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Milf's Teen Crazed Cunt Fantasy

Summary: Straight MILF discovers the amazing world of submission.
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MILF'S TEEN CRAZED CUNT FANTASY



For many years I had lived a boring, humdrum life. Married, conservative sex life with my husband, boring job as a lawyer, raising a daughter through high school (Samantha was even well-adjusted and well-behaved... not even the normal tumultuous teenage crises. Pleasant and I loved her dearly, but hardly exciting), a husband who traveled for business a lot, blah, blah, ho hum, doesn't it ever get any better?

But a while after my daughter Samantha had started college, two strange accidental things happened... well, three if you include the final incident that turned me into a lesbian submissive to two college girls, well, they all happened one after the other after the other. And they not only awakened my long dormant sex drive... but they stirred in me a hunger I had never contemplated.

The first happened in early July when I came home a couple hours early from work because I'd forgotten a file I needed. My husband, as usual, was gone for the week. I rushed into my house and froze as I heard my daughter beg, "Harder, fuck me harder!"

What? Who was she fucking? I didn't even know she was dating anyone. Christ, Beth, her best friend, was here pretty much 24-7. I mean I would be delusional to think my sweet Samantha was still a virgin. I mean, its 2016, she's eighteen, and a cheerleader even. But it is nice... even comforting... to live in a delusional world when it comes to the idea of your children having sex.

The next voice startled me even more as I learned it wasn't a guy fucking her.

It was her best friend.

"Oh yeah, you like it rough, don't you, slut?" Beth asked.

'My daughter is a lesbian!' I thought to myself, appalled. Well in retrospect perhaps I hadn't been appalled, but it felt like it at the time.

She couldn't be.

Could she?!?

"God, yes," Samantha moaned. "I love when you pound me hard."

"It's the least I can do after you munched me to three orgasms," Beth teased.

Holy shit! My daughter is a lesbian.

"You wouldn't let go of my head," Samantha justified.

"Well, your tongue did feel really good," Beth replied.

"And your cunt tasted so good," Samantha elaborated. As I listened to the surreal conversation I was surprised to find that my own pussy was getting wet. Actually it was getting very wet. "Now shut up and fuck me like you did Mrs. Jones at the beach yesterday."

My eyes went big.

Mrs. Jones was Joyce, my neighbour across the street and my best friend. We both complained to each other about our sex lives... or lack thereof. Even if the other wasn't any better off, it was comforting to talk to someone who understood.

"Oh yeah, I'd love to have seen Casey's face as I bent her mother over and slammed her with my strap-on in the lifeguard's break room," Beth relished.

Shock continued compounding shock, and I found myself paralyzed... I shouldn't be listening to this, but I was powerless to move. I could still hear everything clearly; just a wall was separating my daughter, who was having lesbian sex, from me.

"Yes, that's it, fuck, I love when you just fuck the living shit out of me," Samantha moaned loudly.

"You especially liked... literally... getting the shit fucked out of you last week, didn't you?" Beth probed, accurately jabbing another of Samantha's buttons and making my eyes go big. Again. My daughter took it in the ass?!

"I was drunk," Samantha protested defensively.

"Sure you were," Beth teased.

"Shut up and fuck me," Samantha demanded, evading the embarrassing subject.

"I am, you dumb slut," Beth responded.

"Yessss!!!" my daughter screamed.

"You crave it that hard, my cunt-licking ass-taking little cum slut," Beth gloated, clearly enjoying the dominant role she had over my daughter.

"Oh yes, I do love being your pussy-munching slut," my daughter confessed, her breathing getting more laboured.

My pussy was inexplicably on fire as I hung on every word, every sound, hearing my daughter getting fucked. I couldn't stand still, I needed to see them in action! To use Beth's word, yes, I craved to see them in action... even though the motherly thing to do would have been to stop them from having sex in my house... in my living room.

Breaking my stunned paralysis was surprisingly difficult, but finally I managed. I slipped out of my heels, and tiptoed to the living room entrance in my stocking feet, as if I were a teenager sneaking in after curfew, and peeked around the corner.

All the nasty talk, all the sounds of fucking still hadn't prepared me for the actual sight of what I was suddenly witnessing.

My daughter was bent over the side of a sofa, moaning loudly as Beth fucked her.

"Oh yes, fuck me, pound my cunt, I'm so fucking close," my daughter babbled, as her moans increased in volume and I could tell she was near orgasm.

"Yes, my little slut, come for me," Beth urged.



"Oh yes, harder, make me your bitch," Samantha demanded, her eyes tightly shut as she focused on the pleasurable sensations of the hard fucking.

Almost without my noticing, my hand had moved itself inside my skirt waistband, inside my pantyhose, inside my already sticky panties and began rubbing my pussy. Maybe it was the fact that it had been three months since I'd last gotten laid, or maybe it was the hot sex act I was now watching live, but my mother hat was suddenly tossed out an imaginary window, replaced promptly with my slut hat. It was like an old, cherished, but half-forgotten friend. I loved my slut hat, but I had not worn it much in the last decade. My sex life with my husband was pretty much dormant.

"Come, you fucking slut," Beth ordered, grabbing my daughter's hips and really reaming her hard.

Fuck, how I needed to get fucked like that. My slut hat agreed, and I fantasised reaching up and patting it affectionately.

Yes, I really needed to get fucked like that.

Just pounded.

Just used like a slut.

Just dominated!

"Oh yes, yes, baby, I'm... I'm... oh God, yes, I'm coming," my daughter screamed, enough to alert the neighbours, if any real windows had actually been open.

I was close too, but not wanting to get caught, I pulled my wet fingers out, frustrated I couldn't get off like my daughter just had, and tiptoed to my shoes, which I picked up before sneaking out the front door.

I was back in my car, my pussy trembling, when I realized I hadn't gotten the file I'd come home for.

Fuck!

I pulled out of the driveway, drove a couple of blocks away and called my daughter.

Her cell rang five times before she answered it, "Hi, Mom."

"You okay? You sound out of breath," I asked, wanting to know what she would say to that.

"Oh, I was just working out," she lied quickly. How long had she been lying to me? That said, I let it slide and didn't mention the word about what I saw. But I did smirked to myself at her answer of a work out... she had indeed received a work-out.

"I need a quick favour... I'll be home in like two minutes. I forgot a file I need for this afternoon. Can you grab the Penner file for me in my office and bring it outside? I'm really in a hurry," I said. I glanced at the clock, realizing it was true.

"Sure thing," she agreed, always the sweet helpful daughter.

