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Pillow Princess Club

Summary: A MILF spies on her teenage neighbor getting pleasured and....

Note 1: This is a 2022 Summer Contest Story so please vote.

Note 2: Thanks to Steven for suggesting the idea.

Note 3: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing.

Pillow Princess Club

Our new next door neighbours were a very good looking family who'd recently moved into our upscale gated community from Italy.

Angelo and Francesca Ricci were expanding their Italian restaurant and hotel chains to various locations in America. They had two kids: Lorenzo, who was primed to run their East Coast chain, and Bianca, who was spending the Holidays with her family in America before returning to Milan for a few months to complete her studies at a private school. Then next fall she'd be attending college in America.

They arrived during the winter, and Bianca and my daughter Catherine hit it off exceptionally well. This was a little surprising, considering that all my daughter's courses were advanced placement ones, while Bianca was a Twitter influencer (which I'd never heard of until my daughter explained it to me, and then I wondered how that could seriously be a thing).

They attended a New Year's Party together, which was the first time my daughter had been to a party outside of our home (she'd always attended her own birthday parties, of course), and they kept in contact online for the next few months before ironically, Bianca arrived for the summer at the same time Catherine headed off to her summer job at a camp for children with disabilities.

So as the summer arrived, I was alone... except for my baby daughter, born eight months previously...a surprise daughter when I was forty-five, eighteen years after my eldest daughter was born. My son was in London (England, not Ontario), spending a year abroad. My husband was in Washington, DC, working with the government on a major trade deal with Canada, or something like that.

So perhaps it was my loneliness that led me to all that happened.

....

It was early afternoon, and I was re-organizing my bedroom, when I glanced out my window, which had a good view of the neighbours' backyard and swimming pool. I was just looking outside to see if the clouds had left, since the forecast had predicted they'd do by early afternoon... and for once, the Weather Channel was correct. The sun had come out, and the day looked beautiful. I was about to turn away, when I glanced down to the neighbours' yard, and I gasped... Bianca was lying on a recliner near the fence, wearing just a bikini top, and there was a large black woman between her tanned legs.

I'd never witnessed a lesbian act in real life before, although I'd be lying if I claimed I hadn't had some lesbian fantasies during the past few months... enhanced by my husband's refusal to have sex with me once he learned I was pregnant, and then he'd been in DC for the eight months since I'd given birth. So I'd been an unwilling and resentful celibate for the past year and a fucking half, and still counting.

So like many neglected women, I went online.

Watching porn.

Reading erotica.

Sometimes it was gangbangs or orgies... the idea of being fucked by two men at a time, or a bunch of them in a row, was an exciting, if taboo, fantasy.

Sometimes I ogled anal... which I'd never seriously considered in real life... but in fantasy, it was hot... there was something about a woman being bent over in porn and drilled anally that I found a major turn-on.

Sometimes I went for mature sex... or better yet, MILFs with young studs, since the idea of being seduced by a young man with a big cock and lots of stamina was super stimulating. I fantasized about getting fucked by a young man who found me attractive, and who could also shoot multiple loads inside and onto me in rapid order (picturing a bukkake followed by a cum walk, so I could go somewhere else and take part in even more kinky fetishes, really made my pussy wet).

But more often than not, I read and watched lesbian porn... and also more often than not, it was younger girls seducing, and sometimes even dominating, older women.

In short, I'd become obsessed by various sexual scenarios, all of which got me off, so long as they centered around a woman I could pretend was myself.

I blamed Bianca Ricci for my preoccupation, since from the first time we met until she stopped by yesterday with some Italian wine she'd brought back for me, she was always so touchy-feely and complimentary (both of them sweet attentions my husband never gave me). Her soft hands touching me always sent warm sensations up and down my back that I found confusing, but vastly pleasurable.

So visions of Bianca seducing me gradually entered my fantasies... and my dreams. She also seemed a lot like Bree, the main character in my favourite erotica series, Lesbian MILF Seductress... both in looks and persona...

So (back to the present day), although I shouldn't have remained staring out my window and watching... I did.

In awe.

To make it even crazier, Bianca was on her phone for the entire time this large black woman was between her legs.

I felt so dirty to be watching this lesbian act like some voyeur... like some peeping Tom. I wasn't some teenage boy like George from Back to the Future, climbing the tree with binoculars to spy on some girl.

I was a mid-forties woman.

A married one.

With a sleeping baby in the next room.

Again, I should have turned away.

Yet instead, I stuck my left hand inside my shorts and panties, and slowly rubbed myself.

The black woman licked Bianca for a good ten more minutes, making me wonder how long she'd been there, before she stood up and simply walked away.

No words were spoken.

No gestures of thanks or farewell.

I was so close, and I kept staring at the half-naked Bianca, even though I couldn't see her pussy from this angle.

I was about to come, when my infant daughter Hannah woke up crying.

