside for a few seconds and the door was unlocked as always.
"Spencer," she shouted up to her sister from the main room, "I want your fuckhole down here in sixty seconds."
She heard movement from upstairs and glanced at the clock to make sure she timed it right. Loosening her robe she stood astride, her hands on hips, the strap-on dangling in front of her like a real cock. At fifty-nine seconds Spencer appeared still adjusting the strap on her tiny negligee, it barely covered her tits and was translucent enough that Spencer could make out the nipples underneath and so short that as her sister rapidly descended the stairs Melissa could get glimpses of the shaven pussy.
"I was hoping you'd come round," Spencer said as she got to the bottom and stood in front of her dominant sister. There was a smile on her face, nervous and excited, glad to see her elder sibling, as her eyes fixed on the dildo that Melissa was wearing.
The clock ticked, by Melissa's reckoning it was one minute and one second since she called - she might be wrong, but Spencer wouldn't gainsay her. "You're late," she said sternly and waited for the excuse she knew would come; Spencer wasn't Aria - her friend's fuckhole would just accept she was tardy, Spencer always had a reason.
"I wasn't quiet ready, I know you like me to dress sexy for you and I needed to put on my new nightdress," Spencer said, her eyes to the floor.
"Did you not think I'd be over once Mom had left?" Melissa said.
"I hoped you would, but not so quickly," there was a whine in Spencer's fault, almost as if she was blaming Melissa. The older Hastings couldn't take that, if she hadn't been going to punish Spencer for being late (and there was a high likelihood of it), she certainly would for her attitude - a hole should be obedient at all times, not seeking to imply there was a fault with a top.
"Tardiness isn't something I expect from you Spencer, when I call I want you ready. As soon as Mom went out you should have been preparing."
"Yes Melissa," her sister's response was meek, but it was too late and Melissa's mind was made up.
"Go and get the ties," said Melissa forcefully, "If you're going to be late you're going to get punished."
"Yes Melissa," Spencer's response was dutiful, her momentary spark of rebelliousness snuffed out like a candle. Melissa watched as her younger sister scurried up the stairs, her ass bobbing delightfully under the nightdress. As soon as she was out of sight Melissa turned and walked into the kitchen. On top of one of the cupboards was a one-metre ruler. It had originally been something which her Mom had used to measures her daughter's heights (the marks still visible on the doorframe), but as they'd grown it had been forgotten and languished unused on the cupboards top. However it made a lovely spanking implement and more than once over the last couple of month's Spencer's ass had been roasted by it as Melissa punished and trained her sister to full obedience.
She gave it a practice swish, listening to its purr as it swiped through the air and the satisfying crack as it hit the leather of the stool.
"I've brought them," Spencer stood at the door holding a couple of their long left Dad's ties.
"Assume the position," Melissa said curtly, not needing to give anymore instruction.
Spencer leant forward over the kitchen counter, her arms spread out and her ass raised. Melissa tied first one wrist and then the other to the metal bar, before lifting the nightdress fully to expose her sister's rump. It was nicely fuckable as well as spankable and Melissa ran a finger over the round cheeks, feeling the tremor of Spencer as she did. She wondered how much was fear and how much excitement, the teen's introduction to the A-Team had been by a spanking and she seemed to get off on them, though she would never say it. Not that Melissa minded, she loved ramming her sister's butt with strap-on, but whipping it was also fun - it put them both in a place they should be. "How many?"
"As many as you think I deserve," Spencer replied.
"A dozen," said Melissa, she didn't want to ruin Spencer's ass for later - not that it would have stopped her fucking her, even if the ass was torn up like the Western Front - but she was a dominatrix, not a sadist. "Count them out."
"One" squeaked Spencer as the ruler cracked over her. Melissa raised her hand again and brought it down with speed.
The thin strip of wood bent in Melissa grip as it connected. The teen's cheeks jiggled and wobbled with the blow, reddening when it struck. "Two," yelped out Spencer. Seconds later she squealed again, "Three."
Melissa paused for a second, looking down at the reddened asshole and admiring her handiwork. She shifted her aim so that she would land above where she'd struck before and brought down the ruler. It hummed through the air, blurring at a speed which was almost supersonic before crashing firmly on the cheeks, "Aaarrgggh, four," screamed out Spencer, involuntarily pulling at the ties which bound her. Melissa grinned and brought down again, the ruler smacking across the struggling teen's rump. "Five!" Spencer tried to pull further back, but that was why she was knotted to the table - it was for the teen's own good; if she had escaped she'd have had to be thrashed even more.
Melissa swung, putting all her effort into the blow, spare the rod, spoil the bitch was a motto of the A-Team, even if they were adherents of Zeus not Yahweh. "AAarrrghh," screamed Spencer as the thin wood bit into her cheeks.
"Count it," admonished her sister.
"Six," choked Spencer.
"I'm hoping you're learning your lesson," Melissa brought the ruler down again.
"AAarrrggg, yesss, seven," shrieked Spencer. Her hips bucked as she tried to escape the blow and duck away. Melissa smiled and raised her hand again. The ruler hissed and snapped. There was another scream from Spencer, followed by a cry of "Eight."
"You're lucky, others would have beaten your ass raw for your tardiness," said Melissa as she smacked down again.
"AAArrrghhh, nine, yes Melissa, you're the best," squeaked Spencer. "It's my own fault for not being the perfect fuckslut sister."
"I'm glad you realise that," Melissa aimed and then hit the point, a red weal appearing across the bottom of her sister's buttocks.
"Aaaaarrgghh, ten."
"If you'd come down when called you could be fucking at the moment, having your ass full of my cock rather than being punished," Melissa said. She laid the ruler down hard as she was speaking, feeling the cheeks giving way it and seeing the wood dig deep into the trembling flesh.
"Yes, eleven."
Melissa paused, flexing the ruler in her hands and looking down at the red-lined cheeks. They'd soon recover, but for the moment they looked like a zebra, bruised marks across pale skin. She raised the ruler once more, putting in all her effort for one final strike.
"Aaaarrrghhh, twelve," Spencer screamed, bucking and rocking as the ruler thrashed across her ass.
"Good, now what do you say?"
"I'm sorry Melissa, I'll try better," Spencer sniffed. "Thank you for the lesson."
Melissa untied her sister and Spencer rubbed her wrists where the material had dug in as she'd tugged against it. "Take them upstairs and put them away," Melissa passed the ties to the teen and then placed the ruler away. She glanced at the clock, there was plenty of time. Moving into the main room she sat on the sofa. She switched on the TV and clicked onto the lesbian porn channel her Mom had recently ordered. A few seconds later Spencer arrived down the stairs, Melissa saw the teen's eyes widen as she realised what was on the screen, but she didn't say a word - probably assuming Melissa had bought it and not told their Mom. The younger Hastings stood to one side of her sister and waited for instructions. Melissa let her stew for a couple of minutes before saying, "That spanking took it out of me, I could do with some grapes."
"Do you want me to peel them?"
"Of course," Melissa snapped. Her sister was either really dense or a dozen spanks had not been enough and she was angling for more. Spencer scrambled away, returning with a plate of grapes. She got on the couch, on her knees beside, her sister, peeling a grape. Melissa opened her mouth and allowed her sister to pop it in. It was the work of seconds to devour and Spencer was still peeling the next even as Melissa was swallowing. Melissa tapped a foot impatiently and opened her mouth, Spencer adding the grape and quickly reaching for another.
The porn on screen was making Melissa horny, as was the touch of Spencer as the teen fed her. Melissa looked at the clock again, a few more minutes and she'd fuck her sister. She forced herself to relax and enjoy the grapes and the movie, both of which weren't bad, she had to admit and when Spencer got herself into a rhythm she could peel quickly and feed her sister. Melissa laid her head back and allowed the teen to pop in the grapes, aware that she was following the path of so many mistresses with their slaves in years gone by. The thought that perhaps, one day, this would be normal as the Amazon's regained their power was a big a turn on as the touch of her sister's nubile body.
But Melissa needed to turn to the present. She glanced at the clock and then straightened. "You want my dick in your ass?"
Spencer nodded eagerly, "Oh yes, you know I do."
"Get on your knees and beg for it," ordered Melissa, opening her legs for her sister to kneel between.
Spencer was down in seconds, "Please Melissa, fuck my ass. I don't care if I cum I just want you to bang it."
"Perhaps, plead some more," Melissa said, though she undid her robe and shrugged it off so all she was wearing was the toy.
"Please, so much, please, fuck my ass. I'd love to have your big dick gaping it open and stretching it. I'll be so good, I'll be a total slut for you, you could ram it so hard that it'd be wrecked. Please, please, please fuck it," Spencer's yearning expression matched her words.
"Suck my dick first, make it nice and wet and then I'll consider," grinned Melissa.
Immediately Spencer's mouth was open and her head was going down the dick. The teen didn't go too far with the first bob, but she went further with the second and with third Melissa helped her, pressing all the way down until Spencer was gagging as the cock vanished all the way between her lips. "Make it nice and wet," said Melissa, easing the pressure a little.
There were no words from her sister, but plenty of action. The teen's head went up and down as fast as she could, gobbling loudly and enthusiastically at the plastic prick, pressing it at Melissa's cunt and making the older Hastings dampen with anticipation. Whatever you could say about Spencer's poor time-keeping there was no doubt her skills with her mouth made up for it. Now she'd got into a rhythm she was going fast and deep, taking the cock so far into her mouth it was pushing at her throat. Several times she gagged, but that didn't stop her; she'd pause, choke and gasp, sometimes pulling her head up for a breath of air and then was down again, deep-throating the dick.
"Mmnnn, that's it you skanky whore, suck my strap-on, uuuhhh, yes push it at my pussy," Melissa groaned in pleasure. The toys haft was rubbing at her, pleasing her cunt. She ran one hand through her own hair, pushing the fringe back as she used the other to encourage her sister, gripping the skull and managing the younger Hastings movements. "Yes, deep-throat this dick you slut, mmmnnn no-one can deep throat dick like you Spence, you're the town's biggest fucking whore."
She stood up, taking control. Her hips jolted as she began to face-fuck her sister, driving the dick in deep. She held the back of the teen's head, making sure the vigorous thrusting didn't push it back and off her cock. Spencer shuddered as the cock banged into her mouth, her eyes watering and white bile oozing from between her lips. Well-trained as she was she took it, her hands round on her sister's ass, dragging Melissa forward so the older sibling fucked harder and faster. "Take it slut, take my fucking dick in your mouth, mmmnnn it like fucking a hot pussy, your mouth was made for cock."
The teen shuddered and choked, her head bouncing forward. More liquid leaked from her mouth, down over her chin to drip onto her negligee. Still fucking the teen Melissa reached for the nightwear, gripping it and pulling. Spencer was dragged further up the cock, her eyes widening at the dick went as deep down into her mouth as it ever had done. Then the nightdress ripped and Melissa was left with a piece of tattered material in her hand as the rest of the ruined silk dropped away. She tossed it and watched it flutter to the air. She didn't know how much Spencer had spent and she didn't care - whatever the amount it had been worth it to Melissa to tear it off and show her dominance. Her cock went in faster and harder, turned on by her control.
"You're such a slut Spencer, a complete whore. You know I'm going to ruin your ass after fucking your face. What do you think Mom would say if she knew? She'd think you're the dirtiest slut ever, she'd think you're a disgraceful cock-sucking bitch, mmnnnn she'd know you're a complete slut fit for only one thing and it's not college. Yes, I am going so to enjoy your ass...."
So saying she pulled her cock out and roughly grasped the gasping Spencer by the arm, dragging her up and round to the back of the sofa. Glancing at the clock again, she pushed Spencer forward over the couch's back. "I'm going to bang that butt."
"Oh, God, yes Melissa, fuck my slutty ass, ruin and wreck it, I'm your whore, Mom would throw me out if she knew how much of a slut I was."
Taking hold off Spencer's ass cheeks Melissa spread them opening exposing the treasure within. The hole looked tight and firm, though from experience Melissa knew how easily it buckled. Keeping one hand on her sister's butt she used the other to guide her toy to target. Spencer gasped and bucked as the dildo pressed at her sphincter and pushed through it into her tunnel. Melissa continued to hold it long enough to make sure it was encased before moving her hand to Spencer's shoulder, pulling her back with it, as her other hand pushed the teen's ass, pressing her at the couch. Spencer moaned and bent, her hair running down her back. The cock slid down her anal passage, the walls hardly bothering to put up a defence.
"Ooohhh, yes Melissa bang my ass hard, make it yours."
"It is mine already you slut, I own it and you, I can fuck you whenever I want," Melissa corrected her sister, but continued on down.
The cock carved through Spencer's flesh, drilling deep into the anal chute, spreading the walls like butter. Soon it was in as far as it could go.. Melissa's hands moved up and down and round the front, finding Spencer's tits and squeezing and playing with them. The teen bucked and moaned, her nipples hardening under her sister's lithe fingers. Melissa tweaked them until they were stiff as iron and then resumed her fucking, driving in and out of Spencer at speed. The teen squeaked and squealed in appreciation, her body bucking and rocking against Melissa, her back squashing at the older Hastings' tits. "Ooohhh, yesss, yesss, fuck my slutty ass, ram it open."
Reaching down for the pussy, Spencer ran her fingers over the moist slit. Her sister bucked and quivered, trying to press her cunt at Melissa. Melissa took control again and thrust a couple of fingers in, pushing them up one of her sister's fuck-holes as she pounded the other with her big toy. Spencer cried out louder, her body twisting and pressing at Melissa's like she was trying to mould to it. The couch squeaked as they pressed down on it, Spencer grasping the back's top as if she feared falling off.
Pounding forward Melissa looked at the clock. It was nearly time. She moved her fingers from the teen's pussy, they were soaked with cum. "Open wide," she ordered and as soon as her sister did she shoved the fingers in her mouth. "Suck them," she ordered and pounded forward.
With her sister no longer squealing the room was quieter, the only sound the creaks from the sofa and the smack of Melissa's body onto Spencer's. It was exactly what Melissa wanted. Outside she could hear the sound of her Mom's car coming up.
And from her sister's panicked reaction so could Spencer. Desperately the teen pushed Melissa's fingers out of her mouth so she could speak, "That's Mom, we've got to stop now, before she catches us."
"I'll say when we stop," Melissa said curtly and stuffed her fingers back into Spencer's mouth, thrusting at the teen's ass even more powerfully, so that the couch began to scrape across the floor. Spencer struggled a second, but a swat on her ass reminded her who was boss and she ceased her movements, though Melissa could see she was focussed on the door and willing her sister to stop before their Mom came through it.



There was the sound of approaching footsteps and Melissa drove in deep, not stopping even as she heard the key in the lock and the door open. Her Mom stepped in, taking a few steps into the main room before stopping, her eyes widening as she saw Melissa fucking Spencer over the sofa. The Milf's face went through a variety of expressions, surprise and shock, horror and disgust, jealousy and envy, before settling on wanton desire. Melissa grinned, "Hi Mom, I'm just butt fucking Spencer. She's such an anal slut, aren't you Spence?"
She removed her fingers from her sister's mouth and slapped her ass as she fucked her. She could feel Spencer burning with embarrassment, but unable to deny her older sister's words, "Yes, I'm a cock loving butt-whore."
"It's like mother like daughter, isn't it Mom, you slut dyke?" grinned Melissa as she slammed into Spencer, who gasped and not from the orgasms. "Take off your jacket and shoes, make it look like you're not about to go out again."
"Sorry Melissa," her Mom apologised and took them off.
"Now your blouse and skirt," ordered the young woman. She slowed her fucking of Spencer to a crawl, keeping the teen on edge, but not tipping her over it. She could see Spencer's head turning to watch at her stripping Mom, letting out little sounds of surprised shock as her Mom followed Melissa's instructions.
"How's this?" Veronica Hastings stood in her sexy panties and a black almost see-through bra, blushing red, but not opposing her eldest.
"Take off you bra now," grinned Melissa. Her Mom did so, holding it for a second before Melissa curtly told her to drop it. Melissa slid her finger down to Spencer's cunt again, running teasingly over it. "What do you think of Mom's tits? They're big aren't they? I sometimes make them swing when I'm fucking her, don't I Mom."
"Yes Melissa," her Mom was as red as Spencer and that was very red indeed, neither comfortable with suddenly having their incestuous relationship with Melissa revealed to the other. Melissa, on the other hand, was very much enjoying it - but then she was a top in control and they were bottoms bent to her will.
"Jiggle them, then, let Spencer see them bounce," Melissa said, slowing almost to a halt so that her sister could watch uninterrupted. To help the teen she gripped her chin, lifting her face and making sure it was pointed in their Mom's direction as Veronica swung her hips making her tits bounce. "They're bigger than yours aren't they Spence, but don't worry yours are perky." Melissa squeezed one of them to reinforce her words, before turning back to her Mom. "Now remove your panties."
Blushing a deep beetroot red Veronica did as she was told, exposing her shaven slot to her daughters. Melissa grinned widely as her Mom stepped out of the panties, "Now turnaround."
Her Mom went even redder, but did as her top demanded. There was a gasp from Spencer as she saw the butt-plug encased between her Mom's cheeks. "See Spencer, you're not the only cock loving ass whore in the family," grinned Melissa, "Is she Mom? Tell her."
"I love being banged in the ass by your sister, by her friends, whenever she wants I spread my cheeks for her big strap-on cock and let her pound me open. She told me to wear this earlier, so that I'm nice and ready for later."
"Mmnnn, and you will be Mom. But first let's finish with Spencer. Come and join us."
Her Mom came over as Melissa pulled the dildo out of Spencer ass. "Get down on your knees Mom, that's right, now suck this dick."
Without complaint Veronica did so, her mouth opening over the toy and sliding forward. Melissa kept one arm round her sister's waist, keeping her standing close, as she fed the dildo forward. Spencer blushed, but like her Mom, didn't complain. Melissa felt proud at how well trained they both were - a month ago both of them would have run shrieking from the house, now they did what they were told no matter how taboo and depraved. She took hold off her Mom's head, dragging it further forward so that she took more of the toy in her mouth. "Taste nice? Do you like the ass-flavour of your daughter...mmmmnn, you do, don't you?"
Veronica's head nodded forward in affirmation, slurping at the dildo. Melissa grinned, "I bet you'd like her pussy as well." She pulled the toy out and her Mom looked at Spencer, her cheeks bright red, before nodding her agreement with her eldest daughter. Melissa grinned and stroked Spencer's ass, "I want you to place your legs over Mom's shoulders, with your cunt at her face, nice and close."
Her sister did as she was told, straddling the older woman, pressing her Mom's head back a little, but not so much that Veronica didn't have easy access to her slit. The Milf started licking and lapping, her tongue moving up and down quickly. Melissa moved round to get a better view, her own pussy blazing with lust as she watched her Mom tongue her sister. Veronica was fast and hard, showing a real eagerness to obey Melissa and please Spencer. Spencer seemed enjoy, like her Mom she had got over the lesbian incest taboo. "MMnnnn, uurrhh, yesss," she rocked back.
"That's it Mom, lap Spencer's slut cunt, she's so wet isn't she?" Melissa grinned. She took one last look of her Mom's tongue slapping over her sister's slit before she moved behind the teen again. Her hands reached down to Spencer's ass and she squeezed the cheeks as she eased them apart again. "Look how lucky you are Spence, I'm going to bang you in the ass again as Mom tongues that hot twat of yours."
"Oh, God, yes," Spencer shivered partly from the pleasure that was already coursing through her body and part from the anticipation of what was to come.
"MMnnn, let me fuck this hot booty," said Melissa as she pushed in the toy for the second time. It had gone in easy before, but it was even easier this time, the walls making no pretence of effort, allowing Melissa all the way in. She grasped her sister's waist, fucking her forward and into her Mom's mouth.
"Mmnnn, uuurhh," Spencer moaned, "Fuck your little whore ass, Melissa fill it with your big plastic dick.
Melissa did so enthusiastically. Her cock pounded in, the plastic toy stretching her sister's asshole wide open. Her sister shuddered and shook, gasping in pleasure as both her holes were worked. Melissa gripped the teen's firm tits, squeezing tight and feeling the erect nipples pressing at her palms. Down below she could hear the slurps of her Mom as she obeyed Melissa's commands her tongue deep into her youngest daughter's hole.
"This is so hot, you're both total sluts," Melissa grinned. She had been planning this with her friends for weeks, ever since she'd banged her Mom. It had taken a further weakening of their already weak will-power to make sure her Mom would go down on Spencer without complaint, and that Spencer would accept it without complaint. Melissa had to slowly bend them to her will without either of them noticing, luckily she was part of the A-Team and the support and encouragement of her friends on it had been invaluable. But it had been worth the wait. "You're a pair of family fucking whores aren't you?"
"Yesss," squealed Spencer and Veronica nodded her head, slurping at teen cunt.
Melissa pounded forward, slamming her body at Spencer's and making the teenager rock and shake like she was being pummelled by a boxer. The toy was going all the way in, only stopping when Melissa smacked into her. Spencer was shrieking with joy, either enjoying the experience or acting worthy of an Oscar. Melissa gripped the teen's tits harder, squeezing and squashing them, making sure she owned them. Spencer shook, her back arching so her head rested against Melissa's shoulder as the more dominant Hastings pounded her, "Aarrrrghhh, yesss, yesss, you're making me cum, ooohhh you're both making me cum."
"Who owns you slut?"
"You do Melissa, I'm your fuck-toy, please don't stop, fuck my asshole open," Spencer squealed in reply.
"You are and so is Mom," Melissa pulled out the toy, hearing Spencer's whine of disappointment. However, she didn't care for Spencer's pleasure - that was secondary. She slapped her sister's ass hard enough to remind her off her place, deliberately aiming for one of the weals to give it an extra sting. "Get on your hands and knees and raise that slutty ass."
"Yes Melissa," there was a small touch of sulkiness in her sister's response. But she did as she was told.
Veronica remained on her hands and knees like a dog who's just had his bone taken away. Melissa smiled and looked down at Spencer's ass, the hole was gaping and dark, little red marks and bruises around it showing the extent to which she'd been fucked and spanked. "What do you think Mom? Has Spencer just got the juiciest butt?"
"Yes Melissa," her Mom nodded in agreement.
"So whippable and bangable isn't it?"
"It is Melissa, you must enjoy it."
"I do, but you're going to enjoy it now as well."
"I am?" Veronica said, then nodded. "Yes Melissa."
"I want your hands and knees behind her - that's right. Now get your tongue in her dirty, slutty asshole and lick it out."
Her Mom did as ordered. Melissa was so turned on as she watched the older woman bury her head between her sister's cheeks and begin to tongue at the hole. She wasn't holding back, going in deep and fast, slithering her tongue round as far in as she was able. Her hands came up to Spencer's buttocks and she gripped them, ignoring the painful wince from the teen and pulled them apart as far as she was able. The hole stretched wider and Veronica took advantage and went in further.
"Ooohhh," Spencer moaned and shivered as her ass was licked. Her back arched and bent, her hair flowing down as she shuddered.
Melissa walked round them in a circle, drinking in the sexy tableau, this was now her family, two trained whores who would happily pleasure each other at her word. She felt proud of her achievement, and grateful to her friends for their support. She was also highly turned on.
Ending her walk behind them she looked down at her Mom's jiggling ass, the butt-plug fully pushed in. Reaching down she slipped her finger through the hook and pulled it out with a pop. The ready hole gazed at her enticingly. Melissa almost slipped in straight away, but she had one more thing to do. Taking the plug she walked round to her sister and knelt beside the moaning teen. She dangled the plug from her finger, "Open wide Spence."
Despite knowing what her sister planned Spencer immediately complied, her eyes watering a little as Melissa slid the large plug, recently up their Mom's ass, into her mouth. "Suck on that," she ordered.
The sound of her sister sucking merged with that of her Mom ass-lapping. Melissa loved the sounds, knowing they'd soon be joined by a third set. She moved behind her Mom and grasped the older woman's buttocks, pulling them apart she guided her strap-on into the waiting wanton hole. Her Mom paused for a second to moan as she was penetrated before swiftly returning to her other daughter's butthole, tonguing and licking that. Melissa thrust forward hard and fast, opening the bits of the tunnel that the plug hadn't reached. As she'd already banged her Mom that morning after Spencer had left for school the older woman's tunnel didn't give much resistance and soon the cock was in as deep as it had been with the youngest Hastings. Melissa grasped her Mom's waist and began to bang.
The position she was in gave her a good view of her Mom's tongue slapping and slurping at Spencer's rear hole, the Milf going at it with an almost unbelievable passion, swinging and swirling round the tunnel like she was born to it. Even as the chute slowly closed Veronica wasn't pausing, using all her strength to pull apart the cheeks and keep the hole as open as she could. Melissa banged harder, encouraging her Mom's tonguing, the Milf responding with greater speed, driving her tongue as the hole, even as the sphincter was closing around it.
It was hard to see what Spencer was doing from the same angle, but Melissa was content to here her sister, the teen eagerly sucking at the plug like it was a dummy. She was shivering in pleasure, obviously enjoying her ass being tongued as much as she enjoyed it being banged. Melissa thrust forward, watching her sister bounce as her Mom's tongue pounded forward. The harder she went the more that her two sluts vibrated and shivered and the more work their mouths did. Melissa rammed harder...
"MMMnn, urrrhh, you're so hot on my cock Mom, I can really feel your ass working at my pussy. It's so sexy," Melissa moaned, "You're such a butt-loving dyke whore. MMnnn and an ass-eating one. I bet you think Spencer's well-used butthole tastes good. I love the way your tongue is slapping into it. It makes me so horny and being horny makes me fuck you more."
She shoved the cock in deep, feeling her Mom's hole shivering round the toy as it whirred in and out. Her thighs smacked at her Mom, cracking and smacking at the Milf until the skin was red. The older woman returned the favour with Spencer's ass, her tongue going so fast at the teen that it was a blur, driving hard and deep, forcing the chute to remain open for it.
"UUUhhh, yesss, urrrrhhh," Melissa gave it her all. She was damp with sweat, the perspiration dropping down her naked body. Her Mom was dripping as well, but not from sweat. Melissa's fingers found the pussy and rubbed it harder, making the Milf buck and squirm as she came. Veronica was well trained though, as even as she orgasmed she was continuing to service a slurping Spencer, the teen also bucking and shivering as pleasure owned her almost as much as Melissa did.
"OOohhh, yes, fuck, yes," Melissa gave another thrust and pulled out, spent. Her Mom and sister, without orders to stop, continued. Melissa grinned as she saw them continuing, before getting up and finding her phone.
"Keep at it," she said as she raised it, "I just want to take a picture."
*
Mona had her strap-on deep into Hanna's ass when the phones beeped. Ali, who was also, deep in the same butt hole at the same time, grinned and clicked her fingers at her slut, Ashley, "Bring our phones."
"Yes Alison" said Ashley obediently. She put down the tray she was holding with cool drinks and cookies for when the two dominant teens needed refreshments and walked over to the sideboard where there phones were. Mona watched her walk, marvelling at how well trained she was, not complaining that she was dressed in suspenders and nothing else and literally serving her girlfriend as said girlfriend double-fucked her daughter's ass. Not that Mona could complain about Hanna either, the blonde was taking two cocks in her butt without complaint, something that wouldn't have happened three months ago.
"Here you are Ali, Mona," Ashley passed the two A-Teamers their phones.
They both slowed the fucking as they opened them, though their naked bodies continued to brush. Mona smiled as she saw the message she'd been sent, there were no words - only a picture of Veronica's Hastings, butt agape, face down in Spencer's ass. "Looks like Melissa scored her Mom-sister threesome," Mona grinned at her friend.
Ali nodded, "Looks like things are going to change in the Hastings house, " she paused, "and hopefully in Rosewood as well."
"Did Ella speak to them about what we've done?"
"Yes, the council are sending someone to have a look. Here, Ashley, take these phones again."
The two teens resumed their double-ramming of Hanna's ass.
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A few peasants looked up from the field as Katarinka rode past. She wondered what they thought of her. She was far out of her own lands, at least sixty miles, where women, both Amazon and thrall, worshipped the Goddess and nary a man set foot, and was now in one of the dozens of small baronies and Kingdoms which dotted the centre of the continent, each one ruled by a man who claimed the allegiance of his fellows by dint of his sex as much as his bloodline. She was deep enough in that they had probably never seen a woman in her armour, the metal bra and short leather skirt, a winged helmet on her head and a half-cloak, half-jacket of furs for warmth. They couldn't imagine that the sword on her back, larger and sharper than a normal man could hold, was not there as an ornament, nor was the dagger in her boot or the bow strapped to the horse's side.
She continued on, wondering, what their thoughts were. Did they think she was still in her prime -- she was past sixty but could easily be mistaken for a woman twenty years younger? Or did they think she was a heathen, even if they were the ones who had no proof of their Gods and little knowing that every time a thrall gave birth to her Amazon's child it was a direct message from the Goddess of her existence? Or perhaps they thought, in a land where only men bore arms, she was a freak, a monster, a living insult to the natural order?
She shrugged to herself, none ever said what their opinions were. In the inns and shops they were as happy to take her coin as anyone else and the whore she had fucked had made no comment as she was pounded with the Amazon's wooden weapon (apart from cries of pleasure, possibly fake, but probably real) in the same way as if it had been a flesh and blood dick. Anyway, even if these lands were strange she had to remember her old daughter-in-law, Yulianna, lived here now with her new husband, together with her eighteen-year-old granddaughter Aina, -- both the women may have been born in the Amazonian lands, but as thralls (as four-fifths of the population were) there was little difference between their treatment in either place; wealthy thralls might still live in luxury unimaginable, but they had fewer rights than even the poorest Amazon.
As castles went it was not a big one, more a two-storey manor house with a couple of towers and a surrounding wall than the large keeps and palaces of the kings and major magnates. But then the owner, Aina's stepfather, Hugh, was just a jumped-up merchant who made his money from trade and farmers and had probably never been on a reave in his life. Katarinka had thought it was a mistake that, when her own daughter had died, Yulianna's Mom had arranged for her to be married to a man -- but then she too was as much a trader as a raider and had money links with him, so it was a good deal for her
"Hmpf," Katarinka snorted as she got nearer. Hugh had hired some guards, who were standing at the gate, leaning on their spears, but they looked little better trained or equipped than a farm boy conscripted from his field. It was lucky she wasn't planning an attack otherwise both men would have been dead. They began to show more interest as she approached, making a lackadaisical attempt to smarten up and put their spears together as she approached. She reigned up her horse, "I'm expected. Katarinka, sometimes called the Brewer of Witches or the Dragon Slayer." They were names from years ago, from when she'd burnt down a tower with a coven of evil sorceresses and another from when she killed a dragon terrorising a small fishing village (it was a wyvern in reality, but few knew the difference); she had other names but it had been a long ride and she knew that men such as these would not have heard of them.
"Lady Yulianna's Mama?" the man asked. She almost replied coarsely, only a man wouldn't know that only a thrall was a Mama, an Amazon was always a Mom. However, losing her temper would gain her nothing so she held in the obvious reply and said, "She was my daughter-in-law before my own died in a battle." A Goddessforsaken skirmish with some Orcs.
The first man went into the guardhouse and shouted something. A few moments later the double doors creaked open and she rode into the courtyard.
Hugh of Four Fords was waiting for her there. He was a thin-looking man, who, if he wasn't older than her, looked it "Mother," he said in a way that was supposed to be outwardly avuncular and friendly, but inwardly rude as he knew the correct forms of address, Mom, would have been acceptable, Katarinka permissible as they had no relation, Mother made her sound like she was in the religious orders. "How was your journey?"
"It was easy, there were inns along the way and where there was not a tent and a bow means I neither lacked shelter nor food," she replied as she dismounted.
"It is always good to have you here," he lied, "Though we are not formally related, I look on you as a second Mama," there it was again the veiled insult.
Katarinka let it wash over her, if he was trying to rile her or insult her, she would not let him have the pleasure of it. "I should come more often," she lied. The only time she had been down was for his and Yulianna's wedding, though she had seen Hugh, Yulianna and Aina a couple of years ago when they had travelled up for business and stayed with Yulianna's Mom and Mama for a month. "I miss seeing Aina grow up," that was the truth, it was a knotty issue who had guardianship of the girl when her Mom died, her new step-mom (or Dad in this case) or her Grandmom. Different legal scholars in different lands took different views, though in reality, possession was nine-tenths of the law and Aina lived under Hugh's roof.
"A charming girl," said Hugh, perhaps through gritted teeth, "and betrothed you know? I'm sure she has mentioned her suitor in her letters to you?"
Katarinka was not a strong reader, but she thought not, "I don't believe so," she said.
"He will be here for dinner tonight, I'm sure he'll be delighted to meet you," another lie.
"And me him," untruth piling upon untruth, "and how is Yulianna?"
A sorrowful expression came to Hugh's face, which would have fooled many, "I'm am afraid for her, her digestion is not good, I only hope that she lives long enough to see Katarinka married to the man of her dreams." Yulianna was the only living child of her Mom, the monies she would be due, once the estates had been sold, would surely temper Hugh's sadness at his wife's passing. "She is asleep, but hopefully she will be well enough to see you later." After passing on the sad news he immediately bucked up, "Come you must be ready for food and drink after your journey and I know Aina has been looking forward to seeing you ever since you announced your visit." He gave orders for a stable boy to deal with her horse and another boy to take the saddlebags to her room; when he made moves to take her sword from her Katarinka hesitated, before glancing at her boot knife, and reluctantly accepting that she could not go fully armed around the building.
She followed Hugh in the building, the opulence of it confirming her view it was more manor than defensible position -- the stairs were wooden and straight, the rugs expensive and burnable, the servants unarmed and unimposing. However, even as she was taking it in there was a cry of excitement "Grandmom."
Turning towards the sound, Katarinka beheld a vision of loveliness coming towards her
The teenager grasped her in a hug, staying there for at least half a minute before disengaging and stepping back to allow the Amazon a proper look at her. The last time she'd seen her granddaughter she'd been barely fifteen, chubby and clumsy, with a bright smile and long light brown hair; the smile was still there, toothy and bright and the hair was a little shorter barely below her shoulders. But the spare fat had vanished and where previously she had been gawky and prone to stumble over herself, she was now graceful and angelic, as she came towards her Grandmom. She was dressed as a woman too, no longer in a shapeless dress, but glad in silks around her waist and breasts, the material almost see-through, likely it would have been if there had been fewer layers, the top and bottom both shaped to accentuate her cute bottom and shapely, pert, breasts. It had been over a week since Katarinka had last banged a woman, a barmaid/prostitute in a roadside inn, her granddaughter easily reminded her what she was missing.
"By the Goddess," she smiled, "You look grown-up."
"Like a woman," said Hugh.
"Like a thrall," Aina corrected him, "I'm a daughter of an Amazon, so I'm a thrall."
"Just so," said Hugh, but the smile on his face was forced and spoke of an argument which had been had too many times and which he didn't want to go into in front of Katarinka, which was probably for the best because even if Aina hadn't been her Granddaughter, the Amazon would have agreed with her. He forced himself to look calmer and more relaxed, "Why don't you show Katarinka around? You can tell her about your fiancée as you do." From the curl of his lip he obviously thought that he had got the better of the interplay with his step-daughter.
From the look of loathing on Aina's face when her betrothal was mentioned, perhaps he had. However, she too forced herself to smile cheerfully, "I would love to, if you want Grandmom?" She slipped her arm through Katarinka's.
"I would enjoy your company," Katarinka replied.
"I shall leave you to it," Hugh said, "There is much business I need to attend to, but please treat my home as yours."
He gave a curt, quiet formal, bow and retreated. Aina seemed to relax when he was gone, her smile becoming wider and more radiant and her shoulder's looking less tense and stiff. "Let me show you around."
The tour just confirmed Katarinka's impressions -- the house was that of a raised-up merchant with no thought to defence and her granddaughter had turned into a sexy and alluring young woman.
They ended up in the garden, in Katarinka's sister's keep, where the Amazon had some chambers, the garden was functional, with vegetables, fruit, and some herbs, but here it was filled with flowers and statues, even a pond with a waterfall -- it was all very pretty, but nothing of any use in siege when you'd be reduced to eating petals. Her Granddaughter looked around for a seat for a second, before settling on a flat boulder (obviously carved and smoothed for comfort) drawing her feet up under her and sexily leaning forward, just enough that the silks around her breasts seemed to tighten and pull against the two pert breasts.
Katarinka was a sitter, so she remained standing. There was still one topic of conversation that she had to address, "So you're betrothed, who is your fiancé?"
Aina's face twisted in so intense a hatred that Katarinka almost took a step back as if faced with a deadly Gorgon, "I hate him," the teen snarled, "Sir Belgrothian. He's fat and he's old and he smells and he's boring. What's worse, he doesn't love me either."
"Why marry then?" Katarinka asked the question though she knew the answer. In Amazon lands Aina would have no choice because she was a thrall and here, she was a woman, so the result was the same. As for why Belgrothian wanted to marry a woman he didn't love the reason was equally obvious even if Aina hadn't responded.
"For my lands and money, when Mama dies, half of it passes to him..." the vehemence with which she referred to her stepfather with was second only to that of her fiancé, "...and half to me. Sir Belgrothian is a rich man who wants to be richer still and he's promised a trading partnership with him once we're married."
It was an old story.
Katarinka gave some condolences, but there was little she could do. If her daughter had still been alive, she could have talked to her, but then if her daughter was alive a thrall as pretty and attractive as Aina would be being married to an Amazon warrior, not an old pot-bellied jumped-up shopkeeper. Further conversation was interrupted as a couple of maids came out, the older one said, "Mistress Aina, we have poured you a bath. The Master thought you'd want to be washed and perfumed for your guest tonight."
From the look, Aina gave she had no desire to clean herself up for Sir Belgrothian, but after a second or two's thought she could see it would do no good to say it, the servant wasn't to blame and she would only call Hugh. The teen forced a smile, "I will come now." She turned to Katarinka and gave her a kiss on the cheek, "Though you're the guest I'm looking forward to."
The older maid stood back to allow Aina to pass by her and then followed behind, leaving just Katarinka and the more junior maid in the garden. The young woman curtsied, she was eighteen or nineteen, certainly no older than twenty, with large breasts almost popping from her dress, "Master Hugh said you might also want a bath, I have poured one for you."
It had been a long ride and several days since Katarinka had the luxury of a bath, rather than washing herself in a river or stream. "That would be good, girl, what's your name?"
"Margo," the young woman replied with a coquettish smile, "I'll show you to your room, shall I?"
"Lead on," said Katarinka. The teen nodded and turned, gesturing for the older woman to follow her. She had the most sexy rear, wiggling it as she walked, whether accidentally or, Katarinka suspected (or at least hoped) deliberately.
"You're the first Amazon I've seen," the girl said as she led Katarinka down a corridor, "I mean I know Mistress Yulianna comes from there and Mistress Aina as well, but they're not proper Amazons are they?"
"No, they're both thralls, they're more feminine, homemakers and wives and Mama's not warriors," Katarinka was impressed with the girl's knowledge, few in the land of men knew the difference between Amazons and thralls; thinking that as both were women they must be the same.
"Mistress Aina says Amazons are strong, stronger than men," Margo continued.
"Some are, some men are stronger too, it depends on the man or the Amazon," modesty forbade Katarinka from saying that she'd never met a man with her strength or skill at arms, though the overall point that there was little difference was true.
"I'm not that strong though, I guess I'd be a thrall," the teen said, was there a touch of wistfulness in her voice? Perhaps there was, but everyone is born to a station and few could escape it.
"There's nothing wrong with being a thrall, Amazons may decide the great affairs of state and defend our lands, but thralls are the ones who put the food on the table and cure our hurts, playing the harp or massaging a warrior's limbs are things which make life worthwhile," Katarinka replied.
The teen stopped by a door at the top of one of the towers, "Here you are my lady," she said allowing Katarinka to step forward and open it.
The chamber was probably meant to be mean and small compared to the rest of the house, but to Katarinka it was almost too opulent and luxurious, a four-poster bed in the middle of the room together with a wardrobe and weapons rack. A chair and a small table were in the corner, a jug and a couple of goblets next to a fruit bowl on it. Finally, there was a large wooden tub from which Katarinka could still see the steam rising.
"Would you like me to pour you some wine as you bathe, my lady," Margo asked as Katarinka stepped in.
"Yes, do," the older woman said and moved to the bed. She took a look to see the few pieces of clothes she'd brought had been folded up and were in the wardrobe drawers; there was a locked small chest in there as well, with some of her higher denomination coins, a pouch next to it with coinage for day to days spend, she briefly held it, checking its weight and that it was the same as when she'd held it this morning. It was, few were stupid enough to risk stealing from an Amazon Warrior.
Margo had followed her into the room and was pouring wine into one of the goblets. Ignoring her for a moment Katarinka reached for the straps of her metal top, unhooking them and then quickly removing the rabbit fur bra beneath so that her breasts were free. She stood for a moment in front of the mirror admiring them and thinking how well they had resisted the call of gravity (a new discovery, she had been told about a few months ago). In the reflection she could see Margo had turned so that she too was looking in the mirror and admiring the round pair. The Amazon grinned and moved to sit on her bed, glancing briefly at the teen, who pretended she was a statue and stood still with the wine goblet in her hand. The boots were off next and then she stood again, reaching for the buckles on her scale armour skirt and removing it.
Margo's stone-like expression changed to one of surprise and then awe as she saw the women's weapon attached to Katarinka. Ten inches of polished wood shaped as a phallus, held over the pussy by tight leather straps. It was the sign of the Amazon, a weapon that needed a sheath and in Katarinka's case it had found many over the years from peasants to princesses. The Amazon ran her fingers over it, the wood was both strong and solid, but also surprisingly soft and supple, taken from the Halamon Tree, which some said were evil invaders from an ancient past turned into forests so almost fleshlike was the wood. Smiling Katarinka stroked at the weapon, almost like a man's cock, or so she was led to believe. In front of her, Margo kept her eyes on it, even as a small flush came to her cheeks.
"You have never seen a woman's weapon before?" teased Katarinka.
"No, my lady," Margo shook her head in wonderment, still looking at it, "It's very big."
"You asked whether we're stronger than men, no, perhaps as strong, but our weapons are bigger than there's" grinned Katarinka.
"Perhaps if men carved their own, they would be as big," replied Margo. Then she shook her head, "Once when I was with Mistress Yulianna, she told me she'd never had a cock as big as a woman's weapon... I've not seen one as large either." She blushed, "Not that I've seen a lot."
"It's the mark of an Amazon, no thrall would ever wear one, though all love to touch one," Katarinka said and the teen blushed even redder as she realised what was being said. The older woman grinned and undid the straps, exposing her smooth pussy, recently shaved, to the teen's gaze and from the look of her Margo found that scarcely less enticing than the wooden dick.
Naked, she walked up the wooden steps by the side of the tub and then lowered herself into the water. It was no longer literally boiling, but it was still heated and more than pleasantly warm. Katarinka relaxed against the wooden wall, she did not mind the cold chill of a lake, but equally, the hot comfort of a heated bath was enjoyable and relaxing and kept her muscles supple and ache-free. The teen was by her side for a moment, passing her the wine. Unlike the bath, it was lukewarm and was passable rather than as flavoursome as many of the wines she was sure Hugh had in his cellar.
"Would you like me to wash your back?" Margo asked, with just a hint of a mischievous smile.
"Is this something you offer to all Hugh's guests?" Katarinka grinned lustfully back.
"Only those I like," the teen said cheerfully.
"If that's the case, wash away," Katarinka moved forward so that there was space between the walls and her for the teen to get in.
The young woman got on the steps, leaned over with a woollen cloth and began to gently dab at the older woman's skin. As Katarinka made no complaint soon the soft dabs were turned into slow sensual brushes going further and further down to the lower back and the rear, the teen almost falling into the tub as she leaned so far over. Her hand came up again and she washed the sides of the warrior up and under her arms, before sliding around the front and running the cloth over Katarinka's ample breasts, taking great care to massage them and rub sexily at the naked flesh.



Taking another sip of her wine before leaning back again against the wooden tub, Katarinka grinned. "You'd find it easier if you were in the tub, come get in."
"Yes, my lady," the teen tittered and stepping back and into Katarinka's eye line she removed her dress. She wasn't wearing underclothes and so her pussy was immediately on display, a puffy pair of labia with a small strip of hair above it. Katarinka licked her lips and drained the wine, knowing she would soon be fucking that hole deep and hard. Margo seemed to be thinking the same thing, as she walked up the steps swinging her hips and breasts invitingly before getting in opposite the older woman.
Leaning forward Margo began to run the cloth over the naked tits of the Amazon, but Katarinka was clean enough. She reached forward and grasped the teen's wrist, squeezing it hard and making her drop the cloth into the water, at the same time she pushed her mouth against the younger woman's, opening and probing with her tongue. The teen didn't resist, her own lips moulding to the older woman's and her tongue swinging around to envelop the Amazon's. Katarinka dropped the teenager's wrist and moved her hands to squeeze at her large tits instead, she could feel the young woman's excitement as Margo's lips pressed harder at hers and her tongue swept faster and harder, driving at Katarinka's. The Amazon pressed back, owning Margo's mouth and twisting her tongue at the teen's. The young woman shivered in the hot water, temporarily breaking the kiss to throw her head back and moan her pleasure. Katarinka's mouth was at her throat like she was a vampire, kissing and sucking at the smooth flesh, her body against the shuddering teen.
"Oh yes," Margo groaned in excitement, her grunts getting louder as Katarinka's hand went lower to find her cunt. Her mouth returned to the Amazon's, impassioned and excited, gasping and breathing in at the same time. The older woman's fingers stroked the outside of the cunt, brushing the labia lips and feeling the teen's tongue pressing passionately forward as she was touched. The kisses got even more intense as Katarinka slipped in, the wall gripping around her as she pressed her finger forward. The teenager gasped again, her head breaking from Katarinka's and falling back as she cried out to the ceiling, "Ohhh, yesss, ohhh."
With her own mouth spare Katarinka brought it down to the tits, her chin in water as she suckled at the nipples just above the surface. They quickly hardened under her passionate suckling, like two small pebbles on a large mound. The teen was gasping and moaning loudly, as her erogenous zones in her pussy and tits were stimulated in unison, the excitement raising her up off the tub's bench, so that she splashed around, causing waves and ripples to wash over Katarinka. The older woman continued to finger fuck her faster and faster, even without the bath, she was sure the teen was soaking wet as she was fucked, but it was nothing to how she was going to be. She added a third finger, driving and jamming them down Margo's cunt. The teen screamed out again, "Yesss, fuuuckkk, yessss."
Katarinka grinned, licking her lips as she lifted them from the tit, "The water is getting cold, fetch me a towel." She pulled her finger from the snatch and licked it seductively.
"Yes, my lady," gasped the maid. She stood up, her skin flushed and not from the water, which was cooling, though still adequately warm if they had wanted to remain in. However Katarinka was keen for the next course to begin, now she had tested that Margo was more than just a tease. She watched as the naked girl padded over to the wardrobe and pulled out a towel before returning. She opened it wide and stood behind it, waiting.
Katarinka got up and out of the tub, walking over and standing in front of it so the maid could wrap the large woollen towel around her and then start to rub her down. She was good at it, obviously having done it many times before for well-born and/or wealthy ladies who couldn't be bothered to dry themselves, though Katarinka suspected it was the first time the teen had done it whilst she was also naked and dripping water on the floor. The older woman waited until the teen had finished patting her down, before undoing the towel and letting it fall to the floor, she stepped back over it and onto the bed, sitting down and spreading her legs, showing her smooth, mature twat to the teenager who looked at it with lust.
"I do not think you've finished washing me," purred the Amazon.
Licking her lips, Margo nodded and said, "No my lady, I shall do that now."
Using her foot Katarinka pulled the towel towards her so that the younger woman would have something soft to kneel on. Margo was down kneeling, tossing her hair over her shoulders so the tresses wouldn't get in the way, before putting her hands on the warrior's thighs to gently push them further apart so she could easily get between them. For a second, she paused, looking at the bare pussy in front of her, perhaps wondering what to do or perhaps savouring the moment before she lapped her first Amazon. It was only for a moment, though, not long enough for Katarinka to draw in more than a breath and then the teen was down on her, at first doing nothing but brushing her lips over the twat as she seemed to explore what was down there. Then her lips started to purse and she gave small gentle kisses over it, light, but sensual.
Katarinka grinned in anticipation, her hands grasping at the fur blanket over the bed. She wasn't expecting a pro, but it was a promising start, especially as whilst she guessed the teen might have been the recipient of licking, mainly from inexperienced pot-boys and grooms, she probably had never pleasured a woman orally herself. She waited to see if she would need to instruct or whether the light kisses were a tease and a prelude to what was to come. She needn't have worried, because even as she was kissing, Margo's fingers were up by the older woman's twat, at first gently rubbing and stroking as she kissed, but then slowly easing the lips apart with her fingers, so her tongue could slide between them and link at the older woman's soft and sensitive insides.
"Mmmnn, carry on," she growled in appreciation, one hand kneading her own bosom as the other reached down to stroke at the teen's head, together with just a modicum of pressure to encourage her to lick deep and hard.
"Yyyyymmm," the teen's tongue sped up, following the finger in and slurping at the walls of Katarinka's tunnel. If the cunt hadn't already been soaking it would have become so as tiny rivulets of cum started to seep from walls. Her finger dove in, further opening the fuckhole and allowing her to get in even more, tonguing enthusiastically, grunts and slurps combining, "Yyyymmmm."
"Go on, lick me, mmmnnn that's so good, go faster though, use your tongue," Katarinka groaned and shuddered. It wasn't the best pussy licking she'd ever had, far from it, but even the worst cunt lapping was a pleasure and this one was far from being anywhere near the bottom as it was from the top. She gradually put some pressure on the teenager, encouraging her deeper. The girl did as she was instructed, knowing without being told that an Amazon's pleasure was more important than her own, though her own would also come. Katarinka gave another gasp, shivering in pleasure as the teen's tongue found her erogenous zone, "That's it, keep licking there, make me cum."
Margo followed her instructions, pressing her face harder at the older woman, as she drove her tongue in, licking and lapping frantically at the spot. Now she'd found it she didn't need her finger in, so she moved her hands to the Amazon's thighs, stroking at the hard firm muscles as she made sure she kept the legs apart and open. The teenager's tongue went down fast, slamming at the spot she'd been instructed to hit with the accuracy of a forest archer. She seemed to be enjoying it as much as Katarinka was from the grunts and gulps of pleasure she gave. "Yyyyyymmmm, yyyymmmm."
"Fuck, fuck," grunted Katarinka, her back arching and stretching as an orgasm hit her like a charge. The teen might be new to this, but she was eager and enthusiastic, and if she kept it up she'd be a champion pussy licker in no time -- perhaps Katarinka should subtly suggest to her a move to the Amazonian lands, the girl would be sure to be popular there, a bit of practice and she'd make a fine lover for the leader of a warrior band, or even a wife for a lower-ranked Amazon. Thought that was for the future and the present was enough for now and Katarinka shuddered again, as a wave of sexual energy shot through her as intense as any she'd felt for at least several months. She pushed at the back of the teen's head, encouraging her, "Go, lick my cunt, eat me harder."
"Yyyymmmm, yyyyymmmn," Margo slurped away energetically, showing the older woman what she had. Her fingers splayed out over Katarinka's thighs, massaging and rubbing at the solid muscles underneath the firm, toned skin, the gentle strokes adding an extra dimension to the Amazon's ecstatic pleasure.
"Fuccckk, fuccckk, yessss, aaarrrrrgh," the orgasm hit like a charge, as powerful as a wyvern's breath (and Katarinka should know, after facing off one of the monsters). It almost sent Katarinka into a coma, her mind shredding into a kaleidoscope of senses, feelings and emotions, none of which made sense or felt related to each other. She screamed and cried out, calling to the Goddess who she worshipped, shrieking her pleasure and arousal so loudly that she would be heard in the heavens, "AAAarrrrghh, Goddess, yessssss, aaaargghhhh." The waves crashed through her like a storm bursting upon the shore, "Aaarrrrghhh, aaaarghhh, Goddesssss, fuuucckkk!"
And then like a storm they abated, leaving her gasping and panting, her legs weaker than a thralls and her eyes closed and unable to open.
But she was an Amazon and an Amazon should never allow bliss to overtake them for long. She took a deep breath and forced herself up. The teen on her knees looked up quizzically as the Amazon towered over her. Katarinka grinned and said, "Your turn now."
"You want to eat me?" Margo said.
Of course, she wasn't going to lick the girl, that was what thralls did, but the teen was going to get an even better deal. "I'm going to fuck you, with my woman's weapon," the Amazon replied, before instructing, "Get on the bed."
The naked maid did as she was told, giggling and wiggling as she rolled over onto her back and spread her legs, gently rubbing at her clitoris as she watched Katarinka attach the straps around her thighs and midriff so the toy was firmly in place. She joined the teen on the bed, moving over her, the weapon in her hand. She licked her lips in anticipation and guided it to the waiting sheath.
Margo moaned as she was entered, her body shivering as she took her first woman's weapon. Katarinka continued down, the teen was tight, but supple, the walls of her fuckhole slowly easing as the weapon carried on in. Katarinka's hips moved as she worked it deeper, making sure the teen was getting the full length, the thick cock sliding.
"Mnnn, yes, oh, yes," moaned Margo passionately, her hands reaching up around the older woman. Her own hips were rising as she met the Amazon halfway, before falling back as the weapon pressed down into her. Her legs opened wider as if she was wanting to fit the full length and girth into her cunt. There was a slurp as the phallus went down deeper into the wet pussy, the walls clasping round it, so tight there was an effort, not so much that it was impossible (or even harder) to push through. Katarinka went in deeper and then out again, before returning, thrusting a full ten inches of wood into the teenager's hole. Margo groaned again, shuddering as she gasped, "Fuck me, mmmnn, give me that big dick."
Her short nails scratched and dug at Katarinka's back as the Amazon continued to rise and fall, as the warrior began to go faster and hard the teen clawed more desperately, like she was a wild cat trying to fight off a python before her doom came upon her. Katarinka slammed in again, not minding the scratches on her back, there was a little pain, and she was sure there'd be gouge marks on her skin come the end of the fuck, but it was so little that it didn't matter and just showed how much of a hot vixen the teen was, a passionate little fuck-beast, who was giving as good as she got. Harder and faster the Amazon pounded, feeling the teen wriggling and jiggling under her, squealing and squeaking with enjoyment, "Yesss, yesss, my lady, ram my cunt. Fuuccck, I love this, fuck me harder."
The bed rocked beneath them, dust from the top of the canopy, showing that either this was not a room which was used often or that the maids were not as on top of their cleaning jobs as they could be. Though if they couldn't dust, they could fuck, or at least Margo could. Her pussy licking had been more eager and enthusiastic than skilled, though there was promise, but as she got her cunt slammed by the dick, she seemed to be in her element, squealing and writhing around, her hips working with Katarinka's, her breasts bouncing and jiggling against the older woman, her grip firm on the Amazon's back. Even as she was gasping and squealing she'd paused to try and kiss at Katarinka's mouth, that she was seldom quick enough to connect for more than a second as the Amazon drove in and out didn't take away from the effort.
"Take it, take my weapon, let it find its sheath," grunted Katarinka as she pounded pussy. She could feel the bounce of the teenager's big breast against her, hear the gasps and shrieks as Margo fell into an almost non-stop sea of ecstatic bliss, seeing the younger woman's face contorting and twisting. Grinning she drove deep and hard, slamming her hard body at the teenager, forcing her deep into the soft bed, the mattress shifting and rippling like they were a raft on the sea.
The Amazon plunged in again and again, the haft of the toy rubbing at her own clit, making her burn with sexual bliss, though not as much as Margo who was screaming loudly, "Yesssss, yessss, aaarggghhh, yessss!"
The two women, old and young, thudded together, united in sexual pleasure, their grunts and pants and groans filling the room. In and out drove Katarinka, thrusting hard and at pace, a small trickle of sweat falling down her back. Beneath her the teen squealed some more, her nails digging at the older woman's flesh, her hips rising to meet Katarinka. It was a shame the girl wasn't a thrall, she'd be the most popular maid in the castle if was an Amazon one. She shoved harder, enjoying the quiver and shudder of the teen as she was penetrated, a cry of ecstatic joy escaping Margo's lips, "Aaaaarrrghhh, aaaaarrgghhh."
With a grunt, Katarinka pulled the weapon from the sodden hole, cum coating the polished wood like a fresh varnish. Margo panted and groaned, "That was fantastic," she said.
"I've not finished," grinned Katarinka, "Turn on your front."
The teen did as she was instructed, her legs spraying apart and her hands gripping at the fur blanket underneath her. Katarinka almost licked her lips as she looked at the round and sexy rear, the cute butt seemed to be almost begging to be fucked. She moved onto the teen again, one hand gently massaging the top of her back, whilst the other took hold of her weapon. "I want to ram that hot ass of yours."
"I've never been fucked there before," replied Margo, but it was more an observation than an objection.
"There's a first time for everything," said Katarinka as she pressed the weapon between the two cheeks and fumbled around briefly until she found the anal crater to rest the tip in.
"Mmmn, yes," giggled Margo in agreement, "Take my anal maidenhood."
The Amazon shoved forward, breaking the ring and taking the teen's butt virginity in one swift motion. Margo gasped and shuddered, her back arching slightly as, for the first time, she felt the stretch of a weapon in her back door.
"How's that?" asked Katarinka as she pressed another inch into the teenage asshole.
"It's stretching me, it feels strange though," Margo answered.
She wasn't the first anal virgin Katarinka had banged; in fact, she was probably somewhere in late double-figures if the Amazon had been counting, so Katarinka just nodded sagely and replied, "You'll soon get used to it, relax and let it enter you."
The teen nodded her agreement, her body loosening a little as she took the older woman's advice (though not fully as her hands still gripped tightly at the fur blanket). With a grunt Katarinka resumed, lifting herself up and coming down. The teenager let out a groan, shivering slightly as the cock went in deeper. She lifted herself as Katarinka pulled up like she was waiting to meet her, and the next drive slammed into her again, the weapon continuing into the hole, opening the walls. There was another groan, appreciation, a little pain, some discomfort, a hint of pleasure. Katarinka was up and down again, and again, and again. She got into a rhythm like she was hammering a stake into the heart of a demon, a continual hard hammering, working the weapon in further and further. The teen's asshole was easier than any demonic hide, easing open with each thrust, letting the toy in further, as if it was only playing at resistance.
"Take it, take it all," the older woman grunted as she slammed down again. Beneath her Margo groaned and wriggled, her hips jerking down as the cock entered her back hole. The weapon continued sliding down, its natural oils acting as a lubricant; this time all the way until Katarinka's body landed on top of the teen's, who, as instructed, had taken it all. Katarinka grinned, pausing for a few seconds to let the younger woman get used to the anal invader. Then she pushed herself up and resumed her banging.
"Oh, oh," Margo moaned, there was still discomfort in her tone, but it was less and being rapidly replaced by pleasure. Katarinka slammed quicker and harder, the walls hardly bothering to resist now so that each thrust sent the weapon deep into the young maid's asshole. The teen shuddered, her back bending and her hands gripping the bedding -- whatever had been said about relaxing had been forgotten, or was impossible, as she was hit by sexual wave after sexual wave. Katarinka was down on her again, landing on her back, squashing her own naked titties against the smooth skin, before bouncing up again like she was on a spring. The teen cried out again, even more pleasure in her voice, "Oooohhh, by the Gods, yessss!"
Ignoring the blasphemy (multiple Gods? all male? Only a fool would believe that) Katarinka slammed down. The haft of the toy rubbed joyfully at her own clit, making her tense with pleasure, cum filling her pussy and smearing over her lips, more of it with each forceful thrust. She could feel another trickle of sweat going down her forehead, ass fucking was vigorous exercise. However Katarinka, as a warrior, was fit, with the strength of a lion and the stamina of a wildebeest, able to keep going powerfully where younger women would have collapsed exhausted.
Margo was appreciating that, screaming and shrieking wildly, bouncing into the bed with each thrust and then immediately springing up to take the next one. The teen's hands were still outstretched, her fingers digging deep into the furry blanket as her toes stretched down below. "Yessss, yessss," she screamed, "Fuck my ass, aaaaarggghh, fuck my ass."
The teen might have been a virgin before, but now she was a convert. Katarinka wondered how many men would be lucky, now that the teen's anal cherry was popped, to be rewarded with a go at the hot maid's back door. A few she suspected, but equally she was immodest enough to think that Margo would never get the pleasure she got from a woman's weapon with any man's weaker cock -- she'd probably spend her entire life looking for this feeling again and never find it. The Amazon mentally shrugged, if the girl was smart she'd pack up her bags in the morning and emigrate to the Amazon lands, a sexy a thrall as her would seldom lack for Amazon company and more than one would enjoy slamming their weapon into such hot butt as Margo possessed.



"Yessss, fucccckkk, keep going my lady, fuck my ass, aaaarrrghhh, that is good, so good," the teen squealed in ecstatic joy as the older woman shoved in deeper, hammering in. She worked her own hips rapidly encouraging the Amazon to keep up. If Margo had thought it was a challenge she was mistaken as Katarinka upped her pace to keep with the teen, before going even faster and harder, moving almost like lightning. Certainly, Margo shook like she'd been hit by a strike, her screams of pleasure getting louder and louder, "AAArrrghhh, yesssss, aaaarghhh."
The teen shuddered as an orgasm hit her, her hands clawing at the fur and her back arching so much that it was almost a circle. The older Amazon was far from finished and slammed in hard and fast, her weapon so hot with friction she would not have been surprised if it burst into flame like a torch coated in oil. The teen was screaming her appreciation, her cries filling the room, "Yesssss, fuuuck me, fuucckk my ass, I love it, fill it up, my lady, aaaarrgghhh."
More sweat dripped from Katarinka's forehead as she pounded deep. The teen beneath her was a most enjoyable diversion, enthusiastic, eager, energetic and if she was also inexperienced she was a quick learner; perhaps there would be other diversions among the castle's staff -- Katarinka hoped so, it would make her visit more enjoyable.
As would her granddaughter - who had turned into a very attractive sexy woman.
For a moment Katrinka imagined the teen beneath her was Aina and not Margo before she pushed the thought from her mind -- Aina was betrothed, even if the man sounded despicable.
She grunted and resumed banging Margo, even stronger and faster, making the teen shriek so loud they probably heard her in the nearby village.
Slamming again and again she pounded the teen into orgasm after orgasm, leaving her a sweaty, stuffed mess, her loud cries turning to whimpers of sated pleasure. Panting the Amazon stood up and pulled the dildo out. She glanced down at the teen, her ass was as open and gaped as a cavern, the dark inside visible.
Wiping her forehead Katarinka went to her purse and pulled out a coin. Margo had turned round and moved to a sitting position, her skin still flushed red and glowing with sweat. She caught the coin as it was flicked to her, "Thank you, my lady," she said as she caught it, then glancing down her eyes opened as she saw the glint of gold and she said with even more feeling, "Thank you, my lady."
The Amazon shrugged, the girl had been worth it, anyway, it did no harm to let the other pretty maids in the castle know that their asses were worth a gold pound to the Amazon and she had plenty more in her purse. "You should be going," she said dismissively.
"Yes, my lady," the teen said with a grin, grasping her dress to her naked body she stood and curtsied, before picking up her shoes and, still naked, left the room to the Amazon.
*
Katarinka walked into the main hall, aware that she was turning the heads of half the men there (and not a few of the women) dressed as she was in the Amazon fashion, her scale armour skirt covering the top of her thighs and her metal bra her breasts; she had decided not to wear her sword, feeling that would be too much, but still had a short dagger in her boot. Her hair was tied in a ponytail and swung down her back, and her skin, tanned brown from the summer sun shone like bronze in the light of the torches bracketed around the room. Most importantly, hidden beneath the skirt, was her woman's weapon swinging on its harness.
Aina rushed to her almost as soon as she arrived she was clad in different silks to the one earlier, but ones which still showed her nubile body to its best advantage, leaving much of her chest and legs bare, even if they hid the most strategic points. As she leaned in to kiss her cheek Katarinka could smell her perfume, an expensive scent and alluring. "Grandmom, it is so lovely you're here, I was worried tonight I'd be all on my own," she glanced as she spoke to a man who was as broad as he was tall (though he was less than five foot, so that was something) was engrossed in conversation with Hugh. From the loathing in the look, he was Belgrothian, her granddaughter's fiancé.
"Mama said Amazon's dance like men," the teen twittered, threading her arm through her Grandmoms.
"More gracefully, I think, but yes we take the men's roles when we dance with our thralls," Katarinka replied.
"You'll be able to dance with me then," the teen giggled and touched her Grandmom's arm in a way that if she'd been anyone else would have had Katarinka dragging her to a bed chamber for a hard banging.
"If you Sir Belgrothian agrees it would be my pleasure," the teen wasn't anyone and whether she liked it or not it was not for Katarinka to involve herself in the marital market for the teen. Or at least she told herself that, even if she did not quite believe it.
The teen continued to keep her arm in her Gran's as she walked her around the hall, pointing out various knights and worthies and their ladies, nine of ten of whom the Amazon forgot immediately. The walk might have seemed random, but it was designed to take her to the top table whilst avoiding Belgrothian by as wide a gap as was possible; Aina admired the teen's tactics, if she hadn't been a thrall she'd have made a fine general.
"Mama, it's Katarinka," Aina said.
The woman's head slowly raised from her plate, the movement glacial like lifting it was an effort. She looked terrible, her face pale like a vampire and blotchy like a ghoul, the hair as brittle and sparse as a zombie. She'd always been slender, but now she was thin and sticklike, her veins showing through skin that was almost translucent and as she breathed she panted as if the very act was difficult and effort.
"Hello Yulianna," said Katarinka to her old daughter-in-law.
"Katarinka..." the woman said and paused to gather her strength, "You... came...for... " she stopped and coughed and a fleck of blood appeared on her lip. She didn't have the strength to wipe it away so Aina picked up a small rag from her Mama's lap and did it for her. The woman wheezed again, before continuing, "...for... the...wedding."
"Yes," in truth the letter had been mysterious, hinting at something, but not what, but then Yulianna always had been dramatic, even when she had been Aina's age.
"Should...never... have...left... He... Hugh... is...not...Clara...or...Tori," the mention of her daughters made Katarinka wince with a twinge of mental, but they were memories and she did not dwell on it, but the present. She waited for Yulianna to continue her train of thought and say what she meant but the woman needed to take in some more air and was not ready to speak.
Before she could the voice of Hugh sounded behind her, "Aina do not tire your mother."
Katarinka turned from the Yulianna to her husband, the words had been aimed at Aina, though she knew the real target was her. The nobleman was in his glossiest clothes, so shiny and colourful that if he'd gone out in them he'd have been mugged by magpies; they were suited for those who dressed for balls, not those who dressed for battle and Katarinka would have only been seen dead in them. "It was my fault, it has been a long time since I have seen her."
"Alas, as you can see my dear lady wife is not long for this world," he said it loud enough Yulianna must have heard, but her head had dropped down again.
"Indeed," if Katarinka had been invited to a wedding unless it was in the next few days she'd be a guest at a funeral first; if Yulianna lived the week she'd be surprised.
Hugh had already moved on and was gesturing to Belgrothian to come over, "Aina, introduce your betrothed."
The teen didn't have time to speak before the fat man did, "So you're the Amazon wench," he said and then belched, "I hear you fancy yourselves, warriors."
More than you, fat man, Katarinka thought, he'd be no use in a melee apart from being used as a shield and if he'd met a wyvern he'd have soiled his pants, and Goddess knew what he'd have done if he'd been on an old battlefield as the dead rose as zombies to fight again. However, she knew the type, he wouldn't dare take it out on her, but he'd keep his grudges and once Aina was his it would be her he worked it out on with his hand or a leather strap. Instead, she just said, "We have a certain prowess at arms."
"Huh," he snorted disbelievingly, "I can't see how you stand up to an Orcish charge," as if he had ever seen an Orc running screaming at him with their jagged swords and saliva dripping from their rotten-teethed mouth.
Luckily, Katarinka was saved from a further answer by the band striking up a dance. Aina immediately slipped her arm back in the older woman's, "Grandmom promised to show me how Amazon's dance," she said, which wasn't absolutely true, but in the circumstances, near enough.
Belgrothian snorted, "Like a man," he said snidely but made no attempt to stop Katarinka as she led the teen onto the floor.
Several couples were already dancing, many of them looking curiously at the Amazon and the thrall as they joined them on the floor. Katarinka immediately took the lead, her hand round the teen's back, placed on the naked skin just above the silken strands wrapped around her midriff. Aina smiled and assumed her position, a hand on the older woman's waist, the other held up for the Amazon to take. The music was still playing and Katarinka began to dance.
In truth she had never been a good dancer, preferring to spend her time practising in the sparring ring than in the hall. But Aina was and she made her Grandmom's moves seem easy, especially as she moved close to her, resting her head on the older woman so that there was the constant smell of her attractive scent in Katarinka's nostrils. They danced and danced and danced some more, only stopping for something to eat and some weak wine to drink, before returning.
Belgrothian seemed uninterested in his betrothed and Katarinka made full use of it, holding the teen closer and closer as they danced until at last the musicians swung into their last melody and then, there was the sound of silence. In the quietness, Aina leaned forward and murmured, "I wish it was you I was marrying."
Katarinka sighed inwardly, it was perfectly acceptable for Amazons to marry thrall daughters and granddaughters, even if men thought it was perverse -- the Goddess blessed the unions of Moms and daughters as well as any other relationship, not for her the twisted monstrosities which could come from men impregnating their kin. But they were in the world of men and Aina was already spoken for, even if the man was a lout and a fool. She said nothing, just gently disengaging herself from the teen. "I shall see you tomorrow," she said and Aina nodded and curtsied, her previous words, if not forgotten, at least not repeated.
The Hall was emptying. Katarinka would have wanted to speak more to Yulianna, but Hugh had not left her side all evening -- though from the way he ignored her, Katarinka did not believe this was from love but to stop her from speaking to the dying woman. She wondered what Yulianna wanted to say; she'd find out, Hugh might have stopped her tonight, but the Amazon was as cunning as she was strong, and she was very strong.
She gave Hugh a bow, "A most pleasant evening, my Grandaughter is most delightful."
"She will be a good wife to Sir Belgrothian," he replied, pausing as his wife coughed and wretched, "You know the way to your chambers or shall I find you a guide."
"I can find the way," said Katarinka, the mansion was not big enough to get lost in.
She headed up the stairs to her chamber and opened the door. Under the covers lay a redhead, her dress over the chair. She smiled as Katarinka came in, "My friend Margo said you might want company."
"She's a clever girl," grinned Katarinka as she began to undo her skirt.
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Sir Belgrothian stayed five nights and Aina remained untouched. Which, as far as Katarinka was concerned, was another black mark against him; any red-blooded Amazon who was betrothed to as sexy a thing as Aina would have made sure they had sneaked in at night to test the merchandise (to put it in a way the merchants understood), few high-born thralls reached their wedding night a virgin, even if they'd been one when their engagement was announced.
Still, that was only the least of Katarinka's worries. She'd originally thought that Hugh's interruption of her conversation with his wife had been petty rudeness -- the type weak men like him excelled in. But since then whenever she'd tried to talk to Yulianna she'd been blocked, by servants, by guards, by Hugh himself -- she was asleep or too tired, in her toilet or being purged by the doctor. Each excuse was reasonable, but when Katarinka tried to find another time it too was never convenient. At first, she had accepted it, but as the week had gone on she more and more believed Hugh was deliberately keeping her from talking to the Amazon.
Luckily the manor had its compensations. Firstly, the serving girls might think up lots of excuses to stop her seeing her daughter-in-law, but amongst their number there were enough choice nymphets who were willing to tumble into her bed for a gold coin, that she'd fucked a different one each night and never been disappointed. Secondly, there was Aina.
Her granddaughter had grown from a gawky child into a winsome young woman, attractive and alluring with the fresh face of youth and an attractive unawareness about how sexily beautiful she really was, with her toothy wide smile and slender body, with her pert tits stealthily covered by the silks and satins she wore which exposed their shapes if not the details. If Katarinka had been Belgrothian, which thank the Goddess she was not, she'd have had the teen girl on her arm all during the day and on her back all during the night. But the man's failings were a boon to the Amazon, as she instead got the pleasure of teenager's company that Belgrothian forgo. The teen turned out not just to be a pretty face, but a witty conversationalist and raconteur, able to make even the most boring of tales entertaining -- funny or exciting -- depending on where she was going with it and surprisingly well-informed for a thrall, with a passing knowledge of other lands and their rulers, as well as the beasts which hunted them (mystical or otherwise).
More and more Katarinka felt a sexual attraction to the younger woman, incest wasn't common amongst Amazons and thralls, but nor was it rare and the Goddess blessed relationships between Mom and daughter and sisters as much as she did those with no blood relation. Still, however much she disliked Belgrothian the teen was betrothed to him and it would ill bode Katarinka to interfere, in this foreign land, especially by cuckolding him, even if Aina had been willing and whilst Katarinka suspected the teen felt an attraction towards her (she was a thrall, even if brought up in the land of men) she was also too well brought up to act on her desires, no matter how much she wanted it.
Still, Katarinka could dream and admire the teen and lead her onto the dance floor, to have her granddaughter close, her head leaning on the older woman's shoulders as they glided across the floor, their feet moving so in unison they were almost one. Katarinka guided her across the floor towards the top table, where Yulianna sat, though slumped might be a better description, over a still full plate. Hugh seemed to realise where she was heading and with surprising grace interrupted the dance, "May I have the pleasure?" he said with a smile which suggested it was anything but. For a moment Katarinka thought he was asking for his step-daughter, though she immediately realised that he wouldn't allow her a beeline to his wife.
"Me?" she asked.
"My lady, I've not had the pleasure since you arrived, I'll lead."
There was little Katarinka could do without causing a scene and if she did that, here, in this land, everyone would be on his side. She quickly swallowed her pride and allowed him to take her on a quick trot around the floor. He was clumsy and slow-footed, not a man who spent much time dancing she guessed, he had probably not done it since his wedding day. "I fear my wife is not long for this world," he said as they moved.
"The Goddess may yet be good," it was a platitude, Yulianna looked so ill and worn that even the Goddess's infinite goodness was probably not enough to keep her in this world.
The man shrugged, as if he didn't believe in the Goddess and even if he had it mattered little. "I think only days, she will not live for the wedding I am sorry. You will stay for the funeral."
"For the wedding," replied Katarinka, leaving it unsaid about whether she believed it would be before or after Yulianna was laid to rest.
"Of course, as Aina's beloved Grandmama, you'll be an honoured guest," he said. He broke away from her, successfully diverted from the top table, "I see my wife is tired, I'll arrange for her to be taken to bed."
He bowed and withdrew, and immediately Aina was on the dancefloor taking his place. "What did he want?" accentuating the 'he' with vehemence.
Katarinka didn't tell her, though the girl was not stupid, she knew her Mama was dying. "Just plans for your wedding," she lied.
"Hmpff," snorted Aina, giving her view on that supposedly happy day. She clung closer to her Grandmom, resting her head on her shoulder as if that was the place where she was truly happy. Katarinka let, her, slowing the dance and sliding her hands to the teen's naked back and stroking it gently, as if they were lovers in a moonlight copse, dancing under the stars.
*
There was a knock on the door. Katarinka wasn't expecting anyone, but nor was it unexpected. Over the last few nights, a succession of maids had found an excuse to come knocking and to be introduced to her woman's weapon. None had yet left without sampling it and with a gold coin in addition -- as a souvenir.
"Come in," the Amazon called, getting up from the desk where she'd been sitting and reading a ponderous history of the Far Southern Isles.
The door opened and a young serving girl of perhaps eighteen or nineteen years of age came in; she wasn't as buxom as some and taller than others, almost like a willow, especially with her long, near golden, hair which reached loosely down to her lower back. Katarinka decided she'd fuck her.
The young woman gave a curtsey, a smile, which was either winsome or alluring depending on your view, spread across her face. "Have you finished with your supper plate, my lady?"
"I have," Katarinka stood up and gestured to the empty plate and flagon sitting on the top of a wooden shelf across the room, "What's your name?"
"Sara, my lady," the teen's smile was both coy and showing promise of fun to come. She stepped into the room and shut the door behind her, making little movement to collect the dishes.
Katarinka walked towards her, letting her eyes devour the teen's body as she did. Her hand reached round and cradled the younger woman's butt, stroking at it through the dress. "The plates should have been collected an hour ago."
"Should they, I'm sorry my lady," the teen said with a mischievous but sexy grin; she didn't seem in the least bit sorry.
"Didn't you know that coming into an Amazon's bedroom late at night can be dangerous?" Katarinka smiled, showing it was not unless you had a fear of women's weapons and she could tell Sara didn't.
"Really, my lady? I guess that's why all the girls who go in there end up screaming," the teen said saucily.
Katarinka grinned at the cheek and gave the teen a squeeze on the cheeks, making the younger woman giggle and wriggle like she wasn't trying too hard to get away from the arm which was wrapping around her waist and pulling her towards the Amazon so that she was pressed tightly against her. "You're someone who enjoys playing with fire."
"That's because I like heat," the teen teased and pulled herself away from Katarinka's grasp. She didn't go far and certainly made no attempt to pick up the plates she had supposedly come up to collect.
"I can tell," smiled Katarinka.
She moved towards Sara, who skipped playfully away so that she was next to the bed, leaning against one of the posts and grinning sultrily. "God's mercy, my Lady," she giggled, "I can see the danger."
"Really?" grinned Katarinka as she prepared to pounce.
"Oh yes," the teen twirled away again, almost dancing as she pirouetted across the floor. Even as she was avoiding Katarinka's embrace she was teasing the older woman, unlacing her dress so that the cleavage was immediately obvious and so the Amazon could see the sides of the pert bosoms and watch them jiggle as the teen skipped backwards. "I think you're a very dangerous woman."
"Only to my enemies," grinned Katarinka.
"I hope I'm not one of them," the teen arched her back, her tits pressing at the dress and took a couple of steps backwards so she was lodged against the wall, "Oh, I seem to be trapped, I hope you're not going to take advantage of me." She tittered playfully as she spoke and pulled her dress slightly wider, giving the lie to her words.
"Let's see," said Katarinka placing her arms on either side of the teen, at shoulder height, so she couldn't easily escape. She brought her head forward, her mouth meeting an already open one and her tongue slipping forward to wrestle energetically with the teen's. Sara moaned, her chest heaving as she kissed back eagerly, her lips melding to Katarinka's as her leg brushed at the older woman's thigh.
But she hadn't finished teasing yet, as she suddenly broke the kiss and skipped away from the Amazon, twirling around as she skipped towards the bed again. "Oh you're so bad," she giggled, "and me a poor innocent working girl who's just here to collect some dishes." She tugged at the dress's cord as she spoke, fully opening the front so her pert tits were free, they jiggled nicely as the teen took hold of the bedpost and swung against it, before retreating towards the shelf with the plate and flagon. If she had really been here for them it would have been the perfect moment to grab them and make her escape, but she only glanced at them before twirling and finding herself in the corner, trapped against two walls. "Oh dear, I'm all afear for my virtue," she grinned as held her hands above her head and wiggled her waist to bounce her breasts, "Oh, Amazon, do not harm me, I am yours."
"Mine," grinned Katarinka and kissed her again. The younger woman eagerly kissed back, not complaining as the Amazon reached up and grasped her wrists in a strong grasp and pressed her hard body against the teenager's soft, feminine one. Their tongues slithered together like two wyverns fighting over prey, twisting and turning, darting forward and back. With one hand still holding the teen's thin wrists, Katarinka used the other one to undo her own leather top, the garment falling to the ground with a heavy crump. She pressed forward against Sara, her bosoms squashing against the teen's, the nipples on both slowly hardening as they rubbed against each other.
Breaking the kiss again Sara grinned, "I'm your prisoner it seems, have your wicked way with me."
"It won't be wicked at all," Katarinka grinned back and dropped her mouth back onto the maid's in a passionate kiss. She let go of her wrists so that both her hands could move to the firm tits of the teenager and squeeze and knead them. Sara shuddered and trembled in excitement, her body rubbing at the older woman's, her tongue spitting and thrusting as she battled back at Katarinka's kisses with a passion of her own. With her hands now free she moved them to Katarinka's rear, lifting up the leather skirt and feeling the naked globes beneath, her fingers digging at the firm cheeks. The older woman kissed her even harder, her own hands pushing together the teenager's tits.
It was Katarinka who broke the kiss this time, but only so she could move downwards, first of all kissing the nape of the teen's neck and making her whinny like a newborn foal and her legs quiver like she was the same. Then she moved downwards, bending her head so that her mouth was on the younger woman's bosom, licking around the stiff nipple and kissing the top of it before, opening her mouth and slurping it in, suckling hard at the teat and its surrounding erogenous zone.
"My lady..." gasped Sara and then said no more, but just moaned. Katarinka lifted the teen's dress and slid a hand between her legs. The maid wasn't wearing smallclothes (probably she wasn't paid enough to afford them) allowing the Amazon easy access to her pussy. She rubbed up and over the lips with a couple of fingers, it was smooth and shaved apart from a small strip at the top. Katarinka rubbed through the soft pubic hair and then down again over the soft labia. Sara moaned again, louder, her mouth moving down to lightly bite at Katarinka's shoulder as the older woman continued. The Amazon stopped sucking the teenager's tits and moved to kiss her again, their mouths moving together as they made out with a passionate intensity. They broke again, Katarinka's lips remaining open long enough to take a tit between them. "My lady..." was all Sara said, a repeat of earlier, before saying it again with even more feeling, "My lady....oooohhh."
The young maid moaned and bucked in pleasure as Katarinka's pushed a couple of fingers into her tight pussy. The tunnel was already damp and it became even wetter as Katarinka worked her finger in and out, thrusting as deep as she could into the hole, the walls gripping at her fingers as if they were trying to squeeze the circulation out of them. The Amazon powered on, driving them into the cunt. Sara gasped and shuddered, her back arching against the wall and her long hair swinging wild. She let out a series of pleasured gasps, the sounds becoming louder and higher pitched as Katarinka went faster, ignoring the walls' attempt to grip and hold her and helped by the juice which was seeping from the wall making the hole slick and slippery. "Ooohhh, my Lady, ravish me, oooohhh, this is so good," the teen groaned, "Finger my cunt, oooohhh you're making me so hot and wet."
Reaching behind the teen Katarinka found the cord which held the dress up. She pulled it loose. The dress didn't fall straight away, it needed Sara to wiggle her shoulders and jiggle herself so that it fell down to her waist and stuck on her hips, flopping over Katarinka's waist as she continued to fuck the teenage hole with speed and passion, her fingers soaking with girl cum as she found the spots to hit and hammered them. Her mouth returned to the teen's, the two of them slurping and tonguing at each other, Sara's head pressed against the wall as the older Amazon pushed forward, still pumping the pussy with two fingers, penetrating deep.
The teen's hands reached for the buckle on the front of Katarinka's skirt. It was solid metal and not easy for the initiated to undo, so it took the teen a minute or two of struggle to get it open. Katarinka grinned as she lifted her head back, pulling her dripping finger from the warm and wet teenage cunt and running them over Sara's naked tit. "You want what's beneath?" she asked.
"A woman's weapon," the teen breathed, "Margo and the others told me about it. They warned you'd ravish me with it if I was not careful." A more careless maid it would be hard to imagine as she had allowed herself to be cornered in the room and for her dress to fall to her hips, nor did she seem particularly worried about being ravished as she pushed at the leather skirt, forcing it down, "You'd fuck a defenceless maid repeatedly with your weapon."
The skirt continued down, pushed over Katarinka's hips and then dropped down her thighs and calves to land with a thump. Beneath it, attached to leather straps, was her woman's weapon, ready lubricated and snugly fitted in the expectation of company. Sara's hand rolled over it, her mouth falling ajar as she realised the length and girth. "Oh my," she said, running a tongue over her lips, "It's big."
"Don't worry it'll fit," grinned Katarinka pushing the teen's dress the rest of the way down.
"I've never had one that large," Sara giggled, "It'll be something new."
"If you want me to ravish you," it was Katarinka's turn to tease the teen, knowing how wet and ready she was.
The younger woman gave a small pout, "You know you want to."
"I know you want it as well," grinned the Amazon, moving in for another passionate kiss, her hands on the younger woman's waist, drawing her into her. From the way the teen kissed back whilst still fondling the wooden cock, she wanted it a lot. She lifted a foot and kicked a sandal off, its pair following a second later, leaving her nude and Katarinka clad only in her boots. The Amazon pulled her head away, looking at the teen and putting her hands on her shoulder "You are beautiful."
"You're sexy," the teen said back, slowly dropping down to her knees with just the lightest pressure from the Amazon.
Opening her mouth she began to run her tongue over the smooth wood, glancing up at Katarinka as if to get the older woman to confirm she was doing it right. Katarinka nodded, "Run your tongue all around it, make it nice and wet so it'll slide in that fuckable little hole of yours."
The young woman giggled and did what she was told. Katarinka had already realised how lithe and flexible the teen's tongue was and looking down she confirmed it as Sara slid her tongue round the toy, twisting and turning as she went over and under it, slithering along its length and then retreating back, top, bottom, left, right. Her tongue swished and swirled, her eyes always looking up for the older woman's approbation. Katarinka grinned down, giving the teen her blessing to keep on doing what she was doing, the weapon would be nice and wet when it entered its sheath, "Go on, keep going," she instructed, "You'll know when it's ready."
The teen giggled and wiped a tiny trickle of spit from her lips. This time, as she returned to the cock, she opened her mouth and took it in, her lips rolling along the wood as she went down. She didn't stop after just a few inches either, but continued on down further and further, taking an impressive amount in her mouth and showing her innocent nature was just an act, no first-timer could have so successfully taken so much without gagging. The teen looked up again, a cheeky grin on her face, "How was that my Lady? Was it satisfactory?"
"More than that," smiled Katarinka.
The teen giggled again and returned to the cock. She went down slowly again, two inches, three, four, five, six, seven... as far as she'd got last time, which was impressive, but there was more to come, eight inches, nine. The teen had swallowed it all, the full length inside her mouth, making her cheeks bulge and down into her throat. She only held it for a moment, her eyes wide and watering, the muscles in her neck working as she struggled to breathe and then she let out. Katarinka smiled, "I think you're not as good a girl as you claimed."
The teen giggled and tossed her head coquettishly, "My Lady," she purred, "You do me wrong, I'm a good girl, I am."
So saying she returned to the cock like a cat to a mouse. Her open mouth slid down deep and hard before jerking back up, and then she was going down again, her head started rocking back and forth like she was a hammer hitting a nail. Katarinka gave an appreciative groan as she felt the weapon rubbing and pressing at her clit, waves of pleasure surged through her from her toes to her fingers. She rested her hands on the teenager's naked shoulders, massaging and squeezing them in encouragement as Sara sped up even more, driving her mouth down enthusiastically and gulping at the thick weapon. She didn't neglect her own pleasure either, as she reached down and rubbed hard at her cunt -- though it was already probably wet enough. The maid's moans merged with her grunts and slurps as she satisfied both herself and Katarinka.