"Great, see you soon," I said, and hung up. A minute later, I was pulling into my driveway and my daughter was dressed in shorts and a t-shirt, perfect work-out wear, with the file in her hand.

She walked to my window and handed me the file, her face still flushed.

I said, "You must have been really working out hard."

"I was," she nodded, before adding, as if hinting at her naughty lesbian secret, "I was giving my body a real full workout."

"Maybe I need a full body workout too," I said daringly, briefly imagining it was me getting fucked hard by Beth. I asked, "Where's Beth?"

"In the house," she said, maybe a bit too casually.

"Was she working out too?" I pursued.

"Yeah, she has me in training for the marathon we're doing next month," she said.

Unable to resist, I quipped, "She must be quite the drill sergeant."

Samantha's face went a darker red as she nodded, "She works me over until I can't take it any more."

I suggested, both to see her reaction and hear her response as well, "Maybe I can have her work me over one day."

Samantha didn't hesitate but her face remained red, "I bet she would love that."

The innuendos were dripping, each of us were saying very different things than the other thought they were hearing. (Or not? I certainly comprehended both versions of what she was saying. Was I being as clever as I thought I was? Hmmmm). I broke out of my internal meandering and said, "Well, I've got to get going; sorry if I interrupted your workout."

"No worries," she said. "I was just refueling after some endurance activity."

"Well, get back at it," I said, as I rolled up my window and began backing up, my pussy burning and my head spinning.

As I drove to work, I wondered why I'd gotten so hot hearing and then even seeing my daughter getting fucked. I also wondered why I'd felt compelled to say what I'd said to Samantha. And I also wondered whether Beth would really like to give me a similar workout, whether I had correctly read behind the innuendo of my daughter's words.

An image popped into my head of me submitting to Beth. Or perhaps to describe it even better, Beth dominating me and I submitting to her, helpless to deny her anything... like my daughter moments ago.



Shit, I was a bad Mom... a bad, bad, but horny, Mom.

I ignored the burning in my loins and the naughty thoughts in my head as I drove back to work, realizing I didn't have time to quench the burning inferno I was so often neglecting... sigh, I would have to neglect it again... at least until after the meeting.

That evening, when I got home from work, with pizza (the meeting had gone overtime and it was after six when I got home), Samantha and Beth were on the couch watching something on Netflix. The same couch that Beth had fucked Samantha on just a few hours earlier.

I had seen them on that couch hundreds of times, usually watching Netflix, and never once considered them as anything but friends. But now as I watched them, side by side, I couldn't shake a recurring picture of Beth fucking my daughter.

How did it start? How long has it been going on? They looked so sweet and normal sitting there... like they always did. If I hadn't seen what I'd seen, I would never have believed it.

But it did happen.

And it turned me on immensely.

That night while in bed, I pulled out my favorite toy, and finally attempted to resolve the turmoil that had started in me hours ago.

I began with the fantasy I almost always had... Ryan Reynolds. But as my orgasm built... quickly... I recalled the thought that apparently Beth had fucked my good friend and neighbour Joyce. Instantly, an image of that popped into my head.

I imagined Beth in her cute little lifeguard outfit, bending Joyce over the table and fucking her from behind... similar to how Beth had fucked my daughter earlier. Getting fucked from behind was a submissive position and I imagined Beth calling Joyce nasty names while being completely in control.



That image had my pussy on fire and I began to frantically rub myself while simultaneously fucking myself with the toy until my orgasm hit really hard, forcing me to scream louder than I'd meant to.

Seconds later, my eyes closed as I savoured the waves of sensations still coursing through me, Samantha crashed into my room, catching me with a vibrator obviously deep inside me as she asked, panicked, "Mom, are you...?"

She halted mid-sentence, realizing it hadn't been a scream of pain. She stammered, as I quickly tried to cover myself up, even as the damn vibrator kept buzzing, "S-s-sorry, Mom." She left quickly, looking mortified.

I was equally mortified as I belatedly shut the vibrator off.

I grabbed a robe, went to the washroom and cleaned the toy as I pondered what to do. I knew I had to speak to her. So once I'd put my vibrator away, I headed to her bedroom to face the awkward conversation.

I knocked on her door, "Honey, can I come in?"

"Sure," she answered.

I walked in and she was on her laptop.

"I'm so sorry you had to see that," I apologized, walking to her bed.

"It's okay," she said a bit uncomfortably, before adding, "we all do it. It's just I wasn't expecting it."

"Yeah sorry, again," I repeated. "I was just really horny tonight."

She laughed, "TMI!"

"TMI?" I wondered.

"Too much information," she laughed.

"Oh," I nodded, wondering if I should tell her some other information I knew... but I didn't. I then asked, realizing that what she'd said a moment ago might provide an opening to the forbidden subject, "But what do you mean 'we all do it'?"

She said, "I'm eighteen, Mom."

"No," I shook my head with a smile. "I insist you stay ten."

"Too late," she laughed, standing up and giving me a hug. "I love you, Mom."

"I love you too, honey," I said, hugging her back.

When she broke the hug, I joked, "I'll try to be quieter next time."

She joked back, "And I'll be louder."

"TMI!" I said, covering my ears as we both broke out in laughter.

I returned to my room and got ready to go to bed.

The visuals of what I'd seen this afteroon wouldn't go away. I eventually fell asleep, but was drawn into a really vivid dream of my submitting to Beth.

I was in the living room watching the news when Beth walked in and sat beside me. Close to me... something she never did. I looked at her questioningly and asked, "Where's Samantha?"

"She went out for a bit," Beth answered, not explaining where, which was equally strange.

"Oh, and you didn't go with her?" I asked curiously.

She put her hand on my leg and said, "No, it's time you and I got to know each other a little better."

"Excuse me?" I asked, surprised by her words, and by her hand on my leg.

"Samantha tells me you fucked yourself last night," Beth said bluntly, as her hand explored under my skirt.

"Young lady, that is enough," I gasped, even though I felt my pussy leak slightly into my panties. Oddly, I didn't push her hand away. Even more oddly, I wasn't even sure I could.

"While you were fucking yourself," she emphasised deliberately, "were you replaying watching me fuck your daughter yesterday, or did you imagine me fucking you?" she asked confidently, just as her hand reached my pussy... and without a conscious decision I even opened my legs a little to give her better access to my wetness.

"Beth, what are you doing?" I squeaked, even though the question was stupid... it was obvious what she was doing.

"Answer the question," she ordered, as her fingers traced my pussy lips through my sheer panties.