I sighed.

I Ignored the burning inferno inside me, and went to feed and change Hannah.

Almost an hour later, with Hannah now fed, changed and content, I brought her to my room so I could finish what I'd been doing (re-organizing the bedroom, not masturbating) before she'd woken up... and before the lesbian act I'd accidentally witnessed had distracted me.

I didn't mean to (okay, I did mean to), and I knew I shouldn't (but I did anyway), but my curiosity got the better of me, and I peeked outside and into the Ricci's backyard again.

And I was surprised again.

This time a thin, tanned brunette (I couldn't tell if she was a teenager or an adult) was between Bianca's legs, and Bianca had what looked like a glass of lemonade in her left hand.

This was crazy.

I watched as Bianca lifted the glass to her lips and leisurely sipped it. I couldn't explain why, since sipping lemonade is hardly a sensual act, yet on this occasion it seemed sensual to me. My long-neglected pussy burned, and I wanted to finish what Hanna had interrupted earlier (this time it was masturbating instead of re-organizing), but I couldn't do that with my daughter nearby on the floor playing with her toys... no matter that she wouldn't have a clue what I was doing... I just couldn't.

So reluctantly I turned away, picked up Hannah, and went downstairs. I needed to do some laundry anyway.

Two and a half hours later, Hannah was back in her crib sleeping, and I was back in my room peering out my window... disappointed to see that Bianca was no longer out there.

I couldn't believe how disappointed I was!

Nevertheless, with a little time on my hands, I got on my bed, iPad in one hand and my other hand between my legs, and I re-read the original Lesbian MILF Seductress story (called Neighbour). The story was about a teenage seductress seducing her best friend's Mom... which greatly turned me on... the only major difference between myself and Nadine (the woman in the story) was that in the story, the seductress had also seduced and turned into her lesbian pet Nadine's daughter... which I knew would never happen with Catherine, since she'd kept the same boyfriend since their freshman year of high school. They were even going to attend Harvard together in the fall.

Two orgasms later, I got out of my bed... feeling refreshed, but also a little embarrassed by how horny I'd gotten from watching a woman, or more precisely two women in a row, going down on my eighteen-year-old neighbour.

This time I didn't even glance out the window as I headed downstairs to make supper for myself.

.....

The next morning I woke up, feeling tired after not so great of a sleep. Little Hannah had gotten me up more often than usual. I got out of bed and glanced out the window. It was seven-thirty in the morning, so of course no one was there.

Every half hour I went back to my bedroom to look out the window. I don't know why. I mean I'd found Bianca's dalliances hot, but it wasn't like she'd be doing that every day.

At eleven, just after putting Hannah down for a nap, I looked out my bedroom window and saw that Bianca was once again tanning... this time with her sunglasses on... but also with yet another woman between her legs... this one wearing a coloured sundress. Maybe she did do this every day?!

My baby asleep, I stood by the window and watched. I still couldn't explain why, but there was something so erotic and taboo about watching a woman occupying herself between the legs of another woman. I'd read stories about it... I'd watched videos of it happening... I'd even fantasized about doing it, but nothing felt quite as raw and real as watching your young real life neighbour being pleasured orally by another woman.

To my surprise, as I slowly rubbed myself, the younger looking woman remained busy between Bianca's legs for more than twenty minutes... before I noticed Bianca's legs stiffening, and then her head stretching back slightly as she assumedly came.

My assumption was proven correct when a couple minutes later the girl, who was now revealed as a woman probably in her forties, stood up and walked away. Again there was no interaction or even any communication between the two, the woman simply finished her task, then immediately got up and left.

I hadn't come yet, having deliberately only done a slow burn while I enjoyed the unknowingly exhibitionistic act... wondering who the woman had been between Bianca's legs this time, and what had led to her to begin serving between those lovely, tanned legs.

As I admired this beautiful eighteen-year-old girl, still imagining myself being next in line to explore my lesbian side by servicing her, I began rubbing myself a little faster. I stared at her long legs; I admired her firm breasts held up so perfectly in her blue bikini top, and I longed to see her pussy close up while I was between her legs.

My orgasm was still rising when I was surprised again. Another woman entered her backyard. But unlike the previous three women, I knew this one. It was our mutual neighbour across the street, the wife of a congressman, a stuck-up bitch named Miranda Bellencourt.

I couldn't believe it!

Nor could I believe what I was seeing when the pretentious bitch, dressed in an elegant red dress, nylons and heels, approached Bianca, and seemingly without saying a word, she knelt between Bianca's legs, which were still parted to accommodate her prior supplicant.

My hand froze between my legs as I continued watching in fascinated shock. While a string of women paraded in and out of a backyard to service a hot eighteen-year-old was crazy and unbelievable, someone I knew being one of them was surreal, and it made this taboo collection of sex acts I was spying on even hotter.