The teen pulled her mouth back again and looked up at Katarinka, her smile wide and wanton, "Oh my lady, see what you're making me do, I'm becoming a slut."
"I'm sure you don't mind," said Katarinka. She lifted the teen to her feet, there had been enough preparation, now was time for action. "On the bed," she ordered, slapping the teen's ass playfully as she quickly complied, jumping on the bed and rolling onto her back with her legs apart. "I'm am so going to fuck you," said Katarinka, almost certainly unnecessarily, "I'm going to slam my weapon into your tight cunt so hard."
The teen tittered and stroked her pussy as Katarinka clambered onto the bed. "Oh my lady," she licked her lips lasciviously, her eyes alight with a burning excitement, "you're so bad, corrupting me so."
"No corruption needed," grinned Katarinka as she slid her weapon into a hole that she was sure was far from virgin and indeed the way Sara groaned and slid her cunt at it suggested that she had been broken in before and ridden more than a few times. Katarinka grunted and carried on, pressing down and in, the tight walls resisting but not too hard as she went deeper and deeper, the cock slipping in a non-stop motion until it was in as far as it could be, the teen vibrating in pleasure. Grinning Katarinka said, "I think you're bad."
"Very bad," moaned Sara, "Feed me that cock."
Katarinka quickly got herself into a rhythm, rising and falling as fast as she could, slamming down into the wet hole. With each thrust the teen shuddered and gasped out, her back bending and her hips working as she matched her own rhythm to that of the older woman, as if they were dancing on the floor in front of a panel of judges. Even as Katarinka drove faster and harder, slamming the teen like she was an out-of-control bronco, the young woman kept up the pace, showing her experience and stamina. Her fingers gripped at the older woman's firm back, her nails digging in sharply as if she was needing to keep the Amazon in place lest she fall off. Katarinka didn't mind, she'd had deeper more painful stabs so that the teen's grip was only a light scratching, like a kitten, not a lion. She rammed even harder, giving the young woman the full length of cock, "Take it, take it deep, take it all," she said, not that Sara showed any sign that she wasn't willing or able to do so, the teen rocking and gasping, pushing her own hips at the older woman's. Katarinka slammed in again and again, "That's it, you're a bad little slut, who's made for cock."
"Yes, yes," gasped the teenager, "I'm a cock whore, I need your thick wooden dick, pounding me, fucking me, in me deep. Oooohh, Gods, yes."
The bed was heavy and needed several strong men to lift it if they needed to take it to another room, but it was rocking like it was a bobbing apple in a water barrel as the two women fucked passionately. It creaked and screamed, its wooden timbers straining like a ship in a storm, its legs scraping and banging on the floor. Katarinka went in deeper, her hands pulling at the fur bedding and making it ripple and wave. The teen's legs went up around and over her, wrapping her in an embrace as at the same time she dropped her arms, the hands clenching as she too grabbed the bedding and pulled it away, almost like she was in a tug of war with the Amazon. Katarinka didn't see it as a competition and she loosened her grip, lowering her head to rest over the teen's, her tongue swinging out and over the younger woman's lips. Sara opened her own mouth and her tongue protruded to slip against the Amazon's, the two of them moving too fast to intertwine so any connection was fast and fleeting, but all the more exciting. Faster and harder they went, slamming together like warriors on the training field.
"Aaarrrghhh, yessss, fuck me until I cum," cried out Sara, her back arching in pleasure.
Katarinka intended to do more than that, she didn't think one orgasm would be enough for the teen and she still had plenty of energy left. "Aaaaarrrghhh, yesssss," the maid screamed beneath her, vibrating and shuddering like she was having a fit, her skin flushing red, "I'm cumming, aaaaarrghhh."
Katarinka didn't even pause, continuing to hammer as hard as she could into the teenager's twat. Beneath her Sara shrieked in pleasure, her back arching and bending so that her pert tits were pressing at the older woman and her legs, above her, were playing a symphony across the back of Katarinka's thighs. The Amazon plunged again and again, grunting with her own pleasure as every thrust rubbed the weapon at her own pussy and clit, making her damp and dripping in ecstasy. "Yes, yessss, yesssss. How's this you bad little slut, how does it feel to have a woman's weapon in you?"
"So good, I need it, better than anything ever," panted Sara, her mouth left ajar even when she finished talking and her eyes locked up at Katarinka's, "Keep on fucking me. I need that cock."
"You're not so innocent now," grinned Katarinka and ignored the squeak of agreement from the teenage maid as she rammed in again, her hard, firm, body crushing down on the teen's slender frame. Her own pussy was leaking lustfully, the cum covering the leather straps and soaking down the wood of the weapon to mingle with the teen's juice with every downward thrust. The night was cool, but Katarinka was sweating with her effort, though she had the stamina and strength to go on for much longer and intended to. She drove harder and faster at the teen, not letting her recover from the first orgasm before she was heading to a second.
"Yessss, yessss, aaaarrgghhh," screamed Sarah so loudly that Katarinka was sure the whole building knew what was going on in her turret room, "Aaaarrrghhh, fuck me, fuuuuckkk me, I'm going to cum, fuuuckkk, I'm going to cum so hard."
Her body arched and bent, her legs shooting straight up as she tore at the fur blanket so ferociously, trying to get a grip, it was a miracle it didn't tear, "Yessss, aaarrghhhh, I'm fucking cumming, aaaarrghhh, don't stop, yessssss."
The pounding continued, Katarinka feeding the dildo into the tight teenage hole, which had become noticeably slicker as the fucking had continued and even if it still gripped at the weapon it didn't do so as firmly. Katarinka slammed in once more and pulled out, getting up on her knees and wiping some sweat from her brow.
"That was great," moaned the teen beneath her, "My pussy hasn't been so fucked in ages, ever perhaps."
"It's not finished," grinned Katarinka, "Do you want to be a really, really wicked girl, bordering on evil?"
"You've corrupted me with your Amazonic wiles," the teen moaned as she rubbed her cunt, "I will do anything your evil will demand."
"Turn onto your front and we'll go for a new hole."
The teen tittered and instantly complied, lying forward but raising her rear enticingly and swinging it at the older woman, "Would you believe I'm an anal virgin?" she giggled.
Actually, Katarinka didn't, but she decided to play along, "You won't be in moments, you'll be a butt-fucked slut."
"Mmmnnn, I'm so bad, my lady, give me that cock in my tight virgin ass," the maid purred.
"That's a very sexy rear," grinned Katarinka as she squeezed the cheeks, before gently pulling them apart to expose the sphincter to her gaze. It looked tightly closed, though that just meant the teen hadn't been ass-fucked recently, not that she was a virgin. However, Katarinka stroked the hole, before pushing her finger at it.
"Mmnnn," the teen moaned, jerking a little, as she felt the tip enter her and turn round. "That is nice."
Katarinka pushed deeper, feeling the grip of the anal walls squeezing at her finger as she opened the tunnel. She twisted it, working the hole a little bit more, but Sara spoke for them both when she said, "I need something bigger in there."
"It's coming," said Katarinka, "and you'll be as well."
She grasped the toy in one hand, its natural oils had been brought out by the pussy juice and it was slick and slippery, as well oiled as a drunken priestess. She positioned it over the rosebud, lowering it into the crater, its tip pressing at the hole's opening. "Give it to me," giggled Sara, "Give me your wooden cock in my hot ass."
With a grunt Katarinka thrust forward, impaling the teen upon her weapon. Sara gasped and squealed, rocking forward as if she was trying to avoid being penetrated, but even as she going forward she was girding her limbs and was almost immediately springing back, driving her ass further onto the cock -- further evidence, if any was needed, that the maid was no anal virgin. Not that it mattered to Katarinka, except that it meant that the more experienced the teen was, the quicker and easier it would be to get the full length into her anal chute. She thrust forward again, knocking the teen forward, only for her to quickly bounce back. The cock was going deeper and it went in further again as she thrust; this time the rock forward was barely perceptible, but the drive back was powerful and Katarinka watched as the wooden weapon vanished at least an inch further into the tight hole.
It was deep enough that she didn't need to guide it anymore, reaching up to grip the teen's waist for extra leverage and more powerful thrusting, ramming forward, slamming it hard at the tunnel and feeling the wall's resistance weaken further still. "Oh yes, oh by the Gods," the teen gasped, working her ass backwards and gripping hard at the fur blankets, "Give it me, I want it all in my butt."
The Amazon drove forward, watching yet more of her weapon vanish between the twin cheeks. She upped her power, straining her muscles as she pounded again. A few more thrusts and she felt the slap of her thighs against Sara's buttocks, the cock going all the way in. The teen moaned appreciatively, jerking forward and then back in time with the older woman's hard thrusting, "Oh yes, fuck my ass, fuck it hard."
Katarinka did so.
The weapon slammed in and out of the teen's asshole, driving deep down the tunnel and making Sara call out with loud delight, "Fuck, yes, yes, yes, fill my ass with your cock, oh fuck that feels so good."
The older woman gripped her harder and carried on pounding. The tunnel was tight, but passable, the lubricated weapon powered by Amazon strength pressing at the walls and sliding over them. The teen trembled and gasped as hidden nerves were exposed mercilessly to the weapon, sending spasms of electrical jolts through her naked body. The muscles in her fingers automatically made them stretch out and spread, the grip on the bedding momentarily loosening before she gained enough control to grasp the blanket fiercely again, as if letting go would send her tumbling into an abyss. "Yessss, aaarrghh, Gods, yesss, fuck me, fuuccckk meeee!"
The teen's cries got louder and louder as Katarinka fucked her into an orgasmic nirvana, her howls reverberating around the turret room. Katarinka was grunting herself, partly from effort, even as an Amazon she had limits, though she had yet to reach them, but also because Sara wasn't the only one enjoying the impact of the weapon. The Amazon's clit was continually being hammered and stimulated by the end of the toy, the more resistant Sara's ass, the more pressure and speed the Amazon put into her thrusts, the more the weapon banged home. Her own cunt was dripping and soaking and waves of pleasure kept hitting her so hard it was difficult to remain in control and she was sure a less experienced Amazon would have fallen by the wayside crying and panting as they came. Instead, she gritted her teeth and let out a half-concealed snarl, her toes curling and her heart pumping as her head threatened to explode. Her grip got tighter on the teen, her nails digging into the younger woman's waist, though from the shrieks of Sara, any pain she was feeling was subsumed by the intensity of pleasure. The orgasm hit Katarinka like a cavalry charge a
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"Any hot cuties out there?" the drummer asked Dylan.
The teenager, like the rest of them in his first year of college, took another glance out of the wings at the audience in front of the stage. Dylan Kemp had come together with the band less because he wanted to make music, (though it could be fun if sometimes practising felt too much like work) than because being a guitarist in a rock group was second only to being its lead singer for picking up pussy. Certainly in the last few months, he hadn't gone short and didn't regret that he and his High School sweetheart had decided to part, on friendly terms, the weekend before they both went away to study. Normally, he'd have been reckoning his chances for fucking some hottie before the end of the night as good -- not only were there plenty of bangable girls crowded on the front of the stage but there were at least twice as many as there were guys, telling him a lot had come without a boyfriend in tow to complicate matters.
However, tonight was an exception, after a quick glance at the potential groupies in the front row he cast his eyes upwards, looking towards the back of the club. If the cock-hungry congregated at the front, those who wanted to see and hear the band without someone elbowing them in the face tended to be further back, near the bar or even sitting at the tables. It was where his Mom would be he was sure. He hadn't told any of his band-mates that she was going to be in the audience, he wasn't sure whether they'd rib him mercilessly or instead become ultra-polite and sensitive and insist that they didn't play the songs with the most suggestive lyrics. He continued to scan the audience, looking for her, ignoring the drummer and now bassist's demands for a temperature check on how hot the audience, or at least its female portion, was.
There was no sign of her either at the bar or at a table, which was slightly worrying, as his Mom was usually punctual and they were on any moment. Still, it was an hour from where she lived and she'd not been to his college before, so she could have easily underestimated the time it'd take to find the bar. It was too late to look anymore as the MC was on stage, introducing the band and so with a quick "It's plenty hot," Dylan came on stage, brandishing his guitar, as the drummer quickly followed twirling his sticks and heading for his kit, followed by the bassist and vocalist.
There was plenty of noise from the crowd as they began to warm up, they'd played here and a number of other local venues before and were pretty popular with the college crowd. Dylan glanced down at his guitar as he plucked a few chords and the singer strutted back and forth, waiting for the right moment for the crowd to quieten down and for him to begin his patter. Behind them, the drummer was starting to snap a quick repeatable rhythm across his kit and Dylan quickly joined in, a low backdrop to the singer as he started his well-practised opening spiel, all about beer and broads. The crowd loved it and cheered even louder. Dylan grinned and looked up again, the lights were beaming onto the stage and all those beyond the front row were just silhouettes; he'd have to look for his Mom after the show. He hoped she'd made it, she'd never seen him play before.
"Let's go crazy!" screamed the vocalist, the signal for the rest of the band to break into the intro of their first song.
For a few moments, Dylan needed to concentrate, ignoring the shrieks from the crowd and just concentrating on his fingers as he angled them across the tight strings of his guitar. But then, as it always did, his body seemed to take over and the fingers seemed to move of their own accord without him having to even think, the music taking over. He grinned, leaning back and blasting out the tune, totally in sync with his buddies, the crowd rocking and screaming in fevered appreciation. His eyes scanned the front row as his fingers sped across the guitar; even if he couldn't fuck a hottie tonight with his Mom here, he could at least take a look at what would have been available.
There was plenty around, the front row packed with hot and sexy rock chicks; blondes and brunettes and redheads, short-haired, permed, long-pony tails, in T-shirts and cropped tops and leather jackets, some so young they'd obviously used false ID and more than a couple of Milfs who'd been round the block more than once. They were all screaming and yelling in fevered adulation, their heads banging back and forth, their tits bouncing in tight tops, their eyes raised upwards trying to catch the gaze of any one of the band and say they were available. Sure, there were plenty of guys there as well, all having a good time, but Dylan didn't concentrate on them, his energy was all with the hotties.
Then he saw her.
All his life Abigail Kemp had been a staid and conventional Mom, her clothes smart and well-turned out, but boring and bland, her hair neatly kept but unstyled and straight, her lipstick and make-up so understated that it was barely noticeable. She organised PTA events and drove him and his high school buddies to football games and the mall and each other's houses and the wildest she got was inviting the neighbours round for a couple of sherries on Christmas Eve.
But not tonight, she was so different Dylan had hardly recognised her, he had to look again to be sure it was not some rock doppelganger. Her hair was cut shorter, to just beyond her collar, but dyed ash blonde rather than her normal mousy brown, her eye shadow was dark around her eyes and the make-up on her cheeks made her look paler and younger at the same time; it accentuated her lips, brightly painted a deep red, almost blood-like, making them seem plump and perfect. Instead of the shapeless blouses or dresses she normally wore she was in a vest, which clung to her large breasts so closely, it was like it was moulded to her and as she danced enthusiastically to the beat they jiggled and pressed out against the material, the nipples evident like two pebbles under the tight top.
Damn, his Mom was hot.
She saw he'd noticed her, giving him an extra big grin and a wave, and probably in his imagination, bounced her bosoms at him. He nodded back at her, did she wink? His fingers automatically strummed at the strings, trying not to look at her. Had she always been this good-looking? He'd banged a few Milfs since he'd started college, older women went for guys with rock star looks as much as their teenage daughters did. None had been as sexy looking as his Mom. He pushed the thought back and tried to concentrate on the music, aware that he was slightly out of tune with the rest of the guys. He got himself back into the rhythm, luckily none of the crowd seemed to have noticed, or if they had, cared. He forced himself not to look at his Mom, but at other members of the audience, stepping forward to play a short solo a few feet from a busty brunette who was shaking her bosoms eagerly under her dark T-shirt. He moved to her next-door neighbour, a redhead whose lipstick was even rosier than her hair and then onto a long-haired blonde who licked her lips seductively and gave him a come hither smile. But even as he was playing he found himself being drawn back to his Mom, looking at her as she bopped and danced, her tits pressing at her top like they wanted out, her red lips pursed in a sexy half-smile as she waved her hands high above her head.
The song they were playing finished and Dylan took a step back from the edge of the stage, wiping a bead of sweat from his head. The singer was ranting into the microphone and most of the crowd were lapping it up, screaming and cheering at his half-formed political opinions. Not all though, his Mom was leaning forward, her eyes on him, her tongue sliding sensually around her lips. He felt his prick hardening of its own accord; damn, he thought, how could his own Mom be having such an effect on him? especially when there were so many other women around. Could she tell? Probably not, that'd be weird, as she was continuing to smile at him. He was reading too much into her dressing for a gig, even if that was more sexy than what she normally wore. He gave her a grin and a thumbs up.
"Yeah, that one is hot," the bassist sidled up to him and mistook his attention, "Reckon she's old enough to have popped a kid. I'd fucking bang her no prob, divorcees are the fucking sluttiest."
"Um yeah," Dylan didn't feel now was the moment to mention that Abigail was his Mom. Instead, he moved a couple of feet away and tried to gaze at some teen who was giving all her attention to the singer's views on the situation in a South American country he couldn't even spell.
"Fuck 'em, fuck the fucking system," the singer shrieked, which was the cue for the band to go into their next song. Dylan made sure he concentrated on it and not the audience and especially not his Mom. The problem was she was right in front of him and unless he went and hid behind the drummer (which would have raised questions from the rest of the band) it was hard to avoid being drawn to her, especially her bouncing, braless tits straining against the top.
They cranked out another song and then another and soon they were halfway through their set. His Mom was dancing and bopping enthusiastically, shrieking her adulation with the college kids on either side of her and raising her hands in a power salute as the band turned up the volume and speed for the next song. Her bosoms continued to jiggle so vigorously that Dylan wondered if they were going to pop out. He pushed that impure thought away and moved into a quick solo, rocking and leaning back and letting rip with the guitar. He could hear his Mom's shrieks above the music and as he looked down he could see she was half-leaning on the stage, punching into the air as if she was being swept away with the Rock.
The set thundered on. They played a couple of covers and then one of Dylan's compositions and one that the drummer and bassist had written together (which was crap, but playing it was important for band harmony). Suddenly he realised what song was next on their list, "Bounce them" a crowd pleaser that everyone loved, not least because it was about women baring their tits and it wasn't unusual for them to be flashed during the chorus by groupie wannabees. He glanced at his Mom, wondering if she was going to do it as well - it would be weird if she did, though he was half-hoping she would.
The intro started, the crowd jumping wildly with excitement. Dylan turned half toward his Mom and half at her neighbour so he had plausible deniability if she did lift her top up. "Bounce them, bounce them, bounce them" the band sang the chorus together.
His Mom's top stayed down, though the twentysomething beside her enthusiastically lifted her and bounced her titties. They were nice, but he was sure his Mom's would have been nicer -- still, it was too much to hope, no matter how much she was getting into the music, that she'd raise her top and bounce them. They'd moved into the second verse, all about walking down a beach as girls in bikinis played volleyball. Then it was the chorus again, "Bounce them, bounce them, bounce them," Dylan sang looking at his Mom and her neighbour as he said it. The college student raised her top and jiggled her tits eagerly. His Mom looked on either side of her as if she was checking that it wasn't just the girl next to her who was doing it. "Bounce them, bounce them, bounce them," he sang again and the student and others across the front row bounced them in response.
Onto the final verse, about girls dancing whilst drunk at a frat party, the singer making the lines sound even more suggestive and sexual than they already were. Half a minute and they were onto the final chorus, "Bounce them, bounce them, bounce them," Dylan's voice joined with the others. His gaze turned to his Mom and the girl beside her. The twentysomething, as expected, had her tits out, more surprisingly so his Mom, her hands holding up her top so her exposed bosom was bouncing as she jumped and rocked. He stared at them for a moment, almost forgetting the words of the song. Sure, he had seen them before, but not since he was little and then accidentally, but now he was looking at them as if he'd never known his Mom had breasts before -- they were large and round and still defying gravity as they jumped up and down, swinging wildly. Then the chorus faded and his Mom pulled her top down again, giving him a grin once she did so -- she'd obviously caught him looking. He blushed, he'd have to quickly think up an excuse -- probably claim he was taken by surprise and was so stunned that for a moment his neck muscles hadn't failed to recognise the signals from his brain.
They were onto the last song now, Dylan playing it automatically as he tried not to think about his Mom's breasts. He was failing, as his dick hardening under his jeans could attest. His Mom was still rocking at the front, not seeming at all embarrassed that she had flashed her tits in public, in fact from the way she was smiling she seemed to be having a great time.
And then it was over, the four band members upping the power in a last burst of Rock, before the singer shouted out the normal platitudes about the audience being great and wishing them a good night. Dylan was already heading to the tiny cloakroom which was acting as their dressing room (and which they shared with both the other bands playing that night). The management had thoughtfully left some cold beers in a chiller for them and Dylan quickly grabbed a can and chugged it down. The rest of the band came in chattering away, feeling that the gig had gone great and the audience had loved it.
"Did you see that blonde Milf in the front row?" asked the singer as he drained his beer.
"Yeah, the really hot one in front of Dylan?" the bassist asked, confirming to Dylan it was his Mom they were referring to and not one on the other side of the stage he'd not noticed.
"That's the one, the one undressing him with her eyes," the singer grinned, not realising that he was talking about his buddy's mother and surely, thought Dylan, she hadn't been looking at him in that way; she'd just been having a good time time at a gig.
"Did you see the rack on her? My eyes nearly popped when she lifted her top," the bassist grinned.
"Fuck, yeah. I definitely feast on them pair of puppies," the singer continued.
"You guys get all the fun," the drummer complained, "So what was she like Dylan? As hot as that?"
"Can't say I really noticed her," lied Dylan to hoots of derision from the singer and bassist, who correctly noted she'd been just feet in front of him all night and was stunningly hot, it was like not seeing an ice cream van parked in front of you as you hiked through a desert.
They grabbed a couple more beers as they packed up their kit and took it to the van, the other's talking about the mysterious Milf for it bit, despite Dylan's attempt to steer them off it, until they got bored and started talking about the rest of the audience, who to the others were equally hot, even if Dylan felt his Mom was the most attractive woman there by far. After packing there was plenty of time to head back into the bar and watch the other bands and see if there were any groupies up for a hard fucking. Dylan followed his band-mates into the bar, his eyes darting around to make sure he saw his Mom first before any of the others decided they'd make a move and she told them who she was. Luckily either they didn't see her, decided to try for younger models or thought that it was only fair Dylan had a crack at her and so when he saw her sitting at a table none of the others followed him. As he approached she gave him a cheery wave and indicated there was a seat with a drink beside it, orange juice he noted, but she was driving and she never liked him drinking that much.
"How did you like the gig?" he asked as he sat down, deciding not to mention the flashing instance.
"You were terrific," she gushed enthusiastically, "Seriously I had the time of my life, it's so long since I've been to a great gig like that."
"I didn't know you used to go to gigs?" he said, though of course, he thought, his Mom would have had a life before she had him.
"All the time," she grinned, "I used to be a bit of a wild child where musicians were concerned. Did I ever tell you I met your Dad at a gig?"
"No," Dylan was intrigued. She very seldom mentioned his Dad who'd barely waited until his Mom had given birth to him before vanishing from their lives and making sure he kept out of contact.
"He was a guitarist as well, must be where you get your talent from, luckily it's all you get from him. Anyway, I was at the club he was playing at one night and he was on stage, he was good-looking with a great body, okay you do get some other things from him," she smiled and touched Dylan's arm lightly. "Anyway so after the gig I saw him in the bar, so I went over, took his hand and led him to the toilets where I sucked him off."
"What?" Dylan coughed on his orange juice. He hadn't known how his parents had met but he hadn't expected his Mom to be quiet so graphic in her description, or come to that, so slutty. If he had thought about it he would have assumed his staid, conservative Mom would need to be romanced, not that she'd be the one taking the lead and sucking off a guy she'd just met.
She was grinning at him over the table, her smile suggesting she was delighting in shocking him. "I was quite the groupie when I was at college," she said, "I used to go to gigs all the time and it was a poor show if I didn't get fucked by one of the band or at least a roadie or two." She sipped at her orange as if she was talking about her past experience of being late for lectures not that she'd been a semi-pro groupie. "You know..." she named a band who'd been big twenty years before and whose CDs he'd seen in her collection, "I fucked both the drummer and bassist or rather they fucked me together, that was a fun after-show party, though I lost my purse on the way home."
"Um, sure," Dylan said, seeing his Mom in a new, and not totally unattractive, light. For a second he could see her getting fucked by the two rock stars and the thought made his own cock stiffen under his pants.
His Mom seemed to sense his reaction and did nothing to stop it, giving a wiggle in her top and running her tongue around her top lip sensually, "So, I'm guessing a hot stud like you has had a few groupies. Don't worry, I won't be jealous, college is about sewing oats."
Dylan had sewed a lot of oats in the last few months, girls from his classes, local kids, even a Milf who had been as old as his Mom (though, he now realised, not nearly as fuckably sexy). "Yeah, some," he said a little reluctantly, not quite in the same sharing mood as his Mom was, but then she'd had more time to think about it, he'd been expecting her to turn up in a baggy jumper and loose slacks not in tight jeans and even tighter top and he'd not expect she'd be telling him about blowing his Dad at first sight nor having a threesome with a couple of rock stars.
His Mom laughed and shook her hair, the dyed blonde look really suited her, and made her look more sexy and less motherly. She saw him looking at her and leaned forward, giving a sexy pout, "What do you think? I decided I'd go for a new look, or more a return to an old one."
"Yeah nice," said Dylan trying to keep his tone neutral, so that she couldn't tell that he had a hard-on and was finding it hard to keep his eyes level with hers and not down at her chest.
"Nice?" she smiled broadly, showing she wasn't offended and was taking it as a joke, "Not what I was going for. How about slutty? Hot? Wanton?"
"Those as well," admitted Dylan.
"Tell the truth," his Mom gave a seductive smile and slid her fingers slowly down his arm, "If I wasn't your Mom would you lean me over the trunk of a car and fuck my pussy hard in the parking lot."



"You are my Mom," Dylan replied logically, though he could feel his dick straining to break free.
"That wasn't the question," she giggled back, tapping his arm lightly with her fingers and sending a frisson of excitement through him, "Now would you?"
He paused before answering. If she hadn't been his Mom of course he'd have fucked her, she was banging hot. However, you could hardly admit to thinking that of your own Mom, unless of course it was her who was asking it and it seemed she hinting that was the answer she was looking for. "Yeah, I'd fuck you," he admitted, half-expecting her to recoil in horror.
Instead, she just laughed again and wiggled her upper body, accentuating her tits in the tight top, "I thought so," she said, reaching under her breasts and pushing them upwards so that the cleavage squashed together and the material ran back exposing more of the flesh than before. "I saw you looking at them earlier."
"You did flash me," replied Dylan defensively.
"So I did," his Mom said back, she didn't seem too cross about it as she continued to stroke his arm for a few moments, sensually, softly, sexily, like a lover's touch, not a Mom's. Then she pulled back and said, "Want another look?"
Before he could reply she had hoisted her top up and was bouncing her tits in front of him, swinging them from side to side and making his eyes follow them lustfully. If he found that surprising what she did next was even more so, as she reached down and under the table, between his legs and rubbing her hand over the lump in his pants. "Oh, that feels big," she giggled, "You'd be surprised how many rockers are quite small, though I had plenty of large ones as well." She continued massaging for longer than could be considered appropriate, though Dylan made no move to stop her, his gaze still fixated on her breasts. After half a minute, though it seemed both longer and shorter his Mom withdrew her hand and pulled down her top, "The old dazzle them with your tits whilst you cop a feel of their cock," she giggled, "You can't guess how many guys from bands I've used that on, it got me a lot of big dick and avoided the small ones. Don't worry, you're def in the bigger category."
Was his Mom really coming onto him? More importantly, did he mind her coming onto him? Dylan decided he didn't, not when she was hot and wild as she seemed to be, so unlike how he had imagined her -- though perhaps this was always who she had been and the rest was just an act as he'd been growing up. It was time to push back, he thought, and see how far this would go. He gave a cocky grin, the kind that had worked well for him in bedding so many college girls, "Glad you think so. I've not had any complaints."
"I bet," his Mom purred back. She reached under the table again and found his cock, massaging it sexually through his jeans as she locked eyes with him. He grinned back, daring her on. She complied and he felt the tug of his zip being pulled down, followed a second later by his Mom's fingers on his hard cock, stroking it and easing it out. "Mmmm," she said, "Ten inches, I bet."
"Yep, close". It was nearer nine and a half, but who cared about half an inch?
"It's thick as well," his Mom said as she stroked up and down, whilst leaning forward. He glanced around, but no one seemed interested in them, either listening to the band on stage or in their own groups. Even so, getting his cock played with under the table was certainly risky, even if none would guess the hot Milf was also his mother. Perhaps his Mom thought so too, as she pushed it back under the jeans (not without some difficulty) and withdrew her hand. She was smiling so it didn't look like she had any regrets. "I'm just going to powder my nose," she tittered and stood up, she turned and walked a couple of feet before turning round, "Want to join me?"
It wasn't nose powdering that Dylan was interested in, but he knew that wasn't his Mom's offer. He could have stayed still, but he didn't. Instead, he stood up and followed her towards a door which said 'Staff only'. Inside were a couple of wash basins and two cubicles. Giggling his Mom knocked on the first and then the second, "One lesson I learnt from my groupie days," she explained, "Is the staff toilets are usually empty during busy times and they're always clean." She pushed open the door of one of the cubicles and stepped in, beckoning him to follow, "We won't be interrupted."
He wondered if he should at least pause before following his Mom in for what was obviously going to be an incestual sexual encounter. However, his cock was hard, his Mom was wanton and willing and if he was going to regret it he decided he'd regret it after cumming. He followed her and closed the door, sliding the bolt in place as his Mom got down on her knees. The cubicle wasn't big, but it was spacious enough to fit them both, albeit without much elbow room and as his Mom had said it was clean.
Her hand slid up his inner thigh, then round and up, sliding over the large hillock in his pants. There was no mistaking he was about to get a blowjob from his Mom, but he was so hard he didn't care and by the wanton look on her face, neither did she. Her fingers pulled down on the zip and his cock forced its way out like a battering ram, straight and hard and thick. She giggled and ran her fingers lovingly over the meat, licking her lips hungrily as she did. She looked up lasciviously, "So big," she purred and closed her hand around him, gripping the dick and gently working it back and forth, making him growl in anticipation. With her other hand, she reached for her top, pulling the front down and over her tits, so they popped out, dangling and waving in front of her as she rocked back and forth, dick in hand. "Mmmnn looks so good, it's so long since I had a good load of cum down my throat," she giggled, "Let me swallow you."
"God," Dylan let out either a prayer or an oath as his Mom's lips opened and she guided his cock into her mouth. She continued to stroke and play with the cock, as she moved down, the hand retreating down his long shaft until it was near his balls, gripping tight at his thick girth. Her head moved slowly up and down, taking more and more of him into her, her eyes looking up at his, connecting their gazes as he stared down.
She started to go faster and deeper, really getting into it and taking his cock further into her mouth so he could feel it pressing at her cheeks and filling her mouth. Back and forth her head banged, like she was back at the front row of a concert, still looking at him adoringly. He could have closed his eyes and imagined it was someone else, but there was something so exciting about gazing down and seeing his Mom eagerly devouring his cock, her naked tits bouncing and swinging in front of her.
The sound of her loud slurps filled the cubicle, guttural and primitive gulps of joys as she took more and more in, deeper than most girls could manage and with an eagerness even fewer showed. He was surprised at how into giving him a blow-job she was, his Mom had hinted that she'd been wild as a groupie -- he could now well believe it and he wondered how many cocks she'd blown and how many budding rock stars had felt the delight of her lips in cubicles much like this. The thought of all the guys she'd sucked and fucked before was an even bigger-turn on than he thought it would be and his growl of passion was almost a roar. His Mom went faster and harder, deep-throating him so far that there was no longer space for her hand and she transferred both of them to his ass, gripping him tightly for leverage as she banged forward and back, gasping and gulping as the cock penetrated her throat.
"Fuck, don't stop," he grunted, half-fearing she would. He'd been with some good cock-suckers before, cheerleaders and math geeks who both knew what to do with their mouths. But none had taken it as deep for so long as his Mom, he half-feared he was going to suffocate her, but she showed no sign of pausing or retreating, just hammering back and forth, slurping greedily and ignoring the saliva sliding out of the cracks at the side of her mouth. He leant one hand on her shoulder, massaging her as he pressed the other against the side of the cubicle wall as if, without its support, he was going to collapse as his legs weakened. "Suck my cock, God, suck it."
Her eyeshadow was running as her eyes watered and her red lipstick was as smeared on his cock as it was over her lips; her hair which, had been neat, looked wild as if a bird had suddenly nested there and the saliva was dripping from her chin onto her naked tits and top; she looked a state, she looked as hot and beautiful as he'd ever seen her -- if he lived to be a hundred and fucked a thousand women, he'd never get the sheer sexiness of this moment out of his mind. He grunted some more and squeezed her shoulder, encouraging his Mom to keep at it.
She seemed to go even faster and harder, her tits jiggling and bouncing as her entire body rocked. He groaned, keeping a strong grip on her to stop himself from falling over in a heap. Her eagerness was sexy in itself as if she'd been keeping something back which she could now let go or she'd been in the middle of a drought and now was suddenly in a downpour. "Fucking hell, yes, keep going," he instructed, looking down at her and marvelling that the slut sucking him in a toilet cubicle had been his prim and staid Mom -- well, he wouldn't see her as a conservative housewife again, now he'd only see her as a slutty groupie, sucking his dick. He didn't mind that and he suspected neither did she.
But all good things come to an end. He could feel the intensity of sensations which rush to the surface as a man climaxes, bubbling and boiling, ready to erupt. "I'm about to cum," he grunted.
Despite his Mom's words he fully expected her to pull back and finish with her hand, perhaps if he was lucky she'd let him cum over her tits, though he more anticipated that his seed would be decorating the walls. But hearing his words she didn't even pause but continued to slam her mouth down his engorged dick. "Fuck, I'm going to cum," he repeated to allow her to disengage, but she didn't. "I'm going to..." he repeated and then changed to, "Fuck, I'm cumming."
The orgasm was as powerful as he'd ever had, his toes almost literally curling so far they near burst out of his boots and his legs were left feeling like they were water as his insides were turned inside out and then around and around. He pumped out a strand of cum and then another and another, repeated bursts, like a machine gun, all into his Mom's mouth. Now was the time for her to swill it around and let it dribble out, but she didn't -- instead he could see her neck muscles working as she gulped and swallowed it, so much cum it was like his balls were being emptied, enough to drown in and she took it all down until his flaccid prick fell out of her mouth. She looked up at him, her gloss smeared around her lips and her eyeliner rolling down her face. She was grinning happily though as she dabbed at the side of her mouth to check no cum was dribbling out, before giggling and saying, "Yum, it's too long since I sucked a really big dick."
"Mom..." he started to speak, though not sure what to say when he'd just had an incestuous blowjob from her.
Before she could reply there was a knock on the door and a young woman's voice, "Is someone in there? It's private you know?"
Giggling his Mom pushed her tits back into her top and gave him a quick kiss on the lips, "That was fun," she said, pushing him a little aside so she could undo the bolt.
The door opened to reveal one of the staff, on the other side, tapping a foot and looking irritated, "This isn't for public use," she said as his Mom stepped out of the cubicle, her eyes widening slightly as Dylan followed her.
"What can I say? There was a queue," smiled Abigail, mock apologetically.
"What? It needed both of you?" the young woman snapped, obviously not finding the situation as amusing as his Mom did.
"We were saving space," Abigail replied and grabbing his hand led him from the staff's room before the woman could think of a response.
In the main bar area the last band were just finished, going off to whoops and cheers, which Dylan thought were marginally less than earlier. His Mom swung round and grasped his waist, "God, I'm still so fucking horny. Let's go fuck properly."
It would have been sensible to say no, they'd gone too far already. But sense doesn't come into it when a hot milf is pressing herself against you and licking her lips seductively, whilst moving her hands around to grab your ass and squeeze it. His cock, limp only moments before, was hardening -- quicker than virtually any other woman had ever managed before and if a small part of his brain was saying 'no', that more short-term thinking of his anatomy was saying 'hell, yes'. He compromised by pressing his body at hers so she could feel the hardness of his dick and said, "If you're up for it..."
"Yeah, I am," she said and grabbed his hand leading him out. It wasn't the first time a member of the group had vanished without saying goodbye and his buddies would just assume he'd got lucky with a
groupie, without realising who the groupie was.
It was a warm night out as he followed his Mom through the parking lot to her car. He got into the passenger seat as she got behind the wheel, "Where are we going? My dorm's twenty minutes away."
"No, I need your cock now," she said, reversing at speed and then twisting the wheel around in a way she'd always lectured him not to do. She drove across the street to another, quieter, parking lot, continuing across that until she came to an alley at the edge and reversed into it. "I used to come here when I was your age," she explained, "I can't tell you how many guys I've banged in this back alley," she giggled as if remembering, "It was a lot."
"You want to do it here?" Dylan wasn't sure where he'd been expecting his Mom to go. His old conventional and staid Mom would have at least suggested a hotel, but then his old Mom wouldn't have sucked him off in a toilet cubicle after a gig and talked openly about her past as a groupie.
"Yes," his Mom was already clambering over the seat and into the back, "It brings back memories." She grinned as she got herself as comfortable as you can when you're lying back across the seat in the confines of a car. "You've fucked before in a car, don't think I didn't recognise the cum stains after you borrowed it for that date with the redhead you used to see or that girl from down the street."
He thought he'd been subtle, but then when you're eighteen you think you're a lot smarter than you are. He was nineteen now and bright enough to know he was going to be really dumb and bang his Mom like he banged the girls his Mom had mentioned in senior year, the difference was they weren't related -- also they hadn't been nearly as fucking sexy as his Mom, nor as sluttily enticing.
"Yeah, I'm coming," he said and squeezed himself through the front seats and into the back, getting on top of his Mom. "God, I am so hard," he admitted as his prick strained at his jeans.
"MNnnnn, I can tell big boy," his Mom replied, raising herself up and rubbing her body against the bulge. Her hands moved round his back and down, pulling his T-shirt half-up so she could slip her palms over the naked flesh of his lower back. Her mouth went to his, her lips opening and her sliding out. He met her in an unfamilial way, his own tongue sweeping around and pressing over hers. Her hand went down over, his ass and then to his front, finding the zip and for the second time that night, pulling it down and easing out his large cock. She stroked it for a moment, giggling and tittering as he moved down to kiss and suckle at her throat, his lips munching at her neck and slurping at the smooth flesh. "You are so hard, baby, you're dicked like a stallion, I can't wait to have you in me."
He grunted, trying to reach down for her buttons to undo them. "Let me," she gently pushed his hands away, but instead of undoing her jeans she reached for her top and pulled it up over her ample breasts. "Suck these whilst you're waiting."
Dylan didn't need a second invitation. He probably had sucked on them before, but he had no memories as a baby, especially as now he was clamped on them not for food and nourishment, but for fun and enjoyment. He licked the teats, running his tongue around the firm nubs and feeling the hardness of the nipple against his tongue. Opening his mouth wider he gripped one with his teeth, just biting hard enough to be able to grip it and pull. His Mom moaned pleasurably, as she reached down and started to undo her belt and buttons, before struggling with her boots. He felt his cock rubbing against her and he slipped his mouth further over her large tits, swallowing it in as far as he could and sucking at it eagerly. His Mom giggled, "I can't wait for your big cock, I am so fucking wet."
It wasn't the easiest thing to remove jeans and boots whilst lying under your son in the back of a car, but Abigail managed it. Dylan reached down to touch her bare pussy, stroking it and sliding an experimental finger inside. His Mom had been right about being wet, the cum coated his finger as he dove in. She bucked and giggled, spreading her legs as far as she could, "Mmnnn, that's good." He slid his finger in deeper, adding a second and easing her tunnel wider. "Oooh," his Mom moaned again, wriggling underneath him, "Ohhh, give me your cock, stud."
Later he realised that was the last time he could have stopped from fucking his Mom, but at the time he didn't care. Gripping hold off the large appendage he guided it towards his Mom's bare hole and slipped it in. Goddamn, he was inside his Mom, was his second thought, his first was it felt so good. He carried on down, shoving his thick prick into her slickly slippery fuckhole. He could feel her shivering and shaking under him, her back arching as she thrust her hips up. Her hands were on his lower back and ass, moving up and down and encouraging him deeper in. "Fuck me," she groaned, "Fuck me."
He powered down, slamming into her and filling her cunt with his cock. He knew it was wrong, but he didn't care, she wanted it and so did he, if anyone else had a Mom this wild and wanton they'd be fucking her as well. He wasn't stupid, though, he knew he'd have regrets in the morning, but at this moment he didn't care. As for his Mom, would she be consumed with shame tomorrow, remembering how her son had pounded her pussy with his prick? He wasn't sure, perhaps she would return to her normal self, conventional and tame, a woman whose most rebellious trait was not bringing the bins in immediately after emptying. But he had a feeling that woman was an act, this was who his Mom really was -- a slutty groupie who'd fuck any guy from any band and would love every second. God, thinking about that was hot, he decided and rammed harder, any concerns he'd had vanishing as his dick vanished between her wet cunt lips.
"Yes, yes fuck me, fuck me harder. OOOhhh God, yes, this cock is so thick and long, ooohhhh, you're so good, Dylan, so virile. Oooohhhh, yes, I birthed a stallion," Abigail shrieked and squealed, writhing in the close confines of the car. The back seat was cramped, Dylan bent half double as he drove in and out, his Mom's knees drawn up, her head resting on the door. It was not the most comfortable or accommodating position, but that seemed to make it just hotter, the contortions they were performing making the pleasure more powerful, the passion more intense. In and out Dylan slammed, the car rocking beneath them, the axles squeaking and rattling. The windows misted up as the car cooked with their heat. Sweat dripped from Dylan, onto his Mom and onto her seat, joining the juice which was dripping from her pussy with every thrust. She gasped and shuddered, her body bending even more and her feet and head pushing at their respective doors as if she were trying to shove them open to give herself more space. Her passionate shrieks filled the car "Aaarrrghhh, yesssss, fuck me stallion, fuck me harder, I want that cock so deep, yessssss, aaarghh".



Dylan was pounding his Mom as hard as he'd ever pounded any girl in his life, it was as if she was able to pull him to new heights of performance like she was a sexual muse. As she cried out in ecstatic bliss he slammed harder and faster, making the car rock all the more and stretching her pussy like it was elastic. She cried out louder, her hands clawing at his naked back, leaving scratch marks on his skin like he was mating with an alley cat. It was painful, but her twat was so good he could cope, in fact, the sharp stabs seemed to almost add to his passion and encourage him deeper and deeper into his groupie Mom. "Yes, take my cock in your slutty cunt, damn that fuckhole is so wet and warm, you're so bangable Mom, jeez, you're like a pro, I can't believe I'm fucking you, I can't believe you're so hot."
"Aaarrrghhh, yessss," she screamed loudly in reply, "Fuck me stallion, fuck me like the stud you are. I want it harder, slam my cunt, ram it in!"
He did so, making the car rock like it was being swept away in a flood. Her beautiful breasts bounced under him, jiggling delightfully with every thrust. He could feel them against his chest as he descended and saw them jumping as he looked downwards as he rose again. His Mom gasped and shrieked again and reached to grasp them, fondling and kneading them, pushing them together and pulling them apart, making the most use of them to intensify her experience. Her pussy was clamped around his dick, tugging at it and demanding its sacrifice itself in a never-ending charge into the wet hinterland. Dylan continued down and in, thrusting, ramming, hammering, more than happy to give the cunt its due and fill it with cock. His Mom screamed some more, her back arching as she seemed to lift herself off the seat, "Aaaaarrrghhh, fuck, stallion, don't stop. Yesssss, aaaarggghh, that's so good, it's killing me, aaaaaarghhh."
Her skin was hot like molten steel, sweat dripping. Dylan could feel the hammering of her heart as he slammed in, his own thudding away as he exerted himself, panting with effort. In and out, driving down, his cock slamming into the hole like a jackhammer, to the continued appreciation of his climaxing Mom, "Yessss, aaaarghhh, yessss, make me cum, stud, I want your big cock to make me cum again, aaaaargghhh!"
Her body bent, her tits bouncing up at him and her face contorted as if she was trying out a series of expressions to see which would be suited to having every muscle in your body torn in two, "Aaaarrrghhh, yessssss!"
He ploughed on, barely able to comprehend he had brought his Mom to orgasm in the back of her car. It was the stuff of dreams and nightmares, fairytales and dark fables. It was happening however and it was too late to stop or care, all that mattered was there here and now as he continued to slam in and out of her soaked front hole, banging her like she was a teen cheerleader giving it up. He was panting himself now, the sweat rolling down his body, his palms soaked as he pressed them against the seat. He pushed his feet against the door, giving himself some extra leverage and managing a final dash, sprinting like he was a 100-metre champion and his Mom was the finish line, no... the world record. She was gasping and panting as well, not as loud as before, but still evidentially enjoying his cock thrusting into her. He gritted his teeth and rammed, trying to hold in the gradually building pleasure though he knew that he could only delay the inevitable and that even as he was trying to do that he was also going faster and harder, forcing her cunt to grip his cock harder, stimulating the sensitive gland beneath its tight skin.
He was near now. His Mom had let him cum in her mouth, but even if she wanted it he wasn't going to cum in her pussy -- he had no need for a little brother or sister. "Where? Going to cum."
If she'd pulled back and said over the car seat he'd have accepted it, after all, that was how it had got the cum stains his Mom had noticed (he had thought she'd think it was just spilt coffee so hadn't bothered to clean it up). Instead, she giggled and said, "All over my face, stud, I want a cum bath from a rock God."
He was too near cumming to comment, instead, he whipped out his cock and clambered over her. His Mom opened her mouth and stuck her tongue out and he used that as a target, jerking his cock a few times until it spewed forth its silvery contents. Some of it did land in her mouth, some of it went on her tongue and lips and some went near enough, that she could stick her tongue out further and lick it. More went over her nose and onto her eyes, making her shut them as the silvery strands dripped and slid over the lids and down below, running over her already ruined eyeshadow. Yet more landed on her forehead, and then onto her ash blonde hair, soaking it with cum as it slid down and over her cheeks. Dylan was amazed at how much cum he'd produced, more than he thought he could manage given he'd already shot one load -- he'd given his Mom the cum bath she asked for and from the grin on her face she wasn't complaining.
"God, I needed that," she struggled into a sitting position and wiped a finger down her cheek as a goblet of his cum was slipping down. "It's too long since I've been banged hard in the back of a car."
"Um, yeah," Dylan always hated making conversation with a groupie he'd just fucked as he never knew what to say. It was ten times worse with his Mom, as it wasn't like he could even talk about the weather or something equally dull while he looked for his pants. Eventually, he decided on, "How did you like the gig?"
"You rocked," his Mom said appreciatively, "and you were so fucking hot, I was wet just watching." She giggled and slid her hand over her pussy, rubbing at the shaven slit as if she was horny again.
At nineteen years old Dylan was virile and usually had no problem cumming multiple times in a day. However, given that he'd cum twice in probably less than an hour he wasn't expecting his cock to start rising, however it did. He glanced down at his Mom, sitting beside him and massaging her cunt, she saw he was watching and smiled as she switched hands and then reached for his member, gently sliding her fingers around it and moving her hand slowly up and down. He shivered in excitement, feeling his libido return ready for a triumphant encore. He'd already fucked his Mom, there was no point worrying now about another bout. Reaching down to his Mom's cunt and joining her in stroking it, he said "Damn, I'm getting hard again."
"Mmmn, so I can tell, stud," his Mom replied, her hand working up and down for a few more moments. At the same time, she started to scrabble for the door, opening it and letting some fresh, or at least fresher, air into the steamy, sex-scented car. "You've done two holes," she smiled seductively as she swung her legs out of the car, "Want to go for the third?"
His eyes widened, "You mean..." he couldn't quite get the words out, though whether it was shocked surprised or awed admiration he wasn't sure.
His Mom had let go of his prick and was outside the car, "My ass," she grinned, dancing gently beside the door, swinging her large tits. "Come on and fuck me here, no one will see."
His cock was as hard as it had ever been, like a concrete bollard, sticking up. He'd banged a few girls, since starting college, in their ass on the first date -- they generally weren't the type of girl you brought home to mother, now he was finding out his own Mom wasn't the type of girl you brought home to mother and he cared less than he should. Okay, it turned out his Mom was a hot groupie slut, but then he liked hot groupie sluts. The teen got out of the car, shuffling around to the back of the car, with his jeans around his ankles. His Mom's pants and boots were still off, but she didn't seem to mind walking across the dirty concrete floor of the alley in just her socks. She was giggling as she moved to the wall, leaning against it with her hands and shaking her butt at him. He glanced to his side to make sure no one could see them, he could still see the lights of the club across the street, but the alley itself was dingy and dark, with no illumination to show his Mom or him.
"Fuck me in my back alley," giggled Abigail, continuing to wave her ass enticingly at him.
"Yeah, I want to fuck that," he confirmed, satisfied no one could see them.
"Go on, fuck my ass," she ordered. He gripped her cheeks and squeezed them as he pulled them apart, exposing her rosebud. He never imagined he'd get to look at her most intimate hole so close up, even if he could barely actually see it in the dark. He paused, just for a second, steeling himself as his Mom groaned in anticipation, "Stuff that big cock into me, I want you to stretch my ass until it's gaped."
He shoved in. Damn, her ass was tight and firm, gripping his cock and squeezing it hard, making stars pop in front of him as he drove forward. "Yes, yes," his Mom squeaked, "Give it me good."
His hands moved to her waist to make sure he had a good grip, his fingers digging into her naked flesh. She shivered and moaned, shuddering in pleasure as his cock scraped back over her walls, before hammering in again. She was still so tight, not virginal, he didn't think from what she'd said that he was the lucky guy popping her anal cherry, but certainly not an ass which had been fucked recently. He wondered if she'd been banged anally since he was born, his Dad had been gone all that time and the few guys she'd dated were losers who were even more staid and conventional than she was, office drones whose idea of a good time was straight in and out missionary on a clean sheeted double bed. Certainly, she was squeaking and squealing like she was making up for lost time, her ass bouncing back against his cock as she encouraged him deeper and deeper, "Fuck me, fuck my butt hard."
He drove in, putting in all his strength to slam the dick in as deep and forcefully as he could manage, each thrust slamming in further than the one before, the tight walls still gripping it and grasping it like they were trying to slow and stop him. He ignored them and pulled back again, grunting as he shoved, making his Mom shriek pleasurably and arch her back, her naked tits bouncing out in front of her, vibrating as she shook. "Yes," Dylan grunted, "Take my dick, take the full length. This ass is so fucking tight, it's so great."
"Yes, stallion, ram my ass. I can take it, I love big dicks," his Mom called back, her hands pressed hard at the wall to stop herself from falling over. Her own hips were working back and forth as he fucked her, meeting him with enthusiasm as he drove his cock deeper and deeper into her bowels until his balls were slapping at her cheeks and he could go no further. That was when he really let rip, thrusting and pounding as forcefully and passionately as he could, making sure her hole was filled with every thrust and that there was no respite, going in and out like he was a maddened woodpecker looking for a tasty meal. His Mom appreciated the effort as she gasped and shrieked, her fingers clawing at the wall like she was trying to dig through, "Yes, fuck, aaaarggghh, give it to me, ooohhh yes, you stud, fill my fucking ass."
It was lucky the parking lot beside them was deserted as Abigail's cries were loudly passionate and left no doubt what was happening, "Fuck me, fuck my asshole," she screamed, "I want it to be gaped open, yesssss, yessss, that's right stud, fuck it hard!"
Dylan gave her what he wanted. He never imagined when he said he was playing a gig and his Mom had said she'd come down to see him that he'd end the night balls deep in her ass in a back alley. He'd have probably feigned some sort of deathly illness if he had, which would have meant he'd have missed the fuck of his life -- so while he knew it was wrong and he'd have regrets, at the moment he could only think about how tightly in his Mom's chute was gripping his large cock and how enthusiastically she was rocking and rolling with him, giving him the best ride he'd ever experienced. Panting he continued to pound her with all his might, putting every ounce of energy into slamming fast and forcefully, if tomorrow was for asking 'what have we done?' tonight was for the pleasure of fucking his Mom.
She was enjoying it too, screaming and caterwauling in ecstasy with every thrust, her body shaking and shuddering as he pounded against her. He wondered what she was thinking, as her son fucked her anally, was she worrying about the next day or was she just so lost in the moment she didn't care? He suspected the latter, she seemed to be totally swept up in the here and now, her entire body and mind being overwhelmed by the feel of his cock speeding up and down her most taboo hole. His hands moved up her waist and round the front to find her titties and grasp them, pushing his fingers deep into the ample flesh. His Mom shuddered, her back arching as she raised her head and howled to the heavens, "AAAaarrrrghhh, yesssss, make me cum, aaaaarggghh yesssss!"
Dylan had pounded enough girls to anal climaxes to know his Mom was having a big one, her body shaking like she was attached to a socket and her shrieks loud and passionate. In and out his cock shot, not stopping or even slowing, just ramming and hammering, driving all the way into the tunnel. It was easier now, his Mom's walls loosening from the repeated and vigorous banging, letting him drill her even faster and more forcefully, in turn lessening the wall's resistance even further. His Mom was still screaming and gasping, working her ass back onto him and scrabbling at the walls, "Aaaarrghhh, fucccckkk, ram me, aaaarrgghhh, you're such a stud."
He was determined to prove the truth of her words and put as much effort as he was able in stuffing her back hole. Sweat was pouring from him and he was panting with exertion, his back was aching and his thighs felt like he'd been beaten with a thick rod. It didn't matter, all he cared about, the only thing, was continuing to pound the asshole in front of him as long as he could. He could feel the steady rise of an orgasm and he closed his eyes, trying to force it back like Gandalf on the bridge. He might have delayed it for a few moments, it was hard to think, but the only way to stop it would be to pull out and stop and that was a sacrifice too far. He gritted his teeth and squeezed his Mom's naked tits, readying himself for the last lap, "I'm gonna cum," he grunted waiting for his Mom's reply.
"In my butt," she gasped, which didn't surprise him given the night they'd had.
He continued to pound hard, trying to still hold off the inevitable, but as sure as the sun comes up in the morning, the climax was unstoppable. He gave a grunt as he came, the thick goo shooting from his dick into his Mom's anal tunnel, blast after blast, miraculous amounts of silvery liquid filling her. He kept himself in for a moment, until he was sure he was empty, his large prick slowly deflating, its job done. Pulling out, he could see the damage he'd done, though his Mom didn't seem to be complaining that her ass was more open than an Alpine tunnel; his cum slowly slid down and out, dripping down her thighs and onto the floor.
"Mmmnn, that was something," his Mom said as she straightened. She turned to him, pushing her breasts back in, "You really are a big stud, that's got to be one of the best fuckings I've ever had."
Standing there in front of her with his prick still out, he felt self-conscious and pulled up his pants, as she sauntered over to the car and pulled out her jeans and boots, getting dressed herself. She said nothing either, but she was smiling and didn't seem at all embarrassed by the fact she'd had sex with her son. He stood with hands in his pockets wondering what to say. His Mom finished dressing and looked at the dashboard clock, "It'll take me an hour to get home from here," she said, "and I better have a shower, I don't want to come in to work tomorrow smelling of sex." She grinned, "Though I loved it."
"Me too," Dylan admitted. Now it was over, he was remembering how wrong and taboo it was, but he couldn't get out of his head how great it had been and how hot his slutty Mom was.
"You okay getting a bus back to your dorm, I can give you a lift if you want?" she asked.
"Nah, the bus is fine," he wasn't sure what he'd say to her on the journey, "You need to get going." It was probably an excuse for them both, they'd need to talk, but not now.
His Mom got in the car, "It was a great night, you were so good, on the stage and off. See you later." She shut the door and left Dylan standing there as she drove off.
"Fucking hell, Mom's a groupie," he muttered to himself and set off to find a bus.
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The bed rocked and Katarinka slammed, her breasts bouncing and jiggling, a line of sweat trailing between them as she went as hard as she could. She could feel another wave of orgasms coming and she girded herself for another intense effort, going faster and harder, rapping the toy at her clit until it was almost bruised with the pressure the pleasure was tearing through her like a whirlwind. She tried to keep quiet, but even an Amazon warrior has limits, "Fucccck," she gasped, "Fuuuckkk."
The maid, Sara, was still shrieking in pleasure from her last climax, "Aaarrrrgghhh, aaaarggghhh."
Sweat pouring down her and panting Katarinka began to slow her thrusts to a steady rhythm. She had the strength to continue, but she had other things to do this night and she was sure that the maid would be more than satisfied with the fucking she'd had. The girl realising that they were reaching the end had slumped forward and was groaning in contentment as Katarinka gave a final few thrusts to cool down, before pulling out and staggering up.
"I feel so bad," murmured Sara, "but really good, a little sore, but that was some banging."
"It was enjoyable," agreed Katarinka. She walked over to her purse and perused it. It had certainly been one of the best fucks she'd had that week and she pulled out one of the larger coins, flicking it to Sara before getting on the bed and lying down.
"Thank you, my lady," the naked serving girl marvelled at the gold coin, before gathering her clothes and heading out. Katarinka remained on the bed until she was sure the young woman wouldn't be returning to collect an errant piece of clothing or retrieve the plates from the supper she had supposedly been delivering before being waylaid by the horny Amazon. Satisfied she wasn't Katarinka was up and sliding into her gear, a leather leotard and skirt which just about covered her woman's weapon. She thought about taking the wooden strap-on off, at ten inches it could be an encumbrance, but some said that an Amazon's strength came from it, a mindless superstition Katarinka knew, their strength came from constant training and practice, but she kept it on. A dagger was slipped into her boot, more as another mascot than because she expected to use it. Finally her calve-length boots, tough but supple.
Ready, she looked out the window of the tower. In the early hours of the morning, not long past midnight, the only people around were a couple of guards and both of them looked like they were happily playing cards next to a lit brazier by the gate. She slowly climbed out of the window and onto the ledge, it was narrower than she'd have preferred and her progress along it was slow. But she had plenty of time, at least if she assumed the guards didn't bother to look up at the tower (and if they did would they see anything in the darkness? She hoped not). Gradually she inched along the edge until, round the corner and over the roof of the hall. It was a nine-foot drop, but easy for an Amazon and she landed like a cat on it.
She jogged across it to the opposite tower; there was a light on in the very top room, Hugh's. That was good, it suggested he was in there and not paying a visit to his wife's (not that Katarinka had thought that likely); there would be a guard outside her door, but that was not the entrance she was planning to take. As she got nearer she upped her speed, running across the roof to give herself a flying leap up against it, her fingers getting a purchase on the ledge, then the rest of her hands and after that, it was easy to pull herself up. She crept along the ledge to the window, hoping Aina had passed the message to her Mama.
She had, the window was unlocked and Katarinka was soon in.
"Who...?" the voice came from the bed, so weak that if Katarinka had not known she wouldn't have recognised it as the same young woman who'd married her daughter Clara near twenty years ago.
"Me, Katarinka," she said and padded over to the bed.
"You...[pant, pant]...came,...Aina...said...you...would..." Yulianna said before lapsing into silence.
There was a small candle by the bed, next to a flint and tinder and Katarinka lit it. It wasn't just the shadows which made the woman in the bed look like she was already dead; whatever she thought of Hugh he was right about the likelihood of Yulianna lasting no more than days, if that. Katarinka sat beside her and took the woman's hand, it was cold and thin, brittle like a stick. "I am here," she said, "You sent a letter, saying I should visit urgently." The message had been vague, if read it could be seen as just a badly worded polite request or a call for immediate help, Katarinka had decided it was the latter and hurried down "Was it the Wedding? An invite?" She wondered whether she had misinterpreted and that was all it was, a chance to see her Granddaughter married, but no that wasn't it or Yulianna would have mentioned it. She repeated the words, "The Wedding? Aina's marriage."
"Yes... no..." the woman on the bed was struggling to talk. So much so that Katarinka had to lean over her. "Witches... death... mark... on... me."
Katarinka breathed in, shocked, though she shouldn't be. She picked up the candle and gently turned over the older woman, light as a feather. Her sharp eyes quickly picked out the bruise, so small it wouldn't be noticed but now she was looking easily the sign of a Witch of the Chaybois, the evil life-sucking worshippers of demonic entity. She turned the woman slowly back, there was nothing she could do now, Yulianna was so weak even if she killed the witch this very night the woman would still die. "Who did it?"
"Hugh..." the woman breathed, witches were always women; though men could be coven members they lacked the magical powers of the females, but she realised she didn't mean Hugh was the witch, but that he had known and probably hired the witch; the Chaybois covens were often more petty- mercenaries and criminal thugs than fervent worshippers. The younger woman (who looked much older) sank back into her pillows, panting as if giving his name had been exhausting. Katarinka held her hand softly and waited for her to speak again and say more. It took a few minutes for Yulianna to regain her strength enough to talk again, "Stop...the...wedding..."
"I will," said Katarinka.
The other woman gripped at her hand, putting all her remaining force into it -- which wasn't much, "She... is...next... death...mark...on...her...inheritance."
For a moment Katarinka almost panicked, was the witch there at the moment, pulling the life out of the teen as she lay in her bed? Then she forced herself to calm down and think, no, she had time. The death mark worked slowly, that was the point, so that those who didn't know thought it was a natural disease or illness, and Aina had been fully fit that evening. Anyway, she needed to live long enough for the wedding... though perhaps not long after. "Who is the witch?" she asked.
But the effort had exhausted Yulianna and she had closed her eyes, though it was hard to tell whether she was asleep or just utterly incapable of moving. Katarinka waited with her until the candle went out, then she leaned over and kissed her daughter-in-law's forehead, she would not see her in this world, but perhaps she would see her and Clara in the next.
*
She slept fitfully that night, as if it was her with the death mark, her dreams dark and foreboding, of Aina naked on a sacrificial slab, tied up between posts as a demonic beast slouched towards her or being surrounded by howling and cackling witches as they tore the scanty clothes off her nubile body. But Katarinka was not one to despair at nightmares, so when she woke up she washed her face in the bowl of water a maid had brought, brushed her hair and dressed for breakfast.
There was no sign of Yulianna, which was no surprise and Hugh was talking to one of the older maids in front of the table as she arrived. He gave a curt nod but otherwise ignored her, and she returned the gesture, whilst inwardly wanting to gut and disembowel him. But she doubted that would save Aina, she couldn't fight the entire household and even if she claimed he had paid witches to murder his wife and was soon going to the same for his step-daughter she knew no one would believe the word of a wandering Amazon warrior over a wealthy merchant and landowner. Aina herself was sitting at the table, noticeably brightening as she saw her Grandmom. Katarinka gave her a smile of greeting and threaded her way past the maids carrying food and drink to the tables to go sit with her on the top one.
"Good morning," Katarinka forced herself to be cheerful and not to let on that she had hardly slept in the night.
"Good morning," smiled Aina back, but with her Mama's rapidly declining health and the wedding to her hated betrothed likely to be soon after her equally jolly greeting was equally a lie.
They made small talk over the black pudding and eggs which had been placed in front of them, neither revealing their true thoughts. A middle-aged maid came up, the one who had first shepherded Aina away from her, Katarinka had since learnt her name was Nesti, one of the senior maids (though new, she had good recommendations). She leaned forward over Aina, her fingers lightly touching the younger woman's naked shoulder blade as she took away the plate, "Will you be having more, my lady?"
"Sausages," the teen replied.
"And for me," said Katarinka, though she had not yet been asked.
The maid nodded and walked away. Katarinka pushed her chair back slightly, not enough that anyone could notice, but just enough so that she could see the back of her granddaughter's shoulder. There was a small blemish, hardly noticeable, little more than a tiny red rash, but it hadn't been there before and Katarinka knew enough about death marks to know that was one, even if it was in its early stages and not yet dangerous. She forced a smile and to carry on talking, every now and then glancing to make sure Nesti had not left.
After breakfast, she made an excuse to Aina about needing to see to her horse. Aina gave a little protest that the grooms would see to it and when Katarinka insisted that she had to check the horse herself, Aina replied that she should come and let Katarinka take her for a ride. Luckily, she wasn't dressed for it, wearing her normal attire of soft silks and satins, so Katarinka found it easy to dissuade her.
She took her horse from the stable and walked him around the yard, keeping her eye on the doors to the house. Soon she saw Nesti coming out from one of the side entrances, wearing a cloak for travel. She ignored Katarinka as she headed to the stables and a few moments later came out with her own horse. That confirmed the suspicions as far as Katarinka was concerned, no maid would have been able to afford a horse and if they could no lord, especially one as mean-spirited as Hugh, would have allowed her to stable it with his own. The woman got up on the horse, with more expertise than a maid would manage and headed towards the gate and out. It didn't take Katarinka long to saddle and bridle her own mount, enough time that Nesti was out of sight, but not so much that the hoofprints weren't still visible in the mud of the road.
She followed them for about a mile, eventually catching up near enough that she could see the woman in the distance, though she made no further attempt to close in case Nesti realised she was being followed. The maid came to some forests, continuing along the road for a hundred yards before turning into them. Katarinka followed. It was easy to see where Nesti had gone, she'd made no attempt to hide the prints of her horse or the branches and bushes she had broken through to allow herself to make her way into the dark woods. Her arrogance would be her undoing.
Dismounting from her own horse and tying him to a tree, Katarinka pulled her sword and shield from the saddle. She followed the tracks, through the undergrowth. At first, the only sound was her breathing and the brush of her foot on leaves and twigs, not a bird tweeting or a mouse rustling, not even a small boar out hunting for truffles; it was a silent place, a place where dark magic was practised. Then she heard the sound of chanting, a cruel, hateful rhythmic cant, full of a call to evil demons who should not be summoned to the world of mortals. She flexed her grip and tightened her hand on her sword. Even if they had not been going after Aina if she had found the coven she would have killed them, those who used the death magics could not be allowed to live.
She went slower now and more silently, not wanting to give the coven any warning. There were four of them in the clearing, Nesti in the centre bowing down repeatedly to an unnaturally red flame, another woman, even older standing watching her, a wooden staff in her hand and two men, in mail, with jagged swords in their hands dripping with blood, the still steaming carcass of the horse Nesti had rode in front of them.
The older woman was the most dangerous, despite her looks. The staff was almost certainly magical. Then it would be Nesti, she had no weapon to hand, but given just moments she could call incantations out of the air and burn Katarinka to her bones. The men were hardly a threat, only the women of Chaybois had magical powers, the men were just warriors and Katarinka would literally bet her life that she could beat two of them in a fight.
She paused long enough to check, in her mind, that the strategy was a sound one before rushing out. She made no sound to give herself extra seconds. The older woman was dead before she realised and as she fell Katarinka was screaming her war cry.
Nesti was standing up, pointing towards the Amazon and chanting; Katarinka would swear that her lips continued to mumble the dark words even as her head toppled to the floor, her body remaining upright a second longer before it fell onto the small fire, smothering it.
The two men were on her, swinging their swords. However, they had not co-ordinated their assault and she was able to duck back as the weapons clashed together with a loud clang. She was stabbing towards the first man. He was quicker than she anticipated, twisting away from her thrust and driving back at her. She dodged his blow, using her shield to block his fellow's and drove forward again, cutting low this time, so she connected with his leg. He screamed and fell back, cut through to the bone.
She was wrenching her weapon out and parrying the second man. The two of them exchanged cuts, high, low, chest for a few moments before Katarinka feinted and as he went to the right, she cut down from above, striking deep into his shoulder, shattering the mail. He went down screaming and she stabbed forward again, taking him in the throat.
The first man was crawling, trying to get away. She finished him.
The forest, which had been silent, suddenly began to be filled with the sounds of birds and beasts, it even seemed to lighten as if some cloud had gone. Katarinka looked at the four corpses, there was no reason to do anything with them, they'd come from filth and it seemed fitting to leave them there so that the rats could feast on them overnight. The only thing she did was break the staff, chances were it would have rotted here with the bodies, but why take the risk of it falling into some peasant's hands with delusions of grandeur?
She returned to her horse. One threat was dealt with, but she was sure that this wouldn't stop Hugh and her granddaughter's betrothed, Belgrothian, from seeking the end of Aina once the wedding took place.
Clattering back through the gate of Hugh's mansion she saw there was more than the usual activities going on, maids were almost running from kitchens to the main building, guards were shining their armour even brighter and the potboys were putting effort into sweeping the yard. She suspected the news even before she saw Aina running towards her, looking lovely in her silky materials, that flew in the air as she ran, never revealing anything, but hinting at lots. As she got closer she could see the teen had been crying and she opened her arms to take her.
For a moment all Aina could do was cry before she eventually managed to say, "Mama's dead. Hugh says my wedding is next week."
*
It was the day before Aina's wedding. Sir Belgrothian after several days away had returned the evening before and had not yet said one word to his betrothed -- given that Katarinka knew he and Hugh had been planning to murder her granddaughter for her inheritance it was no love match, but the man could have at least put on a show that he had the slightest interest in the teen.
The period of mourning had been brief and half-hearted, Hugh had obviously cared little for his wife, to the servants she was just their mistress and Katarinka had been thinking too much about the wedding and how to get Aina away from Hugh and Belgrothian's clutches. Only Aina had really mourned and even she had been preparing for the day for months as her Mama slowly weakened, though unbeknownst to her the cause was magic, not some wasting disease.
Following the funeral, Aina had told Hugh she would be staying for her Granddaughter's wedding. He had been his normal formally polite self, combined with his normal coldness which told her she was as welcome as an outbreak of Pig Fever. The witch Nesti had not returned, being decapitated was something even the evil followers of Chaybois couldn't use their cruel magics to recover from, and Katarinka suspected that Hugh knew it was Katarinka who had killed her and that she, in turn, was aware of his plot. Every night she had gone to sleep with a dagger under her pillow, waiting for a midnight assassin. But none came, she couldn't prove anything, even if she had brought the witch's body back all it would show was a middle-aged woman with a wooden staff, and Hugh knew that too, which was why he hadn't made a move -- though sometimes as she turned she caught him looking at her with loathing before he quickly changed his expression to bland neutrality.
He knew she was all that stood in his way, all that was keeping Aina alive and once she was married she would have no excuse to remain...
And she knew it as well.
Which was why there would be no wedding if Katarinka was alive.
And Hugh knew that.
Which was why he would kill Katarinka.
He wouldn't do it himself of course nor would it be Sir Belgrothian, who had all the killing ease of a stranded whale, but the killers would come in the night to finish her as there was no time to arrange an 'accident' before the day and Katarinka made sure she didn't ride out of sight of the castle alone, no hunter would accidentally mistaking her for a stag.
She did have one advantage (two, as the killers were unlikely to be Amazons able to match her in swordplay) and that was Hugh's arrogance. His evil mind had easily worked out that Katarinka would somehow prevent the marriage and that she needed to die, but his sexism and disdain towards the Amazons meant he thought she was much more stupid than she was and believed that she wouldn't know this. The assassins, when they came, would not find her unprepared.
She had been surprised that they had waited for the last night to move, but perhaps with his Witch dead, Hugh had needed time to plan for others to do his dirty work.
Her plan was ready, however - the assassins would come tonight, they would die and she'd rescue Aina from the men's vile clutches.
The evening was drawing to a close. Over to the side, the band were playing the final piece, a slow and subtle tune, perfect for close dancing. On the floor Aina was clasped to her Grandmom, as she had been all night, being held tightly or lightly depending on the music, but always so close that Katarinka could smell the teen's sweet perfume and feel the touch of her soft skin, against her body or in her hand. It was telling that Sir Belgrothian had made no attempt to cut in and have a dance with his betrothed, he seemed much more interested in the wines and sweetmeats put in front of him than the sexy eighteen-year-old he was due to marry the next day.



Aina rested her head against the Amazon, her arms wrapped around her waist and her pert breasts pushing at Katarinka's larger pair, through the colourful silk top she was wearing. She seemed determined not to let the older woman go, making the most of the last dance. Katarinka gently disengaged from her, "I'll come tonight, be ready," she said quietly. The teen knew little of the plan, apart from that she wouldn't be here to get married the next morning, but she nodded, a small smile flitting across her face, "Now be normal, give me a kiss and say goodnight."
The teen leaned in and kissed her Gran on the lips, lingering for a few long seconds, before stepping back and saying loudly, "I'll see you in the morning."
"Yes, bright and early," said Katarinka; it would be early, though the only brightness would be from the few stars which were peeking their way through what promised to be a cloudy night.
In her tower she locked the door, she didn't want one of the maids wandering in by accident and plumping her pillows under the bedding to form a shape which looked somewhat like a sleeping body, she blew out the lamp and sat in the chair, her sword laid bare across her legs. She closed her eyes and gently dozed, relying on her instincts to awaken her instantly when needed.
It was an hour later, maybe a little more, she was woken. The scrape of the key in the door was so quiet that if there had been any noise outside it would have been inaudible, but in the stillness of the night, it was like a clamour to someone with Katarinka's senses. She took hold of the sword hilt and waited. The door opened, again almost silently. The outside corridor was almost dark, but not so much as the room and a gloomy light entered, in which a shadow could be seen of a man creeping, followed by a second -- both carrying short swords, then a third with an axe.
They were moving over to the bed, the axe man raising his weapon over the bedding to strike.
Before he did one of his fellows realised the ruse, "It's not her," he whispered in a violent gasp.
It was too late to stop the axe man's downward blow and there was a low thump as he hit the cushions, immediately realising his mistake, "The fuck..." he began, looking up.
Like a shadow of the dead rising Katarinka was up from her seat, sword in hand moving towards them. The first swordsman, the one who realised it was a trap, was looking the wrong way as if he expected her to be hiding in the wardrobe. He probably didn't even realise she was behind him before her sword cleaved his head, killing him so instantly that he didn't even make a sound as he fell.
The other two were, if not wholly professional killers, not absolute amateurs either. They didn't waste time on further shouts of surprise or discussion on what needed to be done, but split axe man to the right, the other to the left, jumping on and over the bed so he was approaching her from one side as his surviving partner moved in from the other.
They attacked in unison, one swinging his axe low, the other stabbing at her chest with his sword.
But Katarinka was no first-timer either. She pirouetted gracefully away from the axe, whilst parrying the thrust, the clang of metal as the two swords clashed the only sound in the room.
In turn, she did a quick stab at the swordsman. He ducked back, grunting slightly as the sword sped by inches from his stomach.
He was in front of her now, momentarily blocking his comrade and Katarinka took advantage, swinging and thrusting her swords in a series of quick movements. The man parried them, badly, but enough that none connected, all the time falling back towards the bed and giving his friend space to move in.
The axe man swung his hatchet at throat height, which. if it had connected, would have sliced all the way through Katarinka's jugular.
Her own sword stopped it, catching the axe just behind the blade. She twisted.
To his credit, the axe man kept hold of the weapon. Not that it mattered, as he tottered, unbalanced as the axe was driven to the floor, she reversed her swing, bringing her sword upwards
It tore through his leather jerkin and the woollen shirt beneath, through skin and flesh and sinew and bone. He gargled and blood pumped from his mouth, his eyes widening in shock. Katarinka kicked him in the chest to free her sword, getting it out just as the last man swung back at her.
She parried, clumsily, but a parry all the same. He was moving in again, trying to keep her unbalanced with a series of fast cuts.
If she had been less good it might have worked as a tactic, but she had regained her balance within a moment and was counter-attacking, stabbing and thrusting at him between his cuts. Almost immediately the positions were reversed, with one big difference, her sword was longer and heavier than his, the better for the fight. She smashed down, breaking his guard and sending his sword clattering to the ground.
He didn't try to surrender, he was either brave or clever enough to know this wasn't a time for quarter, but instead tried to leap for the weapon.
He wasn't quick enough.
Three men were dead or dying in under a minute.
It was time to get Aina and leave. Pausing long enough to wipe her sword clean and make sure her dagger was secure in her boot Katarinka left the room.
At the end of the corridor, standing under a flickering torch for the small bit of heat it gave, was Sir Belgrothian. He looked up from rubbing his hands together at the sound of her footstep on the stone, his expression changing from satisfaction to surprise to horror as he realised the assassins had failed and she was alive. He reached for the sword around his waist.
Perhaps if he had left it in his scabbard or remained unmoving she'd have let him live... perhaps.
She stepped over his dead body, avoiding the blood pooling around it and headed down the stairs to the corridor which separated the tower she was in from Aina's chambers. It was late and the only sign of life she encountered was one of the cats, who glanced up at her and then continued on its way. She checked the door to the parapet was still unlocked and that no overly competent servant had been around checking them since she'd unlocked it earlier. It remained open and the coil of rope was still tied to the merlon. She closed the door again and went up the stairs.
There were two guards on the landing outside Aina's room. For a moment they regarded her quizzically and then, either because they saw the spots of blood on her or because no one comes to their granddaughter's room on the eve of a wedding they want to stop carrying a sword, they drew their own weapons and went at her.
She did not think they were evil or killers, they were neither the assassins -- paid to murder in the night -- nor Sir Belgrothian. They were just a couple of ordinary men who'd taken a shilling to bear arms for a local landowner, it paid better than farm labouring and was less wet and cold than fishing. It was just their bad luck they were on duty when Katarinka came to rescue her granddaughter.
It was over in moments, one man dead, the other dying.
Stepping over them Katarinka tried the handle. It was locked, the iron bolt holding fast the heavy wooden door to the stone frame -- too hard to kick through. For a moment Katarinka contemplated going back for the hatchet, it would be easier to use an axe than a sword to break it down, likely quieter too, though that would be relative and she'd have to be quick before someone heard the noise and more guards than she could deal with arrived. But luckily she took the time to scan the walls and table and there on a hook, almost hidden by the gloom was the key.
The well-oiled bolt slid back easily and Katarinka pushed the door open. Her granddaughter was sitting nervously on her bed, a brief look of panic on her face quickly receding as she saw it was her Grandmom. "You're here," the relief in the eighteen-year-old's voice was obvious as she got up and ran the few feet to where her Grandmom was framed in the door.
"As promised," the older woman said as the teenager enveloped her, the younger woman's pert breasts pushing through the thin silks she was wearing to rub at Katarinka. She hugged the teen tightly back, enjoying the smooth touch of her skin as she ran her hands over Aina's naked back and the scent the teen was wearing, like being in the middle of a field of flowers and ready for sex.
She could have held the teen for longer, not letting her go and enjoying the feel of her nubile body. But there wasn't time to dawdle. Reluctantly she let go. "We need to go."
"I heard noises outside, I was so scared," the teen replied, "Oh, you're hurt, that blood..."
"Isn't mine," said Katarinka, before giving her granddaughter a reassuring smile, "Do not worry I'll protect you."
"I know you will," replied Aina.
"You need to put on something warmer," Katarinka said. Normally she'd have no problem with her beautiful teen granddaughter prancing around in the light silks that barely covered her waist and tits and did nothing for her midriff or legs, but that was when they were in the castle with fires stoked by servants. Outside it would be colder and it was nearer to the upcoming winter than to the past summer.
The teen looked around, as Katarinka waited impatiently. She had no doubt that Hugh was behind the assassins and even if a passing servant didn't come upon the bodies, eventually he would go look (or more likely send someone else) to see what the delay was. Then the hue and cry would start. Aina didn't seem to be finding anything which either fitted or was any warmer, so eventually Katarinka took the lead opening a wardrobe and pulling out a drab cloak, "Put that on over your silks," she instructed.
The teen wrinkled her nose, "It's old and I think it belonged to Hugh's mother."
"Put it on," Katarinka repeated and the teen gave a sexy little pout but did as she was told. Katarinka took her hand in one of her own, the other tightly gripping the sword and led her from the room and onto the battlements. The rope was still tied to the merlon and she tossed it over the wall, looking down to make sure that her horse was still there, tied to a tree a few feet beyond. "Get on my back and hold tight," she said to Aina.
The teen's eyes widened for a moment and then with a slightly nervous smile, she did as she was told. She was light and slender even for a young woman, which didn't mean she was light when being carried on Katarinka's back, but the older woman had the strength to manage it. She slipped her sword into the scabbard and taking hold of the rope swung a leg over the battlement, "Hold tight" she instructed and began to abseil down, holding the rope all the way.
She was about halfway down when the bell began to ring, by the time she was at the bottom she could hear the sounds of shouts and yells and off men running hither and thither. There was little doubt that the bodies had been discovered. The horse neighed in greeting, but she ignored it as she helped Aina on, pushing at the teen's cute little bottom to help her up, before mounting herself. "Hold tight," she said and Aina gripped her round her stomach, her head resting on Katarinka's back as she turned the horse and pushed it into a gallop, the quicker they were away from the castle the better.
Behind her the commotion in the castle showed no signs of abating and as she raced across the fields and onto the road a quick glance to the left showed the gates were being opened and she knew horsemen would soon be rushing out of it. Spurring the horse she drove it as fast as it could gallop, a pace that would soon leave it panting and so exhausted it would slow to a walk, no matter how much she geed it on. But the first few minutes were vital, she knew.
The crossroads came up, deserted at this time of night. The turn to the left would lead to the main highway to the Amazon lands; she turned right -- never do what your enemies expect, forcing the horse on, even though it was heaving and shuddering. But she needed to be way out of sight by the time her pursuers reached the crossroads. Behind her Aina was breathing as heavily as the horse, for a different reason, she knew what would happen if they were caught -- death for them both, though she might survive long enough for Hugh to marry her off to someone, himself perhaps as he was always a man with a Plan B.
A thick set of woods came up and Katarinka turned into them, slowing the horse down as the blackness engulfed them. A tracker with even medium skills would have been able to follow them, but she was betting that Hugh had none to hand with even the basic knowledge and that the darkness would conceal them long enough to get way into the forests before, he could find a hunter who'd be able to pick up their trail. If she was really lucky they'd not even go down this road, but she suspected that sooner or later Hugh would realise he had taken the wrong turn and spread out his forces. Luck was what they needed now...
The horse was barely walking now and Katarinka dismounted. "You stay up there," she told the teen as she made ready to get off, "I'll lead you both."
She walked them further and further into the woods, glancing up every now and then when there was a gap in the canopy of leaves to check the stars and direction. A mile she walked, two, three, deeper and deeper into the dark forest where no human would go. A wolf crossed her path but ignored her, an owl tweeted overhead perhaps marking her passing, a firefly sparked in the darkness momentarily lighting the way. Further, she walked, leading the horse until she saw the glitter of a small lake in front. Behind her, she heard Aina yawn and she turned to see the teen was nearly asleep, barely holding onto the horse. The Amazon decided they'd come deep enough for the night, they needed to rest for now.
"Off you come," she lifted Aina from the horse, the teen yawning in exhaustion, "We'll stop here for now."
"Are we safe?"
"For now."
*
It was way past dawn when Aina awoke, or rather awoke again, she had a vague, half-asleep, memory of opening her eyes as the red sun started to glint through the trees, threatening to dispel the gloom, and deciding it was still too dark and bitter to move from the blanket she was under. It was still cold, at least to someone who'd never spent a night outside a room with a fireplace, stoked by servants -- even on her infrequent trips outside the castles and mansions she'd been brought up in, any journey had been carefully planned so that there was a roadside tavern at the end of each day's journey. Still, she could hardly remain under the blanket all day, so gingerly she moved, groaning at the stiffness in her limbs and unsure what of it was caused by the cold and what was the result of sleeping on a patch of damp mossy earth rather than a feather bed.
Despite that she felt happier on waking than she had for months, her Mama's suffering had ended and she was with the Goddess now, she had escaped her evil stepfather's clutches and she would no longer have to marry Sir Belgrothian who was in whatever hell his Gods devised for slugs like him. But most of all she was with her Grandmom. The teen sat ignoring the twinges in her limbs and looked across to where her Grandmom was practising some sword strokes against an imaginary (or at least invisible) opponent. You could take the thrall out of Amazonia, but you could never take Amazonia out of the thrall and ever since she could remember Aina had been attracted to older and more dominant women, and her Grandmom was a fine example of that.
The teen had been so happy when the Amazon had burst through her door, dripping with gore, her bloodied sword in hand to rescue her. The way the older woman had a plan and was in control of the whole thing, carrying her down the wall, bundling her onto the horse and galloping into the night, her step-father's soldiers in close pursuit. All that Aina could remember was holding her Grandmom tight as the horse raced down the road and the men behind galloped closer and closer, their cries almost in her ears. And then just when Aina had thought they were doomed her Grandmom had twisted the horse's reign and steered the still galloping horse in the dark woods, dodging between the trees and under branches, so speedily Aina had thought her breath would be pulled from her body. She had gripped her Grandmom tighter, feeling the older woman's firm stomach, hardly wrinkled and with not a touch of fat. Her own heart had been pattering like a mouse scurrying along the floor chased by a cat, but even then she told herself, she had felt safe, her Grandmom was in control.
Eventually, they'd lost their pursuers and they slowed to a trudge, Aina exhausted by the excitement, barely able to keep her eyes open, until eventually they'd found a small clearing next to a lake. Her Grandmom had helped her down and then found a blanket in the horse's packs. She'd found them a spot of ground and as Aina lay down, covered her with the blanket before building a small fire "to keep the wolves away." Then just as Aina had been falling drowsily to sleep she'd felt her Grandmom coming under the blanket, wrapping her arms around the teen and hugging her close -- it had been to share body heat, but Aina had fantasised it was because they were lovers and that her Grandmom had been holding her after a hard bout of fucking, especially as her Grandmom was still wearing her woman's weapon and the wooden shaft pressed tight against Aina's back.
The fire was cool now, only ash and embers remaining and Aina hugged the blanket tightly around herself as she watched her Grandmom continue to exercise. She was clad in leather boots and a small metal skirt, which barely covered the top of her thighs and had nothing covering her until it reached the metal and leather bikini top which covered her ample breasts. She didn't seem to mind the chill, moving gracefully, her sword slicing through the air, sometimes one-handed and sometimes in both. The teen licked her lips, it was so sexy, her Grandmom so alluring and beautiful, looking more like she had barely turned forty than someone twenty years older than that. Her stomach was smooth and tight, her limbs firmly muscled without being overly so and her long hair, whipping down her back as she removed remained blonde and lustrous.
The older woman finished with an upward leap as she brought her sword down two-handed in a sweep which if there had been anyone there would have cleaved them in half. She turned to her granddaughter, sheathing her sword as she did so, "There's some honey cakes in the pack, I took them from the kitchen, you can have them for breakfast."
"I hadn't realised I was hungry until you mentioned it," smiled Aina, suddenly realising she was.
"We'll need to avoid the roads, I don't doubt that Hugh has got out the word and they'll be every bounty hunter in the kingdom scouring them for us, I pity any other woman who's travelling with a granddaughter," her Grandmom said grimly.
"Have we enough food?" Aina said nervously.
"Don't worry, I have arrows so we won't go hungry and there's still berries and fruits on the trees, even if some are a little overripe," the Amazon said. She reached round and unbuckled her metallic bikini top, removing the leather underlining at the same time. Aina couldn't help but breathe in as her Grandmom's bosoms were unveiled, they looked even bigger bare than they did cover, swinging and jiggling gently as the woman turned half round to find the buckle on her skirt, taking that down so that Aina could see the woman's weapon. She had felt it pushing against her several times as they had danced and last night as they lay together, but she'd never seen it and now she did she licked her lips as she imagined the woman's cunts it had entered and briefly hoped hers might be one of them. The older woman removed the weapon, to show the teen her smooth cunt, so enticing and alluring, before leaning down to take off her boots, "I'm going to bathe and then we'll get going."



"Isn't it too cold?" Aina said, she was feeling like she was made of ice clad in a cloak and blanket (and wishing she'd found a dress rather than her silks), she couldn't imagine how freezing the water would be.
"I've been colder," her Grandmom grinned. She turned and walked towards the lake, allowing Aina to get a good view of her rear as the front, the older woman's buttocks were firm and sexy and round, making the teen almost salivate.
The teen took one of the honey cakes from the pack on the ground and wrapping her cloak tighter around herself, took the blanket to sit on and moved to one of the flat rocks next to the lake. She munched at the cake, a little staler and less warm than what she was used to, as she watched her Grandmom in the water. At first, the older woman swam back and forth, powerfully driving through the water and diving down into the depths, disappearing from view, before reappearing with a large splash dozens of feet away. After a while she swam back into shallower water, wading as she reached the banks until the water was just below her knees and then began to scoop it up and wash herself, her arms, legs, her breasts, her ass, her pussy. Aina took another bite of the honeycake, no longer tasting it, as she watched the Amazon rub her hands over her sexy body, the water washing down and making the skin seem like it was gleaming under the morning sun.
However, it was over too soon, her Grandmom walked to the edge of the lake and onto the land, looking across at the teen, "Ready? I'll just get dressed and we'll be off."
The horse was well rested and fed after its evening exertions, though, disappointingly, to not tire it further her Grandmom walked leading it, whilst Aina rode on her own. They stopped several times, to make sure it wasn't overtaxed, her Grandmom showing her which berries were safe to eat and on one of the brief sojourns, taking her bow and shooting a couple of rabbits, which she swiftly strung together and tied to the horse's pack.
They continued through the day, Aina asking all about her Grandmom and her past adventures, as well as the Amazon lands, she had left as a small child. She found herself talking about herself as well, how she had never fitted well with her contemporaries and their ambitions to find a brave hero to marry and that she had always been looking for her heroine instead. Her Grandmom had grinned at that and reminded her she was a thrall, so that was natural. The teen had blushed and laughed and wondered if there was a meaning to the older woman's words, she hoped there was. One of the things she knew was that love between parents (or grandparents) and children, whilst not common, was also not taboo amongst Amazons and thralls. Still, she changed the topic and talked about the older woman's training and how she kept so strong; the conversation continued to flow easily as they walked and talked.
It was nearing dusk when they came across the old temple, at least that was what it looked like to Aina, though it was so tumbledown that it was hard to tell, with half a dozen columns upright and more than double that on the ground, the stone steps up to the platform broken and uneven and grass and small bushes growing on the platform where bricks, which had once been tightly cemented together, had shifted apart. However, there was a small building at the end of the platform, whose roof was still in place, even if the door had long since fallen away and whilst didn't look as snug as even a peasant's hut it would give them some shelter.
Inside, at the back, there was a statue of some unknown God, a muscular being, half-bear, half-man, a battleaxe clasped in his hand. He stared at them grimly if sightlessly as they entered. The room was otherwise almost bare, a few stones jutting out of the wall and if there had been a floor it had long since vanished and instead, there was a bed of moss and leaves. It was surprisingly comfortable and Aina sat down on it as her Grandmom brought some bricks to act as base for a fire, before adding sticks, logs and dry grass and lighting it. The flames danced, lighting up the building and soon it was surprisingly warm and comfortable. Aina felt able to remove her cloak and sit just in her silks, whilst she had regretted not finding an old dress or even some pants and a shirt during the journey, now she felt comfortable in the skimpy attire, the heat of the fire pleasantly hot on her skin.
Outside her Grandmom was feeding the horse and skinning the rabbits, returning with a sharpened stick with the rabbits impaled on it. Soon the meat was spitting and browning, the grease from it dripping into the fire and sparking it more, the delicious aroma filled the air and Aina remembered she had only eaten some insubstantial honey cakes since last night. Her stomach rumbled loudly and she blushed, but her Grandmom just laughed and said they'd be nearly ready.
They were delicious when they were. Juicy and succulent, crispy on the outside and soft within, hot and tasty. Her Grandmom bit into hers and some juice ran down her chin, making Aina giggle. She reached forward, "Let me," she said and softly wiped away the grease, before settling back on the comfortable mound of moss and delicately nibbling at her own, not too hard or fast, delicate bites as a young lady should. Her Amazon Grandmom was eating faster and chomping harder, taking great chews and ripping at the flesh. It was the way warriors ate, needing to get the food down quickly in gaps between danger and Aina found herself watching her Grandmom with more than a little lust as she quickly finished the rabbit, tossing the bones and gristle onto the fire as she finished.
"I'm going to exercise," Katarinka stood up, wiping her hands on her thighs.
"You're already so fit and firm," said Aina and knew it wasn't the heat of the fire which was making her feel so warm inside nor was its glow that was making her face look flushed and red.
"That's because I exercise," grinned her Grandmom. If she noticed her teen granddaughter's eyes moving up and down her firm body she didn't say anything. Instead, she turned and bent over to pick up her sword, her firm ass directly in Aina's eye line, the metal skirt barely covering the naked buttocks. She slowly straightened and walked out.
For a second Aina sat alone, her half-eaten rabbit still in her hand. But she didn't need to eat as much as the older woman and she threw it on the fire and stood up, walking past the fire to stand in the doorway. Outside the older woman was exercising, swinging her sword and pivoting her body as if she was in battle. It was too dark to see more than her outline, but that was good enough. The teen licked her lips and watched, her pussy itching with desire as she saw her Grandmom slice and parry and sweep her weapon around in a fine arc. Biting her lip she surreptitiously moved her hand down to her crotch, gently stroking at her pussy under the silks. She reached out for a small brick shelve jutting out of the wall to balance herself.
Behind her, there was a rumbling noise and the statue began to move. The teen shrieked and dashed out, as her Grandmom pivoted and ran towards her, the sword clasped tight in her hand and ready for action. She gripped the shivering Aina close, hugging her as she looked into the room and Aina blurted, "The statue, it moved."
"It seems you found an ancient passage," said Katarinka, letting the teen go. Aina unclasped herself, a little reluctantly and followed her Grandmom in. The statue hadn't come alive, as she feared, it had moved to one side as a door had swung open, with stairs down into the darkness.
The older woman slowly advanced closer to the door, Aina following close behind -- not because she wanted to be near the tunnel, which had who knew what lurking in it, but to be close to her Grandmom. "Be careful," she said fearfully, "Goddess knows where it leads..."
Katarinka was straightening and relaxing as she got closer. "I've felt the chill of evil sorcery before, this feels different -- good magics."
"Are you sure?" Aina stood beside her and automatically clasped the Amazon's arm. The muscles felt so firm, the skin so smooth.
"I'll check it out, you'd best wait here," Katarinka said.
The teen shook her head, "I'd feel safer with you."
"I don't think we have anything to worry about," her Grandmom gave a smile. She walked outside the building, followed by Aina, and picked up a couple of large bricks which she placed at the edge of the passageway to stop the closing in on them. That done she started into the tunnel. Once the light from the dying fire dipped away as they rounded the first corner darkness set in and the two of them had to feel with their feet for the next stair, Aina kept hold of the older woman as they descended, waiting for her to step before the teen did the same. After perhaps forty stairs she noticed it was less dark than it had been, her eyes getting used to it, she thought at first, except as she took a few more steps it began to get lighter.
Her Grandmom had noticed it too and was walking a bit faster, not enough that Aina couldn't easily keep up, but certainly not a creep forward in the dark. It was definitely getting lighter, and warmer as well, a pleasant heat like that of a summer's day. The steps which had been shrouded in blackness became visible, surprisingly they weren't cracked and decayed like Aina had expected but unchipped solid stone, with not even a cobweb spoiling their pristine surface. They continued to go deeper and deeper into the bowels of the temple.
The stairs ended in a corridor, fully lit though not a torch was to be seen. The corridor ended in a golden door above which there was a stone tablet with what looked like a heraldic insignia carved into it, a Bearman on a horse charging down what looked like a man with eight limbs, his body and head misshapen and evil-looking. Katarinka looked at it and said, "The Bears of Valourous."
"What?"
"It's an old legend, a thousand years ago the Warriors of Valourous, a knightly order, merged with the bears of the woods to give them the strength to defeat the Spiderkin of the demon, Arachon. According to myth it was a long and terrible war, which devastated entire continents and in the last battle all the Bears were killed until only one survived, but despite being bitten a score times, seeping the venom from each of his hundred wounds he had enough strength to strike down Arachon and send the Spiderkin into the void."
"Is this their home?"
"A temple at least," said Katarinka, her hand pushing on the door.
"You are correct," a female voice said behind them and Aina whirled to see a semi-translucent woman, wearing old-fashioned robes and her hair done up in a style that the teen had seen on very old tapestries. The women moved forward and Aina automatically took station behind her Grandmom, who didn't appear concerned at seeing the ghost. "This was once a temple of the knights of Valourous, before the final battle and their vanishing from the Earth -- the cost of victory was high."
"It often is," said Katarinka in agreement and Aina was reminded her Grandmom had seen battle many times herself.
"It is now a haven for those who are opposed by evil, the Spiderkin may have gone but their taint will ever infect this world," the ghost said, "Rest here for the night and resume your journey on the morrow."
The door seemed to open of its own accord as the spectre faded from sight. Katarinka sheathed her sword and walked into the room, Aina immediately behind her. The room was tiled with marble, a dozen, evenly spaced, columns holding up the ceiling twenty feet above the floor. Rich, vibrant tapestries adorned the wall, with comfortable couches placed beneath them and glowing jewels, which cast a light which seemed natural though it wasn't, above. Two doors led off to rooms to the side and in the centre was a large bath, more a pool, which could easily fit a score of bathers and still have room for another half again; its water was clearest that Aina had ever seen, the blue bottom giving it the look of a tropical sea that a visiting merchant had once described to her. At the end was a table, with wine and sweetmeats and fruit on it, much better than the rabbit she'd eaten earlier, though she wasn't, as yet, hungry it was good to know it was there.
Her Grandmom was looking around, heading to the rooms. Aina quickly followed her and looked at them. They were virtually indistinguishable, both having a large comfy bed in the middle, with a couch and another small table with apples and pears in a dish and more wine.
After fleeing in the darkness and trudging through a cold forest during the day it looked even more luxurious. She was almost fearful her Grandmom wouldn't see it as she did and decided that staying in the temple and bathing in its waters wasn't how they were going to spend the night and they were going to spend it huddled around the dying embers of the fire upstairs (not that Aina would have been too displeased with the huddling). Luckily her Grandmom took the same view as the teen and said, "We'll stay here tonight, we could use the rest."
*
It was like Aina had been given a dozen ponies with matching puppies for her birthday, the teen rushing around the rooms, clutching the soft satin sheets in her hand before charging out and taking a nibble of a sweet dessert and jumping on the couch, lying down on its softness. Katarinka knew how she felt even if she was less excitable; it had been a stroke of luck finding the place -- though she suspected that the Goddess, who looked down on all Amazons, may have guided her to the place. In any case, it would mean one more night of comfort before they went out again, she estimated that it'd be another week before they were away from the forests and onto the highway, able to sleep in roadside taverns (though that too had its danger, depending on how quick Hugh got the word out to bounty hunters). However, that was for the morrow and as she removed her boots and leant her sword against the wall she looked at her nubile granddaughter, in her skimpy silks, running around and pointing out each type of sweet on the table and the comfort of the couches.
Eventually, the teen stopped and said, "You think it would be alright to get in the pool, I feel so dusty and dirty after hiking all day."
Aina had spent the whole day ahorse, her feet hardly touching the ground, but Katarinka didn't contradict her, "It would be fine, it's ours for the night."
The teen giggled prettily, "Let me get out of my things," she said just the tiniest hint of a purr in her voice.
She stepped back and kicked off her shoes, sending them skittering across the marble floor before reaching round and undoing the knot that held the top in place. The silk fluttered away, revealing her firm breasts. She grinned lazily and in no rush put her arm across them, "No peaking," she giggled coquettishly, before turning her back to Katarinka. The older woman couldn't help but look on lustfully as the teenager removed the silk scarf which had been wrapped around her midriff. Underneath she was wearing a tiny thong, which didn't cover her round sexy rear, which jiggled slightly as she tossed the silks to one side. It didn't remain on long either as she slipped her fingers under the cord and pulled the thong down, letting it fall to her ankles before kicking it backwards so it ended up next to Katarinka. She turned her head, looking over her shoulder, "It's a big pool," she said sexily, "if you wanted to join me."
"In a minute," said Katarinka. She watched as Aina walked along to the end, the teen standing on the steps and dipping in a toe to test the temperature, before walking in. The pool had a gentle slope and the teen waded for the first few feet, the water going up her shins over her knee to her calves, before going forward and swimming slowly and gracefully. Katarinka moved to the side to get a better view, leaning casually against the pillar as she watched the teen's strokes, her body pink and pale against the deep blue, the ripples disturbing the contours but still leaving no doubt to the shape, slender and sexual, naked as a nymph.
The teen stopped at the other end, treading water as she looked up at her Grandmom, "Are you coming in? It's lovely."
"If you want," replied Katarinka. She reached for her own metal top, undoing it and the leather bra and deliberately not turning so Aina could see her tits. The teen continued to swim on the spot, obviously looking at the large bosoms, firmer than they should be given Katarinka's age, the result of vigorous exercise and a good diet. The boots were next and then the metal skirt, pulling it down over her woman's weapon. She could almost feel heat-like spurts of dragon fire from Aina's eyes as the teen fixated on the large wooden shaft. Katarinka grinned inwardly and slowly took it off, her own gaze locked on the teen, watching the teen's expression as it became more openly lustful.
"You're joining me?" giggled Aina as Katarinka walked along the edge to the end.
"Yes," replied the older woman. She walked down the steps, the water was just the right temperature, hot enough to prickle the skin, but no more. Her granddaughter had turned round to face her and swam forward a few paces so that she could stand upright properly, her nude tits dripping wet.
The teen gave her a come-hither smile and said, "Are you going to offer to wash my back?"
Katarinka knew at that moment, what she had suspected for a while and hoped for even longer, that Aina wanted the older woman to fuck her. "Yes," the Amazon said, wading through the warm water to the teen, "Turn around then."
Giggling coquettishly Aina did as she was told. Katarinka scooped up some of the warm water in her hands before placing them on the teen's back and sliding down, letting the liquid stream down the flawless skin as her palms followed it down, rubbing away any dirt and grime. There wasn't much, the teen had been in the pool long enough for the dust and muck of the day's travel to be soaked away and as she'd been wearing a cloak on horseback there hadn't been much anyway (she hadn't had to walk through squelching mud or hold back wet bushes). However, Katarinka was in no hurry to finish the job, trailing her hands down all the way to the teen's lower back and stopping just before the butt. She scooped up more water and repeated the process, slowly running her hands down, enjoying the touch of the skin against them. Aina must have felt the same as she let out a slow, guttural, moan. This time Katarinka didn't stop when she reached the waterline but continued under it and onto the younger woman's buttocks, rubbing and kneading them, pressing them together and gently easing them apart. It was hard to pretend she was washing them, but Aina didn't seem to mind as she gave another groan and arched her back in pleasure, leaning back into her Grandmom.
"I think your tits need cleaning now," said Katarinka and without waiting for a reply shifted her hands onto the pert pair, gripping them and massaging them, finding the nipples and rubbing them between her forefingers and thumbs.
"Mmmnn," Aina moaned compliantly, relaxing against the Amazon happily as the older woman tweaked at her nubs, making them stiff and hard, a sure sign of the arousal the teen was feeling.
Keeping one hand on the tit, Katarinka brushed the hair away from Aina's ear with the other, leaning in so her mouth was just inches away, her hot breath rolling over the lobe. It took little movement for her kiss to be within kissing distance, pecking at the teen's ear and gently nibbling it in an unfamilial way. The teen shivered and gave another groan, one of her own hands going back to massage the side of the older woman's thighs. "Oh, this is so good," the teen moaned, "Make me cleaner."