I moaned involuntarily.

"Now!" she demanded, moving her finger away.

Needing her finger back there, and startled by her dominant tone, I stammered, "I-I-I actually imagined you fucking Joyce at first, but as I climaxed it was me you were fucking."

Her hand returned reassuringly to my hot box as she cooed, "There, there, was that so hard?"

"No," I moaned, as her fingers worked magic.

"Do you want me to make your fantasy a reality, Mrs. Turner?" Beth murmured, as her finger first slid inside my panties and then in one quick motion deep inside my very wet pussy.

"Yes, please," I answered, not even pretending I didn't want it. I wanted to feel what it was like to be fucked hard... to be pounded really hard by this sexy, dominant teen.

"Get undressed," she ordered.

I stood up, hands trembling, pussy leaking, and pulled down my skirt. I wasn't trembling because I was reluctant, but because I couldn't wait for what seemed to be about to happen. I then took off my blouse and bra, not at all ashamed to be getting naked and blindly obeying my daughter's eighteen year old friend. Finally, I tugged down my panties.

As I did, she pulled her dress over her head to reveal that not only was she completely naked underneath, she was also wearing a strap-on.

I gasped.

"Knees, my little cock hungry slut," she ordered.

If my husband had called me a 'slut', I likely would have cut off his balls and fed them to the dog, but somehow that same word coming from Beth's mouth turned me on.

I obeyed instantly, dropping to my knees in front of this beautiful blonde.

"Get my cock ready for that wet... needy... hungry... helpless... cunt of yours," she drawled slowly.

I sucked Carl off on occasion (usually birthday, Father's Day, and when I was drunk and horny), but I was never a fan of it. Yet, I didn't hesitate to obey when ordered by Beth. I leaned forward and took the fake cock in my mouth.

"Good girl," Beth purred, "get it nice and wet."

I obeyed again, swirling my tongue around the cock and using as much saliva as I could... oddly trying to put on a sensuous show for her.

"I've wanted to make you my slut for a long time, Mrs. Turner," she informed me, which made me wonder how long was 'a long time' and how long she had been fucking my daughter... in any case the declaration flattered me; it was nice to be wanted... even if it was by a girl... an eighteen year old girl... and my daughter's best friend.

After a couple of minutes of sucking, she ordered, "Get up on the couch on all fours."

I crawled onto the couch and got into the position she wanted me in.

"What a nice ass," she said, as she moved behind me. "Does Carl fuck your ass?"

"What? God, no," I gasped, startled by her question.

"Your daughter loves it in the ass," Beth informed me teasingly as she rubbed her fake cock up and down my pussy lips.

"Oh, God," I moaned, not actually thinking of my daughter getting ass fucked, but really responding to Beth's insistent teasing of my pussy... although ass fucking was likely what this looked like.

"So fucking wet," she purred. "How long have you wanted to be my slut?"

I answered the truth, "Only since yesterday."

"Really?" she asked. "I've noticed you checking me out for a while, Mrs. Turner."

That wasn't true. I explained, "I have been envious of your perfect teen body for forever."

"Hmmmmmm," she purred. "So what does Mrs. Turner want?"

"I want you to fuck me," I breathed.

"You want your daughter's best friend to fuck you?" she insisted, teasing the hell out of me by rubbing that cock up and down my pussy lips.

"God, yes," I moaned loudly.

"God, yes, what?" she asked.

I let it all out in a rush! "God, yes, I really need my daughter Samantha's gorgeous best friend Beth to fuck the hell out of me and make me her very own slut," I cried loudly, so desperate to have her cock in me... to feel her body slamming into mine... to feel the same rapture I'd seen my daughter experiencing at Beth's hands yesterday.



"Just like your daughter," she purred, sliding her cock deep inside me with one hard thrust.

"Yessss, just like you do Samantha" I screamed, relishing the feeling of her body slamming into mine.

"Oh yes, like mother, like daughter," Beth was now purring constantly, like a very contented pussy-cat, as she fucked me with long hard strokes. She wasn't making love to me, she was pounding me.

"Oh yes, make me your slut, just like my daughter," I moaned, the very idea somehow awakening me in a way I couldn't explain.

"I think I just did," she purred (still purring in such an erotic way), as she grabbed my hips and pumped into me furiously, each thrust seeming to reach new depths inside my burning box. Her constant purr had morphed into a constant growl, but she was still feline.

I laughed-moaned in response. Yes, that statement was definitely true.

She fucked me hard. She fucked me deep. She slammed into me with the power of a man possessed... yes, Beth and her cock had the ferocious power of a dominant man! (Which had me reliving a couple guys in college who knew how to really fuck the living shit out of me). As my orgasm built, and my moaning increased, she suddenly stopped.

"Nooooo," I whined, desperate to come.

"Fuck yourself, you little slut," she growled.

I didn't hesitate, and I began bouncing back and forth, frantic to keep the orgasm building.

"Ohhhhh," I moaned at the new experience, as this not something I had ever done before.

"Oh yes, my slut, come for me," she demanded, as she put her hand on my ass.



Her permission seemed to be the final stimulus I needed to erupt, and I came almost instantly, "Yesssss," I moaned, my orgasm hitting me like a soft sledgehammer of pleasure (a wicked oxymoron that somehow perfectly described the euphoria that erupted inside me).

I woke up in a sweat... my panties soaked.

Shit... I had never had a fantasy of being with a woman... I had never ever had a dream of being with a woman... yet ever since I'd watched Beth fucking my sweet Samantha, it was all I'd been able to think of. Beth had obviously even invaded my subconscious mind!

What was wrong with me?!?

Oddly, I had awakened feeling refreshed... even with that outrageous dream, this had been one of my best sleeps in an eternity.

Work was super busy and it wasn't until I got home for supper that I had time to ponder my sudden obsession with Beth.

Samantha wasn't home; she left a note on the kitchen table saying that she was going out for the evening with Wendy, her soccer friend.

Instantly, a vision of Beth and Wendy in a compromising position popped into my head.



I shook my head as I scolded myself for thinking that.

Horny again, I decided to go online and read some lesbian stories... curious to learn whether reading them might have the same impact. I usually read gangbang stories or MILF-seduced-by-teen stories to get off. Anyway, I read a few stories, each hotter than the next, as I slowly rubbed myself.

Many of the stories had teens seducing MILF's and others had MILF's seducing teens... very few were teen on teen or MILF on MILF.