Again, I slowed down my own self-pleasuring, wanting to fully enjoy this additional wicked lesbian act.

A few minutes into the licking, my phone rang. I knew it was my Mom, since I had a ring tone just for her. I needed to answer it, since if I didn't, she would worry... that was just the way she was.

I removed my hand from my fevered pussy, and went to grab my phone. "Hi, Mom," I greeted, returning to the window.

For the next fifteen minutes we chatted about inconsequentials, and the entire time I continued watching the lesbian activity through my window. As Miranda licked Bianca's pussy, Bianca flipped through her phone as if the uppity older woman wasn't even there. Bianca's offhandedness while being serviced by a woman who was completely at home in high society was fascinating. Again, how had this pairing originated? What had convinced Miranda to willingly walk across the street to service a teenager? It just didn't make sense... even though I wished I was the one crawling between those long, tanned legs... but I knew I'd never really do such a thing... fantasy is very different from reality... although right now I was watching some astonishing reality!

Hannah woke up, so I reluctantly needed to stop watching the lesbian act... although I really wanted to see Bianca come again. I said goodbye to my Mom, fetched Hannah, brought her to my room, and breastfed her while I resumed watching Miranda licking Bianca.

It lasted another few minutes before Bianca's legs again stiffened, and she came.

God, watching these lesbian acts was turning me on so much!

I watched as Miranda got up a minute later, spoke briefly with Bianca, then turned and walked away. As she did, she glanced upwards... and right into my window!

I quickly darted away, but not before I saw her smile... which made it pretty clear she'd spotted me.

Rattled, I went downstairs and made myself some lunch.

When the doorbell rang a minute later, I was terrified. I assumed it was Miranda. What would I say to her? I went to the door and peeked through the peephole, and saw it was only a delivery from Amazon.

I carried in the package, a sigh of relief coursing through me. Maybe she hadn't seen me after all.

I ate my lunch while watching the View, and once Hannah was back down for a nap, I went back up to my bedroom and looked outside. At first I was disappointed... Bianca wasn't sitting in her usual lawn chair.

But as I started to turn away, I saw she was sitting on the edge of the pool, in a position where if she looked up, she'd easily see me, and she had yet another woman between her legs... except this time the woman was in the pool... up to her shoulders... and oddly... she seemed to be fully dressed... with her hair in a ponytail.

I went to the very edge of the window and peeked out to watch. I certainly didn't want Bianca to figure I was some pervert watching her, even though I guess I was one.

Bianca braced her hands behind her and looked up... right toward my window. I urgently backed away.

Terrified of getting caught, I returned downstairs to my living room. Horny and desperately needing to get fucked, I tried something I'd read about in an erotic story. I grabbed a cucumber and used it to fuck myself to a few orgasms.

The wet, limp cucumber no longer useful for its original purpose, I tossed it out.

A couple hours later, I took Hannah for a walk in her baby stroller like I usually did around 3:30, although I hadn't done so yesterday.

I was returning to the house around thirty minutes later, when I saw Miranda walking towards her car. I tried to pretend I didn't see her, but she called out, "Meredith, got a second?"

"Yeah, sure," I replied, sighing to myself as she came towards me.

As she reached me, she looked down at Hannah and said, "She's so cute."

"Thanks," I said, not used to receiving compliments from this woman.

"I can't imagine starting a new family at your age," she said, countering her compliment with a criticism.

"Yeah," I laughed, "Sometimes I can't imagine it either."

"Well, you got a good one," she complimented me again.

"Thanks," I said. "She keeps me pretty busy."

"I bet she does,"

"Yeah," I said, feeling a little awkward about this chitchat, still worried that she'd seen me watching her. It was only then that I realized I shouldn't be nervous. I wasn't the one who'd been licking a teenage girl's pussy!

"It must be lonely with Jack being away so much," she said.

"Oh, it's not much different when he's around." I joked, although sadly, there was plenty of truth to that statement.

"Yeah, I get it," she nodded.

Hannah started to make noises, which I used as an opportunity to say, "I'd better get Hannah inside."

"Good idea. But one more thing... if you ever want to talk about what you saw, just let me know," she said.

"What I saw?" I asked, trying to act innocent, as if I had no idea what she was talking about.

"I know you saw me eating Bianca's sweet pussy," she said bluntly, and with no sign of shame.

"Oh, that. Well, what you do for fun is your own business, not mine."

"Except you seemed to be making it your business."

"Not really, I just looked out the window at the wrong time."

"Oh, are you saying you didn't watch us for very long?" she asked. "I could have sworn you watched for quite a while, wishing you could be me. Which, actually, isn't an impossibility."

"I've got to go," I said, pushing the baby stroller towards my house.

"Whenever you get hungry for a snack, just let me know," she called after me.

I kept walking, my face flushed, and then I cursed myself, since all my kneejerk defensive responses likely had made her think she was right, and that I was obviously guilty as charged.