"You're a dirty girl," Katarinka had moved her hand back round the front, placing it on the younger woman's chest and moving down over her flat stomach and then further. "Your cunt needs a good washing out," she added and slipped a finger into the tight hole.
"It does," giggled Aina, her back arching and bending as she tried to meld into the contours of Katarinka as the older woman leaned over her, sliding her finger deeper into the pussy hole. There was no hymen, but that meant nothing, a highborn thrall such as Aina could easily have broken it upon the saddle, nor did Katarinka think that the teen had not experimented with her pussy and a candle alone in her bed at night. However, she expected it was the first time that anyone else had been in there and she twirled and explored, seeking to find the erogenous zones and stimulating it.
"Mmmnn," the teen groaned in appreciation, shivering so much that she made the water around her ripple out in circular waves. Her hand gripped at Katarinka's firm thigh as if she needed it for balance and her head fell back even closer to Katarinka's mouth, so the older woman was able to easily slip down and nuzzle sexily at her smooth neck. The teen's breast was firm, but pliable, as Katarinka squeezed and kneaded it, switching after a few moments to its twin to repeat her actions. Her finger moved faster and faster, jamming harder and harder into the tight teenage pussy. It was producing plenty of liquid to add to the pool, but it probably wasn't making the hole noticeably cleaner, not that Aina minded, "Oh," she moaned, "That feels so good, ohhh, Grandmom."
"Your pussy is so tight, so hot," breathed Katarinka, no longer making any pretence she was washing her granddaughter. "You're so sexy and fuckable," she added, driving her finger deep and hard through the water and into the teen's twat.
"Ohhh, ohhh, yes, yesss," groaned Aina in agreement, her entire body trembling. She was wet all over, little trails of liquid sliding down her skin and not all of it was from the pool. Her perfect rear was grinding at Katarinka's smooth cunt, adding another frisson of excitement for the older woman, she, in turn, added a second finger and pounded the hot hole of her granddaughter, stretching the tight tunnel and finding the spots which made the young thrall squeak and squeal in ecstatic pleasure.
"Oh Goddess, yes," gasped Aina, showing that she still held to her old religion and not those of Men, which pleased Katarinka more than she thought it would.
She kissed again at the teen's ear, "Call her name again as I make you cum," she instructed and upped her pace.
The teen gasped and shuddered, Katarinka could feel vibrations of her body against her own, the firm, round buttocks pushing and pressing at her cunt, promising more pleasure to come. Her fingers drove in quicker and harder, the soft flesh gripping at them like walking through a marshy field, sucking and slurping each time Katarinka pulled back and squeezing as she slammed in.
"Goddess, Goddess, oooohh Goddess," gasped Aina, her back bending and her head slamming back as if she was trying to stare at the mosaic on the ceiling. "Goddess, I'm cumming, oooohh Goddess!"
She had barely finished orgasming when Katarinka grasped her shoulder and turned her round, leaning down to slam her mouth on the young woman's. Aina reciprocated enthusiastically, if she was a virgin, she had surely experimented at kissing with some of the young serving maids (who from Katarinka's experience would have made good thralls, themselves). Their tongues intertwined and played with each other as their naked bodies pressed closely together, hands sliding over backs and down to butts, squeezing and kneading the other's cheeks.
Lifting her head from the teen's Katarinka took in a breath as Aina blushed lightly and murmured, "Grandmom..." She said no more as Katarinka came down again, her mouth closing on the teen's already open one and her tongue inched forward to meet the younger woman's. Eagerly they kissed and pawed, breasts pushing together, the warmth of one transferring to the other. This time it was Aina who broke the kiss, smiling nervously, "Do you like me?"
"A lot," grinned Katarinka, "I broke you out of your room remember." The teen nodded and smiled as Katarinka said, "I want you, as a woman, not as a granddaughter, I want to fuck you, to have your tongue on my cunt, then your cunt on my weapon, I want to have you now and every night."
"I want you as well, I've wanted you since I saw you again, oh Goddess I am yours," the teen gasped out, her face breaking into a smile as soon as she finished.
Katarinka took the teen by the hand and led her, through the water and up the steps, to one of the couches by the wall. Letting go, she sat down and spread her legs open, "Do you want to eat?" she grinned invitingly.
For a second looked confused by the allusion, but only for a second. "Yes," she giggled picking up a cushion from the sofa and positioning it on the floor between her Grandmom's feet and then kneeling down on it, "I want to eat," she smiled up and flicked a strand of hair away from her face, "Though I've not done this before."
"Don't worry, it's not a judged competition," Katarinka said encouragingly, "If you lick at my pussy you can't go wrong, and if you do, it's your first time so you'll get better."
"Alright," the teen nodded, "I want to do this, I've been looking forward to it so long and now I'm a bit nervous."
"It's like diving into cold water, just do it," said Katarinka, though the look from her Granddaughter suggested that jumping into icy lakes was not something she did often either. She quickly thought of another example, "It's like taking a sip of a new wine you've not tried before, once you taste it you'll love it."
That seemed to do the trick as Aina gave a more confident smile and lowered her head, for a moment she didn't seem to know where to put her hands before lifting them and placing them on Katarinka's thighs, spreading the fingers and stroking at the iron muscles beneath. The teen's mouth crept nearer its target so that the Amazon could feel her granddaughter's warm breath over her labia. She waited, almost shivering with lust, for it to open and feel the warm, wet touch of tongue.
The hesitation seemed to last forever but was probably fewer than half a dozen heartbeats. And then Katarinka felt the soft tickle of the tongue over her lips. She groaned appreciatively, "That's it, Aina, use that tongue on my twat."
The teen put on a little more pressure, making the labia wriggle as she ran her tongue over and around them. Katarinka gave a moan, a little exaggerated, but hopefully loud enough to be encouraging to the teen, making her do more. It seemed to work, as after a small giggle, Aina resumed lapping more forcefully (even if it was still soft) her tongue running up and down the lips. Katarinka placed her hand on the back of the teen's head, not putting on any pressure, but persuading her to go deeper, at the same time she slid her other hand between her legs and used a couple of her fingers to pry the lips apart, "Go deeper, sexy," she said.
The teen took the hint, leaning forward gently and slipping her tongue between the folds and into the hole, running around the top and licking at soft pink flesh. This time Katarinka's moan was fully heartfelt; "Ooohhh, mmmnnn, good, good."
Below her the teen saw that Katarinka was holding open the pussy with her fingers and decided that was something she could manage, sliding a couple of fingers in next to Katarinka's and spreading them open. The Amazon withdrew hers, as there was no reason to double up and instead began to rub and play with her tits with her spare hand, whilst making sure she still kept the other on the back of her granddaughter's. She started exerting just a modicum of pressure, not enough to panic Aina or make her nervous, but just enough to encourage her to lick harder and faster and to drive her tongue deep into the older woman's hole to find the hidden spots. The teen did as she was encouraged, her lithe tongue exploring her grandmom's cunt eagerly.
"Mmmnn, oooohhh, you're doing well," groaned Katarinka happily. Aina seemed to be getting more and more into the twat-tonguing, slurping and licking as hard as she could, her thumb rolling over Katarinka's clit at the same time, sending even more intense sparks of sexual bliss burning through the older woman. She thought back to the maids in Aina's castle, they had been enjoyable and many of them had eaten pussy before, but she didn't think any of them had caused the same feeling of pleasure as her inexperienced granddaughter -- perhaps it was the teen's innocent enthusiasm or the eagerness with which she lapped or perhaps it was the connection was deeper than a fuck and forget the encounter. Whatever the reason it didn't take that long until Katarinka felt an orgasm building in her like lava threatening to erupt from a volcano's top. She gripped her hands together in a fist and closed her eyes as if that would stop the eruption, though she knew from experience, that even if it delayed it it was never for long. Below her Aina made loud yumming noises as she lapped down the older Amazon's wet cunt juice.
"Fuck, yesssss, aaarrrrgghhh," the orgasm hit Katarinka like a mace in the face, "AAArrrrgghhh."
Every part of her was drowning in pleasure, like she was going deeper and deeper into the ocean, the pressure crushing her and her lungs desperately seeking oxygen. But it also felt like she was ascending to the moon on a Griffin's back, her body separated from the ground below and a heady feeling of excitement coursing through her. "Aarrrghhh," she screamed again. The ecstasy was devouring her, burning her skin and making her heart face, her every sense telling her impossible things -- that she was on fire, that she was flying, that she was outside her body looking on -- seeing Aina on her knees gobbling enthusiastically away from above...
Then she was on the couch again, panting and gasping, trying to get her mind back and her senses in order. Aina was still licking hard, driving her tongue in and rubbing at the clit; she might be a first-timer but she was a natural, and eager and energetic with it. The older woman breathed heavily and relaxed back against the couch, letting her granddaughter continue to work her magic.
It didn't seem one orgasm was enough for Aina as she ate hard and deep, holding apart the pussy walls as far as she was able to enable her tongue to dig deep. It swept over the soft pink flesh, finding nodes of nerves and rushing over them, each lick making Katarinka groan in pleasure, the excitement almost immediately starting to build. She gripped her hands so tight that the nails were stabbing into her palm. The pleasure continued to rise nonetheless, a slow remorseless build-up, brick upon brick. Eventually, the wall would tumble down in a shattering climax, but not too soon Katarinka hoped as she closed her eyes and let out another moan, "Oooohh, yes, ooooohhh, keep on Aina, you're doing so good, ooooohhh."
The teen's talented tongue thrust at the twat tunnel, licking away the juice on the sodden walls even as it was forming. She was stopping or even slowing, eating away eagerly -- obviously over her earlier nervousness about pussy-lapping and getting into it like she had been doing it forever. Was she going faster and harder, or was that Katarinka's imagination as the orgasmic glass got fuller and fuller, the sexual bliss near to overflowing. Katarinka groaned louder, "Yessss, yessss, eat me, lick my cunt, Aina, make me cum, oooohhh yesssss."
If the previous climax had been a mace this one was a lance, ripping into her inside and tearing through them -- making her stomach jump and her heart explode, every muscle burning and every nerve feeling like lightning was coursing through her. Her body seemed to be in a million bits in a hundred thousand dimensions. She could hear someone shrieking in ecstatic pleasure and was dimly aware it was her. "Yessssss, aaaaarrggh, aaaarrrghhh!" The sound seemed far away and yet close, an echo in an empty room, a cry into a deserted landscape, "AAaarrgggghhhh."
But then it was gone and she was back, on the couch, her skin red and flushed and her heart still beating like war drums before a charge, but back in her body and under control. Aina was looking up, nervously, "Was that good?" she asked.
Katarinka almost laughed, that the teen didn't realise quite how earth-shattering her tonguing was, but she forced herself to be serious so that Aina didn't misinterpret her guffaws. "It was so good."
"I'm glad," the teen smiled and blushed prettily, "I enjoyed it as well, licking your pussy was so sexy, it tasted so good and when you shouted out I hoped I was doing well."
"More than well, near perfect," Katarinka complimented before standing up and taking her naked granddaughter in her arms and kissing her passionately, "Let's go to bed," she said, reaching around to pick up her weapon from the couch.
Smiling and giggling Aina let the older woman take her hand and lead her into one of the bedrooms off the side. The bed was large and comfortable looking, the sheets a pristine white and the wooden posts intricately carved. Above it hung a tapestry of a man on horseback, whilst another two, showing what seemed to be the same man, hung on either wall. Katarinka dropped her weapon down for a moment and turned the teen to her, her mouth moved to engulf Aina's, her tongue probing and pushing, exploring the moist insides as the younger woman moaned and tongued back eagerly. The older woman's hand were down on the teen's butt, squeezing and kneading the pliable and round pair of cheeks and pulling Aina against her so that pert breasts of the thrall were pressed firmly into her. The kiss went on and on, neither wanting to stop, Aina moving her own hands up her Grandmom's waist and side, rolling against the side boobs. They briefly broke for air, Katarinka looking down at the smiling face of her Granddaughter, before resuming, as passionately intense as before, feeling each other and enjoying the pleasure of the moment.
Sliding her hand around the teen's front, Katarinka rubbed at Aina's cunt, the lips already damp with excitement. The young thrall shivered as she was stroked sensually, her body vibrating against her Grandmom's. Katarinka kissed her harder, almost forcing her head back, as she massaged the pussy outside more vigorously, her thumb reaching up to find the clit to pleasure that as well. She could feel her Granddaughter trembling against her, every muscle seeming to tense and relax together. Extending a couple of fingers Katarinka pushed them into the teenage fuckhole, making Aina gasp and throw back her head in enjoyment, "Ooooohh," she moaned loudly, "Ooooohh, yes, Grandmom, oooohhh that's good."
Katarinka pushed deeper, working the digits, the tight pussy walls soaking them. The teen shivered again, her body pressing at the Amazon's, "Oohhh, finger me, finger fuck my juicy cunt."
"No, I think something bigger," grinned Katarinka as she slid out her fingers and gently pushed the teen onto the bed.
The young woman eagerly complied, scurrying up so she was fully on it, her legs spread and ready. Katarinka looked down at her perfect body, the tight, shaven hole, the firm, pert titties, the toned, slender stomach. Her own libido shot higher as she thought how she was going to be fucking the sexy teen in moments. She picked up her woman's weapon and slid it up her thighs,
"Oh God, it's so big looking, I can't believe it'll fit," Aina said, licking her lips in anticipation. She looked on in fascination as her Grandmom tightened the leather straps to hold it in place against her own cunt, so that every thrust would rub at her own pussy. "Be gentle, I'm a virgin," the teen said as she reached down to her pussy to spread it apart. Then she added, "But not too gentle."
"Don't worry," Katarinka smiled, "I've not met a thrall yet who didn't enjoy a woman's weapon."
The teen giggled excitedly, rubbing her open cunt with her thumb as Katarinka got onto the bed. It was soft and comfortable, her knees and hands seeming to sink into it as she crawled over to the teen, lying in a small crater that had been created around her body. Aina looked up at the older woman as she positioned herself over her, "Fuck me, Grandmom, make me your woman."
Balancing on one hand, Katarinka grasped her weapon with the other and guided the hard wooden phallus towards the waiting twat. Her granddaughter was already panting, her excitement palpable. "Yes," the teen moaned, "Put it in me.... Oooohhh." She let out a loud moan as Katarinka penetrated her, her back arching as she pushed her hips upwards to meet the older woman, "Ooohhh, yesss."
The cunt was as tight as only a well-bred teen's can be. But it was wet and lubricated and the weapon's own oils were also being activated by the snug warmth, the slippery cock easing down as Katarinka applied pressure. Below her Aina was groaning happily, her hand moving away from her pussy as the weapon fitted deeply in and instead joining its twin on her Grandmom's back, both massaging the older woman and making sure she was kept in place -- not that Katarinka had any intention of going anywhere. She realised how much she had wanted this for weeks and now she was cock-deep into Aina she was going to enjoy it and make sure her Granddaughter did as well. She banged down, thrusting as far as she could into Aina. The younger woman gasped and shuddered, Katarinka feeling the vibrations shake through her as well. Up she pushed herself and down again, her hips moving fast as she drove down.
"Oooohh, oooohhh," Aina moaned out. Her hands gripped and clawed at the older woman's back like she was a tiger being devoured by its prey. "Ooohhhh, yes, oooohhh.!
"Goddess," grunted Katarinka in response, "Goddess, you're as fuckable as spirits of Nimenor," [who legend said were both wanton and stunningly attractive, though Katarinka had yet to have the luck to meet one on her travels]. Her ass rose and then her hips jerked, slamming the dick into the teen just as Aina wanted, making the young woman buck and squeal. The Amazon went faster and harder, ramming her weapon into the soaked hole like she was repeatedly malleting a stake. "Goddess," she repeated again.
Below her Aina showed every sign of enjoying her first fucking Her eyes were open, staring up at her Grandmom, a wide smile on her face showing her delight. "Ooohh," she groaned again, her head leaning back into the soft bedding, "Oooohhh, yessss, give me your cock, I want it deep inside me."
Katarinka did as she was asked, slamming even harder. If Aina had wanted it gentle at the start, she had obviously changed her mind and she squealed even louder, her legs wrapping around the older woman's muscular calves and her pert titties pressing up against Katarinka's larger ones as the two women pressed together, their bodies bending and curving like they were moulding together.
"Fuck me, fuck me," shrieked Aina, "Oooohhh, yessss, fuuuckkk!" Her entire body seemed to lift off and her screams became so loud it was a wonder that the Temple's spirit didn't appear in a panic that the hounds of hell had crashed the place. Katarinka drove harder and faster, her body bouncing upon the teen's, crushing her into the bed. "Fuuuckkk, fuuuckk!" Aina managed to somehow scream even louder and more passionately, her entire body vibrating as the intense climactic pleasure smashed through her, "Fuuucckk, aaaaaargghh, yesssss!"
Katarinka just smiled and carried on thrusting away, she had plenty more energy to go. Her Granddaughter grasped her harder, her own hips rocking away as she met the older Amazon's weapon with her own soaking sheath. It was probably years, decades, possibly centuries since the bed had last been used, only magic making it as pristine as it was, but Katarinka and Aina were more than making up for its years of disuse. The wood squeaked and groaned as they pounded, the headboard continually smacking at the tapestry covering the wall.



"Yessss, yessss," gasped and shrieked Aina again, her heels bumping on her Grandmom's calves.
"Goddess, Goddess, Goddess," Katarinka panted back.
Her own cunt was aching with lust, the haft of the weapon continually hammering at it and her clit, sending waves of pleasure -- each higher than the last -- washing through her. She could feel her skin flushing and red, sweat forming on it and rolling down her. Her heart pumped and beat, faster than normal, banging away at her ribcage as she exerted herself as hard as the toughest sparring session. In and out she went, driving deep down, the wet teenage cunt gripping at her weapon like it was trying to grab hold of it. Katarinka kept on going, hammering the hole harder and harder, enjoying the feel of her lithe granddaughter writhing and rolling beneath her, the teen's hands gripping hard at her back and her mouth continually open as she let out a stream of cries and grunts and moans, interspersed with the odd 'fuck' or 'yes', often elongated as she shrieked out at the same time.
The teen's eyes closed and her head dropped back as she climaxed again, her cunt spurting cum like a geyser all over the weapon.
That didn't stop Katarinka who continued to pound even as her granddaughter was screaming her pleasure. The weapon hammered back at Katarinka's clit and she found her own body arching and shuddering as she began to lose control. She forced herself to keep on slamming and pounding into Aina, forcing the cock between the two of them. The teen was falling back, gasping and panting as she tried to recover from the ecstasy that had just whelmed her. Katarinka pounded on, closing her own eyes, and gritting her teeth as she felt the sexual excitement building up. Down and in she thrust, hammering and slamming, feeling the weapon pressing up at her. Soon she could no longer hold it in and let out a series of gasps, "Goddesssss, Goddessssss, fuuckkk, Goddesssss, oooooohhh, yesssss."
Aina was panting still, trying to rise but unable to get her strength back, the orgasm she had just had sapping all her energy. Katarinka continued driving, grunting and panting, "Goddesssss, Goddesssss."
The climax came like a flood bursting a dyke, washing away every muscle and sinew in her body, leaving her leaking cum and sweat as she screamed out in pleasure, "Goddesssss, fuccckkk, aaaarrgghh, Goddessssss!" Whether the Goddess was listening or not was impossible to say, but what was true was that the orgasms which were tearing through the Amazon were more than heavenly, "AAAarrrghh," she screamed again, thrusting down one more time and then halting, her weapon still deep in Aina, "AAAarrrghhh Goddesssss, yessss!"
She dropped down again, but this time didn't rise, instead just lying atop her Granddaughter, the two of them kissing as Aina's hands rubbed at the older woman's lower back and ass. Their tongues flickered together and as Katarinka's hands moved over the teen's tit she decided she was still horny and had enough energy for more. She lifted her head.
"That was so great," moaned Aina, "I've never felt anything like that, even when I played with a candle in bed it wasn't so pleasurable."
"Who said we've finished?" grinned Katarinka. Aina giggled lustfully, her smile getting wider as Katarinka got off her and said, "Get on your hands and knees, let's do a different position."
The teen quickly did as she was told, wiggling her sexy butt at the older woman as Katarinka got onto her knees behind her. The thrall's pussy was still wet and the weapon slid easily into it, Katarinka thrusting it as deep as she could get it. Aina gave a loud cry of pleasure, "Yes, Grandmom, fuck me, please fuck me hard."
Reaching down Katarinka grasped the teen's waist, using it for leverage as she pounded forward and in. Soon the bed was rocking and squeaking as the Amazon rammed in and out, her weapon spearing the wet hole, making cum spurt out and soak the bedding. "Yes, take it, take my dick," instructed Katarinka, though there was no need to say anything given the enthusiasm with which her granddaughter was riding the weapon, her body rocking and shuddering as she worked her pussy down it. Katarinka grinned, "MMmnn, that's it," she said, "Take the whole length in that sweet twat of yours."
"I want it, oooohhh, that feels so good, it's filling my cunt, oooohhhh," Aina moaned back, her hands gripping at the bedding tightly and her back arching in pleasure. "Fuck me, oh yes, fuck me."
They got into an impassioned rhythm; Katarinka thrusting fast and deep, Aina keeping up, her own body moving in perfect time with her Grandmom's as if they'd been fucking for years, not the first time tonight. Katarinka had fucked many thralls whose years of sexual experience hadn't been as good as Aina's on her first time. She increased her speed and was gratified that the teen matched her, bouncing back with every thrust, gasping and squealing in enjoyment, "Make me cum," she called, "Make me cum."
The older woman moved her hands down from the hips and onto Aina's buttocks, the cheeks jiggling and jumping as the teen thundered back and forth. She grasped and squeezed them, pushing them together and then pulling them apart, briefly exposing the puckered back hole of the thrall. It looked so tempting and she eased the cheeks apart again to take another quick glance. The hole seemed tight and virginal and just made for fucking. She thrust deep into the pussy, licking her lips and considering whether to swap holes and take her granddaughter's anal virginity as well. "Ooohhh, yessss," screamed Aina, "Fuck me, fuck me hard."
Deciding to test the waters Katarinka extended a finger and slid it between the crack, gently rubbing at the rosebud. The teen didn't seem to mind, if anything her moans and cries became louder and longer. Encouraged she withdrew the finger and placed it in her mouth, sucking it and making it slippery -- all the time she continued to pound back and forth into Aina's cunt, keeping her filled. Satisfied the finger was wet enough she took it out and pressed it against the rosebud, shoving it in and as Aina pulled back. The teen shuddered and groaned, "Ohhh, yesss," she moaned, though it was impossible to tell if it was the finger in the back hole which was making her groan or the much larger weapon in her front. Still, Katarinka twisted it and pushed down, at the same time slowing her thrusts, so that the teen's focus would be on the intruder in her anal passage. "Oohhhh, that's good," Aina groaned, "That's so good."
It was in as far as Katarinka could manage and, with the progress so far, she decided to pull the weapon out of the younger woman's soaked cunt and shift all the focus to her ass. The teen gave a small groan, for a moment it was unclear whether of pleasure or disappointment before she said, "MMmnn, finger my ass, Grandmom, ooohhh that's so hot and sexy."
Twisting the finger again, so the knuckle was rubbing at the chute walls, Katarinka said, "You want something bigger in there?"
"Oh yes, stick your weapon in my butt, oh that sounds so delicious and fun," the teen moaned.
Katarinka wasn't going to wait for a second invitation, grasping the weapon, still wet with teenage pussy juice, and aiming for the back door. There was a small gape where her finger had been, but it was only big enough for the tip to fit comfortably in. Placing the cock in that crater, Katarinka paused and readied herself, her hands gripping her granddaughter's waist and girding her thighs for a forward thrust. Then she shoved.
"Ooooohh" there was a moan from Aina as the cock pushed past her sphincter and into her anal tunnel. It didn't go far on the first try, but Katarinka had expected that -- the weapon might be lubricated but the passage was going to be a tight fit. Almost immediately she was shoving forward, again eliciting a groan from the teen and moving forward half an inch. Licking her lips in anticipation the Amazon paused and then shoved again, and again, and again. Each time the weapon went in a little deeper and Aina gasped a little more loudly. After a few moments, the teen picked up the rhythm and began to move her pert butt back onto the weapon, helping Katarinka impale in her ass.
"That's good," the older woman said, "You'll soon be able to fit it all."
"Mmnn, it so tight, but it feels so good though a bit strange... not uncomfortable," she swiftly added.
"You'll get used to it," said Katarinka and pushed some more. Her Granddaughter gave another groan of excited pleasure, her hands gripping the soft bedding even stronger than before. The older woman continued thrusting and shoving, watching the weapon as it gradually vanished between the twin cheeks and into the teen's forbidden hole. The walls slowly crumbled under the assault, the weapon a battering ram at the gate. "That's it, nearly all in," said Katarinka and went in for the final attack, in a series of hard and fast thrusts, brushing aside the remaining anal resistance and fighting forward until her thighs were smacking at Aina's buttocks. She hardly paused, only long enough to wipe a strand of hair from her face, before she resumed. The walls might have fallen enough to let her in, but they were still holding back the cock, like a desperate rearguard that needed to be broken. "That's it, work with me, it's all in, let's go harder," Katarinka said and added, "This is the most perfect ass I've banged in years."
"Yes, fill it up, mmmnnn, give me that dick up my butt, mmnnnn that's it Grandmom, fuck my asshole," Aina moaned in return.
The two of them were in tandem, the older woman pounding forward as her teen granddaughter sprung back, the weapon slamming deep into her butt hole. The bed rocked the formerly pristine covers crumpled and wet with cum and sweat. Katarinka gripped harder and rammed even faster, driving the weapon down the tunnel. "Yes, Goddess, yes," she grunted as the haft pressed at her clitoris, slamming at the bud and making it flame with pleasure. "Take my weapon, oh, yes, that's it."
"Fuck me, aaaaarrghhh, fuck my ass hard, I want it all, yessss, yessss," shrieked her teenage granddaughter, "Aaaarrrghh, don't stop ever, pound my butt open, bang it deep! Aaaaaargghhh!"
It sounded like Aina was having an even more powerful orgasm from the weapon pounding her backdoor than when it had been entering the front. That suited Katarinka fine, she didn't mind fucking pussies, but she had to admit, if given a choice she was much more a rear entrance woman, there was something hot about slamming a sexy thrall in her ass, especially an ass as sexy and delectable as Aina's. The teen screamed again, her entire body quivering as she climaxed and Katarinka thanked the Goddess for being good. She had sent Katarinka to the castle to rescue her teen from a marriage to a pig who planned to murder her, but more than that She'd also conspired so that the attractive teen fell for Katarinka and Katarinka for her, and in Her mercy sent them to this Temple to end in bed together. "Thank the Goddess," the Amazon said, heartfelt and then adding, "I could fuck this ass all night."
"Do, do," screamed Aina in agreement, "I want to be fucked to dawn, aaarghhhhh, fuuuccckkk, that's so good." Her back arched and she let out a shriek at the ceiling, "Yessss, aaaarggghhh, yesssss!"
Katarinka was happy to oblige and continued to ram in. Aina's dropped down, arm outspread, the other reaching under herself to rub energetically at her pussy, masturbating in partnership with her Grandmom's hard thrusts. Her squeals got louder and her vibrations so intense that it was wonder the friction from her body didn't set the bedding alight.
Sweat ran down Katarinka's body and over her naked breasts. The ass was easier to fuck now, the walls loosened by the relentless hammering, but that didn't help as it just meant the Amazon drove even faster and harder, putting the same amount of effort in as before. However, she was fit and able to keep going where other, younger women, would have already collapsed in exhaustion, making sure that Aina's first anal bang was one the teen would remember when she was Katarinka's age. From the screams and cries of her granddaughter, she was certain the teen was appreciative.
"Aaaarrrghhh, yesssss, aaaaargghhh, I'm cumming, by fucking.... I am cumming, aaaargghhh," Aina shrieked even more loudly, her shrieks echoing around the room and out into the pool. Her legs gave way and she fell fully face down on the bed, panting and gasping, the cock slipping out of her gaped hole.
But only for a moment as Katarinka lay down on top of the teen and guided the weapon back into the open hole. Aina gave another gasp, "Ooohhh, yes, more, fuck my ass hard."
Katarinka began to do press-ups on the teen, driving the cock into her ass and making Aina gasp out in excited pleasure, "Yesss, yesss, yessss!" Soon she climaxed again, shuddering and vibrating, yelling out in ecstasy, "Aaaaarrrgghh, yessss, aaaargggh!"
It would have been tempting to carry on fucking Aina, to see how long they could do and whether they'd reach the dawn. But Katarinka knew they'd have a hard day's riding ahead of them and they needed to sleep. Reluctantly she pulled the strap-on out of the teen's ass, briefly looking down at the cratered hole, surprised at how dark and open she had made it.
Aina was exhausted barely able to move, apart from to moan in pleasure. Katarinka kissed the teen, "That was wonderful," she said.
"I love you," Aina murmured.
"I love you too," Katarinka replied without thinking. It was true and it was no longer the familial love between kin, but a deeper, more sexual love between an Amazon and a thrall. She unclipped her weapon and took it out of the room to place it on the couch next to her armour and sword. By the time she returned to the room Aina was asleep. Katarinka smiled and pulled the quilt over them both, spooning against the teen.
*
Aina didn't regret anything when she awoke and she could remember it all; how she had given her Grandmom her virginity and then allowed her to take it again in another hole. Her butt was a little sore, but that was a small price for the pleasure she had faced. The older woman was already getting dressed when Aina got up.
She looked around, the room seemed duller than last night, the tapestries more frayed and faded, there was even a crack in the floor and a cobweb was forming in the corner of the ceiling. Her Grandmom had noticed as well, she was pulling on her boots on the couch and looking at the pool, which had been clear the night before and was now foggy with dirt and dust. "The magics are fading, it was only for a night."
Aina licked her lips nervously, "And us? That wasn't for the night was it."
Her Grandmom grinned at her, putting her hands on the teen's waist and pulling her in, "No, that wasn't just the night," she said and kissed Aina, long, hard and passionately. Eventually, she let her go, "We need to go though, get dressed we've a long journey ahead of us."
*
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"Come on, Casey Jones High," Veronica Campbell, Principal of that very school shouted enthusiastically. Supporting one of her students in coming first in the Butterfly, after a second had come very close second in Freestyle wasn't the reason why she had taken the weekend off to drive a couple of hundred miles, but it was certainly a secondary benefit and would make it much easier to justify the budget next year -- heating swimming pools were not cheap. She glanced at the school's swimming coach, Sarah Van Houten, the petite redhead was cheering on her girls enthusiastically.
Veronica turned back to the pool, clapping her hands and shouting out again. Penny MacDonald, the blonde captain of the swim team had opened up a clear lead, almost a full body ahead of her rival and in the last few seconds the race was hers to lose. A quick glance down showed that Hanna Page, the second member of the team at the finals was also up and cheering enthusiastically, her light brown skin (a sign of her mixed Scottish, Philippines and Indian ancestry) still glistening with water following her second-placing. It was hard to decide whether she was more fuckable than Penny or whether the other's blue-eyed WASP looks won out -- it was a conversation that Veronica and Sarah (and some of the other lesbian teachers) had had several times without coming to any conclusion, beyond that both looked damned hot in their swimming costumes.
In the pool Penny was holding onto the side and panting, looking around to check if she had won. "Yes!" Veronica was up and clapping, Sarah either jumping up at the same time or so near as to notice the difference. The blonde teen's eyes fell on the tall black principal and the petite pale redhead, the differences between them making them instantly recognisable and their enthusiastic applause confirming she had won. She grinned as she raised her hand in victory, before gripping the sides of the pool and hoisting herself up, the water gushing off her toned body. Veronica licked her lips as they became dry with lust, fully aware that Sarah was enjoying the view as much as she was.
The loudspeaker was announcing the race results as the organisers moved over to speak to Penny and the runners-up and to get them over to the podium for photos. The blonde teen paused on her way over to get a hug from Hanna and the two eighteen-year-olds exchanged a few words, Hanna briefly lifting up her own second-place medal to show her friend before Penny ascended the podium for the brief ceremony. Veronica waited until it was over, before gently prodding Sarah in the side, "Shall we leave now?" The race after was the backstroke, but Casey Jones had no swimmers in it and as she had little interest in seeing who won Sarah nodded her agreement.
The two women picked up their rucksacks and pushed past the people still in the row. A quick glance showed that Penny and Hanna weren't staying to watch the race either, but were heading to the changing room. When they were planning the weekend a few days ago, Sarah had suggested that they could join the two teens as they changed with the pretence of either congratulating them or commiserating. Veronica had scotched the idea, there would be plenty of opportunities to admire the two teens' naked bodies later and why risk rushing things? So instead they went to the complex coffee bar and ordered a couple of low-fat lattes as they waited for the teenagers to finish changing.
They got a few admiring glances as they sat there; Sarah was attractive, Veronica agreed, in her early thirties with her deep red hair just above collar length in a short bob, her pale skin freckled, and she had no problem finding other women to fuck. However, Veronica was confident enough to recognise that more than a few of the glances were also at her, despite nearing fifty the black woman was still in shape, her body firm and toned, her breasts - not large, but not small either - still defying gravity and at near six foot she was more than a head over the more petite Sarah. They both ignored the looks they got anyway, neither was into guys and whilst, at other times, they might have been interested in some of the hot-looking young women (especially the swimmers) they were waiting for a specific pair.
"Hi Ms Campbell, Ms Van Houten," Hanna arrived, her sports bag over her shoulder, whilst just behind Penny followed. Both teens were dressed in tracksuits which didn't really do much for their figures, with their hair in neat ponytails.
"You two ready?" Veronica said, though as it was obvious they were and as she and Sarah had finished their coffees she stood up. "Shall we go and book into the hotel?"
It was too far to drive back that night and Veronica had used some of the school's sports budget to book a hotel for the four of them, though if the two teens hadn't been as hot as they were she'd have made Sarah drive them back in the evening (as she, herself, certainly wouldn't have spent a day travelling just to watch some plain-janes swim). Taking out her car keys she led the way to her car, "For tonight you can call me Veronica and Ms Van Houten, Sarah, okay?"
"Sure, okay," replied the two teenagers as they dumped their sports bags in the trunk and got into the car. The hotel was about fifteen minutes away and the two teachers kept the conversation neutral on the way, talking about the swim meet and school swimming generally and whether the girls were going to continue with it when they both went to college in the Fall. The two teens, who had been a little awed by travelling with the Principal in the morning (and possibly a little sleepy as it had been an early start) began to relax and by the time they rolled into the hotel's parking lot were talking to their teachers more confidently if not fully freely.
Getting their things out of the trunk, they went to book in. The hotel was not the most expensive or exclusive in the city, but it was certainly at the higher end of the market and whilst it would leave a hole in the budget, which meant the football team wouldn't get the new kit their coach was arguing for, it was worth it. Both the teens certainly looked impressed, as did Sarah -- who at least had been expecting it. Veronica went to the reception, "Casey Jones High School, we booked two twin rooms."
The receptionist swiftly looked through the bookings and confirmed it, before handing the keys to Veronica, who kept one and passed the other to Penny. "You brought smart clothes? The restaurant has a dress code." The two teens nodded and Veronica looked at her watch, "Shall we meet down here at seven for dinner."
The two girls agreed and the four of them headed to their rooms, the teens on a different floor to the teachers. Veronica opened the door to their room, stepping aside to let Sarah enter first and then following wheeling her travel suitcase behind her. Sarah had parked hers by the bed and was sitting on it bouncing softly as she tested the mattress. She waited to speak until Veronica had removed her jacket and lifted her suitcase onto the dresser to unpack it, "I was thinking they looked so sexy in their swimming costumes."
"They are a very hot pair," agreed Veronica, taking out her dress and carefully unfolding it to make sure there were no creases.
"You think we will be able to fuck them tonight?" asked Sarah, there might have been a trace of nervousness in her voice or it may have been anticipation, possibly it was both.
"Yes," Veronica replied confidently, "The day I can't coax a couple of teens into a sexfest will be the day I book into an old people's home."
Sarah nodded, but she still looked a bit anxious. She'd been open about being a lesbian when she was being interviewed, which was at least one of the reasons, probably a major one, why Veronica hired her. But whilst she had banged a few college girls this was the first time the coach was making a move on a student, albeit both were eighteen and she'd be under Veronica's tutelage. The older woman pulled out one of the strap-ons and dangled it on her finger, before putting it back and pulling out a second slightly larger one, "I think this," she said and then before the other woman could answer said, "Trust me, if those two aren't les-curious I'm a shape-shifting alien."
"You're not are you?" a small smile passed over Sarah's lips.
"What?"
"A shape-shifting alien," Sarah replied.
"No," Veronica gave a small laugh, "What do you think? Are they lesbians?"
"They've both had boyfriends, but no I think they're both interested in other girls, I've seen the surreptitious looks they give in the showers, I'm actually surprised they're not seeing each other."
"Probably don't realise the other is into women as well, I've been a teacher nearly thirty years and teenagers' capacity not to see the obvious will never not surprise me," Veronica put down the strap-on, "You want to shower first or me?"
"You can," replied Sarah.
Veronica began to get undressed in front of the other woman, she wasn't shy about her body, it was good for her age -- frankly, it was good for someone of Sarah's age as well (though perhaps not quite comparable to the coach herself, toned as she was from hours in the pool). Anyway, she and Sarah would be seeing each other naked tonight as they shared the two teenagers, so it was only giving her an advance peek. "Tonight will be fun," Veronica removing her dress and letting the other woman look at her admiringly.
Sarah nodded, her smile more confident, "It will," she agreed.
Veronica and Sarah were down a few minutes before seven, not wanting to make Hanna and Penny wait. That was optimistic on the teen's timekeeping as it was near quarter-past when the younger women arrived down. It was, however, worth the wait -- both teens had dressed for an expensive meal out, Penny in a strapless red dress which hit the top of her thighs and Hanna in a black number, which whilst it had straps was cut further on the cleavage so that the sides of her firm breasts were on display. Both had spent the time curling their hair, so that it fell in ringlets over their shoulders and, as there was no make-up ban now they weren't on school premises, had dolled themselves up with bright lipsticks, blusher and eye-shadow. They looked delicious, thought Veronica and she saw that Sarah was also quickly checking them out, before calming herself; it was best to play the long game.
"Shall we go through for dinner?" Veronica stood up. Both the teens' eyes widened momentarily as the two women got up from the table they'd been sitting at. Veronica was unsurprised, both she and Sarah had gone for sexy dresses which clung to their breasts and hips, and if Veronica's was longer than the coach's thigh-length one, the younger woman had legs which would have been a shame to keep covered. She walked towards the restaurant, swinging her hips more than she normally did imagining the teen's keeping an eye on her tight tush under the equally tight dress.
The maitre'd showed them to the table Veronica had booked earlier, she had specified that it should be secluded without explaining the reason why and the head waiter, professional that he was, had not queried why four women, two older than the others, wanted privacy. Veronica took her seat, waiting until the others were settled before moving it slightly closer to Penny and opening the menu, "I can recommend the lobster bisque or perhaps the oyster plate" she said to the teen, "Oh and don't either of you worry about the price, you're here on school business so it'll go on expenses." Penny looked down at the prices, her mouth falling slightly open as she regarded them. "It's more expensive than a MacDonald's," Veronica confirmed, "but so much more tasty." She looked up, across the table Sarah had moved closer to Hanna and was showing her the menu, her arm 'accidentally' brushing at the teen's as she turned over the pages.
"I'll go for the lobster," Penny said, "If it's not too expensive."
"School will pay," confirmed Veronica with a smile, "I think I'll have the same." She put down the menu and picked up the wine list, swiftly perusing it, before looking up at the table and making sure she picked up the teen's as well as Sarah in her gaze, "White wine okay for everyone?"
"Are we allowed to drink?" asked Hanna.
"I won't tell if you don't," Veronica smiled, her grin getting broader as a brief vision of the teen naked swam in front of her. "House white?"
The wine and food were soon decided and ordered and the four of them began to talk. The two teens were still a little nervous about speaking in front of the older teachers, so Veronica started off on neutral and easy conversations, about college and career plans, how long they'd been swimming and other sports they played, she and Sarah listening attentively to the younger women and making them feel like they were the centre of attention. As the food and drink arrived Veronica made sure the teen's glasses were full, but also that they didn't top them up too much; she wanted them relaxed, not tipsy. She moved the conversation on to talking about her experience as an educator, Sarah joining in and then both of them reminiscing about their own school and college days, which they made sure didn't sound that different from the teens -- except for not one of the stories involved any men; she wondered if the teens picked that up if they did neither mentioned it. After a few stories, she moved on to feminism and its continued importance, gently positioning the idea that women could be as good as men in all things. Sarah was joining in, following the plan they agreed on and dropping the bombshell of her first lesbian experience was with one of her swim team friends when they were both eighteen and that was as good as a man, better in fact and then Veronica also admitted that she had enjoyed her time with women, much more than any man. The teens didn't have time to digest the news before Sarah and Veronica switched subjects again and talked about politics and current affairs, both of them making sure they brought the younger women in and listened to their opinions and views. Veronica was happy with the way the seeds had been planted, noticing that both Hanna and Penny were giving subtly different glances at the older women as if they had just seen behind a door that had been opened and were deciding on whether they liked the view.
The final bill arrived and Veronica signed it to go on the school account, before glancing at the now empty wine bottle. "That was a most fun evening, I've not enjoyed a meal so much for ages."
"The food was lovely," agreed Penny.
"It was more the company," Veronica flashed a smile and was gratified by the quick blush which came to the blonde's cheeks.
"I enjoyed it as well," Hanna chirped up, "It's kinda strange hearing about your teacher's lives outside school, but y'know, interesting, about what you did when you were our age."
"It's still early, what about we go to our room and I can order another bottle of wine and we can carry on talking," smiled Veronica.
Sarah was smiling and nodding, knowing that had been the plan all along. The two teens also gave their enthusiastic agreement, "I like that." "That sounds good," Veronica called the Maitre'd over and ordered another bottle of the house white to be sent to her room.
The service was so good, that by the time they'd finished the coffee and taken the elevator to Veronica and Sarah's floor, the wine was already sitting in a chiller outside the room, four glasses next to it. Veronica took out her key and ushered the two teens inside, and they entered without a thought, their lesbian virginity doomed from that moment -- not that either would complain later.
"Why don't you sit on the bed?" smiled Veronica, though there were couches. Neither teen demurred, sitting next to each other as Veronica poured the glasses. She gave the first two to Sarah who handed one to Hanna as she took position beside her, whilst Veronica took the final two and passed one to Penny before sitting down next to her, so close that it took only the slightest movement from their legs to touch.
"This is nice, isn't it?" said Sarah and the two teen swimmers sipped their wines and nodded.
The company and conversation combined with the wine's flow to continue to relax the girls and neither seemed phased that they were sitting so close to the older woman that their limbs brushed against each other whenever they raised their glasses. After a few moments of discussion on how nice the room was, Veronica moved to the next stage of the seduction, "So what do your boyfriends think about you both being away this weekend?"
"We're both not really seeing anyone at the moment," Hanna said.
"I'm surprised about that, two very stunning young women with killer bodies, should be fighting them off," Veronica replied.
The two teens blushed and gave embarrassed giggles, "I sometimes see one of the footballers," admitted Penny, "It's not serious, we're not dating or anything, just hooking up sometimes." She paused, suddenly realising who she was with, her cheeks going a slightly different red, "I shouldn't be telling you that, should I?"
Veronica laughed and casually put a reassuring hand on the teen's thigh and kept it there, "It's all good," she replied, "When I was your age I had a casual thing with this cute blonde cheerleader, where she and I used to casually eat each other's pussies." Strictly speaking that was more when she was in college as she hadn't really bloomed in High School, but this was a seduction, not her autobiography. Beside her, both the teens' eyes widened at the explicitness of their Principal's answer and both gave another small giggle, but it was obvious that whilst both were a bit embarrassed they were also more than a little intrigued.
"Me too," Sarah quickly saw which way the conversation was going and jumped in, "except my hook-up wasn't a math geek, I guess as a swimmer I was the hot piece of property and she was the bookish nerd. She was hot, though and could tongue like nobody's business."
The two teens laughed a little, not sure how to answer. Veronica took advantage to slowly slide her hand down Penny's thigh, noting the teen made no objection. After a second it was Hanna who decided to speak, "So you're both lesbians?"
"Yes," replied Veronica on Sarah's behalf as well as her own, "Guys just aren't something we're interested in, sex with women is better, they're much more fun."
"They definitely are," confirmed the swim teacher, nodding knowingly at the younger women as if they should be ready to agree.
"So have you girlfriends?" asked Hanna.
There was a little uptake of breath from Penny as if her friend had been a little bit too daring, but Veronica gave the blonde's thigh a quick squeeze to tell her she didn't mind the question, "Lots," she said with a cheeky smile, "but none special."
The two teens giggled and blushed at the effrontery of the Principal, but before they could say anything Sarah also replied, "Not at the moment, I'm single." Veronica knew that wasn't true, Sarah lived with a woman who worked in the Council's Parks and Recreation Department, however, she also knew the swim teacher regularly and openly cheated on her with hot women.
"So all four of us are unattached," Veronica mused, "I always think singlies get the most fun, you can do what you want when you like and with who you like." She raised her glass in a tiny salute, "To the single life."
The two teenagers giggled and nudged each other playfully before joining in the toast with Sarah, the older woman smirking as she drunk her eyes flickering over the two nubile swimmers on the bed next to her. "Yes, my experience with guys," she said once she finished, "is that they're very me, me, me."
"Yeah," Hanna nodded, turning towards Sarah as she replied to her coach, "The guy I was seeing used to call me every night, he said it was cos he wanted to hear my voice, but I think he was just checking on me."



"I definitely feel us lesbians have the better part of the dating bargain," smiled Veronica, "I've never been with a woman who suffered from premature ejaculation or couldn't get it up."
"Miss..." giggled Penny as her friend blushed.
"I said you could call me Veronica tonight," reminded the black woman, giving Penny's thigh another squeeze as she did.
"So do you like being lesbians? What is it like?" asked Hanna, "I don't think I could spend my entire life without a guy's thing."
"You could be bisexual if you wanted to keep your options open, some of the hottest women I've ever fucked liked both," said Veronica, deliberately swearing to gauge the teen's reactions.
"Miss...Veronica," giggled Penny, her face red.
Hanna seemed less embarrassed, "That would be the best of both worlds, you wouldn't have to say you're straight or gay, it'd just be who you wanted to be with."
"Yes, though I'm just not interested in men," said Sarah and Veronica noticed her hand was slowly moving up Hanna's back, not yet onto naked skin, but certainly slowly creeping up the dress. "I'm just a pussy gal."
Penny giggled nervously again, more embarrassed by the turn of the conversation than her friend, but equally, she didn't seem to mind that Veronica had her hand on the teenager's thigh, gently stroking and squeezing it in a way that the younger woman must know was inappropriate for a Principal with a Senior. "Is our language too dirty?" Veronica asked.
"I don't mind," grinned Hanna, naughtily, "We all swear like troopers when we're in the changing room and no teachers are around."
"I'm just not used to it from you and Miss...um, Sarah," giggled Penny nervously again.
"It's just words," said Veronica with a smile, "Cunt, twat, pussy, gash, slit, fuckhole," she added.
"Yep, fuck, bang, shag -- that's British slang - tits, ass," added Sarah.
"You've told me about that guy fucking your cunt, so you use them as well," teased Hanna.
"Okay," said Penny "Pussy, twat, fuck, ass, tits and cunt.... that better?"
She was still blushing as the others laughed and Veronica squeezed her thigh, "It's adorable," she said, "Very cute."
Beside her Hanna looked relaxed and happy, not seeming to mind that her coach's hand was on the back of her neck gently massaging round the top of her spine with her fingers. Penny still looked a little tense, not yet getting quiet into the flow, Veronica moved her hands up and onto the teen's shoulders and started to gently rub. They were tense at first but soon began to loosen, the teen again not making any complaint as her Principal touched inappropriately, convincing Veronica it would only need a few more pebbles to start an avalanche of pussy licking.
"So now we've made clear Sarah and me enjoy women, what about the two of you?" asked Veronica, "Have you ever kissed a girl?"
The two teens looked at each other, Penny blushing again and her friend smiling; it seemed that Hanna had an idea where this conversation was going and liked the destination. She answered, "Not yet."
"Not yet?" queried Sarah, her hands all over Hanna's naked shoulders, squeezing and massaging them in a deeply sexual way.
"Everyone tries at college, don't they?" giggled the teen.
"What about you Penny?" Veronica asked the blonde.
"Yes..." the teen said and then added, flustered, "I mean I've not kissed a girl, but I'm sure I'd try in college."
"Why wait for college? That's half a year away," replied Veronica, "Why waste Senior Year, when there's so many gorgeous girls around."
"You have a point," giggled Hanna, "Doesn't she Pen?"
"I mean, I guess," responded her friend, a little nervously.
"So you think when we go back to school on Monday we should hook up with a cheerleader, I heard rumours that Peri Price enjoys eating pussy," Hanna grinned cheekily.
"Why wait until then? You could try it now and see if you like it," Veronica said, her thumbs teasing Hanna's friend's shoulders as she spoke.
"I'm up for that if Penny is?" Hanna said.
It was Veronica who spoke for the blonde, "She is." She had judged it right as despite her obvious nervousness Penny gave a small nod of agreement. "Why don't you try with each other?"
"Okay," there was a note of disappointment in Hanna's voice, as she'd obviously been expecting to be making out with her hot swim coach, but Veronica and Sarah were playing the long game and you didn't start it with your star players on the field. Veronica slipped her hand under Penny's blonde hair, pulling it back so it didn't fall over her shoulders as the teen leaned forward towards her friend. The two swimmers met, for a second their lips remaining closed and pursed against each other, before their mouths opened and began to move, with the gentle sounds of them coming together filling the room. They continued at it for perhaps half a minute before Penny pulled back an inch or two, her cheeks tinged red. There was a smile on her friend's face, showing that she, at least, was happy with the result.
Veronica stroked Penny's shoulders, skimming her fingers sensually over the bare flesh. "How was that?" she asked, but before either teen could answer she added, "Do it again with tongues."
Neither teen hesitated, if Penny remained nervous and unsure, she wasn't going to let that pause her. Again the two young women came together, their mouths opening as their tongues slid against each other. The sounds were louder and more passionate, as they explored and probed each other's mouth, slurps and licks and light moans combining. Veronica grinned at Sarah, who grinned back as both waited for the two teens to disengage.
"That was better, you looked like you were enjoying your first girl-on-girl make-out," said Veronica. Hanna nodded and Penny blushed but didn't deny it. "Now, turn your heads to me and Sarah and let's see what you've learnt."
Hanna grinned widely and swung her head towards Sarah so quickly that she almost dislocated her neck. Penny gave a little gasp, of surprise or fear or something else was unclear, but after only a second's pause, she turned towards Veronica. By that time Sarah and Hanna were already kissing hard, the older woman's expertly bearing down on the teen. Veronica gave Penny a quick smile and the teen nervously smiled back, before nodding, closing her eyes and lifting her face towards her Principal's. Their lips met, the teen's nervously opening for Veronica, her tongue gingerly probing out to meet the older woman's. Veronica pressed forward, jamming her lips tightly at Penny's, her own tongue thrusting forward eagerly to race over the teen's and pound into her open mouth, swiping around as it explored. Her hands were on the teen's waist, gripping her firmly, her fingers squeezing at the teenager's toned body through the dress. She could feel Penny gradually relaxing as she began to enjoy herself, even when they took a second's break to breathe the teen returned without coaxing and if she wasn't taking control of the make-out she definitely followed happily.
From the corner of her eye, Veronica saw that Sarah had broken from Hanna and was waiting for the other woman to do the same. Almost reluctantly Veronica pushed Penny back, waiting until the teen's eyes had opened again and she had run her tongue over her lips, to clean their saliva, before speaking again, "Now you've seen how we do it, have another go."
Penny turned towards Hanna, who immediately nodded and moved in towards her friend. Penny met her and the two of them returned to their passionate kisses, their mouths opening and closing as they tried to engulf each other, their tongues slithering forward, tips touching.
"Let's help them out of those dresses," said Veronica to Sarah, loud enough for the teens to hear and object if they wanted to -- she didn't expect them to do so and they didn't. It was the work of moment to pull the zip down all the way to Penny's lower back, just above her ass and the work of moments more to grip the material and tug it down so it fell from the teenager's breasts. As Hanna's dress was down to her waist seconds later, the two teens found themselves tit to tit, their nipples brushing at each other. They continued kissing, not seeming to mind. Not that their tits were rubbing against each other for long as Veronica slipped her hands around and grasped at Penny's, they were firm and pert, no more than a handful - a swimmer's pair. They still felt lovely under Veronica's hands as she squeezed and kneaded them, feeling her knuckles touch against Sarah as the coach also played with Hanna's.
There was a brief break in the teen's kissing and Veronica quickly turned Penny's head towards her and planted her mouth on the blonde's. The teen didn't hesitate, her lips opening and her tongue flickering at the older black woman's. Veronica kept her hand on the back of the teen's head, stroking at her and encouraging her, as she used the spare to undo the straps on her own dress and pull it down. Veronica would have normally put her breasts down as medium, they weren't large swingers, nor were they smallish hillocks, but out of the four she was the biggest by far. She pressed further forward, letting Penny feel them rubbing and bouncing against each other as they continued to kiss.
Reaching down, after a couple of minutes, Veronica took hold of the teen's wrist and lifted the hand to her own bosom, she didn't need to tell Penny what to do as the teen began to squeeze and play at it, making Veronica shiver excitedly. Her hand returned to the teen's tit and she began to play with it, finding the nipple and squeezing it between her fingers as her tongue drove deep into Penny's mouth.
"MMnnn," there was a moan from Hanna and Veronica could see her fellow teacher had pushed the teen back onto the bed and was sucking at one of her nipples. It seemed like a good idea, so Veronica broke momentarily from Penny and before the teen knew what was happening had pushed her backwards onto the bed, her mouth moving down to the young woman's titties to suckle and slurp at them. Penny was soon moaning with the same pleasure as her friend, little cries and groans coming from her half-open mouth as the older woman's teeth tickled and teased at her teenage teat. The swimmer's back arched and she shuddered, the guttural grunts getting louder and more intense. But they were nowhere near where they were going to be. With her spare hand, Veronica was hoisting up Penny's dress, bunching it around her waist, before going lower and slipping between the young woman's legs. The teenager's panties were no impediment, Veronica pushing aside the strip so her finger was sliding over the smooth skin and the puffy labia. "Mmmnnn, oooohh," the moans were more excited as Veronica continued to rub away, "Ooohhh, yes, ohhhh, that's good."
Beside her Hanna also groaned, competing in volume with her friend. Both began to get louder, for Penny at least, this was because there were now two fingers sliding in and up her hole and whilst Veronica couldn't see where Sarah was placing her hand she suspected there was a similar cause for Hanna's gasps. The black woman nibbled at Penny's hard nipple and worked the twat faster, driving her fingers deep into the rapidly dampening hole, the juice seeping out of microscopic holes and covering Veronica's fingers. The teen seemed to have got over her nervous bashfulness and was arching her back and rocking eagerly as she was digitally penetrated. Veronica lifted her head from the tit and said, "How's this? How do you like my finger fucking?"
"Oh God, yes," gasped Penny in reply, "It's so good, I feel so hot."
Veronica slid her thumb over the clit and pressured it, making Penny cry out even harder, her hands balling into tight fists as waves of warm delight poured through her. Beside her Hanna was also gasping, her hand gripping her friend's wrist so hard that it was like she was trying to crush it. Penny didn't seem to mind, so wrapped up in her own enjoyment that the school band could have paraded through the room and she wouldn't have cared. "Oohhh, yesss, ooohhh," she tried to lift her hand to grasp at her breast, but unfortunately her friend was still gripping her wrist and accidentally forced it down. The blonde gasped and bucked and shook herself free, bringing her hand up to her tit to fondle and knead as Veronica's mouth returned to its twin.
Sarah stood up and pulled her dress up over her head and tossed it on the other bed, before peeling off her thongs and sending them over her shoulder. Hanna used the pause to roll on her side and join Veronica in stroking Penny's twat, "This is fun," she giggled at them both, "It's not what I expected."
"MMmnnn," Penny moaned, probably in agreement, and dropped her hand. Hanna saw an opening and began to lick and suckle her friend's breast, her head brushing against her Principal's as Veronica's teeth tugged and tasted the other teat. With Hanna temporarily looking after Penny, Veronica got up to take off her own dress and panties, so she was wearing only her high-heels and stockings. It didn't take her long, but by the time she had undressed Sarah was already back on the bed, next to Penny, turning the blonde teen towards her and kissing her passionately. Taking that as her friend asking for a swap Veronica moved next to Hanna and slid her fingers into the tight teenage slot.
"Ooohhh, that feels good, mmmnnn, yes, use my pussy," Hanna gasped, lifting her mouth from her friend's bosom. Veronica drove in faster and the teen bucked in pleasure, "Yessss, yesssss, make me cum."
"MMMnnn," Penny groaned as Sarah continued to kiss her, whilst fondling her breasts. She had reached down with her own hand and was rubbing at her clit. Seeing that the hole itself was unoccupied Veronica knelt down between the two teens and whilst continuing to finger Hanna ferociously inserted a couple of fingers back in Penny. The blonde's groans were audible even with Sarah's mouth firmly clamped on hers and she moved her hand back to give her Principal more room. Veronica smiled as she began to get into a rhythm with both swimmers, thrusting her fingers into their soaked holes.
Both girls' twats were wet and warm, both tight as they clamped around her fingers. Hanna might be louder and more vocal, but that was probably because Sarah kept interrupting any cries Penny was making by sticking her tongue in the teen's mouth. Both were shuddering and shivering in passionate bliss, Penny's pale skin reddening as the blood rushed from it, whilst Hanna's feet swung and pattered against the ground as if she was running on the spot. Both were obviously loving it and Veronica, in turn, was immensely enjoying giving it to them. However, it was time to make them cum so they could start to return the pleasure.
She drove quicker and harder, her elbows pumping away like pistons on a steam engine as she plunged her fingers as deep as she could manage into the two fuckholes. The teens shuddered in pleasure, their backs bending as the waves hit through them. Seeing the way it was going Sarah lifted her mouth from Penny's allowing the blonde teen to vocalise her feelings, "Aarrrghh," the teen almost immediately shrieked, "Yessss, yessss, make me cum, fuuuuckkk, make me cum."
Her friend was equally loud, "AAarrrrghh, God, that's so good, don't stop, aaaarrgghh, yessss, please never stop."
The two teens were soon a quivering, mewing mess, blasting out their delight, as they came, the cum literally dripping from the two soaked holes, "Yessss, yesssss, I'm cumming," yelled Hanna.
"Me too," cried out Penny, "Aaaarrrghhh, yesssss."
Veronica stood and licked her fingers, tasting the delicious cum that coated them. The two teens were lying on their backs, their feet on the floor, panting and gasping as they tried to regain a sense of balance.
"My God," that was something Hanna managed to eventually gasp.
"It was," agreed her friend, "I didn't know orgasms like that existed."
"That's just the start," grinned Veronica, "but I think it's time you got me and Sarah off, don't you girls."
The two teens nodded in happy agreement, "How?" asked Hanna.
In reply Veronica got back onto the bed on her haunches and positioned herself over Hanna's face, lowering herself down gently, "With your mouth," she instructed.
The teen's reply was muffled but her response was enthusiastic, her hands reaching up to grip her Principal's thighs to hold her in place and her touch flicking out to start its business over the black woman's shaven slit. Sarah grinned at Penny and the blonde nodded again, lowering her head back and licking her lips as she waited for her coach to position herself over her face so she too could begin her lapping. Both the teens were soon tonguing upwards, licking eagerly at the cunts that were so ground into the faces. Veronica shivered in sexual delight, it was hard to believe that Hanna had never eaten pussy before such was the skill and energy she was putting into slurping away at her Principal's. Just a foot away she could see that Sarah was also benefitting from Penny's cunt-lapping skills, the blonde getting over her earlier nervousness and giving her coach a tonguing that the redhead was obviously appreciating, "MMmnnn, yes, keep at it Penny, you can do it, yes, oh God, yesss!"
Veronica pushed herself harder onto Hanna, pressing her cunt so deep against the teen's mouth that if she hadn't been a practised swimmer who knew how to hold her breath she'd have passed out from lack of oxygen. The teen's fingers nipped at the older woman's thighs as she grasped her harder and her tongue drove even faster, forcing its way up the wet slit and guzzling down its juicy contents. Veronica shuddered in pleasure, her back bending and her falling back as she growled upwards at the ceiling. There was no doubt that Hanna was enjoying it as much as her teacher, not only was she going at it as eagerly and fast as a greyhound after a rabbit, but her own pussy was glistening with a slick wetness. It made Veronica hungry herself and she licked her lips, imagining the moist, yumminess of the teenage cunt.
Beside her Sarah was squealing and shuddering, almost bouncing on Penny's face. Her pert titties were jiggling as she arched back and then doubled forward, her curling red hair seeming to leap as if it was flames burning from her head. She managed a grin at Veronica, "Damn, this is good, Penny's such a great licker."
"Hanna as well," panted Veronica, she squeezed her calves appreciatively against the teen's head and gasped as the younger woman responded by sticking her tongue in even deeper than before, finding spots yet untouched to taste. "I'm going down," she added.
The beautiful looking teenage twat seem to rise up to meet her, though that was an optical illusion brought about by the pleasure melting her brain, as it was Veronica who was descending. She put her hands inside the teen's thighs and pushed them open, the younger woman didn't need much encouragement and her legs widened enough that they were over Penny's, her firm calve massaging at her friend's shin. It began to rub harder and faster as Veronica started to lick over the slit and up to the clit, making the teen shudder and shake. Her own hands moved to Veronica's ass, grasping at the round rump and using it like a pulley to hoist her face up and even further into the older woman's hole. Veronica's own tongue sped up and she pried apart the teenage slit with her fingers to dive down into the wet goodness. The teen shuddered harder, licking back eagerly and energetically, the slurps and grunts of the two of them loud and enthusiastic only matched by Penny and Sarah as the swim coach also returned the licking she was getting from the younger blonde. The four women happily enjoyed the taste of each other, their cunts juicing up with cum, their hands grasping and rubbing at each other's bodies, the bed swaying gently under the enthusiastic sixty-nining.



Waves of pleasure shot through Veronica, the orgasms made more intense as she could feel the vibrations from the climaxing teen below her and sense them from the couple beside her, their cries and pants confirming their enjoyment. Her tongue sped up, slamming deeper and harder into Hanna's hot hole, the older woman swallowing the delicious cum as quickly as the teen could secrete it. From the corner of her eye, she could see that Sarah had temporarily lifted her face from Penny's slot, leaving it unoccupied. Not for long though as Veronica reached out and began to rub hard at the clit, before thrusting her fingers into the cunt; she could feel both swimmers trembling and shuddering in ecstasy under her sensual attack.
"Mmnnn, yessss," groaned Sarah, as she rode the teenage face beside the Principal, "Do her pussy, Veronica... mmmmnn, don't stop licking Penny."
Whether it was realising that Veronica was finger-fucking her friend or the taste of the juicy cunt Hanna went even harder, her tongue driving up like she was in an ice-cream eating conversation, digging deep and fast into the older black woman's cunt and making Veronica burn with pleasure. It was hard to keep her own tongue going as she continually wanted to scream and shriek and yell out her pleasure, in fact after a minute she was unable to hold it in, lifting herself up straight, her eyes closed tight and crying out to the ceiling, "Aaaarrrgghhh, yesssss, yesssss, make me cum, aaaaargghhh!"
By the time she'd opened them again, Sarah was down, lying diagonally, so she could feast on Hanna's cunt, her red hair seeming to bounce up and down as she lapped so eagerly that her entire head was bobbing up and down. It looked damn hot, and Hanna certainly seemed to be enjoying it as she continued eagerly to eat Veronica's twat, but the problem was the position Sarah was in made it difficult for Veronica to access either teen's fuckhole for her to carry on her meal. Luckily, she had an idea, which would allow her to taste Penny while Sarah got to enjoy Hanna.
"Okay ladies, let's get into a new position," she said in her best teacher's voice as if she was instructing a class to rearrange their chairs. "Penny you turn round so you're lying with your head opposite Hanna's pussy... that's it. Now Sarah, get over Hanna's mouth and then lick Penny, and I'll do the same and lap Hanna."
The three others quickly saw where she was going and eagerly moved to the new positions. Veronica waited for a second until she was sure they'd got it right and Hanna had her face in the swim Coach's crotch, whilst Sarah in turn was licking eagerly again at Penny's shaven slit. Then the black woman rolled on her side, lifting her leg so that Penny's mouth could easily find its target. The blonde teen paused for a couple of seconds as if she was savouring the sight in front of her before she gave a moan as her own twat was tongued and dipped her head to the side, up against Veronica's fuckhole, and began to lick it. The Principal shuddered in pleasure as she, in turn, was making sure Hanna's legs were open and using her fingers to pry open the slit, so she could see the juicy pink insides. She thrust her own tongue up there and began to swirl it around, racing over the younger woman's soft walls and sweeping up the delicious cum.
The room was filled with muffled groans and grunts and the sound of slurps and licks, as the tongues and fingers slammed into wet cunt. The bed squeaked softly as a wave of vibrations seemed to flow along the daisy chain like it was plugged into the main, each one of them shivering and shuddering as her pussy was pleasured and passing that pleasure on to the next one. They quickly seemed to get into a matched pace, Veronica finding every time she upped the pace by lapping at Hanna, a few seconds later she'd find that Penny was increasing her speed to keep up. It was no surprise that the older black woman was soon lapping Hanna as hard and fast as she could, it was a win-win situation, as she both got to drink the tasty juice of the brown-skinned teen and to have her own pussy pleasured to high heaven by the blonde; she was sure Sarah was equally appreciative and she knew, from their shudders and licks, that both the younger women were enjoying it immensely.
"MMnnn, urrrrhh, ooohh," one or other of the women gasped or moaned in their occasional breaks from cunt lapping, though even when they weren't licking they were fingering, driving their digits into the sopping hole in front of them and making sure the pleasure never ceased. Veronica could feel the orgasmic bliss rising in her, waves of sexual pleasure rolling up her limbs and through her chest, each muscle seeming both tight and relaxed at the same time. She licked harder at Hanna's cunt, being rewarded by Penny licking viscously at her own pussy. She wondered how the teen could cope, how her tongue wasn't numb with the enthusiasm she was lapping as Veronica was a much more experienced pussy-lapper and her jaw ached and her tongue was sore -- of course, it was worth it and it was likely that the eagerness the teen was putting into lapping the Principal was being replicated by the Coach on the blonde swimmer. Not that it mattered how Penny was keeping herself going, only that it was and she was driving Veronica towards climax.
"Aaarrrrghh," Veronica wasn't the first to scream aloud nor was she the loudest (which were Sarah and Penny respectively), but the orgasm when it hit her was more than satisfactory. In fact, she felt like every inch of her was being dipped in a warm honey and then jolted by electric shocks.
Penny had rolled a few inches away, her pussy out of reach, as she lay on her back panting and obviously stupefied by the power of the orgasm she had just received, leaving Veronica's mouth free to shriek her enjoyment, especially as Sarah despite cumming herself was still hammering away at Hanna's hole, which encouraged the teen to hammer her Principal's. "Aaarrrrghhh," Veronica shrieked louder, her body seeming to melt into a gooey mess that Pooh Bear would have absolutely loved, "Aaaarrrrghhh!"
Even as she was climaxing Hanna was screaming as well as she came, her ecstatic cries almost as loud as Penny's had been, showing how much she was enjoying her orgasm. Veronica slipped away, allowing the teen space to scream and for herself to steady her breathing and let her heart rate return to something resembling normalcy. Hanna was gasping for breath as well, splayed out on the bedding, and gulping in air as if oxygen had just stopped being rationed. For a few moments, the four women lay in various positions across the bed, recovering and enjoying the calm after the storm of pussy licking. Eventually, Veronica sat up, her eyes skimming over the sexy naked teens lying either side of her, dialling her libido back up, "How was that?" she asked.
"Oh God, good," groaned Hanna.
"I enjoyed it, it was fun," agreed Penny, giggling a little as she remembered.
"I'm definitely going to be giving more girls a try," added Hanna, turning her head less than subtly towards her friend.
"Me as well," added Penny, "but I don't think I'd totally want to give up cock."
"There's ways to have the best of both worlds," said Veronica. She got up off the bed and walked over to the drawer with the suitcases in.
"Oh, I'd be so up for that," said Hanna.
"You mean..." giggled Penny and blushed again.
Veronica didn't answer, at least with words, instead turning to face the teen's two strap-ons dangling from her fingers. The teens both looked at the toys, biting their lips lustfully, their eyes tracking one as Veronica threw it across to Sarah before returning their gaze to the black woman as she pulled the other one up her thighs and tightened the buckles.
"They look big," said Penny, she didn't seem to be put out by that.
"I've not seen a real one that large," added Hanna, she didn't seem to mind that either.
"You want to try out what they feel like?" asked Veronica, though from the looks the two teenagers were giving the strap-ons, she felt the question was superfluous. Nodding eagerly Penny and Hanna rolled onto their backs next to each other and clasped hands as Sarah and Veronica got onto the bottom of the bed and crawled forward like two cougars stalking their prey. The young swimmers spread their legs open, exposing their shaven slits, the juice glistening under the light as they eagerly rubbed and massaged them with their spare hands as the older women slowly advanced, metaphorically and literally licking their lips at the sight of the tight, teenage twats.
"We're going to fuck those cute cunts so hard," growled Veronica. It was the last chance for the teenagers to say no, they'd rather keep their teen pussies for guys, but Veronica wasn't expecting either girl to demure. Nor did they...
"Oh God, yes, fuck my cunt," groaned Hanna, rubbing her palm over the wet slit, making the labia wobble and jiggle.
"Me as well," her friend said with equal passion, "I want a big strap-on in me."
"It's your lucky day," grinned Veronica as she ended her crawl directly over the blonde. There was a whinny of pleasure from Penny as the plastic prick penetrated her ready pussy, Veronica holding the toy tightly as she guided it in with practised precision. The teen spread her legs wider, so that one was well over Hanna's, making sure her cunt was as open as possible to allow the dildo to slide in deep. Her eyes shut and she bit her lip gently, her back slowly bending and her head going back into the mattress as Veronica steered it in, pushing it as deep as it would go and making Penny groan and moan in excitement and there was little doubt that the blonde was enjoying losing her lesbian virginity -- probably more so than her original loss (which Veronica was sure had probably been a quick fumble in the back of a car with the boy cumming in thirty seconds).
The teen squeezed her friend's hand and Hanna squeezed it back. She was grunting and gasping as well, as her pussy thrilled to the entry of her coach's cock. The older redhead knew what she was doing, almost as well as Veronica and the younger woman was soon shuddering in pleasure, her back arching and her toes straightening as Sarah quickly found the spot.
The two teachers began to go faster and harder, as they got into a rhythm, slamming their strap-ons deep into the two teenage holes. Beneath them, the teens cried out in ecstatic delight, as the cocks, larger than anything they'd had before, drove into them and discovered new points of pleasure, previously hidden but now uncovered. The younger woman's bodies shivered and vibrated against their older lovers, the frisson between them evident every time the teachers came down, their tits pressing at the two teenager's pert pair.
"Oh yes, yesss, yesss," the cries of the teens filled the room, high pitched and passionately loud, volume and tone increasing the harder the older women drove in, which made Veronica go even harder and Sarah do the same. "Yessss, yessss, yessss," screamed Penny and Hanna in unison, making clear to their new lovers how much they were enjoying the strap-on cocks filling their young fuckholes. "Yessss, oooohhh, yesssss," they shrieked, their backs bending and their tits bouncing up at the descending older women's "Yessss, yesssss, please, yesssss!"
Veronica went as fast as she could, the bed shaking as she and Sarah slammed down. The two teens screamed louder, writhing around as the cocks filled them. Veronica grinned as Penny's legs shot up and wrapped around her, the teen's firm calves, toned by years of swimming, rubbed against Veronica's legs. The blonde's head was pushed back deep into the quilt, her eyes firmly shut as if she were terrified that opening would leak out the ecstasy that was rushing through her body. As if to confirm that the teen's hands clamped onto Veronica's back and she pulled herself up, shrieking in pleasure as her body banged against the older woman.
"Aaarrrghh, yessss, fuuucckkk!" Hanna was screaming as well, her naked body glazed with sweat as she was pounded. "Yessssss! Yesssss!" Her screams were so loud that Veronica was almost deafened. She gave a grin at Sarah who gave her one back and then continued to give the teen beneath her something to scream about. "Yesssss, aaaaarrghhhh, yessssss," Hanna's yells reverberated around the room.
"Fuck me, yessss, fuck me," if Penny wasn't as loud as her friend, she was equally impassioned, her hands on Veronica's back, gripping her Principal so hard that the black woman knew she'd have marks on her skin come the morning. However, Veronica didn't care, a few scratches were the price and sign of a good fuck and Penny was turning out to be a very good one, especially for her first-time lesbian. Veronica took her role as an educator seriously and one of the most important points about any lesson was making sure it stuck; for Math and English it meant going through the same material again and again, until even the densest pupil got it, for lesbian lessons it meant fucking the teens until they'd orgasmed repeatedly and then carrying on; there was little doubt that Penny was learning her lesson and Veronica was enjoying the teaching. Beside them, Hanna looked like she too was enjoying her education from an older woman and Veronica made a mental note to make a comment in Sarah's annual appraisal about the personal attention she gave her students and the benefits it brought them.
"Aaaaarrrghhh, yesssss," Penny climaxed again, her back arching so hard she almost threw off Veronica, "Aaarrrghhh, yesssss!"
"Fuucccckkk! Yesssss!" Hanna screamed beside her, showing every sign that she too had been taken to sexual heaven.
"Let's give them another round," panted Veronica. Sarah nodded her agreement and slammed into Hanna's sopping cunt again.
Veronica paused for half a second to wipe a bead of sweat from her forehead before resuming her ploughing, thrusting the strap-on as deep as it would go into Penny's pussy. The teen gasped and squealed, her fingers stabbing at the black woman's back and her legs pinioning her, continuing to enjoy her education a lot more than when she was in the classroom. Veronica put in an extra amount of effort, making sure that this would be a pussy pounding the teen would never forget and if she went back to men, they'd feel limp and slow compared to the dildo-hammering she was getting; Penny was definitely appreciative, crying out in ecstasy with every thrust, her yelps and shrieks becoming louder as she was driven towards another orgasm.
"AAArrrghhh, yessss, yesssss!" the teen screamed so loud that it would be a miracle that Hanna managed to be louder than her, a miracle Hanna managed to perform. "AAArrrghhh, yesssss!" the two teens shrieked in unison, their bodies shuddering as the ecstasy poured through them like water bursting through a damn, "Yeesssss, aaaaarrghhh."
Panting Veronica lifted herself from the teen, her cock dripping with the younger woman's juices. Beside her Sarah was doing the same, blowing upwards at a spare strand of hair which had fallen across her face. The Principal could have continued for longer and Sarah, a professional athlete certainly could have gone on, but neither wanted to use all their energy yet, nor to totally tire the two teens and leave them incapable of more; not when there was another hole that they had to try.
For a few moments, the two swimmers lay recovering as if they'd just broken records at the crawl, Veronica and Sarah both got up off the bed and sipped at the wine, it was tepid, but remained, just about drinkable, especially as they were thirsty after their energetic romp with the teens.
"That was amazing," Hanna said, rolling onto her front to look at the two older women as they sipped wine a few feet away.
"God, yes," Penny remained on her back, kicking her legs up as she talked and hanging her head and arms over the edge of the bed, "I don't think I've ever had such good sex, it's almost put me off, guys."
"Almost?" Veronica smiled.
"I'm totally going to be fucking women at college," said Hanna.
"Me as well, and before," added Penny.
The two older women put down their glasses and returned to the bed, crossing each other's paths so that Veronica headed towards Hanna and Sarah towards her blonde friend. The two teens giggled, correctly surmising that the evening's fuckfest wasn't yet over. "Let's swap," smiled Veronica as she took Hanna's hand and helped the teen onto her feet. The teen's mouth was already open by the time Veronica's closed on it and their tongues slid together passionately, slithering forward and back as they explored. The older black woman's hand was down at the teen's slit, rubbing the wet cunt gently, a tip of the finger between the lips, making Hanna shiver excitedly. The sound of slurpy kissing filled the room as Sarah and Penny also made out with equal enthusiasm.
Veronica broke the kiss, lifting her head back and looking at Hanna's pretty face as the teen grinned, "I'm up for swapping," she said.
Veronica's hands reached around the teen's back and then down to clasp at the younger woman's firm butt cheeks. She squeezed them, pressing her fingers as deep as she could manage into the flesh, before pulling them gently apart and pushing them together. The teen gave an anticipatory moan, her cunt rubbing at her Principal's thigh. "What about swapping holes as well?" she asked. There was a slight risk, moving to this higher level, but unless she'd totally misread the situation, it was low.
Hanna looked a little surprised and beside her Penny giggled as Sarah played with her ass, the blonde turning towards her Principal and friend to hear what was being decided. "You mean anal?" asked Hanna, biting her lip a little nervously, "We've not done it before." Penny nodded to confirm her friend's point, but most importantly neither teen was saying no or moving away.
"You'd not had lesbian sex before either," said Sarah, showing that it wasn't just Veronica's idea and that both the older women would be up for banging teenage butt. Penny looked at her, then at Veronica and finally at Hanna.
The other teen paused, "Will it fit? The strap-on is pretty big and y'know we're virgin up there so it'll be tight."
"Don't worry, I've brought some lube," said Sarah.
"I can't promise it won't be sore at first, but in my experience, women love having strap-on dildos in your butt, if you thought you'd cum before this will double it," said Veronica.
"We could give it a go," surprisingly it was Penny who spoke for the two teens. She smiled nervously at the older woman, before turning back to her friend, "It was fun losing our lesbian cherries together, let's lose our anal ones as well."
"I'm in," nodded Hanna, suddenly sounding more confident now her friend had decided for them both.
"We'll lube up," smiled Veronica, patting Hanna's ass-cheek before the teen sat down on the bed beside her friend and watched the two older women as they opened a tube of gel, that Sarah had brought. Veronica applied it liberally, there was no point in stinting, as Hanna had said both were anal virgins with assholes as tight as Scrooge McDuck and the toys were big, much larger than anything the girls had faced before; lots of lube was needed. She squirted a second helping onto her hands and smothered the toy with even more lube until it was literally dripping onto the carpet.
On the bed the two teens had got onto their hands and knees, side by side, their cute butts pointing towards the horny teachers. Penny whispered something to her friend and the two of them reached round to their cheeks and pulled them apart to give the older women a better view of the holes they were about to fuck. The teen rosebuds looked so small and firm that Veronica added on yet more lube, if the cock didn't go in it would be because it wasn't oiled enough. Sarah paused, waiting for the Principal to make the first move. Veronica stepped forward, climbing onto the bed behind Hanna, she reached around the teen's waist and onto her flat stomach massaging it as she pulled the teen upwards, her mouth moving down to give her a kiss. For half a minute their tongues flittered against each other as the older woman's hands caressed the smooth flesh, as she waited for Sarah to join her. "You want us to fuck those hot little asses of yours?" the Principal asked as her friend teased Penny's cunt with a finger beside her.