As I read each story, I imagined myself as the MILF:

-Being seduced by a student and made to fuck myself with a ruler before eating out the bossy, captivating student on my desk

-Being fucked by an 18-year-old girl selling Girl Guide cookies

-Having a friend of my daughter's sneak into my room during a slumber party and make me eat her out... then throughout the night each of the other girls sneaking into my room and sitting on my face

-Having a friend of my daughter's make me eat her cunt for breakfast, sucking fruit loop after fruit loop out of her... while another friend watched



Other times I was the MILF on the prowl:

-An RN nursing cute patients back to health one lick at a time

-A mother deciding to pay her babysitter in a very old fashioned way

-An older woman seducing her daughter's friend while her daughter was in the shower

-And the craziest one, where a girl was preparing fresh fruit to sell at a supermarket by marinating it in her pussy... an idea that made my own pussy gush, imagining me shoving carrots in my cunt and then serving them for dinner. I then imagined it was me shoving my whole fist inside the pretty blonde, who looked somewhat like Beth, and pulling out the carrot.



My pussy was on fire... I decided to read one more. But the one more ended up being six more... including, before I knew it, a couple of incest lesbian stories.

Now, I had no interest in having sex with my daughter.

That said, I was intrigued by the idea of having sex with Beth... and somehow the corollary idea of competing with Samantha for Beth's attention was suddenly really hot.

Still staring at the computer, I was rubbing myself frantically, imagining both Samantha and me on our knees begging Beth to fuck us when the phone rang... scaring the shit out of me.

The ring tone told me it was my daughter.

I quit, still on the brink, and answered the phone.

"Hi, honey," I said, trying to sound like I wasn't close to a near apocalyptic orgasm.

"Hi, Mom," she replied. "I'm going to stay overnight at Wendy's, we're going to have a Richard Curtis marathon."

"Oh, okay," I agreed, knowing my daughter's love for British movies and especially Richard Curtis movies. "Which ones?"

She said, "'Four Weddings', 'Notting Hill' and either 'Love Actually' or 'About Time'."

I suggested, "Definitely 'Love Actually'."

"Agreed," she said, knowing 'Love Actually' was my favourite Richard Curtis movie.

"I'm not impressed you're having a Richard Curtis marathon without me," I teased, even though I had work tomorrow.

"We can have one of our own soon," she promised.

"I'm keeping you to that," I said, as I scrolled through Literotica looking for another story to read.

"Oh, and Mrs. White says hi," she said.

"Tell her I say hi back," I said.

"Will do," she said, before adding, "see you tomorrow."

"Okay, love you."

"Love you, too."

Once she hung up, I clicked on a new story. As I read this one, about a MILF seducing her daughter's best friend after she'd fallen asleep, had my mind wondering. Before I knew it, I was back to rubbing myself frantically and as I closed my eyes the scene that popped into my head was one of Samantha and Mrs. White. Like in the story, Mrs. White seduced Samantha once her own daughter was asleep. My daughter protested... weakly... before giving in.



In seconds, my orgasm ripped through me, and I came so hard I squirted all over my sheets.

Once my orgasm had subsided, I shook my head... why were my recent fantasies all culminating with either Beth or my daughter?

Shit.

Next morning as I was pulling out of the driveway, I saw Joyce. She waved and I waved back, an image of her getting fucked by Samantha leaping into my head.



I shook my head, my mind suddenly so obsessed with this one track that I was no longer sure I was straight... or even interested in men (Shit, my husband better get home soon).

Again, luckily, work kept me busy all day.

Yet the minute I got home and walked in the door... my work brain shut off and my sex brain turned on as soon as I saw Beth on a couch reading a magazine. I asked, suddenly feeling like a MILF in one of those stories I had been devouring like crazy, "Where's my daughter?"

"In the shower," she answered.

Just like in a story I'd just read last night.

"Oh," I nodded, the image of Beth fucking Samantha on that couch a couple of days ago popping into my head.

"You okay, Mrs. Turner?" she asked, obviously noticing my distraction.

In the story, this would have been the trigger that led to her seducing me... but alas, life isn't like porn. I said, feeling flushed, "Um, yeah, just a long day."

"Me too," she said. "The pool was swamped."

"99 degrees will do that," I joked.

"Yep," she agreed.

Feeling awkward and silly, realizing how stupid I was to think Beth was going to just stand up and make me her slut, I asked, trying to act casual, "Will you be here for dinner?"

"If you'll have me," she said.

Oh, God! My pussy instantly gushed as I thought of indeed having her for dinner. I said, "Great, I'm making pasta."

"My favourite," she said.

"I know," I nodded, as I headed to the kitchen feeling like a silly girl. The mental pictures of Beth taking turns slamming Samantha and me with a strap-on in black-and-white contrast to the apparently placid and sedate girl sitting in my living room was making me drip even as I tried to act casual and like the mother I was and not some submissive dyke!

That night, after an excruciating evening of unrequited lesbian lust, I ended up back in my bedroom, this time with the door locked, with my vibe in one hand, my iPad in the other, as I read lesbian erotica. After a dozen stories had me revved up, I closed my eyes and imagined being Beth's pet as I envisioned a different version of today's living room encounter with Beth.

"Where is my daughter?"

"In the shower," she answered.

"Oh," I nodded.

"You okay, Mrs. Turner?" she asked, obviously noticing my distraction, standing up. "You look flushed."

"Long day at work," I said.

"I bet," she said, walking close to me.

"How about you?"

"Really long as well," she replied. "Actually, so long I think I may need to relieve some stress."

"I imagine being a lifeguard is pretty stressful at times," I said as she reached for me.

"It is," she nodded. "Now usually your daughter relieves my stress."

"She does?" I asked, surprised, even as I stared into her eyes.

"Yes she does," she emphasised. "But she's in the shower and I need my stress relieved right now."

"Is there anything I can do?" I asked, a bit nervously.

"Actually," she replied confidentially, taking my hand and tugging on it, "there is."

I followed her to the couch and she tugged at her bikini top and bottom and tossed them aside.

"W-w-what are you doing?" I stammered, starring at her amazing body.

"Don't play dumb, Mrs. Turner," she said, ripping my blouse open, buttons flying everywhere.

"Beth!" I gasped, even as my cunt gushed into my panties.

"I want to see those tits you hide in your boring business attire," she said, unclasping my bra.

"This is wrong," I protested weakly.

"Shut up and get undressed," she ordered. "Your daughter isn't available, so you'll replace her."

"Replace her how?" I questioned, even though it was getting pretty obvious exactly how I was expected to replace my daughter.