That night I called Jack, just to have a normal adult conversation.

I also pledged to myself no more looking out the window.

.....

The next morning, I was up early and looked out the window just to see what the weather was like, since it was six-thirty in the morning, and there was no way Bianca would be out there yet. But I found another major surprise.

Lorenzo Ricci was sitting by the fence in the same lawn chair Bianca usually sat in... and apparently maintaining a family tradition, he had a chubby woman sucking his cock... wearing a robe... and possibly nothing else.

She pulled back at one point, and I got a great glimpse of his cock... it was huge!

As she pushed her hair back, I also realized who she was: Debbie Conners. She lived on the other side of Bianca's house. She was in real estate, and she'd brokered the sale of pretty much every house in this gated community. And of course she was married. Her husband was in the music industry in some capacity. He'd met Taylor Swift, Aerosmith, Keith Urban and many other music celebrities.

She resumed sucking his cock... really bobbing.

He wasn't close enough for me to be able to assess his size accurately, but it seemed to be around double the size of my husband's.

My mouth watered, and my pussy burned.

God, I'd love to play with a cock that big. I hadn't been fucked by a sizeable cock since college, and none of those had been nearly this big.

I know it was wrong, but I dashed into my husband's office and filched his binoculars. I returned, and as the sun rose, I saw Lorenzo was now standing up with his hands on Debbie's hips, and she was bent over the chair with Lorenzo fucking her from behind. She'd now discarded the robe, and sure enough, that's all she'd been wearing.

I silently opened my window, wanting to listen in on them, hoping that would work from this distance.

"Oh fuck, fuck me harder," Debbie moaned, and he was fucking her so hard that all the way from my window, I could hear the slaps of their bodies crashing together.

"Do you like it hard, slut?" Lorenzo asked, reaching his left hand out to her ponytail and yanking on it.

"You know I love it hard when it's your big fucking dick," Debbie responded with a lust you wouldn't even find believable in most porn films. Although I'd heard Debbie swear before, especially when we played bridge, this was a different level of filthy language... making my pussy burn, as I brought my left hand to it, while I raised the binoculars to my eyes with my right hand.



"You're such a slutty married woman," he said as he pounded her roughly from behind... just the way I wished I could be fucked: hard and deep.

"For you I am," she moaned, clearly lost in euphoria from his hard backshots (a term I'd learned from reading erotica).

"Yeah, sneaking out for some young dick while your kids are still asleep after your husband left for work is pretty fucking slutty," he said.

"Oh hell, I'm guilty as charged, if that makes you happy! Now just give me that big dick," Debbie moaned.

"That's a good start. Now beg some more, bitch." He pulled out completely, and I finally got a great look at his cock. His huge fucking cock! Yes please!

Long...at least eight inches.

Fat... pussy-spreading thick.

Perfect.

"Please... slam that big hard cock into my cunt," Debbie begged wickedly, her tone dripping with desperation and lust. "I'll be your married whore whenever you want me."

"I'll hold you do that," he said, or something similar, since it wasn't as loud as their prior declarations.

"Now shoot your jizz inside my married cunt," Debbie moaned loudly, using the word cunt again... and jizz... terms that are so taboo.

"Shit," I moaned to myself, listening to her desperately pleading words as I rubbed myself faster.

"Get ready, slut," he growled as he pounded her hard.

"Yes, yes, fuck me, fuck me, oh, you mother fucker," she screamed as he grunted, and I witnessed a rare real life situation, where both the man and woman came simultaneously... unlike my married life, where Jack came when he was ready, and then I ended up finishing in the bathroom...if at all. For the record, it hadn't always been like that.

He kept fucking her hard for another minute while her arms trembled on the chair and her body was literally quaking, before he finally slowed down and then pulled out.

Without another word being said, letting me know this wasn't the first time he'd fucked her, she spun around, dropped to her knees on the pool's apron, and took his cock into her mouth... which made me moan... since I'd always enjoyed tasting myself on a cock... cream pie or not.

A minute later he backed away. So I hurriedly backed away from my window as well... collapsing onto the bed and thus out of sight, spreading my legs, and frantically rubbing myself to a much-needed orgasm.

Still in recovery mode, I reached for my iPad. I searched for online sex toys, having just decided I needed a new vibrator asap, my last one having died before Hannah was born, and I hadn't felt the motivation to buy myself another one. But after all my recent visual stimulation, now I needed dick... urgently. And if I couldn't get any real dick... I'd get myself something else to do what Jack no longer did... to fuck me.

I ended up spending more than I'd planned on. I purchased a new rabbit vibe like the one I used to have, except this one was better... with nine speeds and vibration patterns, triple my last one. I also bought a suction cup dildo that could be used in the bathroom, and for reasons I didn't even know, since I couldn't fathom when I'd feel the need to actually insert such a monster inside myself (although they were half price, since I'd already ordered the $75 minimum). I also ordered two vibrating eggs.