"MMnnnn," said Penny appreciatively.
"Yes, I want it," replied Hanna.
There was nothing more to say, so Veronica moved her hands back up, resting one on the teen's left cheek, gently pulling at it, whilst with the other she took hold of the large dildo and pressed it against the virgin sphincter. She probably shoved first, though Sarah was so close behind that only a slow-motion replay would have proved it conclusively, both teens seemed to give a sharp gasp together, not exactly pain and certainly not yet pleasure, but more one of surprise as if despite theoretically expecting the entry the actual event was unexpected. Veronica paused for a couple of seconds, time enough to allow Hanna to get used to it, but not too used to it, before then shoving in further. There was another gasp from the teen and she pushed her head up and back like she was about to howl at the moon, but didn't. Veronica squeezed the cheek encouragingly and pulled it further away from its twin as she pushed forward again, "You can take it," she said reassuringly, "Trust me, I've done this before."
The only answer from Hanna was a moan, her back arching and her fingers tightly gripped over the bedding. Veronica pulled back and then drove forward, even with her cock fully oiled it was difficult to make headway in the virgin hole which had never had something so stiff and thick up it. However, Veronica had banged enough virgin assholes (a couple of hundred she once calculated and that had been several years ago and even then she was sure she'd missed more than a few) to know that the resistance was only temporary and the walls would crumble as she continued to pound at them. She kept hold of the teen's ass and slammed in again, being rewarded both with the cock slipping in another half-inch and a groan of, probably mainly, pleasure from Hanna. She retreated and advanced again, faster and harder, giving the teen more and more plastic prick each time. "You're doing well Hanna, take my dick all the way."
"Oohhh, I can," groaned the younger woman in response.
Grinning Veronica thrust in again, taking away her hand, as the toy was deeply enough encased for her to no longer need to hold it. She glanced to her side, to see Sarah was halfway into Penny's backdoor, gripping the teen's waist as she worked herself back and forth. The blonde was gasping and shuddering, her tits jumping and jiggling underneath her as she was rocked. Even as Veronica looked the blonde moved her hand a few inches so that it was over Hanna's, squeezing her fellow seniors in friendship. Veronica smiled at the gesture and upped her speed, it was possible that Sarah was just a fraction further advanced than she was and the Principal was determined that her fellow teacher's youth wouldn't beat her experience.
"Ooohhhh, oooohhh," moaned Hanna in what definitely sounded like enjoyment. The toy was going deeper, spreading open the walls as it advanced. But whilst it was stretching it was also stimulating and it was obvious that Hanna was discovering g-spots and nerve endings she had never known existed. "Ooohhh, yes," she moaned again, louder.
"MMnnnn, mmmnnn, yes, oohhh, urrrhhh, yes," beside her Penny wasn't being silent either, pressing back against Sarah's toy to make sure she was getting as much as she was able. Sarah grinned and pounded in, evidentially enjoying the teen's ass as much as Penny was enjoying the strap-on. The redhead was also going faster now, her cock sliding in almost all the way.
The competitor in Veronica forced her to speed up her pace and increase her power, pounding at Hanna's hole like she was trying to smash down a door. The teen yowled in appreciative pleasure, her back bending as pleasure waves, like electricity, flowed through her. With each thrust the older black woman was getting deeper and deeper into the teenage butt; she looked down, watching the toy vanish between the cheeks. Her hands moved to Hanna's side, holding the teen tight. It was almost all the way in, a few more thrusts and she'd be plastic balls deep in the Senior's asshole. She slammed in, pounding at the back door and smiling as she saw the toy enter all the way, only stopping as the fake balls at the end hit the entrance. Hanna was squealing excitedly, bucking like she was an unbroken horse trying to throw her rider, though the difference was that she'd have been deeply disappointed if she'd managed to unhorse Veronica as she shrieked out, "Yessss, yessss, fuck my ass, oooohhh God, yessss!"
"Aaaargghhh, yesssss, yessss," Penny screamed in agreement, the shrieks and squeals of the two young women a high-pitched chorus of pleasure, which was joined by the grunts and pants of the two teachers as they pounded as hard and fast as they could. The bed joined in, squeaking and banging as it was rocked like it was being fought over in some titanic battle. "Fuck me," yelled the blonde loudly, "Fuck me hard!"
"Fuck me as well, I want your dick all the way, I want you to ass-fuck me to oblivion," her friend squeaked. The two teens gripped each other's hands tightly and turned their heads towards each other. There was no urging from the older women and it was impossible to say if one of the teens instituted it and the other followed or whether it was just a good idea that became obvious to them both at once, but the two of them were soon kissing passionately, their mouths locked together and their tongues spearing forward, as behind them the two teachers grinned and slammed in.
They soon broke as it was hard to keep making out when you're being bounced like a squash ball, but after a few seconds, they resumed, slurping eagerly at each other, before they were rocked away.
"Let's switch positions," Veronica had an answer for the dilemma the two teens faced around making out versus being butt-fucked, "Sarah and I will sit on the edge of the bed and you two lower yourself on us, that way you can control the pace and carry on."
"Anal reverse cowboy?" asked Penny, who wasn't as naive as Veronica had presumed, she was obviously a girl who had consumed lots of porn.
"More cowgirl," replied Sarah, a little pedantically, "but yes, let's go for it."
It didn't take long for the four of them to move to the new positions, swapping partners at the same time so it was Penny who was hovering over Veronica's thick plastic rod. Holding hands, the two teens lowered themselves onto the cocks; they were soon bouncing up and down merrily, finding a pace that suited them and allowed them to resume their make-out session at the same time. Veronica and Sarah didn't complain as the two hot teens drove down on them, forcing the strap-ons back against the older women's cunts and making them growl excitedly.
"Fucking hell, these girls are a pair of hot nymphos," said Sarah happily.
"I'm not going to disagree," replied Veronica. She had been certain that she and Sarah would end up banging the teenagers, her lesbian intuition was seldom wrong on that score, but she hadn't expected that the teens would be quite so wild as to go for anal, especially whilst making out with each other. She slid her hand around Penny's front and found the younger woman's pussy, unsurprisingly it was soaking and her rubbing at it failed to make it any dryer, especially as after a few seconds another hand joined her. For a moment she thought it was Penny, playing with herself, but the angle was wrong and she realised it was Hanna reaching down to fondle her friend as they kissed and bounced. Penny was quick in returning the favour, the two swimmers exploring each other with the same enthusiasm as they were riding the two strap-ons.
It was no surprise, given that the teens swam competitively, how energetic they both were, the two of them bouncing up and down on the dick like they were on testing the high diving board before a double somersault, their teenage tits bouncing and jiggling as they shot into the air. The two older lesbians helped them by pounding upwards at pace, though even they sometimes struggled to keep up with the teen's speed and stamina. The two young swimmers shot up and then slammed down, making Veronica and Sarah groan in satisfaction as the strap-ons pressed back at their cunts. The only thing which was stopping the teens make the same sounds was the fact that as soon as they landed their mouths were on each, kissing ferociously for a couple of seconds, before levering themselves up again.
However, eventually, the pressure became too much for the teenagers to keep in. "Yesssss, aaaarrrghhh," screamed Penny, failing to warn her friend who was still coming in for a kiss.
"Fucccckkk, yesssss!" Hanna saw which way the wind was blowing and decided that screaming in ecstasy was the direction, after all, she could make out with her friend later.
"Yes, take my cock, take it in your ass," panted Sarah as she pounded up, making Hanna scream some more, her orgasmic reaction not harmed by Penny palming her friend's twat at the same time she was penetrated.
"Yesssss, yesssss, fuuuuckkk meeee!" screamed Hanna as beside her Penny let out a scream in which no words could be discerned.
Veronica panted and pounded up, she was very fit for her age, but she couldn't compete with either the youth or stamina of the other three, so she was glad she was seated and Penny was doing half the work. To help make the teen make the most of the experience she moved one hand to squeeze the teen's tits, moving from breast back to breast, kneading first one and then the other, before squishing the nipple and pulling it. From her shrieks and cries Penny enjoyed the addition, though possibly not as much as the two fingers that the older black woman was shoving repeatedly into her soaking pussy, so deep they were almost connecting with the strap-on. "MMMnnn, you're so hot and sexy, you're ass is so tight and that cunt is so wet," the older woman growled in the blonde's ear.
"AAArrrrghhh, keep on fucking me," the teen screamed in reply, "I want your cock deep into my butt... yesssss, finger my twat, make me cum."
Veronica was quite content to take that challenge, especially as the harder they slammed together the more her own pussy leaked in delight. She drove up as fast and forcefully as she could manage, giving the teen the full length of the large dildo.
However, it was Hanna who came first, screaming so loudly it was a wonder the hotel receptionist wasn't calling the police and reporting a murder. "AAAarrrrghhh, yessssss, aaaarghhh," her cum squirted across the room like she was a broken tap, her body flushing a deep, burning red, and her back arching so far back it not only almost snapped her spine, but also Sarah as she was pushed back. The swim coach grasped her student's waist to hold her upright as Hanna sagged like she was a rag doll, before straightening again and letting out another shriek as the older redhead's strap-on pounded up again, "AAArrrrghhh, yesssss."
It was too much for the teenager and she rolled off the cock and onto the bed in what, Victorians said, was a state of swoon. For a moment, Sarah looked at the teen, before deciding that she was so fucked that she was done for the night. She turned back to watch Veronica, still pounding Penny, who seemed like she could go for all night. It gave the Principal an idea, which she was sure Sarah would enjoy though it would be Penny who'd be the real winner. She reduced her speed, to subdue Penny's screams for long enough that they could all talk, "Do you want to share?" Veronica asked Sarah and then without waiting for an answer turning her head towards the teen blonde, "How about a DP?"
"Oh God yes," groaned Penny, "Give me both dicks."
"I'm in," added Sarah, though that wasn't literally true, though it soon would be as she jumped up and moved around in front of the blonde teen. Veronica slowed to a stop and taking hold of Penny's legs, spread them wider over her own thighs so that the teen was fully open. For a moment Sarah paused before, moving forward, sliding her cock into the soaked twat. It slid in deep and easily, moving down until Veronica could feel it pressing through the thin (but tough) membrane that separated ass from cunt. "God," moaned Sarah in excited delight, "I can't believe we're both fucking at the same time."
"Me neither," moaned Penny, "But don't just stand there... um Miss... Coach... er Sarah... fuck me properly."
The redhead swimming teacher ignored the teen's cheek and instead began to pump in and out, placing her hands on the younger woman's shoulders for grip and on her face a look of total concentration. Veronica relaxed and kept her own thrusting to the pace of her colleague's. Veronica had double penetrated dozens of lesbian teens, in fact, it was a bit of a speciality of hers, but she also knew that, whilst it was a fantasy of the swim coach, Sarah had never taken part in a lesbian dp. She was glad that she could help the younger woman fulfil her dream, especially with so hot a teenage slut as Penny was turning out to be.
The blonde swimmer was purring happily as she was stuffed in both back and front holes. She lay back against Veronica with her hands reaching out to grasp Sarah's waist and tug the coach in. "Ooohh, yes, yes," she groaned appreciatively, "double fuck me, I want both those strap-ons as far as they can go."
Sarah was becoming more confident, upping the pace and taking control of the speed and force, Veronica happily followed and relaxed on the bed, knowing that the coach had more stamina and strength allowing her to take more of the strain. In and out the redhead's dildo drove, sliding as deep as it could go, banging against the Principal's cock, adding another level of vibration, beyond the rocking and shudders of Penny as she was hit by orgasmic delight. "Ooohhh, yesss," gasped the teen, "Go harder."
Her Coach took her at her word and began thrusting harder, a slow smile spreading across her face as she realised what she was doing for the first time and enjoyed it. "MMnnn, this is so unreal, I can't believe we're doing this."
On the bed beside them, Hanna rolled lazily onto her side and leaned her head up on her arm to watch, giggling as she watched her friend take two large toys. "Penelope MacDonald," she said with mock severity, before spoiling it by giggling, "I can't believe you're such a slut."
"Yessss, yessss, I'm a horny teen whore, who needs a big plastic cock, fuck me, oooohhh God, fuck me," Penny groaned, her head pushed back into the cradle of Veronica's shoulder. "Give me those dicks, slam my holes open."
At her words Sarah began to drive even harder, pounding the pussy powerfully. Veronica kept to her own pace, she didn't need to do the work anymore as the vibrations from her colleague's slamming worked their way through the teen down Veronica's strap-on and against the black woman's pussy. Between them Penny shuddered and shook, her pert tits jiggling and bouncing, as she pushed and pulled herself forward and back to get the most of the two cocks that were filling her. Her eyes closed shut and her mouth opened wide as she gave another squeal of delight, "Aaarrrghhh, yesssss, aaaarrgghh."
"Yes, oh my God, this is great, you're taking two cocks so well," there was still a tone of disbelief in Sarah's voice as if she couldn't believe she was doing or that her student would be so willing to go so far. That didn't stop her from ramming in, going harder and faster the more she got used to it and realised that however forcefully she went Penny wasn't complaining. Neither was Veronica, the older woman growling in pleasure as her own pussy leaked cum over the lips. She continued to rock forward, giving Penny enough dick that the teen was shrieking away about taking two, but otherwise content to let Sarah take the lead. The redhead grinned happily and briefly paused to wipe a trickle of sweat that was dangling from the end of her nose, before resuming her powerful pounding, "Yes, this is so hot, you're so supple and sexy, we could fuck you all night."
Veronica agreed with the sentiments as did Penny who let out another series of orgasmic cries, her head falling back against the older woman. Veronica reached round and grasped at the teen's tits, squeezing them together, before sliding down her waist to keep her firmly in place. Sarah was going as fast and hard as she could, panting with the effort, her skin red and shiny as perspiration trickled down like molten metal flows. The bed bounced under them, Hanna lying on her side one hand casually rubbing at her naked slit as she watched her friend being double-penetrated, "Come on Penny," she called out as if she was cheering on the blonde as she powered through the water to the finish, "You can take it."
"Yesssss, yessss, yesssss," screamed Penny in reply, thrashing and shuddering as she was pounded, her legs waving around like they were no longer in control, "Aaaarrrghhh, yesssss, yesssss."
It was obvious from her shrieks and yells that the teen had reached orgasmic lift-off, it was equally obvious that Sarah still had enough energy to continue. She paused for a second, to let Penny fall back against Veronica, her back rubbing at the black woman's breasts and making the nipples stiffen. It was only for a few moments, though, and then Sarah was resuming the pounding, driving her strap-on into the slick and slippery cunt. Veronica quickly resumed as well, she was rested enough to go faster and harder than before, thrusting her strap-on deep up the teenage butt, loosened by the hard fucking it had so far received. The teen moaned as she was penetrated, gradually (or perhaps not so gradually depending on viewpoint) the sounds got louder and higher-pitched as the ecstasy swarmed through her body like bees zooming around their hive. The two older women carried on slamming and pounding, working in unison to give the teen the fucking of her young life, driving her to orgasmic heights she had never even dreamed about. Her fists clenched together and her spine seemed to both stiffen and bend at the same time, "AAAarrrrghhh, yessss, aaaaarrghh." A geyser of juice shot from her pussy across Sarah. The redhead didn't seem to mind and continued slamming in, her cock almost bouncing off Veronica's as they met in the teen's middle, "Aaaarrrghhh, yesssss, yesssss," Sarah shrieked, "Yessssss, aaaaaaarghhh!"
She collapsed like a rag doll and the panting Sarah slowed to a standstill, Veronica also halting and falling back on the bed. As Sarah withdrew Penny slipped off Veronica and rolled over onto her back, "I am so fucked," she managed to murmur, "That was awesome."
"It was so hot to watch as well," said Hanna, "Like a real live porn movie." She grinned at her friend, "I can't believe you managed to take two."
"She was a natural," grinned Veronica, "So was Sarah, it was her first DP as well."
"You're kidding," said Hanna in awe, "The way you were going I thought you must have done dozens."
"First of many, I hope," smiled Sarah, "I really had fun."
"I'll be doing it again, you ought to try it sometime Han," Penny managed to speak, though she still lacked the energy to actually sit up, "It was literally orgasmic."
Veronica stood up and took off her strap-on, Sarah moving away from the bed to remove hers as well. It had certainly been an evening the two older lesbians had enjoyed immensely and, from the sound of it, so had the teens; Veronica doubted they'd be preferring guys again. She gave the toy a clean and put it back in her suitcase. By the time she turned the teens had got into the second bed and were snuggled up. There was plenty of space, so Veronica and Sarah took a side each and got it, squeezing the teens between them. Cuddling together the four women drifted off to sleep, still on an orgasmic high.
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It was just before sky-break when Sofy awoke. She'd trained herself, over the last few months, to be awake before the dawn chorus, which signalled the start of the day, began. It was not far into spring and the room would be cold. But snuggled under the fur blankets, her naked Mom radiating body heat beside her, Sofy felt warm and comfortable. The nineteen-year-old listened to her Mom's breathing, deep and steady, a sure sign she was still asleep. Then as she had done every morning since her Mom, Tori, had rescued her from orcs and they'd become lovers, she set to wake her in the most pleasurable way possible.
She scurried under the blanket. It was even darker than outside, without even the chinks of starlight through the shutters which gave a tiny amount of illumination to the room, and she had to find her way by touch. Not that she minded touching her Amazon Mom's legs, her hands slowly moving up the thighs and rubbing at it slowly, until she reached her hips and slid inwards. There was a contented sigh from her still-sleeping Mom as the teen found the older woman's slit and ran her fingers over the lips and up to the clitoral hood, gently massaging it and the bud it protected. Sofy continued sensually rubbing with one hand as the fingers from the other gently slid into her Mom's hole and eased apart the slot. The woman stirred slightly, not yet awake, but whatever had been in her dreams getting replaced by a sexual one. Sofy grinned to herself and flicked her tongue at the pussy, up and down, in and out, slow and deliberate, not going too deep or hard, to begin with, but gradually exploring the hole, her fingers opening it wider so she could go deeper.
"Mmmnn," she could hear her Mom's happy sigh through the bedding and feel her moving in her sleep, automatically opening her legs wider and moving one of her own hands deep under the blankets to find her clit and rub it. Sofy began to move a little faster and harder, her tongue flickering and flashing into the rapidly moistening pussy. Her Mom gave another groan, which rapidly turned into a yawn as she began to wake up, her body stretching as her muscles came to life. The teen took this as a signal to lick harder, her tongue driving forward and into the hole, speeding up as her Mom's legs closed in again, squeezing against her. "MMmnnn," there was another muffled moan, Tori's hand finding her daughter's head and patting it in encouragement. "Mmmnnn, yes," she moaned again, now awake and aware, "Yes, go on."
The teen's tongue went faster, her fingers sliding in as far as she was able to open the cunt for her lithe lickings. Her Mom always tasted good, but it seemed to Sofy, she was especially yummy first thing in the morning, her juice making the perfect early breakfast. She lapped up the cummy juice, feeling the flavoursome liquid slide down her throat, more delicious than any wine or mead and the best thing was the harder she licked, the more her Mom enjoyed it and more her pussy became wetter and wetter until the liquid was almost streaming out.
Her Mom's hand rubbed through the teen's long, dark, hair, the strands running through her outstretched fingers, "That's it Sofy, lick Mom's pussy, eat it out, mmmnnn you're so good, you're the best."
The teen glowed with pride at the words. Her Mom had been experienced with women, from what she had said, Amazon's never had any problem with bedding lots of sexy thralls (who were the more submissive lesbian partners in Amazonia, from what Sofy understood) and her Mom had fucked more than her fair share before she got pregnant, married (to a man) and given birth to Sofy. The teen on the other hand had never done more than an experimental kiss behind a barn, never mind licked a woman so experienced as her Mom. She was sure the older woman was exaggerating and there were plenty better than her, but it was still lovely to hear her Mom's words and know that, over the last few months, her cunt-licking had come on so that she was now a skilled practitioner.
Her Mom was now fully awake, shuddering and shivering in ecstatic pleasure as her daughter tongued her to climax. "Ohhhh, yessss," Tori moaned, her hand still grasping the teen's hair, "Eat my cunt, lick it hard."
The teen slammed her tongue in, savouring the taste and enjoying the feel of her Mom's vibrations, knowing it was all down to her. Her Mom squealed again, her body tensing and relaxing all at once, her grip on her daughter getting stronger as she encouraged her on. "Yessss," the older woman gasped, "Yesssss, make me cum, yessss, make me cum."
Sofy's tongue galloped like she was a racing horse, as fast and hard as she could manage, hammering the clit like hooves across a field. Her Mom was bucking like an untrained bronco as well, her back bending and curving as lifted from the bed, her thighs shuddering and vibrating against her daughter's side, her breath coming in sobs and gasps as her stomach rose and fell like a rolling sea. "AAaaaarrghhh, yesssss, aaaarghhhh, yesssss, I'm cumming, aaaaargghhh, yesssss, I'm cumming."
The teen lifted her head from her climaxed Mom and listened to her pants gradually subsiding. She was half-tempted to return, but she guessed that outside the blanket dawn had come and that they needed to get up. She popped her head out, smiling at her Mom, the older woman's breasts bare and just below the teen's eye-line, "Good morning."
"Good morning," her Mom grinned, "Thanks for the wake-up."
"It was my pleasure," said Sofy, which was the absolute truth.
Her Mom gave another yawn and stretch, "We better get up, the day's already started." She pulled back the blankets and exposed Sofy's naked body to the cool morning air.
The teen scooted up, goose pimples already forming on her limbs and ran across the room to where her dress was hung over a chair. She quickly shimmied into it. It didn't warm her much, but at least it removed some of the bitterness from the air, she'd start a fire in the hearth before she made breakfast. Her Mom was more relaxed about getting up, standing naked as she made the bed, not seeming to worry about the cold like ice. Sofy hadn't noticed before, not until she had found her Mom was an Amazon and they'd become lovers, but her Mom was much hardier than the teen was, able to shrug off extremes of hot and cold which left her daughter either wilting or freezing. Still, it meant that Sofy had more time to contemplate her Mom's hot, firm body, perfectly sculpted and muscled with not an inch of spare flesh around her thighs or stomach, so different from other women her age -- the teen hoped she looked half as sexy when she reached her Mom's age.
The older woman crossed the room, not for clothing, but for the woman's weapon -- the sign of an Amazon -- which was hanging over a hook on the wall. She took it off and loosened the straps slightly before pulling them up until the wooden phallus was over her cunt, before she tightened them again. She walked to a chair on the other side of the room, the weapon jiggling enticingly in front of her, before sitting down next to her boots and pulling them on. Finally, she picked up her sword and shield, flexing her arms as she did so before moving into a warrior's stance, still naked apart from her boots and weapon, "I'm going to exercise," she said.
"I'll make breakfast then," smiled Sofy.
It was the same as they did each morning, Sofy ate, her Mom exercised and Sofy prepared breakfast before starting on the rest of the chores. It was different from before, when her Mom had been more a Mom and Sofy had been more a girl, but things had changed and the teen was no longer a child, but a woman in love and her Mom was, if still her Mom, an Amazon warrior. On the way back from her rescue her Mom had explained Amazon society and its breakdown into Amazon's, dominant and sexually on top, and thralls, submissive and the bottom. She hadn't needed telling that she was a thrall, not that she minded, it fitted her like she had been born to it -- which she probably had.
She set the fire, warmed some water for washing and cleaning, wiped down the table and floor and, judging the time, put on some porridge which should be heated in time for her Mom to finish her exercises. She got it exactly right her Mom entering the kitchen from where she'd been practising outside just as Sofy spooned it up into their bowls. Her Mom sat at the table, her naked breasts jiggling sexily as she ate and talked, Sofy admiring the view as she ate her own breakfast. Afterwards, she cleared up and went out to feed the chickens and goat (her Mom always dealt with the horse) and to pick some herbs that her Mom had asked for as the older woman pounded away with her pestle and mortar in the apothecary, fulfilling an order for a merchant who was in town.
The day passed, the teen happily doing the chores that needed doing, keeping their house spic and span. As she washed the floor and raked the herb bed she dreamt of Amazonia and being a thrall there, where she wouldn't have to hide her real relationship with her Mom and the older woman could go fully bedecked as an Amazon warrior. The teen imagined her Mom walking down the street with her metal bikini, her toned stomach on display and the edge of her woman's weapon just visible under the metal and leather skirt she wore, Sofy beside her, basking in the jealous looks she was getting from her fellow thralls -- perhaps they were heading to the wrestling ring or the baths or even to the stables, following which Sofy would clasp her Mom tight as they trotted down the highway astride the horse. She sighed, she had hinted to her Mom that perhaps now they were a couple it was time to move, and where else would accept them but her Mom's homeland? But as yet the older woman had not yet taken the hint.
"I'm going into town, do you want to come?" her Mom had come outside just as Sofy was finishing her weeding. She was wearing a normal dress, with no sign of a weapon, woman's or otherwise -- to all the world a herbalist and apothecary, who knew the best potions to stop a sickness or powders to sprinkle on a scald. "We could go to the tavern and get something to eat?"
"Yes," Sofy wished it could be a proper date, but the town would have been scandalised and in a small town scandal became ostracism and ostracism led to poverty. "I'll just change my dress," she added.
"I need to just finish packing the powders," her Mom replied, accepting the delay.
Sofy went into the main room and found a dress that was as daring as she could risk, with its cleavage cut low enough that her Mom would easily get an eyeful of her pert breasts as they ate.
"Very pretty," her Mom gave her an appraising glance as returned. The teen giggled and gave a sexy pose, hopefully letting her Mom know that'd she be getting lucky that night (though as they banged every night, there wasn't much luck about it anymore).
It was a two-hour walk to the town, quicker if they rode, but as the horse had once belonged to one of the Baron's men her Mom wasn't too keen to draw the attention of the local sheriff and his constables to it. The tavern where the merchant was waiting for Tori was the more salubrious one in town, the drinks were barely watered and the meat was mostly lean, with sides of vegetables which were semi-fresh. The teen took a seat at the tables and ordered for the two of them, whilst her Mom talked with the merchant and his wife, allowing them to check the merchandise (not that she would have cheated them, but it did no harm to be open and up-front) before she pocketed the monies agreed. That done, she paused for a moment, looking at a 'Wanted' poster on the wall, before shrugging and joining Sofy at the table.
It was always nice to eat out when they could afford it, Sofy felt her cooking had improved since she'd taken on the domestic chores and her food was passable. But the tavern's was much better and she didn't have to make it either. The only problem was that, as they were in public, she had to pretend to be her lover's daughter and no more, no touches of hands across the table or nibbling from each other's plates or gazing into each other's eyes, just normal conversation as if she hadn't tongued her Mom's cunt that morning.
The door opened and two grizzled-looking men came in who Sofy had never seen before. Neither had much of the rest of the tavern either as every head in the place swivelled to look at the newcomers. The swords and shields over their backs said that neither were pilgrims or merchants travelling the roads, the poor quality of their armour -- a mixture of battered second-hand chain and well-worn leather, added that neither were they retainers of some great (or even minor) lord or king.
"Bounty hunters," Tori murmured to her daughter, answering the teen's question before she could ask it, "though probably not successful ones."
A necessary evil, knew Sofy, few towns could afford more than one or two constables and none beyond their boundaries and most Lords cared little about criminals as long as taxes were paid and harvests collected. Still, they didn't look like they were kind men, hunting down evil-doers, but violent thugs who could easily be on the other side of the law themselves.
The tavern might be gazing at them, but they were also gazing around the tavern, obviously looking for someone. As one turned in their direction, he paused and nudged his fellow who also swivelled to stare at them. Sofy felt her stomach turn in nervousness though she couldn't think of any crime she had committed (bar pilfering an apple or two from local orchards when she had been younger). The second man stared at them for a moment and then nodded back, his hand perceptibly moving to the hilt of the sword of his scabbard. The two men began to walk slowly over to them.
Sofy could feel her knees shaking under the table, but her Mom put a hand over hers, comforting her. The hunters had stopped a few feet from the table, eying them both, not lustfully, but like watchers trying to discern something hidden from sight. "Can we help?" Tori asked.
Sofy was sure her Mom could take the two men down if she'd been armed, but her sword was back at the house. Here, she was an apothecary and herbalist who made potions and powders to cure common illnesses and stop pregnancies -- the secret she was an Amazon was one that neither she nor Sofy wanted to break. The men were silent for a moment, continuing to examine the two women like they were professional merchants appraising the value of a piece of stock. Eventually one of them said, "We're looking for an Amazon, stole a girl from her stepfather and killed the girl's betrothed."
"It is not us," said Tori, "I'm a herbalist, this here is my daughter. We're well known around here."
"That they are," said the tavern keeper who had hurried over, though remaining far enough away that if swords were drawn he wasn't going to get accidentally cut by a swing.
The man looked them up and down again, not answering. "I saw the poster, on the wall," said Tori, "It doesn't look like me."
"There's some resemblance," the man said. Then he shrugged and relaxed, "But you're younger and if you've witnesses..." His hand relaxed and swung away from his sword, "We're going to loop to Hayrush, be back in a few days, if you see them you let us know, the women is dangerous so don't think you can claim the bounty."
"I won't," said the tavern keeper, as it was him the man was talking to, not thinking that a female herbalist would even consider trying to take down a dangerous felon.
The bounty hunters, satisfied that their prey wasn't here, left. Sofy wanted to say something about there being another Amazon and was she dangerous, but the tavern keeper had closed the distance, now there were no longer any swords about and was talking to her Mom, offering apologies -- even though it was not his fault -- and lamenting how the land was going to wrack and ruin, what with orc raids and Amazon kidnappings. Others clustered around to give their opinions so that there was no space for Sofy to have a private conversation with her Mom.
They finished their meal, accepted once again the tavern keeper's apologies, insisted they pay (or Tori did, Sofy would have taken the half-price offer) and went into the night. There were still a few people around town, so Sofy avoided speaking to her Mom about the Amazon until they were well outside the walls and no one could hear them. Her Mom knew her too well because as soon as they were on the track which led to their house, she said "They weren't looking for us, it's another Amazon, they're after. According to the poster she's abducted a girl from her parents, though I'd say it's more likely the girl got a taste of a woman's weapon and wanted more."
"I was so nervous, what if they'd made a mistake? Bounty hunters aren't known for caring too much about being right, only being paid."
Her Mom smiled and paused in their walk, turning her daughter around so that they were facing each other. Her hand reached up to cup her cheek, her thumb stroking it gently, "Don't worry, I would have protected you."
Sofy instantly relaxed as she knew how true her Mom's words were, the older woman was an Amazon warrior and armed or not would have been more than a match for the bounty hunters -- if it resulted in their secret coming out, well there were plenty of other small towns who needed a herbalist and wouldn't ask questions about their pasts; and there was even a chance her Mom might decide to take them back to Amazonia where they could live openly. Her Mom's hand slipped onto hers, squeezing it tightly for a moment before they continued on their walk home.
The house was dark when they returned, the dark winter clouds blocking even the dull illumination of the stars and moon. Still, it was warmer than outside when they entered it, the hearth fire might have gone out hours before but it still left the main rooms with a small residue of heat. Sofy fumbled around the kitchen for the lamp and then the tinder box. Her Mom had better night vision and walked catlike across the floor to their room. A few strikes of flint against stone and the lamp was lit, casting an orange glow across the room. Sofy took a look at the candle, there was probably a good couple of hours left to it. She shut the door and followed her Mom into their room.
The older woman had removed her cloak and hung it over a hook and was halfway through undoing her blouse. The lamp flames made her skin flicker like bronze and Sofy bit her top look as she admired her, her face beautiful and hair long, her breasts firm and round, the nipples visible as she removed her blouse and stood there topless, allowing her daughter's eyes to feast on them. The teen smiled at her Mom, "You're so sexy, are all Amazon's as gorgeous as you?"
"Most," her Mom laughed. She finished removing her blouse and hung it over a chair back, before reaching for the belt around her skirt and unbuckling it. Sofy stood still, holding the lamp as she continued to enjoy her Mom's lovely body, firm and toned and muscular, with no evidence of the stretch marks or cellulite which marked that of similarly aged local women.
Her Mom seemed in no hurry, ignoring the coolness of the air and the allure of the warm fur blankets on the bed, she stripped herself naked and walked over to the dresser, sitting on the stool with her back to her daughter, slowly brushing her long hair. It was a sexy sight and Sofy put down the lamp so she could sit on their bed and slide a hand under her dress until she found her shorn snatch and started to satisfy the sweet spots, moaning gently. Even in the darkness, she could see her Mom's reflection smiling as she knew exactly what her daughter was doing and why. The teen smiled back and rubbed harder at her clit, the exciting senses swimming up her thighs and around her stomach. Her Mom's mouth opened slightly and she ran her tongue round her lips sensually, the lamp seeming to make the lips look even redder, their wetness glimmering in the half-light.



"Ooohhh," moaned Sofy. She shivered and though the room was cooling it wasn't the temperature which was making her quiver. Her clit was so sensitive, every touch from her fingers making it sing like it was a professional minstrel entertaining a King. She rubbed eagerly, circling it with two fingers and keeping the pressure on so that there was a continual volley of pleasurable arrows hitting her. Her Mom licked her lips sensually again, her eyes directly looking at her daughter's reflection as she lowered her hands to knead her bosoms, pushing them together and pulling them apart sexually, entertaining and entrancing her daughter. The teen groaned again, "Ohhh," her legs felt weak and firm at the same time, her cunt dripping juice onto the fur blanket. "Ooohh," she groaned, her eyes momentarily closing.
When she opened them again her Mom had opened her legs and if it was below the mirror's reflection, from behind she could see from the way her Mom's elbow was swivelling that her Mom was doing as she was. Though even if she couldn't, the older woman's wicked and wanton smile would have given it away. The two of them continued playing with themselves, not talking or conversing, not even face to face, but still fully aware of what the other was doing. The harder or faster one moved so did the other, so that soon their hands were speeding along like galloping horses, light moans of excited pleasure filling the room as they masturbated themselves for the other's enjoyment.
"Mmmnn, ooohhh," both Sofy and Tori moaned in unison, their bodies quaking with the intensity of the waves of sexual bliss burning through them, their skin turning even redder and not just due to the glow of the lamp. "Mmmnnn, oooohhh, urrrhhh." Orgasmic excitement filled them to the brim, making them shudder and gasp louder, "Uhhhhh, oooohhh."
Tori grinned, breathing out before licking her fingers and standing up, her naked butt so sexy and firm. "I'm just going to check the door is locked," she said as if she hadn't just been masturbating in front of her equally guilty daughter.
Sofy nodded, still panting a little and stood up. She took off her shoes, slipping them under the bed and quickly making sure she moved from the cold wooden floor onto the rug. Reaching up to her bodice she unlaced it, opening her dress. Before she could pull it down she heard the sound of her Mom's footsteps coming back across the floor. The older woman stopped immediately behind her daughter, her hands slipping around the teen and moving up her front until she found the still-covered breasts. They weren't covered for long as her Mom pulled down the dress's top and squeezed at the pert pair, the nipples quickly stiffening. "MMmnn, let me help," the Amazon murmured as she tugged the dress lower, her mouth moving to the teen's neck to kiss the smooth skin sensually.
"Oh, yes," Sofy groaned, allowing herself to relax back against her Mom. She could feel the older woman's naked bosoms against her own bareback, gently squashing against her as she arched and leant against the Amazon. Her Mom's hands continued to squeeze and knead her own tight, teen pair, rubbing the nipples between finger and thumb to make sure they remained as stiff and hard as metal plate. She pushed the breasts together, rubbing them against each other, before giving them another squeeze, all conspiring to make their erogenous zones very happy indeed. Sofy gave another happy moan, bending herself even further backwards so her Mom's mouth could continue its exploration of her neck, kissing and licking away. Her Mom's lips pursed forward, leaving tiny sensations of pleasure in their wake as she pecked away, a dozen tiny kisses all across the side of the neck, as one hand moved up from the teenage breasts to rest a finger on Sofy's lip. The teen opened her mouth and her Mom slid in a finger for the teen to suck eagerly, her head gently bobbing back and forth on the older woman's fingers. It was the same ones she'd been pleasuring herself with and whilst Sofy couldn't taste any remains of pussy on them, just the thought was an enticing one, making her own cunt start to dampen again.
Slowly her Mom was walking forward, pushing her body against her daughter and encouraging her against the bed. The teen didn't resist, slowly shuffling across the rug her Mom continuing to kiss her all the time as she kneaded the younger woman's breasts. They broke for a moment as Sofy's legs came up against the wooden frame, but only long enough for the teenager to pull back the fur blanket. Then her Mom grasped her shoulders and turned her round, her mouth finding Sofy's, her tongue burrowing. Her daughter reciprocated, her tongue slithering against her Mom's, enjoying the steamy, warm breath that was filling her. Tori's hands were on her waist, going down and finding the dress. She pushed it down, over Sofy's round rump and hourglass hips, and the cotton dress dropped to the floor. The teen stepped out of it and allowed her Mom to push her onto the bed. The sheets were cold at first, but they'd soon warm up. Her Mom stood above her, looking down lasciviously and grinning lustfully. She reached for the woman's weapon, sitting on a shelf nearby and slid it up her legs, tightening the straps so that the wooden phallus was kept in place.
"I've been looking forward to this all day," Tori grinned as she joined her daughter on the bed.
"Me too," giggled her daughter. She immediately rolled onto her front and spread her legs open. She turned her head over her shoulder and licked her lips enticingly "Do my ass?"
"I never refuse that," replied her Mom. She reached for the fur blankets and pulled them over them both as she moved over her daughter. One hand moved under the teen, grasping at a tit and squeezing it sexily. The other was on her daughter's butt. At first, it just glided over the round, smooth skin, feeling it and massaging it gently, before gripping it and squeezing it as she was doing with the breast. The teen gave a happy moan, rubbing her wet pussy up and down the bed as she waited for her Mom to enter her.
Tori's mouth moved to the back of the teen's neck, using her chin to push away the teen's long hair and clear a path for her to kiss. She peppered the young woman with love as she extended a finger and pushed it at the sphincter. Together all the attention made Sofy sigh and stretch, her body quivering in anticipation as her Mom's finger pushed past the ring and into her. She could feel the faint scratch of the nail against her wall, followed by the hard bone of the knuckle, grazing against her tunnel sides as her Mom twisted and turned it, opening the hole wider. "Mmmnn," Sofy groaned, "Make me ready."
"I can't wait to fuck that hot tight ass of yours," her Mom murmured back, "It's so sexy and fuckable, I love it."
"MMmnnn, it's yours, Mom," moaned Sofy. Her Mom's finger turned round again, making her shiver with anticipation - the finger was fine as a starter, but it was nothing compared to the woman's weapon, not as hard or long or thick... a finger could prep, but only a weapon could really pleasure. Still, preparation was important so she worked her hips up and down, swivelling them round and round her Mom's finger so that her Mom could open the butt. Her Mom pulled out, but only for a second and when she returned a second finger had joined the first, pressing down the tight hole and making Sofy wince a little. Her Mom continued to work the fingers in and out, harder with two than one, but at the same time more effective preparing the ass for the much larger weapon.
She moved her other hand from the tit and onto the teen's ass, stroking the cheek and then gripping it. Sofy groaned and wiggled in anticipation, knowing the foreplay was almost over. Her Mom pulled her fingers out again and this time there was no return. Instead, she gripped one of the cheeks pulled it apart from its fellow and used the fingers she'd been penetrating Sofy with to grip the weapon and guide it to the hole. For a moment the teen felt the weapon's tip against her still-open rosebud and then it was in, pushing down and further opening her tight rear hole. She groaned excitedly, lifting her hips to meet her Mom. The older woman pressed down, giving her teen daughter the wooden cock she craved so much. Up Tori moved again, the toy sliding back from her daughter's hole. But only for a second before she thrust in again, grunting as she put her back into it, driving the weapon deep into it's new sheath.
"Yes, oh Goddess yes," Sofy moaned appreciatively, her hands scrabbling out to grip the sheets and tug them closer. Her Mom was rising again and then falling, slamming the phallus deeper into Sofy's ass. The teen gave another gasp as she felt her tunnel being stretched by the thick pole, nerve endings behind the wall waking up with a metaphorical shriek. The volleys of pleasure hit her harder, making her toes curl and her fingers tighten. "Yes, oh, yes, fuck me," the teen groaned. Her Mom was moving harder, each thrust sliding in deeper and finding spots which had not yet woken. Sofy closed her eyes and let the exciting pleasure rush through her, any discomfort from the stretching of her chute walls no more than a minor sensation compared to the ecstatic bliss which was coming with it. "Oh, give me that cock, Mom, I want it deep."
Her Mom pounded away, harder and faster, each thrust hammering the cock in as deep into the teenager's hole as it would go. Sofy shrieked in pleasure, her nails digging into the sheets as she clasped her hands together, her feet stretched out sharply and bending in pleasure. She had never believed how enjoyable anal sex could be until her Mom had introduced her to it on the night she'd been rescued. Ever since Sofy had been addicted. Sure, she didn't mind the weapon in her pussy and she never turned down the chance for a front-hole fuck, but given the option, she'd always go for the back door, the orgasms were more intense and long-lasting and the level of intimacy the greater the more taboo (and what could be more taboo than a Mom butt-banging her daughter). Luckily her Mom also loved the same hole and they quickly settled into a routine where they fucked every night and for five out of seven it would be anal that was on offer (the other two days allowed Sofy's well-used butt to recover so it was ready to be pounded again).
"Yessss, yessss," squealed Sofy, her body vibrating in pleasure. She could feel her Mom's warm breath on her back as the older woman pumped away. She could imagine the alluring smile on her face as she enjoyed her daughter's butt as much as Sofy enjoyed her having it; but that was the only down-side to being taken from behind, she could gaze into her Mom's eyes as they fucked and wallow in her Mom's beauty. Sometimes her Mom lay her on her back and lifted her so that she could fuck her face to face, though that was best left for the light and summer when they weren't under the blankets. In the winter face down under the furs was probably better and meant that the shivers were all down to pleasure not cold, and even if she couldn't see her Mom's face she still had it imprinted in her mind's eye. "Yessss," the teen shrieked louder, "Fuck me harder."
The weapon slammed down, its natural oils easing its passage. It felt so good in her butt-hole, that Sofy couldn't help but slide a hand under herself and start to finger her soaking pussy in unison. Her finger might not have the girth or length of the weapon, but it still always felt good to have something in each hole. She wondered what it would be like to have a second woman's weapon in there, instead of her finger, that would fill her up and she was sure to make her cum like a boiling kettle. She moaned as she imagined it, perhaps a second Amazon with her Mom, both women fucking her together like she was a rag doll they were fighting over; her Mom would win obviously but not before Sofy had orgasmed multiple times. The fantasy made her next climax even more orgasmic, the pleasure so powerful it was like being caught in the maw of a dragon. "Aaaarrrghhh, yesssss," she screamed, "Yesssss, Goddess, yessssss!"
Her Mom didn't even pause, slamming in and out, ramming the teen with passionate intensity. Sofy ran a finger harder into her pussy, the hole literally flooding with juice. The orgasms increased in power, so strong that the young teen felt like she was about to break as every muscle strained and every nerve stretched. Her heart beat faster and faster like someone was using an axe to break out of her ribcage and sweat dripped from every pore, soaking her skin as much as cum was soaking her twat. She screamed again in pleasure, her entire body rocking like she was trying to throw her Mom off. Luckily her Mom was a good rider who was able to keep on the wildest of mounts and the older woman wasn't slowed by the teen's paroxysms as she carried on ramming deep and hard. "Mmmn, take it, take my weapon deep," she grunted as she went in and out of her daughter.
"Yesss, aaarrrghhh, fuck me, yessss," Sofy screamed in reply. She could feel another wave of orgasms crash through her in a repeat charge of pleasure. Her back arched and bent, and her Mom drove down on her and forced her back into the soft bed. The teen's cunt jetted cum over the sheet, soaking the cotton with her juice. "Yessssss," she shrieked, "Yessssss!"
Her Mom was panting in her ear, gearing up for one last sprint. The teen gripped the bedding and writhed in pleasure as the older woman went up and down on her. Each thrust was heavenly, sending her to an orgasmic paradise of delight. "Yessss," she screamed, "Yessssss!" It felt like she was on fire, burning in a climactic flame, her entire body red and molten, her blood boiling, her hair in ashes and her skin crisp and dark. "Yesssss, yesssss!" Sofy shrieked again as every part of her seemed to be erupting like a volcano, her cunt literally spurting out a jet of juice into the bed as she came, "AAAarrrghhhh, yessssss!"
Her Mom rolled off her and the fur blankets dropped with her covering them both as they lay sated and satisfied. "Love you," Sofy murmured.
"Love you too," her Mom replied.
*
It was still dark so Sofy wasn't sure why she'd woken up.
Beside her, her Mom was moving, calling something out which in her sleepy state and with the furs half over her head the teen couldn't decipher. A roll of cold air hit the teen as the blankets were pushed back and her Mom got out of bed. Now Sofy could hear what had woken them, a hammering at the door. "I'm coming," her Mom shouted.
Whoever it was must have heard as they stopped banging at the door. Sofy struggled into a sitting position, watching as her Mom pulled on the dress and then a warmer cloak around it. The teen didn't know what was going on, but few people called when it was still dark without a reason so she followed her Mom and quickly slipped into her dress and sandals. By the time she'd done so, her Mom was dressed and had moved to the front room. Sofy quickly lit the lantern and followed. Her Mom had taken her sword and scabbard, laying them out of sight by the front door, but within easy reach.
"What's the emergency?" she said as she opened the door.
A woman was standing there in Amazon armour, with a teen a few feet behind her about Sofy's age and just as pretty. "Hello Tori," said Katarinka.
"Hello Mom," said Tori, "You better come in."
*
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The sun was well into the morning sky when Aina awoke. She stretched and hugged the warm blankets against her body; it had been weeks since she'd had the luxury of a bed with soft feathers in the mattress and a comfy pillow against which to lay her head and covers which didn't leave a leg or arm outside no matter how closely they were pulled. If she had been lucky they had a small fire, but often her Grandmom wouldn't permit it as she feared giving themselves away; bounty hunters would be after them by now and woodsman could earn a year's wages by informing on them. There had been several close shaves since they escaped, an inn where they had stopped only to discover a wanted poster on the wall (they had stuck to the woods and wilds since then), and another time when they'd almost stumbled on some men out with hunting dogs, who luckily seemed more interested in chasing down some bears than them.
Slowly she opened her eyes, wanting to get the full benefit of gradually waking up. She was alone in the bed, she vaguely remembered her Grandmom getting up just as dawn was breaking and telling the teen she could stay where she was if she wanted, something Aina had taken full advantage of. Each morning she'd had been waking up cold and aching, to face cold rabbit if she was lucky, a couple of handfuls of berries and some overripe apples if she was not. Then they'd mount the horse and ride through the wilderness, relying on her Grandmom's sense of direction to guide them, only stopping for her Grandmom to pot a hare until dusk. Not that Aina was complaining, the alternative was being married to the revolting Sir Belgrothian -- at least until he and her step-father could find a way for her to have a convenient accident. But there was enough reason, despite the discomfort, the dreary cold and continual danger, that Aina counted the recent weeks as the best time in her life, as every night she'd get under the covers with her Grandmom and the older woman would fuck her until she screamed.
It had been almost disappointing when her Grandmom had announced they should be no more than a day from their destination.
She had vaguely known she had an Aunt, her mama had mentioned her a few times, and that she married a man she'd met on some mercenary adventure and settled down to domesticity, outside Amazonia lands where no males could permanently settle. Hugh seemed to think this was what all Amazons should do, but Aina wondered why any Amazon would want to wed a man and not a sexy, beautiful thrall. But her Grandmom thought it best they head for her daughter's; the ways to the border with Amazonia would be teeming with bounty hunters and Hugh's men and if they were going further into the lands of men, hopefully they'd think they were heading to one of the Port cities, not a market town in a provincial barony.
The teen stretched again and yawned, pushing the blankets away from her naked body and shivering slightly as the chill air woke her up fully. She reached for her pussy and gently rubbed it, she'd not been fucked since yesterday before breakfast, it had been late at night (or very early in the morning) when they'd arrived and Aina had been even more tired than she was horny (which was unusual and showed how exhausted she was). Getting up she padded across the floor and got into her dress, it was peasant's garb and not nearly as comfortable or attractive as her silks, which were in the saddlebags, but it was much warmer as her Grandmom had said when she stole it from the washing line outside a small village hut. She was just pulling it over her head when the bedroom door opened and in walked an attractive dark-haired teen about Aina's age.
"Good morning cousin," the teen said. "I've brought you some warm water."
"Morning," Aina said. They'd been introduced early this morning, but as Aina had been so tired she was almost fainting, it took her a moment to recall the other teen's name, "Sofy." She said and her cousin smiled gratefully as if she was glad Aina had remembered.
She set down the bowl of warm water she'd been carrying and said, "There's some breakfast when you're ready, some blueberry pancakes and sausages and bacon as well."
It sounded delicious and Aina nodded her agreement eagerly, "I'll be through in a minute, after I've washed my hands."
"It seems strange to realise I have a cousin," the other teen was still standing by the door as Aina looked around for her shoes.
"Yes, me as well. I mean I think I knew I had an aunt, but my mama never really talked about her and I hardly ever saw Grandmom, until a few weeks ago."
"Yeah, my Mom has always been very tight-lipped about her family, I gather they weren't happy about her marrying my father," Sofy said, "I didn't even know she was an Amazon until a few months ago. I'd never heard of thralls, I thought all the women were Amazon's"
"Well, I suppose it's mainly the Amazons who travel abroad, thralls tend to be left at home, my Mama only left when my Mom died and she was made to marry my step-father. He thought everyone in Amazonia was an Amazon, I heard him boast he was bedding an Amazon as if he could!"
"You're a thrall, then," Sofy asked and Aina nodded, she certainly wasn't tough enough to be an Amazon, but thralls were the Amazon's women and she was more than happy to be that. Her cousin nodded, "Me too."
"Can I ask a personal question?" Aina said.
"Sure, yes."
"So you and your Mom, are you, you know, a couple?"
"Is my Amazonian Mom giving me her woman's weapon?" giggled Sofy, "Oh yes, we're fucking all the time, this used to be my room, but I've not slept here for months, ever since Mom rescued me from the orcs and we got together."
"Grandmom rescued me as well," said Aina, "From my stepfather."
"She was saying... I was talking to her as I made breakfast, she sounded very brave, were you scared?"
"Terrified, but I knew she'd protect me, what about the orcs?"
"Oh I was sure I was going to be raped and killed, when Mom appeared, she was so strong and tough I think I just fell in love with her. Grandmom..." [it was strange to hear someone else call her that, though what else would Sofy call her?] "...said that you and here were lovers as well."
"Yes, since we escaped. It's kinda wonderful."
"Tell me about it, I can't get enough of Mom's women's weapon," said Sofy and Aina patted the bed for her cousin to sit beside her.
The two teens exchanged stories of how they'd got together with their Amazon lovers and how good the sex was, as well as how frequent -- something neither they nor Katarinka and Tori complained about. They discovered that both the women's weapons were large and thick and that both teens liked it that way. Aina admitted that she loved it when her Grandmom banged her back door and Sofy said she loved it that way as well and luckily so did her Mom. The two of them had so much in common that Aina quickly decided that she and Sofy were going to be the best of friends as well as cousins.
After probably too long a while Sofy stood up and said, "We better go into breakfast, otherwise it'll be too cold."
The two teens walked through to the kitchen. At the table, Tori and her own Mom were arm wrestling, the two of them straining against each other and neither getting anywhere. However, Aina wandering over and kissing her Grandmom on the forehead distracted her long enough for Tori to push her down, though her aunt wasn't unoccupied for long as her own daughter moved behind her to gently massage her shoulders. The two Amazons exchanged looks as slow smiles crossed their faces. Aina gave a little squeak of surprise and delight as her Grandmom's arm wrapped around her and pulled the teen onto her lap. Across the table, Sofy had little time to digest this before her own Mom was patting her own lap and motioning to her daughter to sit on it.
"Looks like I have two sexy granddaughters," Katarinka said as she slid her arm up Aina's front, sliding over the breast as she did so and making the teen shiver in excitement, even if the material of her dress meant there was no flesh to flesh contact.
"You do," grinned Tori. Her hand was moving up the inside of Sofy's thigh. Aina watched it in fascination as it vanished from view and her cousin gave a titter of pleasure, which suggested that the hand was finding its target. Her own lover was cradling her tit through the dress and gently, but very overtly, squeezing it. Aina had known a lot of courting couples, but they kept the courting to the privacy of their own rooms and didn't fondle their girlfriends in front of others. However, she had to admit it was also a little exciting, knowing that Sofy and Tori could see her being played with and that they were, in turn, displaying their passion to her and her Grandmom. The teen leaned back into Katarinka and let out a purr of pleasure to show she was happy with being groped in public. Her Grandmom used her spare hand to brush away the hair covering the side of the teen's neck before kissing it, not making an effort to hide what she was doing.
Opposite her daughter, grinned and did the same, her lips pressing at Sofy's exposed throat, making the teenager blush a little and moan a lot. It turned Aina on, watching it, almost as much as she was turned on by her Grandmom's touch on her. She gave her own groan of excitement as her own breast was squeezed tightly. She felt her Grandmom moving the other hand over her leg, rubbing at the bare skin beneath her dress and moving upwards, replicating what she had just seen her aunt and cousin doing. They seemed to copy in turn as one of Tori's hands was on her daughter's bosom, squeezing the pert mound through the teen's dress, Sofy was smiling widely, her eyes closed as she wriggled on her Mom's lap, obviously enjoying her touch as much as Aina was enjoying Katarinka's.
"Mmmnn," the teen let out a satisfied groan as her Grandmom's hand went under her dress and found the pantyless pussy. With a skill born of much practice, her fingers found the clitoral hood and pressed and rubbed the sensitive bud underneath, sending warm waves of sexual pleasure into Aina's pussy. She quickly found herself getting damp as her Grandmom's fingers continued to run over her clitoris and stimulate it into a state of satisfaction. Moaning she gently rocked back and forth, before letting out a gasp as two of Katarinka's fingers pushed at her slit entrance and drove in.
"Ooohhh, yessss," her cousin let out an equally impassioned sigh and Aina could see her aunt's hand moving under the teen's dress, the older woman playing with her daughter's cunt. Tori could see Aina looking so she briefly moved her hand out, but only long enough so she could pull up her daughter's dress to her stomach, exposing the bald slit. Then she returned, her thumb rubbing at the clit whilst she pumped a couple of fingers in the hole. Sofy gasped and bucked in pleasure, widening her legs as if she wanted to make sure her cousin and Grandmom got a good view.
"Very nice," purred Katarinka into Aina's ear and the teen wasn't sure whether she was talking about the sight of her other granddaughter's twat being fingered or the feel of Aina's wet tunnel walls clamping around her own fingers as she drove them down. Not that it mattered, both were good. Aina shivered and shuddered, opening her legs to allow her Grandmom more space. At the same time, she gently lifted her dress up, matching her cousin's pose and showing her aunt her pussy as it was penetrated. Tori grinned wider and sped up her own fingering, making her daughter gasp out loud.
Shuddering in pleasure Aina kept her dress high, there was something very exciting about exposing her most intimate parts, especially as they were being fingered. She wondered if Sofy felt the same, the other teen's eyes were still closed, but that seemed to be because it made the orgasms she was getting feel more intense than because she was shy or didn't want to look at her cousin's cunt. Her Mom certainly didn't mind, as she was gazing quite openly at the teenage twat in front of her, working her own fingers into her daughter in time with Katarinka. Gradually Katarinka began to speed up, slamming her fingers faster and harder into Aina's dripping fuckhole, making the teen gasp and cry. Tori increased her speed to match her and then overtake her, hammering her own daughter's twat so that the teenager was shivering and quaking, her gasps as loud as Aina's. Katarinka wasn't going to be second for longer and Aina was almost doubled in ecstasy as her Grandmom drove faster and harder, like she and Tori were in competition.
"Yesss, yesss," cried out in Aina as the waves of climactic pleasure started to build, "Oooohhh yessss, yesss!"
Opposite her Sofy was also shrieking in pleasure, "Fuck my pussy, I want it, faster, aaaarrgghh, faster, Goddesssss, Goddesssss!"
Her Grandmom pulled at the cords at the front of her dress, pulling it open so the teen's pert breasts fell out. She gripped one and pulled at the erect nipple, squeezing it between her fingers and adding to the waves of excitement rushing through the teen. To add to her belief that the two Amazons were either competing or copying she saw that Sofy's dress was also down, her tits bouncing up and down as her Mom reached up and started to knead and play with them. "Aaarrrghh," the teen squealed, "Aaarrghhh yesssss."
The cries of the two teenage thralls filled the cabin's kitchen as they were both finger-fucked towards a heavenly climax. "Yessss, yesss, Goddessssss! Aaaaarrghhh, aaaarrrghh, fuuuckkk!"
Their Amazon lovers continued to slam in, hitting the teenager's sweet spots repeatedly and making both of them buck and shudder. Aina gripped the table with one hand, almost scared without the stability of it she'd collapse to the floor in a heap. "Make me cum," she squealed, "Aaaarrrghhh Grandmom, finger my cunt harder."
The older woman's fingers continued to do their work, racing in and out of the soaking hole, pushing Aina up the hill towards the peak of pleasure. She gasped out, again her hand gripping the table so tightly it was a wonder that neither her nails nor the wood splintered. "Yessss, yesssss, yesssss," she screamed, dimly aware that just feet away her cousin was also shrieking in orgasmic bliss, "Yesssss!"
The orgasms hit her like a storm from below, the power of it almost making her take off. "Yesssss," she shrieked as the orgasm tore through her, reducing every bone to jelly and every nerve to flame, "Yessssss!"
Her Grandmom pulled out her finger and a panting Aina collapsed back against her, panting and trying to steady her breathing. She closed her eyes momentarily, hearing the pump of her heart and the gasps of Sofy as she too tried to recover her equilibrium after her multiple climaxes.
"I think you enjoyed that," said Katarinka with a grin.
"Oh Goddess, yes," replied Aina.
"We better have some breakfast before the bacon gets cold," Tori said.
The bacon turned out to be almost frozen it had been left so long and near hard as iron as well; Aina didn't care.
*
After breakfast, though it was so late it was pretty much indistinguishable from lunch, Tori said she was going to grind some herbs up for some powders she had on order and Katarinka joined her daughter. It left Sofy and Aina alone, though Aina's thoughts that they would spend the afternoon on the couch gossiping and getting to know each other, was swiftly corrected when Sofy announced she had chores to do. With nothing else to do Aina offered to join her, though she'd never dusted a mantelpiece or made a bed in her life - there were servants to do these things. Still, following Sofy's instructions she managed to make a half-passable job of folding her first sheets and almost a good one of stacking the firewood from outside next to the fireplace -- it wasn't what she'd have chosen to spend her afternoon doing, but it was made bearable by her cousin and the two teens continued to discover that they had much in common beyond being Amazon lovers, laughing at the same jokes and liking the same fairy stories and both desperate to one day get to the Amazon lands and to see how thralls lived in a world where they didn't hide.
The two Amazon women appeared before dinner and sat down at the table as the two thralls prepared it (or rather Sofy prepared it and instructed Aina in cutting vegetables and stirring stew). However, as she helped dish it up Aina felt a small measure of satisfaction, there was something rather than enjoyable about making dinner for your woman (as her Grandmom was) and serving it to her. She noticed that Sofy waited for her own Mom to take a bite of the stew and say it was good before she smiled and relaxed as if her Mom's praise was the high point of her meal. The four of them ate up, the food was plainer than Aina would have had if the banquet hall at home (or at least what had once been her home, she wouldn't ever be back there she knew), but somehow that made it tastier and certainly both her Grandmom and aunt cleaned their plates happily, leaving nothing on them apart from a few streaks of gravy.
"We're going to spar outside," Katarinka said when the meal was finished.
"It's a long time since I've practised with anyone," her daughter said, "and this old woman is better than nothing."
"I'll show you old," said Katarinka with a laugh, "Remember there's not a trick you know that I didn't teach you."
"We'll wash, then we'll come and watch you," said Sofy. Aina nodded her agreement, she did enjoy seeing her Grandmom practice her moves -- she looked so strong, graceful at the same time and sexy with it.
The two Amazons nodded their agreement, leaving the cousins to wash the dishes and admit to each other how hot they thought watching their lovers' exercise was, unsurprisingly it was another thing the teens found they had in common. The cleaning up finished they eagerly headed out the back to the stand just next to the herb garden and watched the Amazon's spar on the patch of grass next to the shed. It was getting dark and there was a chill in the air, neither of which were really dissipated by the torches that had been lit and were burning in each corner.
The two women were finishing up as the teens arrived, both clad in boots and metal skirts, but topless, their bare breasts swinging and jiggling as they warmed up. Looking closely Aina could see the tip of the woman's weapon beneath Katarinka's skirt and she felt a wave of lust, remembering the times it had been deep within her, her Grandmom fucking her into orgasm after orgasm -- the finger this morning had been fun, but for choice, Aina would have gone for the thick slab of wooden pleasure any time. The two Amazons picked up their swords, leaving their shields leaning against the fence, and moved to either side of the grass patch.
Sofy Friend slipped her arm through Aina's, "This is exciting isn't it? Who do you think will win?"
Aina had no idea, but she tried to sound knowledgeable and pick up some of the things Katarinka had told her as they were tramping through the woods, "Well your Mom is younger, but Grandmom is more experienced."
Sofy nodded sagely, probably knowing no more about duels than her cousin. "They both have a chance," she said.
"As it's not for real I don't mind who wins," lied Aina.
Her cousin grinned, "Well if you wanted to support Grandmom, I could support Mom, that'd be fair."
"Oh yes," giggled Aina, hugging her cousin closer to get some of her warmth, "That'd be fair."
"Perhaps we should give them some encouragement," giggled Sofy and reached for the lace holding together the front of her dress.
"Good idea," agreed Aina doing the same.
The two teens quickly undid their bodices and got out their tits, jumping up and down and cheering on their lovers as the two older women swung their swords in the warm-up. Both looked towards the thralls, it was too dark for them to see much, but even so, the fact that the teenagers were cheering them on topless was unmistakable. Both women gave a small nod of acknowledgement back and settled into a fighting stance.



For five, ten, fifteen seconds they were motionless, Aina hardly able to breathe as she watched excitedly waiting for one or the other to make the move. Later on, she thought it was Tori who moved first, but Sofy was sure it was Katarinka -- though in a way it didn't matter as both women were swinging their swords at speed, the weapons almost whistling through the air to be parried and blocked, before driving forward and curling in vast sweeps in counter-attacks.
Aina could feel Sofy gripping her arm tightly, her cousin's eyes wide as she stared in rapt attention. Aina was doing the same, she had seen Katarinka fight before, but they had been life-and-death struggles, where any excitement at seeing her woman fight had been vastly dwarfed by her fear. This time there was no danger, Tori might feel some rivalry towards her Mom, Aina guessed but it was a friendly rivalry which Katarinka encouraged. The loser would have a dent in their pride, not a fatal gash in their stomach. The swords clashed again, steel against steel, both women stepping back before going forward again, moving so fast that Aina could barely follow them. Thrusts and cuts and parries, high, low, in-between. The teen felt a slight sense of nervousness -- her Grandmom was the best swordswoman ever, and her aunt was obviously good as well, but they seemed to be going so fast and so aggressively she was worried one of them would slip and make a mistake, accidentally stabbing or cutting the other. She shivered at the thought and gripped her cousin's arm back harder.
There was another flurry of blows and counter-blows, the Amazon's legs and arms a blur of movement as they frantically positioned and re-positioned themselves, trying to find a gap in the other's defences and make sure there was none in theirs. After a quarter of a minute, they both took a step, at opposite ends of the grass patch from where they had been seconds before. "You've not got any faster since we last sparred," Katarinka said.
"You've certainly got slower," Tori replied.
By mutual consent they paused their attacks, leaning their swords down against the wooden fence and wiping sweat from their bodies with a couple of rags that they had brought out for that purpose. Katarinka turned to the audience, "What did you think?"
"Oh, we thought you were both so good, strong, but agile, didn't we Aina?"
Aina nodded her agreement, "I couldn't tell who was going to win. I'm not sure who did."
"I did," replied her Grandmom and Aunt together. Both grinned when they heard the other speak.
"What about a friendly wager, Mom," Tori said. She turned and eyed Aina up and down, making the teen both blush and preen at the same time.
"What are you thinking?" Katarinka asked, her own gaze turning to Sofy and grinning as she admired the view. Her lustful smile suggested she might be thinking pretty much the same thing as her daughter.
"Whoever wins gets to fuck the other's girl," Tori said.
"Sounds fair," said Katarinka.
Aina and Sofy exchanged quick glances. Aina had quickly suspected that's what the wager might be and was up for it, it seemed like the thing a good thrall should be willing to do and a bad one, even more so. She smiled and gave a quick nod to Sofy, who tittered and grinned back. They quickly both nodded at Katarinka and Tori to show they agreed, though strictly speaking neither Amazon had asked their opinion.
"I'm going to enjoy banging Aina in the ass whilst you watch," grinned Tori, winking at the giggling teen and picking up her sword again.
"Not as much as Sofy's going to enjoy being fucked by a real Amazon," countered Katarinka.
The two Amazons stood opposite each other, remaining as still as statues, before without warning they sprang into action. Aina couldn't work out if there had been some signal or if they'd counted it down or if one had moved first and the other had reacted so instantly it was like they'd done it together. But how it started didn't matter, only how it ended did. The two teens gripped each other's arms in excitement as they watched their lover's furious duel, the swords speeding through the air so quickly and the two Amazons pirouetting and dancing away and around. It was impossible to tell who was better, at least to Aina's inexperienced eyes, though it was obvious that both were very good indeed (though Aina had already seen how good her Grandmom was in real life so that was no surprise to her).
It was even more exciting than the first of their spars, knowing that they were playing for her ass added a powerful frisson to the contest. The teen gave a small cheer for her Grandmom, though part of her wondered what it would be like to be fucked by another woman and she found that the thought of it made her excited; not that she'd want to do it every night, her Grandmom was still the woman of her dreams, but as something different, like an apple pie, which was lovely, but not as tasty as her favourite strawberry cakes. She glanced at Sofy and her cousin grinned back, leaning towards her, "Grandmom looks faster. I think she might win."
"Yes, but Aunt Tori is more agile," replied Aina, though she wasn't sure if either of their statements was true, but the sub-text was that Sofy didn't mind who won either.
The sound of clashing swords brought both teens back to the spectacle in front, the two of them clasping each other tightly as the exciting (and a little scary) duel took place. One second it seemed Tori had the edge, pressing forward with a series of thrusts and then it was her Mom, counter-attacking fiercely with speeding cuts. Back and forth the two Amazons raged, their swords moving like lightning -- each time seeming to be heading towards an inevitable accident only to be parried or avoided.
The sky grew even darker, the last vestiges of dusk vanishing and the clouds overhead blocking the dim illumination the stars and moon offered. The only light was the torches and they were stuttering as they were burnt away. The two Amazons were even vaguer shapes in the darkness, barely visible to the teens, though from swish and clash of swords, they could hear the combat and know the two women could still see enough to fight.
The first torch went out, the second one kept up its flame for a few moments more before it too dwindled into nothingness. The two women, as if by mutual agreement, pulled back and replaced their swords in their scabbards, before walking over to the teens. As they got nearer Aina could see the naked bosoms on display and the firm, flat stomachs of the Amazons which belied their age and despite the coolness of the night, both were slick with sweat, rivulets running down them. "Who won?" she asked, strangely excited "It was too dark to see."
"It was a draw," explained her Grandmom, before giving a grin, "I decided to go easy on her."
There was a snort from her daughter, "More that I wasn't bothering to try."
Whilst Aina felt this was probably a fair result it did leave her and Sofy in a quandary about their bed arrangements and she wondered whether she needed to delicately raise the subject in case she went into the wrong room. Luckily the situation resolved itself as her Grandmom turned to her daughter, "So if neither of us lost, it must be we're both winners."
Aina knew that it didn't follow that just because you hadn't lost it meant you'd won, but as her Aunt was nodding and looking at her lustfully she decided now was not time for a lesson in the philosophy of logic. "Looks like I get you tonight," the older woman said as Aina unhooked herself from her cousin and slid her arm through her aunt's.
"And I get to fuck my other granddaughter," grinned Katarinka as a giggling Sofy coupled with her as well.
The two women led the teenage girls inside. Tori paused outside her bedroom door, her hand around Aina's waist and stroking her butt sensually. She gave a grin at her own Mom as she led Sofy towards the second room, "Goodnight. Have fun."
"We will," replied Katarinka, with a wicked smile, "You two have fun as well, I want to hear screams or you're not trying hard enough"
"You will," responded her daughter as Aina gave a coquettish titter and pressed herself at her aunt so that the older woman could feel her nubile body rubbing at her promising much.
The two couples separated, Tori leading Aina into the bedroom the Amazon normally shared with her own daughter. She shut the door behind them and after lighting a couple of lanterns, pulled her niece closer, her naked breasts firm against the teen's chest. Her hands went up under Aina's dress, gripping her firm round butt cheeks and squeezing them tight. "Time to claim my prize," she said as her mouth descended.
Strictly speaking, as it had been a draw Aina wasn't really a prize, but she decided now was not the time to be too literal as her aunt's mouth closed on her own and she could feel the push of the older woman's tongue at her lips. She opened up and slid back, intertwining her own tongue with the Amazon's and tasting the other's wetness as they teased and probed. Her hands were on Tori's waist, finding the belt buckle and undoing on so that the metal skirt the Amazon was wearing fell to the ground with a clank. Underneath it was her woman's weapon and Aina reached down to grip it, her hand moving up and down the polished wood as she imagined how good it would feel as it slipped into her.
Her aunt started to undo her dress, slipping it off her shoulders and pulling it down to her waist so the teenager's pert titties were out. Leaning down she started to kiss and suckle them, her tongue speeding around nipples until they were stiff and hard. Her aunt opened her mouth wider, sucking in the tit and slurping at it. The erogenous zones around the nipple went into overdrive and Aina moaned and trembled in pleasure, closing her eyes and letting the feelings of bliss seep through her. She'd only her Gran to compare her aunt to and whilst she wasn't sure she was quite as good, she was still hitting the right buttons and doing the right things well. The teen let out another moan of excitement, her hands gripping her aunt's weapon fiercely, "Ohhh, this good, mmmnnn it feels so hot."
Her aunt grinned and kissed the teen again, her mouth devouring Aina's as her tongue surged forward. The two of them stood bosom to bosom, the room filling with their slurps and sighs as their lips moved in unison, half-opening and closing as if they were trying to eat. Tori's hands were on Aina's ass again, feeling it and grasping it, her fingers stabbing hard at the flesh. After a few moments, she placed her hand on the teen's stomach and gently pushed her back onto the bed. Aina fell backwards, giggling and lifting her legs upwards, so her aunt could grab her dress and pull it up over her legs and toss it onto a trunk in the corner.
The older woman looked down, "That cunt looks so wet."
"It's soaking," Aina purred her fingers spreading the slit open so her aunt could see the moist pink flesh. She giggled "It's tight as well."
The older woman licked her lips hungrily, "Some extra lubrication won't hurt," she said, "Has your Grandmom taught you how to suck a woman's weapon?"
"In great depth," Aina said and got off the bed to kneel on a rug, looking up at the Amazon enticingly, "Let me show you."
Her aunt didn't need a second invitation, quickly taking the few steps needed to stand in front of her niece, her large wooden weapon dangling in front of her. The teen took it in her hand, her fingers stroking over it as she estimated the size; it was the same length as the one her Grandmom fucked her with, perhaps a little thinner at the base, but with an end which was rounder and thicker than the pointed shaft of her Grandmom's; however, it'd do nicely and she found her pussy getting even damper as she took hold of it and lowered her mouth onto it. Her lips opened and she slipped them down, going slowly and getting used to the taste and feel of the smooth wood.
"That's it, Aina, suck my weapon, " the Amazon instructed, "Show me what you can do."
The teen was keen to impress, so she sucked hard and bobbed her head, taking more than was comfortable. The end of the toy pushed at her cheek and slid round, near to her throat but not entering it; Aina kept it in position as long as she could before pulling her head back and grinning up, "I'll make sure this weapon is soaking," she said and before her aunt could reply she was down again, her head moving forward as she took the toy in, deeper this time so that she could feel the gag reflex threatening to kick in and her little tears prickled against her eyes.
"MMmnnn, you're doing well," her Grandmom said and Aina gave a little blush of pleasure as she pulled back; it gave her a sense of accomplishment that her aunt thought she was giving a good blowjob, especially as she imagined that Tori was an experienced and skilled weapon-gobbler. She gave a small smile and then dove back down again, her head bobbing back and forth as she took the dick deep into her mouth. She almost choked as she took it, but she gripped her hands in a ball and forced herself to relax and keep in control. Down she went, deeper and deeper, every few seconds springing back only to go forward again. Her aunt gave an appreciative groan as the teen's mouth forced the weapon back against the Amazon's clit, her hands grasping at Aina's bare shoulders, holding her tightly as she bobbed back and forth. "That's it, Aina, take my cock, make it wet, I want it soaked when I fuck you with it."
The teen's only cunt was leaking in excitement and she reached down to rub it eagerly. She raised her eyes to look up at her aunt, the older woman's gaze locked on hers and she smiled encouragingly. Aina took the cock deeper, feeling her lips slide down the polished wood and seeing her aunt's pelvis coming nearer and nearer until she felt her nose pressing at her aunt's flesh and the end of the weapon filling her throat. She could only stay like that for a moment before she had to bounce back, but she only paused for a second before she was returning, her head moving harder and faster as she eagerly sucked and slurped at the smooth wood, using her nose to breathe.
Up and down she went, faster, harder, showing her aunt what she had learned and hoping the older woman was enjoying it. She seemed to be as her fingers were tightly gripping at Aina's shoulders and her hips were gently moving in time with the teen's thrusts. A moan escaped Tori's lips, "MMnnn, you're doing well."
The words were honey from heaven for the teen, making her even more eager to take the cock down despite the choking sensation she felt with each thrust. Her hands reached up and grasped the Amazon's ass, firm and muscular -- like her Grandmom's -- and she used it for leverage, driving her face down the cock and ramming its tip against her throat. The weapon must be soaking by now, she thought, like a log left out in the rain overnight. Her aunt must have been thinking the same thing as she pulled her hips back and took a step away, so the weapon sprung out of Aina's mouth. Both looked at it, the polished wood was gleaming bright as streaming drips of saliva fell from it. Aina looked up to her aunt for the Amazon to confirm she'd done a good job, Tori was nodding her acceptance and reaching down to help her niece to her feet. "Onto the bed and spread your legs, I'm going to fuck that tight little twat."
The teen moved so fast it was like she was in a race, lying back and rubbing her cunt eagerly as Tori clambered onto the bed at a more measured pace. The older woman moved over her, holding her weapon, looking down lustfully for a moment as the teen giggled and licked her lips invitingly, her fingers gently opening her hole for her aunt's pleasure (and her own). The brief pause seemed to last forever, the teen almost shivering with excited anticipation at the thought of the wooden strap-on dick entering her.
And then it happened.
"Mmmnn," Aina let out a deep sigh of satisfaction as the polished weapon slid into her slick sexhole.
Her aunt's face was over her, smiling as the older woman raised her hips before driving it in again, and again, and again. Aina gasped in pleasure, her arms reaching out like she was on a cross and her legs opening as wide as she could manage, spreading her slit open to allow full access. Her aunt drove down harder, her naked body thudding against the teenager's, their breasts bouncing together. Aina gave another groan of ecstasy, burying herself into the soft mattress as the fit, muscular body of her aunt slammed into her repeatedly. The weapon filled her hole, racing over the erogenous zones as it grazed over the lubricated walls. Aina didn't know if the deep-throating she had given the toy was helping, but she knew it had done no harm as her aunt continued to speed up, hammering away.
"Yes, yes, fuck me," she gasped as her aunt continued to do just that. Being fucked by an Amazon was amazing Aina felt, her Grandmom and now her aunt, both taking her to clouds in a heaven she hadn't known could exist. No fat, pudgy, weak Sir Belgrothian could compare to being hammered by a firm, fit Amazon warrior who knew exactly what a thrall wanted and needed and was able to give it to her. The teen remembered listening to the maids as they cleaned the kitchen and she sat there eating delicacies the cook had provided, about them complaining about their boyfriends and husbands about how they always came too early before the women could get their own pleasure. There was no problem in that with Tori or her Grandmom, both driving their dicks into the teen so hard that she went from nil to a hundred in just moments and then kept going through climax after climax. Her back bent and buckled as she cried out, "Aaarrrghh, yessss, yessss, fuccckkk! Aaaarrrghhh."
Above her, Tori grinned and continued to pound, her own face contorting in pleasure as the weapon rubbed at her clit and pussy as she drove it in.
"Yesss! Yesss! Keep going! Aaaaahh," through the walls Aina could hear the muffled cries and calls of her cousin as Sofy was slammed by her Grandmom. It was the first time since they'd started banging that Aina wasn't spending the night with the older woman and if Aina hadn't been getting such a good pounding herself she'd have felt jealous, she knew how good a sex partner her Grandmom was having benefitted from the older woman's weapon. Instead, it turned her on, knowing that her cousin was getting fucked in the next room by her lover, whilst she was getting fucked by her cousin's lover. It was so hot, that the only thing which might have been better was if Sofy was getting banged next to her so she could see her Grandmom's strap-on going in as she was also filled -- perhaps she'd hint to her Grandmom it was something to try. In the meantime she just gripped Tori's back and encouraged her on, sure she was also listening to her daughter's cries, and from her smile, enjoying the sounds as much as Aina was.
The wooden bed creaked under the pounding, the headboard smacking at the wall like an axeman trying to break it down. Aina screamed even more loudly as the most intense orgasm yet powered through her. Outside an owl thinking a murder was being committed flew away in panic and the fox that had been stalking outside the henhouse and thinking of dinner decided he'd eat elsewhere. Tori grinned and drove in again, her weapon penetrating the teen deep and hard. Aina kept on shrieking, her spine bending as the orgasms tore through it and took control of her body. Her nails clawed and dug at her aunt's back as if she wasn't sure whether she was fighting her off or forcing her to continue. "AAAaarrghhh, yessssss" she screamed so loudly her throat hurt as the weapon repeatedly stabbed into the hole, cum pouring out like blood from a wound, "Aaaarrrghhh, yesssss."



Next door her cousin shrieked just as loudly, though whether it was a competition or coincidence was impossible for Aina to say. If it was a competition they were either drawing or both winners, depending on your point of view. Another wave of orgasms rushed through her, "Yessssss, aaarrghhhh, yessss!"
Without warning, Tori pulled the strap-on from the teen's streaming cunt. She knelt up, panting and wiping her brow -- however, she looked like she was far from done and Aina licked her own lips and reached down to massage her sopping hole to make sure it didn't have time to recover from the pounding. Her aunt grinned at her and reached down to grasp her waist with her strong hands, "Turn over, on your hands and knees," the Amazon instructed, "I'm going to fuck a new hole."
Aina knew exactly what hole she meant and giggled lasciviously as she turned over and got up, wiggling her pert, round buttocks at her aunt invitingly. Her aunt grinned as she positioned herself behind them, her hands running over the globes sensually, pulling the butt cheeks apart and then pushing them back together teasingly. The teen giggled and wiggled, waiting eagerly for the Amazon to move to the next stage. She didn't have long to wait
The tip of the toy pressed at her rosebud, for a second gently pushing at the muscle as Tori's hands transferred to the teen's waist, gripping her strongly. In position, the older woman rocked her hips, driving the strap-on forward, the point pushing past the pearly entrance and in into the tunnel behind, the wooden weapon opening the walls as it went down. "Mmmnn, yes, ooohhh that's good," moaned Aina as she was penetrated. It felt a little sore and uncomfortable as her ass resisted the anal invader, as it always did at first, but she'd been butt-fucked enough times by her Grandmom lover that she knew that was temporary and would soon be replaced by waves of analgasms that would blow her mind and leave her shrieking in ecstasy. She grasped at the bedding and pushed back towards her aunt, "Yesss," she cried out, "Give me your Amazon dick, fuck my ass so hard."
Whether it was her cries encouraging the older woman or not the Amazon pace seemed to increase, her thighs soon banging against the teen as she slammed her weapon all the way in. Aina squealed louder, her back arching and her toes curling, already the early discomfort was fading to be replaced by a feeling of warm delight which spread from her butt and suffused throughout her body, so she felt she was almost glowing with sexual enjoyment. Her aunt was going faster and faster as she got into a rhythm, grunting as she pounded the tight teenage butt in front of her, "You like my dick, you like it in your ass? Tell me you do..."
"Yessss, yessss, Aunt Tori, I love you fucking me, I love your weapon pounding my asshole open, yesssss, yessss, make me your butt-fucked slut," Aina screamed in reply, as she continually bounced back onto the wooden staff which was expanding her tunnel like it was a finger dipped in clay, "AAaarrrgghh, slam me, ram my ass open, yesssss, yessss, give it to me as hard as you can."
Her final words must have been seen as a challenge as Tori drove even faster and harder so that the bed was rocking like it was a raft in a storm. Through the walls Aina could hear her cousin's shrieking and squealing, suggesting she was also getting a fucking that she wouldn't be complaining about the next morning. Momentarily Aina felt a pang of jealousy as she remembered that Sofy was orgasming as her Grandmom fucked her and then Sofy's Mom thrust forward again, her weapon filling Aina's back hole and stimulating spots normally untouched. The thrall gasped and cried out in ecstasy, her own yelps quickly smothering the sounds of her cousin. If Tori was jealous of her own Mom fucking her daughter she didn't show it and instead carried on giving her niece the butt-fucking she needed to drive away any envious thoughts she had. Aina shrieked again, bucking as the analgasm roared through her, "Aaaarrrghhh, yesssss, aaaarggghhh!"
Her aunt drove in and out, gaping the teen's asshole open and sending her up to heaven in delight. Aina didn't know what her Grandmom had planned next, she had said they couldn't make for the Amazon lands straight away as her step-father would be watching, but she had given no idea of how long they'd be staying at her daughter's; perhaps she didn't know herself. But Aina hoped it wasn't a quick visit and that this night wasn't a one-off, not that she didn't prefer her Grandmom, good though her Aunt was she wasn't the quiet as good as Katarinka, but once or twice a week for variety would certainly be good. It might be that they could even share her one night, the thought of that made Katarinka orgasm, her body shuddering as she squealed out in excitement.
Gripping her waist harder Tori slammed in again and again and again, her firm thighs slapping at the teen's round rump as she fed her the full length of the wooden woman's weapon. Aina's hands clutched at the bedding, her back arching and bending as her face contorted in sexual bliss, her eyes tightly closed and her mouth half-open. The sounds of the bed smacking against the wall, its wooden joints squeaking as it protested its treatment, merged with the muffled cries of Sofy as she too orgasmed relentlessly. Tori grunted and panted, giving all her energy into pounding her thrall niece's, (formerly) tight asshole, her nails biting into the younger woman's side as she grasped her hard for leverage, "Goddess Aina, you're taking my cock deep, you love it up your ass, I'm fucking you better than my Mom does."
The teen agreed with the first two statements, though not the third. Still, she didn't feel now was the time to open a debate around it, instead she just shrieked and screamed, hoping her words were non-committal about who was best whilst still showing how much she was enjoying her aunt, "Aaaarrrghhh, you're fucking me so hard, I love it, I'm cumming again, aaaaarghhhh!"
If she'd been a bird the orgasm would have been so powerful it would have sent her falling to the ground as her wings stopped flapping, if she'd been a caterpillar every one of her legs would have collapsed as they became as weak as water and if she'd been fish she have gulped in the entire ocean of water. As she was none of these she opened her mouth and shrieked loudly as every muscle in every limb seemed to no longer obey her commands and instead expanded and contracted in a sudden series of spasmodic, but enjoyable, bursts. "Aaaaarrrghhh," her screams were loud and impassioned, "Aaaaarrghhh, yessssss!"
Even as she was cumming loudly her aunt was continuing to thrust into her, the older woman's strong grip possibly all that was keen the teen from floating upwards in a miasma of heavenly bliss. Tori panted and grunted, sweat streaming down her naked body, as she hammered the weapon into the hole. If she was slowing down Aina couldn't feel it, the teen's arms giving way under her aunt's sensual assault, leaving her to fall face down into the mattress, her continuing cries muffled. Her aunt gripped her tighter, keeping her rear upright, as she slammed the teen through the orgasm and started the preparation for the next.
It wasn't long in cumming, Aina barely had time to recover from one orgasm before she was hit by the next. It was even more powerful, tearing through her like a conquering army, ripping every bit of her asunder and turning her brain into a grey mush leaving her able to shriek and scream without the ability to form words, never mind sentences, "AAAarrrghhh, aaaaarghhhh."
It seemed however her aunt wasn't finished. Perhaps she was in a competition with her Mom, perhaps she just loved fucking teenage ass, but she seemed determined to bring the teen to climax once again, even if Aina was half-dazed and unable to do anything but gasp and shake, her body half rag doll, half trampoline. The older woman was fully on top of her as Aina lay face down, she was vaguely aware her legs had also given out. She could feel the firm fortysomething breasts of her aunt repeatedly bouncing against her back as Tori slammed into her with furious speed. Behind the damn wall stormy waters were beginning to roll and the teen knew that another climax was coming. She closed her eyes tightly and balled her fists, letting out low moans.
It was like being hit by a charging horse, an orgasm so powerful that her back seemed to twist and bend so much that her spine was in danger of snapping. Every fibre was consumed by a delight so strong that she momentarily went insane, reduced to gibbering and gasping, unable to comprehend anything but the ecstasy that was blazing through her. She opened her mouth and for a second the screams caught in her mouth as she was unable to breathe or make a sound, and then the cork in her throat popped out, "AAAarrrggghhh, yesssssss, yesssssss," she shrieked, dimly aware of her cousin's equally loud screams, "Aaaaaarrghhhh, aaaaaarrghhhh!"
Suddenly the room was silent apart from the pants of Tori. No screams from next door, no bangs as the bed drove into the wall and no slaps of body against body. Aina felt her breath slowly return to normal as her aunt rolled off her and onto her back.
"That was fun," said the Amazon.
"A lot," agreed her niece.
"Give me ten minutes and we can do it again," Tori grinned. Next door Sofy started crying out in pleasure again, "Make it five," said Tori.
*
Hugh of Four Fords didn't think he was a vengeful man, he didn't think revenge was a dish best served cold or otherwise. But he was a realist. In this world you couldn't let someone take what was yours without consequence, otherwise, everyone would think you were just a joke and for a merchant, that was metaphorically, and sometimes literally, fatal. And Aina had been his, perhaps not fully legally, but she'd been under his roof and his dead wife had been her mother, so that morally made her his property which the Amazon bitch had stolen.
Which was why he had a bounty hunter sitting opposite him. The cliché about bounty hunters was that they were grizzled veterans too old for wars and too young for retirement; he wasn't sure that Phelep met that description, he was perhaps in his mid-forties, expensively dressed with hair which Hugh believed was fashionable in some of the Eastern Courts, but less so here, with a beard that was regularly trimmed and nails which weren't, as they were sharper and longer than a man's should be. He also had a distinct smell of sweet cologne, which was fine for ladies but hardly seemed fit for a man. Looks (and scents) could deceive as Phelep was head of one of the more expensive bounty hunter's guilds and had tracked more criminals and debtors than Hugh had sold tuns of wine and he always brought them back, alive or dead, employer's choice.
"You should have come to us first," Phelep said, it could have been an admonishment, but it was merely a fact -- the hunters Phelep had hired had been cheap and the reward he offered unattractive. It was a mistake, he should have realised at once, that if you want quality you have to pay. "Amazon warriors do not make stupid mistakes, which heading directly for the border would have been."
"I know that now," Hugh said. He had spent too much on no results, a false economy which he now rued.
"You need to know your target to catch them," Phelep added, as if the other man hadn't spoken, "Otherwise you'll be looking in one place, and they are in another." He paused for a moment, "Tell me all you know about Katarinka."
Hugh started to do so, remembering all that his wife had told him about her over the years. It was difficult, as he'd not been very interested and even when he met her she was not someone who'd look to buy or sell and the Amazons were strange people anyway. He could see Phelep mentally storing away all the information he was given, every now and then interrupting him to push for some more detail around a point or ask a question.
Hugh got to the end of Katarinka's life story, ending with a slightly fictionalised account of her fleeing with Aina (the bounty hunter didn't need to know how his wife had died days before, it was a small detail, nor about Aina's upcoming wedding). Phelep leaned back pursing his hands together, "Anything else? Friends, family?"
"She has a sister in Amazonia, that is where we send letters to, she has a chamber there. I think my wife told me there was another daughter as well, a sister-in-law to my beloved wife. I don't know much about her, she met a man and settled down."
"Do you know where?" Phelep asked.
Hugh might have been told, but if so he hadn't been listening, "All I knew was that she'd a daughter, I think -- would have been the same age as my adorable little Aina, ah, how I miss her."
"Quiet so," said Phelep, "I will get her back."
"I'm sure she's been dreadfully sullied by that Amazon harpie, they do you know, so many of my own maids suffered from her evil advances. Death would be a sweet release for Aina."
"So both dead then," Phelep didn't seem fazed by that.
"It may be for the best," replied Hugh.
*
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Jumping out of the bus Dylan Kemp hoisted his backpack, full of dirty clothes from his weeks in college, up onto his shoulders and started to trudge the last half-mile to his house. It felt strange to be returning, after spending the last ten weeks in college, the street was familiar and unchanging from when he'd left, but things weren't the same -- he was now a college man, his hair shoulder length and with a tattoo on his left arm and another on his right thigh; the kids he'd played with just six months ago were older too, those who hadn't like him left for college now working in shops and fast-food restaurants or as metal workers in their Dad's company and if he saw them he wouldn't be playing football in the back yard or racing their cycles down the sidewalk.
But the biggest change was that two weeks ago he'd fucked his Mom -- multiple times and in every hole. They hadn't spoken about it, in fact, they hadn't spoken about anything, Dylan texting her and making an excuse to avoid his weekly phone call home. She had texted him a few times since none hinting at what she thought or even that they'd fucked, the messages as innocent as any normal Mom and son. Dylan felt a rising tide of crippling anxiety as he approached the gate -- he wasn't sure how it had happened and from what he remembered, as he tossed it around in his mind, his Mom had made more of the running than him. He was sure he could have stopped it though -- the problem was that he hadn't wanted to, his Mom was a fucking hot Milf he had realised and the sluttiest groupie he'd ever met.
He'd fucked four girls since then, a couple who were regular friends with benefits, one in his class who had her eye on him for months and another who was at a gig he'd played last weekend. All had been hot as hell and as eager and energetic as a horny rabbit, but none had been a patch on his Mom in sexiness.
He closed the gate behind him and walked up to the front door. He still wasn't sure what he was going to say, but knew there was no way he and his Mom, Abigail, could avoid having the conversation -- even if it was only to agree to forget it. That was almost what he wanted, but not totally, as he wanted her more. He put his hand on the door handle, hoping it would be locked and his Mom not back from work so he'd have more time to think about how to best manage the situation. Unluckily it gave and the door opened. He stepped inside and swung off his backpack, lowering it onto a nearby hall seat.
There was no putting it off, even if his Mom hadn't heard the front door open she'd soon realise he was back. "I'm home," he called.
"In here," came a reply from the main room.
Dylan took a deep breath and went through. He wasn't sure why he'd expected his Mom to look the same as when he'd left, her hair neat and in a ponytail, comfortable shoes and a sensible dress with a warm cardigan and no make-up. She hadn't been looking like that when she'd come to see him play, so why he had thought she'd go back to staid and conventional, was a mystery he couldn't explain to himself. However, he certainly hadn't expected she'd be looking quite like she did, her hair was now shoulder-length and dyed ash-blonde, messy, but stylish and where she'd previously eschewed make-up, her lips were bright red, her cheeks blushed and her eyeliner dark. It wasn't just her hair and make-up which had changed but her clothes, instead of a skirt or at most slacks she was wearing a tight and small pair of denim shorts with a top that was little more than a vest, which exposed her cleavage and was so low cut it threatened to show even more; and for a woman who had previously been a slipper fan she had changed to one wearing leather boots which went half-way up her calves.
He started to open his mouth, still not sure what he was going to say beyond, "Hey Mom."
"How was your journey?" she asked, getting up from the couch and walking towards him.
"Yeah, good, you know, easy," he said, wondering if he could make the small talk last another few minutes before they talked about him fucking her.
"I got my nipples pierced, want to see?" she said and before he could reply she'd lifted up the top, confirming she wasn't wearing a bra, to show him her two large tits -- both of which were, as she said, pierced by a pair of silver metal bars. She jiggled them, and though that didn't give him a better view of the piercings it did make him start to go hard. His Mom continued to swing them in front of him, "You like them?"
"Yeah," Dylan managed to say, before using every ounce of will he had to force his head up so he was looking at his Mom's face and not her (admittedly, great) breasts.
She grinned and pulled down her top, though it was so tight and low that it didn't hide all that much. "I got a tattoo as well, I've always wanted one," she added.
"Where?" he asked, it wasn't on her arms or legs and there wasn't much of her chest he now hadn't seen, which did limit the options.
"It's a tramp stamp," his Mom grinned, "They used to be all the fashion, but they've fallen out of popularity now as they're kinda seen as slutty -- which is perfect for me." She turned round and bent over, so he could see the angel's wings that seemed to be growing out of the top of her shorts, spreading across her lower back. "I think it's sexy, you?"
"Um, yeah," Dylan nodded, it did look damn hot on his Mom and the way she was showing it off to him, suggested that she didn't have any regrets about their last meeting.
She straightened up, turning as she pulled the bottom of the top down to smooth, which had the added effect of showing more of her cleavage. He couldn't help but look before forcing his head up. His Mom grinned and closed the distance between them so that she was in his personal space with one arm around his waist and a hand on his shoulder, as her bosoms pressed at his chest, only the material of their tops stopping them rubbing direct against him and he could feel the scrape of her piercings as she breathed. "I'm glad you like them," she grinned and wiggled her bosoms enough to make him think she was referring to them, before confirming it, "And the tattoo."
"Yeah, they're good. Bit of a change in style," Dylan responded -- it was weird small talk, but it was better than having to talk about how he'd fucked her in the ass the last time they'd seen each other. The trouble was that whilst he didn't want to have that conversation, his cock was very much remembering it and he could feel it bulging in his jeans; his Mom was so close she must feel it too. He took a metaphorical and actual deep breath, "We gotta talk about the gig..." he said.
"It was fun, you're so talented," his Mom's hand moved down from his waist to his cock, squeezing the lump gently but unmistakably, "in more ways than one."
"Um, yes, but..." he tried to speak, but his Mom was fiddling with buttons and he could then feel his flies being pulled down.
"Talk later, blowjob now," she purred and dropped to her knees.
"Fuck," he murmured to himself. However, he had imagined his return and he'd run through a dozen scenarios from outright denial through tearful regrets to hysterical screaming fits, he hadn't considered that it would be his Mom on her knees fishing his large dick out of his jeans. He should have stopped it before and hadn't and for a couple of seconds, he considered whether he should stop it now. Then his Mom's soft wet lips slid up his cock, slowly taking it into her warm, moist mouth. "Fuck it," he said to himself and decided he'd accept it, the talk would have been agonisingly embarrassing anyway.
Her tongue tickled at his prick, licking back and forth as she brought her head down it. Damn, she was good, he thought, no amateur first-timer could suck a cock this well, it needed experience and enthusiasm, a real connoisseur of cock. His Mom had certainly suggested her past, before he'd come on the scene, had been hedonistic and that she'd partied around a lot -- she'd certainly learned a lot and not forgotten it over the years. He could hardly complain though, not when she was taking his dick deeper into her mouth than most groupies he'd met and with an eagerness which was unmatched by any previous girlfriend. Her head was banging back and forth like they were still at the gig and she was headbanging in the front row. He gave a groan of appreciation and rested his hands on his shoulders, lest he fall over.
She drove herself all the way down his shaft, her lips squashing his balls, his cock all the way in with barely a gulp. She looked up at him, her eyes slightly misty, but not as much as they should have been considering she had ten inches of meat down her gullet, and he wasn't pencil thin either. "Christ, Mom," he murmured, "I can't believe you can take it all."
Her eyes sparkled (or perhaps it was a bit of water) and she seemed to smile, though he couldn't tell as her mouth was full and after a seconds pause she resumed sucking enthusiastically, working his prick with her luscious lips, leaving trails of lipstick mixed with wet saliva up and down his gland. He groaned again, closing his eyes and gritting his teeth as his feet seemed to curl and straighten at the same time. If there was a sex Olympics his Mom would be a shoo-in for a Gold and they might have even if he decided to buck tradition and go for a Platinum beyond that. Her tongue was tickling and licking at his prick, even as her lips were massaging it and her jaw muscles working to suck it in. Dylan grunted something, even though he wasn't sure what, as his hands gripped her shoulders hard, digging so deep he could feel the blood pumping beneath his fingers.
"Mwwwfff, mwwwfff," his Mom was making loud sucky, slurping noises as she took him deeper and deeper into her mouth, until he could feel her lips pressing on his ball sack and the touch of her tonsils on his tip. He thought she was going to gag or wretch as she was taking it so far in, no girl he'd throated yet had been able to take his huge cock into her gullet, but his Mom was managing it -- her eyes might be a bit misty and he could feel the warm breath coming out her nose, but she was taking it in and giving him a master class in deep throating.
"Oh God, yes," he groaned, unsure how long he'd be able to last. Luckily, or perhaps not, he didn't have to find out.
"Mmmnnn," his Mom whipped her head back from his dick, licking the mess of saliva from her lips and chin, before rolling onto her back and beginning to undo her shorts, "You want to fuck me again?" she grinned pulling them down to her knees and then lifting her legs to flick them up over her head and onto the couch (which was either artistic or lucky). He didn't have time to answer before she was leaning back on her shoulders and lifting her butt off the ground to peel off the tiny thong she was wearing (sending it too flying onto the sofa) and exposing her sexy shaven slot. She grinned wider as she spread her legs open, "My pussy is ready for a big cock."
"Fuck it" muttered Dylan to himself as he pulled off his own T-shirt and threw it towards the same sofa on which his Mom's underclothes and pants were sitting. She giggled and pulled her own top up and over her breasts, shaking them enticingly at him, so that his cock felt like it was iron. He kicked off his pumps and hopped on one leg and then the other as he removed his socks, his eyes never leaving her alluring body. It was wrong, that he knew, but he also remembered how fucking good it had felt to be in her and frankly, if you went to hell for incest, he was already counted among the damned so why not enjoy himself here on earth first? He gripped his jeans and pulled them and the boxers down together, kicking them backwards across the floor with less artistic grace than his Mom, but with equal force.
"Give it to me, big boy, I love large dicks," his Mom purred.
"I love wet pussy," Dylan replied back as she reached down and spread open her slit with her fingers, showing the moist pink flesh within it. He could, as she descended, make one last attempt to talk to her about what they were going to do (again!) and that it wasn't the normal Mom-son weekend, but his prick was too hard and too ready and it was doing all the thinking for him. The teen drove into his Mom powerfully, spearing his saliva-coated cock deep into her equally soaked hole. Abigail gasped and shuddered as she was penetrated, her legs first opening wider to receive him and then after a second's hesitation, springing up like steel traps her toes pointing towards the ceiling. He was already going up and thrusting in again, not wasting time, but giving it to her as deep and hard and fast as he could manage. To her obvious delight, he could manage all three excellently.
"Uhhh, uhhhh," she gave a series of small grunts as she lowered her legs again, but instead of the floor she landed them onto the small of his back and wrapped them around him. At the same time, her hands were placed just below the shoulders, the fingers curling so he could feel the scratch of her nails with every rise. He slammed down, ignoring the stabbing as he quickly rose -- it was a minor irritant compared to the pleasure he felt as her cunt gripped hard at his member. Faster and faster, harder and harder, his body banging against hers, her heels bouncing against his ass and her breasts pressing against his pecs. Her grunts got louder, the sounds of her pleasure in his ears. "Uuuuhhh, uuuhhh, oooohhh, oooohhh!"
He couldn't believe he was fucking his Mom in their front room, where he'd watched TV as a kid, ate his cookies on the sofa and played with his Star Wars figures on the carpet -- fuck, Luke had cut down Darth Vader so many times just where he was banging his Mom. It felt both surreal and wonderfully real, like a dream that was so lifelike that you'd awake unsure where it had happened -- except this wasn't a dream and it really was. His Mom squealed and bucked, evidently enjoying it. Her hands were clawing at his back, dragging him down and her thighs and calves held him so tightly in a lock that he probably wouldn't have been able to escape even if he had wanted to. He sped up, his body hammering down so fast it was almost a blur, the sounds of flesh slapping flesh filling the room and competing with his Mom's loudening cries and his pants of effort.
"Yes, baby, yes, fuck me," she cried, "Fuck me so good... aaaahhh, yesss, yesssss, aaaaaahhhh!"
He grunted something in reply and hammered his cock home. Her tits bounced under him, the metal bars initially cool against his chest, but heating up as he repeatedly pressed down against them and the tits they pierced. It had been a surprise to find his Mom was a groupie the last time they'd met, but there was no doubt with the piercings, the tattoos and the clothes she was leaning into it -- and of course the rampant sex. He had come home thinking they'd need to have a conversation and not looking forward to it, instead, they were fucking -- sure, they'd still need to talk, there was a lot to discuss, but it wasn't going to be a 'how could we, I'm so ashamed' type chat. In fact, if his Mom had any regret, it seemed to be that she couldn't grasp him tighter, though she was certainly trying as it felt almost like he was being hugged by a boa constrictor, not a woman in her early forties.
"Aaaarrrghhh, yesssss, yessss, yessss," Abigail screamed, "AAAarrrghhh, give it me hard." Her eyes closed and her head bounced against the floor as her stomach rose and heaved, her tits jiggling like they were dancing on her chest. He rammed in as she wanted, filling her cunt with his large cock. He didn't care anymore that it was wrong, taboo, his Mom was a great fuck, one of the best he'd ever had and she was enjoying it as much, possibly even more, as he was. Her nails dugs so deep into him he was sure they were leaving furrows, "Aaarrrghh, fuck, yessss, yessss!" Her body bent and shuddered as if she was having an epileptic fit or being taken over by the voice of God, "Aaaarrrghh, yesssss, yesssss, aaaarrghhh!"
Her screams reverberated through the front room and he was glad the walls were solid and the neighbours not adjoining. "Yeesssss, aaaargghh," she shrieked in his ear, "Make me cum, aaaarrghhh!"
Dylan was close to exploding himself, her cunt clamping at his big cock as if was trying to throttle it. If she hadn't been so wet he'd have been ramming her so hard and fast he'd have been giving her friction burns (and probably melting his own foreskin off at the same time). It would probably have been worth it, but luckily she was soaking, her juice lubricating her hole and his dick, the excess liquid surging out of her slit and over her lips. She was screaming even louder, bucking like a bronco, clasping him as close as she could so that they were almost melding into one four-armed, four-legged entity. He slammed in, going as fast as he could as he felt the surge of pleasure building in his balls and swiftly speeding through the rest of his body like an ink blot spreading. "I'm going to cum," he grunted and for a moment he wasn't sure his Mom had heard as she was shrieking so loudly and banging her head back against the floor.
Then she answered, "In me, I'm on the pill."
It wasn't a moment too soon as he could feel the climax hit him like a wave of water against a damn and breakthrough in a rush. "Uuuhhh," he panted as he released, not just one shot either, but a volley, his dick machine-gunning his seed into her twat, "Uuuhhh," he grunted again, his back arching and bending upwards as he felt his feet shoot out like pointers, the nerves in them tingling, and at the same time, his limbs weakening like they were made of water and then solidifying as if they'd been dipped in a freezing gel. "Uuhhhh," more cum was shooting from him, filling her pussy, so that even as he was pulling out, the white goo was trickling from her slit and dripping onto the carpet.
He rolled onto his back and lay naked beside his Mom, trying to get his breath back as she too struggled to regain her equilibrium. "That wasn't the return I was expecting," he finally managed to say.
"Welcome home," his Mom giggled, pausing for a second before adding, "Stud."
*
They didn't have the talk until Sunday afternoon, not long before he had to leave. They were lying naked on Abigail's bed, having, over the last (slightly less than) forty-eight hours christened every room in the house apart from the downstairs bathroom and the attic, several of them multiple times. Rolling over Dylan pushed his head up with his hand and leant on it as he contemplated his Mom, as she lay on her front, casually kicking a heel in the air as she recovered from their last bout. She looked at him, "You need to go soon if you want to catch the bus."
"I can always get the next one," he replied and then took a deep breath (mentally as much as physically) and continued before she could say anything else, "What does this mean?"
"What do you mean what does it mean?" she grinned.
He paused for a second and then tried to say it in simpler terms, though he probably failed "I mean, what does it mean?"
"Does it need to mean anything?" she smiled back.
Dylan frowned, "That's not an answer, "I've just fucked you, I'm your son,"
"Okay," she said after a slight pause and rolled onto her side, holding up her head in her hands so they were directly face to face, "You think we should talk about it?"
"We've got to say something," he replied.
"I'll start if you answer a question," she said back. He nodded his agreement and waited a few seconds for her to speak again. "Did you enjoy it? Fucking me."
He wasn't sure what he'd been expecting her to ask, but nothing as blunt as this and for a moment or two he was blindsided. Of course, he'd enjoyed fucking her, she was a hot, gorgeous Milf with an insatiable sexual appetite -- but that didn't negate the fact she was his Mom. He wondered whether he should lie and say it was bad, or more realistically given how many times they fucked, she'd been good but not exceptional. But then he could hardly tell her an untruth, like most Moms she seemed to have a sixth sense where her son was concerned. Instead, he tried to give a casual shrug as if it wasn't important and then said, "Yeah, it was fun."