"As my pussy munching slut," she said. "Now get undressed."

"But...."

"Now!"

Compelled to obey, I got undressed as she pulled toys out of her duffel bag.

Once I was undressed, she ordered, "Knees."

I obeyed.

She spread her legs open and ordered, "Now crawl between my legs and eat your dinner appetizer."

Staring at her glistening pussy, my mouth suddenly watered and my body obeyed, even as my brain argued this was so wrong.

I began licking... instantly in awe at how amazing she tasted... sweet and tangy... exotic.

"Good slut," she moaned. "This is what Samantha has for a snack every day."

I was envious of my daughter... I too would love to have this snack every day... every hour of every day.

I licked... I probed... I nibbled... until her moans got louder and louder and she demanded, "Suck on my clit, Samantha's slut Mom."

I obeyed, my pussy burning at the name calling.

Thirty seconds later she was coming all over my face, and I lapped up the intense sweetness.

She then pulled me up and kissed me.



I came hard, imagining what it would be like to actually taste Beth... or any pussy... something that had never occurred to me before the lesbian act I'd accidentally witnessed.

Sure, I had smelt myself once or twice... out of curiosity.

But I had never tasted myself... and my husband complained that the taste wasn't pleasant... yet, if even a tenth of the stories I read were true... eating pussy was erotic, exotic and sweet.

Suddenly exhausted, I pulled the vibe out of me, rolled over and fell asleep completely naked.

Friday was a half day and other than a presentation to a group of young college women who were in their third year, I had an easy day.

Yet, as I gave my presentation on the fact that there were plenty of opportunities for women in the legal field, I felt my pussy get wet. Each of these girls was gorgeous... there were blondes, brunettes and redheads. Usually I was great at giving speeches, but this time I struggled, making a half dozen mistakes as I kept getting distracted by the pure beauty of these coeds, and the naughty idea of going into a sorority house and volunteering to be a MILF slut for all of them popped into my head.

I had been advised to imagine the audience naked if I was nervous... but that didn't work. Irresistibly, I imagined it was me naked and all of them watching me... lusting after me.



I finished my speech early, completely flustered and ashamed of myself. I was supposed to be a professional... dammit.

I headed home early and decided to go for a walk... walking was often a way I could relax after a tough or long day.

Yet, as I walked, my mind kept getting distracted.

I would see a girl walking her dog and wonder what she would taste like.

I would see a mother pushing a stroller and wonder what it would be like to suck on those massive, milk-filled tits.

Deciding I needed to get off and now, I headed back to my house and had almost arrived when Val pulled up beside me and asked, "How are you, Lois?"

I glanced at her and gasped, seeing a girl between her legs licking her.



"Are you okay?" she asked.

Shaking my head, I realized there was no one there... it was just my twisted imagination still playing nasty tricks on me.

Fuck! I had to get a hold of myself.

I nodded, "Yeah, sorry, I think the heat is getting to me." Of course, the heat I was talking about was in my cunt.

"Yeah, it's a scorcher today," she nodded.

"I, um, better get home and in the air conditioned house," I said distractedly.

"Sure, you should come over for some lemonade later today," she invited.

"I'll text you," I agreed, and headed home.

Just when things couldn't get any worse, I was walking past Casey, wearing a skimpy bikini, washing a car. A bikini so thin I could see her nipples sticking out clearly... it was like the lesbian Goddesses were tempting me at every turn!



She smiled, "Hi, Mrs. Turner."

"Hi, Casey," I greeted, checking out her ass.



"Um, can I ask you something, Mrs. Turner?"

"Sure, anything," I said... thinking 'I hope it is 'Do you want to eat my cunt?''

"I'm trying to raise some money for the church mission trip. Can I wash your car?"

"Um, sure, yeah, go ahead," I nodded, taking a much longer than appropriate look at her ripe tits again.

"Great," she smiled, all cheery. "Can I have your keys to take the car across the street to my driveway?"

I pulled my keys out of my purse and handed them to her. "Sure," I said, before adding, "but I need to get in the house and cool down."

"My hose will do that for you," she joked.

"I imagine it will," I smiled, imagining there was another way she could cool me down.

I hurried into my house, went up to my room and went pee. I then got undressed, and decided to peek outside to take one more look at the cute eighteen-year-old Casey.



As I peeked out the window I was in awe of Casey's body. It was perfect. I briefly felt guilty as I drooled over Joyce's daughter... which made me wonder if Casey knew her mother was a lesbian.

God, I wanted to suck on those young ripe tits.

I began rubbing myself, imagining my first lesbian experience being with the pretty blonde. My daughter, Samantha and a few others were already headed to the lake and my husband's flight didn't land for another four hours... I had the place to myself for a while.

I turned away from Casey, feeling like a complete pervert as I rubbed myself... my pussy on fire... again.



Yet, after a couple of minutes, I couldn't help but peek outside... unable to get enough of the beautiful teen.

When I did, I froze.

There were now two of them and the second was equally as hot and blonde as Casey... not to mention wearing an equally revealing bikini. I looked up at the heavens and cried, "What are you trying to do to me?"



My fantasy switched from being a slut for one blonde teenager to being a slut for two blonde teenagers as I resumed frigging myself.



I watched them wash my car.

I watched them spray each other with water.

I watched their skimpy bikini tops clinging to their hard nipples.

I watched their obvious cameltoes.

I imagined that this was every guy's jerk off fantasy and then chuckled at the irony that it now also seemed to be mine.

I had slowed my masturbating down, not wanting to come yet... holding back for the ultimate big 'O' and wanting to watch these two for as long as possible.

Suddenly Casey looked towards my house and seemed to look up and make eye contact with me.

I quickly moved away... mortified... hoping she hadn't actually caught me staring at them.

Not willing to risk it anymore, I dropped to the floor and resumed rubbing myself, this time going for broke.

It didn't take long, a couple more minutes, before my orgasm hit me while I imagined the two blondes making me their lesbian sandwich.





So much so that I didn't hear them come into my house... likely because I was coming myself.

I was drawn back from my secret fantasy by a gasp, "Oh my!"

I opened my eyes and saw Casey staring at me.

My eyes went big.

I quickly stood up, even as my cum leaked down my legs, and grabbed a robe as I stammered, "Um, I'll be a moment."

"No hurry, Mrs. Turner," she smiled, this time it was her checking me out, before she left my room.

I was utterly ashamed at being caught... again... although this time not by my daughter.

I was surprised to recall that she really hadn't seemed to mind.