Then when I went to check out, I encountered a few more great discounts. So following a whim of extreme horniness, I also bought three anal plugs (since other than with my finger in college, I'd never explored anal sex... but recently the plethora of erotica I'd been reading had triggered my curiosity), a small vibrating anal toy, some specialized anal lube, and a ten-inch basic vibrator (I was going to learn whether size mattered).

I paid for one-day shipping... an extra twelve dollars, but I didn't mind. I wanted these toys yesterday, but I sure couldn't stroll into an adult toy store with a baby.

I clicked on Pay, and confirmed my order just a couple minutes before Hannah woke up. Perfect timing!

I got up, looked out the window, and the Ricci backyard was empty. I stretched, and went to feed Hannah.

The rest of the morning flew by... Hannah was playful... my best friend Jane called, and we chatted for an hour... and I watched the first episode of a show she insisted I just had to watch, called Only Murders in the Building. It was quite amusing and intriguing, and I knew it would be my next binge watch... since it was on its second season... I always liked almost everything Steve Martin did, and Selena Gomez was suddenly very cute... or perhaps she always was.

I put Hannah down for her nap and went upstairs, wondering if eleven o'clock was another showtime for Bianca.

This time I wasn't surprised to see Bianca sitting on the same lounge chair. However I was surprised to see she was alone.

I admired her long legs for a minute before I saw someone walking towards her.

My window still open, I heard Bianca say tersely, "You're late."

I didn't hear the response, but Bianca waved her hand and said something like, "Whatever. Just get to it," in an annoyed, inconvenienced tone.

I watched as she raised her ass, and the woman I didn't recognize, although she was old enough to be my mother, at least in her sixties, tugged at the strings, pulled the bikini bottoms off and placed them on the side table, before she lowered her head between Bianca's legs.

I watched another lesbian act.

Again, I wondered why a woman this old would be coming over and crawling between a teenager's legs.

Again, I wished it was me.

Bianca lay back on the lounge chair, her sunglasses on, and she seemed to be napping.

The older woman remained between her legs for over twenty minutes, before Bianca's legs stiffened, which was her orgasm tell.

A couple minutes later the older woman stood up and walked away. When I saw her face, I gasped. I did know her! She was the pastor's wife at the church we occasionally attended, but just on special occasions. I'd been with her a few weeks ago while we chatted about Hannah's upcoming baptism. It was scheduled for a few weeks away, and there was no doubt this was Dorothy Durant.

I shook my head. I just kept encountering more astounding surprises!

Yet, besides my bewilderment from seeing all these women, a fair percentage of whom I knew, all of those ones married. All in all there was quite a large number, if you counted all the ones I did or didn't know, willingly crawling between an eighteen-year-old's perfectly tanned legs. And why they were doing it was the ultimate mystery. Plus, how was Bianca managing to orchestrate all this activity? All these women just showed up, apparently scheduled beforehand, performed their sex work, and then left in time for the next one to arrive seamlessly.

It wasn't as if they were just strolling through the neighbourhood and happened to think, Hey, I'll bet there's a ripe young pussy behind that fence that I can snack on! But that said, while I'd been perving on Bianca all this time, that's exactly what I'd been thinking.

I went downstairs to grab a glass of lemonade, and then returned to my 'entertainment window', where Bianca had another eager visitor, and yet another shock for me.

The woman was already between her legs. Yet I recognized her instantly by her uniform. It was Edna... the community's mail delivery woman.

Edna was a very pretty, albeit chubby woman in her thirties, and a complete sweetheart. Like everyone else between Bianca's legs that I recognised... she was married. And also just like everyone else, her being included in this lineup completely shocked me... particularly because this was the first woman I'd seen between Bianca's legs I used to have a crush on... since there was just something in her persona that drew me in... always smiling... always sweet... and just so cute... plus a nice big butt and huge tits.

As I watched in voyeuristic awe, my doorbell rang. I sighed, but went and answered it. Then I was thrilled that I had, since it was my toy delivery. (As advertised, it was in a plain brown wrapper... Yay!) I signed for the package, hurried back upstairs, and opened it while I kept looking out the window, hoping to catch some more lesbian action... which was silly, since while I was unloading my toys, I wasn't at an angle where I could see anything. And except for some pop music playing from a Bluetooth speaker next door, I couldn't hear anything either.

I unpacked the toys, quickly put batteries into the rabbit vibrator, tugged my panties down and off, set the vibrator to Speed Five, Pattern three (randomly, since I was unfamiliar with this toy), and applied it to my wet pussy.

Edna was moving her head up and down and with more animated aggression than the previous women had done, as I watched Bianca tug at the strings on her bikini top and toss it aside.

Now completely naked, Bianca looked like the most beautiful (and wanton) woman in the world. Her breasts were perfectly perky, and her nipples looked hard, as I reached for the binoculars to confirm my assessments.