"I thought so too," his Mom smiled back. "Don't get big-headed, but I used to have a lot of experience in pricks and you knew how to handle yours."
"Thanks," he blushed, Moms shouldn't compliment their sons on their sword-fighting ability (unless it was literal sword-fighting...), but equally it's always good when someone tells you what a good lay you are.
"Okay another question," she said.
"I thought we were going to talk?" he said.
"We are, this is talking," she grinned back and he had to admit her smile made her look even more sexy. "Anyway, do you think I'm a slut?"
If he thought the first question was hard, this one was harder. He could hardly call his own Mom a slut, but equally, she had been extremely slutty. Perhaps she didn't mind being a slut or at least guys thinking so. He paused for a second a tentatively replied, "Yes?" hoping it was the correct answer.
His Mom grinned, luckily showing that she wasn't insulted, "You could sound more certain, especially since only a few minutes ago you were balls deep in my ass and our first sexual encounter was me sucking you off in a public restroom."
"Okay, yes," Dylan said, putting more steel into his voice to make it sound more confident.
"Goddamn right," she giggled, "I love cock, I mean don't get me wrong, pussy is fine sometimes, but I really adore cock... the bigger the better."
"Um, yes," he nodded, realising not only was his Mom a Groupie, but by the sounds of it she was a bisexual Groupie. The thought made his cock rear up as he imagined her making out with a hot teenager whilst she was fucked from behind (by a roadie? by someone from his band? by Dylan himself?"
"Down boy," his Mom giggled, gently rolling back onto her side and reaching over to stroke his erect member and make sure her words didn't come true. "Your grandparents were super-strict, still are, even if they're too old to ground me. So I didn't have space for much fun until I was your age and went to college. And then, boy, did I have fun. I suddenly realised I loved fucking, really loved it, and that no one guy could keep me satisfied. I also liked rock music, you know Gran and Grandpa hate anything which is written by a German or Italian guy a hundred years dead, so it wasn't like I was used to playing it at full volume in my room. So two things came together, if I went to gigs I could meet stonking hot band guys who would fuck me, no strings attached. You know musicians? none of them want to be tied down to a single girl."
She grinned at him and Dylan thought of the groupies he'd fucked, none of which he'd been tempted to go serious with and blushed. His Mom paused a second, her hand stroking up and down his cock, her eyes flickering between that and his red cheeks. She smiled again, even wider and continued, "So I had the time of my life in college, lots of dick and let's be fair some pussy, oh and sometimes dick and pussy at once and yeah, let's admit, more than one dick at once as well. I could have been a porn star if I wanted, I probably took more dick for free than most of them have had paid. I don't think I'd have stopped, except shall we say I was doing my summer tour and I might have forgotten my contraception... anyway along you pop."
She paused again and whilst she didn't stop working his cock with one hand, she used her other to tenderly rub a piece of hair from his forehead as she'd done when he was younger. "Don't get me wrong, there's no regrets there. Lots of people said I should, you know, not be a Mom, but for once I listened to Grandma and Grandpa, and for once they were right. I loved being a Mom, I still love being a Mom. Anyway, for eighteen years I buttoned up, didn't rock the boats at the PTA by coming in dressed in fishnets and denim shorts, didn't bang half the football team -- they're almost as good as rock bands, trust me, and concentrated on bringing you up. I think I did a good job?"
"Yeah, you did. No complaints from me, all my school friends thought you were hot though."
"I became a suburban Mom, not a nun," she grinned, "Hopefully they also thought I was pretty cool and down with kids."
He smiled back at her, "Not the coolest."
"Bet that was Tony Robbins Mom, just because she turned a blind eye if you drank her whisky... as I said suburban, not blind, deaf and dumb. Anyway, don't look so surprised I know, us Moms talk to each other. But anyway, you'd left home and I realised I was bored. So a couple of months ago I got dolled up in some jeans and an old denim jacket and went to a gig. I thought I was probably going to listen to a fairly average cover band play some nineties rock, have a few beers and get a cab home. Ended up with me swapping tequilas with the guitarist and the drummer and then getting fucked by them one or the other... God, it was great and I realised how much I'd enjoyed being a groupie. Anyway, to cut a long story short, I went to a few more gigs and got fucked each time, I really had missed being dicked.
"Then you told me you were playing a gig. I really wanted to see you and your band, but that was all it was, I thought. But there must have been some Pavlovian instinct, about going gigging as my panties were soaking by the time I arrived and I was so horny. Then seeing you up on stage, you had so much presence and were so hot, I kinda forgot... no, not forgot, that's the wrong way to describe it, it was more it didn't matter you were my son, you were so sexy and manly, I just wanted you, I almost felt like I needed you or I'd explode. Does that make sense?"
To Dylan it didn't really, lots of women were horny and didn't bang their sons multiple times, but then perhaps there wasn't any other real reason apart from some weird and twisted chemistry which had meant she wanted him to fuck her and she in turn was so sexy he couldn't resist and wanted to fuck her right back. He nodded and said, "Makes sense."
"Good," she said, "So that's why."
"Yeah," Dylan said, "But what does it mean for us?"
She grinned wider and rolled onto her back, letting go of his prick (disappointingly) and looking up at the ceiling for a moment or two, before turning her face back to him, "Okay, cards on the table. I like fucking, I like fucking you, you?" He nodded his agreement, wondering where this was going, but deciding not to say anything until he had a better idea, "Okay I want to fuck some more, but I'm not looking for us to become lovers or get into some weird... well weirder... relationship. I'm a groupie and you're in a band, we hook up and have a good time and then the next day I'm your Mom and you're my son and we make waffles and talk about your post-college career. When you're at college you can fuck who you want and I'm going to do the same. How does that sound?"
"You're saying we should be fuck-buddies?"
"Yes," her hand squeezed at his cock. "There's lots of benefits," she drawled as she worked his prick up and down, increasing the speed and pressure as she looked him directly in the eye
It was one way to influence his decision, and if he was honest, frankly a pretty good way. It was okay to be told to think with your brains, not your balls, but when you've a hot naked Milf jerking you off with the promises of more to come it doesn't matter if your head is saying 'it's your Mom' if your cock is saying 'damn, this is so fucking good' and there was no doubt it was, his Mom as skilled in giving hand-jobs as she was in every other sexual endeavour they'd done over the weekend. Of course, he could have said, 'No, I want you all to myself' but whilst his mind seemed to be wrapping itself around the idea of him having balled his Mom, he couldn't see them in a romantic relationship, he didn't want to settle down and whilst his Mom was hot to bang, he didn't think he'd want to be out regularly with an older woman when there were still college girls he could be dating (and who'd have more interests in common with him apart from banging). Still, there's a big difference between once or twice fucking your Mom because you kinda accidentally fell into it and coming home some weekend knowing you were going to be spending the next two days riding her. Still... "Yeah, I'm up for that."
His Mom squeezed his cock harder, slowly working her hand up and down the gland "Good, once you head back to college I'm going to go to a bar downtown where this band is playing and pull both lead singer and guitarist and let them both fuck me."
He paused for a moment, both wondering what his answer would be and also because the feel of his Mom's hand on his prick was momentarily making it hard to think of anything else, "Sounds like fun," he decided to say after all they were casual now so no jealousy and also no judgement, especially as double-penetrating a hottie was one of his remaining sexual ambitions, so he could hardly complain about his Mom enjoying one. Then without thinking he added, "They're lucky."
"MMMnn, sounds like you'd like to share," his Mom, licked her lips teasingly as she got onto her hands and knees, her tits dangling over him as she continued to work his dick, "You ever shared a girl with your buddies?"
"Not at the same time," he admitted, though there were at least three groupies he'd fucked that had been previously banged by another one in the band and two, where he'd been the first and others had banged later (one from each category had been on the same night, which came close to the group, but as they'd not been in the same room didn't quite manage it). "Yeah, it'd be fun though, something we've all discussed as band-bonding."
"The whole band, not just two of you, even more kinky," his Mom giggled, her hand continuing slowly up and down. He grinned and relaxed, sharing your deepest sexual fantasies with your Mom was unusual, but then their new relationship wasn't normal. She continued, "So why haven't you done it?"
"It's hard getting a girl who'll agree to get fucked by four guys at once," and even as he was saying it he could see her eyes lighting up and he was realising the answer. He paused and continued, "She'd have to be hot and slutty and willing to take multiple cocks at the same time."
"Oh, gosh I wonder who that sounds like," she teased and began to work his prick more energetically and eagerly, making him shudder with excitement as he knew the end was coming soon.
"You wanna give it a go? I could tell the guys you're some hot Milf I hooked up with, better not tell them who you really are."
"Oh yes," she grinned back, "I'm up for it being gangbanged if you can set it up."
"I can set it up," he said and then as his toes began to curl and electricity flowed up his thighs and down his arms, "God, yes, God, fuck, I'm going to cum."
"I'm looking forward to it," his Mom giggled as his seed exploded all over her hand. She continued for a few more moments until he was drained and starting to droop before lifting her hand and licking it. "The more dick the better."
*
It took longer than expected to organise. Not that the band weren't interested, but after a practice session on Tuesday Dylan told them about this hot Milf he'd been seeing and that she was up for a gangbang. His band buddies were all enthusiastic, it'd bring them together as a group, almost certainly improve their rhythm and, more importantly, be fun. However finding somewhere for the fuckfest was more difficult, Dylan's roommate was an okay guy and never had any problem with him bringing home a hottie to bang, but he'd probably draw the line at three other guys joining in and Dylan hadn't even suggested it. The singer had suggested they could drive over to Abigail's house one evening and do it, Dylan had managed to squelch that idea, saying she had a kid (technically true, even if said the kid was at college and the reason he didn't want them over was to stop his band-mates asking why there were so many baby pictures in the house of his hook-up.
However, the drummer's parents were going to be away one weekend, leaving him the house. With a bit of bribery his seventeen-year-old sister, who probably didn't need babysitting, agreed to vanish to some of her friends for the night to allow him to have some of his buddies over for a bit of a party -- though he was circumspect on what type of party it was going to be.
Given a date and place his Mom was readily available, agreeing to get a train over so Dylan could pick her up from the station in his battered car.
They kissed cheeks, when she arrived, carrying a small hold-all ("my things", he said) and looking like a Mom in some smart slacks and tightly buttoned blouse, with a scarf wrapped around her neck. "I didn't want to draw too much attention," she said as they walked to the car, "Don't worry I can change when we get to the house."
"The guys are just out getting some beers," Dylan said as they got into his car, which had definitely seen better days even if it still got him between A and B. "They're looking forward to it."
"So am I," tittered his Mom, "Ever since we arranged I've just been imagining taking multiple cocks at once. I've been dildoing my cunt every night fantasising."
He grinned, "Let's hope the reality is as good."
"It will be," his Mom replied with a smile, "I've confidence in you guys, I've seen you play remember? You were a group in perfect sync."
"Damn, this is making me hard just thinking about it."
"I'd offer you a hand-job to solve that, but I don't want you wasting any cum before our fuckfest," she grinned and squeezed his thigh in a way that didn't help either his libido or his concentration on the road, "Just remember I'm Abigail, not Mom and certainly not Abbie -- I'm not twelve, people can use my name."
"Okay, Abiii...gail," he teased.
The band were still out getting the beer so he showed her the drummer's room to get changed and then settled down on the sofa to wait. The rest of the guys arrived shortly and Dylan explained that his Mom, or Abigal as he was now calling her, was just getting changed. He cracked open a can and shouted upstairs, getting a reply she'd been down shortly. The four guys drank their beers and japed amongst themselves as they waited for her to come down.
She wasn't long.
The door to the living room opened and in stepped Abigail. She looked as hot as hell and as slutty as a street corner whore. She was wearing high heels and mesh stockings, with a leather skirt which was so short she shouldn't have bothered. A new tattoo, like a green circle, almost like a sun's rays around her belly button, the flesh exposed until just under her breasts where a too-tight top intervened, the material cut out just above them, leaving her shoulders bare apart from the thin black bra strap. Her lips were so deep a red they were almost vampiric and she'd not stinted on the eye shadow, which made eyes look bigger and the pupils deeper and greener. Her hair was dyed ash blow and stylistically messy, a strand falling down across her forehead, the rest half looking like it needed a comb through it, half looking like she'd been brushing it for hours to get every strand perfectly unaligned.
"Hi boys," she purred leaning against the doorframe so they could all get a good look, "I heard there was a party."
Dylan could feel a lump forming in his pants and quick glances at his band-mates suggested they were all similarly reacting, the three guys all staring at her with open lust, almost drooling as they took her in. Their reactions didn't lessen as she let go of the door and sashayed sexily further into the room, slowly turning a circle in front of them so that they could see the tattoo on her back and admire the tightness of her ass under the short skirt.
"This is Abigail," said Dylan, feeling inordinately proud of his Mom, more than he'd ever felt when introducing her before -- but then she'd never looked so insanely fuckable when his school-age buddies had been coming round for dinner.
She giggled and wiggled her sexy butt at the guys, before turning round again and approaching them like she was a tiger stalking the jungle as Dylan quickly introduced the others. "You want to sit for a moment? Have a beer?" the vocalist said gallantly, sliding across the sofa to free up a space for her between him and Dylan (and forcing the bassist to stand at the same time as the couch could fit four close together, but wasn't going to make five).
"Thanks," Abigail said and sat down. The bassist made up for the fact that he no longer had a seat, by quickly opening a can of beer, standing in front of her and looking down at her cleavage as he passed it to her. Abigail took it and drained it much quicker than Dylan and the others had been expecting, leaving them to quickly catch up as she giggled and squashed it, before throwing it (though she hadn't totally lost her Momsy touch, Dylan noted, as she landed it direct in the bin. "That was good," she drawled and reached out to put her hand on growing bulges in the pants of the vocalist and Dylan, making the two large hillocks expand even more so that they were straining hard against the denim as her hand skimmed over them. She grinned, fully aware of the impact her touch was having, "Are we going to get this party started?"
"Whenever you're ready," the vocalist leered, whilst Dylan was already taking the practical step of reaching for her top and tugging it off, showing the rest of the band the lacy black bra his Mom was wearing, albeit not for long as immediately it was off she was reaching behind to unhook it and toss it across to the fireplace.
She giggled coquettishly, lifting her breasts in her hands and jiggling them up and down, a finger on each hand stroking at the small bars through the nipples. Dylan quickly moved his head down, pushing her hand away so that he could suckle on the bosom, his tongue banging at the piercing as his teeth teased at the teat, nibbling it gently and pulling it away. His hand went under her skirt, only to find that the vocalist was already there, the two of them going up over the top of the stockings and onto the bare flesh as they looked to find her underwear. Only to discover it wasn't there, Abigail was pantyless under her skirt and both guys ran their fingers over her labia, before entering at the same time, their knuckles moving together as they pressed down.
"Mmnnn, yes, good boys," Abigail moaned excitedly, shivering in pleasure. The bassist leaned down and gripped her skirt, pulling it down. There was a moment's complication when it couldn't get over Dylan and the singer's arms, but the two guys momentarily withdrew (which quickly allowed the vocalist to latch himself to her spare tit), before returning their fingers to her moistening hole. The older woman groaned and shivered, her tongue running around her lips, as her hands expertly took hold of the zips of two young men who decided for her and pulled them down.
"God," muttered Dylan in excitement, whilst the singer also let out an oath to the Son, as Abigail fished their large dicks out of their jeans and started to stroke up and down. She'd obviously given Dylan hand-jobs before, so he knew exactly how good she was, but it was the first time for the vocalist and Dylan could see his friend straightening up, his eyes widening as his Mom gripped the college boy's cock to squeeze and pump. Dylan continued to lick and suck at her tit, swallowing the breast as far as he could, slurping hungrily at it.
The drummer got up from the couch and moved beside the bassist. Abigail looked at them, her body vibrating and rolling with pleasure as the other two continued to finger-fuck her. She tittered and licked her lips seductively again, "Are you going to join in boys, get your cocks out."
They didn't need to be asked again, though their tactics were different -- the drummer just unzipping his jeans and pulling his dick out through the flyhole, the bassist being more ambitious as he removed his boots, jeans and boxers so he was only wearing his T-shirt. However, by the time he did that, Abigail had dropped onto her knees in front of the couch and was sliding her mouth up the drummer's waiting prong. Ambitiously, she hadn't let go of Dylan and the vocalist and was continuing to work their cocks as she blew their bandmate. The drummer let out a contented sigh as her lips rolled up his prick, going further than he expected (but not, as deep as she could go, knew Dylan). Her head rocked back and forth like she was at one of their gigs as she sucked greedily at the large, thick member, slurping sounds filling the air. She only went long enough for the bassist to remove his clothes and move back beside his friend, and then she switched, her mouth going down his equally big dick. Again she carried on down deeper than most groupies ever managed, enthusiastically gobbling at the cock. The guy groaned in appreciation, which didn't encourage Abigail to keep on sucking as after a few moments she pulled her head back again.



This wasn't because she was sick of sucking, however as she swivelled on her knees to face the singer, her right hand dropping her son moving to the bassist (the drummer having momentarily stepped back to remove his clothes). She carried on pumping at the vocalist with her left hand, working the cock deep into her mouth, her red lips rolling down the prick like she was swallowing a Popsicle
"Fucking hell," said the singer in admiration and Dylan couldn't disagree. He knew how good his Mom was at giving single blow-jobs and it looked like she was as good at giving multiple ones as well. He quickly kicked away his pumps and unbuttoned his jeans, showing them and his boxers to his ankles so that by the time his Mom did the hundred and eighty degree turn he was ready for her. Abigail's skilled mouth opened and took his near ten-inch prick, going down deeper and deeper until he could feel the tip of it against her throat. "Fucking hell," repeated the singer again, his eyes widening as he saw how much was vanishing between Abigail's lips.
"Yeah, fuck," groaned Dylan, his eyes rolling in his head as his Mom deep-throated him. Down she went, her head pressing down the full length of his shaft, her lips squashing at his balls. He could feel her saliva coating the prick, the liquid filling her mouth and slipping out the cracks of her lips. "Fuck... M...Abigail, fuck..."
If anyone noticed that he'd almost called her something else they didn't say, it was an occupational hazard that with groupies you got them confused with one you'd fucked a couple of weeks before. However, perhaps as punishment, his Mom pulled back from his and swivelled, so she was again facing the drummer, her mouth slipping down his waiting prong as one of his hands reached for the bassist and the other slid between her legs to rub at her own soaking twat. She bobbed eagerly and if her eyes were watering a bit and some of the eyeshadow was starting to run down she didn't seem to mind, nor did it matter to her when she drove down a bit too enthusiastically and choked, or at least it didn't reduce the enthusiasm with which she was gobbling down the cock. Still, Abigail didn't seem to be one dick woman, as the drummer was far from done when she turned to the bassist and started to give him his second session. The drummer shook his head admiringly as he watched his buddy's cock slipping into Abigail's willing mouth, "That's something," he murmured in awe.
"It is," nodded Dylan waiting for his turn to come again. Luckily it was swifter than he thought it would be as when Abigail turned to the singer he was too busy stripping off his clothes and so missed his go. The blonde groupie swung to her son again, bringing her head down energetically and swallowing him whole, her hand reaching out to grip the drummer's cock and work the slippery member. Dylan grunted, his toes curling up on the carpet, damn, this was even better than normal, as if the multi-sucking was energising her. God, his Mom was such a slut, he was lucky to have her. "Yeah baby, yeah," he groaned as she drew back.
She gave him a quick smile and wiped a strand of saliva from between her lips before swivelling back to the drummer, who by now knew what to expect. He gripped his hands together in a fist and gritted his teeth, breathing heavily through them as Abigail did her stuff, the platinum-blonde groupie bounced eagerly up and down the shaft, showing the same head-banging enthusiasm as the wildest chicks on the front row. The drummer grunted, his shoulders heaving back and his eyes fluttering as if he was near cumming.
He didn't have a chance to as Abigail was already onto the bassist's cock, swallowing it down deep. She reached for the drummer's, but her stroke was slow and gentle, more keeping him up than rushing him to an explosion. Her other hand was on the singer's dick, stroking that at the same pace as his buddies, making sure he was stiff and hard for when she switched again. Dylan held his own prick, jerking a bit harder than his Mom, but still not enough to cum -- that would be a waste -- not that he needed any further stimulation to remain hard, watching his Mom in the centre of a blow bang was enough to keep even a centenarian erect.
Around his Mom went, back to the vocalist, grabbing Dylan's cock and working it, allowing him to use his hand to wipe sweat from his eyes and scratch the end of his nose. Then her wonderful mouth was going down his large gland again, taking it deeper than should be possible and gulping and sucking it with an eager enthusiasm that no other woman he'd met could match. He groaned in appreciation and shivered excitably. But it was over too soon, as she was off him and quickly moving down the drummer -- though as a consolation her hand was on his dick squeezing and working it. She didn't say long down on the drummer's cock and as she switched back to the bassist Dylan was sure he'd be getting another blow soon.
His Mom continued working herself around the circle again and again, slurping and sucking at the dicks presented to her and taking them so deeply and energetically, her eye shadow was run and her lip gloss smeared their wet pricks, making it look like a mad painter had gone to work on them. Despite not spending long on each circle, she was so good that it was a challenge not to cum and several times Dylan had to grit his teeth and hold his hands by his side to stop him from grabbing his prick after she'd pulled back and finished the job. However, his Mom had a plan.
She popped her mouth from the singers and wiggled herself back so that she was leaning against the sofa. "You boys all look ready to pop," she giggled, before licking her lips seductively and looking at them one by one, as they each nodded their enthusiastic agreement, whilst looking down at her. She grinned once more and pushed up her large tits, "Cover me," she smiled welcomingly.
The four guys were all so close that they didn't need a second invitation. Grasping their cocks hard they pumped forcefully. Unsurprisingly, the drummer, who'd only held out so long by some supreme force of will, was the first to come. Dylan watched as his buddy's cum shot across his Mom's face, like a rapier slashing at her cheeks, and like the rapier, it left a duelling scar, a line of dripping cum which slid down her face. It wasn't on its own for long as the singer was cumming almost immediately after, shooting his cum like he was a gunfighter blasting down a series of rustlers in a street, the repeated jets striking Abigail on her nose and lips and chin, each shot splattering across her skin and trailing down. The bassist was next, his aim lower so that only a small amount of his load jettisoned onto her face, the rest falling like a misfiring flamethrower, onto her chest and tits. His Mom didn't seem to mind the miss as she just grinned and licked at the top of her bosom, flicking her tongue through the gooey patches. Then she looked up and smiled at a still-pumping Dylan, "Come on baby, get on my face."
Dylan could feel his toes curling and his legs stretching as if he was suddenly growing taller. A feeling both strange and normal grew in his thighs and arms as he jacked repeatedly and rapidly, unable to stop, even if he had wanted to. He groaned in pleasure as he released, the cum jetting from his dick and splattering against his Mom's face, joining the loads already there. His Mom grinned and slid a finger through the mess on her face, taking a load onto it and seductively sliding it into her mouth to suck off, "That was good," she giggled, before standing up and moving to the centre of the room.
As his legs were weak Dylan decided to sit down. His bandmates unfortunately had the same idea, with the vocalist positioning himself so that he had two seats on the couch and the drummer taking the third. Rather than sit on their knees, which would have been a bit uncomfortable given that their state of dress ranged between naked (apart from socks) to naked (apart from socks and T-shirt) and even that was changing as the bassist pulled off his top, Dylan took one of the armchairs, whilst the bassist took the other.
In front of them, his Mom was gently swaying in a sexual dance, wearing only her mesh stockings and high heels. She slid her tongue out around her lips, taking any cum which was within reach, as her hand slid over her tits and cheeks, rubbing the remainder into her skin like it was sun lotion. She looked damn sexy to Dylan and from her wide grin she looked like she was up for more. He could feel his cock quickly awakening again as his Mom slid her hand between her legs and rubbed sexually at her twat. She moved towards the singer and drummer on the sofa purring "Want some more boys?"
From the state of their rapidly rising erections, they did.
Abigail got onto her hands and knees and padded towards them, a hungry look on her face. She stopped in front of the sofa, reaching out to grip the singer's cock, whilst her mouth slipped over the drummer's, sliding down the re-energised prick and slurping loudly. Dylan watched lustfully as his Mom serviced his two friends, his own large dick recovering its strength. Across from him, the bassist was also looking on with an equally lascivious expression, his hand running up and down his newly rehardened cock.
After a few moments, Abigail pulled up from the drummer's prick, a trail of saliva dripping from her mouth almost as proof of how far she'd gone down. Her hand grasped it as she moved her mouth towards the singer's member; however just before she descended she turned towards the bassist and said, "You want to join in?" The young man nodded eagerly, as Abigail grinned and added, "Then fuck me from behind."
As he stood to take up her offer Abigail was rolling her lips down the singer's engorged rod and slurping loudly and eagerly at that. As her head bounced up and down, the bassist was getting behind her and guiding his large dick into her waiting hole. Dylan licked his lips, which were dry with lust, as he watched the prick slide between his Mom's lips and vanish into the same hole he'd both come out of and fucked. The bassist was gripping his Mom's waist and quickly driving in and out in a rhythm, his thighs slapping at her behind like gunshots from a Derringer pistol. His Mom lifted her head, let out a groan of appreciation and swapped back to the drummer, sucking at him noisily as she reached to jerk at the singer.
"That's so hot," said Dylan to himself. He had never imagined fucking his Mom and even less so thought about others doing so, but both were crazily exciting, perhaps the taboo nature adding the allure or perhaps it was because his Mom really was so wildly sexy. In either case, he found his cock was as hard as iron as he watched his buddies enjoying her. The singer was getting his cock sucked again and he groaned, looking first down at Abigail's head bobbing down his prick and then up at Dylan. He raised a thumb, showing his enjoyment of the Milf's mouth and Dylan raised his thumb back, acknowledging his buddy's enjoyment; there was no doubt gangbanging his Mom (even if they didn't know the relationship) was great for band bonding.
His Mom's head popped up once more and she licked round her lips, before letting out a series of gasps and squeaks as the bassist rammed into her pussy. Deciding to keep her mouth free for the moment, she jerked both the drummer and the singer together, her hands speeding up and down their cock's, slick with her saliva. The bassist grunted and hammered, clearly enjoying her as she gasped and cried in pleasure. He went faster and harder, his body slamming against her, his thick dick spearing down deep. "Yes," Abigail grunted, "Oh yes, that's a big boy, give me that meat."
Her hands were continuing to slide up and down the pricks of the two young men on the couch, both of them almost purring in pleasure. She looked up at them and licked her lips seductively, her body bouncing towards them at the same time as the bassist rocked her forward. Suddenly she twisted and turned, the bassist giving a momentary grunt of frustration as his prick felt fresh air. However he wasn't uncovered for long as she ended up facing him on her hands and knees, her red-glossed lips sliding down the cock coated with her cum. There was no actual invite, at least not in words, but the singer seemed to recognise what she was offering with her change of position and he was immediately behind her, his prick entering the same hole his buddy had been in and pounding away.
Seeing your Mom get spit-roasted by a couple of your buddies is not something most guys ever see, however, Dylan was now part of that small minority and he loved it. It was so sexy seeing his Mom rocking between them, slurping greedily on one prick, whilst another rapidly penetrated her soaked pussy; it was a real live porn movie being played in front of him. His hard cock was fully at attention, so stiff it was almost sore, throbbing powerfully as his hands gripped it. His Mom slid her eyes towards it and he was sure there was a smile on her lips, even as they were encased on the bassist's large dick. He saw the drummer standing up, moving closer to the threesome and stroking his own rod, just enough to keep it like iron. Dylan got up and did the same, standing over his Mom and looking down at her, seeing the two pricks vanishing into holes at either end. It was an effort to remain in control and not shoot his load all over her, but that would have been a waste, given that it was obvious that his Mom had plenty yet to give. He kept his hand on his prick and gently worked it, licking his lip and waiting for his turn.
It wasn't long before his Mom pulled her mouth off the bassist's cock and giggled, "Swap."
The drummer started to make a move, then realised that Dylan was nearer, but Dylan grinned "You go, buddy," he said and the drummer gave him a nod of appreciation as Abigail's mouth slid down.
However, she was wiggling to indicate the singer should step back and allow another a turn. The young man took it with good grace and as Dylan was the obvious contender, he moved behind her and gripping his cock hard, slammed it into her pussy. Unlike the others, he'd fucked her before, so the grip of her cunt around his prick wasn't a new sensation, but he didn't think it had ever been this wet and warm before, it was literally streaming, the juices dripping down from her slit as he rammed into the hole. He drove forward, feeling the resistance in her body as she met the drummer, her mouth going all the way down his pole, so she was gargling and gagging on it -- not that she minded as she enthusiastically rocked between them, her tits jiggling under her body.
Looking up Dylan could see the rapture on the face of his friend as the drummer got a deep-throating he'd remember for the rest of his life. He grinned at Dylan and Dylan grinned back, the two of them buddying in a deeper way than they ever got by playing music. Beside them the other two band members were stroking their dicks and waiting for their go, both of them looking in lust-filled wonder at the scene playing out just a foot away from where they were standing. Dylan proceeded to give them a show, his hands gripping his Mom's waist as he banged her as quickly as he could, his thighs slapping hard against her, the sound of their flesh smacking together not quite drowning the slurps and gargles as she throated the drummer.
Her tattoo seemed to be fluttering as her back bent and curved, her platinum blonde hair becoming even more messy and unkempt, but in a way that remained sexily stylish. Her body bounced back at Dylan's, his cock driving all the way in. It was so hot and moist, like trekking through a jungle swamp, the grip of it squeezing at his prick. He could feel her vibrations and shivers and even though her mouth was full he could tell she was being hit by orgasm after orgasm. He grunted and continued going as hard as he could, his fingers digging into her slender waist determined not to let go. The slurps got louder as her head bounced down his buddy's dick, her entire body rocking back and forth.
Just as Dylan felt he was getting into a good rhythm his Mom decided to change again, "Swap," she giggled, not making clear whether she wanted Dylan and the drummer to swap holes or the two of them to exchange places with the bassist and singer. It led to a moment of confusion where Dylan found himself getting sucked, whilst his Mom was getting banged by the singer, who was more than happy to get his dick into her moist cunt yet again. He looked up at Dylan and grinned, "Damn, you get the sluttiest chicks."
"Yeah," agreed Dylan, "She's something isn't she?"
His Mom's mouth slid up his cock, rendering further words unintelligible as he let out an appreciative groan, his hands clenching in fists and his toes curling into his feet. She was going down all the way, taking him so deep he was striking her tonsils. It was amazing that she was able to do that without continually gagging, never mind doing it as she was hammered from behind, thrusting her hard onto him. Not that she seemed to have any complaints, her tongue eagerly licking at the underside of his prick as it rolled over him and her ass thrust back to make sure she got the prick as deep into her pussy as possible.
Again, she spat out the cock, licking the saliva from her lips and grinning wildly. She stood up and looked at the drummer, beckoning him over to replace his buddy "Time for a different hole," she giggled.
"Fuuccckkk," said the drummer in appreciation, amazement or eager anticipation. He was standing leaning over her in seconds, holding his cock and pushing it at her rosebud. Dylan knew that she was well-practised from frequent anal bangings and that her hole wouldn't take long to open up. He was right. In just a few moments the drummer was in and Abigail was groaning happily. The drummer allowed himself a few moment's pause, as he got his brain in gear, before he started to drive himself forward, soon the two of them were slamming away in harmony, Dylan and the others watching, open-mouthed in awe.
"Yes, oooohhh, yessss," grunted Abigail. The drummer drove quick behind her, powerfully pounding his prick in so that she was rocking back and forth. His hands were on her waist, holding her tight, his thighs rapidly smacking against her cheeks, each thrust rapid and hard, the sound of flesh slapping against flesh competing with the Milf's moans. "Ooohhh, yeesss, bang my ass open," she called out, before giving a gasp and squeal as the drummer speared her all the way in. Her head shot upright so that she was looking at the ceiling as she was banged from behind, "Take me, ooohhh God, I want that cock."
Around her Dylan and the rest of the band looked on eagerly, all hoping it would be their turn soon -- and if none would get the ass as tight as the drummer had, it still looked like Abigail had plenty to give as she squealed and rocked in front of them. "Yessss, yessss, fuck, yessss." She brought her head down again and panted for a second, her tongue out over her lips, as her eyes darted to her audience, "Let me suck a second," she gasped and both the singer and bassist stepped forward, though it was the latter who was just marginally quicker. "Yum," giggled Abigail as she saw the erect cock in front of her. Her lips opened as she was bounced forward, her eyes bright with lust. She managed some final words, "Fuck my mouth."
The bassist grunted as he was swallowed. Not just a few inches for form's sake either, but near the full hog (or large dick), the platinum blonde Milf eagerly sliding down his member, until she was nose deep into his balls. The bassist began to pump her face, the drummer slowing and then speeding up again to match his buddy's pace, so as one was withdrawing from one hole the other was slamming into the other. Abigail rocked and bounced eagerly and enthusiastically between them, her large breasts swinging like two wrecking balls. After a few moments though she stopped them, pulling her head back and pulling her hips forward from the prick. However, the teenage boys' disappointment was only temporary as she immediately was swivelling around on her knees, offering the opposite hole to the two musicians. Neither wasted time and soon the saliva-covered cock of the bassist was deep in Abigail's opened asshole, whilst she was sucking down the one which had just been in there.



It was degrading to see a woman taking cocks like that, thought Dylan, especially when it was his Mom. There she was in the middle of the floor being treated as a piece of pure fuckmeat. But she was the one in control and loved it, and it might have been degrading but it was also hot and sexy. It might have been different if his buddies had known their real relationship, but they didn't, so all he felt was eagerness to have his turn.
He didn't have long to wait. The Milf's mouth was driving down the drummer's hard cock so speedily and skilfully it was soon impossible for him to hold it in. Gentlemanly he gave a warning, which Abigail ignored, the older woman continuing to bounce her head down the thick rod, swallowing it eagerly. Dylan could see his friend's face twisting in pleasure and his back straightening up as he came, spurting his cum into Abigail's gullet. Dylan saw her throat working for a moment as she swallowed it all, before opening her lips so the drummer could withdraw his deflated prick and slump down drained and exhausted on one of the seats.
"You next baby," Abigail beckoned at Dylan as she pulled herself free from the bassist and swung on her knees to point it at her son.
Dylan wasn't going to say no, quickly moving behind her, grabbing his hard prick with his hand to guide it in. Not that it needed much help, his Mom's back hole, after two large cocks, was gaping wider than a cavern and even his thick girth slipped in easily. He drove down deep with his first thrust, making her moan appreciatively, as he gripped her waist for balance and resumed pounding. "Mmmnn," Abigail groaned, "Give it to me." She shuddered and rocked, her hands gripping the carpet, before turning her head back to the bassist, who was standing next to her, wondering whether he should join in. He got his answer, "Let me suck that," Abigail grinned, "I want to go ass to mouth."
"You're such a slut," said the bassist as he fed her his cock, but there was admiration in his words. Abigail's head bounced down and the young man's appreciation grew. "God man, you're the sluttiest chick I've ever met."
"She is," agreed Dylan as he pounded her ass.
"How did you get her?" the bassist said, but it was a question that Dylan wasn't going to answer and after a few seconds of silence the bassist turned back to the woman whose mouth was way up his prick, "Damn, that's good, I don't think I've ever met a girl who can get it that deep."
It was even, more impressive, thought Dylan, given that his Mom had an equally large cock in her asshole and was taking both the huge dongs as deep as they could go without any complaint. The two young men slammed her hard from the front and back, spit-roasting her between them so that she was either stretching out or doubling up as they both came in together. Dylan could feel her vibrating with every thrust, her skin flushed red and warm as the blood pumped and boiled within her, her heart beating hard with the effort she was giving and the waves of pleasure that must have been rushing around her. His fingers splayed and gripped harder at her waist as if he was afraid he'd come off. But it wasn't him who came.
"Fuck, I'm near, I'm going to cum," grunted the bassist. Like with the drummer, his Mom continued sucking eagerly, her lips rolling down the cock eagerly and speedily until within a few moments the bassist was gritting his teeth and growling in pleasure as he released his cum.
Abigail giggled, breaking contact with both Dylan and the bassist, as she swallowed the cum and licked her lips. She stood up and looked at the singer, who was grinning widely, knowing it was his turn. "What about you take a seat and I'll get on top of you," Abigail instructed. The singer did as she said, sitting on the couch with his legs slightly spread and his large prick in his hand pointing it upwards. Abigail walked over and then turned round so her back was to him as she clambered on, resting her feet on his thighs and lowering herself onto his dong. "Mmnnn, that's good," she purred as she went down. Dylan watched in fascination as he saw his friend's cock vanishing between her cheeks, her pussy juice gleaming as her legs opened. She wiggled and got herself comfortable, leaning back against the singer and resting her hands on the couch before looking again at Dylan, "You want to fuck my pussy at the same time?"
"Yes," answered Dylan immediately. He'd watched women get double-penetrated in movies, but he'd never done it himself. However, there's a first time for everything and it looked simple, just stick your cock in the spare hole and fuck. So, that's what he did.
"MMMnnn, yesss, ooohhh, yessss," his Mom moaned and shuddered as the second dick entered, her toes curling on the singer's thighs and her head leaning back on his shoulder. The singer's hands reached round her front and he grasped her large breasts, squeezing at them as he began to thrust up. Abigail bounced on his dick, riding up Dylan's as she did so. The teenage guitarist moved to match his buddy's rhythm, just like they were on stage. He could feel the wet warmth of his Mom's cunt around his cock and the bump against the wall where the singer was thrusting in, the thin (but tough) membrane the only thing separating them. Abigail shivered and shuddered as she was double-fucked, her teeth gently biting at her lower lip and a series of growls and moans emanating from her semi-closed mouth.
Getting used to the position the singer started to go faster and harder, slamming himself up into the Milf's backhole. Dylan met him halfway, ramming in with equal speed and passion. Between them Abigail shivered and shuddered like she was the epicentre of an earthquake, she was obviously enjoying herself. Dylan was as well, a few months ago he'd literally never imagined fucking his Mom, now he was doing it in an orgy after she'd already been cum on by him and his buddies, swallowed two loads and was currently taking it up the ass from the singe. It was quite a journey for both Mom and son, but one Dylan was glad he'd gone on. His Mom rocked and let out an orgasmic squeal, her back bending and arching as the two young men drove her to a new piece of heaven. They went harder and faster, their large pricks filling her holes completely.
"Yesssss, aaaaargghhh, yessss, yessss," Abigail cried out in pleasure. Her feet fell off the singer's thighs as he pounded her up, the two of them first scraping on the sofa before she lifted her legs and wrapped them around Dylan, keeping him close as he drove in. He grunted something, he wasn't actually sure what, and slammed his cock down her soaked cunt, feeling the squeeze as his buddy's dick went in the parallel hole. His Mom screamed in reply, "Aaarrrrghhh, fuck me harder boys, give me those large cocks, make me cum!"
"Never say no to a lady," grunted the singer, though there was nothing ladylike about Abigail with her make-up running, her hair more messed-up than a street junkie, shuddering and shaking as sweat dripping down her flushed red body. He pounded in and Dylan did the same, not saying anything to stop himself from panting. His hands gripped at his Mom's shoulders, using them to lever and pull himself in harder, dragging her further onto his prick at the same time. As the singer was also gripping and dragging her it was almost like a tug-of-war, with his Mom both rope and prize. However, in this case, everyone was a winner.
"Aaaarrrghhh, yessss, aaaaarggghh," screamed Abigail, her head bouncing and banging at the crook of the singer's neck, her hair rubbing at his cheek as she went up and down his prick.
Behind him, Dylan could hear the bassist and drummer opening some beers as they watched him DP his Mom, both of them enjoying the show, without realising the main star's relationship to him. That was a secret he would keep. He looked down at his Mom, her lipstick smeared across her face from the blow-jobs, her eyeshadow also ruined, lines of it running down under her eyes and across the top of her cheeks. Her large tits bounced and jumped whenever he pulled back, the metal stud glinting in the light before his chest pressed down and squashed them back in again. Then down below he could see his large cock vanishing into her soaking cunt, filling her up.
"Fucccckkk, aaaaarrghhh, aaaaarrghhh" She was virtually incoherent now, screaming in ecstasy, but unable to say more. Dylan knew how she felt as he was close to himself. He thudded forward, feeling her soft breasts against him. She went up at the same time, pushed by the singer as he slammed her ass. Her mouth opened again and she shrieked, "AAAarrrrghh, aaaaarghhh," no longer even attempting to form words, "AAAAaaaarggghh."
"I'm going to cum," grunted Dylan.
"Me too," said the singer.
Not wanting to accidentally shoot over each other they quickly disentangled themselves. Abigail knew what needed to be done as she dropped to her knees, still panting and sighing, quickly bending over the singer and taking him in her mouth as Dylan started to pump his cock frenetically whilst pointing it at her tits. Despite his efforts, it was the singer who came first, Abigail's lips barely touching his dick before he exploded in her mouth.
However, Dylan was so close behind that his Mom hadn't even finished swallowing before he was spurting his jizm over her breasts. Despite already cumming, there was plenty of it, covering the two large mounds with white silvery strands, which slid down her cleavage and dripped from her nipples. For a few seconds, he continued pumping his rapidly softening dick, just to make sure nothing else came out, before staggering backwards, sated and in deep need of a beer.
There wasn't much to do after that. His Mom sat down on the sofa next to the singer and had a beer as well, whilst the bassist did a bit of cleaning and Dylan and the drummer held a desultory conversation. After a few minutes, his Mom put down the can and headed to one of the bathrooms to take a shower and reapply her make-up. By the time she returned downstairs, and dressed again, Dylan and the others had also put on their clothes and were talking about whether to order a pizza.
"Do you want a lift to the station?" the singer said gallantly.
"No, it's okay. I called a cab, it should be here."
Even as she spoke the doorbell rang. She grinned and waved her hand in goodbye, "Great orgy guys, I loved it."
"Yeah, it was fun," agreed the drummer and the others nodded.
"I'll see you in a couple of weeks?" asked Dylan, "But you'll call me later."
"Will do," she said, "See you."
Then she opened the door and was gone.
The singer reached for another beer can, cracking it open and handing it to Dylan, "Hot Mom, man. You know I was thinking, as we fucked her, wonder if her son knows what a slut she is?"
Dylan shrugged and grinned, "Who knows?"
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He moved slowly, silently, one hand on his sword hilt, the weapon still in its padded scabbard, the other he held out slightly to make sure he was balanced as he crept -- the last thing he wanted was to avoid stepping on a branch only to stumble and alert his prey. Telric had been a bounty hunter twenty years, after a brief and not very successful career as a cooper's apprentice. He'd been partnered with Admart for twelve of those, the most successful twelve as well. In that time they'd tracked debtors, murderers, deserters, errant husbands, equally errant wives, runaway children, a drunk priestess (that was a story he'd tell his grandchildren) and dozens of common thieves, cutpurses and footpads. They'd never tracked an Amazon before and for Admart, Telric was sure it was as much the novelty and challenge which motivated him as the money.
For Telric it was the money, and as Amazons had a reputation as being dangerous, the money was good. Admart was back with the horses half a mile away, a small patch of trees next to the road which had good grazing and a spot under a tree where he could happily read a book whilst he waited for his illiterate partner to return. Perhaps their differing motivations and personalities were why they made a great team, if they seldom met outside their work, within it they fitted like a hand in a perfectly tailored glove. Admart was the smart one, the charmer who could interrogate anyone from a town guard to a local whore so skilfully they didn't know they were giving out clue after and who could then tie the disparate facts into a whole map. It was he who'd tracked the Amazon and her granddaughter this far, taking small clues along the way from innkeepers and foresters who'd glanced at the travelling women. It was him who'd realised that it wasn't a random direction that the Amazon was going and that she was heading to somewhere and that probably also meant someone. In each town he looked for clues, gently probing the locals to get some idea if there was a destination here.
And in the last town, it had been a reclusive Mom and daughter, who lived outside the walls. Telric could never work out how his partner had pulled together the threads of the woman being from elsewhere, not having had a man since her husband died sixteen years together and them vanishing for a period after an orc-raid and both Mom and daughter becoming even more reclusive after that,  only coming into town rarely to sell potions. But he had and he'd confidently told Telric that the woman was an Amazon and that was where Katarinka and the granddaughter had gone.
This was where Telric skills came in. Experience, and the fact they were still alive, had taught both men you didn't rush in and hope that the target was both there and unprepared to resist, plus there was little more embarrassing than smashing down the door to a farmhouse and discovering it wasn't your target (and Telric had done that several times in his early years). You needed to do your reconnaissance and be careful about not being spotted. If Admart was brains and charm, Telric was sharp-eyed and cunning like a fox; he could creep through the undergrowth as silently as a field mouse and see signs of passing that even a hawk would miss. He moved swiftly and stealthily towards the building.
The rays of from the sun were quickly vanishing leaving the woods gloomy if not yet dark and through the trees he could see the spark of a lamp being lit through a window. The house was occupied at least, but he needed to be sure it was the right one before he went back to his partner. He slowed down, his eyes darting around to find a suitable place to hunker down, his dark cloak around him and all his face masked apart from his eyes, so there be no glint of light on his skin to give him away.
Finding a spot, which allowed him to blend against a tree whilst still offering a perfect view of the door and the yard he settled down. There was a chill in the air, winter might be over, but it was hard to say that spring had yet come. The cloak was chosen for its darkness less its warmth, the bounty hunter pulled it around himself anyway, shivering and thinking that Admart had probably got a fire going. If he was lucky Katarinka would be out to check on the chickens before she retired, if not he'd be here all night and hope she'd come out after breakfast; though he was resigned to the fact she might stay inside for days and eventually he'd have to take more direct action to see if she was in.
The door opened and out came a woman. For a moment, in the darkness, he thought it might be his target -- she was certainly an Amazon, wearing armour which covered her breasts and a metallic skirt over her thighs and holding her sword with an easy casualness, despite its size and weight. But after a second he could tell she was too young, though she had a resemblance to the woman in the picture. Still, it was promising and suggested Admart had been right about the woman who lived here being an Amazon.
The Amazon had a lit taper in her spare hand and used it to light some straw in the braziers around the yard, lighting it up, so that Telric could see her even better and fully confirm she wasn't Katarinka. The woman practised a few swings and Telric, who knew a fair number of things about sword-fighting himself was impressed with the speed and dexterity with which she moved, she wouldn't be easy to take down, he decided.
A few moments later the door opened again and two young women came out, Telric guessed they were eighteen or nineteen, perhaps twenty. Unlike the Amazon they were in normal attire, both of them wearing dresses with low-cut bodices which clung tightly to their slender waists. The Amazon paused to say something to them and they both giggled, before taking hold of each other's hands and wandering over to stand near the gate to the paddock, waiting as the older woman finished lighting up.
Then his patience was rewarded, the door opened for a final time and another woman clad in Amazon armour came out. She was perhaps marginally taller than the first one and he would have guessed her age in her mid to late forties, though he knew he was out over a dozen years as she was sixty past. He had found his target, who was certainly Katarinka, sometimes called the Brewer of Witches or the Dragon Slayer.
The two teens broke from each other, the one with the darker longer hair, moving towards the first woman, whilst her friend, shorter shoulder-length hair and what looked like a lighter brown (perhaps a dark blonde, it was difficult to be sure in the fading light) walked, or more accurately, sashayed towards Katarinka. The two teens and the older women embraced and not in a friendly or familial way, the Amazon's gripping around the teen's slender waists and drawing them close against them as their heads dipped down. Telric was too far away to literally hear, but his imagination made up the sounds of passionate kissing. Of course, he had known that Amazons weren't into men, that and them being fearsome warriors were the facts even the most ignorant peasant knew, but it was still a surprise to see it being enacted in front of him, quiet sexy as well and whilst most of him stayed as still as a statue, one particular part of his anatomy stiffened.
The kiss wasn't just a quick one either, the four women remaining together for what seemed like half the evening, making out passionately, squeezing against each other, hands sliding from waists to ass, gripping the pert teenage bottoms under their dresses as the teen's hands slipped up the naked backs of the women, only stopping when they came to metal bra armour. Katarinka was sliding her leg up between the shorter-haired woman's, the teen seeming to shiver and shudder as the older woman's knee rubbed at her pussy. Her head fell back and Telric was sure he could hear her moans and groans of pleasure, gradually getting louder as Katarinka masturbated her.
The other couple were still making out passionately, the older of the pair undoing the younger's bodice and pulling it down enough that the teen's pert breasts sprang out. Damn, they were a nice pair, thought Telric as they seemed to give a pale glow as the firelight danced a few feet away. He only had a moment or two to admire them before the older Amazon moved her mouth from the teen's and onto the tits. He had to force himself not to give a half-growl as he watched the older woman suckle and lick at them, swallowing them as deep into her mouth as was possible. The teen was giggling and gasping pleasurably, her sounds mixed with her friend's (who he now thought was Aina, the granddaughter who'd been kidnapped, though he didn't think it looked too involuntary to him -- not that it should matter, the money was the same).
He returned to concentrating on Katarinka and Aina, it should be disgusting to watch a grandmother making out with her granddaughter, against all the laws of Gods and the laws that men put in to appease them, but it wasn't. Instead, it was damnably sexy (possibly literally so, depending on whether the Gods were as harsh as some of the Priests said they were); he licked his lips and gave a quick and not very truthful prayer, before continuing to watch as the teen shuddered and shivered, uttering little, delightful, cries. Katarinka was undoing the teen's front as well, her hands slipping under the material to squeeze the teen's bosoms and make her gasp even louder and more passionately. The dress continued to be pushed back and away, off her shoulders and down to her waist. Aina's skin seemed flawless and he had near-perfect eyesight, so that meant it probably was. The teen was groaning loudly as even as Katarinka stopped moving her knee between her legs she was slurping and licking at the young woman's bosoms, giving them the same delightful treatment as the younger Amazon was giving her 'friend' (or daughter perhaps, there was a family resemblance and there seemed to be too big an age gap for sisters). Telric made a mental note to ask Admart, when he returned to his partner, what the Amazons felt about in-family sex, there being little doubt in his mind that Katarinka and Aina were definitely grandmother/granddaughter lovers and that the other pair was almost certainly even more closely related. He couldn't remember if the other man had said anything about it as they rode, to be truth Admart was much more interested in other cultures and their histories, Telric normally concerned himself with more practical subjects, such as how they fought.
In front of him, the two teens were almost back to back, slowly being pushed together by their more forceful Amazon lovers, in both cases their dresses were down to their waists, exposing their lovely, firm titties, so much better than his own wife's and almost as good as a whore he'd fucked a few nights before. The older women were kissing the teens again, their mouths pushing down on the teen's open ones, the younger woman obviously reciprocating eagerly, their own hands running all over their older lovers' backs. Katarinka broke from, who Telric was sure was, Aina and there was a brief exchange of words between them, which Telric couldn't hear, but which seemed to make the teen happy as a large smile spread across her face. She got down on her knees, the other teen quickly following her as the older women undid their iron skirts and exposed what lay beneath.
For a second, despite his keen eyesight, Telric thought they were real cocks. They were certainly shaped like them and the wood was flesh-coloured, at least in this light, though he suspected in daylight they'd have looked paler than the Amazon's actual skin. He vaguely remembered Admart saying something about how Amazon's got their strength, the woman's weapon he'd called it and whilst he'd suggested it was a phallic symbol as he'd not got into any detail Telric had assumed it was a necklace or some other feminine ornament the women carried. Still, if their strength related to the weapon's size both women would be damn difficult to beat in a fight; he didn't think he was small himself, but the two wooden weapons were larger than he was and whilst he'd sure they'd fit in a hole, it would be a tighter fit than many men would enjoy.
The teens certainly seemed to be enjoying them like they were real, both the young women slipping their mouths around the fake phalluses and dipping their heads down them enthusiastically. It was hard to tell, at the distance, how far they were going in, but from the way the teenager's heads were bobbing Telric guessed they were giving them a good throating. Not just a quick few seconds either, but a proper mouth-wash, going on for so long the bounty hunter began to wonder if the girls were witches, not needing to breathe, before he shook his head and cursed himself silently for his superstition; no magic, just really good cock-suckers.
The cocks might not be real, but the two Amazons seemed to be enjoying them as if they were, grinning at each other and holding the back of their lover's head, pushing her in and speaking what sounded like words of encouragement, though Telric was too far to properly decipher them. The two teens bounced back and forth, eagerly taking the cocks in their mouths, their naked tits jiggling as they reached down under their dresses, their arms moving vigorously and making it obvious that they were pleasuring themselves as they sucked.
The torches burnt brightly, illuminating the tableau, allowing Telric's sharp eyes to take it all in, like they were doing a live show just for him. It was an act of willpower not to reach for his own cock and jerk it furiously as he watched the four sexy women in front of him. Only the fact that he wouldn't stand a chance against two Amazons stopped him. The sex show continued as the older women pulled back the weapons and the younger ones stood up, moving in to kiss the Amazon passionately. Katarinka and her friend (daughter?) were pushing at the teens' dressing, removing them fully so that the two younger teens were totally naked apart from their moccasins. Their nude bodies pressed at the older women, embracing them tightly as the older women's hands, in turn, massaged and played with the teenager's tight ass cheeks.
After a few moments they broke, there was a brief exchange of words between Katarinka and the other Amazon, as Aina and the other teen smiled and giggled, reaching out to take each other's hand. Then still naked the two teens walked to the edge of the paddock as the two Amazons picked up their swords and shields and moved into a fighting stance.
Watching the fight wasn't more interesting than watching what had proceeded it, but it was possibly more important, as there was a strong chance Telric might find himself crossing swords with the women and seeing their styles might give an edge that'd keep him alive. Both were fast and skilful, swinging and parrying, thrusting (and stopping just inches away from the jugular or heart, which was more difficult than it looked). It confirmed what he had heard about the skills of the Amazons and when he got back to Admart he'd tell his partner that this was a job which was better divided four or even five ways, rather than just between them when they'd never live to collect.
Aina and the other teen were watching the fight as closely, though it looked like their interest was less professional and more sexual, as they kept giggling and whispering to each other as they rubbed at both their own and the other's pussy as they followed the movements of the older women. The Amazons continued their fight, ignoring the masturbating teens, (which was hard for Telric and he was further away and must have been worse for the Amazons next to them who'd be able to hear the moans and groans as the two teens pleasured themselves). The older women danced in the torchlight, their skin seemingly red, from the flames or exertion or both. It was hard, even for a professional such as Telric, to tell who was best, one attacked and then the other, or else they both dropped back waiting for an opening or feinted so what looked like a parry turned into a swing. They were both good, however, and energetic, going at the fight for longer and with greater energy than many men Telric had known.
Eventually, they both stepped back, lowering their weapons and speaking together, both smiling as they turned to the teens who were giggling coquettishly as the older women looked them over. The Amazons both took off their metal bras, exposing their tits, larger than the teens but also tighter and rounder than many women of their ages could manage, especially Katarinka who would not see sixty again. The two teens looked at the older women lustfully, Aina saying something to the other one, who nodded and smiled widely. They advanced sexily towards the Amazons, swinging their hips so their titties jiggled under the torchlight. Interestingly Aina wasn't going towards Katarinka but the other Amazon and the teen who'd been sucking the middle-aged Amazon was moving towards Katarinka.
The two new couples kissed hard and passionately, their hands moving over each other bodies, rubbing and exploring, hugging and embracing, pulling each other close. The steel skirts the Amazons were wearing fell to the ground with a metallic clank as the teens undid them, leaving the older women almost as naked as the teens, though the older woman had their strap-ons and all four kept on their shoes (or calve length boots in the Amazon's case). For a few more minutes the two couples continued making out before they separated. As Telric watched the two teens walked over to a bit of fresh grassy lawn and lay down beside each other. They kissed and took hold of each other's hands, as they spread their legs open. The two Amazons held their women's weapons as they dropped first to their knees and then carried on down, guiding the wooden phalluses into the teenage twats.
Both young women gasped and groaned passionately as they were penetrated. Neither was new to this as they wrapped their arms and legs around the older women, encouraging them in and down. Not that either of the Amazons looked like she needed either help or encouragement as they speared the teenage pussy, driving their weapons into the teenage sheaths.
Even across the yard, Telric could hear the shrieks and squeals of enjoyment from Aria and the other teen as they were fucked. The two young women were writhing and rolling as they were driven from above, their hands clawing at their older lover's back and their legs clamping around them. The Amazons were going in hard and deep, pounding away frenetically, with a speed and power Telric was unsure he could match, and even if he could, not for so long.  He couldn't actually feel the ground quaking, but he also imagined it was doing, such as the pounding that was happening in front of him. In the trees above him an owl tweeted, its woo-hoos merging with the cries and gasps from the teenagers.
The older women carried on fucking the two younger ones for longer than Telric, thought possible. He was sure he'd have collapsed exhausted by now (and he wasn't a starved peasant, but a fit and strong bounty hunter) and if he hadn't he'd have cum, especially fucking one of the sexy beauties in front of him. It was impressive how the older women continued, they were panting a bit, but not enough that it looked like they were out of the race, nor enough that they were slowing noticeably. The teens were screaming and shrieking louder, shuddering and rocking, as it looked like they were driven to orgasm.
The Amazons exchanged a few words which Telric couldn't hear, before levering themselves up and onto their knees. For a moment, as the two teens also started to sit up, the bounty hunter thought the 'show' was over and they were going to go inside, but instead, the young women were positioning themselves on their hands and knees, wiggling their asses at their Amazon lovers. The two older women looked down, admiring the view, before taking the wooden cocks in their hands and guiding them towards a waiting orifice. Telric, from his position, couldn't tell which they'd entered or even if the Amazons had both gone for the same target. He could tell that the older women were starting slower than before and both the teens were rocking in excited pleasure, their cries louder, even if their words still remained indecipherable.



As he watched the Amazons pushed forward, each thrust harder and deeper than the next. Soon, the dicks were far enough in whichever hole had been aimed at for the two warriors to move their grip to the teenagers' waists, holding them tightly as they rode forward, driving the wooden weapons into the teenagers. Both young women appreciated it mightily as their calls and gasps attested, they rocked and shuddered in turn with their lovers, their backs arching and bending as orgasmic waves flooded through them. The owl above hooted once more and then turned its full attention to the sex show, joining Telric in marvelling at how fast and powerfully the Amazons could pound -- if they were as strong as fighting as they were in fucking it was no wonder their lands had never been conquered.
The teens were shuddering and squealing in ecstasy and even if the words were lost to him, Telric could see that they were calling for more and that the Amazons were giving it them, the older women achieving the impossible by going even faster, ramming whichever holes they were in with an intensity which was either demonic or magical, depending on your religion. Telric didn't really keep to the Gods (or God) so didn't take a view apart from wishing whatever the woman had he had as well, the whores would pay him and he'd never have to wonder whether his wife was cheating whilst he was away. Licking his lips he wished he could swap places with Katarinka, or the other and fuck the teen as hard as they were doing; he might not be able to keep going as long, but it'd be fun giving it a go. Still, he was professional and smart enough to know that it was a fantasy, this wasn't a take-alive job, but a dead one, Katarinka and the teens wouldn't be languishing in a jail cell he could visit, but dead in the hut floor.
It was a shame, though, both the young women were as sexy as fuck...
The two Amazons seemed to be reaching a crescendo, fucking the teens so furiously that they almost seemed to be a blur, the light of the flames dancing off them so that they seemed to be in multiple places at once, like a series of pictures along the wall where the subject moves a few inches in each frame. The teens were shrieking their appreciation, their arms giving way so they were face down in the grass, ass up in the air. Their bodies were vibrating and shuddering, red-skinned and their sweat shining in the torchlight. They were screaming like banshees in the night, making even the owl above him shut up and stare as if it was personally affronted by the noise. The Amazons slammed in even harder, driving the teens insane with pleasure, their backs bending and straightening, their hands scrabbling at the ground, their feet arching and curling.
Then it was over, the older women were pulling their cocks out of the exhausted teens and standing up, before bending down to help the still stunned younger women to their feet. The two teenagers tottered inside as the older women picked up their swords and shields and followed them.
Telric waited for a few hours until the torches were out, the lamps inside were extinguished and the only light was the stars and quarter-moon. Satisfied they were in bed for the night, he unwrapped his cloak and stood up. He was stiff, in many ways, but he had found the Amazon and he'd be back with Admart and at least two or three others.
*
Outside a goat started bleating. Whether its loud mewls were a deliberate attempt to wake up Katarinka or not, it had that effect. The Amazon yawned and stretched and then was instantly awake, years of camping in wildernesses where hungry beasts stalked looking for their next meal, had acclimatised her to awakening in a heartbeat. Not so her granddaughter and lover, Aina, who on hearing the noise from outside stirred slightly and then returned to sleep, hugging the furs that covered her closer. Katarinka grinned, the teen probably needed her shuteye, after being hard fucked by Katarinka until all the hours in the morning and that was after an earlier, equally energetic bout, with her aunt (and Katarinka's daughter) Tori, whilst Katarinka had butt-fucked her other granddaughter (and Tori's lover) Sofy.
The older woman was half-tempted to take her woman's weapon and wake the teen in the most enjoyable way, but she decided to let her sleep; after all, a tired Aina would be no fun in the evening. Still, she leaned over and kissed the younger woman, slipping a hand under the blanket to feel and squeeze a pert breast just to check if the teen would awaken enough. There was a moan from Aina, but as it quickly turned into a yawn and then a sleepy half-snore, the older woman gracefully retreated and got dressed.
She was pleased to see that Tori was up and out milking the goat, unlike her cousin, who had been brought up with servants to do everything, she had been brought up in a smallholding several miles from the nearest town and had learnt if you lay in on the morning you missed most of the best parts of the day. She gave a charming smile at her grandmother and naughtily pulled down her dress to give the Amazon a quick glance at her perfect teenage bosoms. Katarinka grinned, that was certainly a way to perk her up in the morning.
"Where's your Mom?" she asked.
"Round the back, near the sparring yard," the teen replied as she readjusted her dress. Katarinka gave her a grin and nod and went to find her own daughter.
She was where Sofy had said she was, though she was in the woods which were a good twenty yards from the paddock where they practised their swordplay most evenings. The younger Amazon was kneeling down, looking at something in the dirt. She turned around and looked up as she heard her Mom approaching (though Katarinka could have been silent if she'd been creeping up for real). "What do you think those are?" she asked.
Katarinka knelt down where her daughter had been. The chances were most people wouldn't have noticed the snapped twig or the leaves which had fallen off the tree or if they had would have put it down to the wind or a nocturnal animal, but it had been a still night and the branch to which they'd been attached was too high for all but the biggest boars, and none would come so close to a house. Missing the first clues they'd have missed the second, the tiny indentations in the ground, barely different from the natural contours, but to the sharp-eyed unmistakeable as a boot. Katarinka's fingers traced over it, confirming the ground was still fresh.
Her daughter said, "You were right."
"That someone was watching last night?" Katarinka stood and looked into the woods, though she knew whoever it was would be long gone. "It was an instinct, no more."
"We should have looked then," her daughter said, though the reproach was more directed at herself than her Mom.
"We didn't." Katarinka had fought in enough battles to know there was no point thinking about roads not taken.
"A peeper?" her Tori asked, though, from the tone of her voice, she didn't believe that.
"I think not, if they were peeping there be some sign of their seed, there's no way they could be able to contain themselves, not with Aina and Sofy being so sexy," Katarinka replied.
"It'll be a hunter then," her daughter said, "but he didn't have enough men to take us."
"Yes, but he'll be back with friends."
*
Telric straightened up and waited. A few feet away his partner, Admart hadn't even bothered to dismount, just waiting as Hugh uttered an oath and then went with his two men to ransack the building as if the Amazons might be hiding up the bedding. The other two bounty hunters, Phelep and Iant had followed them, Phelep more out of a vague sense of interest than because he expected to find anyone and Iant because he was young and keen to impress the more experienced guild leader.
Phelep was first out of the house, walking towards Telric and Admart and putting on his expensive rabbit skin gloves as he did so. Admart raised an eyebrow quizzically. Phelep seemed to know what he was asking or at least answered the question Telric would have asked the guild leader if he had been a few feet closer. "They're gone. Two, three days ago I guess."
"Lucky we waited for him then..." snorted Iant. Him obviously being Hugh, who as soon as he'd got the message by carrier pigeon that Katarinka had been found had sent one back, demanding they wait until he arrived -- that had taken four days.
"He wants to be in at the kill," Phelep said and then added, "He's the paymaster so it is his right."
"Waste of time if you ask me," said Admart and then shrugged because he thought their employer a fool, but then so did the others and no one was going to gainsay him.
Phelep had turned towards Telric and this time it was the tracker who answered the unspoken question, "Two days ago, early morning, can still see the tracks, four horses -- reckon they must have bought a couple of mounts from town, as there weren't that many here beforehand."
"They'll be nags, they won't have enough for thoroughbreds, " said Admart and Telric nodded his agreement.
"You can follow them," it was a statement not a question from Phelep and he was already turning back to the Iant, "Saddle up, we'll start after them as soon as our employer has finally convinced himself they're not hiding in the wall cracks."
*
The fire crackled in the night, the remains of a couple of hare sizzling as on it, though the two Amazons and their thralls had eaten their fill. They had fled the house two days ago, heading in much the same direction as Katarinka had come from, but this time heading for the border of the Amazonian lands and hoping with the newly bought horses they'd be able to stay ahead of the hunters... and if not Katarinka and Tori were a match for any man and if the men were not good, two.
The horse whinnied quietly as Katarinka checked it and its fellows, making sure they were bedded down. She took another look around the perimeter, making sure the tiny lines she and Tori had laid with bells attached, were still tight. She was sure they had at least a day's headstart of any pursuers but it did no harm to set the alarm early. Then she unbuckled her swordbelt and armoured top and skirt, leaving on only her boots and woman's weapon.
On the other side of the fire, she could see her daughter's blankets moving up and down and hear the grunts from Sofy as the teen took her Mom's weapon as it penetrated her tight teenage pussy rapidly and repeatedly. Nearer she could see Aina's head above the covers of their own little nest, white teeth gleaming in the firelight as she smiled at her Grandmom. The older woman removed her boots as she neared the bedding, walking the last few paces across the rough ground on her bare feet. Aina threw back the blankets as the older woman got nearer, she was as naked as a forest nymph and twice as beautiful. Katarinka climbed under them, reaching around to pull them over her as she lay on top of the teen. She could feel the heat of the fire and the warmth of Aina's body, both combining to make her perspire. Reaching down she stroked the younger woman's cunt; it was also wet but for a different reason.
"MMnnn, fuck me, Grandmom," the teen moaned invitingly, "Stick that weapon in my cunt and fuck me hard."
The older woman continued to slide her fingers over the teenage twat, enjoying the wetness as she gently entered with two, probing down and in, making Aina buckle with pleasure. Leaning on one hand, Katarinka pushed with the other, twisting her fingers round and gently curling them so the knuckles were rubbing at the soft walls and the hidden nerves beneath. It was no surprise that beneath her Aina shivered and stretched in excitement, her teeth gently biting at her lower lip as she looked dead into her Grandmom's eyes. Katarinka stared back down, grinning, as she fingered the sexy teen slot. The teen's eyes seemed red with the flames, making her look like she was in the throes of some demonic passion. "Fuck me, give me your weapon," she moaned, spreading her legs wider under the blanket, "Fuck me properly, make me your woman tonight."
The teen's cunt was sopping by this time, cum almost literally pouring from the walls and covering Katarinka's fingers like warm milk. She opened her fingers so that she could rub them along opposite sides of the tunnel, feeling her granddaughter shudder and shake in excitement, the teen's hands balled into fists and her body lifting up to meet the Amazon's, the nipples on Aina's pert tits as hard as little diamonds.
"Yesss, yesss, harder, yesssss!" across the fire Sofy was squealing out in ecstasy as her Mom ploughed her pussy with ruthless vigour.
The sound of it was an added turn-on, making Katarinka even more excited. She managed to hold off for a few more minutes though, driving her fingers into Aina. The teen's growls and groans were of both frustration and arousal at the same time, the older woman knew what to do and how to stimulate the teen, but there was a bigger weapon on offer than digits. Still, sometimes it was better to delay the pleasure than jump right in and Katarinka knew that once she started properly fucking her Granddaughter the teen would be on the top level of an orgasmic tower in no time. So she ignored Aina's plea for the weapon and instead thrust her fingers down even faster into the young thrall, which made her squeal and gasp and arch her back. The older Amazon moved her mouth down to suckle first one tit and then its twin, engorging the perfect pair and gently worrying the hard nubs with her teeth.
The teen's moans got louder and one of her own hands moved down to rub at her clit, her knuckles bouncing regularly against Katarinka's wrist. Until Katarinka was sure both the teen was ready and she, herself, couldn't hold on much longer from giving her weapon to that gorgeously hot pussy. She gripped the wooden shaft, juice from her fingers slipping down it, before guiding it towards the waiting hole.
"Goddess," gasped Aina. She let out a low growl of pleasure and then repeated, "Goddess."
The strap-on slid in easily and Katarinka let go of it, relying on her body weight and hip movements to drive it in. The blankets slid up and down her back like they were trying to massage her as she began to fuck her teen lover hard. Aina groaned in pleasure, her hands moving around to hug the Amazon as if she was scared the older woman was either going to get up or fall off, though, in reality, neither of those things was likely -- not when the weapon was as encased as deeply as it was in such a sexy sheath.
"Here's my cock, baby, take it, take it all the way," grunted Katarinka as she rose and fell. Her breasts bounced and jiggled, knocking against Aina's smaller pair. Harder and harder she went, driving the teenager into the soft forest ground, the ground sheet sinking into the damp earth so that the weeds seemed to be growing over its sides. "Mmnn, you want it hard, Aina, here's hard."
"Harder! Harder!" screamed the teen, seeming to set her Grandmom a challenge the older woman was more than willing to meet. She hammered down, putting all her strength and weight into each thrust as if she were in a duelling pit fighting for her life. The young thrall appreciated it as her shrieks and cries got louder and higher pitched, like a kettle on a stove. Her cousin was equally noisy, her squeals of pleasure joining Aina's in a sexual melody. The combined cries spurred Katarinka on, she upped her speed and drove in, not caring about the perspiration running down her body or the first hint of an ache in her back as she bent in to slam the weapon down. Her granddaughter shrieked even louder, her entire body burning with a red-hot lust, "Harder, aaaaarrghhh, yesssss! Grandmom, make me cum, yes, I want to cum!"
If the teen's ambition was an orgasm Katarinka was more than happy to help. Down she went, drilling her weapon into the wet hole. Her granddaughter screamed and vibrated, her breasts jumping and jiggling and her mouth wide open so that her white teeth seemed to fill her face. The older woman planted her hands firmly on the ground on either side of the teen, squashing the weeds and grass as she pumped up and down like she was trying for the press-up world championships. Beneath her Aina spread her legs wide, making sure her pussy was as open as it could be and kept her hands on the back of the older woman's neck, continually pulling her down and doing all she could to help. Katarinka grinned as drove in, "You're so sexy Aina, you know that? You're so beautiful, I love fucking you so much, I love you."
She said the words casually almost without thinking and then realised she meant them. She waited for a response, but her granddaughter was so caught in the throes of passion she hadn't been listening, "Aaaarrghhh, fuck me, fuck me hard," she screamed.
Katarinka was happy to do what was asked, continuing to ram the tight teen twat and fill it with her weapon. She pumped away for a few more minutes, letting Aina scream and squeal and demand more dick faster and harder (as across the fire her cousin did the same). The teen's fingers stabbed and clawed at her Grandmom's back, gripping the older woman tightly as the Amazon went up and down. A series of new screams split the air as Aina came again, her back arching and her head falling back, forcing itself into the soft ground. "AAAarrrrghhh, yesssss, yesssss."
Katarinka had no intention of stopping, she had plenty of energy and was of the view, that if you were a sexy an eighteen-year-old as her granddaughter, one was never enough. She didn't even pause to let the whimpering teenager get her breath back before she was hammering as hard as before, thrusting the toy all the way in. However, the orgasm had temporarily quietened Aina, or at least she was making low moaning sounds rather than screaming like a lost soul. She gave it a few seconds to think and decide whether it was something she wanted to say or whether it had just been the moment, before deciding that you never knew what tomorrow would bring so why hold back. "You're gorgeous," the Amazon grunted, "I love you."
"I love you too," squeaked Aina, "Now turn me over and fuck my ass!"
It was an invite too good to ignore, so Katarinka pulled out and knelt back, the blanket falling from her shoulder and onto the ground as she helped her granddaughter onto her hands and knees. She could see that Tori and Sofy were already in the same position, her daughter vigorously doggy-banging the teen.
Reaching down Katarinka took hold of her granddaughter's cheeks and spread them apart, exposing the enticing sphincter, which seemed to be designed by the Goddess as the perfect sheath for her weapon. She pushed in a finger, twisting it round as she did, to open the hole and prep it for the much larger wooden rod that was about to enter it. The teen groaned and shivered, her hands gripping the bedroll as she positioned herself. Across the fire Sofy was screaming louder, further advanced in the butt-banging than her cousin, "Aaaaargghhh, Mom, fuck my ass. Yesssss, Mom, please."
"I want you to butt-bang me," moaned Aina in anticipation, "Don't waste time, Grandmom, I want it now."
That was the trouble with youth, they were always impatient.
Of course, the trouble with being old was that you knew you had to get a move on as time flew quicker than you'd realise. Nodding, Katarinka replied, "Don't worry, I'm going to, in fact, I'm going to give you the best ass-fucking you've ever had."
Now that was a challenge, but it was one that Katarinka was more than happy to set.
She pulled out her finger and positioned herself behind the teen's backdoor. Her weapon was already well lubricated with Aina's cum and whilst the door resisted for a moment and the walls were tight, she was able to push it in with only a small amount of effort. The teen groaned and gasped as she was penetrated, working herself backwards so that her hole slid over the incoming toy, using her new-found experience to take the dick as deeply as possible as quickly as she could. Katarinka had been fucking hot thralls for over forty years and she wasn't sure she'd yet one who was both as insatiable as her granddaughter and such a quick learner -- not that the older woman was complaining, it was one of the reasons she loved the teen (though it wasn't just the sex, but other things as well).



Reaching down Katarinka gripped the younger woman's waist, using it to pull herself forward rapidly and forcefully, slamming the wooden prick down the tight teenage bottom. The asshole resisted, as it normally did, for a few moments, slowing the passage of the interloper. But it had been banged enough times over the last months that it knew it was futile and quickly it began to loosen and relax, allowing Katarinka to drive in even faster and harder, the woman's weapon skimming over the teen anal erogenous zones and making them light up.
"Ooohh, yesss, ooohhh," Aina moaned in excitement as the pleasure began to flow through her. She lowered herself so that she was face down and ass up, one hand out in front of her gripping at the earth beyond the bedroll, whilst the other was between her legs, rubbing at her already soaking pussy as her other hole was pounded, "Ohhhhh, yessss, I want more, I want that dick deep."
Behind her Katarinka slammed in, looking down at the teen beneath her and thinking how lucky she was to be fucking such a gorgeous beauty. Her hands gripped the teen's smooth waist even harder, her nails nipping in at the flesh as she felt the teen vibrate and rock with every vigorous pound she received. If she wasn't yet at the level of her screaming and squealing cousin, Katarinka was determined she soon would be. The Amazon rammed in, spreading the sphincter open and filling the teen's hole so totally that not even a blade of grass would have been able to separate weapon from wall. Aina gave a gasp, louder than before, but still not meeting the decibels of Sofy. "Mmnnn," grunted Katarinka, "I'll have you screaming soon, I'll make you orgasm like you've never cum before."
"Yes, yes, please," moaned the thrall, "I want you to give me the fucking of my life, pound my ass open, I want to cum like the Goddess herself."
That might be blasphemous, but Katarinka was sure the Goddess was pretty relaxed about oaths and blasphemes during sex sessions. She'd, of course, make Aina say an extra prayer later, but for now, she concentrated on making the teen climax like she was in the heavens. She gripped the teen's waist and levered herself down and in, pounding vigorously. Aina's moans and groans got louder and louder, not yet at the volume of her cousin, but quickly catching up. Her back curved and bent as he pushed backwards, her body rocking as she was hammered vigorously. The weapon slammed all the way in, Katarinka's forward motion only being stopped at her thighs slapped at the younger woman's cheeks, the red glow of her rump not caused just by the fire's light.
"Cum for me, I want you to cum," grunted Katarinka as she rammed in.
"Goddess, yes, fuck me harder, I can feel it, oooohhh Goddess, that cock feels so good," the teen moaned back. Her hand rubbed her pussy even faster, almost so that if it hadn't been so wet there'd have been sparks. The older woman rammed in, harder and harder, slamming her strap-on deep into the teenager's hole and stimulating all the hidden spots. Aina's groans became louder and her cries more intense, "Yesss, yessss, yessss," she called out, "Fuck me, fuck me."
Grunting Katarinka banged her granddaughter with a passion she'd felt for few other thralls, giving the teen the full length of the dick repeatedly and vigorously, feeling the younger woman shudder and vibrate with every powerful thrust. Her hands squeezed tight at the teen's slender waist, her fingers stabbing like knives into the flesh. Aina cried out, louder than before, almost a scream, "Yesss, yesss, Goddess help me, yesssss!"
It was obvious that the teen was at the edge of the orgasmic abyss and Katarinka was about to push her over the edge. She slammed as hard as she could, the heat from the fire making her sweat almost as much as the effort she was putting in. Aina squealed and bucked, shivering like she was hanging by her wrists from a hook in some dungeon. "Yes, yesssss," the teen screamed, "Fuck my ass, fuck it so hard it gapes!"
Without any further warning the teen's head shot up and she rose up, howling out, "Yesssss, aaaarrghhh, I'm cumming, aaaaaargh, I am cumming!"
Of course, the fact that her granddaughter had climaxed didn't mean Katarinka had any intention of slowing down and the Amazon continued to pound in vigorously, driving the teen to new heights of sexual delight, her shrieks now as loud and intense as those of her cousin, feet away. The forest night was filled with their cries and shouts of pleasure, little creatures stopping their scurrying to observe and owls in the sky hovering above them for a better look. The two older Amazons grunted and panted, pounding hard into the two teenager asses, so that even as one orgasm was subsiding the next was building, leaving the thralls in a near-constant state of heavenly bliss.
But even the Amazons could only go for so long, especially as they would need to be up and moving at dawn to stay ahead of their pursuers. Pride made Katarinka wait until Tori had pulled out and Sofy's cries had dropped to exhausted moans as she lay recovering before she pushed Aina into one final orgasm and pulled the weapon out of the red-rimmed and gaping back hole. "I love you," Aina said as her Grandmom exited.
"I love you too," replied Katarinka as she lay down next to her lover and pulled the blankets back up over them both.
*
"Three hours, possibly four," Telric was gingerly touching a pile of horse manure, being a tracker was not a job for the squeamish.
"Are you sure it's theirs?" Hugh asked.
It obviously was, as firstly Telric was such a good tracker that he wasn't going to have spent the last two days following the wrong trail and secondly, they were so deep in the forest that there weren't going to be any other riders this far in. However, Telric just shrugged and his partner, Admart, literally snorted in derision, leaving Phelep to answer. It was a stupid question, insulting really, but when you chink the moneybag you get the right to be dumb. "Yes, four horses, four women, two in softer shoes, two in boots, signs of a practice fight," he gestured to a patch of ground that Telric had been examining a few minutes ago, "and the fire; they probably think we're further behind than we are."
Really they should be, but whilst Hugh had insisted on coming with them, he'd also brought along some of the finest horseflesh it had been Phelep's pleasure to ride; the four bounty hunters, two guardsmen and Hugh making more speed, even allowing for breaks to track the trail, than the two Amazons and two thralls, on their one good horse, one average and two that were little more than walking dog meat. It didn't make up for the fact he was there, but you didn't get to the top tier of a bounty hunter's guild if you weren't diplomatic and after a few suggestions that perhaps Hugh didn't need to bestir himself on what would be an uncomfortable few days of riding, Phelep had made of show of being outwardly happy about his attendance.
He could have also done without the guards, guild rules stated that whoever was in at the end got an equal share -- he was fine with that where Admart and Telric were concerned, both men had done the hard work in tracking Katarinka and Aina, and he knew that if it came to swordplay and he was sure it would, that both men were handy in a fight. Iant was less experienced, but he was picking up a reputation and Phelep knew he could rely on the lad. The guards on the other hand... well they knew how to hold their swords and that was about it. Still four good swordsmen, he included himself, should be enough for two Amazons, even if three wouldn't have been enough and he didn't want to split the reward into sevens by bringing in a fifth bounty hunter.
"We should look to catch them up by early evening," he said.
"We'll catch them by surprise then and kill them all," Hugh sounded like he was relishing that.
"Probably not" Phelep was a realist and knew Katarinka's reputation, "But we'll catch them and then we'll kill them."
Telmart was back astride his horse now and Phelep gave him a nod to lead the way again.
*
Katarinka scrambled up the stony slope, towards a cliff. There was no point running anymore the time had come they'd need to fight and at least there would be something at her and Tori's back when they fought. Below them, seven horses trotted out from the woods and across the grass towards the smallish hill. The women's own horses looked up from the tussocks they had been munching, wondering if this was the reason they'd been ridden hard the last hour.
Katarinka had known the pursuers would be getting closer, their own horses were too slow, but despite herself, she was impressed how quickly they had caught up, partly it was the expensive horseflesh they rode, but also the tracker must have made few or no mistakes and detours. At another time she might have been happy to sit in a tavern with him and pick his brains and learn some of his skills, but not today.
They had set off at dawn and a couple of hours later, she had heard the sound of pursuit she'd been dreading. She and Tori had kept going at a measured pace for another hour, one or other of them rising quickly off to snap a couple of twigs or try to lay a false trail but it was becoming more and more obvious than the hunters were gaining on them. There was a time for silent subtlety, trying to throw the men off their trail and there was a time to gallop and hope and it was now the latter's. Behind them, the hunters had heard and they too had begun to ride hard and fast, the sounds of them rushing through the wood becoming more evident.
Until the four women had come into a clearing, a hundred yards of grass before a stony ridge, perhaps twelve feet high, which ended in a cliff perhaps another dozen feet. The horses, three of them at least, were panting with exhaustion, two almost about to fall over and third able to only manage a slow trot. Only her own mount had the stamina to continue, but Katarinka had never left anyone yet and she was not going to start with her daughter and granddaughters. The hill wasn't perfect, but it was a good a place for a last stand as any they were about to find before they were caught up.
She dismounted shouting instructions to the thralls. Both Sofy and Aina looked scared, but also defiant, as if they knew they were the blood of Amazons and weren't going to disgrace it. They stumbled up the hill as their Grandmom and Mom tightened their armour, retrieved their shields from the horses and unsheathed their swords. The first man arrived on the edge of the forest, pausing for a few moments waiting for his fellows. Katarinka briefly turned and saw the two teens were up by the cliff. "Let's go," she said to Tori and the two of them scrambled up the hill, stopping a few feet away from them.
The men rode forward and for the first time, she recognised Hugh. Her hand gripped her sword tighter. She should have ended his miserable life the first time she'd met him and things would have been so much better, but she hadn't and now here he was to end hers. Two guardsmen were clambering off the horses beside him, thickset men in shiny mail and clean red cloaks, made of the finest wool and coloured by the most expensive dye. If there'd been double their number she wouldn't have given them much chance between her and Tori. But they weren't the danger.
It was the other four dismounting. The one who the other three looked at briefly, as if waiting for his orders, was dressed as expensively as the guards and with a hairstyle that was more fashionable even than Hugh's, but any resemblance was superficial as he moved forward with the practised gait of a professional. His three colleagues did the same, a younger man wearing old, but well-cleaned and serviceable mail, another, older with less hair,  in leather with a short sword and buckler and a fourth, not wearing any armour but cloth, but with a sword in one hand and a dagger in another -- he'd be as fast as he was deadly.
Hugh rode forward a few feet, "Katarinka, how pleasant to see you again." He smiled with his mouth.
"I wish I could say the same, " the Amazon didn't look at him, but at the six men moving forward, especially the four in the centre -- the warriors, the killers.
The distance between them closed, the men coming on slowly so as not to tire themselves, their eyes locked on their opponents, gauging them up as Katarinka and Tori did the same to them. The Amazon was dimly aware of Hugh in the background, taunting them, but she ignored him, it wasn't the time to waste breath on meaningless insults, in a few minutes they'd either be dead or not. A few feet away, just out of sword length, the men stopped, their weapons up and ready, a moment of relaxation, just for a second.
It was hard to know who moved first, the Amazons or the hunters, but suddenly swords were flashing and singing, the clash of metal on metal and the grunts of exertion. Thrust, parry, stab, sweep, swing, back, forward, left and right. Driving up, speeding down, aiming for throats, for chests, for wrists or elbows, even to knees and up to the head. The whirl of activity lasted only seconds, before the two sides both pulled back, sizing up the other and silently deciding on their tactics.
Then they were at it again, Katarinka parrying a thrust for the man clad in leather armour, whilst ducking back as his friend drove first with his dagger and then his sword, both missing her by only inches. One of the guardsmen tried to get in, but he wasn't quick enough and Katarinka smashed down on his gorget, tearing the thin metal apart and digging into the flesh of the throat in a welter of blood. The man drew back, almost screaming if it hadn't been from his torn windpipe. But she didn't have time to even see him fall, as she felt the flick of sword, tearing across her arm. It didn't hit bone, but it still was deep into the flesh, leaving her dripping blood. She parried again, sensing that Toni was stepping back at the same time, and matching her daughter's step.
The men did the same, breathing deeply, as much from excitement as exertion and Katarinka was aware she was doing the same. The odds had changed, five against two, which were better than they had been, but her arm hurt like it was being dipped in acid and she was aware that Tori was grimacing, a bruise marking her cheek.
The men started to move and Katarinka knew the four huntsmen were good enough that it was only time before they finished the job.
However, she saw no point in making it easy for them.
The Amazons and their hunters clashed again, swords singing through the air, a shriek of pain from the second guardsmen as Tori caught him, but in return a second slash across Katarinka's arm, deeper this time, fracturing the bone so she could no longer hold the shield.
They broke again.
Behind them Hugh rode up the slope, an arrogant sneer on his face, "You shouldn't have taken what was mine Katarinka, now you're going to die and so is she, and the other bitches as well."
"Pig," shouted Aina.
The stone wasn't a large one, though it was no pebble either. But it was perfectly pitched to hit the horse right between the eyes. It wasn't enough to harm the animal, but it did shock it, rearing up. For a second Hugh tried to control it, but he was no horseman, and it would have taken one of unnatural skill to stop the mount momentarily losing its legging on the scree. It fell, bringing him down underneath it. There was a sudden shriek from Hugh and then the horse was struggling back to its feet, whilst he lay still, his head at an unnatural angle.
The man who seemed to be the leader grunted something and slowly stepped back towards Hugh, the other protecting him from any sudden assault from the Amazons. He knelt beside Hugh and felt for a pulse, after a few seconds he stood up and said, "He's dead."
"I won't grieve for him," said Katarinka.
"I wouldn't if I was you. However more importantly, at least to me, is that dead men don't pay," he sheathed his sword and the others followed his lead, "There's a lesson there, young Iant, persuade the paymaster not to come along with you."
"You're not going to... do anything more," Aina had come closer to her Grandmom, her hand on the older woman's waist.
"Not now we're not getting paid," the man looked at the two guardsmen, both dead or so near to it that made no difference. "Why risk our lives to revenge men we don't know."
"We can go?" Sofy asked, she was next to her Mom.
"Yes," the hunter gave a wry smile, "Feel free to take their horses, we've got our own."
With that, the four hunters turned and walked down the hill.
"By the Goddess," gasped Tori, "We won."
"Yes," said Katarinka, turning round to kiss a grinning Aina deeply.
As they broke the teen giggled and asked, "What now?"
"To Amazonia, where I can make you my wife," laughed Katarinka, slipping her good arm around the teen's waist, "That is if you want?"
But that's another adventure...
*
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"Sorry sir, your card has been declined," the bartender handed back the card and waited expectantly for a replacement that Guy Templeton didn't have.
The nineteen-year-old was definitely having a bad day and this seemed to top it. First thing his computer wouldn't switch on and nothing he nor his college roommate could do anything to get it operating. This has led to him needing to ask for a last-minute extension to the essay due from a college lecturer he hated. True to form the professor had refused, stating that it was hardly his fault the technology had failed, whilst implying that this was just a modern update of the old 'dog ate my homework' and that Guy hadn't done the work. It meant that instead of relaxing and getting ready for his three-month anniversary dinner, Guy had been sitting in the library desperately trying to remember what he'd written and then typing it out on one of the crappy machines the library provided. He'd met the deadline, but the reworked and rushed essay was a C at best.
He barely had time to shower and shave before rushing to the second-hand car his parents had bought him for Christmas. It didn't start. So he was over thirty minutes late for his dinner with Carla. It was going well, he had thought, she'd even allowed him to bang her ass a couple of weeks ago, something he'd not managed since his senior year girlfriend. The hot blonde was sitting impatiently at the table, tapping her fork, even though he'd rung her to tell her he was going to be late -- entering, that should have told him the evening wasn't going to be a good one.
It wasn't. Even before they'd ordered she'd told him she'd been thinking, it wasn't him, it was her, and they could still be friends. She didn't stay for starters, though given how expensive the restaurant was and how long in advance he had to book, he had remained, eating three courses and having two double brandies on top. It hadn't actually helped, which is why he'd decided to go and sit at the attached hotel bar to mope over another -- it may, however, reduced the already sketchy amount of credit on his card to zero.
The bartender was smiling politely, but his hand was very near the glass. Guy paused, deciding whether to risk going for the drink and draining it, before facing the humiliation of not being able to pay.
"I'll get that," the speaker was a tall woman in her mid-forties, wearing a low-cut dress that more than adequately displayed her more than adequate breasts.
The bartender quickly took her card before Guy could decline her offer. Not that he was going to, it saved him both a moment of humiliation and also, despite being the same age as his Mom, she was stonking hot. "Thanks," he said, "Guy Templeton."
"Janice," she smiled, not giving a surname. "I'm guessing you're on your own? We saw you eating alone over dinner."
"Yeah, sore point, kinda," he replied. He hadn't really been paying attention to his fellow diners, so wasn't sure whether she'd been there when Carla had got up or whether she'd arrived after. He waited for her to ask for details, a hot Milf was a shoulder to cry on for sure.
However, Janice didn't seem interested in why he was alone but neither was she a woman who just randomly bought drinks for strangers and left. Instead, she gestured behind him, "Why don't you come and join us?"
He turned towards where she was gesturing. Sitting in a circular booth around a table were two other women, both about Janice's age and like her wearing hot dresses that showed their ample cleavage, one dark-haired like Janice and the same height and the other a blonde, noticeably shorter than the others. For about a second Guy considered his options -- on one hand he could sit here moping and without the money to pay for another drink or he could go and sit with three good-looking older women, which even if nothing was likely to come of it, at least could lead to some flirting and a reminder that he was actually good looking and often quite funny. "Yeah, thanks," he said, getting up from his seat and following her over.
"I'm Nadine," said the other brunette.
"Rachel," said the blonde.
Neither gave their surnames.
"Guy," he replied and wondered if he should give his second name and then through force of habit he added, "Templeton."
"So why's a good-looking young man like you sitting on your own?" said Rachel, patting the seat next to her for him to sit. He did so, Janice sliding in after him so he was squeezed between them with Nadine shifting so she was opposite him.
"Long story short, just broke up with a girlfriend," he said.
"I don't know her and can tell already she's no taste," said Nadine and the other two also offered their commiserations.
"Plenty more fish in the sea," smiled Rachel and it might have been Guy's imagination but he was sure her leg rubbed against his as she spoke and did she bite her lip a little flirtatiously? He decided, probably not, but well...
"Yes, three months is nothing," he said, adding "that's how long we'd been going out."
"Young love, I went through dozens when I was your age," giggled Janice and for a second he thought she was remembering as her eyes took a dreamy look and she bit her lip slightly, but then she was back to the present, "So why the brandy?"
"Sometimes you just need it, you know?" he replied, "Bad day all round."
As far as the women were concerned that was true or at least none of them gainsaid him or tried to delve for a sob story and if he was honest, he wasn't now sure why he'd been drinking alone either, one bad paper wasn't going to matter (and it wasn't terrible, probably worth a B now he thought about it) and Carla was good looking but kinda a bit of a bore in bed, even the anal had only been a six out of ten
"You live nearby?" asked Nadine.
"I'm at College locally," he replied and the conversation moved on from his break-up. He told them a little about himself, that he was nineteen, that Carla was far from his first girlfriend and so he knew he wasn't going to be heartbroken forever (or even that long) and that he shared a room in a dormitory a couple of miles away. In turn, he learnt the three women were in town for a business trip and were staying over in the hotel. They were a little vague on their own marital status though he noticed that both Rachel and Janice had a small strip of white skin where their wedding rings would normally be. They talked a little about their work, though as it seemed to involve looking at the inner workings of companies he understood as little as they probably understood when he spoke about the essay on Hegel he'd just written. However, despite the mutual incomprehension the conversation was fun and flowed quickly, the three women making him feel the centre of attention, whilst none of them tried to overshadow her friends.
He finished his drink, but Nadine was already calling over a waiter and ordering more. Luckily Guy was more than able to handle to alcohol as that wasn't the only time the waiter was over as the three women could knock them, even more luckily they all seemed happy to take the tab and if it wasn't gentlemanly to not offer, it was all he could do with a dead card in his pocket. The three women had been friendly enough to start with, but they were definitely becoming even friendlier, Rachel and Janice almost sitting on him and Nadine, both reaching forward to grasp his hand and run her foot over his.
Rachel lifted her refilled glass, "So now you're broken up isn't it about time you were looking for a new lay -- chastity is overrated."
She grinned as she sipped, her gaze moving over him suggestively. Guy felt a dryness in his mouth, which you didn't get because you were thirsty, recognising the shorter blonde was pretty much offering herself to him. He hoped her friends would soon get the hint and excuse themselves so that he could move to some alone time with her and confirm that she wanted to help him get over his heartbreak with some no-strings sex.
That chain of thought was immediately broken as on the other side of him Janice placed her hand on his thigh and rubbed it. If he'd thought Rachel was obvious, her friend wasn't being subtle either, as she moved higher and higher, not quite going over the rapidly expanding lump in his pants, but being near enough she must at least feel the material rise and tighten at its foothill. She smiled sexually at him, "My experience is you never want to wait long enough to regret it."
"Trust me, I don't," he replied, though he was now in a quandary of which of the two women he wanted to be alone with, both were hot and sexy, with racks that others would die for and both were pretty much writing on their foreheads they were up for some fun.
That left Nadine, sitting opposite him and he turned from Rachel to face her, he saw that he was in for an even trickier decision, as she was leaning forward, her dress loosening so that her large bosoms were almost falling out., and with a come hither smile on her face. She ran her tongue sensually over her lips like she was fantasising about a succulent meal, probably sausage, "It's always better to go for experience as well, someone who can really wipe away those painful memories."
"Yeah, experience," Guy nodded, trying to work out whether he was going to get a fuck tonight or whether all three women would block each other and despite having three sure things he'd go back to his dorm unsated.
Perhaps Rachel was worried about the rivalry from her friend as her hand slipped onto his other thigh, moving up so that it too was just inches below his lump and it would be impossible to miss that or the fact that her little finger was touching Janice's. She gave him a sultry smile, "So if you could choose which one of us would it be?"
Damn, that had got to be a trick question. He could say Rachel, but that would mean he'd knock out Janice and Nadine, but equally, if he said Janice it would mean no Rachel or Nadine, and if he piped up with Nadine, it was goodbye Rachel and Janice. If he'd had half an hour he probably could have decided whether he wanted the short blonde or one of the two equally voluptuous taller brunettes, but he also knew he had moments. "I can't pick, you're all gorgeous, all three of you."
It was a cheat of an answer, but none of the women seemed put out, instead giggling between themselves and exchanging glances. "That's a perfect answer," said Janice and he turned his head from Rachel back towards her, "We were all saying, when you were sitting at the bar, that you looked so studly that you made our pussies wet."
Even as she was speaking he could feel Nadine's foot moving up the inside of his calf, stroking it gently, but unmistakably. She grinned wider, leaning even further forward so it was a miracle her breasts didn't break free of her dress. "All three of us? Do you think you can handle it?"
For a moment Guy wasn't sure if he understood what she was saying, though he hoped he was and that this wasn't just some sort of weird mental breakdown he was having in response to Carla splitting from him. Gingerly he said, "I can?"
"You sure," Nadine grinned and her friend's hands went higher so that were both over his cock, massaging it under his pants, "You think you can fuck all three of us?"
It was something Guy had never been offered before and in truth, he wasn't sure if he could satisfy three women at once (two, yes; three was ambitious), but equally this wasn't something which came along every day and if he was going to fail it'd still be an epic failure he could tell his grandchildren about (actually, now he thought about that, probably not). "I can," he said more strongly, "I can do it."
"What about it ladies?" asked Nadine with a smile which suggested it was a question she already knew the answer to, "Shall we have a foursome with our young stallion here?"
"Oh yes," purred Rachel.
"I want that," added Janice.
The decision made Nadine withdrew her foot to put her heel back on again as the others stood up, Guy following Rachel out of the booth. They paused at the entrance to the bar as Nadine went over to settle their tabs before heading to the elevator and up the sixth floor, all four of them as casual as if they were just work colleagues heading to their rooms and not about to have a fuckfest between a teenager and three fortysomethings he'd met less than an hour ago.
They stopped outside Janice's room, or at least Guy assumed it was Janice's as it was her who got the keycard from her purse. He briefly wondered how much the three women had planned before they invited him over, as none of them had suggested a room, but all of them seemed in agreement about where they were going. He mentally shrugged, it didn't matter at all, he was here and he was horny.
The light switched on and Guy followed Janice and Rachel past the opening corridor and into the main room, with its large double bed, sofas and small breakfast table with a couple of chairs. The blonde had turned towards him as soon as she was next to the bed and from the inviting look on her face she wasn't expecting to wander about and compliment the room's décor. He stepped forward covering the remaining few feet between them and moved his head downwards to her, his hands gripping at her waist as he did so.
Her mouth was open to receive him, her lips pressing as her tongue flickered forward and ran over his. He pulled her closer so that he could feel her soft breasts squashing against his chest, his fingers digging tightly into her waist as hers grasped his ass and equally squeezed. He only kept it up for a moment before breaking it and turning round to meet Janice. The tall brunette was his size and their mouths melded together like they'd been designed for making out with each other. His hands moved to her butt and he groped it through her dress, her tongue flicking forward hard suggesting he was doing something right. They continued for, perhaps, half a minute, time enough for Rachel to undo his tie and most of the buttons on his shirt. Then he felt another hand on his shoulder and he turned towards Nadine.
The brunette had wasted no time and her dress was already down to her waist, her breasts as big and beautiful exposed as he had expected them to be, with one of them pierced, (as was her belly button). He admired her for a heartbeat and then closed the half-foot distance between them so she was in his arms, his hands over her naked back as she in turn pulled his shirt from his shoulders, as her mouth moved to his. Behind him, Rachel (or possibly Janice, though he thought it was the blonde) was unbuttoning the remaining ones on his shirt and he let go of Nadine for long enough for her friend to tug it off, before he resumed stroking and rubbing her back.
Then it was back to Janice, who had used the time to strip down to her panties and high heels. Her breasts were as large and bouncily bonny as her friend's and Guy's mouth aimed downwards to suck greedily at a nipple. She too had her belly pierced and a heart on her upper arm, which had previously been covered by her dress. His mouth suckled greedily at the nipple as she moaned in excitement. He kicked off his shoes whilst he was doing it, feeling Rachel (he was definite it was her as he could see Nadine in his peripheral vision as she removed her dress all the way) undoing his belt and exploring to find the zip. The blonde was pulling his pants down even as he moved his mouth up to kiss Janice and then Nadine who had moved in beside them, so she was tit to tit with her friend as he made out first with one and then the other.
Task completed with the removal of the pants Rachel also stood and moved to stand beside Janice, so that once he was finished making out with the tall brunette he was able to move swiftly onto her smaller friend, his tongue tasting hers as they passionately kissed, one hand down on her ass, stroking it beneath the dress as the other reached round and slid under the panties of Nadine to give her butt the same treatment. Giggling in the middle, Janice reached for her panties, "Let me take this off," she said and swiftly peeled them down so she was naked apart from her high heels.
It left Rachel the only one of the four who was still fully clothed. Though not for long as whilst Guy made out with Nadine (who artfully pulled down his boxers at the same time, his large cock springing up as she did so) Janice was unzipping her friend and pulling her out of her dress. Guy was about to switch to one of them, but instead, Janice leaned forward and down to kiss Rachel, who responded enthusiastically, her hands gripping her friend's bare butt.
"Mmmnn, this is big girls, I think we got lucky," Nadine interrupted her friends and to reinforce her point slid her hand the full length of Guy's ten-inch cock.
"Oh my God, it's ages since I've seen one that big," giggled Janice.
"Your girlfriend must have been frigid to give up that one," added Rachel, as she too removed her panties, she was fully shaved with a small tattoo above her slit of a large butterfly sitting on a small rose stalk. She took another step forward and presented her mouth to Guy. He eagerly accepted her offer, his lips pushing onto hers and his tongue darting forward as her hand joined her friend's in measuring his dick length.
Whilst hands were okay, Janice had a much better idea of how to check out his prick. She dropped to her knees, "Let me have a go," she purred and took the tip in her mouth, sliding down and pushing her giggling friends' hands out of the way. The two other women let go, Rachel getting down on her knees on one side of Janice, whilst Nadine removed her panties before kneeling down on the other.
Guy hadn't had a triple blowjob before, which he quickly had to say was a shame, because they put the normal one to shame. Janice was down first, slurping greedily at his cock as her two friends positioned herself. The teenager grunted with excitement as he watched his prick vanishing between her lips as she eagerly took it deeper than Carla had. After a few seconds, Rachel and then Nadine were joining in, their lithe tongues rolling over the bottom of his shaft, making it as wet as the top half encased in Janice's mouth. He gave another satisfied groan as Rachel's mouth moved to his ballsack and she sucked at it teasingly, before licking the underside of his shaft. However just as he was starting to get deep into Janice she pulled back and immediately Nadine was taking her place, her luscious lips rolling down his thick meaty penis as she took it in. Her fellow brunette took her turn in licking at his cock, replacing Rachel in licking his undercock, whilst the blonde returned to his balls.
"Fuck," growled Guy as the three women swapped again and Rachel began to suck him in. She was even more eager and enthusiastic than the two brunettes, her head bouncing down his cock and quickly pushing her friends aside as she gargled the cock so deep that Guy could literally feel himself entering her throat. She didn't seem to mind, continuing to bob rapidly, a line of bile slipping from her lip. "God," he groaned almost in prayer, "Christ."
Behind her, the two brunettes, being cock-less had turned to each other and were kissing passionately, their hands rolling over each other bodies and tits, stroking, exploring, rubbing. At least for a few minutes before Rachel's head sprang back and before she could return Janice, as quick as a fox, had dived down and was gobbling down his dick. This time it was Rachel and Nadine who shuffled on their knees behind her, to grasp and play with each other's tits as they kissed hard, the sounds of their slurping competing with the loud gulps of Janice and the repeated oaths of Guy. The two women continued for a few moments, before deciding to return to his cock, their mouths, opening to tongue either side as Janice bobbed up and down, albeit though fast and hard, not taking the depth.