I put on the robe, took a deep breath and uncomfortably headed to the living room. I heard Casey talking, "She was clearly coming when I walked in on her."

"I told you she was watching us," the other girl said.

"So now it's time to get our payment," Casey said.

"I hope you're implying what I think you're implying," the other girl said.

I wondered what she was implying, as I listened around the corner.

"You know it girl," Casey said wickedly.

Deciding I needed to pay these girls and clear up any misconceptions, even though the misconceptions were true (I would have to deny it), I headed out and asked, ignoring completely the reality that Casey had caught me masturbating, "How much do I owe you girls?"

Casey dropped my keys on the floor and asked, "Sorry, could you get those?"

"No problem," I said, dropping to my knees.

I grabbed them and looked up to see a naked ass and in my face; she was bent over, displaying the wet pussy between her legs.

"Payment will be one pussy licking," Casey said.

"You mean two," the other girl corrected.

I glanced over to the other girl to see her hand in her bikini bottom, before I turned back to stare at Casey's beautiful ass. I said, "No," even as my mouth watered and I thought to myself 'Goodness. She's so wet'.



Casey insisted, "You were obviously upstairs frigging yourself fantasizing about eating my pussy, so the least I can do is turn that into a reality."

I instantly felt like I was one of the characters in one of the many lesbian stories I'd been reading. Before I could respond... protest... do the right thing... escape... my head was shoved deep into Casey's pussy, my nose resting right on top of her slightly sweaty asshole.



I couldn't believe it... fantasy was indeed becoming reality.

Her scent was strong.

And before I even knew I was doing it, I was licking her. The taste was indescribable. No author can ever possibly describe the taste. It was all the things people describe: yes, it was fruity, sweet, fishy, and mysterious, but it was so much more. I was instantly addicted.

She ordered, as she moaned, "Feel around with your tongue a little."

I instantly obeyed, wanting to explore every crevice of her sweet ripe pussy.

"Yeah... just like that," she moaned, her body trembling slightly... making me feel like I was doing a good job.



I licked her with a lustful hunger I'd never known existed in me.

"I don't think she can get very deep in your cunt from that position," the other girl said... which was true.

"Good call, Tara," Casey said, revealing the other girl's name for me. "Do you want to really bury your face in my cunt, Mrs. Turner?"

"God, yes," I answered, wanting to drown in her pussy.

"What a slut," Tara noticed, apparently without rancor, but admiration, as Casey demonstrated her flexibility by lifting one leg up. I held it in position as I buried my face in her pussy, now much more able to really lick and probe.

"Oh yes, keep licking," Casey moaned, her deeper breathing implying her orgasm wasn't that far away.

"She's in pretty good shape for being old. She's gotta be at least my Mom's age," Tara said.

Between moans, Casey said, as I licked hungrily and she eventually came, "Shut up... aah... ooh... fuck... strip her... ooh... ooh...while I... ah... oh... ah... cummmmmmmmmmmmm!"



Tara agreed, "Good idea, and I'm next."

As Casey's come flooded out of her pussy and onto my face, I thought to myself, 'Oh, God, yes, sweetheart, I'll eat your pussy good too'. If her pussy tasted anything like Casey's heavenly perfection, I would do this all day.

I licked and licked Casey's pussy juice until her orgasm calmed down and Tara ordered, "K, Mrs. Turner. Come and get it."

I shrugged my robe to the floor and made a request, as I moved between Tara's legs. Going with my urges, not thinking but knowing I wanted this to be just like in the stories I'd been reading, knowing I needed to be called names, needing to be used and degraded, I forced the words out of my mouth in a rush before I could stop myself, "Can I please ask you girls for one favor? Don't call me Mrs. Turner. Call me slut."



Tara moaned, "Oooooooh, delicious," before adding, "Yes, I'm pretty sure we can accommodate that request."

"Oh yeah," Casey agreed. "We're going to really teach this MILF slut a lesson for spying on us."

"And masturbating while spying on us," Tara added.

"Of course," Casey said, before adding, "I'll be back in a minute."

"No hurry," Tara moaned. "I'm really enjoying myself here."

As was I. Tara's pussy taste was different and yet the same. I couldn't explain it, but either way I was now a pussy muncher for life... I knew it the minute I tasted Casey and it was confirmed the moment I tasted Tara.

Tara moaned, "I can't believe you're married, slut."

I couldn't believe I'd been wasting all those years being straight. I moaned, my own orgasm was somehow growing without my pussy even being touched, 'Rapturous' is a very potent word, but right now it applied. I hardly knew who I was! Words drifted rapturously from my mouth, "So sweet and juicy. I could eat you girls all day long."



I kept licking, never wanting this rapturous experience to end.

Eventually Tara grabbed the back of my head and held it forcefully, my face buried deep in her pussy, as she began grinding her cunt on my face and tongue.

Although it was awkward, I kept licking, eager to taste the full flood of her hypnotic sweetness.

"Oh yes, slut, keep that tongue sticking in me," Tara demanded, as her moans got loud.

I obeyed, and was rewarded with my second gush of pussy cum in a few minutes as she moaned, "Yes, you Mommy-slut, you made me come."

Being called a Mommy-slut instantly awakened me to another world! My pussy gushed as an image of eating my own daughter Samantha popped into my head.

Mommy-slut. I was a Mommy. I was a slut. I knew who I was! Mommy-slut! This was my new core identity, and I knew I would never turn back.

I lapped up all her juices until she pushed me away onto my back and buried her face in my own dripping pussy.

Tara purred, spreading my pussy lips apart, "God, you sure have a hungry pussy, Mrs. Turner."

Her hot breath on my pussy lips made me tremble as I moaned, "And I never even knew that before today." Which was kind of true, I mean I had been beginning to question my sexuality, but never in a million years could I have envisioned this. Mommy-slut. I felt I had come home for the first time in my life.

"You're sopping wet. Seems like you're really into this lez thing, huh, slut?" she asked with keen curiosity, as if she were discovering a new species.

She was teasing my pussy without licking it... which was driving me crazy.

"Y-yes, I guess I am," I moaned, desperately wanting her to lick my pussy.

"You want to come, my pet MILF?" Tara teased, her tongue barely grazing my pussy lips.

"Yessss," I moaned loudly, my entire body quivering at her gentle, tantalising touch.

"How bad?" she questioned, her hot breath on my swollen clit.

"So bad," I whimpered, writhing on the floor like a snake.

"You can be more empathetic than that," she persisted, giving me one long quick lick between my pussy lips.