Binoculars in one hand, I stuck the vibrator between my legs with the other, held my legs together, and just let the pulsing sensations tease me, while I drooled over this teenager's amazingly perfect body.

I'd suddenly, well perhaps not so suddenly, fallen into completely lustful infatuation.

Bianca squeezed her breasts, leaned back slightly in her chair, and rested her feet on Edna's shoulders.

Edna seemed to really be going to town on Bianca's pussy, her head now rotating (like a planet going around the sun, not like a spinning top, silly) in a smooth, circular motion.

For the first time I saw Bianca give a more aggressive response to being serviced, then her legs tightened while she came, while pressing her right hand against Edna's head and pushing it deeper between her legs.

God, did I want to be Edna right now! I wanted to be the woman between Bianca's legs! I wanted to be the one tasting this teenager's forbidden fruit! I wanted to be used by Bianca just like Edna was being used!

I tossed the binoculars onto my bed, opened my legs, grabbed the vibrator, and slid it inside my desperately horny pussy.

"Oh fuck," I moaned a little louder than I'd wanted to, then darted away from the window in case anyone heard me.

A moment later, unable to resist watching their hot act, I leaned close to the window while also fucking myself rather frantically, badly needing to come.

Bianca had her ass up in the air as Edna kept licking her, before the beautiful girl collapsed back onto the chair... her body quaking in excessive ways I hadn't noticed during her other orgasms. I guessed Edna was exceptionally good at this!

A minute later, Edna got up, grabbed her mailbag, and spoke briefly with Bianca... although I couldn't hear a word they said... although it seemed Bianca was doing the majority of the talking and Edna was mainly nodding her agreement... except for a shock briefly crossing her face. She eventually nodded, seeming to agree to do something she really didn't want to do.

Bianca tossed her a pair of pink panties, odd that she even had a pair with her, since I could see both her bikini top and bottoms next to her.

Edna started walking away, and looked right up at my window as I furiously fucked myself... close to orgasm.

And then we made eye contact!.

I hurriedly slipped out of sight, but the damage was done.

I collapsed onto my bed, my need still to orgasm overriding my humiliation from getting caught, and I fucked myself hard, like I wished my husband would do to me at least once in a while.

I rolled over onto my stomach so I could muffle my moans into the pillow, and not let Bianca know what I was doing... in case she too would learn about my voyeurism.

I was fucking myself good... when the doorbell rang.

"Fuck," I cursed, a little too loud, as I rolled off of the bed, shut off the buzzing toy, and walked (mostly staggered) downstairs to the front door.

I peeked through the peephole, and I saw Edna standing on my doorstep!

"Fuck," I whispered to myself. There was no question about my being home, so there was no reasonable way I could avoid her! So I took a deep breath and convinced myself that she was the one who'd been sinning the most... which was the truth.

I opened the door and greeted her, noticing a shine on her face... undoubtedly Bianca's pussy cum. "Hi, Edna."

"Hi, Meredith," she said sheepishly, avoiding eye contact.

"Hi," I repeated, wondering why she was here. She'd only previously knocked on my door when she had a delivery for me... although we often chatted outside, since I often went out to walk Hannah, and so forth.

"I'm supposed to give you these," she said, blushing fiercely while she held out the pink panties.

"Oh?" I asked, surprised.

"Please take them; they're a gift from Bianca," she said, looking at me for the first time, and with utter shame in her eyes.

I accepted them, set them aside, and asked, "Are you okay?"

"I know you were watching me, and so does Bianca," she blurted out.

"I'm sorry, I just couldn't look away," I admitted; my worry that Bianca knew now confirmed.

"She wants you," Edna said.

"Wants me?" I asked. This wasn't what I was expecting.

"Yes," she answered.

"How did you end up...." I started to ask, but stopped.

"The same way as all the others," she said, which didn't help me at all.

"Oh," I repeated.

"I also know you've watched at least some of the others," Edna said. "Bianca said you've been checking her out constantly for a few days."

"Oh, God," I said, my cheeks burning red, I'm guessing as red as Edna's were... and to make matters worse, I could feel some wetness leaking out of my well-manipulated pussy, that was still urging me back to finish what I'd started.

"Did you get off just now while you were watching me pleasure Bianca?" Edna asked bluntly.

I coughed.

"You're flustered," Edna said, growing a little more confident, and she was now looking me in the eye.

"Um... I..." I said, not answering the question, but I'm sure my body language was a real giveaway.

"Actually, I hope you didn't come yet," she said, "because I'm supposed to offer to finish you off."

"What?!" I asked, not believing my ears!

"May I please come inside?" she asked, looking furtively around at the street behind her.

"Um, sure," I said. She walked in, and I closed the door.

She reached her hand under my dress and felt my pussy... my bare pussy, because of what I'd been doing. "You're very wet," she appraised.