Then again it was Nadine's turn to service his cock with her mouth. The busty brunette swept down and for a few moments Guy thought she was going to take in his full length -- she didn't but she was close, sucking greedily at least eight inches down his cock, leaving the balls and the remaining two inches for her friends. Rachel and Janice made the most of it, but there wasn't much space to get their mouths so after a few half-attempts they turned to each other and made out, their hands gripping each other round the waist. Watching them go at it would have been one of the hottest experiences of Guy's life, if it wasn't for, at the same time, Nadine was giving him a blowjob and a half. In fact, he'd enjoyed all three women's mouths; experience and enthusiasm being more than a match for Carla's youthful suckings.
He gave another groan, wondering how long he could hold off and whether he'd be able to give a warning. He didn't need to worry as suddenly Nadine, pulled her head back again, rubbing her lips with the back of one hand as the other gripped his cock to gently stroke and tug at it.
"Enjoy that?" she asked and he had to nod. Nadine grinned sexily as her two friends disengaged from each other and swivelled around so all three were kneeling in front of Guy. "Which one of us do you want to fuck first?" she asked.
That was not an easy question to answer, not when there were three naked cougars all in front of him and looking up, their hands under their breasts jiggling them enticingly, whilst they regarded him with 'fuck-me' smiles. Luckily, despite asking him the question, they weren't needing him to answer as Rachel stood up and took his hand, quickly leading him to the bed, before turning on her heel and falling backwards onto it, so her legs were over the side. She reached down and spread her pink pussy open between two fingers, "Come on in," she giggled.
Guy didn't need a second invitation, his hard dick almost drawn to the hole like it was iron and the pussy was a magnet. He drove in, standing up over her, as he thrust rapidly and repeatedly, giving her the full length of his large penis, making her shudder and gasp. He felt a pair of hands on his pecs, running over them and he turned his head to meet Janice, the brunette's mouth opening to meet his. He kissed her, his tongue intertwined with her, his upper half happily concentrating on the brunette, as his lower half continued to thrust and jerk, hammering Rachel's cunt hole.
"Uuhhh, uuuhhh, uuhhhh," Rachel moaned and groaned loudly for a few moments. At least until Nadine rejoined them. The second brunette climbed on the bed and then onto her Rachel, sitting astride her friend's face and lowering her pussy down. The blonde's lithe tongue shot up and began to lap the other woman, eagerly rushing over the slit and lips, diving into the crack and slathering at the pink flesh. Opposite Guy, Nadine gave a satisfied gasp and shuddered, her head lifting up and her eyes closing as she played with her big breasts. Guy licked his lips at the sight, momentarily breaking from Janice to survey the scene in front of him, still thrusting away at Rachel. Janice giggled and ran her hands over his chest, over his pecs and up to his shoulders, squeezing and massaging them as he worked back and forth. Then she was at his head, gently twisting it back towards her, her mouth open and ready as he shifted to kiss her enthusiastically, his tongue working hers.
He was so engrossed in making out with Janice he didn't notice that Nadine had leaned forward until he felt the touch of her tongue on his cock as it slammed her friend's pussy. Breaking the kiss again, he looked down to see that Nadine was down across Rachel, the blonde's hands on her friend's ass as she continued to gobble at her cunt. "Mmmmnn, lovely," giggled Nadine as she swung her tongue out again, licking at his dick and down at her friend's soaked twat. "Yum," she added and licked again.
"Fuck me," groaned Guy in appreciation, though strictly speaking it was more him doing the fucking. He drove in hard and deep, giving Rachel the full length of his large rod, feeling the touch of Nadine's tongue as he pulled out and then thrust again. She twisted her tongue down, trying to force it into the hole alongside his cock and managing to least get partway.
Beside him, Janice had got to her knees again. She reached out and grabbed his dick, guiding it upwards to Nadine's mouth. The other brunette opened her mouth and took the prick, smothered as it was with her friend's juice, sucking it deep and hard. Guy continued to thrust, fucking her mouth as he'd just been fucking Rachel's pussy, not that Nadine seemed to mind as she bobbed her head down, enjoying the taste of cummy cock. Janice grasped him again, pulling it from Nadine's mouth towards her own. Guy felt his legs go weak as the older woman slid down, she was obviously an experienced cocksucker who knew exactly how to please her man, her hand tickling and stroking at his balls as she sucked him deep.
On the bed Nadine was changing positions, turning the opposite way round so she was on all fours over Rachel, her face above the blonde's and her streaming cunt inches away from Guy's dick. It was impossible to resist, so Guy didn't, jamming his dick hard into the waiting orifice and then pounding away as hard and fast as he could. Somehow or other Janice inserted herself under him so that she was licking at his cock as it went in, the juice dripping from her friend's soaked twat onto her tongue and face. He drove harder into Nadine, her warm wet hole gripping at his cock as the equally warm and wet tongue of the other busty brunette tickled and licked at his balls and underside of his cock. Nadine gasped and shuddered, her back arching in pleasure as she rocked back against him, her large tits swinging and banging against Rachel, as the blonde lay below her giggling with excitement and reaching up to rub and massage her friend's back.
Gripping Nadine's waist Guy pounded her vigorously, only pausing when Janice's tonguing got so enthusiastic that he had to take a second to recuperate and wait for his legs to solidify from the watery mess they'd become. It was only a brief stop, however, before he was thrusting forward again and filling Nadine with his cock.
"Yes, oh God, yes," the brunette gasped, her back arching and her head lifting. Rachel slid herself a little lower so that her friend's breasts were over her face and then began to suck and lick the two tits, adding to Nadine's evident enjoyment. The other woman's gasps and squeals got louder and louder, "Yessss, yesss, please, yessss!"
It wasn't Guy who stopped fucking her, but Janice as she gripped his cock and pulled it from her friend's pussy. For, perhaps half a minute, Janice had him in her mouth, driving down eagerly and enthusiastically as Guy grunted in pleasure and looked down at her, her lipstick smeared around her mouth and saliva rolling down her chin as she took him deep into her throat. Just as he was starting to get into rhythm, however, she was pulling out and grasping his cock. This time she was guiding it back to Rachel's cunt. Guy didn't complain and took the hint, thrusting his large member into the blonde's fuckhole. Rachel gasped and shuddered in pleasure as she was penetrated by the penis. If Nadine was unhappy with the turn of events she didn't say anything, but instead lay down fully over her friend, rubbing her pussy at the blonde's stomach whilst feeding her her large breasts. "Fuck her, Guy, fuck Rachel hard," Nadine groaned, one of her hands moving to finger her own wet cunt, "Give her that cock."
Guy was sure Rachel would have said something similar if she hadn't been busy guzzling away at Nadine's breasts. With that in mind, he pounded her enthusiastically, making her body rock and the bed roll.
After a few more underlicks Rachel got up from the floor and joined her friends on the bed, lying atop Nadine as she lay on Rachel. She wiggled herself enticingly, "My turn," she purred.
It seemed only fair as both her friends had already received his prick. He pulled out and straightened up, directing himself to the final woman's waiting hole. She was slick with excitement and he soon slid in all the way, feeding her his entire length. She groaned in pleasure as he began to fuck, "Mmmnn, give me that big cock, ohhhh yes, I want it."
Guy held her waist and drove in. He could feel her shiver, the vibrations going down through the other two women, who giggled and tittered, both of them tribbing against each other, their tits squashed together and their mouths moving to kiss eagerly. The bed squeaked with the weight of three women rocking on it, but it was designed for heavy use and it otherwise remained steady. Rachel, at the bottom, also seemed fine to deal with the weight of her friends on her, though Nadine lifted herself just enough that she wasn't resting all her weight on the blonde.
"Oohhh, this is good, keep on fucking me," moaned Janice as Guy did. However, he was aware that he didn't want to keep his attention all on one woman, it was only fair to share. He counted to sixty, thrusting hard in time with his count and then decided to count to sixty again. Then, reluctantly, as her cunt was so warm and welcoming, he pulled out from Janice. Not that his dick was free for long as he immediately slipped it into Nadine.
Her soaking cunt grasped him and pulled him in like she was a magnet and within moments he no longer regretted his swap. Not that Nadine was necessarily better, but she wasn't worse and variety was the spice of life. He slammed in, his balls cracking at her, as he went all the way. The cougar gasped and moaned, as below her Rachel giggled and inserted her hands between Nadine and Janice to squeeze at Nadine's sexy ass. "Fuck her, Guy, the slut's enjoying it," the blonde giggled.
"We all are," added Janice, "God, Rachel his cock is so large."
"I know," Rachel giggled at her friend, before addressing Guy, "my turn next."
Guy counted again, sixty thrusts and then another sixty, plus a third set for luck. All the time Nadine was squeaking and squealing, her hips pushing back at him and her head lifted, as her body was sandwiched between her two equally excitable friends. However, it was soon time for a swap and Guy pulled out his cock again, aiming it at Rachel's moist hole, the blonde opening her legs to welcome his re-entry.
"Mmmmnn, yes," she moaned enthusiastically as he drove in. Her legs wrapped around his thighs, sliding up and down the legs as he slammed forward and in. "Ooohhh, yes, yes."
Rachel and Janice slid off her, the two of them lying down, top to tail, beside her. They didn't waste any time in moving to a sixty-nine, their tongues slithering down each other's sweet snatches, their groans and slurps merging together in a delightful chorus.
Guy wasn't sure where to look, at the hot pair lezzing out beside him or the equally hot cougar below him, her back bending with every one of his thrusts, pushing up her large breasts and making them jiggle. So he did what any red-blooded man would do and kept switching between them, his lips dry and his breath coming in spurts. He slammed into Rachel again and again, his legs starting to ache with the strain. Below him Rachel was shivering like she'd just been dropped naked into the North Pole, squealing and gasping in enjoyment, "Aaaarrhhh, yessss, yessss."
"Mmnnn, oohhhh," the sounds of pleasure continued to come from Janice and Nadine as they sucked each other's cunts, pulling at the labia with their teeth and then sticking their tongues deep into the pink holes.
Guy pulled out and quickly positioned himself to drive into Nadine, replacing her friend's tongue with his large cock. Rachel didn't say anything, but she licked his cock eagerly as it sped in and out of Nadine's fuckhole. The other brunette wasn't silent, however, "Yesssss," she screamed, "Fuck me, yessss."
Rachel giggled and stood up, moving further along the bed and over Janice's pussy so she could dive down and replace her friend, tonguing with the same eager enthusiasm that Nadine had just been giving it. Guy plunged and pounded the pussy in front of him with a passionate intensity, only pausing in his pleasuring to briefly take out the cock so that Janice could again suck the cum-covered appendage, and then he was back in her friend again, slamming hard. "Fucking hell," he grunted, not believing how fortune had started to favour him.
It was going to get better. Janice stood up and shuffled off the bed. Rachel immediately took her place, lowering her pussy over Nadine's mouth, whilst bending forward so her own tongue could take turns lapping cock and cunt. Meanwhile, Janice vanished from Guy's eyeline, though he could hear her opening a suitcase behind him. He didn't wait for her but carried on slamming Nadine's cunt, swapping it regularly with her friend's mouth, enjoying the way Rachel throated him deep and cleaned his prick of Nadine's juice before he returned to the brunette for a refill.
Suddenly Janice returned, giggling. Guy's eyes widened as she saw she had a butt-plug in each hand, "Let me just get this in," she grinned as she got behind Rachel to spread the blonde's ass cheeks and insert one of the plugs. "In it goes," she said sexily as she pushed, her eyes directed at Guy's face to watch his expression, which was part shock, part anticipation and the rest lust. She slid the remaining plug into her mouth and sucked it as she rolled onto her back and lifted her legs up, her hands reaching down to pull apart her own buttocks at the same time to show a plug fully encased. She remained in position for half a moment, allowing Guy to look before she returned to her hands and knees, taking the plug from her mouth to speak, "Want to try another hole?"
"Goddamn," it was the only thing Guy could think of saying, but he felt it answered her.
It must have done because she was on dropping the spare plug next to Nadine and Rachel and moving onto her hands and knees, pulling out her own to show her ready asshole, "Come fuck it," she ordered.
Guy was behind her so fast he left burn marks on the bed, gripping his cock and guiding it to the already open hole. She gave a satisfied gasp as he entered her, pushing himself forward. The plug had done its work for the first few inches, the walls easing back to accommodate his thick rod, but the deeper he went the tighter she became. Not virgin tight, he was sure, no woman who brings a butt-plug in a suitcase and has butt-sex with a guy she's met only hours before is an anal first-timer, but it certainly wasn't loose.
At least at first.
He grasped her waist, holding her firmly as he drove forward, thrusting his cock into the hole and gradually pushing forward like he was hammering in a nail. Janice squealed and squeaked, falling forward onto her elbows and resting her chin on the bed, "Yessss, ooohhh God, yessss, give me that dick."
Guy did so, putting in all his effort and opening her ass deeper and wider. Likely confirming his view on her anal virginity it didn't take long until his thighs were slapping against her ass as his dick vanished all the way into her hole. Janice shuddered and squealed in enjoyment.
The other two women had been enjoying each other, whilst he was fucking their friend, the two of them slurping at each other cunts eagerly and enthusiastically, whilst ensuring that the butt plug was fully inserted in their partner's ass. However, as he began to pound Janice harder they split from each other and slid across the bed to join her. Rachel moved in front of her friend, opening her legs and lying back. Without waiting for either invitation or instruction Janice was face down in pussy, lapping away as she was banged from behind. Nadine meanwhile was sitting astride her friend's back, gripping the ass cheeks and squeezing them with her fingers, pulling them apart, so that as she leaned forward there was plenty of space to slide her tongue, between the crack and against Guy's cock as slammed in.
The young man rammed it in a few more times and then, seeing Nadine grin and lick her lips enticingly, he pulled it out. He guessed her intentions right as she immediately took it in her mouth and sucked away, slurping down the dick that had just been deep in her friend's bowels. Not that she seemed to mind, as she too took it, enthusiastically cleaning it with her mouth as he grunted in enjoyment, not believing his luck.
"Yesss, yesss, eat my cunt," Rachel was gasping in the background, the only one of the three women who didn't have her mouth full. She gasped and shuddered, her vibrations rocking the bed as she banged her head back on it repeatedly like she was having a stroke from the pleasure she was receiving.
"Lovely," giggled Nadine, pulling her mouth back and wiping away a line of saliva which hang in the air between her and Guy's dick. She grinned at him, "Haven't you got an ass waiting?"
He did and it was still fuckably tight, gripping him as he reentered and squeezing his gland as he drove it all the way in. It didn't take him long to return to the rhythm, driving fast, hard and deep and making Janice rock with pleasure. Nadine's tongue returned for a few moments, swiping up and down his cock as it pounded into her friend. But Rachel was moving, pulling herself away from Janice and onto her hands and knees, to worry the plug out of Nadine's asshole using her mouth. Nadine giggled and stood up, before dropping down again on her hands and knees, "My turn," she giggled and waved her ass, not leaving much doubt which hole she was thinking about.
It was only fair to share, so Guy pulled out of Janice and swapped to the other busty brunette, pushing in his cock. Like her friend, she was no anal virgin, not from the way she pressed back at him, encouraging him deeper and grunted in satisfaction as his large cock drove down her passageway. "Fuck me," she called out, "Fill my ass with cock."
His hands were on her waist, holding her like he was scared that if he let go he'd fall away. He slammed forward, thrusting deeper and deeper into her, hearing her squeal in pleasure and feeling the grip of her anus around his dick, as she too shuddered and shivered, running herself back at him to get the full length, "That's it, baby, all the way in."
Beside them Janice was on her knees kissing Rachel enthusiastically, the two Milfs tits squashing against the other's body. Janice's hands were moving down to fondle her friend's ass cheeks before one moved further to grasp the plug, pulling it in and out. Rachel kissed more eagerly as she was anally toyed and Guy guessed that soon he'd be fucking her in the back door as well. In the meantime he concentrated on Nadine, slamming forward repeatedly and rapidly, his thighs bouncing against her buttocks as his whole prick vanished into her most sensitive hole. "Yessss, yeessss," she screamed, "I want that cock, give it me hard, stretch me!"
As she was asking so nicely Guy gave her what she was asking for, grunting with the exertion as he went as hard as he could, sweat trickling down his forehead and back, his muscles straining as he worked back and forth. Nadine was left quivering with pleasure, her large breasts swinging beneath like pears dangling from a branch during a storm. "AAAarrrghh, yessss, yessss," she screamed, "Fuuucckkk!"
She lifted herself up onto her knees, leaning back against Guy. He reached round to grab and squeeze her tits, continuing to pound her ass, so that he was driving her forward even as he was pulling her back. "Yesss, aaarrgghh, yessss!" screamed Nadine, shuddering in ecstasy.
Rachel and Janice joined them, the brunette lying down to go for her friend's cunt with her tongue, whilst Rachel kneeled over her and moved in for a passionate make-out with Nadine, her hands reaching down to massage her the other Milf's waist as there tongues engaged. Guy grinned and carried on slamming, thrusting Nadine forward against her friends, making sure they too could enjoy the feeling of his dick even if it was indirect and providing only a fraction of the pleasure it was giving Nadine. The sounds of sucking, slurping, licking and kissing joined the noise of flesh striking flesh and the pants of Guy as he gave his all.



He knew he couldn't go much longer, but hoped he could manage long enough for Rachel to also get her fill. He was wondering if he should say something, perhaps a small hint that it was time for another swap, when luckily the women decided it for him. Nadine broke from Rachel and gave a final series of cries and gasps, before falling away. Immediately Rachel was taking her place, getting on her hands and knees, her pussy over Janice's face, who immediately started licking. Guy didn't waste any time either, pulling out her plug with one hand whilst with the other he pulled apart a cheek. Her ready hole looked up at him and he immediately shoved it in.
The blonde gave a giggle and gasp, vibrating like a greyhound at the start of a race, as Guy thrust his cock as deep as it could go. Unsurprisingly, he didn't think she was an anal virgin either, not from the way her walls spread beneath his cock nor from the titters and moans she gave as it went deeper and further than the plug had managed. He was holding her waist for leverage and pounding hard, ignoring the ache in his thighs and the stiffness in his back, ignoring the sweat washing down his face and chest, ignoring the pump of his heart and the short breaths filling his lungs. Instead, he gave the blonde the same hard, fast, devilish pounding he had given her friends, driving his cock all the way into her hole and filling it with his thick meat, his legs slapping at her, her thighs and cheeks the only thing stopping his forward thrusts.
"Yes, fuck my ass, Guy, yes, yessss, yesssss!" Rachel shrieked loudly, her large breasts bouncing against Janice's stomach. "Yessss, fuck me, yessss!"
Just as she was getting louder enough to burst eardrums Nadine returned, scissoring her legs across Janice's and inviting Rachel to duck down. The blonde's tongue skittered over her friends' pussies as they rubbed against each other, though given the force that was pounding her forward her tongue never stayed in the exact same place for long, sliding from top to bottom and cunt to cunt with every thrust from Guy.
The four of them went at it, in a mixture of limbs, intertwined bodies and probing tongues. The bed rocked and thudded heavily against the wall, - what the neighbours thought, God only knew, not that Guy cared. All that mattered to him was that indescribable feeling that was building up within in, down in his toes and up to his shoulders. It was like water starting to lap over a dam, not yet overflowing, but the trickles which were going over were a sign that there was a flood yet to come. He briefly wondered whether he should just shoot, after all, he was in Rachel's ass -- he couldn't make her pregnant, before deciding that good manners meant he should give some warning.
"I'm going to cum, any moment," he grunted.
Rachel was off his prick and swinging onto her knees, her mouth sliding down his member, obviously intent on finishing the job. Even as she was sucking his cock, ass to mouth obviously not a no-no for her, Janette and Nadine were getting on their knees beside her, looking to all the world like two puppies (well perhaps more adult dogs) awaiting a treat. Just as that thought hit him so did the orgasm, his thighs seeming to buzz like he was being electrified even as every other muscle in his body both stretched and relaxed concurrently.
"Fuck," he grunted in sexual delight, as his cock spurted a full dose of cum into Rachel's mouth. He leaned backwards, still pumping and groaned again, "Fuck."
Rachel pulled back, grinning, her cheeks puffed out like she was a chipmunk, a small stream of jizm she'd been unable to keep in, trickling down her chin. Despite being smaller Janice was lowering her face under her friend's and opening her mouth. Guy watched in amazement as Rachel poured his cum out, letting it flood down into the brunette's mouth. As she finished she licked her lips to mop up any remnants as Janice swilled it around her mouth and repeated the process with Nadine, the cum rushing down like a silvery waterfall into Nadine's mouth. The last brunette grinned and then swallowed it, "Yummy," she giggled.
Guy suspected the women had done this before with other young men, but he wasn't complaining, even if it wasn't unique he doubted more than a couple of men in a hundred ever got to fuck three cock-hungry cougars together, he was a hell of a lucky guy...
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"Oh my God, I can't believe it, a yacht!" Gus Henderson's daughter, Danni, squealed in excitement, "Thanks, Dad." She planted a kiss on his cheek, her lithe body pressing against him as she did, not seeming to mind that his hand moved to her waist and gave it a squeeze, and if she noticed his cock was hardening she said nothing
Not that Gus was really turned on by her -- sure he was a red-blooded male and his dark-haired, long-legged daughter was damn sexy -- but his eyes were mainly drawn to her best friend (and the daughter of his long-time buddy) Natasha Grey. She was equally excited as they stood on the quay next to the small yacht (or perhaps large cruiser) that had been hired for the weekend to celebrate the two teens' first weekend as ex-High School students. Natasha's hair was lighter and shorter than her friend's, but she was just as slim and slender and if her breasts were slightly larger than Danni's, they were equally pert and firm. She too was gabbling excitedly at Bryan, her Dad. The two teens thought that the two divorcees were taking them to a camping site or at best a hotel, perhaps with a swimming pool and a chance to play volleyball, with a decent steak dinner in the evening. Given it was the Dads' paying and they'd both be soon off to college, the two teens had acquiesced to the weekend, if without overt enthusiasm, at least without appreciable sulkiness which was probably the best that could be expected with eighteen-year-old girls.
"I hope you packed bikinis," Gus said as his daughter disentangled herself, though whilst he was talking to Danni, his actual hope was that Natasha had.
"Of course, though we were hoping for a place with a pool, not a freaking yacht," Danni literally walked over to reach out and stroke the side. "This is going to be a weekend to remember, really."
Natasha joined her, standing beside the gangplank and staring at the boat, before turning, back to the Dads, "Who's the captain then?"
"I am," said Gus and Bryan at the same time, both laughing and grinning as they realised they were speaking in unison.
"We'll take it in turns," said Gus and Bryan nodded his agreement, both had spent time in yachting in their early twenties, it was how they'd met, before they got married and ended up with more boring, albeit regular jobs.
"Does that mean we're the stews?" asked Danni smiling.
"You're the guests. The two of you just enjoy yourselves," replied Bryan.
"Sweet," Natasha grinned prettily and her friend nodded her agreement.
The men picked up the trolley cases and lifted them onto the gangplank, the two teens following them, chattering between themselves excitedly. They went down to the bedrooms, they were compact but comfortable, with a bunk bed in each, together with a small bathroom with a shower and a wardrobe to hang clothes.
"You girls want to share a room and we'll share other?" asked Gus, knowing his teenage daughter was too old to want to share with her old man.
The teens agreed, so the men dropped off their cases and proceeded to show them the rest of the boat. Apart from the two bedrooms it wasn't a large yacht, with two decks, the cabin taking up half of the top one with a sun deck behind and an even smaller deck, just large enough for two sunbathers in fact, in front. The lower floor had a main room, expensively decorated with two comfy sofas for four and a small dining area and from that the galley and two small bedrooms, with a bunk bed in each
"You want to get changed and we'll cast off," said Bryan to the teens.
"Yep, we'll be five minutes," said Natasha.
*
"I can't believe we're on a yacht, it's so cool," gushed Natasha as she began to pull off her top, leaving her standing in a lacy bra which pushed up her tits amply. She began to undo it, not worrying that her best friend was inches away, "I was so expecting something lame like a hunting cabin miles from anywhere and bracing walks.
Danni was also removing her own vest, dropping it onto one of the beds, and glancing in the mirror as she pushed up her breasts, frowning slightly, thinking that they could do with being a cup bigger. Her friend saw her and grinned, "Seriously girl, don't worry they're fine." She moved beside her friend so Danni could see her in the mirror, her uncovered tits seemed much juicier than Danni's. Natasha knew what she was thinking and put her arm around her bestie's shoulder, "They're great tits, girl, my Dad was definitely checking them out."
"I didn't notice," lied Danni, trying to appear modest, though it would have been hard not to realise that Bryan Gray's eyes followed Danni around whenever she came down to breakfast after a sleepover with her friend and that he'd be constantly glancing in the car mirror, his look more on her than the road as they'd driven to the dock.
"Pfff," said Natasha, showing her disbelief at the comment. "He was pretty much undressing you all journey and was liking what he saw."
Danni didn't answer straight away, but instead unhooked her bra and stood looking at her reflection and comparing her tits to her friend's. Natasha was right, even if she was more a member of the itty-bitty-titty committee than her friend, they were still firm and suckable and none of her previous boyfriends had complained. Anyway, she had other attributes including the ability to suck cock deeper down into her throat than most of her ex-year. "Yeah," she conceded, "I guess."
"Your Dad was checking me as well," grinned Natasha, "and why wouldn't he?"
Why not indeed, her friend was gorgeous, informally voted the most fuckable girl in her class and probably the only competitor to Danni in the blow-job stakes (though the only guy they'd both sucked, at different times admittedly, wisely refused to say who was best). Danni stood in front of the mirror for a few moments, admiring her friend's sexy body and internally noting for about the hundredth time that if she'd been a lesbian she'd totally do her. Then she broke away and pulled off her jeans, her panties quickly following. Standing naked she started rummaging in her case for a bikini, off which she'd brought several. Beside her, Natasha was also fully stripped and looking for her own costume.
"So we still up for it?" Danni asked as she pulled out one top and placed it over her breasts, before shaking her head and returning to look for something smaller.
"Fucking each other's Dads?" Natasha asked, as if there could be any confusion, given that it had been the two friends' main topic of conversation whenever they were alone for at least the last two weeks.
"Yeah, that," confirmed Danni.
"Of course," grinned Natasha, she seemed to have found a suitable swimsuit, strictly speaking it was a one-piece, but as it was basically a piece of string and three tiny bits of cloth which covered nipples and pussy, there were few bikinis which were less modest, though as Danni pulled out her chosen one, she decided this might be one of those few as it too barely covered her choice bits.
The two teens slipped on their costumes, though as they glanced in the mirror it was obvious that they need hardly have bothered. "Your Dad is hot," Danni added.
"I think from what Mom has said he's a stud as well when he's not got me at weekend at least," agreed Natasha, "And you know I think your Dad is the man, he's so good-looking and ripped he should be in the movies."
"But this isn't about us," said Danni, though it wasn't wholly the truth, her pussy was already getting hot at the thought of Bryan's cock in it, "This is about saying thank you for being such great Dads before we go to college."
"Of course," agreed Natasha with a smirk, "but let's be honest, we're going to have fun as well."
"Oh yes," grinned Danni back.
*
"Holy fuck," muttered Bryan under his breath.
He might have been meaning to keep his words to himself, but Gus heard them. Not that he disagreed, his daughter and Natasha had just come up on deck and were settling themselves on the two sun-loungers in front of the cabin. Whilst technically they were both clothed, there was so little material that they were as far from being naked as the tip of the nose from your face. Danni lay herself down first, her sunglasses the largest item she was wearing, her tiny bikini just about covering her nipples and shaven pussy, so small that even the slightest slip was going to expose her. Natasha gave a tiny wave of greeting before joining her friend on the next lounger, her costume seemed to consist of a few pieces of coloured string and not much else. Gus felt his throat going dry and his cock going hard, "Yep," he said in agreement with Bryan and raised his hand to give a quick hail back to the eighteen-year-old separated from him by a pane of glass and half a dozen feet. Beside him, he could feel Bryan staring at Danni, his tongue half out of his mouth. Gus didn't blame him, partly because he knew his daughter was a looker and partly because it was hard to take his own gaze off the loveliness of Natasha as the teen lay in front of him, her legs gently open so that the string was as much in her pussy slit as hiding it. "Holy fuck indeed."
He forced his eyes away from the teens to make sure he was steering in a more or less straight line, though it was difficult and he wished Bryan would offer to take over, rather than stare out the cabin at the two nubile bodies below. Luckily they were soon far enough out for Gus to cut the engines and for Bryan to go to release the anchors. As his friend dropped them it gave Gus another chance to look down at Natasha, licking his lips as he imagined what he could do with the hot teen -- not that it was more than a fantasy, he knew. After a few moments, Bryan returned to the Cabin and confirmed the anchors were down and the boat was stable. Outside the coast was a mile and a half, perhaps just two from them, a few other boats were either bobbing about or sailing past, but none were near enough to see any details of their crew or passengers -- to all intents the four of them were alone and secluded.
The two men exited the wheelhouse and descended the few feet to where their teen daughters were happily sunning themselves. "We've anchored here for the afternoon," Gus explained.
"Can we go swimming?" Danni lifted her sunglasses momentarily.
"That's why we're here," her Dad grinned back.
"Great," smiled Danni, nudging her friend, "Let's have a dip."
Natasha nodded her agreement, pulling the string a little, so that it wasn't digging quite so deep into her pussy. Gus couldn't help but follow the movement in the hope of getting a glance at the sexy lips of the cunt that the bikini was failing to cover. The brown-haired teen sat up, "What are you guys going to do? Want to join us?"
Bryan shook his head, "We can't all go in the water at the same time," he explained, "We'll crack open a cold beer, sip them and chew the fat."
"Well at least take off your tops and get some sun on your Dad bods," Danni said.
"Hey, I'll have you know I'm in fine fettle for my age," replied Bryan, flexing his arm.
Danni squeezed the muscle, her expression one of pleased surprise, "Not bad," she admitted.
"What about you, Mr Henderson?" grinned Natasha as she stood up.
"You're eighteen and going to college in a couple of months, I think you can call me Gus," he said and flexed his arm for the pretty teen. She gripped it and squeezed the muscle, her expression similar to her friend's.
"Nice," she giggled, "I see you still work out."
"When I've time," said Gus. Still, despite being near fifty he was proud of his body, if it wasn't that of an eighteen-year-old football star he'd once been, it was certainly better than most people's half his age, never mind men his own. His only real rival that he knew was Bryan, who like him still hit the gym and the pool a couple of times a week, together with regular cycling and jogging to work.
Natasha squeezed his arm again, testing the muscle, before letting go, "We're going to dip in then," she purred, pushing past him on the narrow outside passage so her barely covered breasts rubbed against him, "You guys make sure you get those tops off and get some rays."
"Yes Mom," teased her Dad and Natasha cheekily stuck out her tongue.
The two men followed the two teens as they walked towards the back sun deck, the two teens' naked cheeks jiggling sexily as they walked. It was a shame that they only had a dozen yards to walk until they got to where they could jump off. They took hold of each other's hands, counted to three and then launched themselves into the sea amid a cacophony of screams and squeals. Gus looked over the railing to make sure they'd landed properly and to spend another moment looking at Natasha as she trod water talking to his daughter. Then he stepped back, and taking the girls' advice, pulled off his top. Bryan had stopped by the chiller first, returning with a couple of low-alcohol beers, handing one to Gus before he too took off his top and sat down wearing just his shorts and pumps.
"God, the girls are growing up aren't they?" Gus said as he took the drink.
"They're young women now," Bryan agreed.
The two men sipped their beers, each lost for a moment in his thoughts, before Gus decided to put his into words, "Hot young women, as well."
"Yep, I've got to say Danni is gorgeous."
"Natasha is as well, really damn hot, especially in that costume," Gus said.
His friend grinned, "God damn, it's lucky we're too liberal as Dads, I think if the ex saw her dressed like that we'd both be for the high jump."
"Same, but I've no problem with Danni dressing how she likes, or perhaps undressing might be a better description," Gus grinned.
"I can see why she's flaunting her body in that little bikini, I would if I was her," replied Bryan, "But hell, you're not getting any complaints from me."
"So, if I wasn't here would you fuck Danni?" it wasn't a question most Dads wouldn't ask, but he'd known Bryan longer than his daughter and when they'd been younger they'd both banged hot girls side by side, so they were as close as buddies could be.
"Damn right I would, given the chance," Bryan grinned, "What about Natasha?"
"Hell yeah," smiled Gus. He raised his beer bottle clinking it at Bryan's "Here's to boning each other's daughter."
"Cheers, yeah," laughed Bryan in reply, then added more seriously, "Like we'd be that lucky."
The two men continued to sip their beers and talk, enjoying the warmth of the afternoon, the gentle bob of the boat and the breeze which was just light enough to keep cool without ever tipping over into cold or wild enough to rock the calm seas. After about ten minutes, a dripping Natasha and Danni climbed up from the lower deck, the trickle of water sliding down their smooth skin, making it gleam in the sunlight.
"You want us to hose you down, get rid of the salt?" asked Gus.
The two teens agreed and headed to the back of the lower deck, standing on the platform together, hands round each other's waists and heads together, as if they were posing for a photograph as Gus attached the hose to the tap.
"Ready," he called and without waiting for an answer switched it on.
It wasn't a powerful fire hose, probably about the same strength as what he used to water the lawn, but still the girls squealed as the water hit them, letting go of each other and covering themselves as he shot it up and down them, making them even wetter than they were previously, moist droplets splashing down their bodies. "Turn around, let me do your backs," he instructed.
The two teens did as he said, swinging round so he could admire (mainly) Natasha's butt, especially as she jiggled and twerked as the water hit her. It was a sexy sight, watching the liquid stream down the teen's back and over her round rump, making sure he turned the hose to wash his own daughter down as well before returning it to Natasha. Beside him Bryan was watching, enjoying the show as well.
But it could only be a short one. Satisfied all the salt was washed away, Gus turned off the hose, "Done," he said.
"Sweet," smiled Natasha running her hands down her body to wipe away the excess water and also accentuate her form.
The four of them returned to the second deck rear, the two men returning to their seats and beers and the two teens finding the sun-loungers next to them and dropping down. For a short while the four of them had a desultory conversation, talking about this and that, before Natasha turned onto her front. "Could you put some sunscreen on me, Gus?" she asked.
Being aware of their previous conversation about how he'd fuck her, Gus gave a quick look at Bryan to make sure his buddy was happy with him running his hands over Natasha's almost naked body -- it might not technically be sex, but it was a lot nearer it than just looking at the teen from the wheelhouse. Bryan grinned and nodded, mouthing "sure" in agreement.
"No problem," Gus replied to the teen, picking up the lotion and walking over the few feet of deck that separated him from the teen.
Beside Natasha, his own daughter lay, her eyes closed behind her sunglasses and her arms swinging in relaxation. She sensed him coming over and gave a small smile of welcome, but otherwise ignored him as he squirted the screen onto his hands and paused, looking over Natasha's body and wondering where to begin. He definitely wanted to cop a feel of her cute ass, even if it was so light-touch it would be little more than a brush and whilst he couldn't see her tits, massaging her upper sides might allow an accidental slippage over her side-boob. But he couldn't start too obviously, so he moved to her calves and started to rub it in.
"Mnnnnnn," moaned Natasha, showing every sign of contentment, "Make sure you rub it in deep, I don't want to burn."
"We wouldn't want that," agreed Gus, wondering if she really was that afraid of sunburn. The other alternative was... well, his prick started to go hard as he imagined. He glanced at his daughter, lying beside them, her expression innocent as if she hadn't heard the instruction from her friend. Perhaps, he was making too much of it and it really meant nothing. Still, he made sure he pressed harder, slowly moving his hands up and down her shapely calves, working the lotion in deep. Squirting some more onto his hands, he moved upwards to her thighs and gave them the same treatment, his fingers pressing at her flesh. The squeeze he was giving her might be gentle, but equally, it wasn't needed if all she wanted was for him to coat her with sunscreen. She didn't say a word, just giving out another low, guttural moan.
Reaching the top of the teen's thighs, Gus contemplated massaging her delectable ass next, but decided that he was better going higher and then coming down, just in case she decided that enough was enough. He slipped his hands over her waist and rubbed in the lotion, slowly and powerfully, his fingers pressing deep into her skin so that the lotion was really penetrating the skin. Natasha showed no signs of wanting him to stop, instead her legs opened wantonly, almost like an invitation. Gus licked his drying lips and ignored it, for the moment, instead going higher up her back.
"Could you do me, Bryan?" beside him his daughter spoke in a lazy drawl before rolling onto her back. She unhooked her bikini, letting the strings fall away from her back, "I don't want tan lines," she added.
Gus grinned at his friend and nodded encouragingly, Danni was old enough to do what she wanted and if, it seemed, she wanted an older man to massage her naked back and legs -- well, Gus wasn't going to stand in their way -- especially as he was getting higher with Natasha. His hands were at the top of her back, rubbing the lotion into her gleaming body and hearing her moan softly as she enjoyed his touch. Slowly he shifted his hands down over her sides, oiling the sides of her bosoms. He half-expected her to resist, but only half, so he wasn't too surprised when she didn't and allowed him to continue. He got lower, nearing the nipples, still covered by her top.



"Undo my top and do my neck," the teen said.
Reaching up, he did as she asked, untying the knot around her neck and the second one on her lower back. She pulled the string away from herself, so she was lying on it rather than in it. Meanwhile, he had pushed her hair out of the way and was massaging the back of her neck, slathering it in lotion and rubbing it in.
"Mnnn, that's good," moaned his daughter beside him and he glanced across to see that Bryan had moved astride her and was giving her back a deep, sensual massage, his friend's enjoyment of it evident in the lump in his shorts.
Not that Gus could comment, as his prick was also stiff and alert, getting even harder as Natasha said, "Could you go lower again? Where you were before."
His hands moved to her side-boobs again, gently rubbing at them, before sliding underneath. There was no costume protecting the nipples and he could feel them solid under his palm as he moved his hands in small circular motions, making the teen tremble. There was little doubt in his mind that Natasha knew what he was doing and at worst was not averse to it and more likely was subtly encouraging it. He followed his friend's example and sat astride her, first on her thighs, his hands moving to her buttocks as he added some more lotion and rubbed it into her sexy cheeks. She moaned in pleasure, a little tremor rolling through her body. He gripped at them, squeezing them, making little pretence that he was rubbing in sunscreen. Slowly he went up higher again, his body trailing after his hands so he ended up on the teen's lower back, where she had to feel the stiffness of his cock as he rubbed her. She groaned in pleasure, "MMMMnnnnn, that is so good."
"Yeah," Danni gave a groan in agreement as Bryan's hands rubbed over her nubile frame.
"I'm parched," said Bryan, standing up.
"Yeah, me too," said Gus. He followed his buddy over to the chiller to get another beer, wondering what was going to happen next, were the teens just teasing? Or enjoying the massage? Or did they want to go further? And if they did, what did he and Bryan want to do? Would they really fuck each other's daughters? Bryan was sure the answer to that final question was 'yes', as for the others, he'd see.
Sitting down, he looked at the two teens, lying so sexily on the loungers. The strings from Natasha's costume lay trailing on the floor, whilst he saw his own daughter had removed her bottoms as well as the top and was as naked as her friend. Even as he was admiring the view, the two teens turned over, exposing their naked bodies fully to their Dad's view the only bit of them covered were their eyes under their sunglasses. "Woah," said Bryan in wonderment as he looked at Danni, words Gus would have used himself about his friend's daughter, if he hadn't been sipping his beer at that moment. "Damn, she's hot," Bryan continued in a murmur to Gus, "Fucking sexy as anything."
Gus put down his beer and nodded, his eyes more on Natasha than Danni, though he recognised that his own daughter was good-looking as well, it was Natasha who was keeping his cock raised. His gaze devoured her naked body as his buddy devoured his daughter's, the two men looking on at the two teens as they baked in the sun, waiting for the next move, hoping it was that now they were on their fronts the girls would want them to rub their oil into their fronts. They were, in one way disappointed, as that wasn't what happened, but any disappointment was minor as first Danni and then seconds later Natasha squirted the sunscreen onto their hands and began to rub it into themselves.
"Fuck, that's hot," Bryan murmured so quietly that Gus had to strain to hear. He didn't disagree, how could he when Natasha had her hands on her tits and was rubbing them round and round on the pretence of covering them with sunscreen. His eyes followed her hands as she rubbed down her side and waist and then slowly over her toned stomach, Danni doing the same. Both teens got lower, rubbing down below their belly buttons and then lower still, just above their pussies. There was a series of gentle moans and grunts as they went down further, rubbing at their two shaven slits and spending more time there than was needed if they were just covering themselves with sun-cream. Gus's large cock was straining at his shorts and he knew, without looking, that Bryan would be equally as hard.
The two teens finished slathering themselves in the cream, their naked bodies gleaming in the sun. They lay still for about five minutes, allowing their Dads to fully appreciate how sexy they were. Then Natasha raised her sunglasses and turned her head to look at the men, "You're going to get tan lines."
"What do you suggest?" asked her Dad.
"You should take off your shorts and go nude," the teen replied languidly as if it was a casual everyday occurrence.
Bryan looked at Gus, his eyebrows going up quizzically as he asked, "You up for that?"
There was an unspoken question about how far the two men were willing to go with the other's daughter, recognising that removing their shorts wasn't about just getting a tan. Gus grinned and stood up, slipping his thumbs under the elastic of his Bermuda's, "Sure," he replied.
Bryan grinned and did the same, the two of them standing just in their underwear and pumps -- for a moment.
"Might as well, go all the way, you don't want lines," said Natasha in the same casually relaxed tone. Beside her, Danni had raised herself on her elbows and was looking across at her Dad and Gus, a faint smile across her face.
Gus and Bryan looked at each other again, both nodding their agreement before removing their boxers and tossing them onto the floor. It felt strange to be naked outside, even if no one but the girls could see them, though that in itself wasn't normal. Gus tried to be casual as he sat back down and picked up his beer, but he could feel his heart beating in excitement and lust and a little bit of fear, as if all this was a mistake. However, looking at the gorgeous naked Natasha he didn't think it was, he was single, she was over eighteen; and as for his daughter and Bryan, now she'd left school he didn't want to police her morals and Bryan was divorced as well. If it was going to happen, and he was now sure it was, no one was going to get hurt.
He sipped his beer, glancing across at Gus, who was also waiting. The two teens were giggling and whispering, casting quick glances across the deck at the two men, their eyes obviously drawn to their dicks. Gus hadn't measured his since he was in junior high, but he guessed it wasn't too far short of ten inches -- certainly, he'd never had any complaints from his ex-wife or girlfriends about length, girth or performance. He wasn't about to literally compare his cock against his buddy's, but he didn't think that Bryan was more than half-an inch shorter, perhaps a tiny bit narrower, but that could just be the sun's light or male pride. Reaching down Gus ran a finger up his stiff-boner, signalling to Natasha that he was up for whatever she was. Danni gave her friend a small elbow in the ribs, murmuring something as she did and making her friend giggle.
Danni sat up, her long hair falling down her back, as he swivelled on the lounger to face the men, her legs just enough apart to see a glimpse of the hot treasure between them. She reached for the lotion and squirted some on her hand, "You're going to burn unless I do something," she addressed Bryan.
"Yeah," he agreed relaxing against his chair as Danni past the bottle to her friend before advancing on him.
It probably was true your largest appendage is the one most at risk of being sunburnt, which is why you always need to make sure you spread sun cream on the tip of your nose, however Gus didn't think that was why his daughter gripped his friend's prick in both hands and slowly, but firmly, began to rub up and down.
"How's that?" she giggled.
Bryan didn't answer, but the swig he took of his beer was long and heartfelt. Danni giggled and worked her hands up and down, lathering the prick in the white cream. Gus couldn't help but look at his teenage daughter kneeling in front of his friend, her pert naked tits on full display, as she wantonly played with his large prick. His own cock was so hard he felt it was going to burst and he glanced across at Natasha. She too was watching the scene, an entranced smile on her face. She saw that Gus was looking at her and she met his gaze with a grin, her tongue running round her lips. She squeezed at the bottle, shooting a generous amount of sun cream onto her palm, "Shall I do you as well?" she asked.
It was a question to which the only possible answer was 'yes' and so without waiting for a reply, she sashayed across the desk, her naked breasts jiggling daintily, and down onto her knees between Gus's. He felt his throat constricting and his heart beating at pace as her hands wrapped around his large prick and began to both massage the cream in and gently masturbate him. Up and down she glided, slowly, sensually, sexily, a smile spread across her face as she looked up at him, almost daring him to stop her, a dare she was bound to win. Gus took another drink of his beer, it was empty so he placed it down on the table between him and Bryan and wondered what to do with his hands. Eventually, he decided to put them on his thighs, though it felt false and uncomfortable he wasn't sure he could yet put them on Natasha and drop the pretence that she was rubbing in the sun-cream.
He glanced across at Bryan, who seemed to be in the same position, obviously raring to get to grips with Danni, but not yet sure when the line was going to be crossed.
"How's that?" giggled Danni, looking up teasingly.
Bryan grinned back, "Feels a lot better."
The teen giggled and dropped one hand to his knee, whilst the other began to work the cock harder and faster. It was hard to deny she was tossing him off and so she didn't bother, grinning wickedly and wantonly, pushing her tits forward and rocking them, despite her Dad being inches away. Of course, Gus could hardly say anything, as Natasha was not only working him with one hand but lowering her head below his cock and licking away at his balls, which could hardly be counted as sun protection. Still, Gus wasn't complaining, he dropped his hands from his thighs and let them fall, relaxed, over the armrests as he lay back on the chair and let the lighter-haired teen work her magic.
His eyes closed, the sun beating down on his naked body, as he felt the stroke of the teen as she went up and down and the touch of her tongue against his balls and the underside of his shaft. He could hear his own daughter giggling, as seagulls cawed above them. This was heaven, he decided, or as close as you can get.
It was about to get better.
Without warning he felt Natasha's lips round his cock and the wetness of her mouth as she descended. He opened his eyes to see his buddy's girl bobbing up and down his dick, her hand still working it. It was no longer possible to pretend that she was still innocently lathering him so he didn't even try, letting out a groan of excited pleasure, "Suck it."
The teen's head bounced up and down sucking him quicker. He heard another series of titters from Danni and he turned his head far enough to look at her. She was looking at her friend as she stroked Bryan up and down one-handed, the other down between her legs rubbing at her own sex. She grinned up at her Dad and Gus grinned back, mentally giving her the go-ahead for what she was going to do next. The dark-haired teen opened her mouth and slid down Bryan's large cock, going even deeper than Gus thought she'd be able to. He could feel Natasha was well down his own, sucking greedily and enthusiastically at the prong, a good a blow-job as he'd had for years, and from the look on his buddy's face, his own daughter was showing the same expertise.
"Fucking hell," groaned Bryan, obviously enjoying the teen's sucking ability. Gus knew he shouldn't feel proud that his daughter gave good head, however he did -- it was a skill that she could put to good use, at least for this weekend, as she slurped and gulped down his friend's cock.
He hoped Bryan was as proud of his daughter, though knowing him Gus was sure he was, Natasha was eager and energetic, her head bounding down his cock like a dog chasing a deer, her hand hammering up and down it at the same time, doubling his enjoyment. Gus laid his head back against the head and repeated his friend's oath, "Fucking hell."
The sound of the teen's gurgling was its own music, accompanied by the gentle sounds of the ships creaking as it gently rocked and the calls of seabirds as they wheeled overhead. "Damn, Danni is good," grunted Bryan, he put his head on the back of the teen's head encouraging her down and she eagerly complied.
"Yeah, you look like you're both having fun," Gus agreed before adding, "I'm certainly enjoying Natasha as well, fuck, she can suck."
The brown-haired teen seemed to take that as a challenge to go even better and Gus's eyes widened as she drove herself down so deep that she could no longer fit her hand around his prick. Her lips rolled down it, further and further, gagging and spluttering, her eyes blinking. She didn't quite make it, coming up again in a series of coughs and splutters. She grinned as she wiped her lips, "You're so big," she said, "I love it."
"Seriously, this is one of the best blow-jobs I've had since my..." he was about to say divorce, but quickly decided he probably didn't want to let Danni hear how good her Mom was at sucking, which was a little bit old-fashioned, especially as she was eagerly showing the apple didn't fall far from the tree, so instead he quickly said, "since my last vacation." That was at least semi-true, even if the blow-job he'd got on that was at least a couple of notches below Natasha.
The teen was only partially listening (and he wasn't sure Danni was listening at all, as she was so engrossed in swallowing Bryan) as she went down his prick again. God, she was such an expert, he wondered what she and Danni had got up to at school, but he wasn't going to ask, and instead allowed himself to enjoy the results of the teen's practising. She was going deeper this time, forcing herself onto his cock. He reached out and gently pressed at her head, helping her down, she nodded her agreement and carried on driving herself, pulling up for a brief gasp of air before going down again.
"Oh fuck," gasped Bryan and Gus gave a quick glance to see his entire cock, which must have been near ten inches, had vanished between Danni's lips and even if his daughter's eyes were watering and drool was running from her lips, she'd still totally deep-throated a cock.
He turned back to look at Natasha who wasn't far behind, her luscious lips continuing their journey down his shaft to press at his balls. He groaned in pleasure as she continued to go up and down, coating his cock with her saliva and sucking it deep into her warm mouth and teenage throat. A trickle of spit, spurted from her mouth and covered his cock as she gagged and gargled, but kept on going, throating his cock with an expertise he'd never encountered before -- even from his ex-wife.
"I'm going to cum," Bryan gasped beside him. Danni popped her head swiftly up from her friend's Dad and gripped his dick instead, jerking It rapidly. "I'm cumming," he warned, seconds before he spurted his seed all over her face, "Christ..."
Gus watched the strands of cum shooting from his buddy, covering his daughter's pretty face in a silvery coating. The teen grinned and let go of the prick as the cum trickled down her, dripping from her chin and onto her pert titties. "That was good," she giggled, "I enjoyed it."
It was probably not the fact that his daughter was sitting just a couple of feet away from him, covered in cum, which made Gus's feet start to tingle, but the enthusiastic sucking from Natasha (though, if he was truthful, there was something really hot about looking at his daughter receiving a facial). He gripped the armrests, as his body started to tense, the muscles turning to iron, even as his limbs seemed to be made of water. It was only fair to warn Natasha, "I'm near cumming," he grunted.
She obviously heard him but made no move to stop her eager gulping. He briefly had time to wonder whether she intended to spit or swallow before he was hit like a boxer in the ring with Mike Tyson. "Fuuuucckkk," he gasped out in amazement as he felt his balls lightening and his cock blasting shot after shot into the teenager's mouth, "Fuuucckkk," he repeated again, his back stiffening as he sat upright, his spine as straight as a highway, "Fuuuccckkkk!"
He slumped back as Natasha lifted her head from his cock, her cheeks bulging and a tiny bit of cum leaking from the crack at the side of her mouth. She shuffled over to Danni, towering over his daughter as she lowered herself and opened her mouth.
"Fucking hell," both Dads said in awe as the lighter-haired teen poured the cum from her mouth into her friend's.
Danni took most of it in, though some dripped down her jaw to join the glaze on her tits. She closed her mouth and made an obvious gulp as she swallowed it down, before grinning and opening her mouth to confirm she'd swallowed it all, "Full of nutrients," she explained.
"I find it too salty," giggled Natasha, "So happy for you to have it."
"Fancy a swim," Danni bounced up.
"Yes," laughed Natasha and the two naked teens skipped over to the side before jumping overboard in a cacophony of squeals and laughter.
Gus reached into the cooler and brought out two beers, cracking open the lids before passing one over to Bryan, sitting next to him, "Did we just get blown by each other's daughters?"
"Yes," his friend nodded, confirming it wasn't a fever dream, "You got a problem with that?"
"No."
"Me neither."
It was all the discussion the two old friends needed.
*
By the time the girls reappeared both the men had their shorts back on and were in the cabin, plotting the route to the small dock where they were mooring for the night. The teens returned to the front sun deck, both still totally nude and lay wantonly on the loungers in front of the cabin. It was lucky that steering a ship isn't the same as driving on a road as more than once Bryan or Gus, whoever was at the wheel, veered from the straight line as they were distracted by how hot the other's daughter was looking. As they neared the quay, the teens went to the cabin to change, if only because the sun was gradually going down.
As the guys tied up the yacht the two teens volunteered to go to the galley and cook dinner, neither of the men demurred (Gus could do a passable range, Bryan was stuck when he moved beyond basic casseroles). As the girls cooked the men had showers (separately), putting on shirts and pants as the evening cooled enough that being bare-chested wasn't advisable and then waited for the teens to bring the food in.
Truth to tell, the meal wasn't cordon bleu, being steak with fries and salads, but with a couple of beers and the girls opening a bottle of wine for the four of them to share, it was good enough. Especially, as whilst the teens were now dressed they were wearing crop tops which both showed plenty of cleavage whilst stopping way above their bellies. Gus wondered if the girls were going to discuss what had happened, but neither of them raised it and, as he and Bryan had already spoken about it to their satisfaction, neither did they.
As the teens had cooked the dinner Bryan and Gus volunteered to wash up, returning to see that Natasha was sitting, relaxed, on one of the couches whilst Danni was on the other. As soon as Gus entered Natasha was grinning invitingly at him and patting the seat next to her, strongly hinting he was to sit next to her not his daughter. He didn't mind that and from the smiles that Bryan and Danni were exchanging neither did they.



"We were just saying how much we've enjoyed today," giggled Danni.
"All of it," purred her friend, sliding her arm through Gus's and levering her body close.
"Us as well, it's been fun to bond," grinned Gus and reached down to squeeze Natasha's naked thigh, moving his hand higher until her hotpants stymied further movement.
"We're not ready for bed yet, it's barely dark," grinned Natasha, which was a shame as Gus had been half-expecting (or more accurately, hoping) that she was about to suggest an early night, "want to play a game?"
"Yes, what do you want to play?" Gus replied, hoping it wasn't Scrabble, with which Danni had an unhealthy obsession given that she was a non-geeky teenage girl.
Luckily it wasn't though for a moment he feared it was going to be as Danni was the one to answer, "What about cards?" she grinned, "Poker."
"For money?" asked Bryan, looking across at Gus, to make sure his friend was still on the same wavelength, "or something else?"
"Well as me and Danni are poor students saving to go to University, we can't afford money, so why don't we play for clothes..." giggled Natasha.
"Are you suggesting strip poker?" Gus asked.
"Is that what they call it?" lied Natasha innocently as Danni almost descended into a fit of giggles.
"Why not?" grinned Bryan, "We used to play that at college with the cheerleaders."
"We better get some practice in then," grinned Danni.
There were some cards in the sideboard so the four of them sat round the table and Gus dealt them out. It turned out the girls were terrible at poker, continually accidentally showing their cards, making yelps of excitement when they got good hands and frowning, as if that would change them, when they got bad. However, they turned out to be very good at stripping. Gus watched as Natasha stood up, by now clad in only her underwear and swayed to an invisible beat, her back towards the Dad, as she unclipped her bra and dropped it on the floor before turning round and showing them both her gorgeous tits. Despite having already seen them today Gus was entranced, in fairness to Bryan whilst he briefly glanced at his daughter's bare bosom his attention was more drawn to Danni's, pert pair, on display since she'd lost the last hand.
"Deal again" giggled Danni as her friend, sat down opposite her.
"Another hand?" Gus grinned at Bryan. It was no surprise that his friend agreed, especially as Danni edged her chair closer to the older man and accidentally, or more probably not, ended up rubbing her naked tits against his arm as she leant over to gather the cards to pass back to her Dad. She remained in position as he dealt them so she could easily see Bryan's cards as well as her own -- normally Gus would have called her out for cheating, but he didn't think his friend would appreciate it; after all the worse that could happen is that he'd lose the hand and need to lose some clothing in response, which likely wasn't going to be problematic.
As it turned out even with the advantage of being able to sneak glances at Bryan's card, Danni still managed to turn her potentially winning hand into a definite losing one. She gave what was obviously a fake frown, "I'm down to my panties," she explained standing up, "Guess I'll just have to take them off."
There was no dissent from the other players as the teen peeled her underwear down, showing her shaven slit to the room. She danced around, for a few moments, even though that wasn't needed according to the rules, before returning to sit, though she missed her chair and ended up on Bryan's lap. The older man quickly glanced at Gus, who gave a small 'go for it' grin, and then seeing as Gus was happy with things going forward, Bryan placed his hand on the teen's thigh and began to stroke upwards. Danni giggled and made no move to get off his lap as Natasha gathered up the cards, before deciding that Gus's lap was the perfect place for her to deal them. Far from minding Gus reached up and took hold of one of her tits, squeezing it and rubbing the nub between his thumb and forefinger. Her Dad didn't mind, not that he really could as his hand was literally inches away from Gus's daughter's cunt, Danni gently opening her legs to show that she didn't mind if he went higher.
"Let me deal," giggled Natasha and doled out the cards swiftly, if not always accurately, though no one was really caring. Gus picked up his with one hand, his other hand groping at the teenager's breasts. It wasn't a great hand, but he had a feeling it wasn't really going to matter, especially as Natasha was hardly hiding hers (or anything really). Opposite them, Danni seemed to be dropping and picking cards at random, not really worrying whether she was playing by the rules or not, but Gus's eyes went down from her face to just below her waist, where his friend was rubbing her wet pussy, which was more than fair as Bryan's daughter was leaning back on Gus's lap and grinding her panty-clad ass against the erect dick in his pants.
It didn't take long to play the hand, Natasha jumping off his lap, grinning happily at her loss, before wiggling and jiggling her hips as she sashayed herself out of her underwear, showing her sexy and naked body to the room. She let Gus feast on it for a moment, before walking back over to him and sitting astride his lap, facing him.
"Game over," grinned Bryan behind her.
"I think it's just beginning Dad," giggled Natasha and leaned forward to kiss Gus, his mouth opening to receive her.
"So I see," replied Bryan, before he too was silenced by Danni leaning into him.
For the next few minutes the only sounds were that off the two couples slurping mouth to mouth, their tongues eagerly exploring each other, little moans and sighs escaping from the girls as their friend's Dad ran his hands up and down their nubile, lithe bodies. Gus could feel Natasha's tongue wrapping around his, her beautiful tits jiggling against his chest as the teen fought to undo his belt and shorts. Gus was certain he was going to get at least a blow job and, as he slid a hand between her legs to feel her moist cunt, hopefully, more. He didn't rush though, on the basis that all good things come to those who wait, especially if you are carefully stroking their pussy as they move up to undo your shirt buttons. He could see that Bryan was being similarly undressed, his friend's short-sleeved shirt, open and halfway off him
"Mmnnnn," Danni gave an unmistakable moan of lust as Bryan's hand moved between her legs and Gus could feel the table vibrate as his daughter pushed against it. Not wishing Natasha to feel she was being left out and feeling her engine was warm enough a bit of revving would do no harm, he slid a finger into her wet hole, probing firmly into her teenage twat. Behind him, Danni groaned again as Natasha's sensual moans merged into a chorus of pleasure.
Leaning down Gus licked and suckled a nipple, feeling it becoming firm under his ministrations. The teen groaned again, loudly and passionately, writhing on his knee, her cunt dripping juice. Not that Natasha was just a passive spectator, she had briefly paused with his shorts once the top button was undone to concentrate on undoing his top, but now she had pushed that up his chest, she was back down, undoing the zip and sliding her hands under his boxers. This time, he was the one who groaned, a sigh of excited anticipation as Natasha's hand gripped around his member and slid up and down it as if she were trying to measure it.
"Want to fuck me?" Natasha leaned forward to murmur in Gus's ear.
He glanced across at Bryan, who had now lost his shirt and whose shorts were halfway down his thighs, as he made out with an even more naked Danni. It was hard to think his buddy would complain about Gus fucking his daughter, "Yes," he grinned.
Natasha hopped off his knee, allowing him to stand up and finish taking off his top, as she knelt down to pull down his shorts and boxers. He grinned as she stood up again, his hand slipping round her ass and stroking it gently. She giggled and turned to Danni, who was turning her head and grinning at her Dad, as she continued to remove Bryan's clothes. Natasha grinned at her friend, "I'm just going to fuck your Dad, babe, you coming?"
"Yep, you want to fuck me?" the latter question was addressed to Bryan, whose enthusiastic smile said he was.
Natasha took Gus's hand, as she waited for her Dad and best friend to stand up and finish undressing him. Then the four naked Dads and daughters headed to the cabins. Gus had half-thought that he and Natasha would go to one and Danni and Bryan would take the other, so he was slightly surprised when he entered his daughter's cabin with her friend, that Danni led Bryan in after them. Not that he minded, whilst he'd never banged anyone in front of his daughter, there was a first time for everything and him and Gus weren't new to banging babes together.
"You want to take the top?" asked Natasha to her friend and Dad, though it wasn't really a question as she didn't wait for them to answer before popping onto the bottom bunk. Gus watched his own daughter scramble onto the top, Bryan reaching under her butt to give her a helping hand. The two teens giggled as they pulled back the covers invitingly for the two older men. Gus and Bryan looked at each other, shrugged and joined each other's daughters.
Joining the teen in the lower bunk, Gus found himself on top of her, not that there was much space to be anywhere else. Natasha giggled and slid her arms around his back, hugging him close to her as he nuzzled at her neck with his mouth as his hand slipped down between her legs. He pressed gently at her inner thigh, persuading her to spread herself open. He stroked her moist twat, sliding two fingers in and prying her lips apart, so her hole was open for his large dick. He could feel her shudder in excitement as he slid in, her body heaving and trembling under him, her hands clasping him tightly, her nails starting to dig into his back.
"You ready?" he grinned at her as he went in deeper, her pussy so wet that, despite her tightness his cock slid easily down the hole, like a key entering a well-lubricated lock. She nodded and bit her lip, smiling up at him, her eyes on his face. Above him, he could hear small moans emanating from his own daughter as his best friend entered her. Gus didn't care, Danni was old enough to make her own decisions and he was sure she wouldn't regret banging Bryan, the guy was hung and knew how to use it. As of course did Gus and he drove in deep and hard into the teenager below him, making her squeal and squeak with delight. He started going faster and faster, harder and harder, slamming deep into her cunt and feeling his balls slap against her.
"Mmnnn, yes, fuck me, oh God, fuck me," Natasha moaned. As he was driving down she was writhing and shuddering beneath him, lifting her hips and then letting them fall, an active participant in the sex, not a passive observer. Gus loved that and it made him go even faster, thrashing against the teen and filling her with cock, her tits bouncing at his chest.
Above him, he could hear Danni gasp and squeal, "Oh fuck, oh fucking yes, please... oooohh yesss," calling out how much she was enjoying herself. Gus grinned, pleased that his daughter was getting such pleasure, and then he returned to making sure he gave Natasha the same, his hard cock speeding up and down her soaked hole like he was hammering at a nail.
"Yes, fuck me, yessss," squeaked Natasha. Her hands were moving at his back, pulling him down and encouraging him to pound her harder. She grinned at him and he grinned back. He had known her since she was small, but now he recognised she was a real woman with the sexual desires and moves to match. From the shrieks above, any doubt his own daughter was the same, had been silenced. Natasha perhaps realised what he was thinking about as she squealed out, "Fuck her, Dad, give my friend the big cock she needs."
It might have been Gus's imagination, but he could swear the bunk above him rocked harder and Danni's cries and moans got louder. At least for a few minutes before she returned the favour and cried out, "Dad, make sure you fuck Natasha good, she's such a slut for cock, fuck her hard."
Gus didn't really need his daughter's advice, but he decided to take it in the spirit with which it was intended and drove even harder at Natasha's tight teen pussy, the soaked orifice grasping hard at his dick as he did so. Natasha screamed loudly again, her back arching and her eyes suddenly slamming shut. Gus had fucked enough women to climax to realise that the teen was cumming, he'd also fucked enough to know now wasn't the time to slow or pause, but to continue driving so her orgasm went from magnificent to marvellous to magical. The teen shrieked louder and her back bent so much that her head was almost reaching her toes. Gus slammed in, aware that his daughter was also shrieking even louder as if the orgasms of one teen had triggered the other.
The bunk bed continued to rock, even more so than the gentle waves of the boat, as both men gave the wanton teens what they wanted. The gasps and squeals of Danni and Natasha floated through the room, rising and falling in line with the waves of pleasure that were constantly flowing through each. Gus grinned and pounded Natasha, hearing the squeaks of both the bunk above him and his daughter in it. The sounds of both got louder as Bryan pounded away, probably as excited with the cries and gasps of Danni as Gus was with Natasha's, and perhaps both men a little more turned on than they should be with the sounds of their own daughters as well.
"Aaaaarrrghhh, yessss, yessss," Natasha shrieked again, her body convulsing.
"Fuuucckkk, fuuuccckkk!" Danni cried out almost in unison.
It was a warm night and the sweat dripped from Gus as he continued. However, no matter how soaked his skin was, he was far from the wettest person in the small cabin; Natasha at least was soaking, juice sliding from her well-used pussy, and if Danni was like her Mom, she'd have likely been equally as wet. Gus pounded the wet hole harder and harder, ignoring the perspiration which washed down him like he was under the shower. Natasha gasped and shuddered, her hands clawing at his back and her legs wrapped around him in the small bed. "Fuck me," she cried, "Give me your cock, I want it harder."
Given the pace, Gus was going at he wasn't sure that was physically possible, but he decided to give it a try and if the speed was only a fraction more than it was before, from Natasha's cries and gasps it seemed that was satisfaction enough. Above him he could feel the other bunk bed shaking, the wooden slats squeaking and the mattress pounding as Bryan aimed to give Danni the same pleasure her Dad was giving to Natasha. From the cries of his daughter, Gus thought his friend was succeeding.
There was another series of cries and gasps from Danni and then a shorter, duller groan from Bryan and then silence for a moment, before the older man managed a heartfelt, "My God, that was intense, you were hot."
"Yeah, you too," panted Danni.
Gus was near himself and he wanted to make sure Natasha had no complaints either. He slammed in and out, not letting up and making sure each thrust was as deep as he could go, with all the force he could muster. He could feel that familiar feeling, starting in his toes and rapidly surging up his body. Only then did he pause, his back bending and his cock deep in teenage pussy. The damn burst as he did so and the feelings went from the warmth of a summer day to the heat of the sun in less time than it took for him to grunt out, "I'm cumming".
Even as he spoke, his body ablaze with ecstasy, his cock blasting out the first spurt of his seed into the teenage cunt, followed almost immediately by more, a volley of cum shots, so quick as to be almost one. They filled Natasha's pussy and she gasped and groaned in pleasure as the warmth seeped down her hole, his cum mixing with hers. For a moment he lay on top of her, his cock suddenly deflating, "Christ," he muttered, "That was good."
"For me as well," moaned Natasha, as he rolled off.
He lay beside her, the two of them crushed together. Even so, the covers barely covered them in the small bed and Gus wondered if he should get up and go to the other cabin. But there was no movement from Bryan in the bunk above and Gus was still pondering it when he noticed Natasha had fallen asleep; he joined her moments later, still entwined together.
*
Gus was awoken by several things. The first, and probably the most pleasurable, was the feel of Natasha's mouth sliding down his erect cock, slurping eagerly at his morning wood. The second was the rocking of the bunk, the wooden bed squeaking and moving much more violently than the gentle dockside waves would suggest. The third was the pleasured squeals of his daughter, "Fuck my ass, oh God, fuck my ass."
Gus listened to his friend butt-banging Danni, he'd never asked whether his daughter had taken it up the ass from any of her various boyfriends, but from the enthusiasm of her cries and squeals, if she hadn't he guessed that this wasn't something she would avoid in the future, which was lucky for her boyfriends; and Bryan. Not that Gus was really complaining because even as he was listening to his daughter taking an anal pounding, he was stroking Natasha's hair and encouraging her to suck at his own cock. The teen was doing so eagerly, her head bobbing up and down under the blanket, so the cover looked like a storm-tossed sea, as it rose and fell rapidly. Gus groaned in pleasure, stretching out and tensing his muscles. Natasha's head popped out of the blankets, a smile on her face and a trickle of saliva falling from between her lips, her hand replacing her mouth. "Sounds like Danni's getting a wake-up call from Dad," she giggled.
"I liked mine as well," Gus grinned, "There's nothing like a morning blow-job."
He was almost instantly proved wrong as Natasha sat up on her knees, showing him her naked body, whilst reaching round to grab her own ass cheeks, "What about a morning ass-fuck?"
"That's better," he conceded as she shuffled forward and lay on the bed beside him, pulling her buttocks apart to show him her rosebud, "Is that what you want?" It was a daft question, but he wasn't a morning person, normally needing a coffee before he was fully compos mentis, though the offer of a teen ass was having a similar effect, "You want me to bang your butt?"
Natasha giggled playfully, "Why do you think I was sucking your cock? It's nice and lubricated to get into my tight back hole."
It perhaps could have done with being a little wetter, but equally, if she wanted it, he wasn't going to quibble over the exact amount of lubrication needed. Above him, his daughter squeaked as his friend continued to pound her ass. Gus grinned, "This will wake us up," he agreed as he, in turn, positioned himself over the teen.
Gripping his cock he guided it to the waiting entry. He paused briefly when his tip touched her sphincter, but that was only to make sure he was fully lined up and to gird himself to push forward. The ring collapsed inwards for a second, like a sudden sand hole, before the seal broke and the walls pulled away, his dick entering the forbidden tunnel. The teen let out a gasp, he had a feeling that she wasn't an anal virgin, she was too eager for that, but he didn't think she had a cock as thick as his up it either. He paused for a second, wishing he had brought some anal lube, but Natasha was quickly over her initial shock. "Stick it in me, I want it all the way in my ass."
Given her comment Gus thrust in, ramming his cock deeper and harder into her ass. The teen gasped and shuddered, her hands gripping the pillow as if it were trying to escape. Rising briefly Gus drove in, his cock was squeezed tightly by her ass walls, like a powerful hand was trying hard to take a grip. He thrust harder and faster as if to shake it free, the flexible walls gradually loosening as he drove in again and again. Beneath him Natasha gasped again, her back curling upwards and her legs spreading open, as if she was swimming. Harder and faster Gus went, giving his friend's daughter the ass pounding he was sure she was looking for. He was almost certainly right in that appreciation, as she squealed out, "Yes, fill my ass, oh fucking God, yes."



If anything Danni was even louder, her shrieks and cries of pleasure deafening, but Bryan had a head start on him, so Gus didn't feel jealous but instead ignored his own daughter's ecstatic cries and concentrated on fulfilling and filling Natasha's ass. Pounding forcefully, his thick cock soon opened her anal tunnel, allowing him to go faster and deeper. The teenager gasped and writhed, bouncing on the bed as he bounced on her and her Dad bounced on her best friend. Gus grunted and panted, putting in all his effort to ass-fucking the young woman. Soon he was in as far as he could go, his balls banging at her buttocks. "Take it, take my cock," he grunted, fully aware she was doing that.
"Yessss, yessss, yessss," the screams were from Danni, but seconds later Natasha also let out a series of howls.
"Fuck my ass, yessss, yesss, aaarrghhh," Natasha screamed loudly, "Fuck it harder."
Gus slammed forward, so hard it felt like the bed was in a stormy gale, not tied up calmly in dock. The teen beneath him shrieked in pleasure like he was a pirate and she was a treasure chest being plundered. "Aaarrrrghhh, yessss, keep going, fuck me good!"
Above them, Danni was always shrieking in pleasure, the room filled with the cacophony of the teenagers experiencing powerful analgasms, which almost tore them apart. The bunks squeaked and rocked, as the two men pounded forward powerfully, intent on making sure the other's daughter had an experience she'd always remember. Certainly, Gus knew this was something he'd never forget, banging a teenager with Bryan was something he'd done before, but he had never expected to be banging his friend's daughter, especially not whilst his own was ass-fucked above his head. It wasn't something that he'd regret though, Natasha was certainly one of the hottest lays he had in weeks and he'd known Bryan long enough to be sure that Danni would be equally enjoying her dicking; as for him and his daughter, it was a memory they could share and come back to in the years to come as she continued to blossom into a sexual young woman.
"Aaaaarrrghh," Natasha was screaming in pleasure again, even as Danni's quietened to a whimper and Bryon slowed to a stop. Gus kept going, he had more in the tank to give and so he gave it. Natasha was shrieking in excitement, yelling to the world (or at least her Dad and best friend), "Fuck my ass, aaarrgghh, yessss, I want you to fuck my ass harder."
"Yeah, take my cock, your ass is so fucking hot," Gus granted as he rammed into the squealing teen, feeling her ass walls ease back with every thrust. He was sweating now, panting with exertion, but wider awake than he ever was, even after a double caffeine hit.
The young woman bucked and screamed, her cries of pleasure almost musical. Danni poked her head down, her long hair flowing towards the ground as she watched her Dad butt-pounding her friend, "Fuck her Dad, you don't know what an anal slut Nat is, she loves cock in her butt."
"I do, fuck I do," agreed Natasha with feeling, her hands gripping hard at the pillow as her ass bounded up and down to meet Gus's thrusting, "I love getting my ass-fucked, I'm a total anal nympho."
It should have been off-putting to see his daughter's upside-down head in the periphery of his vision, especially as she was encouraging him to bang her best friend's butt. However, to Gus, it was a sign of how good their relationship was that he didn't mind and instead continued to fill Natasha's anal passage with his thick cock. The teen screamed again, her body shivering and shaking as Danni grinned and encouraged them both. Soon, however, Gus felt a tightening in his balls, he drove on quickly knowing release was coming in seconds.
"Oh God, yes," moaned Natasha as the older man shot his load into her most intimate hole, blast after blast of warm cum filling her hole to the brim so that it overflowed and a trickily white stream slipped out and ran over her cheeks.
Gasping with exhaustion Gus let the pleasure roll over him for a moment before he pulled out and fell on his back.
"I don't think I've said morning yet, Dad," grinned the still overhanging Danni.
*
The bags and cases were packed, the boat safely moored, the four of them walking along the dock to the car and if the girls were both walking a little funnily, no one mentioned it. All agreed it had been a great weekend and would they do it again? Well, with the girls going to college in the fall the summer was a time for some bonding...
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"You should come along to one of our coffee mornings," smiled Claire Revill.
Her new neighbour, Samantha (Sam to her friends) Romano gave a small nod, "I'd love to," said the twenty-nine-year-old divorcee. In reality, she was neutral, Claire seemed nice enough, allowing a few days for Sam and her two elementary school-age children to settle into their new house, before coming over to introduce herself, but she was in her mid-forties, with her own kids now away at college; would Sam have much in common with her, never mind the other neighbours who she hadn't even yet managed to speak to (though one had waved to her as she passed by the woman as she was unpacking her car)?
"Good, we're meeting tomorrow, at ten if you're free," said Claire, still beaming broadly and welcomingly. She rested her fingers briefly on Sam's hand, a casual touch -- no more, "I always like to get to know new women, so do the others."
For a moment Sam wondered if the movement meant something. It had been a long time since she'd been in the dating game, since she was twenty in fact, even longer since she'd had been in the lesbian club, near her college. She briefly smiled at the memory, she'd not done anything then, beyond a few drunken kisses and a couple of slow dances, but sometimes it was nice if she and her friends had been celebrating or commiserating a break-up with a guy to go to a club made up solely of women and moan about guys being bastards, without worrying about one of them trying to pick up a slightly drunk college girl on a rebound. She quickly came to present as she saw Claire was looking at her, awaiting a response. The twenty-something blonde could have told the older woman she was busy (which was true, she worked from home, but she did have to read a couple of long reports over the next couple of days), equally Claire could see she was smiling and Sam didn't want the woman to think she was rude, so instead she widened her grin as if that was what she had been thinking about and replied, "Tomorrow at ten sounds great, I'll be there."
"Looking forward to it," replied Claire and removed her fingers from Sam's hand. They continued to speak for a few minutes, but Claire could equally see Sam was still busy with the move and work, and politely excused herself -- albeit with a reminder about meeting tomorrow.
It was strange, thought Sam, as she closed the door on her new neighbour, but for some reason she was looking forward to the coffee morning.
*
The next morning, she remained excited about it. Once the children were in bed, instead of her normal post-split routine of a large glass of white wine and whatever she could find on Netflix she did some work to make sure she was free tomorrow morning. In bed, she found herself thinking about meeting Claire and remembering the brief touch of the fortysomething divorcee -- rationalising that it was natural to be excited about meeting some new neighbours, after all, she was planning to stay in this house for at least until her kids had graduated and possibly longer. Still, she wasted no time returning home after dropping them off, not even bothering with her normal socialising with the other (mainly married) Moms at the gate.
Stripping off in front of the mirror she gazed at her reflection. Her nose was a little sharp, but apart from that she was doing okay; one thing about her husband fucking off with the woman down the street was that it had encouraged Sam to return to the gym and sports and she'd lost the fat she'd put on since giving birth to replace it with a lean, toned body. She lifted her tits -- a college friend had once said they were her best feature when clubbing and when she was in her early twenties her ex had agreed. Looking at them she decided they still weren't bad, soft enough to jiggle when she moved, firm enough that the sag was hardly noticeable and certainly noticeable as long as she went for a tight enough sweater and skipped on the bra.
Daringly, that was what she decided to go for, the top she was going for (a vest really) exposing more of her cleavage than she ever dared show at school pick-up and her jeans felt tight around her butt and down over her calves and thighs. Beneath them she decided to go for a thong -- goodness knows why, they weren't as comfortable as the sensible panties she discarded. She brushed her long blonde hair, deciding it looked better free and flowing than either done up or platted, before putting on her make-up, something she seldom did for casual events.
Again, she gazed in the full-length mirror, not bad, she decided, actually pretty good. She briefly struck a pose, giving her most sexy face, making her look almost wanton. Straightening up, she blushed, half wondering what she was doing and whether she should quickly change back into a looser jumper and longer skirt. No, that wouldn't impress Claire, thought Sam, blushing some more as she wondered whether she had a slight crush on the older woman -- it had only been a touch on the hand, nothing more, but it seemed to have set a chain reaction within Sam and suddenly she found herself wondering where it would lead.
Looking at the clock, it was near five past. She didn't think that Claire would mind she was a few minutes late, but equally, she wasn't going on a date where she'd expect that tardiness would be accepted as long as she dressed hot, so she quickly headed out and across the street to Claire's house.
There was only the other woman's car in the drive, from what Claire had said her husband worked long hours in the city and, her teenage daughter, who still lived at home was also working in a local Starbucks (even if she was applying for better-paid jobs now she'd finished university). Sam took a glance at her reflection in the window beside the door, wondering if perhaps she'd dressed too sexily for a coffee with some other local Moms. But it was too late, so she rang the doorbell and waited.
It was only seconds before Claire opened the door, her shoulder-length hair freshly curled and looking a lighter shade than yesterday with her blouse and skirt conservative and neatly pressed. She gave a very quick glance at Sam, so swift the younger Mom almost missed it, a smile spreading across her face as she did so. "Welcome," she leaned forward, hugging Sam and kissing her cheeks. The twenty-nine-year-old could feel the other woman's breasts briefly squishing against hers and she had to admit it wasn't a bad feeling. The hug was only momentary before Claire broke away, "Come in and meet the others," she said, gesturing for Sam to enter and shutting the door behind her.
The older woman led the younger one to the main room. There were already two women there and Claire introduced them as they stood up to greet the newcomer. "Mandy" she said of a woman of about her age but with darker hair, wearing a light purple blouse which was translucent enough you could just about see the black bra she was wearing beneath. Mandy smiled and held out her hand to briefly shake Sam's, her finger briefly tracing a light circle before she let go, leaving Sam blushing. But before she could say anything Claire was introducing the second woman, "Tiffany". Petite with her hair somewhere between strawberry blonde and red, probably nearer Sam's age and at least no more than mid-thirties, wearing a colourful one-piece dress with a zip at the front. She moved over and quickly enveloped Sam in a hug and for the second time Sam that morning Sam felt her own large breasts crushing at another woman's, smaller than Claire perhaps, but equally firm as if neither woman was a stranger to exercise.
"Come and sit between us," Mandy was back on the couch she'd been sitting on, patting a space between her and Tiffany. Luckily, she and the other women were slender, as it wasn't the biggest couch Sam had seen, but she settled herself there, feeling Tiffany's leg brush at her own as the redhead sat down.
"Tea?" Claire gestured at a teapot sitting on the table, "Coffee?"
"Tea would be good," replied Sam, though as it was still morning she'd have preferred coffee, but the others were all sipping tea, and she didn't want to create a bad impression by making Claire go to the kitchen to get another drink. She watched as Claire carefully poured the tea into a china cup, before adding milk from a small jug.
"So we were just complaining about men when you arrived," said Tiffany.
"My ex, Tiffany's soon-to-be and Claire's might-as-well-be" added Mandy smiling.
"You're preaching to the choir," smiled Sam, glad to find the topic of conversation was one she could easily fit into, "I've just finalised my divorce last week, adultery -- once he was forced to admit to as he was living with the skank, but it wasn't the first time -- he'd been cheating on me since I was pregnant."
"Men are bastards," agreed Tiffany, "I could have lived with fucking other woemn, as long as he was discrete but honest to God, he was as obvious as a flashing neon light in a desert."
"Mine wouldn't have been able to keep his cock up long enough to stick it in anyone else. If it didn't gallop and jump fences he wasn't interested and I certainly wasn't going to wear a bridle and finish first at twenty-to-one odds," grinned Mandy. "I don't know how you stick it, Claire"
"I have a selection of large dildos in my drawers, Frank never goes in there and I'm normally finished by the time he switches off his computer and comes to bed, if he comes to my bed and doesn't decide to sleep in the spare room as he needs to get up early," Claire shrugged, "Anyway, I'm not planning to leave -- I can get sexual satisfaction elsewhere..."[did she glance at Sam at this point, the younger blonde imagined she did] "but I can't get this," she gestured round the large lounge, immaculate and expensively, but tastefully, decorated.
"Dildos are life savers," replied Mandy, smiling widely.
It was probably Sam's imagination that the other woman moved her leg as she spoke so it deliberately brushed alongside the younger blonde's. Sam wondered if she should say something, she'd certainly been using her dildo a lot since her divorce, pumping it into her hole most nights and many a morning, but equally she had just met the others and it seemed to be too early for such a confession, even if Tiffany was nodding in agreement with her friends, "Guys are over-rated, what do you say Sam?"
"Mine was," Sam moved the conversation onto safer ground, "He seemed to think taking the trash out was the only chore he needed to do, even if I'd been in online meetings all day he'd expect the house to be spotless when he got home."
"All men are bastards," grinned Claire. She put her empty teacup on the table in front of her and stood up, "I know it's before noon, but any of you ladies fancy anything stronger?"
"A Martini would be nice," said Mandy.
"Make it two," agreed Tiffany.
Claire looked at Sam, grinning, "Three?"
"It's a bit early... but go on, a small one," agreed Sam, deciding she had plenty of time to do her work later and pick up the children.
The older woman vanished, leaving Tiffany and Mandy to talk to Sam, mainly about how expensive divorce lawyers were. It didn't take long before Claire returned with four drinks on a tray, as she offered one to Sam, the younger blonde concluded that she and her new neighbour had differing ideas of small, but as she sipped it, she also decided that Claire had a natural gift at making the perfect cocktail.
Claire was watching for Sam's reaction and seeing she liked it she grinned and asked, "Another thing women can do without men for?"
"Oh definitely, men always think they can mix a cocktail, but they just pour random amounts of gin and vermouth in a glass and hope for luck," laughed Tiffany and Sam had to agree.
"With dildos and drinks, the only thing we need men for is... well I can't think of anything," Mandy laughed.
"Me neither," grinned Tiffany, "Come on Sam, tell us what are men good for?"
Sam grinned, feeling at home with the other women and glad they were including her in the conversation like she was an old friend, "I told you, taking out the trash."
"They have some uses," Claire said grinning, "So are you back dating Sam?"
"Um, not yet," Sam blushed a little, "You know with kids and work and sorting out the divorce it's been kinda busy." That wasn't fully the reason, though it was at least partially true, but her comments about men hadn't been totally joking -- her ex was such a shit she'd definitely not been wanting to jump into another relationship... that was what her sex-toy was for.
"It took me a while," Mandy said, "The trick is not to look for anything serious, I'm not saying a big dick is as fun as a dildo, but you'll get some compliments whilst they're trying to seduce you and free drinks as well."
Tiffany grinned and said, "Yeah, but at least with a dildo you're guaranteed that a thick nine inches mean a thick nine inches and not half a pencil's worth of cock."
The others laughed, sipping at their Martinis, "It's enough to make you play for the other side," said Claire, her gaze briefly falling on Sam.
"Would you?" asked Mandy.
"What?" replied Claire.
"Go lesbian," Mandy grinned.
"Sure," shrugged Claire, as if it was not a big deal, "I mean obviously I'm the only one of us happily married." The smiles Tiffany and Mandy gave told Sam that the happiness of Claire's marriage was a subject they'd discussed before and was probably related to the fact that Martini's before noon didn't seem a big deal, "What about the rest of you?"
"I mean, I guess," replied Mandy, frowning slightly as if she'd not really thought about it before, "I mean if the woman was hot."
Tiffany blushed a bit as she confessed, "I've thought about it, I even swept right on Tinder a few times, but never followed up."
"So what about you Sam? Would you break your fast with some hot muff diving?" Claire grinned wickedly.
"I sometimes went to a lesbian club when I was at college..." answered Sam.
"Oh you're a dark horse," interrupted Mandy with a giggle.
Sam blushed, aware the others were all looking at her, but it was with curiosity and interest, not judgment, so she decided to continue, "Not that I did anything serious, beyond a dance and, okay, a couple of make-outs."
Claire laughed and smiled, leaning back a little in her chair, "Does making out with college cheerleaders count then? I know I had a couple of tongueathons with some of my cheerleading squad... drink and parties always led to me getting wild."
"You sound like it was fun" Tiffany said.
"Yeah, I'm not denying that a lot of the cheer squad were damned good kissers and they know how to hold a woman, they don't just claw at their back like they're trying to tear their top in half," Claire shrugged, "I'd definitely swipe right if I was you, Tiffany."
Tiffany giggled, "I might just do that."
"So Sam, what about you? Did you enjoy your lesbo make-out sessions?" Mandy turned, smiling.
"Um, yeah I guess like Claire, there's something about making out with another woman in that she knows what to do in a way men don't."
"So that's two votes for having a go on the girl side," grinned Mandy, "Sounds like you should be swiping right with some hottie Tiff."
"I will, but chances are I'd get some experienced pussy eater and she'd be put off by me keeping to ask for instructions," Tiffany laughed. She turned to Sam, "You'll have to give me some hints on what to do."
"Honestly, I never got beyond some tongue and a close dance," grinned Sam and took another sip of her Martini.
"What about you Claire?" grinned Mandy, "Could you teach Tiff some things?"
"I was a damn good kisser," giggled Claire, "I admit."
"Prove it," giggled Mandy.
Claire stood up, smoothing down her skirt and blouse, "I'll need a volunteer."
Sam blushed, looking briefly at the other two women to check she wasn't pushing ahead or going too far, before she said, "Sure, I've done it before." She stood up, silently cursing the martini, which must have been stronger than she thought.
"Go for it girls," giggled Mandy.
"You'll think we're sluts," giggled Claire as she stepped in front of Sam and put her hands on the younger blonde's shoulders.
"It's me who's just moved in and is going for a make-out session with my new neighbour," joked Sam back, though she had to admit there was a little feeling of excitement building up in her. Claire was attractive and the conversation had reminded Sam of how much fun she'd had when younger before she met her ex-husband. Standing in front of her new neighbour Sam bit her lip gently, before sliding out her tongue and moving it slowly and seductively across the lower. Claire grinned back, her hands slowly moving down Sam's bare arms, stroking the flesh, sensually and sexily, making Sam quiver with excitement. Their heads moved closer, Sam's mouth opening gently as she teased "Are we going to do this?"
"Oh yes," responded Claire, her lips moving to meet Sam, widening to ape the blondes. Their open mouths moved against each other, each trying to match the other, as they breathed hot air in and out and pressed their bodies together. Claire's hands continued to stroke at Sam's, the touch both comforting and electrifying. The younger blonde moved her own hands to hold Claire's waist, her fingers skimming over the silk blouse and gently pressuring the slender waist beneath. Something was exciting about it, she felt, something she had been missing, not just since her divorce, but before. She opened her mouth wider, encouraging Claire to do the same, not caring that she was kissing the other woman in front of their agog neighbours, but enjoying the moment.
She was still surprised to feel Claire's tongue entering her mouth, going further than just a risqué kiss, to a sexy make-out session. It felt so exciting, like she was desired and sexy and so she wrapped her tongue around her neighbour's, exploring and pushing back, probing and letting it slither forward like she was trying to find the root. Claire seemed into it as well, her hands going from Sam's arm to her lower back, pulling the younger woman forward and driving her own tongue forward.
"God, that's hot," giggled Mandy.
It broke the moment and both Sam and Claire stepped back. Sam knew she was reddening and was both surprised and a little delighted that Claire also looked flustered as if the kiss was more than what she'd expected. She gave a quick look at Sam, before turning to the other women on the couch, her poise instantly back, "We give lessons," she giggled, "Don't we Sam?"
Sam found herself nodding, "It's pretty easy."
"Well, I'll give it a go," laughed Mandy standing up, "You Tiff?"
"I'm not going to be the only virgin at the prom," grinned the redhead and stood up, skipping forward towards Sam, "So you going to ask me to dance?"
"Is that what it's called now," giggled Mandy, as Claire gripped her waist and pulled her closer.
Sam felt a moment of jealousy, but quickly pushed it away as Tiffany sashayed towards her. She might not be as sexy as Claire, but it was like comparing Mexico to Ecuador, just because one wasn't as hot as the other it didn't make it cold. She put her hands on Tiffany's slender waist, "Kiss first, dance later."
"Promises, promises," giggled Tiffany, but she allowed the younger blonde to pull her closer. The two of them pressed together, Sam the taller, looking down at Tiffany's upturned face and suddenly seeming kissable mouth. She could hear slurping and moaning from beside her as Mandy and Claire started to make out and so she paused no longer but brought her open lips down on the redhead's ready mouth. If anything, Tiffany was an even better kisser than Claire, her kiss threatening to engulf the blonde as her tongue battled with Sam's.
Moving her hand to the other woman's back, Sam pulled her even closer, feeling the press of Tiffany's body on hers. Automatically the blonde found her hands moving down to Tiffany's butt, her fingers clasping onto the other's cheeks before she'd even realised what she was doing. Immediately she moved a little backwards, but Tiffany went with her, her own hands gripping at Sam's waist and her chest pushing upwards and forwards, so her smaller breasts were rubbing at Sam's. The blonde relaxed and kept her hands in place, moving her head back down, so that her lips were firmly against Tiffany's and her tongue was deep inside the other's mouth.