"Oh, yes," I moaned loudly, lifting my ass up. "I need to come soooo bad," I cried loudly, before adding the word that always seemed to pop up in those submissive-domme lesbian stories, "Mistress."

"Mistress," Tara said. "I like that."

"Me too," Casey said, obviously back from wherever she'd gone too.

"We can have our own pet MILF," Tara crooned.

I thought to myself, 'I bet you don't know that Casey's mother is a submissive slut to teens too', but that wasn't my information to share.

"On all fours, my pet," Casey ordered. "Tara's good at having multiple orgasms, so bury that pretty face back in her cunt."

"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, Yes, Mistress! I loved hearing that word tumbling from my mouth.

Tara got off me and sat back on my couch and I got on all fours. I crawled back mouth-first between her toned legs and deep into her sweet... wet... pussy.

As I began licking again, Tara chuckled, "Oooooh, you are so bad, Casey."

"What?" Casey asked, her hand rubbing my pussy. "I believe this is what I first fucked you with."

"I remember," Tara reminisced, before adding, "that was before we hit that adult shop."

"Yes, that was a very fun day," Casey smiled, as I listened with intrigue... wondering if all teenage girls were lesbians or at the very least had sex with each other.

As I licked Casey's pussy and moaned at her insistent touch on mine, curious what they were talking about, Casey ordered, "Now, just hold still."

I did as I was told... curious and excited, although I tensed up slightly.



I felt something cold and hard slide inside my warm oasis. I moaned as I kept licking, the contrasting cold and hot creating weird new sensations inside me... chilling and warming me simultaneously in the most surreal oxymoron ever.

Casey said in awe, "Wow. It's going in like it's nothing!"

"She's getting' better and better," Tara moaned, as I lapped hungrily, trying to force my tongue deep into her cunt.

I moaned as the cold cock, which I assumed was a cucumber, filled me.



"You like your new all-natural diet of pussy and vegetables?" Casey asked, as she pumped my pussy.

"It's an all I can eat buffet," I joked.

"I can't believe my mom's best friend is such a cunt hungry slut," Casey said, clearly still surprised at my utter submission and insatiable lust for cunt. I hadn't fought this at all after these girls, no, these Mistresses had appeared in my house, and I actually felt strangely proud to be their 'cunt hungry slut'.

"I can't believe I waited this long to eat cunt," I said, between licks and fast strokes.

Casey kissed the back of my neck and whispered, as she kept pumping the vegetable in my pussy, "I'm guessing these are a lot bigger than Mr. Turner's little penis... right?"

It was hard to argue. Whatever was inside me was definitely longer and thicker than my husband's cock. His wasn't even five inches. I replied, while I kept licking, not wanting this sexual liberation and awakening to end, "Yes, Mistress... and so much more satisfying."

It was then I realized that she'd said 'these', implying there were more than one.



Then I felt a finger slip inside my asshole.

I gasped even as Casey wiggled her finger inside my virgin asshole as she quit pumping my pussy and held everything lodged deep inside me.

It felt weird.

It felt awkward.

Yet it somehow stimulated yet another new pleasure.

"Don't stop licking," Tara demanded, when I paused, trying to get used to a finger up my butt.

"Sorry, Mistress," I apologized, as I resumed licking.

After another minute, Casey pulled her finger out and to my surprise I felt empty. She then asked as I felt a second hard cold vegetable against me, this time probing my asshole, "Hubby ever do you up the ass, cunthole?"

I gasped and winced as my virgin asshole was gaped by the hard, cold, thick vegetable. I answered, as I tried to deal with a sudden pain that was suddenly competing with the pleasure already overwhelming me, "Nooooo."

Casey laughed, "Ha, an anal virgin."



Tara laughed, while moaning from my wicked eager tongue, "Not anymore."

The pain was there, but the focus of my attention was being overwhelmed by the pleasure still raging inside me like an inferno.

Tara exhorted, "So hot! Fuck her, Case, fuck her hard."

Casey did as Tara encouraged her, beginning to fuck both my holes.

Curious, I looked back, but I couldn't see what was in my cunt or ass.

Casey said, as if reading my mind, "Cucumber in your fuck box and a zucchini in your shit hole."

Her nasty talk made the wild, kinky moment even hotter as my head went light and my entire body gave in to the moment... to the pleasure.

As she double penetrated me and I resumed munching on Tara's sweet kitty, I couldn't believe how incredible the double fucking felt. I could even feel the veggies rubbing against each other which only added to the intensity of the moment.



Tara moaned as I tongue fucked her tight box, "This is even hotter than when we double teamed Tamara."

Casey laughed, "Yeah, that was hot, making that nerd our slut when she was supposed to be lording it over us in advanced something or other."

Tamara was another of Samantha's friends... although not as close of some of the others. Was every teen girl a secret lesbian sex maniac? I was beginning to think so.

My orgasm was rising and that only made me lap and suck Tara's pussy with more insatiable hunger.

As I began moving my hips slightly, wanting to feel both those vegetable fuck toys more intensely, Casey purred, "That's right, take it nice and deep, just like a good whore should."



For a couple of minutes I got double fucked while I eagerly munched on Tara's excessively wet pussy. Then she grabbed my head and pulled my face as deep as humanly possible inside her.

Knowing she was close, I took her clit between my lips and sucked and tugged it aggressively which made her start babbling, stammering, "Gonna, gonna, gonna, gonna, cum!"

I desperately wanted her cum as I thought to myself, 'That's it... cum for me.'



I just kept licking, tugging and nibbling until Tara screamed as her orgasm finally erupted out of her, "Fuck!"

As she leaned back and flooded my face with her sweet juice, Casey asked me, "How about you, Mrs., Turner? Are you ready, too?"

My own orgasm was so close to eruption I couldn't complete a sentence as I babbled, as both big, hard vegetables, no longer cold since my inner heat had almost baked them, were almost humming in and out of me like two car pistons going full throttle, "Yessss, yes, oh God, yes."



Casey kept pumping both my holes until the inevitable happened... I came like a racehorse, as I screamed, "Thank you, Mistress, your Mommy-slut is coming!"

Casey didn't stop fucking me, relentlessly pounding me as my orgasm took control of the very core of my existence and continued galloping down the track.

"Oh God... fuck... shit... yes... more... fuck... use me... fuck," I babbled like a brainless, insipid college bimbo and not the classy, dignified, respected, no-nonsense lawyer and mother I was usually perceived as.