"W-w-what are you doing?" I stammered, even though it was obvious.

"Unless you strongly object, I'm going to help you finish what you started, just like I was told to do," she said as she slid a finger into my pussy, leaned forward, and kissed me.

With her soft lips meeting mine, and her finger inside me, I offered no resistance, and I kissed her back. This kiss was so different from kissing my husband... or any other man for that matter. It was soft and gentle... romantic... intimate... all the things I'd never felt while kissing a man.

She broke the kiss and said, as she pushed me against the door, "I need your consent before I can make you cum. Are you up for this?"

"Umm... yes?"

"I'm glad. Now let me taste you."

"Oh, God," I moaned, as I watched her drop before me, stick her head under my skirt, and then I felt her tongue on my pussy. I repeated my profound statement: "Oh, God."

"You taste amazing," Edna said, as she probed my pussy with her tongue.

"Please don't stop," I moaned, with my orgasm... that had been stopped in its tracks not long ago... suddenly escalating like a tidal wave.

"No worries, I won't stop until you come on my face," my mailwoman promised, licking my pussy recklessly... by which I mean she was extremely busy within my pussy region, probing my hole and flicking my clit and seeming to stimulate me everywhere at once.

Sadly, as if I were a teenage boy, I didn't last much longer than a minute before I replicated what Bianca had done by grabbing the back of her head and shoving it directly against my pussy.

She then sucked my clit between her lips, and that was all it took.

I let loose with a primal scream as my back arched against the wall, and I flooded her pretty face with my cum.

She hungrily lapped up my voluminous wetness as it gushed out of me, and into and onto her.

"Jesus," I said weakly as my orgasm cascaded through me, bringing intense pleasure throughout my very existence.

"Mmmmmmm," she purred, as I let go of her head and she kept licking.

"I haven't come that hard since college," I said. Then not sure if that was truthful enough, I added, "Or maybe never."

"Glad to be of service," she smiled, and she stood up and kissed me, and I tasted my own wetness on her lips.

I again kissed her back... still feeling complete rapture.

She broke the kiss a minute later and asked, "Do you have a laptop or a computer?"

"Sure," I said, feeling a little post-orgasmic wetness leaking out of me.

"If it's portable, please go and get it," she said.

"Okay," I nodded, mindlessly obeying her. I went upstairs to my bedroom, grabbed my iPad, and hurried back to her... feeling giddy, just like I had when I was a teenager.

"Enter your password for me?" she asked.

"Sure," I said, and did it.

I handed it back to her, and she opened the internet, typed something in, and said, "Here."

She handed it back to me.

"What's this?" I asked.

"It's an application so you can start servicing Bianca and some other girls and women," she said.

"An application?" I asked, repeating her words in shock... as I processed the other new piece of information... I'd be having sex with other women too?

"Yes, you just need to fill in the answers to some questions, and then Bianca will reply with the date and time of your first appointment," she explained.

"You're not serious?"

"Yes I am, actually. Quite a few women in the community are already taking part in this," she said. After she kissed me one more time she added, "As are quite a few recent high school graduates and college girls."

"How many of them in all?" I asked, struggling to process this new and bewildering information.

"Nope, you're getting ahead of yourself. But no worries, you'll learn everything in time," she said.

"I don't know," I said.

"Trust me," she said. "You really need to do this."

"I do?"

"Yes," she said, kissing me again. "For one thing, Bianca made it clear to me that until you're signed up, I'm not allowed to service her again."

"Really?" I asked.

"Yeah, she really wants you between her legs," she said.

"Oh," I said, still in a daze.

"And she assumes that at least for now, you're straight."

"Well, I was until a few minutes ago," I said, looking at her intently. Then feeling brave, I added, "I think I owe you one."

"If you mean that literally, I need to tell you that you're not allowed to service anyone until after you've serviced Bianca for the first time," Edna said. "But I'd love to take you up on your offer of 'owing me one' right after you've done her."

"Oh," I repeated, both the new information and her offer creating even more confusion and intrigue.

"When it's allowed, I'd particularly love to 69 with you," she said, picking up my phone again.

"42678," I said, giving her my password.

She typed in the code, then entered her name and phone number. "Text me when you're ready to play together."

"Okay, I will," I agreed.

"I need to get back to my route now."

"Right, I suppose you do," I said, sad this surreal conversation was over.

"Fill it out ASAP," she said, kissing me again. "It will change your life. And likely mine too."

"I will," I promised, kissing her again... not wanting to let this life-changing opportunity expire.



"You'd better," she said, and then she winked at me and left.

I went upstairs and peeked outside to see that the Riccis' backyard was empty. I closed the window securely, then I sat on my bed and examined the website.

The website was called Pillow Princesses.

I didn't even know what that meant.

A definition followed: A pillow princess is a girl (usually young) who enjoys receiving sexual stimulation more than she likes giving it.