"My turn," giggled Mandy. She had broken from Claire and was gently pushing apart Sam and Tiffany.
The redhead grinned appreciatively at Sam, "That was fun, let me see if Claire can show me anything else."
Mandy had already gripped Sam, pushing herself against the blonde and grinning widely. Sam didn't waste time, but moved her mouth onto her new neighbour's, her tongue thrusting in instantly as she guessed Mandy didn't need any warming up.
She was right.
Mandy groaned and shivered in excitement, her own hands slipping down Sam's back as the blonde's went even lower with the brunette, her fingers grasping at Mandy's butt. Their lips were moulded together, their tongues dancing eagerly and enthusiastically, racing against and over each other. Sam found herself getting more and more excited, she wasn't going to say that Mandy was better than Claire, nor was she going to say that Tiffany hadn't also been fun, but like an engine warming up by the time she'd got to the third of her neighbours her pussy was itching with a lustful pleasure and she could feel a wetness forming between her legs. She squeezed Mandy's ass harder, her fingers grasping at the older woman's round rump. Mandy didn't seem to mind at all, pressing her chest forwards and lowering her own grip to knead Sam's butt with the same lustful energy that Sam was exhibiting.
The kiss broke suddenly, not because either woman had finished, but because both were being pulled away. Sam found herself facing a smiling Claire, "Let me have another go," the older blonde giggled at Sam and the younger woman nodded willingly, as Claire's mouth closed on hers. Their tongues met and intertwined, rolling and exploring over the other's, their hands down low, grasping and gripping at the other woman's. Beside them, Tiffany and Mandy were putting into practice the lessons they'd just been taught, their passionate slurps and moans as loud as the two blondes.
After a few moments, Sam found herself with Tiffany again. The redhead's mouth was already open as Sam closed in, neither mentioning that only a few minutes before they'd all just been having a friendly chat and now they were having a group make-out. Sam's tongue moved in, pressing forward and down onto Tiffany's, her neighbour vibrating in excitement. Their hands slipped down to each other's butts, playing and kneading with their fingers.
Giggling Tiffany stepped back, her cheeks flushed, "Kissing girls is more fun than I thought."
"It is," Claire, she pushed back a hair which had fallen out of place and then noticed one of the buttons on her blouse had come undone, she closed it back up and straightened her skirt. "It has been fun."
"Why? Are we stopping?" grinned Mandy, sliding her arm around Sam's waist and drawing the younger blonde towards her.
Sam guessed not as she and Mandy's mouths met again. In her peripheral vision, she could see Claire and Tiffany glancing at each other, before joining together again. The sound of slurping and kissing filled the room as the four women continued their make-out session, each of them enjoying the touch of another woman's body pressing against her own
Breaking the kiss, but keeping her arms wrapped around Sam, Mandy moved forward and murmured in the blonde's ear, "You have lovely bosoms."
"You too," giggled Sam. She reached her own hands up and squeezed at the older woman's round, large pair, "Nice and juicy."
Tittering Mandy returned the favour, her hands gripping and squashing Sam's tits. The blonde gave a small moan of pleasure, shivering in excitement -- it had been too long since anyone but her had felt her breasts and, okay she might be wearing a vest over them and she wasn't sure that her new neighbour was going to go much further, but it still counted. She closed her eyes and let imagination take over, allowing the fantasy of Mandy's mouth slipping onto her nipples and suckling them feverishly to enter her mind.
"Mmmnnn, hot."
Sam opened her eyes to see Tiffany and Claire, arms wrapped around each other, grinning at her and Mandy. Claire continued speaking, "You two look like you're enjoying yourselves," she smiled to show that there was no malice in her words.
"Sam has the nicest tits," giggled Mandy, making the blonde blush, though the other two looked at them appreciatively.
"They do look nice," giggled Tiffany.
"What about giving us a better look," teased Mandy.
"Sure, if you do," Sam said back; taking her top off in front of her new neighbours seemed a bold step.
"Okay" grinned Mandy and before Sam could say a word the brunette had unbuttoned her blouse and was pulling it off. It wasn't only Sam who was looking in interest as Mandy reached behind her back and unclipped her bra, tossing it away so she was exposing her large, round bosoms. She reached up under them juggling and bouncing them, smiling at the others.
Sam guessed they'd made a deal and anyway, she was interested in seeing where this was going, even as she felt a sense of nervousness that she was going too far, too quickly and going to get herself a reputation. She reached up for her top and pulled it over her head.
"Nice titties," grinned Claire.
"Yes," agreed Tiffany, her eyes dancing between the blonde and the older brunette, "both pairs."
"Hey, we're showing ours, only fair you return the favour," grinned Mandy, putting her arm round Sam's waist and drawing the blonde beside her, so they stood together watching as Claire immediately nodded and started to undo her blouse -- though, unlike the other's tops which had ended on the floor, she folded hers neatly and placed it on the nearest table.
"They're hot," Sam licked her lips, hungrily, as she looked at them -- they were smaller than her own, but firmer as if Claire spent a lot of time exercising and wearing the right sort of bras.
"Now let's see yours," Claire turned to Tiffany.
"Not fair, I'm wearing a dress, I'll have to show you more," grinned Tiffany, but even as she was speaking, she was unzipping slowly and seductively. She shrugged the dress off, letting it fall down her body, exposing her tits, smaller and perter than her friends, but still delectably edible in Sam's eyes. She watched as Tiffany continued to ease the dress off, showing a small tattoo of a cherry on her hip as it went down past her waist, leaving her wearing a pair of small cotton panties, a necklace and her high heels.
The four women looked over each other for a moment admiringly and Sam wondered if they would put their tops back on and chalk it up to the martinis. She hoped not but didn't want to make the first move. Luckily, with Mandy in the room, she didn't need to as the brunette took a couple of steps forward towards Claire and smiled, "They look lickable."
"Try them," the older blonde invited and before she could rescind the invitation Mandy was lowering her head and suckling away.
"You want a try?" Tiffany glanced at Sam and smiled.
"Only if you lick mine after," giggled the blonde and quickly moved to start to tongue the redhead's nipples, the two nubs rapidly hardening as Sam's wet tongue rushed around them.
Tiffany gave an excited groan, her hands waving about as if she were unsure where to place them. Sam had no such problem, her hands gripping the other woman's bare buttocks and squashing them together. The redhead groaned and shivered, "Oh my God," she moaned, "Suck my titties."
Sam opened her mouth wider, swallowing the pert breast as deep as she could, sucking away greedily. This was further than she'd ever gone, and she was pleased to find she was enjoying it (there being nothing worse than finding yourself sucking the bosom of a new neighbour and discovering you were more heterosexual than you'd appreciated). Luckily it seemed Tiffany was also happily shifting to at least bisexuality, her moans passionate and loud, her hands finally finding a place to rest on Sam's naked back.
Suddenly, Sam realised she was sharing Tiffany's breast as her head banged against another. She turned her gaze slightly to see that Claire had moved in and was now sucking the second bosom, eagerly drinking the small titty to Tiffany's delight. Beside them Mandy was watching, smiling as she removed her slacks so she was just standing in a pair of cotton panties with near matching socks. However, after a quick glance, Sam returned to tonguing, licking and swallowing Tiffany's itty-bitty breast, happily sharing the space with Claire who was showing an eagerness to take as much of her friend's breast in her mouth as possible.
However, Sam suspected, that Mandy wasn't the type of woman who wanted to be left out and she was soon proved right. Within a few moments, she felt Mandy's hands holding her waist as the brunette rubbed her large breasts across and up and down Sam's back, purring excitedly in the blonde's ear. Sam continued to lap at Tiffany's teat, but she was becoming wetter and wetter from Mandy's touch as well.
Mandy's hands went lower, one sliding round to her butt, cradling her ass beneath her jeans. The other shifted to her front, rubbing between her legs and even with the denim in the way Sam could feel the touch of the older woman's fingers against her cunt. She briefly removed her mouth from Tiffany to moan, "Go on," sure that Mandy would take the hint and go further.
A surge of excitement flowed through her as she felt Mandy undo the buttons of her jeans and pull the pants down. The older woman bent her legs, her breast bouncing against Sam's thighs, as she took them on their downward journey until they were around the blonde's ankles. Sam licked Tiffany's tits eagerly as Mandy unlaced her shoes and removed them, allowing Sam to step out of her jeans, so she too was only standing in her underwear.
"Looks like it's me next," Claire grinned and straightened, a trail of saliva dripping from Tiffany's tit. She stepped back to start to undo her skirt, though her place in front of the redhead was immediately taken by Mandy, who might have been an amateur (weren't they all?) but also showed a surprising speed at picking up the skill of tit-sucking, as she greedily slurped the pert breast.
Breaking away from Tiffany (allowing Mandy to switch from tit to tit) Sam took a moment to admire Claire, the older blonde looking at the younger one seductively as they both stood in their underwear and little else. They didn't keep eye contact for long as Claire stepped forward, gently pushing Sam onto the couch, the younger woman falling back and lying down as the older one climbed on top straddling her. "Kiss me," groaned Sam and Claire did so.
Their tongues pushed and pressed together like they were trying to tie them together. At the same time, their breasts banged against each other, if Sam's were the bigger pair Claire's were firmer and the younger woman felt her excitement grow as she felt her new neighbour's hard nipples brushing over her skin. As they kissed their arms wrapped around each other, drawing their bodies even closer together, Claire's midriff resting against Sam's cunt, damp under her panties. At most Sam had hoped that she might get a bit of interest from her new neighbour, perhaps a quick sexy glance over the cup of coffee or the brush of the woman's hand on hers as they chatted, suggesting she might be interested. She hadn't expected to have a full topless make-out session, especially as just feet away the other two neighbours were happily sucking and licking each other's breasts. Sam wasn't complaining however, she just wondered how far it would go and as she felt Claire's hands rolling over her breasts, she was certain there was a way to go yet; the thought made her shudder in excitement.
"MMmnnn, ohh, lick my tits," Sam moaned as Claire lifted her mouth from hers. The older woman grinned in agreement and then dropped her mouth to suckle at Sam's breasts. It felt so good to have someone slurp up her tits, before the divorce sex with her husband had become perfunctory and without foreplay -- Sam wasn't even sure if the last time her teat had a mouth on it was when she'd been breastfeeding her youngest and he was a second grader now. "MMmnnn, yessss," she moaned in excitement, "Suck that tit."
"Ooohhh," she gasped louder, Claire's hand had moved to her cunt and was stroking it through her panties. The younger blonde shuddered in excitement, pushing her hips up and encouraging her new neighbour to continue to touch her. "OOhhh yessss."
She wasn't sure how far Claire would have gone if they hadn't been interrupted. Not that it was a bad interruption as Tiffany dropped to her knees on the floor beside the couch and started to lick the nearest tit, pushing her head against Claire's as she did so. Not that Claire was licking the tit for long as Mandy had also joined them and was pulling up Claire to kiss her. The four topless women became intertwined in a shivering mass of sucking, licking and kissing. Sam was slightly disappointed that Sam was no longer rubbing her pussy, but only slightly as Tiffany was definitely picking up the slack with the way she was slurping at the younger blonde's stiff nipple. Anyway, it wasn't long before she felt a hand on her cunt again, from the angle she guessed it was probably Mandy, though she couldn't see without raising her head from the couch and she didn't want to do that in case it disrupted Tiffany's flow. Instead, she groaned, "Oh yes, that is good."
Barely were the words out of her mouth when she felt a second hand on her cunt, the two of them competing and collaborating at rubbing her soaked twat. The blonde shuddered in excitement, guessing it was Claire who was joining her friend in playing with their new neighbour. Sam wondered if she should be more daring and encourage the others to go further or whether that would be too risky as she was new to the locality. Tiffany's tongue wrapped around her teat, her lips closing down on the surrounding flesh and Sam decided that a little risk was worth it. She reached down to her panties and pushed them down, exposing her bald twat.
"Oh my," giggled Mandy and without any invite thrust a couple of fingers into Sam's hole. The blonde gasped and bucked, her back arching as the excitement flowed through her. The older brunette quickly moved into a rhythm, driving deep into the blonde's cunt. Sam groaned and shuddered, it was months since she'd had anything in there that wasn't do-it-yourself and even that had been a disappointing one-night stand with a small dicked drunk after her husband had just left her. Mandy might have been an amateur, but she knew exactly what to do with her fingers and seemed to find the right spot with a lot less difficulty than most guys Sam had known. Mandy giggled, "God, you're so juicy."
"Ohhh, yes, I am," Sam moaned back. Above her Tiffany lifted her head to grin sexily before returning to suckle the tit, though it was now more like an accompaniment than the main course. Sam gasped and bucked, shutting her eyes to keep in the intense feelings. Her twat was almost overflowing, the sounds of wet flesh being pumped audible above Tiffany's giggles and slurping. As the two women played with her Sam briefly wondered where Claire was, but didn't bother to open her eyes to find out.
She soon found out, as the sofa creaked as someone else got on it and she sensed a body above her. She opened her eyes to see Claire's naked cunt above her, a small ring through the labia and a neat landing strip marking the way in. "Bring it on" giggled Sam, just in case Claire was waiting for permission to drop her pussy on the younger blonde's face. If she was, Sam's words were what she needed as she dropped herself onto the younger woman's mouth, so all that Sam could see was the roundness of her bottom and the ceiling (if she swivelled her eyes up). Still, it was exactly what Sam was wanting at this moment. She opened her mouth and drove in and up, her tongue sweeping over her neighbour's crack as she tried to force herself into the hole. Claire groaned and wiggled, pressing herself harder against her new neighbour's tongue.
Sam licked away enthusiastically. She'd never tasted a woman's juice before and found that she liked it (okay, it was a bit bland to be fair, so perhaps didn't dislike it would be a better description). But even without taste, there was something so sexual and enjoyable about driving her tongue deep into the warm hole so that she could feel Claire's vibration against her and hear the older blonde's moans, knowing she was responsible for them. Tiffany had been pushed away for the moment, unable to compete, though Sam thought she was making out with Mandy instead. Certainly, Mandy had also moved away and there was a noise that very much sounded like passionate kissing from where Sam lay, even if her sight was blocked by Claire's (cute) ass.
"MMmnnn, now this pussy is free, let me have a go," Claire giggled and Sam would have gasped if her mouth hadn't been engaged as her new neighbour dipped over and began to tongue her own with the same enthusiastic eagerness that the younger blonde was currently giving. The couch creaked as the two women energetically sixty-nined, Sam finding herself going faster and harder in response to the waves of energy shooting from her cunt, which only encouraged Claire to match her, a mixture of a race and synchronised dance performance. The younger blonde reached up to grip Claire's ass cheeks, firm and round, playing and kneading with them as she continued to pleasure the front hole.
"My turn," giggled Mandy. Claire slowly got up, allowing Sam to see that both Tiffany and Mandy were also naked, the brunette's arm around the redhead's waist. Once Claire had clambered up, her cunt dripping, Mandy let go of Tiffany and climbed half onto the sofa, resting her stomach on the armrest as she balanced over and dropped her face down on Sam's snatch.
"Oh God, yes," moaned Sam, as she was licked by her second woman ever, as well as that day.
Mandy thrust in her fingers, prying the pussy apart so that her tongue could go deeper, hammering into the hole. Sam cried out in pleasure as Mandy's tongue found her special spot and concentrated on it, clipping at the wet wall like she was trying to hammer through it with a sledgehammer. It might have been Mandy's first-time licking pussy but she was energetic and eager (though despite what she'd said Sam had a secret belief that Mandy might have had previous experience of cunt-munching or else she was a gifted amateur). Sam stretched and gasped, her toes curling and her eyes fluttering. "Yes, more, oh fuck, eat my pussy."
"Mmmnn, yum, yes," giggled Mandy, her fingers sliding around the insides of Claire's wet hole to give her tongue more room to do its work.
Behind them Tiffany and Claire were making out furiously, both women fingering each other's pussies as their tongues entwined. It was a perfect background tableau to having her cunt eaten out and Sam found her eyes fixed on her new neighbours, gazing at their sexy nude bodies as she reached for Mandy's head and pushed her deeper. The brunette responded with increased vigour, slamming her tongue as far into the hole as she could manage, her thumb finding the blonde's clit at the same time. "Ooohhh, ooohhh, fuck, fuck, fuck," grunted Sam, her body shivering and shaking in pleasure.
Tiffany had broken from Claire and was sashaying over to the couch, "Room for another," she giggled as she climbed on board Sam's face.
The blonde's tongue rammed at the redhead's smooth pussy. She could feel Tiffany tensing as she was touched, a long deep groan coming from the other woman as she wiggled and jiggled on top of Sam, her hands reaching down to grip and knead the blonde's large breasts. Sam licked harder and faster, opening her legs as far as she was able to encourage Mandy to do the same to her -- the brunette taking the hint and driving in.



"Be right back ladies," giggled Claire and Sam thought she could hear the other woman leaving the room, though admittedly her hearing was blocked by Tiffany's calves being next to her ears and her concentration was repeatedly being interrupted by Mandy's touch on her clitoris.
"Oooohhh, yes, this is so fun," moaned Tiffany, the only one whose mouth wasn't full, though she also spoke for all of them, "Don't stop, go faster."
She might have been speaking to Sam, but Mandy responded as well, burrowing her tongue and fingers deep into Sam's soaked hole even as Sam herself slurped eagerly at the pussy above her. Tiffany squealed and shuddered, the vibrations from her orgasmic enjoyment flowing through her body and pulsing through Sam, making her shiver as well and electrifying the final part of the chain, Mandy, making her groan with excitement, the brunette's spare hand driving down at her twat, so none of them were going unfulfilled.
It was Sam's first threesome, she'd never had sex with more than one person, and she was finding it both exciting and also perfectly natural, as if she'd been faced with a puzzle, but could automatically see where all the pieces went. The fact it was with two women was a little stranger, but it didn't seem as totally far out as she would have previously thought -- she certainly wouldn't have described herself as bisexual (some college make-out sessions notwithstanding), but equally, she'd never ruled out having sex with another woman and had been at least theoretically open to it. Two was something she'd never imagined, but she wasn't complaining, especially as an orgasm hit her, making her back arch and her heart pound.
Above her Tiffany gasped and let out a groan as Sam's tongue drove at her faster, the juice leaking from her cunt into the blonde's mouth. Meanwhile, Mandy wasn't content with giving Sam just one orgasm and was driving her tongue harder and harder into her new neighbour's front hole.
"You all look like you're having a good time," laughed Claire as she returned to the room.
"Yes, what's that you've brought?" giggled Tiffany.
"Just some things to add to the fun," replied Claire.
Sam sat up on her elbows as Tiffany got off her face. Claire was standing a few feet away holding four differently sized and coloured dildos in her hand. She grinned broadly at her friends as she dropped them on the coffee table, "Help yourselves, ladies."
Tiffany giggled as she picked up a six-inch blue one and Mandy removed herself from Sam's cunt to pick up a red purse-sized one. Claire smiled at Sam and gestured at the remaining two, obviously wanting her guest to make the choice. Sam looked at them, her pussy was still wet and warm and she was far from satisfied yet, the larger one was nine inches of thick black plastic -- it would be the most enjoyable she was sure, but equally would it rude to take it and leave the smaller six-inch luminous yellow one for Claire? It didn't take her long to decide that at this moment horniness was winning out over manners and she grasped the larger one. Claire didn't seem put out as she took the smaller one and gave it a lick to lubricate.
Tiffany and Mandy were already on the sofa, sucking at their toys. There was a seat between them and Mandy patted it to indicate to Sam she should take it as Claire sat opposite them. Sam did as she was instructed, though as the other two already had their legs wide open the only way she could open hers enough was to drape them over the other's, not that either woman complained. Taking her dildo Sam slipped it into her mouth sucking it and making it wet; not that lubrication was needed as her cunt was as wet as the Atlantic Ocean already. Her eyes fixed on Claire, who grinned as she took her own toy from her mouth and began to rub her cunt with it, purring gently.
The sight made Sam even wetter and readier and she moved her dildo down to her cunt, sliding it over her lips and pressing it at her clit. It felt good, especially when she put on a bit of pressure. She could feel the vibrations from Mandy and Tiffany as the brunette and redhead began to pleasure their pussies with the toys, their wrists working back and forth as they began to slide the plastic dicks into their slick slots. Both women were letting out small guttural moans as they fucked themselves. Biting her lip gently Sam began to ease her toy into her hole. Despite its size, she was so slick and ready that she found it slid in easily, her pussy walls expanding to take it, slurping and gripping at the plastic dildo as she worked it in and out. She grinned, looking ahead at Claire, who smiled back as she toyed with her own hole.
"Mmmmnnn, ooohhh," the four women rocked and shuddered as they fuck themselves with the dildos. Sam regularly used dildos and had done so since she'd gone to college, but always in private and, mainly, in her bedroom. But it was so sexually liberating to be doing it in full view of new neighbours and to watch and hear them at the same time. She shivered and vibrated in ecstasy as she pumped the toy harder and deeper into her pussy, groaning pleasurably, "mmmnnn, yessss, oooohhh."
Mandy's spare hand reached down to stroke her cunt, the older brunette rubbing at the top of the clit as below her the dildo thrust. Sam giggled and blushed red, turning her head to give a lustful glance at the older woman. Even as she did so Tiffany's fingers were joining her friend's, stroking and rubbing at the outside of Sam's cunt and adding to the blonde's sexual enjoyment. Sam buckled in excitement, gasping out in pleasure. She only had one spare hand and being right-handed she kept that on her dildo and shifted the left to play with Mandy. It was a bit unfair on Tiffany, but she hoped the redhead wouldn't mind and it seemed she didn't, because she leaned over and started to suckle at Sam's tit, whilst still playing with her pussy.
"That looks so hot," giggled Claire, really hammering her hole as she contemplated the action happening in front of her, "Fuck, oooohhhh, yesssss."
Sam knew how she felt as a wave of orgasmic pleasure surged through her as well, making her shake and shudder as she cried out in excitement, "Ohhhh, yessss, ohhhh." She closed her eyes and luxuriated in the touch of the toy and Tiffany's tongue, as well as the thrum of Mandy's fingers. Her body shivered and flushed as her heart pumped.
"I'm going to eat this wet pussy now," from below her Sam heard Claire's voice less than a second before she sensed the other woman dropping to her knees in front of her, the older blonde's hands on Sam's thighs, easing them even further apart.
The touch of Claire's tongue was electrifying, and Sam gave an immediate squeak of joy, her calls getting louder as her new neighbour went faster and deeper. It was Claire who was now dildoing her, using her toy on Sam's hole to open her up for her tongue, whilst Sam shuddered and gasped. As her own dildo was spare, she started to use it to stroke and play with Tiffany's hole, trying to see if she could add her toy to the one already in Tiffany's hole. She didn't manage to do so, at least more than the clit, though Tiffany seemed to appreciate the effort as she sucked harder at Claire's titties. "Mmnnnn, yesss," Claire moaned as she felt her nubs lightly bitten and tugged between Tiffany's teeth. "Oooohhh fuck yessss," Claire was driving her dildo hard into Sam's cunt, each thrust making the blonde buck. "Fuck, fuck, fuck, ooooohhh," she groaned again as Mandy's thumb pressed on her clit, making her eyes flutter and her jaw ache as she tried to force herself not to scream.
She failed, "Fucckkkk! Aaaaarrghhh yesssss!"
Claire giggled and moved onto Tiffany, replacing the redhead's dildo with her own and slamming the tongue, still covered with Sam's juices, into Tiffany's equally wet fuckhole.
Mandy meanwhile had turned her head to Sam, the two of them kissing passionately. Still holding her dildo, but without a space for it in Tiffany, Sam transferred it to the brunette, sliding it into Mandy's twat. The brunette shivered, her tongue wrapping more passionately around Sam's as she in turn started to use her, smaller, toy on the blonde's clit, rubbing and stroking the clit with the plastic dildo.
"Fuccckkk, fucccckkk, oh my Goddddd!" Tiffany screamed beside them as she came, the entire sofa shaking as she seemed to almost (but not quite) literally explode with ecstasy. "Fucccckkkk!"
"You're turn Mandy," giggled Claire as she shuffled back, still on her knees, from between Tiffany's legs. She paused as she sucked the dildo clean like it was a finger she had just dipped in cake mix.
"Sit on my lap," suggested Sam, closing her legs to allow her new friend to pop on. Giggling Mandy did so, opening her legs to expose her dripping pussy to Claire. Sam reached round and gripped Mandy's tits, squeezing them tightly and kneading the ample pair, as the brunette leaned back, squashing the blonde's equally big pair. The two of them rubbed against each other as Claire knelt in front of them and started to push the dildo in.
Sam couldn't see what was happening, but she could feel it, Mandy's body pressing harder against hers as she was penetrated, the older brunette shivering and vibrating in excitement as the toy went deeper into her slot. Claire giggled, "Looks yummy" she said and then Sam heard the sound of the older blonde's tongue as it started to lap at Mandy's pussy, the slosh of it against the flesh indistinguishable from the slap of the toy being driven into the soaking hole. Mandy gasped out loud, her head resting back against Sam's shoulders, "Fuck me, fuck my cunt," she moaned excitedly. Sam kissed the nape of the older woman's neck, whilst squeezing her titties -- she knew she was a secondary player in Mandy's pleasure, but she still wanted to do her bit. Mandy groaned louder, "Oh yes please, yes."
Tiffany giggled next to them, turning her head to watch what was going on and slipping her hand around Sam's shoulders, hugging the younger blonde to her. Sam moved her lips from Mandy to Tiffany, kissing the redhead passionately, her tongue slipping forward and in. All the time Claire continued toying and tonguing, driving Mandy upward towards an orgasmic heaven. Mandy's cries got louder and more intense, her legs opening as wide as she could manage so that Sam could feel the cum from her new neighbour's soaked slit sliding down onto her thighs, the warm liquid coating her.
"Yessss, God yesssss," squealed Mandy, her back arching so she pushed hard against Sam's tits and ground against her pussy. The blonde, in turn, kissed harder at Tiffany. She couldn't see exactly where the redhead's hand was, but from the way Claire's lapping intensified Sam wouldn't have been surprised if Tiffany was helping open Mandy's cunt with her fingers. Interlocked with the other three Sam couldn't believe how enjoyable her first lesbian foursome was and she hoped it was the first of many.
On her lap Mandy was rocking and screaming in pleasure, "Yessss, God, yesssss," as she came, her entire body vibrating and her skin so flushed that it looked like molten lava was boiling within her. "Yessss, God, yesssss," she screamed once more and then slumped against Sam.
Sam slowed her kissing with Tiffany, slowing climbing down from the high she'd been on as Mandy gradually stood up. Claire grinned at them all and gave a further lick of her toy, "That was fun, I've never done that before."
"Yes," agreed Tiffany, "I might swipe right on a few lesbian Tinder dates if you can get pussy licking like that."
"I'd be up for trying again sometime," agreed Mandy. She turned to Sam, "What about you?"
"Oh yes," Sam grinned, "Perhaps you should come round my house tomorrow for coffee and drinks and we can see where we go from there."
The others eagerly accepted her invitation.
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"It'd only be a movie and something to eat," Brittany Hill grinned at her younger brother.
Tom frowned at her. In all the time he'd known his sister, which was eighteen years, he'd never worked out the way her brain worked -- parallel thinking, she called it, out of the box said his Mom, others called it kooky or zany if they were kind, looney tunes if they weren't. "You're asking me to take Mom on a date?"
Brittany nodded and smiled like her brother was the one who was slow on the uptake and he'd finally got a point that was obvious to everyone "Just to cheer her up, after the break-up."
Their Mom had been down after their last stepdad had moved out six months ago (their actual father had been out of the picture since they were pre-school), so Tom could see the cheering-up argument, it was the date argument he was a little bit confused on. "Um, like a proper date?"
"Yes, a proper date, flowers, compliments, it'd do you no harm if you wore shoes not sneakers," Brittany spoke like she was talking to a six-year-old instead of someone three times that age.
"You know what a date is?" Tom asked his sister tentatively, though he was sure even his sister's parallel thinking wasn't this far off the highway
"Yes, of course. It's a chance for her to have fun and relax and be herself, not just a Mom."
"But she is my Mom," Tom countered.
"Well, this will be your chance to get to know her as a person, you're eighteen now, not a little boy," Brittany sounded exasperated, "Get to know what she likes, talk to her, compliment her, these are the things that happen on dates."
There was another thing that happened on dates in Tom's experience, which he felt he should also mention, "Yes, but you know the ultimate purpose of that? It's, um, for, um..." He tried to think of a delicate word, it was his sister after all, "...so they get to know each other for copulation."
Brittany rolled her eyes, "Typical guy," she said, which Tom wasn't sure was a compliment or not. He didn't say anything in the hope she'd explain some more, which after a moment she did, "she's your Mom, of course, it's not a sex date, this is a fun and get-to-know-you date."
"There's a difference?"
"There's a difference," Brittany said.
"So it's not a date, it's just me and Mom going out?"
"Just ask her on a date," his sister replied crossly, "and then you can call it whatever you want."
*
"I know you want me dating again, but I don't think agreeing to a date with Tom makes sense," Ceri Hill looked across the table at her daughter, Brittany. Her daughter might be in her second year at University, but sometimes her ideas could still be so off-the-wall that they seemed the product of a five-year-old's fevered thought process.
It didn't help that Brittany looked at her Mom like it was the older blonde who was mad and not her. "Why not? He's young and single, someone who's great to be with, funny, sensitive, intelligent -- you've told me these things yourself."
"And my son," Ceri said, "Even if it's not a real date, it just feels weird the two of us going out together, on our own."
"I wouldn't want to be a gooseberry," grinned Brittany as if that had been the real point her Mom had been making. "You'd have more fun without me."
"I'm sure we would," Ceri replied dryly, she and Tom had the same sense of humour and when he said something he was always in step with her -- whereas with her daughter, love her though she did, she could never be sure what was a deadpan joke and when she was serious. Unfortunately, she had a feeling that Brittany was serious and past experience meant that Brittany would keep going like a terrier going after a rodent, even if it meant sticking her head in very small holes and trying to dig away. "Why a date? Couldn't I just go and grab a movie with him as Mom and son."
Her daughter rolled her eyes as she was wont to do when someone said something that was sensible to everyone else but which didn't conform with Brittany-logic. "It's got to be a date. I mean it's not a date, date, with kissing, but still, it's got to be a fun date, with jokes and compliments and getting to know each other." Her daughter leaned forward conspiratorially, "He's not going to say this, but after he broke up with Tansy it's given his confidence a bit of a jolt. He really needs just a relaxed date, out with a woman to talk with."
"I can do that as his Mom," Ceri replied, "If he needs to talk."
"It's not really talking to his Mom, more to be told he's special and clever and someone to laugh at his jokes in a social setting. I mean I could do it, but you know I never get his humour," Brittany replied. "It'd help him and give him confidence for the future."
Ceri gave a sigh, she could tell Brittany was going to pester her until she agreed. However, she did know that her son had had a bad break-up with his last girlfriend and while outwardly he seemed fine, perhaps an evening between the two of them would help him get any feelings off his chest. "Okay," she replied, "I'll do it, though it's obviously just us going out not a date."
"Just say yes to him and you can call it what you want," said Brittany, a smile creeping across her face.
*
Tom still thought it was weird, even though he knew it wasn't a real date, just him and his Mom hanging out and spending some time together. However, he had agreed with his sister he'd ask his Mom and he was a man of his word, however mad that word was.
His Mom was in the kitchen, and she turned around expectantly as he entered as if she was waiting for him. He paused, not sure how you ask your Mom out on a date -- even a fake one. His Mom smiled, standing silently, looking at him. Looking at her, he realised his stomach was moving with the same mild anxiety he'd had when he'd asked his ex-girlfriend out previously and, indeed, the same slightly nervous, slightly excited feeling that he also had with the girlfriends before her. "Hey Mom," he spoke slowly, forcing himself to sound confident, "Do you fancy going on a date sometime, you and me?"
He was fully expecting her to challenge the word 'date' and then, having done what he'd agreed with his sister, he'd happily explain it wasn't actually a date, date, just the two of them going out and having some son-Mom bonding, as soon he'd be graduating and then leaving for college. Instead, she gave him a nervous smile, reaching up to twist a strand of her long blonde hair around her finger, "What do you have in mind?"
Luckily, even though Tom wasn't expecting his Mom to treat it as a date he had been expecting she'd be happy to spend some time with her, "I was thinking we could go to that new art exhibition that has opened downtime and then grab something to eat in the restaurant down the street."
His Mom gave him an attractive smile, "That sounds like fun, I'll go on a date with you, when?"
"You free Saturday?" Tom asked, he knew the exhibition stayed open late that night and it would give him time to book the restaurant -- a previous experience had taught him there was little worse than taking your date to a swanky eatery and discovering it was fully booked for the evening.
"Saturday works for me," his Mom grinned.
"What about I pick you up at six?" he said, almost feeling like he was making a real date.
"That works for me," his Mom smiled, "I'm looking forward to it."
"Me too," he replied, and he found he was.
*
It was strange how excited Ceri had been since her son had asked her on a date, even if it obviously wasn't a real one. She told herself; it was that the art exhibition had good reviews and the restaurant had a well-deserved reputation for the quality of its food. It was because she very seldom went out in the evening anymore, she reasoned, even when she'd been with her ex-husband, he was a stayer at home. It was a change from her normal Saturday nights of watching lame comedies and dull dramas, she internally argued.
But she couldn't deny as she counted down the days and then hours, that there was another reason for her excitement, even if she couldn't quite rationalise it, something primaeval and exciting, that was just buried beneath the surface and was threatening to come out. She tried to force it down and ignore it, persuading herself that it was an evening of culture and fine food she was looking forward to and she'd have enjoyed it equally, whether it had been with the half-crooked old man down the street or one of her married friends who wanted an evening away from husband and family. The fact it was her eighteen-year-old son, attractive and handsome as he was, that was a coincidence, nothing to do with why she was looking forward to it.
Still, she booked in with her stylist in the morning -- her hair needed a trim and she might as well have some curls put into it at the same time, and just a touch of blonde dye to make it a little lighter than it really was. She was half-disappointed, half-excited that Tom wasn't in when he returned home, obviously her having her hair done was nothing, but it was good that the first time he'd see it when they went on their date -- not that it was a big deal.
Brittany was at the kitchen table eating breakfast cereal for a late lunch when her Mom returned. "Tom's just gone out to do some errands and get his car washed," she explained.
Ceri nodded and looked at her watch. It was two-thirty, which gave her plenty of time to get ready -- especially as it was casual so it didn't really matter what she wore and how long did it take to put on some make-up? Still... she loitered wondering whether to tell her daughter she was going to see what was on the TV or... "Did he say anything about what he was doing? What time he'd be back?"
Brittany grinned, "Your 'date'?" She placed extra emphasis on the word as if she was making clear it wasn't the exact opposite of a proper date. The young woman slurped another spoon of cereal, making her Mom wait until she'd finished chewing and swallowed it before she continued, "He'll be here for that, he even put his suit in the cleaners -- that's one of his errands."
"He's wearing a suit?" Ceri smiled at her son taking it seriously enough that he was dressing up, he was normally a jeans and t-shirt guy. Then she straightened her face, she didn't want Brittany to get any sort of wrong impression -- though obviously why would she, Ceri was her Mom, Tom her brother, nothing would go on. Still, it meant that she'd need to make an effort as well. "I better think about wearing a dress, I wouldn't want him to make the effort when I don't."
"You want a hand in choosing something?" Brittany looked briefly at her watch. "I need to be out of here at five, I'm going to Sal's and then we're heading over to Frankie's -- I'm going to crash at hers."
It didn't matter that Brittany would be out all night, she was several years past curfews though Ceri was still glad her daughter told her, so she wouldn't be surprised when she and Tom returned together to an empty house. She decided to take Brittany up on her offer, however, the younger woman was more likely to know what dresses Tom liked, well ones that he liked his Mom to wear anyway. "Sure thing," she told her daughter and headed up.
The two of them went upstairs. Ceri opened her cupboard and pulled out a dress. It was a bit staid, but she was going out with her son for a meal, so she didn't want to embarrass him, "What about this?"
Brittany pulled a bit of a face, "I mean it's a nice dress for church," she said, which together with her expression didn't sound like she was suggesting it.
Ceri put it back and pulled out another. It was a bit more flowery and colourful, but perfectly suitable --in fact, the last time she'd worn it was to Tom's last parent's evening. Brittany again didn't look that impressed, "It's not a going out to an exhibition dress, it's a bit... well boring."
"What do you suggest?" Ceri stepped away from the wardrobe, as she had a feeling that her daughter was in the mood that she'd critique anything that her Mom chose, so she might as well short-cut the process and let her daughter find something she liked -- after all, if Ceri didn't like it she could always quickly change into something she preferred when Brittany left the house.
She waited as Brittany perused her wardrobe, now and then letting out a tut at her Mom's fashion choices. Eventually, she found something she thought worked and pulled it out, presenting it to her Mom. Ceri blinked in surprise at what her daughter had chosen. It wasn't a dress she wore very often, the last time had been her anniversary with her ex-husband and she was pretty sure the time before that was when she was still engaged to him. Her daughter held it up, "This?" she phrased it as a question rather than a statement, but Ceri also knew it was a suggestion, especially as Brittany immediately added, "You should try it on."
"It probably won't fit," lied Ceri, who hadn't put on more than a pound in weight in eighteen years. Still, she could see that Brittany was still holding out and whilst it probably wasn't the right dress, she was sure she'd change out of it as soon as her daughter left the house, she had a sudden thought of her son seeing her slinking down the stairs in it, and it wasn't a bad thought. "I'll try it."
She pulled off her pants and undid her blouse. It wasn't a dress you wore with a bra and she unclipped that, not that she was embarrassed about her daughter seeing them, it wasn't like Brittany hadn't seen her topless before or even nude when they went swimming together. Still, she turned slightly away as she got into the dress and pulled it up. Turning into the mirror, she gave it a look, It was a tan, just a little darker shade than her skin, though a few more weeks of sun and they might be closer and tight around her shoulders down to her wrists and across her stomach. But that wasn't why she frowned, the frown was because of how loose it was over her breasts, slipping down and to the side so that it almost to her nipples and whilst it was long in the back and across the sides of her legs, at the front it tapered up in a triangle so low it ended at the top of her thighs, almost threatening to expose her as she walked. It was perfect for a date, less so if that date was her son...
But she had to admit it looked good and felt great.
"What do you think?" Brittany asked.
"I'm not sure," Ceri replied, though there was a trace of reluctance in her voice.
Her daughter nodded, "Yeah," she said and took a step back to look at her Mom like the older woman was a model and Brittany was her fashion designer. "I think it needs you to wear some stockings and suspenders, you've got a pair that match, don't you?"
That wasn't actually what Ceri meant, but she nodded and opened her drawer, rooting through it for the pair she knew her daughter meant. She pulled them up and stood in front of the mirror again, admiring the translucent pair, which made her legs seem like they were more bronzed and pulled out the tan of the dress -- okay they were perhaps a little daring, but it wasn't like Tom would see more than the bottom of them. "I'm not sure if this isn't a little... well, sexy."
"You're a sexy woman Mom, you should flaunt it," Brittany replied, "I don't think Tom will mind, anyway you might meet someone else whilst you're out."
"I wouldn't want to cheat on your brother," laughed Ceri, turning to look in the mirror again. She slid her hands down her waist and gave herself a sultry glance; she had to admit it was tempting...
*
"I'm heading out for the evening," Brittany said to Tom as he entered the house, his freshly cleaned and pressed suit over his arm, as his sister had bullied him into doing -- he'd personally have gone for jeans and T-shirt, "Mom's getting changed for your 'date'" the way she said it made it sound like she didn't think it was one, which was a little unfair as she was the one who talked him into it. "See you tomorrow," she grabbed the keys to their Mom's car, luckily leaving him with the keys to their own shared one, which he had cleaned and valeted -- also at her prodding. She gave him a wave as she walked out the door, "Ciao"
"Hey, I'm back" he called to his Mom as he ascended the stairs, "Excited for our date?"
"Yes," his Mom called back from her room, "I'm just getting changed."
"Me as well," he replied.
He placed his suit on his bed and then headed to the bathroom to shower, shit and shave. As he scraped the day's stubble off his face he glanced in his reflection, his jaw was square and his eyes a piercing blue. He was aware women and girls considered him handsome and despite his recent break-up, he wasn't boasting to himself that he knew that he could have half the senior year if he wanted. So why was he so excited about a date (which wasn't a date) with his Mom? Okay, she was theoretically hot and he'd seen more than one of his buddies giving a lustful half-glance at her as she delivered lemonade up to his room. But she was also his Mom, so it couldn't be that. It wasn't that the break-up had been particularly bad -- at least compared to some-- there'd been some harsh words and a few tears (from her, not him), but both had known they were heading towards a split and the final argument was only the end of a longer process. Nor was it that he had a shortage of things to do on Saturday night -- there was plenty on TV, many of his buddies were free and thanks to his evening work in a local coffee shop he had enough money for the movies or bowling rink or even for a few beers.
It was a mystery to him why he was so looking forward to the date and had been all week...
In his room he got into his freshly pressed and cleaned suit, his shirt ironed that morning and his shoes buffed and polished. Glancing at his watch Tom realised he was ready early "I'm done," he called to his Mom through her door.
"Still getting ready," his Mom replied.
"I'll wait downstairs." He looked at his watch again, quarter to six -- fifteen minutes if his Mom was on time. He settled himself in front of the TV and tried to concentrate on it and relax.
In reality, one-quarter of an hour is the same length as any other, but to Tom, it seemed it was the longest fifteen minutes of his life (and that included the time outside the Principal's office when he was thirteen after an incident with boy's restroom sinks). Every second seemed like he had been waiting an eternity and whenever he looked at the watch it seemed that only a minute had passed since the last time. Fifteen minutes passed and he straightened up, waiting. Another minute passed and his Mom didn't come and Tom felt his fingers tapping at the couch armrest, impatience and excitement combined. He forced himself to relax, moving his hand to his leg, though he found himself gripping his knee to stop his fingers doing a dance on their own. Another minute, another glance at his watch. It was like waiting for Christmas morning as a kid, even though there was no reason for him to feel that way.
"I'm ready," his Mom said and started to descend the stairs.
It had been worth the wait. His Mom was wearing the sexiest dress he'd ever seen her in, actually it was probably the sexiest dress he'd seen out of a Hollywood award ceremony full-stop. It was a light brown, tanned like a beach-bronzed model, with a cleavage so revealing that he could see more than the shape of her round bosoms and so tight around her stomach that it seemed almost like it was moulded to her. He felt a funny feeling in his stomach and another more familiar one in his groin, he paused before standing up, trying to regain his equilibrium and remind himself that his Mom, gorgeous and hot as she looked, was still his Mom.
"You look, um, beautiful," Tom blushed a bit as he spoke. He had been planning to compliment his Mom when she came down, after all, part of the point of the date was to cheer her up and what woman doesn't like being told how good she looks, but it was underselling it -- she didn't just look beautiful, but sexy and hot... and desirable. He pushed the word he had thought into the back of his mind, "Shall we go?" He picked up the car keys.



His Mom nodded, seemingly looking him up and down as she often did before he went out to ensure he was presentable (like he was still a scruffily dressed twelve-year-old boy, not a man of eighteen). She gave a sultry smile, "Yes, I'm looking forward to it."
He went to his car, freshly buffed and shining in the later afternoon sun, its insides even more immaculate, even the steering wheel had been wiped and washed. He hurried to the passenger side to open the door for his Mom, getting a closer look at her breasts than he had intended to as she bent down to get in. He blushed and hurried round to the driver's side.
It didn't take long to drive into town, and they'd arrived at the time when the day's shoppers were all leaving and the nighttime revellers had yet to arrive, so it was easy to find a spot in a parking lot. Tom got out of the car and went round to his Mom's side to be a gentleman and help her out (whilst getting another quick glimpse at her tits wobbling under her dress). His Mom smoothed it down as she stood up, her hands seeming to accentuate her slim waist and hourglass figure -- not that she noticed. She smiled at him and offered her arm for him to hook through, "Come on handsome, take me to the ball."
Slipping his arm through hers, he escorted her towards the exhibition. It wasn't a long walk, nor were the streets busy, but he felt the eyes of everyone they passed zooming over them, the guys a mixture of jealousy that he was with such a hot woman and admiration he was, the women's gaze blending judgement of his Mom for being with a much younger man and envy that she'd managed it. He suspected that no-one knew the truth of their relationship and it was a surprise to him that he didn't care and, actually, found it kind of exciting that people might believe that he could score someone as hot as her.
"Two adults," he reached into his wallet, pulling out a note, which he handed over, "Keep the change." The money was going to charity and he saw his generosity had impressed his Mom, who smiled widely.
They slowly wandered around the artwork, still arm in arm. If Tom was truthful it was too avant-garde for his taste, if he was going to see a painting of a naked middle-aged woman reclining on a chair, he much preferred it look like a woman, instead of being a medley of inter-coloured cubes where you had to stare to make out an outline. His Mom was more cultured or perhaps her appreciation of nude Milfs was lower than his and she seemed to appreciate it, which was all that mattered. Except perhaps that as they walked closely together he could smell the scent of her perfume, sweet and feminine, a treat for his nose as much as the dress was a treat for his eyes. He tried to push the thoughts and sensations away, but he couldn't help but feel his Mom was a hell of a hot woman and he found himself automatically pulling her closer to him.
His Mom grinned and squeezed his arm back, her other hand moving across to clutch at his bicep and hold him even closer like they were really lovers on a date. It would probably have been sensible to pull away, but he didn't, her touch felt too good, and her scent was alluring and awoke senses and feelings he never knew he had. They stopped in front of another picture, this one so abstract that even reading the title didn't give him any real clue of what he was looking at. His Mom leaned her head on his shoulder, "This is nice," she said, not specifying whether she meant the piece of art or something else.
"Yep, it is" said Tom and he certainly wasn't talking about the painting, which could have been painted by a five-year-old. They stayed in position longer than was needed to look at the painting and he could have stayed there longer if his Mom hadn't suddenly straightened up and removed her arm from his.
"Dinner now, I'm getting hungry," she said and gave a smile.
*
The night air was cool but Ceri needed a blast of cold air after the gallery. The pictures had been interesting and intriguing, many of the artists had a degree of talent that Ceri envied, but it wasn't the art which had set her temperature soaring, but the touch of her son. It had been innocent, of course, just him sliding his arm in hers, a comforting and comfortable gesture as they walked around together, a mother and son admiring some art. His aftershave had begun to fill her nostrils, speaking of masculinity and excitement, but he was a guy and of course, he was going to have a manly scent, the same as she'd chosen a sweet and feminine perfume. However, she had found herself getting closer and closer to him as they walked around, her fingers on his muscular bicep, only just resisting the move to stroke it sexually. It began to feel more and more like a real date, the conversation easy and flowing, the touch of their bodies against each other as they moved, the silent promise of future delight as she rested her head against the crook of his neck. It had felt so good; both true and exciting. It was when she found that she had been lying on his shoulder for nearly five minutes and couldn't have said a word about the painting in front of her, that her brain suddenly jolted into gear; reminding her the handsome eighteen-year-old beside her, wasn't a young stud taking her on a real date, but her son taking her on a fake one.
She had gently disengaged herself from him as they left the gallery, hoping that he saw both her original hold and her letting go as innocent moves without any underlying thought. It worked for at least a couple of dozen strides before she found herself walking so close to him that their swinging hands connected. "Sorry," they both said at the same time as if they had something to apologise for and then they both laughed, even if Ceri's was to cover her embarrassment at the sudden surge of excitement she'd felt at the brief touch. Her hand reached out automatically again and before she knew it she'd taken hold of her son and was walking hand in hand down the street with him.
The restaurant had been booked in advance and they were shown to their table. It was in a secluded corner, almost cut off from the rest of the floor and accessible only by the waiters. A glowing candle was already lit, perfectly romantic if it had been a real date and Tom stood behind Ceri to pull out her chair for her, like a gentleman, before taking his own seat. "Would you like some wine?" the waiter automatically looked at Tom and he answered in the affirmative, taking charge immediately, which Ceri found more exciting than she should.
The waiter vanished leaving the two Hills with their menus. For a moment they sat in silence, before Tom looked up, "How are you enjoying our date so far?"
"Very much," replied Ceri, smiling, "The company makes it worth the while."
He laughed, "Likewise." He paused before elaborating, "It's different from when we normally hang out at home, you know more adult and...?" he struggled to think of a word.
"Intimate" Ceri supplied and then regretted the implications; lovers were intimate, parents and children were close.
However, Tom didn't seem to pick up on any underlying meaning as he smiled and repeated her word, "Intimate, yes that's what I was trying to say."
She smiled back at him, he was so handsome, with a firm jaw and eyes which seemed to be so magnetic that if she'd believed in vampires she would have thought he'd been turned. Her hand stretched across the table and he reached out to rest his own hand on it, gently stroking at her. She wasn't sure if he even realised he was touching her or whether it was subconscious and she was sure he didn't recognise the sensuality of his touch as his fingers caressed her hand -- but she did. She also didn't move her hand back. "I like it," she said, "Being with you like this, it's freeing and fun, acting like we're two different people than who we are. I see a different side of you and getting to know you better."
"I feel the same" he gave a seductive grin across the table.
He didn't know it, could never know it, but the smile made her stomach churn with inappropriate feelings and her legs feel like water -- and what it was doing to her pussy was unmentionable. It would have been sensible to take her hand away and cut the burgeoning sexual tension between her and son, to concentrate on the menu and make small talk about his college plans and neighbours and the weather. However, it would have been less exciting and for some reason she wanted to continue delicately walking down the path they were on until there was no choice but to get off. So, she smiled coquettishly, "So no regrets?"
"Who could regret being at dinner with such a hot Milf?" he said. Then blushed and shook his head, "Not literally a Milf, I mean you're not a Milf to me"
She laughed, "Sure?" she teased
He didn't reply, instead he grinned wider appreciating her humour and kept his hand on hers. She smiled back, subtly pushing her chest forward and her hair back so he got the best view of her. She was probably wrong, but she thought he smiled and glanced down at her cleavage, but it was only for a second and then his eyes were up again and connecting with hers, the two of them staring silently into the other's as if the pupils were magical pools which held the secret of eternal life.
"Are you ready to order?" the waiter's arrival broke Ceri out of her reverie and she let go of Tom's hand blushing slightly.
The waiter didn't seem fazed, but he didn't know their real relationship, likely thinking she was just a cougar who'd got lucky. Ceri knew however and avoided looking at Tom as she ordered, continuing to stare at the menu until the waiter had left. The man soon took their order and gracefully retreated. Ceri looked up at Tom, he grinned at her and reached across the table to take her hand again, she let him, though now she was starting to wonder if he was feeling the same as she was and that the sexual tension wasn't only on her side. She also wondered, if he did, how far would he take it and how far would she?
"So how am I doing so far?" Tom asked with a grin.
"So far, ten," she smiled back, "If only all my dates were this exciting I'd..." she paused wondering what she was going to say, not wanting to go too far, but equally wanting to push gently at the boundaries, "...I'd get laid a lot more."
It was possibly too strong for her son, but he just laughed, "Yeah, me as well. I don't normally go for hot cougars, but I'm glad I did." He resumed stroking her hand, only taking it off when their meal arrived and then returning it as soon as they finished eating and keeping it on during coffee. The waiter returned with the bill and Tom removed his hand long enough to fish in his pocket for his wallet, before returning it. Ceri grinned, enjoying his touch as their conversation continued to flow, some banter, some light flirtation, together with some getting-to-know-you -- questions they'd never thought to ask before about life, likes, and loves.
However, coffee drunk, bill paid, the waiter hovering in the background to reset the table and so there was no excuse to stay, reluctantly Ceri stood. "I had a great time."
"I have as well," he smiled as he stood up, helping her on with her jacket. Then he glanced at his watch, "It's still early, we could take a walk through the park."
Ceri nodded, excited to spend some more time with him. Despite the tension or perhaps because of it she took his hand as they left the restaurant and headed to the town park. The gates were still open, the truth was since recent cutbacks, there wasn't the budget to pay for someone to come out in the evening to lock them, but whilst that sometimes led to problems later in the night, it was still barely dusk and warm out so they weren't the only couples strolling around.
"This is nice," Ceri said and leaned her head on Tom's shoulder as they slowly walked around.
"It is, being here with you," her son replied and squeezed her hand. She squeezed his back. She could smell his aftershave, so masculine and alluring, his shoulder and bicep form and muscular -- he was becoming a real man, hunky and hot. They walked in comfortable silence, not because they had nothing to talk about -- their conversation over dinner could have carried on for hours, but because it felt so good just to feel the other so close.
Continuing into the park, there were fewer people around, and those who were paid no attention to the older woman and younger man she was with and if they did they assumed they were a couple on a date; which of course they were. They got to the lake, though a large pond would have been a better description, and halted. The island in the middle was just about visible despite the gathering darkness. Ceri remembered her son thinking there might be pirate treasure on it, she smiled and snuggled closer to him, he was certainly too old for such fantasies now as was she, but she still allowed herself a brief one of him kissing her.
"What are you thinking about?" Tom asked as if he was reading his mind.
"Nothing," Ceri blushed, "Just enjoying the evening." She pointed to a bench a few feet behind them, "Why don't we sit here for a moment, the stars are starting to come out."
Her son nodded and two of them sat down, Tom's hand clasped in her lap as she lay her head on his shoulder again. The night was closing in, the park falling silent so if they weren't the only two people left in it, they might as well have been. In front of them, the lake/pond's waters glowed with a silvery sheen as they were illuminated by the moon and the stars that were starting to accompany it. If it hadn't been her son, it would have been classed as a romantic end to the date or perhaps the beginning of a more sensual one; with him, it was something else, something dangerous, risky and exciting and, perhaps, also touching on the romantic. And the sensual? Ceri was unsure how far she could go and how far she wanted to test the underlying sexual connection that she was forming with her son. Did he feel it too?
Little did she know the answer to what was about to come.
She sighed, "This evening is perfect," she lifted her head from her son's shoulder as she spoke and turned to him.
He turned at the same time, a smile playing across his lips as he gave her hand another squeeze, "Yeah, I'm glad we came."
"And me," Ceri replied. Even in the darkness, she could see her son's eyes, the moon glinting off them making them look even more hypnotic than before. He was looking back at hers, his lips slightly agape as if had he wanted to say something and then changed his mind. It was like they were being drawn together, slowly, an inch at a time, neither of them sure whether to resist the magnetism that was pulsing out of them.
Then it was too late, and their lips met. Her mouth opened, just a little bit, but more than was wise for a familial kiss. Tom's lips were pressed at hers and she pressed back, feeling the warmth of them against her and something like electricity crackled as she continued to push against him -- even if it was just her imagination. Tom's hands were round her back, pulling her closer and she reciprocated, hugging against him, so that she could feel his chest crushing at her tits. The kiss continued for much longer than it should, both wrapped in for a moment, and then her brain kicked in.
Snapping back, Ceri brushed a stray strand of hair which had fallen over her forehead, as she tried to conceal her embarrassment and pretend nothing untoward had happened. She could see Tom was equally flustered, recognising that there was a line they just crossed. "That's brought back memories, we used to kiss longer when you were younger" lied Ceri, Tom had never kissed her like that. It wasn't just the length of it, though it hadn't been the quick peck on cheeks she'd previously got from him, but the passion behind it, the force on his lips on hers and the way she responded.
Tom seemed content to lean into the lie, however, as he nodded, "Nothing strange about a son kissing his Mom, everyone does it." Though his hand had shot from hers and he was sitting on them, as if he was terrified of where they'd go if they weren't restrained.
Ceri stood up, brushing herself down and smoothing her dress under her jacket, "It's getting later, we should head home."
Tom was already standing and walking towards the park exit.
*
The ride home was in silence. This allowed Tom time to think, which was either good because it allowed him to reflect on what to do next or bad because it meant he could think about what had just happened. Taking the latter first, the date had gone really well for ninety-five percent, there wasn't any doubt that he and his Mom had been clicking in a way they'd never done before and both were enjoying it. Even if the art exhibition hadn't been something he enjoyed for its own sake, wandering around it arm-in-arm with his Mom had more than made up for the fact none of the pictures were any good.
The meal had been even better, not just because the food had been good (though it had been) and the conversation entertaining (though that was true as well), but because he had realised how hot his Mom was and recognised a frisson between them that he had only felt with previous girlfriends. He found himself desiring his Mom as a woman, sexy and beautiful. He hadn't been sure what was going to happen in the park, but spending time walking alone with his Mom, smelling her scent and feeling the tender touch of her hand in his was something he couldn't turn down.
And then the kiss. He wasn't sure whether it was her or him, who had leaned in first. Perhaps they'd done it together. But it didn't matter, their lips had locked and they crossed a deeply taboo boundary, that up until that moment he'd never considered and from her reaction, neither had his Mom. It was shocking and bewildering, horrifying if you thought of the implications and, he had to silently admit to himself, strangely exciting.
Which led to 'what next?' Did he want to see if he could go further or not? If he did, he would be going down a hidden taboo path, which had less and less places to turn and head back again and which might lead to either a magical grove or a dark depressive pool. Was it worth the risk? And what about his Mom? They'd kissed, surely she'd felt the same sexual tension rising as he had? But even if she had, that didn't mean she wanted to go down the path with him, for all he knew she was already planning to hightail it back along the trail until she reached the meadows of normality.
Around and around he pushed his thoughts, driving so automatically that he went through a couple of reds; luckily was quiet and no other drivers were around to care and his Mom seemed so wrapped up in whatever she was thinking that she didn't mention anything either.
He came to the house and drove up the drive, still not sure of what he was going to do. Nor was he when he switched off the engine and got out, his Mom following. He locked the doors and went up the steps to their house, pausing outside the door as his Mom stopped there. They looked at each other and a ghost of a smile crossed his Mom's face, "I enjoyed our date," she said.
"Me too," he gave her a smile back, relieved at her words.
"All of it," she added, letting the words linger in the darkness as he interpreted what they meant.
She looked at him, biting her lower lip anxiously. He looked back at her, their gaze connecting and he was sure that she wanted what he was going to do next as much as him. If not, well his relationship with his Mom would be screwed up for all time.
"Yes, so did I" he replied and leaned forward. It took only milliseconds, not even long enough for a heartbeat, but time still seemed to slow before he realised his Mom's mouth was also moving forward to connect with his and her lips were opening in a non-familial kiss. He moved his hands to wrap around her, passing hers as she too moved to pull him closer.



The kiss lasted longer than the one in the park and when they broke it wasn't in a panic as they realised what they had done, but to smile at each other, "Are you sure?" his Mom asked, looking up at him with a smile on her face.
He answered by going down and kissing her again, harder and more forcefully than before. She responded in kind, her body pushing against his as her hands stroked his waist and around his back. Her lips opened further and Tom could feel the tip of her tongue probing forward. He slipped his tongue over hers, sliding against hers in a way which could never be described as familial, though he knew they'd already crossed that line. His Mom thought so too, as she moaned in pleasure and continued to press forward with her tongue, slithering across and around his as if she was trying to lay claim to his mouth.
Gripping her tighter, Tom moved his mouth to match hers, his lips threatening to engulf her as their tongues battled and played together. Her breasts were evident against his chest, soft and sexual, even as beneath his pants his cock hardened and lengthened, pressing at the material and making it stand out like a tent.
It was hard to tell how long they remained outside the door, they took quick breaks to breathe and then resumed, their tongues probing away and their lips moving against the other. The time seemed to go fast and it seemed to go slow and they were both so lost in it they had no idea of time at all. Tom pulled his head away from his Mom, took in a few breaths of air and looked down at her. She blushed a little and smiled, "So you want to come in?"
"It's my house," he replied logically.
"I suppose it is," his Mom laughed, "I guess that wasn't what I was really asking."
"Yes," he said and then added, "Are you sure?"
There was no answer from his Mom but she opened the door and took his hand, leading him in.
Inside he reached for the light switch, it was the normal thing he did when he came in, but tonight he did it because he wanted to gaze at his Mom and drink in her beauty. She smiled at him, her hands resting lightly on his waist; she seemed to be observing him back, her eyes scanning his face in a way he'd never seen her look at him before, it was like she was trying to memorise each feature. They stayed together like that for a moment and Tom wasn't sure whether they were staring to remember the moment or taking time to contemplate an irrevocable decision. If it was the latter, he decisively took it, "Your room or mine?" he reached down to take his Mom's hand, leading her to the stairs.
"Either," his Mom said and then smiled, "Mine's probably neater."
That was true, though Tom's was reasonable enough and the girls he'd had up there before had never complained that his jackets weren't hung up and very few of his books were on the shelves (as opposed to being in a pile on his desk). However, he decided not to get into a discussion about it, but holding his Mom's hand, led her up to her room. She stopped them outside it, "You know that everything changes if we go through here together?" she asked.
"Yes," Tom nodded. He knew and he was okay with it, he decided.
His Mom gave him a small quirky smile, her hand reached for the handle, "I need you to say, so I know."
"Say what?"
"What's going to happen."
"I'm going to fuck you," he replied without a trace of shame or a moment of hesitation.
His Mom grinned back nodding, "Good," she said and opened the door.
The two of them moved in so fast that they almost collided in the door. As soon as they were in they turned back to each other, their mouths coming together as passionately as before, tongues stabbing and intertwining. Their hands moved differently, whilst before they had stroked and massaged, exploring curves and contours, this time their hands were finding buttons and zips, pushing away the other's clothes. Tom felt his shirt being pulled down his arms, his Mom almost ripping it away and the last buttons popping from the buttonholes with the strain. He couldn't complain as he'd got his Mom's dress halfway down to her waist and the only thing which was preventing him from going further was that he wanted to get a proper feel of his Mom's naked tits.
She groaned as he grasped and kneaded them, her head going back as she let out a whistle of appreciation when he lowered his head to lick the nipples. His tongue swung around the hardening nubs, doing a taboo dance over the solid flesh and the softer bosom upon which it rested, his moves becoming, even more, taboo as he opened his mouth to suckle it in a way he'd never done as a baby. He could feel her stiff nipples vibrating as his tongue pressed and licked them and his Mom's hands grasped his back, dragging him deeper towards her. "Oh God, Tom, yes, don't ever stop," she moaned.
He didn't think she meant it literally (though at that time, who knew?), but equally, he was enjoying the taste of her tits so much he was in no hurry to move onwards -- especially as the further they went the more they broke the incest taboo (if it wasn't already shattered irreparably). He opened his mouth wider to take in more of her large tit, sucking harder and harder, and loving the sound of Mom's satisfied sighs in his ear as she stretched and pushed her chest towards him. "God, this is so wrong but so good" she gasped out, echoing Tom's thoughts as well. He switched tits again, giving the left the same sort of loving ministrations he'd been performing on its twin and getting a similar reaction from his Mom, "Oh, yes, oohhh, my tits."
Her hand was on the back of his head now, keeping him in place, not that he was planning to move and stroking through his hair sensually. He grasped her waist, sliding his own hands up and down her naked skin, massaging her sides as he suckled her boobs so hard it was like he was trying to swallow her. His Mom gasped again, her body shivering from lust and weakening her hold on his head, allowing him to move right again, his tongue sweeping around the stiff nipple. This time his Mom's hands didn't return to his head, but went lower and to the front. He licked even faster as he felt her undoing his belt and buttons, his cock as hard as titanium.
"Oh, my big boy," his Mom giggled as she reached into his boxers and slipped her hand around his erect member. "So large..." she purred as she slid it up and down, her eyes widening as she realised how true her words were, "Wow, this is big..."
He looked up at her, biting his lip as she smiled at him. They were going further beyond the boundary of decorum but from her expression she didn't mind and he certainly didn't as she stroked slowly, but firmly, up and down. "I've not had any complaints," he said huskily.
"I bet you haven't" his Mom giggled, her eyes flicking down to make sure her hand wasn't deceiving her. Her eyes returned to his face, but before he could say anything her mouth was on his again, kissing him furiously and passionately and he was responding with the same intensity, his mouth moulding against hers as his tongue shot and pushed forward. He moved his hands to her dress, still draped around her waist and pushed it over her hips, feeling, rather than seeing it, it fall to her ankles.
"MMmnnn," his Mom continued with the kiss as he pulled down his boxers, only breaking for a second to allow him to step out of them. Her hand continued to stroke his manhood, her fingers attempting to circle it's girth. Their bodies pressed together, he could feel the squash of her naked breasts against his pecs, their lips connected as if they were magnetic and both tongues were intertwined like a particularly knotty rope. His hands moved round to her ass, squeezing her round cheeks in a way that was distinctively X-rated.
"Are we doing this?" his Mom giggled as she temporarily broke the kiss, but from the smile on her face the words weren't expressing her shock nor from the way she stroked his erect dick, was she actually expecting him to say 'no', so Tom just nodded and kissed her again, his tongue shooting forward and his hands pulling her even closer towards him so that he could feel her body pushing against his cock.
Suddenly his Mom wriggled free from his grasp, but before he had time to be concerned, she'd dropped to her knees in front of him. She looked up as her hand started to work his cock, "Time to get ready" she purred lasciviously, licking her tongue around her ruby lips. He was plenty ready, his cock like steel and almost pulsing with anticipation. However, he didn't complain given that her tongue flickered along his shaft, slithering and circling the large dick until she got to his balls, to lick and gently suck. "That's my good boy," his Mom hummed before sliding her tongue back to the tip.
"Oh fuck, yes," groaned Tom, which was really all he could say as his Mom return downwards, except this time she fully engulfed him, her mouth opening wide to take him in. His immediate reaction was to close his eyes and mentally utter a thankful prayer to whatever deities were looking after him (who must have been okay with incest or they'd not have made his Mom so suckably skilled). He could feel his Mom's lips rolling down his prick and her tongue sliding down the underside, the sounds of slurps and gulps the soundtrack to her head bobbing and jerking. Her hand remained on his dick for a few more moments, as she worked it into her mouth, then as she got deeper she let go and gripped round at his firm ass, he could feel her nails pinching in as she levered herself back and forth. He groaned, repeating his previous words in a different order, "Yes, fuck, oh."
He'd had some good blowjobs before, some of them he'd have rated as excellent if his Mom hadn't put them all in the shade. She was taking more of him in her mouth than any previous girlfriend before her and do so with an eagerness and enthusiasm only one or two of them could match. And she wasn't slowing, but continuing to take him deeper and deeper, so that he could feel his cock against her cheek and then going deeper.
He gave another growl of pleasure and opened his eyes to look down. His Mom's head was banging head back and forth like she was at an Eighties Metallica concert her blonde hair streaming behind her like she was in a wind tunnel. Even as he watched the majority of cock vanished between her lips and she made a gagging sound, a sliver of saliva running from her throat. He thought that would stop her or at least slow her down. It turned out he was wrong, as after the smallest pause, just enough to snort in some oxygen like it was cocaine she was driving down again, gagging and choking but unstoppable. He gave another grunt, shivering in pleasure, and gripped her shoulders -- mainly to stop himself from falling over as his legs couldn't decide whether they wanted to be rock or water.
Slurps came from his Mom's mouth as she eagerly attacked his prick, her warm and wet mouth engulfing him. She was taking deeper than any girl he'd been with before, deeper than he thought possible as he wasn't small and whilst she was putting in effort, she wasn't struggling. "Christ," he said, "You're the best, Mom."
He wasn't sure she heard him, but if she did her only reaction was to go so deep down his cock that he felt her lips punch at his balls. He groaned, his feet arching and his toes curling as if he were a drunken parrot struggling to remain on its perch. "Fuck," he grunted, unsure how long he could hold on.
He looked down again, watching his Mom suck him deep. One of her hands was between her own legs and she was very obviously fingering herself at the same time as sucking him, which wasn't what he'd ever expected to see, though now he had he certainly appreciated it. His Mom pulled her head back, a waterfall of saliva going down her chin. She licked her licks and chin as she looked up at him and grinned, "How was that?"
"Damn good," Tom replied.
"You ready and hard," smiled his Mom.
It was obvious he was, but Tom still nodded. His Mom got up and moved to her bed, spreading her legs invitingly. Tom followed her, he knew it was wrong, but hot-damn, he was so wanting to bang her...
*
The bed was comfortable, it should be, Ceri had paid a lot of money for it. However, she could still feel it shake as her son vaulted eagerly onto it after her. It had been a while since she'd felt it rock like that, her previous boyfriend (and several before that) had been much more sedentary about coming to bed and whilst she'd at the time, felt they'd put in a level of enthusiastic passion, it seemed nothing compared to her son. He was also a lot bigger...
Part of her didn't want to accept what they were doing. The sensible, moral part, which she had previously thought was the core of her being recognised that the immorality and fundamental wrongness of Mom-son incest; hadn't it been so since the Bible (and probably the Koran and every other holy book). But another side of her, which she hadn't known existed, wanted him to fuck her and fuck her hard and long. It was that side which had gained domination of her soul, after a fight which had been going on since she'd first slipped her arm through her handsome son's. She grinned at him, spreading her legs wide and slipping her fingers into her sopping-wet cunt to pry it open. He was next to her now, on his knees, looking down and breathing heavily in excited anticipation.
Still, he looked down at her, seemingly wanting an invitation for the step he was about to take, and she couldn't blame him. Their relationship was already never going to be the same, but once he entered her they'd have become lovers and that was a big barrier to cross, albeit want she wanted to leap over.
"I want you baby," Ceri purred and in case that wasn't obvious enough, after a second's pause, she added, "I want you to fuck me, Tom."
"Yes," he nodded in agreement, his expression lustful and excited, "I want to fuck you as well."
"What are you waiting for? A written invite?" Ceri giggled and moaned as she rubbed her clit invitingly.
That seemed to do, as her son grinned and moved over her, his muscular chest brushing at her bosoms as he guided his large, thick member into her eager fuckhole. Ceri shuddered in pleasure as she was penetrated, her warm, wet walls clamping around his thick penis, smothering it in her juice as he went further and further in. He wriggled around for a moment as if he was trying to find the best position to fuck his Mom in. If he was, he soon found it, as he paused and lifted his chest up, looking her directly in the eyes so there was no mistaking he was her son and she was his Mom. He grinned widely, "We're doing this..."
"Yes," she said, wrapping her arms around his back and sliding her fingers over his firm shoulder muscles, "We are." She smiled up at him, "No regrets... now fuck me."
From his smile, she guessed he wasn't having second thoughts either, which was confirmed as he thrust down into her, repeatedly. She shuddered and groaned in pleasure as his big cock drove down deep into her stimulated and sensitive cunt, sending waves of sexual pleasure coursing through her. Her son went slowly at first as if he was getting used to her, but soon he was speeding up, thrusting faster and harder, his balls slapping at her as he gave her his full length.
And what a length it was... Ceri couldn't remember ever having a cock this big in her. She didn't think she'd been unlucky in only having small men, many of her lovers would have been in the well-endowed line when God was giving out gifts. However, none of them, not even Tom's father, had the length and girth of her eighteen-year-old son. His prick seemed to fill her entirely and then some, her walls stretching around it and after two kids she wasn't tight. She gripped the bedding and gasped as he pounded so deep and hard it was almost like he was going to bore right through her. However, it wasn't just his size which was impressive, but the skill with which he wielded his weapon. Ceri squealed and shrieked as her son seemed to find spots within her pussy she'd forgotten about, if she'd even known they'd existed, every thrust seemed to raise her to new heights of ecstatic pleasure. As he rocked her world she gripped him tighter, her legs wrapping around his calves and her hands grasping him so hard, she was sure his nails were scratching his skin. He didn't complain, but just thrust even harder, if that was possible.
"AAarrrghhh, yesssss, yesssss, yessss," squealed Ceri, the bed rocking so hard that it sounded like gunshots as it hit the wall, "Fuuccckkk, yesssss, give it me hard, honey, fuck my hard my stud son."
"Certainly Mom," grinned Tom, not pausing in his relentless poundings, even as Ceri convulsed with orgasmic delight beneath him.
The sex continued, his large cock driving deep, his strong, masculine body over hers, pinning her to the bed, not that she had any intention of trying to get up before he flooded her with his cum. Another wave of orgasmic bliss hit her like an express train, and she thrust her head back into the pillow, her blonde hair billowing outwards, as she screamed in excitement. "Yessss, yessss, keep going Tom," she shouted as if he was running a race and was in the lead near the finish line, "Go faster, don't stop, yesssss!"
Above her, Tom grinned and continued his sprint towards the podium. His hard body slammed against her, she could feel the pectoral muscles as they squashed her tits, solid against soft. His blue eyes seemed to bore into her, as she gazed up at them in wonder, her reflection coming and going as he rose and descended. He was so handsome, in ways she'd never noticed before, it seemed like she was seeing him for the first time as a young man, with the firmness and looks of youth and the virility to match. If he was more skilled than she remembered her peers being when she was eighteen, well, she wasn't going to complain that he was mature and able to give an older woman what she needed.
His cock rammed deep and she could hear his pants of exertion as he gave it his all. Ceri gasped and squealed louder, holding her son tightly as he pounded away. How could something so wrong, feel so right? she wondered; and it did feel right, like they were made for each other. If this had been a real first date she'd certainly have been making sure her date had her number at the end of this night and her his, and she'd have been counting down the days before she could have rung again, to 'casually' suggest a second date without being desperate. Her thoughts on the future were blown away by another orgasm, hitting her like a wrecking ball except a thousand times more enjoyable.
She struggled to get her thoughts back into gear as Tom seemed to reach a frenzy going faster and harder than she thought possible. The pleasure tore through her, burning her very core and booting any last worries and regrets out of the door, the future would take care of itself, all that mattered was now, her and Tom fucking...
"I'm going to cum," Tom's panted words brought her back to reality and she wished she'd taken the pill, but, hell, who takes contraception for a date with their son.
Still, it meant she had to make a quick choice. "On my tits," she grunted, "Cover them with your cum."
Seconds later he was kneeling up over her and pumping his cock. Ceri watched his face contort with pleasure and then saw the goo shoot out of his cock like a stream of white silver. It arced in the air for a moment, before splattering across her breasts. He continued to pump and another strand followed it and then another, until her tits were glazed in his son's seed, the jism slowly sliding down her round bosoms. She lay back on the bed, and panting he fell off.
They needed to talk, but not now, for now they'd just lie in silence together, recovering from the hardcore sex they'd just had.



*
The party was in full-swing. The college kids drinking, snorting and smoking things they were sure their parents would disapprove off (but which they'd probably done thirty years ago, when they too were college age). Frankie wandered into the kitchen to find her friend Brittany; her other friend Sal being engrossed in a game tonsil tennis with a guy she'd met earlier. Brittany was in the kitchen, sitting on a counter, looking relaxed and sipping a bottle of beer. She gave a wave to Sal when her friend entered and gestured for her to come over.
"Enjoying the party?" Sal asked, helping herself to a bottle, noting it was already open, shrugging and swigging anyway.
"Yep, it's good," Brittany nodded.
"You're just a bit quieter this evening."
"Am I?" Brittany frowned as if she'd just noticed, then she smiled, "I didn't mean to be anti-social, but I've been a little in my thoughts."
"Anything bad?" Sal said sympathetically, friends were friends, even if they decided to be Debbie Downer at a party.
Brittany smiled and shook her head, "No, I just set a couple up on a date and was thinking about how they'd been getting on."
"You wondering if they're going to get it together?"
Brittany laughed, "God no, they're definitely going to be fucking, they are so made for each other; I was just wondering if they'd be able to keep their hands off each other until they got home!"
*
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A young woman descended from the bus, her hair a dyed even blonder than its natural fair shade and cut in a short almost boyish style. A few of the passengers still on the bus looked at her as she walked down the sidewalk, pulling a small travel case behind her. They had a fleeting feeling they recognised her - from some TV show? someone who'd served them coffee? a girl from a club. Then she was out of view and they forgot about her, returning to their books and papers, wondering how long it would be to their own stops.
If they seen the other young woman who was getting out of a car to greet her they might have remembered where they'd seen her. Eighteen-year-old's Sara Harvey and Alison DiLaurentis had achieved a short lived fame after daringly escaping from the lunatic who'd kidnapped and imprisoned them in a secret dungeon. The teens hugged each other in greeting, exactly how two girls who had spent years chained with only the other for company would - one of close friendship and camaraderie.
Only a small selection of people knew the teens had not spent two years in an locked room being fed cheap chicken and cold fries whilst fearing for their lives. In fact they had spent them in a luxurious chateau in France fucking submissive bottom and enjoying gourmet meals whilst learning the secrets of making lesbian sluts of the weaker willed.
"I can't believe you're here," grinned Alison as she led her friend to the car.
"You know I said I'd visit," Sara replied, "Catch up on old times, share a butthole or two." She grinned back, adding "I hear you're doing well on that front."
"You know it," said Alison. There had always been a friendly rivalry between the two young women, ever since they'd met both had been vying to be the best. It seemed Alison was the one who'd finally managed. She resolved to be magnanimous in victory, mainly because Sara had been sent by the Amazon council and held the future of Rosewood in her hands, even if the town didn't know it. "I thought we'd pop by and visit my main slut and her daughter first."
"Sure, I'm in your hands, wherever you want to take me," the tone was friendly, but behind it was the test - show me how you submissive you've made the sluts here, I'll be judging you as I fuck. Alison smiled back, confident that she and the rest of the A-Team would be up to the challenge.
They arrived at the Marin's Alison leading her friend/rival to the door and ringing the doorbell. She didn't need to, she could have walked straight in, but she wanted to make an entrance to impress Sara. The door was opened almost immediately, as if Ashley had been waiting behind it (she had). Sara gave a small grin as she looked at the Milf; Ashley was prepared for her visitor, wearing nothing but stockings, suspenders and a sensual smile. She gave a small curtsey, "Come in Sara, Alison has told me about you."
Sara gave Alison a quizzical look and the blonde grinned, "About how terrible our kidnap ordeal was."
"Oh that," laughed Sara, "It was horrible, nightmares for weeks."
Ashley drank it in, but she was so well trained that Ali could have told her the truth and Milf would still have spread her cheeks for strap-on dick. The two teens entered the house Alison reaching down for Ashey's ass and grasping it, "Sara this is my fuckhole, Ashley, she's a massive whore."
She turned Ashley round so that Sara could see her ass and the butt plug encased into it, "Let's go to the main room, I'll introduce you to Mona."
Mona was sitting on the couch, on the floor in front of her Hanna was naked and being used as a table, allowing Mona to relax and place her feet on her back. She was uncomplaining, through the ball-gag in her mouth meant that even if she had wanted to she wouldn't be able to.
"Mona, Sara; Sara, Mona," Ali introduced the two girls.
"It's lovely to meet you," grinned Mona.
"It's lovely to be here, after all I've heard. I really like what you've done with your sluts," replied Sara. She stepped back and looked between the two obedient Marins.
Immediately Ashley stepped forward, "Would you like a drink? Or perhaps to fuck me in the ass." Ali nodded approvingly gently indicating to Ashley with her head that Hanna was on the floor, "Or if you want you could fuck my daughter. She'd like that."
Mona nodded, "We've not fucked Hanna since last night, so she's as tight as she ever get nowadays."
"Mmmnn, I'm tempted, but just a drink for now. Though as I'm here for a few days I'm sure I'll get a chance at them both," Sara raised her eyebrows and Alison nodded.
"You will," confirmed Mona with a smile, "and more."
"Let me ask the sluts some questions," Sara settled on one of the sofas as Mona undid the ball-gag, making Hanna stand in front of the young women. A few moments later Ashley returned with some drinks that she quickly served before going to stand beside her daughter. Sara looked them over, checking that they were as meek and mild as claimed. She must have decided they were as she went onto the next part, "Do you mind being called fuckholes?"
Ashley and Hanna looked at each other, before quickly turning back to Sara. It was Ashley who spoke, "No, we are fuckholes so we don't mind."
"Good, that's what I heard. You'd recognise a top?"
"Yes, I don't know how, but there's something which just tell us immediately that they're dominant to us," Ashley said.
"It's like a radar, like bats" added Hanna unhelpfully and not totally accurately.
Sara nodded, her eyes flitting over them again, "What would you do if a top you didn't know ordered you to get down on your knees for an ass-fucking."
"We'd get down on our knees at once," Ashley said, sounding horrified that it might be in doubt, her daughter nodded her earnest agreement.
"Good, good," said Sara.
Hanna looked quickly at Mona before adding, "Unless Mona told me not to."
"That's acceptable, she's your top." Sara said. She reached forward and slid her hands over both Marins' mons, squeezing the flesh and pressing her thumb at their slits. Both shivered and trembled, little moans of excitement escaping their lips, but only for a few seconds before Sara let go and leaned back. "Now I'm going to ask you another question and its important you tell me the truth, understand?"
They nodded as Ali and Mona looked on proudly. Sara smiled, "Lesbian incest. Fucking each other. You do that as Ali and Mona ask?"
The two Marins nodded again and Sara continued, "Now remember you need to tell me the truth. Do you enjoy fingering and playing with each other, as Mom and daughter."
A horrified look passed between the two Marins and Alison knew why, they had to either obey a top or admit what Mona and Ali already knew (and which turned them on massively). It took a few seconds for Ashley to process her choices, longer for Hanna, who looked like she was a fish impaled on harpoon. Sara tapped a foot impatiently and Ashley found her voice, "No, we don't."
"But you still do it?" coaxed Sara.
"Yes," in finding her voice Ashley still hadn't managed to put any volume in it, so it was just above a whisper, "Ali and Mona like watching us."
"And you do what they say, no matter?" Sara asked.
That was an easier question and both Marins nodded and said yes together. Sara grinned and gave a small nod towards Ali, indicating the test was going well so far - even if there was a long way to go. Alison felt proud, of herself, of Mona, of the rest of the team, they'd trained the sluts so well. She waited for Sara to continue, watching as her friend stood up and circled the two fuckholes, like they were some wagons and she was a Sioux about to go in for the kill. She ended behind them so they couldn't see her grin, but could feel her hands fondling their butts. "Kiss each other, with tongues."
Immediately the two Marins moved to obey Sara's instruction, their mouths opening as they locked together, their tongues stabbing forward and exploring; they weren't enjoying it but it so energetically did they kiss it looked like they were. Sara gave a small nod of approval, "You should be feeling each other up by now."
As soon as she spoke the Marins turned more towards each other, their hands moving up and down over each other's bodies, stroking their waists and sliding round to squeeze buttocks and up to knead titties. They kissed even harder, their lips and bodies rubbing, their fingers slipping down their pussies to rub and play with them. Alison and Mona quickly shifted sofas so they could get a better view of the show, interested to see how far Sara intended to push their fuckholes to test their obedience.
"Down on your knees Hanna, I want you to lick your Mom's cunt. And I don't want a half assed lapping either, but full throttle tonguing, stuffing that face as far as you can up her soaked hole," Sara said.
Down Hanna dropped to her knees, her hands reaching for her Mom's cunt to pull it apart. She didn't pause but went straight in, her tongue lashing at the hole as fast as she could. There was a moment's disgust on Ashley's face at what was happening, but she quickly hid it and went on with the exhibition, shivering and shuddering as she was tongued. Her hands reached down and she leant on her daughter's shoulders, making it look like she was encouraging her in.
It wasn't enough for Sara, "Grab her head, Ashley, stuff that bitch into your cunt."
The sound of lapping got louder as deep within her Mom's hole Hanna really went to town. Ali and Mona looked on grinning, slipping their own hands under their panties, to gently play with their pussies. Sara gave them a grin, but kept her own control. "I think its time you returned the favour Ashley, lay Hanna on the floor and work her pussy with your tongue."
Within seconds the teen blonde was on her back her Mom's face in her twat going at it with an energy which spoke well to her submissiveness. Hanna couldn't help but moan and rock slightly, whether she wanted to or not, as her Mom's tongue dug deep into her. Sara saw the movement and smiled, "Tell your Mom how much your enjoying it, coax her on."
"Oooohh, yes Mom, your tongue is so hot in me, lick me harder, faster, oooohhh make me cum," Hanna moaned out, her hands on her titties, kneading them as she shuddered. "Oooohhh that's it, it feels so good, mmmnnn, go deeper please, really lap me out."
"Do it together, sixty nine."
The Marins lay on the carpet between each others legs, licking and lapping, doing what the top demanded. Ali worked her own twat furiously, feeling the couch shaking as beside her Mona also fingered her cunt with an eager energy. Sara just stood there, a small smile on her face as she watched the women on the floor, making sure they did whatever was asked as a good bottom should. She knelt down to get a better look, her smile getting wider as she could see their tongues driving into pussy. Ashley, who was on top, was wiggling her ass as she lapped, her pussy grinding at her daughter's mouth. Both were wet, the cum slipping over their pussy lips and smearing the mouth ones.
Briefly opening her case, Sara pulled out a double-ended dildo. "Now use this to fuck each other." She waggled it in the air, more so Mona and Ali could appreciate the length rather than for the Marins.
Stopping the sixty nine Hanna and Ashley moved to sit opposite and over each other, their open legs intwined. Sara passed Hanna the toy and the teen slid it into her cunt as her Mom advanced to take the other end. They moaned and began to rock back and forth, thrusting their bodies at each other and the thick toy.
"Go faster sluts, and harder," said Sara, "I really want to see you fucking."
The speed increased, Hanna and Ashley driving themselves forward with vigour. Despite their feelings about incest, neither of them were able to deny the sexual pleasure, their mouths opening as they gasped and moaned, their heads going back and their eyes fluttering with pleasure as they looked at the ceiling. A tap from Sara's foot on the floor made them go even harder, panting with exertion, their naked tits bouncing and jiggling, their legs going over each other. Alison looked on lasciviously, enjoying the show, even more turned on by the fact that they were obeying a top they'd just met like the well trained sluts they were. The juice stained the rug beneath the Marins, pumping out of their cunts as the toy vanished within. Their faces were contorted and twisted with effort and sexual pleasure.
Sara grinned, "So there's another hole you need to use, I want to see that you really are submissives."
"Yes, our butts." said Ashley, immediately getting Sara's point, making Ali proud. The Milf turned onto her hands and knees, Hanna quickly following and removed the plug from her ass. It left the hole nice and open, allowing easy access to the toy. It took a little longer for it to get into Hanna's tighter one, and the blushing teen even had to pick up her Mom's plug and dip that into her hole to open it before she was ready. Ali could see Mona frowning impatiently and she suspected that Hanna's slowness would mean the blonde would be having a hard spanking later. Sara seemed unconcerned and that was the important thing.
Eventually Hanna managed to get her end of the dildo into her hole, sliding her ass up and down it, to make sure it was encased. Behind her Ashley started to move as well, working her hips back and forth, thrusting at the toy. Despite the slow start both Marins were soon moving into a speedy rhythm, believing (no doubt correctly) that Sara wanted them to go at it hard. The toy vanished into them as they came butt to butt, the cheeks wobbling and bouncing as they bashed against each other.
"Ooohhh, urrrhhh," moaned Ashely.
"Aaarrrghh, fuuuckk," squeaked Hanna in agreement.
"You're so depraved," teased Sara, "Fucking each other's butts when you're Mom and daughter."
The two women blushed, but didn't stop. Sara continued to look closely, leaning over to stroke the two bouncing butts, peeling aside a cheek from each to watch closely the toy going in. Alison was sure that the Ashley and Hanna were burning with shame, not just at having to fuck each other, which they hated, but being examined and judged so closely as they did. Alison on the other hand was in seventh heaven, if she was burning, it was with pride - she'd always known she and the team had trained their sluts well, but they were almost exceeding her expectations, she just hoped the rest of night went as well.
"That's it you sluts, go hard, I want to see those asses take that cock all the way," ordered Sara. She smiled and grinned, circling the fucking Marins, temporarily blocking Alison's view, though when she moved the two women were fucking as violently as they had been moments before. "MMmnnn, you're so submissive, doing everything you're told aren't you?"
"Yes," gasped Hanna and Ashley in unison.
"Good sluts, pretty little whores," Sara grinned. The two Marins may have nodded or it may have just been them rocking as they fucked back and forth. "Have you cum yet?"
"Not fully," gasped Hanna.
"Well go harder, you can't stop until you properly cum and no faking it either," Sara said.
The volume of butt's slapping together rose as Hanna and Ashley did what they were told, driving the dick into their own and each other's butts, slamming it hard. Their moans also got louder and more passionate as the intensity of their pleasure increased. Watching them was doing the same for Ali and Mona, both teens rubbing at their clits furiously, shuddering in pleasure. Ali had to marvel at Sara's control as she kept her hands by her side, despite concentrating even more on every movement of the Marins than anyone.
"Aaaarrrghhh, yessss," shrieked Ashley, cumming first. Her head rose and fell, her back bending as she screamed loudly. She didn't stop as her daughter hadn't cum, but continued to work herself, driving the toy in and out.
A few minutes later it was Hanna's turn, her mouth opening wide as she screamed her pleasure, "Aaaaarrrghhh, fuuuckkk, yesssss, aaaaarghhh."
As they hadn't been told to stop they continued and Sara let them carry on for another minute, before she said. "That's enough sluts. Take the cock out and get on your knees facing each other."
As ordered the two Marins did, both still holding the toy between them. Sara gave further instructions, "I want you to swap ends round and get it in your mouth, suck the ass juice from each other."
There was no hesitation from either as they took the dildo between their lips and began to bob their head down it. Alison and Mona had often made the Marins clean their toys of each other's ass, but it was even more sexy to watch them do it for Sara. Ali couldn't help but finger hereself until she came as she watched, gasping and bucking as the pleasure tore through her. Ashley's eye briefly flickered over to watch and then she was back to concentrating on sucking the toy, her head bobbing forward and her throat gulping.
"I want that toy nice and clean, so polished it shines," Sara said.
The two Marins bobbed forward, their eyes widening as they took the dick into their throats, making them choke and gag. Neither stopped or paused, their training meant they knew they had to work through the discomfort. Soon they were taking it so deep that there foreheads were pressing together as they swallowed and the only bit which wasn't in their mouths was where they were both holding the middle.
"Let's see it, is it clean?" Sara said. Ashley and Hanna took out the toy displaying it to Sara, their saliva dripping from it.
"Go and dry it," ordered Sara and both Ashley and Hanna scampered into the kitchen as she hadn't made clear which of them should do it.
"Very entertaining," Sara said to Mona and Ali once the sluts had left the room. "You've got them well trained, there natural submissiveness just flows from them."
"We've put a lot of effort into it," agreed Alison and Mona nodded.
"Well so far you're doing well, but what about the rest of your team, am I going to meet them?"
"Oh yes, if you're ready we're going over to Ella - our team leader - to eat."
"I'm ready when you are," smiled Sara.
*
They were soon at Ella's house, pausing only to place plugs in Ashley and Hanna's asses and telling the two of them to tidy up the house (which was already spick and span, but you could never be too clean). Ella opened the door, with a warm greeting leading Sara through to the main room, where Melissa and Pam were sitting with a relaxed nervousness on the couch. Ali introduced them all to Sara, the blonde teen exchanging a few pleasantries before glancing across the room.
"I do like your table," she said.
Ella smiled "I'm so glad, we wanted something that fitted the occasion."
They had put a lot of thought into it, wanting something that would impress the Council's representative when they arrived. Ali looked at again; Paige, Jenna, Shana and Maya were kneeling at each corner, wearing nothing but a ballgag, their hands over their heads, palms under the wooden top, as they acted as legs for it. The strain was telling on each of their faces, but none of them would disobey a top once they'd be told, no matter how sore they got they'd stay in place until told to move or they literally collapsed.
Sara walked over to it, reaching down to fondle the dimple in Paige's chin. The teen remained in situ, not making a movement when Sara leant down and grasped her tits, squeezing and bashing them together and apart. She went round repeating the action with the others. The bottoms remained in place. Sara straightened, "I'm not going to lie, that's impressive. I've heard of other slut tables, but none as well behaved as yours."
"They're not even our main fuckholes," said Mona and Sara nodded to show she'd heard.
The blonde took another look circling, the young women. She suddenly paused, bending down to look closer, her mouth widening into a smile. "I see they're all anally plugged as well."