Finally my body was done and once Casey pulled the two vegetables out of me, I rolled over and collapsed on my back... my body still twitching and my cunt juices were oozing out of me and creating a puddle on the floor. As I lay there, my first thought was 'thank God we didn't put a carpet in'.

"God, no slut has ever eaten my pussy like that," Tara revelled.

"And she was a pussy munching virgin just an hour ago," Casey exulted.

"Imagine by the time she's done the whole gang," Tara added, which made my eyes go big.

"Oh yeah, they're all going to love you, Mrs. Turner," Casey smiled as she straddled my shoulders and gazed hungrily down into my eyes.

"I think we need to keep this between the three of us," I protested, suddenly thinking straight now that I'd come... realizing the jeopardy I had put my career and my family in with one moment of weakness and lust. Well, okay... an hour and a few minutes of weakness and lust.

Casey laughed as she rose up and lowered herself onto my face, her glistening pussy already distracting me and returning me to my cunt munching bimbo state, "Oh, Mrs. Turner, I don't think so! You're my MILF submissive pet from now on. If I text you, you come. If I call you, you come. If I walk into your office, sit on your desk and spread my legs, you lick. Is that clear?"

I should have said no.

I should have stood up for myself.

I should have at least showed a little bit of strength... but instead I surrendered. I stared at her pussy, which I really needed to taste again, as I answered helplessly, "Yes, Mistress."

Again, I didn't feel regret, I felt relief! Casey was my Mistress! I belonged to her! To them!

"Good," she nodded, kissing me tenderly for about two minutes as I melted, sensing and rewarding my total commitment to her.

"Now get me off one more time. Fucking the hell out of you got me pretty fucking wet," she demanded.

As I extended my tongue and began licking, I giggled like a bimbo, "Yes, it sure did, Mistress."

As I licked, I felt my legs being spread open again and felt both my holes again filled with the makeshift fuck toys... toys I planned to use when home alone, too... they were the perfect thickness and length... filling me in ways my husband never could... not even my toys could... although it was likely time to go buy some new ones.

I remained on my knees licking while getting double penetrated again for a good twenty minutes... lavishly enjoying the homemade dining I was lapping, while equally enjoying the fucking I was taking.

Finally, Casey moaned, "Her tongue sure knows how to work a pussy."

"And her holes can really swallow up some dick, too," Tara added, as both vegetables slammed into me at the same time.








Soon, Casey's second orgasm splattered my face and lips and I eagerly lapped up every drop of her pussy perfection.

When she rolled off me, she asked, "Want to come one more time, my slut?"

"So badly," I moaned, the double pleasure amazing, but after my multiple orgasms had drained me, this final orgasm wouldn't break.

Casey moved to my pussy and began tapping my clit as Tara kept pumping both toys in and out of me.

Instantly, pleasure cascaded through me as I babbled, "Oh...oh...oh... fuck... yes, Mistress... oh... oooooooooh," as the invisible dam confining my last orgasm shattered apart and sexual utopia hit me one more time.

The girls got back into their skimpy bikinis as I lay there in a puddle of my own cum.

Casey finally helped me up and said, "You do understand I was serious. You are my personal fuck toy from now on."

"Yes I absolutely do. From now on you are my beloved Mistress, and I will eagerly do whatever you say," I vowed, pausing before adding, "but please don't out me to my daughter, husband or co-workers."

"If you are a good pet your secret will be safe with us," Casey smiled, kissing me possessively.

Suddenly there was a knock at the door.

Tara peeked out the window and said frantically, "It's your Mom, Casey."

"Fuck!" I said, suddenly in panic mode.

"Go get dressed," Casey ordered calmly, taking charge like a good Mistress, "I'll deal with my Mom."

"Okay," I nodded and hurried to the laundry room where I threw on a shirt and shorts, not at all concerned with any sort of undergarments.

As I returned, I heard Casey explain, "Yeah, I locked my keys in the house and Mrs. Turner was kind enough to entertain us until you got home."

"Oh, okay, why didn't you text me?" Joyce asked.

"I left my cell phone in the house while I was washing cars," Casey quickly improvised.

"Hi, Joyce," I greeted, hoping my flushed cheeks had had a chance to calm down.

"Hi, Lois," she greeted me.

I couldn't help it, but the first thing I did was glance down at her tits. I noticed she wasn't wearing a bra. My first thought was to wonder whether she'd just gotten fucked by Beth. Somehow I just knew she had.

"How was your afternoon?" I asked.

"Great," she nodded, not giving me anything to go on.

"Mine too," I said, smiling at the two girls.

"Thanks for keeping an eye on the girls for me, Lois. Any problems?" Joyce asked.

I smiled, giving a clear offer to the two girls, "Nope. None at all. We got along just fine. They're welcome anytime."

The girls called back, "Thanks again," as they headed off, the swaying of their tight asses instantly making me hungry again.



Joyce and I chatted for a couple more minutes before she headed home. I couldn't help it... I checked out her ass too.

Back inside, I cleaned up the house, especially the puddle of cum in the middle of the floor, before going and taking a shower.

That night, Carl really wanted sex, but I didn't. The thought of his small penis did nothing for me... if I was going to get fucked. I wanted to be fucked by something thick and long. Something wielded by a Mistress!

Alas, I performed my wifely duties and faked it.

Alas, he lasted all of three whole minutes... and after my new vegetable friends his dick did nothing for me.

Once he was asleep... five minutes after depositing his load in me... I headed downstairs and to the zucchini I'd put back in the fridge. The cucumber had gone limp... LOL... and wasn't hard enough to give me the fucking I wanted.

I pulled up some lesbian stories and read as I slowly fucked myself with my new best friend... Big Z.

As my orgasm built, I replayed the day, replayed all the shocking revelations, replayed the moment when I'd surrendered to my wonderful new identity... Slut Mommy... and then closed my eyes and imagined a new scene... my daughter with Beth's mom... as the dominatrix, Beth, watched.



I came in seconds... imagining Beth's hot mom with my daughter.

As I calmed down... I wondered why I kept thinking of my daughter in such a way.

Was I a submissive lesbian now? Hell, yes.

Was I addicted to teen cunt? Fuck, yes.

Did I want to fuck my own daughter? Would my daughter want to fuck me?

Those were the questions I honestly didn't have answers to.

After I sucked my juices off Big Z... not as yummy as my two teen Mistresses, but the only way I currently had to even remotely satisfy with my sudden craving for the taste of pussy cum... I put Big Z back in the fridge, I wasn't done with him yet, and headed back to bed with a strange sense of tranquility... even though I didn't have an answer to those final questions... at least not yet.

The End
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