"It's something we're do to a lot of the bottoms who we don't see as regularly, it makes sure their asses are nice and limber if anyone does want a go," replied Ella.
"I'm not going to ask if they fuck at asking, as the fact you've got the tabling for you, tells me these four are totally dominated," said Sara with a smile.
"Now you're here, I know you had a long trip do you want something to eat, we laid out a buffet," Ella hand indicated the various bowls, plates and bottles on the table.
"Just a few small nibbles," Sara nodded.
It was a false economy to stint on the buffet when entertaining a guest as important to the future as Sara, so the A-Team had gone full out with expensive cheese, exotic fruits and delicious pastries. Aria, Emily and the others had been working all morning to make sure that the lay-out matched the food, ensuring the plates and their contents with both colour co-ordinated and placed in a symmetric and eye pleasing patterns. The A-Team paid no notice to the work the bottoms had put in, as they reached for sandwiches and pigs-in-blankets. Ella, as team leader, made sure everyone's glass was full with a French wine that had bitten a huge hole in Veronica's credit card.
"You were at the chateau training with Ali?" Melissa made polite conversation as they stood eating.
Sara nodded, glancing at the blonde, "We were. As we're both from the US and the same age we quickly became partners."
"My first DP was with Sara - it was a Parisian whore that the Council had hired, so we could train our technique," Alison added.
"First spit-roast and double-anal as well and the first time I had twins, was with Ali taking the other."
"German, weren't they?" Ali said, "That was a challenge, they were submissive, but the language barrier meant it took us virtually all night to get them back to the hotel room."
"So how are you finding being back?" Ella asked.
"Really enjoying it, our team's a little different, its mainly thirty and fortysomethings and then me as the only teen. We're not nearly as advanced as you; currently we've five fuckholes between eight of us, with a couple more on the way and currently no daughters - though a couple of the Moms have ambitions."
"That's still pretty good for a team which has being going a year, normally it takes three or four to get into your stride," said Ella.
Sara laughed, "Up until a few days ago I'd have agreed, but when you rang the Council and told them about the number you've got; with some of them being daughters and Moms of you as well - that always gets extra points."
"It becomes easier to recruit once you have some, its like each one infects the others and makes them easier," Pam said, showing that she'd been reading up on Amazon culture and practice.
"That's why I'm here," said Sara, "When you called the Council and said what you'd achieved, they were impressed. But I don't need to tell you we've had false dawns before, teams that seemed strong but there was nothing behind it. They rang me and asked me to come to do a review, see how your claims stood up."
"And you knew Ali so would be able to tell if we were pulling the wool over the Council's eyes?" Ella smiled so the question wouldn't see a criticism.
Sara didn't seem to mind, "Yes. But I also think that they were hoping I might fit in with you easier than a complete stranger, they wouldn't want poor chemistry between the team and the reviewer to lead to her reaching the wrong conclusions, especially about something promising."
"Well we still have more to show you," Ella said, "but before we bring on the sluts, would you like to use the bathroom?"
"I'm good," replied Sara.
"I think you'd really enjoy it," said Ali, taking her friend's arm and guiding her towards the stairs.
Sara frowned, but allowed herself to be led, the rest of the A-Team following the two teens, grinning with anticipation. Ali stepped aside to allow Sara to open the door, which the short-haired blonde did, her mouth creasing in amusement as she saw what was in there.
Kneeling on the floor, their arms pinioned behind their backs were Veronica and Spencer. They were in between some steps and round seats, which enabled the Hastings to be squatted over by a peeing top.
"Are you sure you don't want to go?" joshed Ali, squeezing Sara's arm teasingly.
Before she could reply Pam said, "I certainly could myself."
"Me too," giggled Melissa.
"I'll let you go first," said Sara with a smile, "assuming I can watch."
"Of course," smiled Pam unbuttoning her pants. Melissa joined her, hoisting up her skirt and removing her panties before stepping and sitting on the ring over her Mom. The two A-Teamers let it flow, their yellow piss spurting out and down.
Veronica and Spencer were prepared, their mouths open to catch the amber rain. They were lucky in that some of it landed where they wanted and they were able to drink it down in agonised gulps, but there was too much and it was too powerful for them to swallow it all. It overflowed from their mouths to trickle down their chins and tits. Nor did they catch all of it, much of the burst missed their mouths to sting their eyes and get up their nostrils, some even getting into their hair.
Whatever Pam and Melissa had been drinking was strong enough for the pee to last, gushing for near a minute before slowing to a trickle and then a drip.
"Watch this," Ali grinned.
Without being told Veronica and Spencer had lifted their heads and were running their tongues into Pam and Melissa's slots, enthusiastically cleaning the two tops. There lithe tongues sped over the lips and the gap in between as fast as could be managed, making sure they left every speck of the pussy clean. Only when they were satisfied did the two women stand up.
"I could do with a pee," said Ella, "Mona?"
"Yes," the teen nodded. They replaced Pam and Melissa, undoing their pants and pulling down their panties. Veronica and Spencer's heads shot up, ready for the pee. They got it. Ella and Mona's cunts opened and the heavens rained, the piss splattering down over the Hastings. Both women gulped and drank as much as they were able, ignoring the majority that splashed down their faces and tits.
As soon as the two tops had finished Veronica and Spencer were lifting their heads, their tongues shooting out to clean the pussies. Both Ella and Mona gave satisfied smiles as their cunts were washed and pleasured at the same time. They remained sitting until they were satisfied that the last traces of urine had been removed, before getting down.
"You know, I could go," grinned Sara.
Ali nodded, "Me as well."
The two teens got on top of the human toilets, pulling their panties down and letting rip. To make sure her performance didn't suffer Ali had gone easy on the wine, but knowing what was to come she'd made sure she'd drank plenty of juice to make up. Sitting over Spencer she was able to let it go, her bladder relaxing as it emptied all over her ex-friend. The sound of liquid splattering over flesh competed with the sound of frenzied gulps as the two toilets struggled to keep up with the flow.
Ali kept going until she was empty, jiggling to drip the last few droplets down. Spencer's tongue went up and Ali gave a delighted giggle as it raced along her slit cleaning it. Back and forth went the tongue, Spencer using all her skills to make sure she wiped the cunt and took all the piss. From the smile on Sara's face next to her, the their guest was also enjoying the bottom's ministrations. Ali wiggled her cunt, making sure that Spencer kept going until the only liquid on the lips was pussy juice. Satisfactorily wiped Ali got off the toilet, Sara hopping down from hers at the same time with a broad smile on her face. "I have to say that the most enjoyable pee I've had."
"Let me just unpin them so they can clean the floor," said Melissa as she gingerly stepped round the small pools of urine which had formed round her Mom and sister. She pulled the pinion from behind them allowing the two Hastings to bend down and lap at the puddles without even needed to be instructed.
"Shall we go through the main bedroom," said Ella, "I hope you're feeling horny for some hot ass."
"After what I've seen so far I'm interested - just so I can report to the Council of course," Sara smiled in a way that suggested that her duty wasn't the only thing that was impelling her towards the bedroom.
The women entered the main room, a large selection of strap-ons festooning the bed. "There's plenty of choice," said Sarah as she picked up one to examine.
"That's not the only thing you can get to choose," Ella smiled and clapped her hands loudly, shouting out, "Emily, Aria."
The two teens quickly sped from the room next door where they had been waiting. It wouldn't be true to say they were naked, but the suspender belts they wore didn't cover anything worth covering. They stood just inside the doorway, hands to their sides awaiting their instructions.
"Emily," said Ella and the teen stepped forward for inspection, the A-Team and Sara all looking at her lasciviously. Ella ran her hands up the teen's sides and fronts to jiggle her breasts before coming down again to spread the teen's pussy with her fingers. All the time Emily remained still, allowing herself to be groped. Ella turned towards Sara, "This is Emily Fields, Pam's daughter and a complete fuckhole. As you can see her pussy is lovely and juicy, she leaks almost at touch like the slut she is. Turn around." These last words were aimed at Emily who dutifully did so standing with her back to tops so they could all read the perfectly calligraphed tattoo, 'Property of Pam Fields. Please return after use.'
Ella allowed a few seconds for Sara to take in the tattoo's words before she partially blocked as she grasped Emily's buttocks and pulled them apart exposing her most secret hole. "Emily is an anal whore. She lives for having this hole filled; as anal addict she'll do anything for a butt-fucking." Ella extended a finger and pushed it at the sphincter; entering easily and deeply. There was a small cry of pleasure from the teen as Ella twisted the finger, "And as you can see she's easy entry."
"Mmmnn nice," Sara nodded.
"You don't need to chose yet," Ella pulled her finger out and slapped Emily's ass directing her to return to next to Aria. As soon as she was back Ella beckoned to her own daughter, "Aria, here."
The teen immediately walked forward, stopping next to her Mom, her hands by her side so she didn't accidentally cover any of her goodies. The Milf grinned and reached down to stroke the shaven slit, "This little whore is Aria, my skank daughter, she's the biggest bottom there is, with no sense of worth or shame, the slutty fuckhole will do anything." She reached for the teen's shoulders and turned her round, showing her tramp stamp tattoo, in wavy writing, 'Free to fuck'. Again the Milf pushed a finger into the asshole, pushing as far in as she could manage, Aria making little moans as she shivered in anticipation. "This is easy to enter as well, it's been fucked so often and when it's not in use Aria wears a plug in preparation. Not that she needs to wear it often, we all take her regularly, often together."
"I can see you've got them well trained," Sara said. "They've very fuckable."
"Do you want to see how fuckable?" Ella grinned.
"I was guessing these toys aren't for decoration," said Sara, smiling back. "Are you joining in?"
"I was hoping you would be okay with a team bang, all of us fucking these little sluts together, they've three holes each," said Ella.
"Making them both airtight? I'm up for that," said Sara and began to undress. The others quickly followed her, stripping naked and choosing their toys from the collection as Emily and Aria waited dutifully.
"What about you, me and Alison fuck Aria and the others fuck Emily," said Ella.
Sara nodded her agreement, "I'm happy to go with your recommendation - though I'm sure both would be fun."
"Over here sluts," Ella beckoned the two teen bottoms who quickly came over as commanded. "You'll want to make these strap-ons nice and slippery for your hole, as your saliva is the only lube we'll be using."
"Yes, mistress," both teens nodded their agreement and dropped to their knees as the tops crowded round them. The cocks pushed at their faces and they quickly began to lick them, their tongues quickly wiping up and down one thick pole before moving to another. Ella felt a surge of pride; both bottoms were showing how enthusiastic and eager they were for the dick and Ella noticed that Aria was giving Sara's strap-on an extra lapping, the teen's face upturned, her eyes flashing enticingly at their visitor.
"MMmnn, mmmnn, mmmnnn," the sounds of Aria and Emily's cock licking were loud and passionate. The two teens knelt near back to back, their toes tickling each other's feet as they bobbed and lapped, their back bending as they moved. Soon their hands were up on the dicks, guiding one after another to their open mouths. Their luscious lipstick lips glid down the dick, leaving trails of a red as the pulled back. Up and down they went, making sure the cock was soaked, their mouths pressing so far down that their eyes were watering and their throats gagging.
"That's it sluts, deep throat these cocks," Alison called out in appreciation.
The rest of the A-Team followed her example, "Suck it sluts." "Gag on this big dick." "Take it like a fucking slut." "Swallow my big plastic prick." "All the way in, I want my cunt to be resting on your face."
The two bottoms took the cocks without complaint, moving from one to the next as they finished lubricating. Their lipstick stained their lips and smeared the dicks, their spit smudging it and making it look like some modern artist had gone to town on strap-on cock. As the cock pressed into their mouth and entered the top of their throats the teen's gagged and choked, but that didn't stop the well-trained pair. Ella ran a finger round one of her nipples as Sara and Mona pushing their cocks in, the two tops jerking their hips to face-fuck the submissives. She could never feel pride in her daughter, not with Aria being a weak-willed bottom, but she could feel pride in herself and her team for training her and Emily so well. She beamed with the happy satisfaction of a job well done as she watched the two teens taking the thick rubber dicks all the way into their mouths, ignoring the choking and gagging.
There was a pop as Mona pulled the dick from Aria's mouth and Ella stepped forward to give her daughter some more. The teen gasped and heaved, drinking in quick bursts of oxygen in the few seconds before her Mom's cock was presented in front of her. She quickly reopened her mouth and went as far down as she could, Ella grasping the back of her head and pushing her down the final two inches. The teen glugged and gulped, her throat retching as Ella thrust the dick in and out. Saliva was cheaper than lube, though Ella enjoyed the face-fucking as much for the total dominance it brought as for its money saving. In and out she went, making sure the dick was nice and soaked. Looking down she could see Aria's face, smudged with lipstick and eyeliner, looking up adoringly at her top mistress, her hands palm down on the floor, resisting the temptation to pleasure herself like the well trained slut she was.
Ella pulled the dripping cock out, gifting Aria's mouth to Melissa, who resumed the face-fucking with an enthusiastic slam.
"What hole would you like, I can recommend Aria's ass, it's very bangable," Ella turned to Sara.
"I'm in your hands," the short-haired teen smiled, "If you suggest her butt, I'll go with your advice - after all there's a lot riding on this."
Ella smiled, a lot more than three tops riding her daughter. She turned back to Aria, waiting for Melissa to finish, before grasping Aria arm and pulling up the gasping teen. "Time to become airtight Aria," she said and Aria nodded her acceptance as her Mom guided her to the bed. Ella got on one side and pushed her cock upwards, "Get that whore pussy on this."
Aria did as she was told, crawling over her Mom and kneeling astride her. She pulled apart her wet slit, guiding it to the waiting plastic prick and easing it down. Ella grinned happily, her hands reaching out to grip the teen's side and encourage her down, Aria giving a whinny of pleasure as she did so. Sara was getting on the bed, moving behind Aria and gripping her round cheeks in her hands to pull them apart. Alison was also onboard, the teen standing to move over Ella, so the Milf could see her dripping pussy, the leather straps digging into it as she waited for Aria to be properly positioned.
Then Emily and her Mom got on as well, the Milf lying down to allow her daughter to straddle her, before Melissa moved to the back and Mona to the front. The bed was creaking and rocking as the others climbed on, luckily it had been purchased for its strength and durability as it was able to take the weight with only sag.
"OOohhh," Aria gave a moan as Sara's strap-on penetrated her well used hole, pushing downwards. Ella raised herself, sliding her toy into the other hole until she could feel it pushing at Sara's, only a thin (but tough) wall separating the plastic dongs. The brunette teen groaned again, her body arching as she was taken by the two. Sara's hands moved up her waist, until they were brushing at Ella's and she thrust hard, making sure the teen's ass was opened.
"Ooooohh," Aria moaned again as the two cocks pressed her. Then she was silent as Ali, grabbed her shoulders to keep her in place as she pushed her own strap-on at the brunette's mouth. Aria opened greedily, her smeared lips running down the dick. Alison grinned and started to move her own hips, dripping warm pussy juice onto a smiling Ella. Sara laughed and pushed, raising her hand for Alison to high five before placing it back next to Ella. The three of them fucked the slut between in unison, their cocks driving into Aria's hole. The brunette shuddered and shook as she was taken from every direction, but showed no sign of reluctance, her body wriggling as she went at the dicks with enthusiasm.
"Yesss, ooooohhh, yesssss," Pam was grunting as she thrust into her own daughter; Emily showing equal eagerness as her friend. Ella grinned at them as she looked, seeing Mona's cock vanishing into Emily's mouth. With the heap of bodies she wasn't able to really see much of Melissa, a few bits of moving flesh would appear and disappear. However she could hear the smack of her friend's thighs into the teenager's butt and excited grunts of her team-mate as she butt fucked Emily to oblivion. Pam turned to Ella, grinning at her friend and reaching out her hand; Ella gave it a squeeze as she pounded her own daughter, the two of them feeling the vibrations from each other.
The juice from Aria was sliding down the cock, the brunette teen soaking from her treble-dicking. Ella took her hand from Pam and moved both of hers to her daughter's ass cheeks. They were vibrating and bouncing as Sara's cock pounded between them, the blonde teen's thighs hitting Ella's knuckles as she gripped her the round rump and kneaded and played with it, opening it even further. Sara grunted and laughed, leaning over so that her chest was on top of Aria's back and her hands could grapple with the brunette's perfect tits.
"Go for it," squeaked Ali, above them, "Fuck the whore's ass open."
"Yes, Sara, you should go for it, this slut can take all you can give, isn't that right Aria?"
Aria would have replied if her cock wasn't full of plastic prick, but she wiggled her body eagerly and raised her tushy to push back at Sara, which was as good as a 'yes'. Sara certainly took it as so, as she rammed as hard as she could, driving Aria onto her Mom and Ali - who in turn thrust back, forcing the teen to retreat onto to Sara's cock. Beside her Em was getting the same treatment, rocking and shuddering as she was fucked by three strong dominant tops. The bed beneath them squeaked louder, creaking and bending mimicking the two teenage bottoms.


Sara was grinning happily, which pleased Ella - hopefully it meant a positive outcome - and if not, at least the team had the fun of triple-banging their sluts.
"Can I swap holes and whores," Sara asked, "I'd like to try Emily."
"Of course," smiled Ella.
"If I could switch with Mona, see how Emily's sucks cock that's been up her friend's ass, that'd work," said Sara.
Mona nodded her agreement, the two young women pulling their cocks out of the bottoms. Emily used the respite to gasp and drink in some air, before Sara was in front of her, lifting up her chin and introducing her to the dick. Ella was pleased that there was no hesitation from the teen; her mouth closing round the cock and swallowing it as deep as she could, not caring where it had been. Sara was soon thrusting away, her hips racheting back and forth as she stuffed the dildo as deep into Em's mouth as the bottom could take, snorting and gargling as she was filled.
Behind Aria Mona was slipping in, driving the dildo into the already open hole and picking up the rhythm, banging the bottom's butt with a brutal passion. Ella thrust back, matching Mona in her intensity. It wasn't the first time she had shared Aria with her teen team-mate; her daughter was a popular dp in the A-Team. Nor was it the first time Aria had been airtight. But it was the first time she'd been trebled fucked with Emily having the same treatment next to her and Ella was finding it a real turn on. Hopefully it wouldn't be the last time; she'd have to get Ali to invite Sara back again sometime and it'd also be interesting to catch up with some of her own old friends from when she was a team and showing them what a group of fuckholes she had. And if the Council...
"Do they do double-anal?" Sara interrupted Ella's thoughts.
"Oh yes," smiled Ella, "Want to try?"
"Oh yes," replied a beaming Sara, pulling her dripping dick out of Emily's mouth with a pop. "You want to join me in your daughter's ass?"
"You can come join me in Emily's," Melissa offered to Mona.
The women shifted position, with Pam pulling her dick from Emily's cunt to move it to her mouth as the two well trained submissives were positioned on their hands and knees with their round rumps raised for the double. Ella went in first, taking Aria's ass from behind and opening it again with a few hard shoves. A few moments later Sara joined her, straddling over the brunette and pushing her toy at the asshole's egde. Slowly she forced it in, Ella helpfully working her own dick like a lever to expand the hole. If Aria's mouth hadn't been full she'd have been squealing with pleasure and pain.
"Oh this is so tight and hot, I love double-anal," said Sara.
"As you can see both Emily and Aria do it without compunction, Hanna and Ashley as well," Ella couldn't help boasting the progress the team had made.
"I can see," said Sara, she shoved the toy in a little further, Aria trembling as her ass was stretched even wider, "You've done so well with them."
Ella blushed at the compliment, but truthfully said, "It was a team effort."
"I know, you've all done so well," Sara grinned. She pushed harder, her body brushing at Ella's, their tits slipping and bouncing over each other. Ella began to move with the visitor, the two of them working in partnership to give Aria's ass an ultra reaming. In front of them Alison, grinned happily as she fed her dildo into the brunette's mouth, before giving Ella the thumbs up sign. Ella agreed it was going well. She continued to fuck her daughter's ass, whilst letting Sara set the pace. Luckily the blonde loved to go as hard and fast as Ella did and soon both were grunting and panting with the effort of shoving two cocks down the tight tunnel.
The teen bottom shuddered as she was double butt-fucked, her ass raising to meet the down-coming thrusts from the dominant pair. Her head moved back and forth as Ali continued to thrust in and out, her hands gripping Aria's skull to make sure she didn't slip too far back. Beside them Emily was getting the same and enjoying it as much, her lithe body shuddering as orgasm after orgasm tore through her. In and out the tops thrust, gaping the two ass-holes so they were like caverns.
Sweating eventually Sara pulled out, "My God, that was hot."
Ella gave her daughter one more thrust for luck and then pulled out herself. "If you want we can take a picture of you - for our wall of shame."
"Yes, that'd be great, send it me as well I'd love to put it in my album," Sara said.
Quickly Emily and Aria were coaxed back up, Sara sitting in between them cross-legged, hooking a finger into each of their holes to keep them wide open as Ella and the others snapped on their phones - all wanting a memento.
Pictures taken, Sarah stood up, "I'm going to give the Council a call now, if you could give me a few minutes privacy."
*
The phone call seemed to have gone off forever, the A-Team waiting downstairs, pacing back and forth. All were tense and nervous, waiting the result - even having some of the sluts lap their pussies had done little to relieve them. Ella hoped it would be good news, Sara seemed impressed, but it might not be enough - more might be needed.
Without warning their visitor emerged from the bedroom, she was still wearing her strap-on, but her nakedness was covered by a robe. She was smiling, holding the phone as the A-Team all looked at her, "It's for you...." she passed it to Ella, "... the Queen."
Ella almost dropped the phone in shock, the Queen was the head of the Council, elected by the chiefs of the Amazon clan for life. She had spoken to her once, very briefly, several years before when the Queen was passing through her college. But that had been just a few words, confirming she was getting enough slut ass and wasn't neglecting her real education whilst she doing her degree. Nervously she took the phone, "Your Majesty..."
"Ella, I'm pleased to speak to you," the woman had a touch of Spanish accent, "We have heard good things about the team and your sluts. Sara was telling us how well trained and obedient they are; and that you have a number of them."
"It's easier the more you have, the like ripples spreading out," Ella said.
"Yes, I hope you're proud."
"We are," Ella confirmed.
"You know we have been looking for a place to call our own for three thousand years, a people without a home cannot be a real people...". There was a longing in her words, a longing Ella and all Amazons shared for the mythical city which they had lost in time of antiquity. "I think you may have found it, a place where all the Amazons can come, to build up our strength and become one again - a place called Rosewood."
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"Let me take that for you," the air hostess said, stopping by me and leaning over to take my empty plate.
I realised I was looking at her chest, the pert tits snug under her perfectly fitted shirt, the neckerchief pointing down and revealing she had one more button undone than the airline likely approved of. I quickly swung my eyes to her name badge, "Thanks, Molly," I forced my gaze upwards, not that it was a terrible change, as her face was as near as perfect as her bosoms. I sat back in my seat, allowing her to access.
She grinned as she picked it up, "So you noticed my name badge?" she smiled, "I thought you might be staring at something else."
I wondered whether to hotly deny it, perhaps with a hint that I'd be putting in a complaint to the airline for her effrontery, but immediately swallowed the idea -- she was no more than twenty-three or four and women that age don't flirt with me as often as I'd like and her words definitely had more than a hint of banter. I smiled at her back, "Perhaps I was looking at something else as well."
"Oh," she giggled in false anger, giving my wrist the type of slap that is so soft it lingers in the mind, "You're so naughty." She picked up the tray and slid it into her trolley. "At least you noticed my name as well as any other assets you were looking at."
"I'm very perceptive," I grinned back.
"An eye for the ladies," she tittered, "I shall have to look out for you..." She gave me another giggle and pushed the trolley further forward. I took a quick glance at her rear; it was certainly fetching, in a skirt that was as tight as the top and also designed (no doubt by someone who never had to wear it) to titillate middle-aged flyers. She wiggled it as she walked down, whether a deliberate tease or not, I wasn't sure, but I appreciated it anyway.
I kept my gaze fixed for a few more steps, but as she walked further down the aisle, I'd have had to crane to look and whilst a bit of harmless banter was fine, becoming a full-on stalker was probably a step too far. I gave an internal sigh and turned back to my newspaper, making a mental note to keep my eyes open so that I could order a drink as she came back.
"Would you like something, a spirit, wine, beer?" a voice sounded in my ear and I turned to see that Molly had somehow crept behind me with a drink. I gave a small start; I hadn't been so engrossed in the current state of the government so as to not see a pretty girl walk past me, but somehow she'd moved from the front to the back of the aircraft without me noticing. She stood over me, grinning, "A drink?" she repeated, as given my several seconds of stunned silence, she now probably thought I was an imbecile.
"You have vodka and lemonade?" I asked. She fished out a small bottle and an equally small can.
"Thanks, Molly," I said and a small smile quickly crossed her face.
"No, thank you," she giggled, leaning forward. I caught a scent of perfume, and it was lucky that the table was down or she would have seen the lump in my trousers as she seemed to move with deliberate slowness, allowing me to admire her slender frame and tight shirt, as she stretched across me to put the drinks down. "We are here to serve," she grinned, straightening up.
"You're certainly doing that, it was only moments ago you were collecting my plate, you move at speed," I said.
There was a small laugh, "I'm a speedy worker," she giggled and gave me a small wink. "Ask me for a refill when I pass again."
With that, she was on her way down the aisle, leaving me tempted to stare after her. But I resisted the temptation and opened the drinks to settle down with the paper.
Seconds later, she was back, minus the drinks trolley, "Hello Frank," she giggled, stopping at my seat, "Two can look up names."
I grinned back, "I got the better view when looking at yours," I replied flirtatiously, pushing the boundary and hoping she wasn't offended, as I suspected she wouldn't be.
I was right, as she giggled some more and stretched forward, "Shall I take these?" Molly gestured at the half-empty bottle and can. Before I could answer, she was leaning across me to pick them up, her scent heady in my nose, though I could swear it was a more rose-like scent than she had been wearing a few moments ago. I nodded as she took them.
"You said to ask you for a refill when you passed," I reminded her.
"Did I?" she giggled and glanced at the bottle, "In that case, I should go get you one." She smiled and sashayed up the aisle to the back. This time, I did turn to look at her leave, my eyes following her until she walked into one of the small alcoves further back.
I turned back to my seat and picked up my paper.
"Refill?" she was standing in front of me again, with the drinks trolley, and there was no way that she could have got there so fast without me noticing unless she ran along the roof of the flying plane and, short of her being Supergirl, that wasn't possible.
I frowned, trying to work out if I'd briefly fallen asleep without noticing and missed her. She continued standing there grinning, before adding, "Another drink"
"I thought you were getting me one already?" I replied. Then my eyes fell on her name badge, "You're Polly, not Molly," and then the pieces clicked together like I was cracking a safe, "You're identical twins."
Polly grinned, "I see you met my sister."
"I have," I agreed. I gave her a smile, "I couldn't work out why you were suddenly appearing. It seems the two of you enjoy teasing your passengers."
"Not all the passengers," the young woman tittered teasingly, "Only those we think we might like."
"I'm glad I fall into that bracket," I replied.
"Your drink, sir," I turned my head slightly to see that Molly had returned with my drink. Seeing the two sisters side by side, I could see why I'd been fooled; they were as alike as if they'd been cloned, and if they hadn't been wearing the name badges, I'd have not known which of them was a P and which was an M.
I leaned back in my seat as Molly leaned across me to place it on my table, her body coming closer to mine than was strictly necessary -- not that I was complaining and her sister seemed to also find it amusing, grinning widely as Molly spent a few moments rearranging the napkins on the rest, her breasts inches from my eyeline, so I could see the perfect curve perfectly. Molly straightened and Polly asked me, "So is this a regular trip? Have you visited before?"
"A few times," I replied, keeping it vague how often and when -- in truth I'd not visited for nearly thirty years as a recent graduate, but I saw no need to tell the twentysomethings that, let them guess I was fifteen years (well, perhaps ten) younger than I was.
"Where are you staying?" asked her sister. I replied and she grinned, "Plush."
"Anyway, we'd better get back to work; these drinks won't serve themselves," Polly said. The two of them gave me cheeky waves and then headed in opposite directions. A few minutes later, the seatbelt sign came on as the plane began its final approach and I settled down to read what was left of my newspaper.
*
As I exited the plane, Polly and Molly were lined up with the rest of the crew, thanking us for flying with the airline as we descended the steps. I gave them a smile and 'thank you', they both gave me a kittenish grin back with the standard exhortation that they hoped I'd fly with them again. I thought that was it, a bit of harmless flirting and banter, but nothing that I hadn't engaged in a thousand times with no result and I was sure they did it with all the mildly good-looking male passengers (hell, if I'd followed them down the aisle, I'm sure I'd have seen them teasing other guys on my flight).
I checked into my hotel (plush, as Molly had said) made a few calls and sent a couple of e-mails, checked the time of my meeting tomorrow (with time difference it wasn't too early a start) and went out to a restaurant for dinner (an up-market one, I could put it on expenses). I finished my meal and looked at my watch as I headed the few streets back to the hotel; it was still early and the thought of sitting in front of my laptop tapping out e-mails was only marginally more appealing than trying to find something watchable and in English on the TV. I decided I might as well have a drink at the hotel bar and soak in the vibes.
Entering the hotel, the bar was easy to find; there was the sound of music and laughter, not loud enough to drown out any conversation but enough to suggest that it was a place to have a good time; I didn't know, as I entered, what a good time it would lead to.
There were groups of people around, most at tables, a few standing in clusters -- all talking and drinking and enjoying themselves in a mixture of languages. I started to head over to the bar, where two attractive blondes with long blonde hair were standing in hot-looking evening cocktail dresses. It took me a second or two, but they were quicker, smiling at me as my brain went into gear and shifted from seeing them in uniforms, with their hair done up and in plane to the hear and now. "Molly, Polly," I said.
"It's the silver fox from row 5," one of them giggled - without the name badges it was impossible to say which was which.
"Frank," her sister corrected or at least confirmed my name. She grinned, "Come join us."
I didn't need a second invitation, "Less of the silver fox, it's light blonde," I grinned as I walked over [I'm not going to boast, but few men of my age have a mane as good as mine and it only looks grey in bad light].
One of them giggled and slid her hand through it, "Silvery blonde," she conceded.
I glanced at their glasses, both nearly empty "Let me get you both a drink" I wouldn't be able to claim alcohol on expenses, but I didn't mind paying from my own pocket for the chance of a half-hour's company with two beautiful twin twentysomethings. They both nodded and I ordered from the bar, adding a beer for myself (hideously overpriced) and agreeing to their suggestion that we go sit at one of the empty tables. They settled down and one of them said, "I'm Polly"
Molly added, "We know people can have difficulty telling us apart sometimes"
"You thought of adding a name badge?" I glanced down to where a name badge would be, which also, less than coincidentally, allowed me to take a quick peek at Molly and Polly's cleavage.
They both laughed, "Told you he was naughty," giggled Molly to her sister, her hand reaching out to tap a couple of fingers lightly on my knuckles.
"A bad boy, eh?" said Polly. "He seems a terrible flirt."
"I like to think I'm quite good at it," I easily slipped into the banter and both twins laughed, tossing their blonde hair back and twirling it coquettishly in their fingers, as if they matched movements as well as faces.
"We could tell," replied Molly, "Too many of the passengers are just boring, it's just 'thank you' and back to their reading their reports."
"If you get a thank you even, some of them are just rude. Or with their wives or work colleagues," said Polly.
"They're the worst", confirmed her twin, "They're either too worried about what their workmates are going to say back at the office or they're just sleazy and overcompensating, like they're trying to impress the junior guy next to them rather than us."
"Well, I'm glad I met your exacting standards," I said back, smiling.
"Hey, if you've got this," Polly said, running her hands down her body in an approximation of an hourglass, as her sister nodded in agreement, "You can be picky."
"I'm not complaining," I laughed, my eyes slipping down to appraise them again, in their slinky cocktail dresses -- low at the front and only halfway down their thighs.
"Though I bet you have lots of options as well," grinned Molly, her eyes slipping down to my finger to confirm I didn't have a wedding ring. "We have a confession, though."
"You're not both wanted for murder, are you?" I asked.
They both laughed, "Just drugs smuggling and kidnapping," replied Polly. "Anyway, my sister was about to say it's not random we decided to come to this hotel for a drink. We hoped we'd bump into you again."
This sounded promising, and I grinned whilst keeping my cool. If this was leading somewhere with one of them, I didn't want to blow it by acting like an over-eager puppy dog, "Consider me bumped."
"I noticed you don't have a wedding ring" Molly was forward.
"I'm not married," I replied -- I had been, but that was a time ago and an experience I didn't want to repeat.
"Significant other?" Molly asked again, leaning forward.
"Not that it matters," Polly interrupted and gently pulled back her sister into her seat.
I had a long-term girlfriend and if we didn't live together, we were still classed as a couple. However, that didn't matter to me, as what Terri didn't know wouldn't hurt her and I had no intention of telling her a couple of stewardesses barely older than her daughter had hit on me. Still, it seemed best to be open with the young women, truthfulness can be asset if you're looking to bed someone without strings, "Yes, I've a partner."
"But she's not here, is she?" grinned Polly.
"She's not," I agreed with a smile back.
Even as I spoke, I could feel the sole of a foot rubbing up and down my calf. From the angle, I guessed it was Molly, but I couldn't tell from her expression, as both twins were leaning forward, looking at me with flirtatious smiles as we all sat in silence for a moment, sipping our drinks. If Molly had been on her own, it would have been obvious she was looking to get fucked and I'd have invited her upstairs, but it was more difficult with her sister around. I wondered if they had the twin telepathy I'd read about, which would mean Polly got the hint to go elsewhere or whether I'd need to be more direct (and if I was, would that piss Polly off enough that I'd also ruin it with Molly -- they were obviously close). I took another sip of my beer and put it down, my hand stretched out on the table. As soon as it was flat, Polly's was covering it, her fingers tracing a sensual line on it's back. I looked up and she gave me a flirtatious grin, I gave her one back and we both left our hands in place.
It was definitely Molly who was rubbing my leg, though. Polly would either need double-jointed knees or be half under the table to curl her foot around my calf like Molly was doing. I looked at Molly and she gave me the same smile her sister had and I gave her one back. It did leave me in a dilemma, though; now it was obvious both women were into me, which one did I choose? I picked up my glass, with my left hand, leaving the right to be stroked by Polly and took another drink -- a longer one than I planned. The two twins giggled and picked up their own, glugging down the remains. "So are you going to invite us to sample your mini-bar?" grinned Molly, leaning even further forward and practically inviting me to stare down her cleavage.
"I bet his bar isn't so mini," giggled Polly, nudging her sister slightly and making her titter as well.
I decided to solve my quandary the simplest way by driving straight ahead, "Are you both wanting to come to my room?"
"Of course," grinned Polly, "We go everywhere together."
"And share everything," her twin added.
I was tempted to ask if they also shared everyone, but the hint was strong that they did and I knew I would see in the moment. "Sure, why don't you come up and sample my bar," I said, setting them both tittering again.
We got up, leaving the glasses behind; mine was still a quarter full of expensive beer, but you sometimes have to prioritise. As we left the bar and headed down the corridor to the elevator, both stewardesses slipped their arms through mine, drawing themselves so close I could smell their perfumes. Inside, I had to unhook my arms to press the floor button, but instead of returning to hook in, I placed my arms around their waists, pulling them even closer and holding them possessively
The lift only took thirty seconds to get to my floor, thirty seconds of two young women pressing and rubbing against me, giggling and smiling invitingly. Opening the door without letting go of them was difficult, but luckily Molly saw I was struggling and took the key, allowing us to slide in as a threesome and I backheeled the door close, behind us.
Reluctantly, I disengaged and walked over to the mini-bar. "What would you like?" I asked, my back to the twins.
"Anything," tittered one of them and I opened the bar, pulling out some small bottles of spirits.
I turned back round. Molly (or perhaps Polly, I couldn't be sure) was standing behind her sister and unzipping her dress; her own one was already down to her waist. For a second, I just stared and then I smiled as I looked at the two young women, both now naked to the waist. "I'll put these here" I grinned and put the three bottles on the sideboard.
"We decided we're not thirsty," grinned Molly as she stepped out from behind her sister and, putting her hands under her dress, pulled it down from her waist with a gracefulness which suggested I wasn't the first guy she'd stripped in front of with her sister.
"We are fucking horny, though," added Polly as she too removed her dress.
The two of them stood still for a moment, allowing me to appreciate the view of them just wearing tiny panties (almost thongs) and high heels. It was virtually impossible to tell them apart; both had the same medium-sized, but firm breasts and a pierced belly button in a toned stomach. The only difference was in the details of their tattoos; they both had a compass on the shoulder, but the intricate details of them were subtly different and while each had a set of Chinese characters etched on their left waist, the letters were different. "Like what you see?" asked Polly (or Molly).
"I like," I grinned. They kicked off their heels and removed their panties, exposing a pair of shaven slits, "I like even more."
"Let's get you out of that suit," giggled one of them (I think Polly, but as I couldn't tell them apart, I was just going to guess from this point on; at least I'd get the 'olly' right and who cares about the first letter?).
I managed to start to get my jacket partially off before they were beside me. Molly's mouth closed on mine and I immediately kissed her, my lips opening to receive her. Her sister giggled and finished removing my jacket, before undoing a few shirt buttons and slipping her hand inside, stroking my chest and running a finger over my nipple. "My turn," she said and before I could break the kiss with her twin she had taken my chin and turned it towards her, "We share," she said as she slid her mouth onto mine.
I kissed Polly back passionately, my hand falling to her naked butt to squeeze and grasp it. Her kisses became even deeper and harder, as her nude body pressed against me. I could feel Molly's hands down at my midriff, undoing more buttons on my shirt and then going lower -- my belt loosening as she unbuckled. Moments later, I could feel her pulling down my pants, my hard cock springing out of my boxer's flap like it was escaping from prison. There was a gasp from Molly, "That's big" and her sister briefly stopped kissing me to glance down at my erect member. After her glance, Polly gave a wide smile and returned her mouth to mine, her tongue trying to twist into impossible to reach places as her hand ran over my chest. I returned the favour, jamming my tongue at hers and using my hand to grasp her naked buttocks, my fingers digging into the juicy rear. With my spare hand, I stroked her sister's hair as she continued to remove my pants, boxers and then my socks, my legs moving up and down to let her remove them so that soon I was also naked.
Molly stood up, "Mine again" she grinned, and without complaint, her sister moved half a step back to allow the twentysomething to plant her mouth on mine. She was a good a kisser as her twin, her tongue digging deep into me as her lips locked to mine like magnets and her jaw worked up and down as we exchanged saliva. My hand moved to her ass, stroking and gripping it like I had Polly's.


Polly, meanwhile, had dropped to her knees in front of me and was using her tongue to lavish my dick with her love. I kissed Molly even harder as her twin dick polished me expertly. The young woman's tongue swirled and turned, moving from the tip of my dick down to my balls, which she washed like it was a newborn babe in the hospital. My cock was so hard you could have used it as a girder and the way Polly tongue-teased, it wasn't going to soften any time soon. The twentysomething's lithe tongue seemed to almost wrap around my thick rod, and if I hadn't already known from the French Kissing, she had a flexibility with her tongue that few others matched, that would have enlightened me. One, however, who would, was her twin, whose tongue was so deep in my mouth I swear she was trying to lick down my throat and slurp my tonsils. Fighting back, I squeezed Molly's ass harder, which didn't discourage her at all (luckily) and with my spare hand I took the back of Polly's head and gently kept her in place so that she didn't spring back
"God damn, sis, this is big," giggled Polly as she took a brief break from licking.
"I know, good choice," replied Molly. She moved her head back an inch or two and smiled at me, "You want me to lick it as well?"
I am nothing but a gentleman, so I replied, "If you want."
"Oh, I want," replied Molly, getting to her knees beside her sister.
I'd like to say I was expecting Polly to stand up and swap, though truth to tell, the two of them had so far exceeded anything I expected, so I wasn't sure what was next. However, the two twentysomethings remained on their knees opposite each other, their tongues sliding back and forth over my dick, one polishing one side and the other polishing the other, both giving my dick the care and attention it craved. The two of them seemed experienced at this as they worked in tandem and all I could say was a heartfelt, "Fucking hell." I looked down at the two long long-haired blonde twins shared duties on my cock, "Fucking hell," I repeated.
It was going to get better as Polly took my erect cock in her hand and stroked it as Molly shuffled a few inches sideways on her knees so he was more round the front. Then she opened her mouth and slid it down my cock, as her sister continued to work it. I grunted in pleasure, my hands on both their heads, both to encourage them, but also because I wasn't sure I could retain the strength in my legs as Molly's eagerly sucked my prick. As the young woman swallowed more and more her sister let go of my dick and, looking up, gave me a grin, before positioning herself to lick at my balls and the remaining few inches of underside that her sister hadn't already got.
Now don't get me wrong, I have had blow jobs; damn good ones and even occasionally with two hotties kneeling in front of me and swapping my dick between them. But I'd never had one where the practitioners were so in sync. Between them, they seemed to have every inch of my cock covered, sucking and licking every spot of it so it was dripping. Whenever Molly pulled back a few inches to take a breath or get herself comfortable, her twin was taking up the slack, her tongue sweeping along my cock, keeping it stimulated and hard. And Polly seemed to know when to retreat, when her sister was ready to dive deep and to match her pace, never too fast and never too slow.
I closed my eyes and groaned, enjoying their perfect ministrations. I think they may have swapped in that brief few seconds, but I'm not sure because when I opened my eyes and looked down, there was still a hot blonde sucking my cock, whilst her sister was beneath me, tonguing at my sac. "Fuck," I muttered again, "Fuck."
I managed to keep my eyes open, so this time I did them swap, but it was done as smoothly as if they were in a baton race. One moment, Polly (I think) was sucking me hard and the next she was leaning under my cock, her tongue gliding along the bottom as her sister was swallowing my rod between her red lips. There was no doubt that I'd met a champion pair of cock-suckers, who, if double blow jobs had been an Olympic team sport, would have been sharing the top spot on the podium.
I'm not going to lie, it had been hard to work out who was sucking my cock before, but over the next few minutes as the twentysomething twins swapped around again and again, I gave up trying to remember and just went with the flow. I groaned and shuddered, wondering how long I could hold on, but desperate not to explode early. Still, if there's one thing, I'm good at, it's keeping the moment going; so after doing a few quick equations in my head and reciting the alphabet backwards, I was pressing forward, driving my cock into Polly's (or Molly's) mouth until they were ready to swap again.
However, whilst a blow job is a nice entree, I was ready to move on to the main course. As Molly (or Polly) pulled back and her sister moved to replace her, I drew back an inch. "I want to fuck you now, on the bed."
"Both of us?" giggled one of the sisters.
"Both of you..." I guessed, "Polly."
It was either her name, she was used to being confused with her twin or she was too horny to care, as she got up, giggling and jumped onto the bed, kneeling, Molly (I hope) following her. The two young women knelt opposite each other, smiling as I crossed to join them. "Hope you're ready," said Polly.
"Are you hard enough?" asked Molly grinning. She didn't need to worry; there were concrete walls which were softer than my cock. However, she hadn't stopped, "Perhaps this will help."
She leant forward and kissed her naked sister. Not a familial peck either, but a full mouth-on-mouth slurpathon, both of them trying to swallow each other as they're tongues went wild. I didn't need any help to keep myself erect, but frankly, watching two twin beauties, all over each other would have made me stiffer than an iron rod, even if I'd been Elton John. I licked my lips and admired the show for a couple of moments, the two young women moving their hands between each other's legs to rub at their sister's wet pussy. They looked so into it, I wondered if they'd be fucking each other if I wasn't here. However, I was here, and I was now as horny as fuck.
"Don't worry, I'm rock solid," I reassured them and got on to the bed.
"Oh, you are," smiled Polly, as she reached out and slid her hand up and down my cock. "Why don't you fuck my sis with your big, hard cock?"
Molly evidently agreed as she was on her knees and elbows, spreading her legs. She kept herself balanced as she reached down and spread open her pussy, "MMnnn, it's ready for dick."
Polly helpfully kept me in hand as I positioned myself behind her twin and guided me forward into her sister's juicy waiting slit. I didn't need any help, admittedly, my dick was already heading that way as if the hole was magnetic. Polly let go as I slid in, the tight walls clamping and grasping at my dick. Molly groaned in pleasure, working herself back to meet me, as Polly continued to kneel behind me, her hands rolling over my chest and stomach, massaging me as I entered her sister. In turn, I gripped Molly's waist and, using it as a lever, began to thrust hard, deep and fast into the young woman. "Yes," she gasped out, "get it all in."
"Fuck her hard," tittered Polly behind me, her head on my shoulder so she could see my cock pistoning in and out of her sister. "She loves big cock ramming her."
I could tell. Molly squealed in pleasure as I rammed forward. I'm not going to lie, I've fucked enough women to know when one is faking (it doesn't happen often, but it does) and I could tell that Molly's cries were the real thing. Her sister groaned and rubbed her pussy at my back as she continued to kneel behind me, her hands gripping and rubbing my chest, "Give it her, ram it in deep, she loves that," the young woman purred.
"Oh God, yes, Frank," Molly confirmed, "Fuck me as hard as you can, give me your cock."
I could see that Molly was a connoisseur of cock and I am arrogant enough to believe I was a man who could satisfy her. I grasped her waist more tightly and redoubled my efforts, driving forward as hard and fast as I could, my thighs slapping against her as I gave her my full ten inches. The blonde gasped and squealed, her back arching and her head going up. "Yes, yes, yes, I want your dick," she cried out.
I continued to give it to her, slamming my large member into her tight, but wet, cunt. Her sister swung around me, so that she was half-blocking my view. Not that I minded as Polly moved her mouth to mine, kissing me passionately as I fucked her twin beside her. Taking a hand off Molly's waist I transferred it to Polly's ass, squeezing the young woman's buttocks as my tongue explored her mouth. In front of us, Molly continued to squeal and cry in pleasure, not minding that not all my attention was on her (though even with Polly wrapped around me, I'm not going to deny that most of me was more in Molly).
"Oh my God, yesss, aaargghh" I could hear Molly shriek out and her body trembled with a passionate intensity as the orgasm tore into her like a chainsaw.
I would have continued fucking her into a second orgasm if Polly hadn't intervened, pushing me gently back from her sister and giggling, "Me now."
Normally, I think it's rude to interrupt, but I guessed the twins were okay with it as at her words and moaning Molly fell forward and rolled away, enabling Polly to lie on her back and take her place. I remained in place, albeit dropping down on my haunches, and pulling Polly towards me so that she was resting on my thighs as she reached down for her soaked slit and pried it open between her fingers, "Me now," she repeated, grinning and biting her lip in anticipation.
I gave a quick glance at Molly, lying beside her sister, panting with pleasure and as she didn't seem to mind in the slightest, guided my cock into Polly's waiting cunt. She was as tight and wet as her sister; it wasn't just in looks the twins were identical as she let out a moan which was as indistinguishable from her sister's as if it had come from the same person. She even repeated the gasping words of her twin, "Yes, get it all in."
And like with her sister, I was eager to comply, grasping her waist to pull her closer to me as I jerked my hips to ram my prick as far as it could go. The blonde twentysomething shuddered and shivered in ecstasy, her back arching so that the only thing connected to the bed was her head. Not for long though, as I drove forward and slammed her body downwards, making the mattress bounce with our passion. "Yes, yes, yes," she cried, "give me your cock, I want it all."
I was happy to do that, pounding deep, so my balls bounced against her. She gasped and shrieked, her back bending again. Beside her twin was recovering, turning onto her side to watch her sister get fucked less than half a foot away. Grinning Molly reached down and began to rub her cunt, as if having my cock a few minutes before had given her an appetite. Normally, I'd have been insulted that she wasn't fully satisfied, but I did have to reckon that I'd switched with her after one orgasm and in my experience, few women of their age can cope with having just a single. Plus, her sister was equally hot and I'd be getting myself hard if it was me lying next to her watching. So instead, I just gave Molly a grin, "I can come back to you in a minute."
The teen tittered and continued rubbing her pussy, "No hurry, fuck my sister good first. We told you earlier we don't mind sharing."
That was obviously true and I was equally happy being shared. I grinned at Molly, gripped Polly's waist harder and slammed down, driving my cock in and out of the twentysomething's wet hole. Polly squealed in pleasure and Molly bit her lower lip as she fingered herself, watching the performance, her eyes glued to my dick pounding in and out of the shaven slit of her sister. "Mmmnnn, that's hot, fill her up Frank, she loves big dick as much as me. MMmmmnnn, seeing you fuck my sister is making me even wetter."
Polly gave another cry and gasp, her back lifting up and her head pushing down into the quilt. Molly giggled and sat up. I thought for a second I was about to have another swap and I was girding myself to give a final couple of hard thrusts to Polly, so she'd have something to remember. But Molly had other ideas. With a naughty smile, she climbed over her sister's face and lowered herself down. Polly didn't seem to mind as she reached up as her sister placed herself to grab Molly's thighs tightly and drag her even harder. I was almost put off my stride by the sight of Molly face-sitting her twin, almost...
"Fuck her hard," grinned Molly, "Give the little slut what she wants."
I assumed that would be even harder fucking and from the way Polly vibrated and shuddered, I don't think I was wrong. Of course, my libido wasn't harmed by Molly sitting across from me, grinding her cunt on her sister's face and moaning loud enough for both of them. "Lick me," Molly groaned, "Lick my pussy, sis."
They were close as only twins can be...
As I carried on fucking, I could see Molly writhing in pleasure, her hands playing with her tits, giving my eyes a feast as her sister's hot pussy slurped and gripped at my dick. I drove in harder and faster, hammering the hot hole and making the bed shake and rattle so much that I wouldn't have been surprised if the neighbouring room was wondering if they were in an earthquake zone. I'm sure Polly was enjoying it, albeit any sounds she was making were well muffled by her twin's cunt covering her mouth. However, from the screams and shrieks coming from Molly and the look of pure ecstasy on her face, she was getting a tonguing and a quarter from her sister and I took that as a proxy of Polly's enjoyment.
However, the problem with having one hot as hell twin impaled on your dick whilst a few feet away her sister rides her face for your viewing pleasure, is that no matter what I did to distract myself, it didn't work and I could feel the inevitable pressure building up. Still, if I was going to cum, I was going to make an effort to drive Polly into one final flight of ecstasy and redoubled my efforts. It seemed to work as Molly screamed out, "Fucccck, yessss, yessss, yesssss, aaaaarggghh!"
The pre-orgasm started to rise and I grunted a warning, "Going to cum"
Still sitting on her face, Molly lowered herself down, "Over me," she replied and I pulled out just in time, barely having to touch my cock before it emptied its contents all over the blonde's beautiful features. "Ohhhh," moaned Molly as it spurted over her, dripping down her nose and chin, "Mmmmnn" she added and licked round her lips, lifting herself up as she did so.
Polly reappeared from under her sister, her cheeks flushed red and her fair hair awry, like she'd been dragged through a hedge. However, she was grinning widely so I could tell she wasn't complaining. Especially as, without saying a word, she knelt next to her sister and joined her in tonguing the cum off her face, lapping away at the bits her sister couldn't reach, as if they were two kittens cleaning up after a particularly tasty meal.
Tired by my labours, I looked at them for a moment and then fell back on the bed. I knew in a few moments, my weakened muscles would return to their full strength as the orgasm's pleasure subsided. I briefly closed my eyes to help with my recuperation
"That was a lot," one of the twins said.
"Do you think Frank's got more in him?" I could hear the other say, and then I felt the creak and dip of the bed as they came nearer to me.
I opened my eyes again to see them both leaning over me, tits dangling above my chest, grinning at me. "We were wondering if we could get you hard again?" giggled one as she reached down and ran a finger along my chest (Polly? I still couldn't tell them apart). It has to be said that if two hot twins, who are obviously up for round two, can't get me erect, no one can. I just grinned, however, wondering if they had any plans to make it happen and assuming from their naughty smiles they did.
I wasn't wrong, as Molly (or at least the one who was running her finger around my pecs) gave another giggle and leaned over to lick my cock. It was flaccid, but it wouldn't take long for it to reawaken if Molly continued to slide her tongue over it with the expertise she was providing. Her sister traced sensual patterns along my torso, before saying, "Have you any ideas?" I was about to answer that they should just continue doing what they were doing and it'd take care of itself when she continued, "So you've had two of our holes, how about trying the third?"
That did it; my cock sprang fully erect.
Molly looked up from it, "I guess that's a yes."
"If that's an offer, it is," I agreed.
In answer, Polly jumped onto her hands and knees, wiggling her cute little tush at me. I'd have been behind her in seconds if Molly hadn't immediately said, "Let's lube you up" and slipped her mouth down my dick. Not that I complained at the delay, as the hot blonde washed my cock with her saliva, leaving it slippery and wet -- my only worry was that such was the blowjob's intensity she'd make me cum before I got a chance to bang her twin's tight behind. Luckily, Molly was alive to the risk and after about thirty seconds of a near divine cock-sucking she lifted her head with a smile, wiping away a trace of saliva, "That look's ready," she said.
It was more than ready from the ache I could feel in it, like it my dick was about to burst with horniness. However, Molly pushed me down, "You're ready, but is my sister?"
I would have said 'yes' from the way Polly was wiggling her ass, but I was sure Molly knew her better and anyway, the delay, whilst teasing, wouldn't kill me. Especially as Molly had climbed onto her sister's back and was gently rubbing and squeezing her twin's round ass cheeks. I slowly started to move towards them, cock in hand, waiting for Molly to pull them apart, which I assume would be my cue to enter. She did pull them apart, but not immediately for me. My mouth fell open as Molly began to dab her tongue at her sister's rosebud, not exactly pushing it in, but certainly giving it a strong licking. There was a moan from Polly, who must have known who was lapping at her ass and didn't seem to mind -- though she had, a few minutes ago, eaten her twin's cunt so they were definitely friendlier than average sisters.
"Mmmnn," she'll soon be ready, grinned Molly, looking up and gesturing me to come nearer. I did as she asked, kneeling behind the blonde, my cock in hand, just inches from the promised hole as Molly returned to licking it, now pushing a little harder so the tip was in.
I can't say I waited patiently, but I waited. It seemed like hours, but was likely only a minute or even less before Molly lifted her head again, her hands spreading her sister's cheeks so I could see the wet puckered hole, "She's ready, stud."
"So am I," I licked my lips, which had suddenly gone dry and placed my dick against her sphincter.
"Fuck me, Frank, fuck my ass," moaned Polly as her twin giggled and pushed her (very) flexible tongue at the tip of my cock and her sibling's entrance.
"Yeah," I moaned and started to push in.
I strongly suspect Polly wasn't an anal virgin (and if she wasn't, neither was her sister), but she was still plenty tight and even with the lubing I had to gird myself to force open her entrance and get in. Her asshole gripped around me, trying to resist my head as I pressed forward, my hands on her waist pulling her against me. Molly giggled and began to lick at my cock, keeping the top of it wet and oiled. I continued to move forward, putting my weight behind it, so slowly the tunnel began to stretch and encase my thick rod. All the time, Polly moaned and gasped, "Fuck me, yeah, get it into my ass."


As it went deeper, I drove harder and faster, confident I was fully encased. Molly's tongue continued to play with my dick and her pussy moved over her sister's backbone, the juice from it leaving small lines of cum on Polly's back. I grinned down at Molly, "You want me to leave some for you as well?"
"In a moment," she giggled, "Fuck my sister properly first."
I grinned and carried on, thinking that this was a pair of twins who really looked out for each other -- I bet not many sisters would help their sibling get an ass-fucking. Of course, from the way Molly's tongue was shooting up and down my pistoning prick, she seemed to be having a good time as well. I pounded forward again, pushing aside the anal resistance and going deeper. Each thrust was taking me further in and Polly was shrieking in enjoyment, "God, yes, fill me up, I love your cock deep in my butt!"
My balls were slapping against Polly as I gave her the full length, each thrust faster and harder than the one before. Her twin sister continued to swish her tongue at Polly's anal entrance, wetting my dick as it entered and doing the same to her sister's sphincter. She looked up at me, mischievously, and licked her lips, "Looks like it could do with some more lube."
I gave her a grin back and pulled out of her sister, momentarily gazing down at her back hole, which was a lot wider open than before. However, Molly didn't disappoint, her mouth opening and her lips sliding down the dick which seconds before had been in her twin's most intimate hole. I grunted in pleasure as her head bobbed up and down the cock, slurping at it greedily. With her spare hand, I could feel her fingering her pussy, more cum dripping from it onto Polly's back.
I gently worked my hips, encouraging Molly to suck it deeper. She didn't need much encouragement, and the room was filled with the sound of her gulps as she took near all my cock into her mouth and throat. Her sister giggled beneath us, "Hurry up, I want that dick back where it belongs."
"Your wish is my command, oh mighty sister," laughed Molly, pulling her head back and guiding my dick back towards her sibling's asshole.
I drove it in, easier the second time, the walls weaker and my dick newly oiled. It meant I could really hammer hard and I did so. Polly squealed in pleasure, quickly forgiving the interlude, as she rocked back and forth. I grasped her waist as tightly as I could, using it as a lever to increase the speed and strength of each powerful piston forward. Polly shrieked louder, her back arching, making Molly ride it like a bronco as she too resumed her tonguing of the cock.
I could feel perspiration running down my forehead and back, the air-conditioning not enough to keep me cool, unsurprisingly. However, I wasn't going to complain, there's a time when being hot and sweaty is more than okay, this was one of those times. Instead, after wiping some beads which threatened to trickle onto my face, I redoubled my ramming and slamming, filling Polly completely. The young blonde shrieked even louder, her entire body shaking like she'd stuck her finger into the main, "I'm cumming, aaaaarggghh, yeessssss, fuccccckkk, that's so good, aaaaarrrggghhh!"
"Take it Polly," I grunted out.
Molly looked up from where she was licking her sister's ass crack, "I'm Polly" she grinned.
"Damn, sorry," I murmured, not sure how mortified I should feel at getting them muddled up.
"You're forgiven," giggled Polly (now I realised I'd been ass-pounding Molly), "Especially after that orgasm you gave my sis... It was so powerful I almost came as well."
"It was," Molly let out a groan and collapsed onto the bed, rolling onto her back so her face was directly underneath her sister's pussy again.
Polly grinned and lowered herself further down so she was lying directly on Molly, stretching her legs open. "My turn now," she grinned and I could hear the sound of licking as Molly began to lap her sister's cunt.
I nodded, eagerly, shuffling around the bed so I was behind Polly. I gripped my cock and guided it into her entrance. Looking down, all I could see of Molly was the top of her forehead and her hair spread out across the bed. But I could certainly hear her as she went to town on her twin's cunt. Taking my cock in my hand, I forced it forward, breaking Polly's seal. The blonde gasped in pleasure, "Go on," she gasped, "Both of you."
I'm pretty sure Molly upped her lapping; I certainly shoved harder, pushing my thick dick up Polly's hot ass. Whether it was me, Molly or more like the partnership, Polly gave another loud cry, her back arching, "Yes, yes, don't stop, fill my holes."
I continued on down, thrusting back and forth to get myself in deep. The bed rocked under my pounding, Polly's shudders and Molly's enthusiastic tonguing and it got even rockier as we got into our stride. I was aware I was pounding hard into Polly, pushing her down at Molly, but the young blonde at the bottom seemed to be able to cope and I could hear her slurps and licks above the sound of my own thighs and chest slapping into Polly's ass and lower back.
"Oh God, yes, keep going," Polly's arms were spread out, gripping the bedding as if she was planning to run off with the hotel's quilts. Not that she could run anywhere with me on top of her, pounding down. "Fuck, God, yes, this is so good."
I went even faster, slamming into her. Polly let out another squeal and below her, her sister opened her legs. Polly seemed to know what that meant and she leaned into it, licking her twin with the same enthusiasm that her sibling was giving. As the two twin blondes sixty-nined each other, I drove in hard and fast, thanking my lucky stars for the flight I booked. The three of us were covered in sweat, the warmth from all our bodies intermingling with the heat generated from our frenetic activities. I didn't care and continued to pound Polly's butt. There was a sound, something like a squeal or perhaps a cry, but it was deadened by her sister's pussy -- but the way her hips were jiggling and the enthusiastic way her head bounced over her twin's cunt, I took it as read Polly was more than enjoying being fucked and licked.
I went as fast as I could, panting with exertion. I began to feel the pressure build and whilst I kept trying to force it down, momentarily slowing and thinking of work problems, nothing could keep it from returning all the more strongly as soon as I resumed my passionate, powerful pounding.
"I'm going to cum soon," I managed to grunt.
Polly lifted her head, "Do it in my ass."
I did as she asked, continuing for a few more moments until I felt the explosive pleasure shooting from my toes to my head. With a groan, I let it go, spasm after spasm, blasting the white goo into her open asshole.
I rolled off, panting and sweating as Polly shifted position and sat up so that it wasn't her pussy on Molly's face, but her ass and her sister was scooping it out of the open hole with her tongue.
"Fuck, that was good," I said, managing to force myself into a sitting position against the headboard.
Molly finished licking out her sister's butthole and gave a cummy smile to me. "Yep."
Polly got up, "It was," she agreed and walked over to pick up her panties.
I sat there watching as the two twins got dressed, "We've got to go," said one (I'd lost track of which was which again), "Early flight."
"Perhaps we'll see you again on another trip," her sister added.
"I hope so," I agreed, though I never have.
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The last day of term before Christmas was always a relaxing one, a time for the students to unwind; Ella as well. It gave her a chance to show her human side and for her pupils to see that her life wasn't just teaching and English literature, that there was more to her than books and discipline. This was nowhere more true than with the Seniors.
"Rock it," Ella laughed, clapping her hands in glee. Around her, the half-dozen teens left in her class showed their enthusiasm, cheering and applauding the show.
On Ella's desk a teen bottom gyrated and spun, naked apart from a suspender belt and her smile. Her hands slid over her gleaming body, accentuating every move and looking hot and horny at her own touch.
"Swing that butt," called out Ella and the young dancing redhead turned towards her, waving her perfect ass in the teacher's direction. Ella couldn't resist, but then no longer did she have too. She was up, gripping the cheeks and burying her face between the globes, kneading them as she tongued at the hole. Like the asses of many a bottom it was easy to enter, up until a few minutes ago it had been plugged for easy access, and Ella was able to stuff her tongue into the chute, rushing round it and showing the slut who was in charge,
"Yes, go for it, Mrs Montgomery," the blonde cheerleader in the front row called.
"That's so fucking hot, Miss," the Math nerd behind the blonde said loudly.
The others all agreed, shouting their encouragement and enthusiasm. Ella tongued even harder, wiggling her head between the bottom's butt cheeks, her hands squeezing and kneading them. The dancing redhead shuddered and let out a moan, her body twisting at the teens sitting in the front row, who continued to hoot their support to their teacher.
Ella had never enjoyed her job so much. Today was admittedly more relaxed than normal; she never normally ass-reamed one of the sub-seniors in front of her students, at least during class hours. But it was more than her ability to tongue fuck a hot little bottom's bottom. She had always enjoyed being a teacher, educating willing young people and helping them fulfil their potential. For years, she'd been stuck only being able to do it to a limited extent, watching too many young women who'd be perfect as dominant tops, but who would never be helped onto that first step. It was one of the many reasons she was so happy about how her friends in the A-Team had all turned out. But with Rosewood chosen as the city of the Amazons more and more dominant women arrived from all over the world, subtly, but swiftly, changing the dynamics of the town.
Ella pulled her head back, smacking her lips loudly, "That ass is ready for fucking," she exclaimed, slapping it loudly to illustrate her point. "Normally bottom butt is out of bounds during class hours, but it's the last day of term." She grinned at the half-dozen tops who made up her English class and they grinned back, their eyes fucking the beauty still swivelling and gyrating on the desk. "So, I'm going to let you have a go. Who's s first?"
The cheerleader beat the Math's nerd by mere nano-seconds. In other schools, the popular kids and the geeks would have been in deadly enmity, but not in Rosewood. Conditioned by thousands of years of hiding and persecution, Amazon's realised the importance of co-operation and working with their fellow tops, and all the girls in the class were Amazons. They'd proved themselves by taking and fucking a bottom's butt, seducing the weaker-willed sluts - all the time supported by the older or more experienced Amazon's, like Ella. The cheerleader smiled at the Mathematician, "Let's share."
The other girl nodded and they both rummaged in their bags for their strap-ons, as Ella got the dancer down from her desk and positioned her so that her rump was up-ended over one side and her open mouth was at the ready on the other. The two seniors pulled their strap-ons up over their pants, not wanting to waste time undressing, especially as there were other teens to have a go at the slut before the school bell and Christmas break. Ella moved to one side and watched proudly as they moved in on the submissive, positioning her as they wanted and starting to fuck.
At first, when the Amazon's arrived in Rosewood, no one had seen anything different. Perhaps there were a few more teen girls coming out as lesbians and a few more wives leaving their husband for a more dominant female lover, but day-to-day life had remained the same. Gradually, things had changed, with more Amazons it was easier to identify and train new tops, and more and more bottoms discovered their submissiveness - broken in by either new Amazons as part of their initiation or fucked by experienced ones for their own enjoyment. Nothing was said, but those men still with families began to look to live somewhere else, if they were lucky getting their wives and daughters out before they became lesbians. Now, a year later, Rosewood was almost exclusively female. The only remaining men living within its bounds were those who still hoped their wives and sweethearts would fly back to their arms or who believed they had the charm and looks to turn lesbians straight; neither had any chance of being right.
Ella slid her hand under her pants and beneath her tiny thong, finding her wet cunt. She stroked it quickly as the two seniors spit-roasted the dancer, their cocks sliding in and out her ass and mouth. She glanced at the front row, the four remaining tops were all looking on with wide grins of their faces; neither was Ella the only one who was masturbating as she watched the show. Whilst she'd never be as close to anyone as her friends in the A-Team, sex was much more open and free and few tops worried about doing it in public - as long as they were in control. Ella turned to look at the fucking on her desk, admiring the way the two dominant teens worked together, to drive their dicks deep. Even as she watched, the cheerleader pulled her strap-on out of the slut and turned to the class, "Someone else want a go?" she asked unselfishly.
One of the others quickly stepped up, the strap-on being passed between them before the newcomer returned to shove it up the dancer's ass. Ella smiled and pushed her finger at her own cunt, gasping at the enjoyable tingle.
As the Amazons proliferated, they had gradually taken over the town. The school's previous Principal had left after his wife threw him out to become the fuckhole of an Amazon and his Deputy had fled soon after, his daughter was near eighteen and predatory cheerleaders had been eyeing her up. The new Principal was an Amazon. The school faculty had changed as well. Many of the men had followed the Principal and Deputy to find new posts elsewhere and around half of the female teachers had turned out to be submissives, as they were seduced and fucked by the dominant students (and other teachers) they'd resigned to be replaced by butt-busting tops. The remainder were tops (as a profession, teaching seemed to attract dominant women, which explained that while normally tops were outnumbered by bottoms half a dozen to one, in teaching it was near equal). They were still in post and enjoying the changes.
The tops were changing again, a pierced Goth replacing the Math's whizz in front of the submissive slut. Soon, the Goth was driving her strap-on firmly into the sub's willing mouth. It was a lovely sight and Ella's finger wriggled in her pussy, juicing herself up. The Seniors played so well together, thrusting into the hot bottom and making sure she was totally filled by plastic cock.
Even as the teachers was changing so was the student composition, less boys for starters as their Dad's moved away with them in tow (sometimes with Mom and sisters, sometimes not). In the ancient days of the Amazons they'd have barricaded the teens in a pit and not let them out until one was dominant and the rest had submitted themselves to her. However, traditions need to move and nowadays it would be impossible to hold young women against their will, so a longer and more natural seduction had to take place. Gradually, those who were natural tops had seduced and butt-fucked their more submissive friends, so that the entire senior year was now divided into Amazons and their bottoms. Even if they still had to go to school due to Federal law it wasn't worth educating bottoms properly, they existed to serve as fuckholes and you didn't need more than basic reading and writing (enough to be able to go shopping for their mistress). A classroom had been set aside for the bottoms, somewhere for them to wait during the day and to be easily at hand during breaks in case a top teacher or a student wanted some fun. It meant that the real teaching was much more individual and high quality - the tops getting a Harvard level education even before they left school.
The final two teens were pounding away now, pumping the sore ass and mouth of the dancer. Ella grinned, listening to the pants of pleasure from the two tops as they went for it. The rest of the class was cheering them on, showing their fellow Amazons their support. Ella cried her encouragement with the rest of them, her finger going fast and deep into her hole. The desk scraped and banged, the pens shaking in their tins and the papers sliding off each other to create messy piles on the floor.
"The bells about to go, girls," Ella said, "You might want to hurry up and finish."
The two tops went even faster, sandwiching the submissive between them and piling into her holes with a rapid brutality. Ella felt a rush of pride, the Amazons were returning and she had played her part.
"Bbbrrriinnng, Bbbrrriinnng," the bell went just as the two tops pulled out their strap-ons (or perhaps the bell went and they pulled them out, the two events were close together anyway). The submissive lay panting on the desk as the other teens packed up their dildos and picked up their bags.
"Merry Christmas, miss," they chorused as they left, some of them giving the slut's rump a swat as they passed.
"And you," Ella called back, "Hope you all get some cute ass to fuck Christmas morn." She was sure they would, they were Amazon tops and that meant never going without. She looked at the naked bottom, still over her desk and briefly contemplated fucking her herself, but then she looked at the clock and decided to leave it for another time. Her hand spanked across the redhead's butt, "Tidy this room before you leave."
"Yes Mrs Montgomery," the submissive responded obediently.
Ella picked up her bag and headed to the Christmas holidays. The corridor was near empty, most of the teachers and tops already hurrying home. A few bottoms had been co-opted as janitors and were busy sweeping the hallways and emptying the trash. A few other bottoms were sitting naked in one of the classrooms as Ella passed, just in case someone one wanted a bit of ass before they left. They were going to be disappointed, at least where Ella was concerned, often she paused for a swift butt-fuck, but not tonight.
She continued down the corridor to the teachers' lounge and the dyke rack, where the teachers left their sluts. The only one still left was Aria, kneeling on a mat on her hands and knees, a chain attaching her collar to the rack. Her round ass wiggled in greeting as she saw her Mom approach, the butt-plug encased deep within.
"Have you been used today?" Ella asked her daughter, looking down at the plugged butt.
"Yes, Mom, a couple of teachers fucked my ass, Miss Pringle this morning and Mrs Hoddle after lunch," Aria replied. She was as well a trained slut as any in Rosewood and Ella had made sure everyone knew her holes were free to use; in fact she encouraged their use when her daughter was chained to the dyke rack.
"Good," she smiled and unhooked the chain, before reaching around and pulling out the plug, briefly admiring the hole, before placing it in her bag. Taking hold of the chain she held it like a dog's lead and led her bitch out.
There was a biting winter wind and Ella considered going to her car to drive into the town centre. But it was only five minutes walk and she was well muffled, Aria was nude apart from her pumps, but she was a bottom so her comfort was no matter. Nor did the young brunette complain as they stepped out into the cold, despite the snapping chill which made goose pimples burst over her skin and her nipples harden like ice-balls. They weren't the only tops walking with naked bottoms in tow, especially as they arrived in the centre, where a number of tops were doing their Christmas shopping. The town council had put a number of detour signs up so that casual passer-bys never approached the town and those who had business there quickly realised its strangeness.
Ella briefly paused to look at the lingerie shop, unlike its equivalents outside Rosewood, it used real models, the women twisting and turning to show their wares as they saw Ella looking. She thought about whether to get Aria a new set of suspenders, though the teen looked good even without sexy wear Ella decided as she gave a quick look at her naked, and patiently waiting daughter. She pulled the chain and led the teen along. She paused briefly again to look in one of the sex show shop windows where a pair of twin bottoms were putting on a display of incestuous pussy lapping. Ashley and Hanna were making Ali and Mona a lot of money from their shows, in fact the two teens had just put together a DVD of their sluts in a cunt licking and double dildo extravaganza, which seemed to be selling well. Neither of the Marins were on display, though Ella noted the twins' names, as they looked fun enough that she might book them for a private show - especially if they did more than just act with each other.
Next along was a dildo shop. Ella leashed Aria to the rack outside, beside another couple of bottoms and then went in. Like most shops, this one had a bottom as display tool, the assistant explaining to a couple of tops the quality of the dildos they were thinking of purchasing, as on a chair in front of them, the bottom demonstrated, her legs apart and her pussy streaming juice. Ella walked over to the strap-on section and perused what was available, seeing if there was anything new or interesting. There wasn't, but she did buy some lube - it wasn't something she used often, Aria's ass was used enough that the dildo went in easily enough, and even if it had tightened a bit of force was enough to get it into the hole. But now and then she used it, and it was helpful to have around for if she ever brought a lesbian anal virgin over (though they were a vanishingly small breed).
There had been a short, sharp squall when Ella had been inside. Luckily for her it had finished, but it had caught Aria full-on, the teen shivering and dripping, her hair lankly down her side; she would soon dry however, so Ella didn't worry, taking up the leash again. She paused twice more for some window shopping, once looking at dress (for her, not Aria, so it covered her body) and again to have a look in the second sex-show shop, watching two twentysomethings go down on each other for a moment.
The Brew was busy as she and Aria entered it, but Mona waved as soon as Ella entered so that she could see her friends. Ella waved back, tied Aria to a post with the other bitches and went to join the two teens and Pam. Ella had barely sat down before Sabrina was hurrying over, she was wearing an apron round her midriff, shoes and nothing else apart from a sticker on her forehead with 'Ask me about the Christmas Specials'. She gave the four tops a welcoming smile, "What would you like?"
"Cappuccinos?" Ella glanced round her friends for confirmation and they all nodded, "For four." She confirmed. Sabrina nodded and wrote it down in her book. "So what are the Christmas Specials?" Ella asked with a smile.
Sabrina gestured to where Spencer, Paige, Veronica and Emily were all kneeling naked, ball gags in their mouths and their hands tied together with Xmas ribbon. All were naked apart from Santa hats. "The slut of your choice for an hour, only twenty dollars, and you can do anything with them, anal, double anal, you can even try for triple anal."
It was tempting, but as they were the sluts of fellow team members Ella could get them free. Others couldn't and even as she watched Melissa went over to undo Spencer's hand and introduce her to a customer, the older woman gripping the teen's ass and guiding her up the stairs to the bedrooms. "Just four cappuccinos," Ella confirmed. Her hand slipped round and she fondled Sabrina's ass, the young woman give a small giggle as the top's fingers dug into her round ass. "Are you on offer as well?"
"Not at the moment, the Mistresses wanted me serving coffee's today, but maybe tomorrow..." she replied.
"Such a waste," grinned Ella, sliding her hand round to the naked pussy and giving it a short stroke, which made Sabrina tremble. Then she withdrew her hands, "Four cappuccinos then," she restated and gave the waitress's ass the near obligatory slap as she turned away.
As soon as she was gone, Melissa was over and joining them, smiling in greeting.
"The Brew seems to be going well?" Ella said to the new owners.
Melissa and Pam nodded, "Yes, adding bottom ass to the menu has really picked up the sales."
"Though coffees, cake and cookies are still the main selling points," said Melissa.
"You both look like you're enjoying being entrepreneurs," said Mona.
"Loving it," agreed Melissa, "Much better than being a lawyer."
"Yes, and shall we say Sabrina's a hot little hole as well," grinned Pam, "She was so much fun to break in."
"She's on offer tomorrow, we heard," said Ali, casting her eyes at the waitress and giving her an all-over scan."
Melissa laughed, "Sure, but let us know if you want her, she's free to you all, we're still a team."
"That goes for any of our offers," her business partner said, pointing to her daughter, Emily, as well as Paige and Veronica, all kneeling dutifully as they waited for use.
"I'm sure we'll take you up on that," said Ella as Sabrina came over with the four cappuccinos (plus an extra one for Melissa). It was good to catch up.
*
Christmas started early for Ella Montgomery as she awoken by the most delicious sensation of her daughter's tongue sliding over her slit. The Milf groaned and stretched, gradually allowing herself to come to full consciousness as under the cover, Aria licked away, the teen's tongue responding to her Mom's waking state; slow at first and then more energetic and powerful.
"Mmmnnn, yes, that's good, wake me up properly," she moaned and gave another little gasp as the teen pussy licker found her spot. It was a lovely way to be woken on Christmas morn, though in reality it wasn't that much different from normal days - among Aria's many tasks as a bottom was to act as an alarm clock and wake her Mom at the time Ella expected. The teen's talented tongue teased and touched the tasty twat, making it leak with juicy pleasure.
As Ella woke wider the teen's speed and pressure increased until Ella was fully awake. She pushed her head back into the soft pillow, groaning with pleasure and slipped her hands down under the quilt to find's Aria's head and push it down against her cunt. "Eat me, you slutty whore, make Mom cum."
The teen went at with increased vim, driving her talented tongue at the hole, slapping and slurping down the slit. Ella could feel the pleasure rise, her legs trembling and her body shaking as she got closer and closer to lifting off like Santa's Sleigh. "Ooohhh, yesss, yessss, lick me out, urrrhhh, give me my first gift of the day."
The teen went faster and harder, responding to her Mom-mistress commands, until Ella was screaming in pleasure, the orgasms hitting her like bricks crashing down the chimney. "Aaaaarrrghhh, yessss, yesssss, yessss," she screamed, the orgasm taking her to heaven.


Without being told to stop, Aria continued her morning call, lapping away at the dommes' cunt. Ella knew her daughter would stay there all day if need be, continuing until the older woman's cunt had been licked dry and the teen's tongue was so numb she couldn't speak. But exhilarating though it would be to have Aria continue, the teen also needed to prepare dinner. "That's enough," she gasped, pushing the teen's head away.
Seconds later, Aria emerged, she wearing a red corset and white suspenders in a porno approximation of Santa. "Merry Christmas," she said.
"You need to start on dinner," her Mom replied.
Aria immediately got out of bed and headed to the kitchen. Without her daughter around Ella had a leisurely stretch and a brief, but relaxing, few moments of rest before getting up, showering and getting dressed. Down the stairs, she could see Aria had been preparing since before the morning pussy call, the table was set and the smell of roasting turkey and sizzling pigs in blankets was coming from the kitchen. Ella sat down in her favourite chair and switched on the television, content to let the teen get on with it and come out when she was ready.
When Aria did, Ella was pleased that she was bringing her a glass of sherry, ready poured, not that Ella drank it often, but it always made a nice change on Christmas day. The teen waited until her Mom had sipped it and showed she was content before saying, "Do you want your present now?"
"Oh you've got me something," said Ella, a little surprised as Aria had no money of her own. Then she smiled and nodded, realising if the teen couldn't buy anything, any gift she got must be personal.
The teen beamed and picked up the DVD remote, clicking it before moving to stand behind her Mom so she could massage the Milf's shoulders as she watched.
The DVD started playing, showing a topless Aria dancing in front of the camera, her naked tits bobbing up and down enticingly. It took a moment for Ella to recognise the background as the Brew, obviously out of hours; she suspected that the camera operator was Emily or Spencer, the two bottoms obviously asking permission to film their from their tops who owned the Brew. She turned back to concentrating on Aria, the teen dancing on camera to some soundless track, swinging her titties at her Mom. "Happy Christmas," her voice sounded tinny, too far from the microphone to be properly picked up.
Ella didn't mind, just enjoying the video show as her daughter swung round and pulled down her tiny panties, wiggling her upraised butt (complete with plug) at the camera. Underwear gone she straightened and walked to the left, the camerawoman following, concentrating on the wiggling cheeks. Ella smiled as she saw the teen leading the shot to a table, which someone was leaning on her naked ass equally on display. It wasn't one that Ella recognised, which got her juices running, especially as her daughter's hands reached down to it and began to pull apart the cheeks exposing the central hole to the camera. "MMMnnn, Mom, this looks tight, I bet you'd love to fuck it," she giggled to camera.
In real life Aria's hands went over her shoulders, massaging her and relaxing the Milf's muscles. Ella nodded for both the real and filmed Aria. On the TV, Aria seemed to have anticipated her Mom's reaction as she giggled and slapped the ass gently, so its owner stood up. Even before she turned, Ella recognised it was Sabrina, the waitress's distinctive hair falling down her back. Aria knelt down, her hands on the twentysomething's cheeks again, peeling them away, "Imagine fucking this tight ass, as I tongue the dildo going in. Mmmmmnn, ooohhh, I hope you're wet thinking of it."
Ella was; her daughter was such a slut.
The teen grinned and continued, "Then think about me sucking that cock clean after, on my knees in front of you... nice and deep, until it's shiny..."
The video shut down. Aria slipped around in front of her Mom and dropped to her knees, looking up, "I saw you looking at Sabrina, so I've arranged for her to come here later, so you can fuck her hot ass as long as you want. And I'll be there to do what you want, sucking that dildo, licking your pussy, tonguing her butt after you've opened it, whatever you want."
"What a lovely present," Ella said, almost salivating with the thought. "Let's open yours before you finish dinner."
"Yes," agreed Aria excitedly.
There were a pile of them under the tree and Aria quickly got them out, ignoring the ones which were from her Dad and brother (now both living in New York and unaware of her new relationship with her Mom). Sitting cross-legged with the presents around her she began to open them.
"This one is from Mrs Fields," she said, showing the correct level of response to a top. It was an elongated landscape photo, complete in an expensive frame, of Aria bending over a sofa, her hands on her ass showing her gaping hole as Spencer, Emily and Hanna all assumed the same position beside her.
She held it up for her Mom to see, and Ella nodded, "That will look good for the hall."
"From Miss DiLaurentis," said Aria, referring to her former friend. Ella nodded, smiling at Alison's lack of imagination as the teen pulled out a new (and very large) butt-plug, which she displayed for her Mom. "I can't wait to try this out."
"It'll gape you," her Mom agreed, "Who's next."
Aria bent down to read the label on the next present, "Melissa and bitches... It's from the Hastings' family." The paper was off in seconds, Aria holding the translucent nightdress against her body, which could still be easily seen through it. Ella nodded approvingly as her daughter went for the next present, "From Miss Mona."
Unwrapping it Aria grinned as she saw the DVD cover, holding it up proudly to show her Mom. Under the 'Personalised Special Edition' was the title 'Aria does anal' and a picture of the brunette bending over with her ass in the air. She turned it round so she could read the back blurb, "Follow the ass-fucking adventures of anal slut Aria, as she takes strap-on dick in her back hole from anyone who wants it also featuring Mona, Ali, Pam, Melissa and Ella." She grinned, "Now I know why Mona was filming us a couple of weeks ago."
"I'm sure we can make a sequel, perhaps with you being fucked by complete strangers in the park," her Mom said and Aria nodded excitedly at the thought.
"My gift now," said Ella, pointing to the final box.
"I left it to last," simpered her daughter. She unwrapped the paper, firstly giggling in anticipation and then letting her mouth open and her eyes bug as she realised what it was. "A complete bondage frame," she finally managed to gasp in appreciation.
"Yes," her Mom explained, "I was told it's easy to set up and there are so many different ways it can be used. I can just strap you to it, or I can use it to tie your tits tight and lift you high, or I can set it so you're over the frame, head down so the blood rushes to your head as I fist your ass."
"Oh wow, can we set it up," said Aria.
"You can set it up tomorrow," said her Mom, "I want to save my strength for my present... anyway, you should be finishing preparing dinner."
*
Much later, Ella was sitting on the couch with a glass of wine, relaxing. Aria was on her knees between the older woman's legs with her head under the skirt, gently licking her pussy. There was an old movie on, which Ella was hardly watching, it had been on the Rosewood Cable channel (only available to Amazon tops), which she had turned to watch the Council's Christmas speech. It had been a strong message, full of congratulations to Ella and the team for starting the takeover of the town, and to the many other tops who had helped deliver it. It had promised lots of hot ass for the year ahead, and a programme to encourage further tops to settle in the town (and bring their submissive girlfriends with them). It had ended on a wish to all Amazons of a Merry Christmas and a promising New Year.
The doorbell rang. Normally Ella would send Aria, but her daughter had suggested she might want to greet Sabrina herself. "Go and get my strap-on out, the ten-inch purple one with the moulded head and wait for me in the bedroom," she instructed. As the teen scampered obediently up the stairs, Ella quickly looked in the mirror to ensure she looked as cool and collected as a top can be. Flicking a stray hair back, Ella opened the door.
"Merry Christmas, Mistress Montgomery. Aria's ordered a special delivery," giggled Sabrina. She was wearing a pair of black boots and tiny green elf costume, the skirt of which barely touched the top of her thighs.
"Come on in," purred Ella. She let the younger woman in past her, before reaching and squeezing the firm ass; there was no underwear impeding her access.
Sabrina giggled and allowed the top to guide her up the stairs, her hands cupping the young woman's hot rump. Aria was awaiting them, sitting on the bed in the tiny see-through nightdress she'd got for Christmas, her nipples easily visible through it. She smiled welcomingly and held out the strap-on for her Mom. Taking it Ella began to get undressed, but not before instructing the two bottoms, "Make out with each other."
They did so immediately, Aria almost bounding off the bed to get to Sabrina, the hot teen's mouth up against the sexy elf's. The two of them pushed and pressed together, slurping each other's faces of, as their hands massaged and explored, slipping under material and over skin. Ella wasn't in a hurry, slowly undressing as she watched the sexy scene in front of her. She folded her clothes up and slipped up her strap-on, making sure it was over her clit for the maximum stimulation as she drove it in. Once ready she moved behind Sabrina, clasping the elf's tits and pulling away the material covering them. Without a bra they swung free, pressing at Aria as the teen continued to kiss her.
Ella grinned her hands moving down to fondle Sabrina's bottom, her fingers digging into the flesh as she pulled and pushed the cheeks, working them round and round. As her hands manipulated the ass her eyes remained glued to the two young women's mouths moving together as they kissed; a hot sensual site to the Milf. It was going to get sexier however, "Aria, get on your knees and lick the slut's cunt."
"Yes Mom," her daughter responded dropping as she was told.
As soon as Aria obeyed Ella's twisted Sabrina's head round so it half met hers, the older woman's mouth opening as she moved to kiss the younger. Their tongues half met in a slither of passion, Ella's lips just about brushing at Sabrina's, the waitress unable to turn her head round enough to fully connect. Down below Ella could hear the sounds of her daughter as she lapped the pussy, her skilled licking making Sabrina tremble. Ella twisted the waitress's head further, making her squeak as the muscles of her neck strained, but she soon recovered to reply to Ella's tonguing with her own, slurping back at the Milf as Ella's spare hand grasped a titty to squeeze.
"Now suck my cock," Ella said to her daughter.
Aria immediately obeyed, shifting herself so that she could take the thick plastic prick between her lips. She was as good at suck strap-ons as she was at licking pussy, which is to say she was excellent at both. Her head went up and down the large prong, taking it deeper and deeper, ignoring the choke in her throat to make sure she fully took the cock. Ella grinned proudly, her mouth moving to Sabrina's throat to kiss and suckle the bare flesh and allow the young woman's head to go back to a more comfortable angle. Her hand meanwhile went down to the twat, rubbing at it and discovering it was hairless apart from a tiny landing strip above the slit. The waitress shook in excited anticipation as Ella's lithe fingers eased her apart and slid into the sopping hole, pushing back and forth.
Sabrina trembled and gave a small cry of pleasure, her body pressing at the Milf's. Ella continued to double finger the warm, wet hole, coating her digits in the young woman's sex juice. She pressed hard and fast, going as deep as she could go, making sure Sabrina was wet and ready for what came next. As she fingered her mouth still sucked and lapped at the waitress's exposed neck as if she was a vampire feasting on one of Santa's elves.
The sound of slurping from her own daughter were a turn on as well, the little whore was a well trained fuck-toy who always gave her best. Ella moved her hips to encourage her, moving them in time with her fingering of the other slut, satisfying them both, Sabrina giving a little cry of pleasure.
It was obvious that Sabrina was ready and Ella's strap-on was as lubricated as it was going to be. "Get on the bed and start sixty-nining," she ordered, "Aria on the bottom."
The young women obeyed at haste and within a few moments, Ella was looking at the beautiful sight of two bottoms entwined in each other's pussies. She moved behind Sabrina, admiring the shuffle of the cute tushy under the dress for a moment, as her hand clasped the cock and she got onto the bed with them. She put her other hand on the round rump, stilling its movements so she could aim for the central target. There was no complaint from Sabrina as the large dick pushed at her rosebud and entered. Almost certainly she'd already been had in the ass by dozens of Amazon tops; the way the toy slid down her back tube strongly suggested it had been a long time since she'd had been an ass virgin. As the cock went deeper Ella let go off the toy and placed her hand next to its partner on the round globes of the hot ass.
Soon she was moving in a rhythm, driving the dildo as deep as it could go into the ass. Despite its regular use it remained hot and sexy, Sabrina making sure she was lifting it and hitting back as Ella descended. The Milf grinned and gently slapped across it, leaving a red mark over the skin. "I see you're a slut, Sabrina, a dirty skank whore, who takes big Amazon cock up her ass. Mmmnnn, you're not at all tight, so well used, cheap and easy. I like that it means I can go faster and pound you so hard and deep. Ohhhh, look how far this strap-on is going up your whorehole."
There was no reply from Sabrina, the waitress proving as well trained as Aria and keeping her mouth down on the younger teen's cunt, lapping away. Ella approved, if she wanted conversation, she'd have called over one of her friends for coffee or a glass of wine, not got a slut on her hands and knees, ass raised. She slammed deep, feeling the younger woman quivering beneath her onslaught, the toy rubbing at her own clit, making every thrust like an electric surge.
Withdrawing the cock Ella pushed it towards Aria's mouth, "Suck this," she demanded.
The teen's head went back from Sabrina's cunt and her lips clamped round the toy that had just been in the other woman's ass. She bobbed up the dick, slurping as much as she could, the back of her head bouncing against the bed. Ella leaned down, making sure her depraved daughter could take as much of the dunking dick as was possible. The teen could take a lot, even if her face screwed up a little as she remembered where it had been. Ella didn't care what it tasted like, she just wanted the submissive to clean and relube the cock. After a few minutes she was satisfied that it was ready for reinsertion, grasping the waitress's cheeks and pulling them apart to push the toy in.
"Mmmnn, oooohhh," moaned Sabrina in evident pleasure, her lifting for a moment. Then she was down and licking at Aria's slit as the brunette returned to hers.
"You dirty slut whore," grinned Ella as she slammed in, "You love my big cock in your ass. And you as well Aria, cleaning it with your mouth like the skanky little cock-sucking queen you are."
The only replies were the sounds of tongues slapping in pussies as the two bottoms carried on their sixty-nine. Ella grinned broadly and slapped at Sabrina's ass as she rode it, driving the cock deep and making the bed shake. The dildo continued to go in fast and easy, a mixture of Aria's saliva and the regular use of the butt. Ella hands reached over it as she hammered in, feeling the roundness and softness of the rump, feeling it shuddering and rocking as she bounced against it. This was the life, she thought, butt-fucking submissive sluts whenever and however she wanted.
Pulling out the cock again, she fed it to Aria who quickly clamped her mouth around it, sucking enthusiastically. As the teen cleaned and relubricated the cock Ella picked up a butt-plug and pressed it into Sabrina's ass, to make sure the hole remained nice and gaped. That done she popped the strap-on out and moved round to the other side of the bed.
Sabrina was still lapping at Aria's pussy, her tongue swinging away at the soaked cunt. She didn't stop even as Ella lifted up her daughter, so that her cheeks were resting against the older woman's thighs and with a practised expertise pushed the toy at Aria's butt. The sphincter resisted for a second, before quickly giving way. If Sabrina's ass was well-used, Aria's was even more so and soon her Mom had the cock all the way in and pounding deep. She grinned as she slammed in, "That's it you slut, Aria, take Mom's strap-on deep into that slutty ass of yours." The teen shuddered and rocked, her body moving in time with her Mom as she continued to lap the pussy over her face.
She turned her attention to the other submissive. "MMnnn, Sabrina I bet this is a huge turn on for you watching the cock enter Aria ass."
The waitress nodded, her tongue swinging at Aria's cunt, but her eyes on the cock driving in just below it.
"Lick it as it enter, keep it nice and wet, Aria's pussy can take care of itself," ordered Ella.
The waitresses' face inched forward and her tongue went out, teasing and whipping at the big dick as it pounded back and forth. It wasn't as effective at lubrication as a full-on blow-job, but Aria's hole didn't need too much. Ella grinned and slammed in, looking down at the beautiful sight of one bottom licking the cock as it pounded into the other. "Mmnnn, that good, I've two whores to fuck, depraved little sluts that'll do anything. Suck it properly Sabrina..."
So saying Ella pulled the dildo from her daughter's butt and presented it to the other young woman. Sabrina was no stranger to ass to mouth as she didn't hesitate before opening her mouth and going down. Back and forth she went, her brow crinkling in disgust, but still taking it energetically. Aria managed to move a hand down to her cunt, rubbing it vigorously as she still continued to tongue fuck the other. Ella pressed forward and back, giving the waitress as much cock as the submissive could handle, and then more, Sabrina gagging and choking, her eyes watering as the dick pressed at her throat.
Then just as it looked like she was going to faint Ella grabbed it out and rammed it back into Aria's anal chute. The brunette shuddered and rocked, her body arching and quivering as she was butt-fucked. Her hand sped over her pussy, her fingers finding the clit above it and staying there, shooting round in a vigorous circle. Ella grinned and went at her daughter's butt with a wild eagerness, slamming deep down. Sabrina's tongue continued to flicker at the dick. Gradually the waitress lowered her head, so that she was near the anal entrance with her tongue and then she was dabbing at the gap, her tongue shoved between cock and wall. Ella wasn't sure who'd trained her or whether she was just a natural, but it was incredibly hot to see the young woman trying to ream her daughter's ass as Ella rammed it open.
"Mmmnn, that's good, get your tongue in, stick in that slut hole," Ella grinned. she drove even harder and faster, working the toy back and forth like a lever as she did so that her daughter's butt opened even more. Sabrina's tongue pressed in, shooting in and out like she was a sexy salamander. Ella drove it, the friction surely heating Sabrina's tongue to new heights. "Tongue fuck her ass, that's so hot."


Her own pleasure was rising as the toy worked its magic against her, each thrust sending waves of stimulating joy through her like a current. Ella went faster, driving herself towards a frenzy of fucking. The orgasm smashed into her and she shrieked as if a thousand suns had gone supernova within her.
She pulled out the cock and reached for her phone. It had several messages on it, photos from her friends of stretched ass holes as they showed off their own Christmas present. "Sabrina," Ella said, "Take out the plug from your ass, Aria on your hands and knees next to her. Both of you reached around and pull apart those gapes."
They did as they were told as Ella snapped some souvenir shots for her wall.
This was the future of Rosewood and she loved it.
*
The End


        