Well, that description seemed to fit Bianca very well.

If you are exploring this page, you should be:

-older (likely married)

-mostly straight (bonus if you are)

-a MILF (another bonus if you are)

-submissive

-eager to please

-available at all times (day and night)

That's all. Your age, looks, and weight don't matter, so long as you are willing to please a girl or a young woman, and to satisfy her every whim.

Plus, if you're accepted, you'll belong to a Club that also includes frisky women who are not Pillow Princess... they're just exceedingly friendly and open minded.

And in case you're concerned, no money will be exchanged between members at any time.

Now be a good MILF (or not if applicable, still be good), fill out the online application, and we will reply with the details of your first assignment.

Curious about the application and still completely in the afterglow of my pleasure with Edna, I clicked on the link.

Without considering any consequences, only caring about my suddenly fully awakened libido, I completed the form.

Name: Meredith Hamilton

Age: 44

Kids: 3

Married: Yes

Straight/Bi/Lesbian: Straight, but VERY, VERY bicurious.

(That last was a tough question, since I wasn't technically any of those three categories anymore.)

Submissive, dominant or switch: Submissive

After googling switch, I chose the obvious answer, since I've always loved pleasing people... not only sexually, but also just in daily life.

Hair colour: Blonde

Eye colour: Blue

Height: 5 foot 4

Weight: 145 pounds

Breast Size: 34 C

It then required my phone number and address.

I pondered the safety of divulging these details for a couple minutes, before I entered the very private information.

Then I stared at the Send button.

My name... my phone number... my address... they were all personal information that could easily out me.

Yet Edna seemed comfortable... enthusiastic even... about her participation.

I wanted to play with Edna some more.

I also really, really wanted a chance to get between Bianca's legs... and hopefully numerous times.

So throwing caution to the winds... which normally I never did... I pressed Send.

A moment later, the page displayed a simple message: Thank you for your application. We will be in contact soon.

I was just beginning to get anxious... worry coursing through me... when Hannah woke up.

I went and took care of her, pushing the worry out of my mind, since there was nothing I could do about it for now.

Thirty minutes later, I went upstairs to see if Bianca was back at her station. She wasn't. I sighed.

I went back downstairs and started supper.

A few minutes later, while I was watching television, my phone buzzed.

I stared at it in confusion, having briefly forgotten I'd given them my phone number. Welcome to the Pillow Princess Service Club. Click on this link to install the app on your phone. Your username is MILFMER and your password is PUSSYPLEASER.

I clicked on the link and downloaded the app, where the icon was a pink pillow on a black backdrop.

I entered my username (flattered by their inclusion of the term MILF) and password (which I hoped to be living up to very soon), and the app opened.

I found another message: This app must remain active at all times. You must respond within five minutes of receiving any message addressed to you personally. Three missed responses, and you may be banned for a limited amount of time. Five missed responses, and you may be banned for life. Being a member of the Pillow Princess Service Club is a valuable privilege.

I perused the screen. There were boxes for incoming and outgoing messages, as well as a location finder. If I understood this feature properly, anyone using this app could know exactly where I was at any time.

A message popped up. It was from Mailmuncher: So very happy you joined. Welcome to the Club!

I responded: Thank you very much. Although I'm not sure what I got myself into.

Mailmuncher: It's an amazing female secret society, and a lot of fun.

I replied: I still can't believe all this.

Mailmuncher: Believe it. There are many members you already know, and a few younger pillow princesses as well. All the princesses are sexy as hell.

I texted back: Crazy.

Mailmuncher: Well, back to work. See you soon.

I replied: Can't wait.

I didn't even have time to put my phone down, before I received two new messages. One was from the username SQUIRTSALOT: I can't wait until I'm back in town, Mrs. Hamilton. I'm going to sit on your face and squirt all over you.

I had no idea who this person was, except she was probably a young pillow princess who wasn't Bianca. Nevertheless, even though I couldn't believe my own response, I replied: All over me? I can't wait.

As I waited for a possible response, I wondered who she was... obviously she knew who I was.

I checked the other unread message, and this one was strangely exciting, and when I read it, my pussy began tingling with anticipation and excitement. It was from VOTE4BITCH: I knew you would join. I'll be fucking you with one of my strap-ons very soon!!!

It took me less than a minute before I concluded based on the username that it was Miranda. I responded brazenly, oozing with confidence I hadn't had access to since before I'd given birth: I haven't been fucked in a year and a half, so I'll willingly bend over and take yours, so long as it is a BIG mother fucking dick.

VOTE4BITCH: Oh, I'll fuck you so good and hard, you won't walk straight for a week.

Another message.

ITALIANGODDESS: I sent someone over to watch Hannah. When she arrives, I expect you in my backyard immediately. Is that clear?

My eyes went wide. This couldn't be anyone but Bianca!

The time had come... or perhaps more accurately, cum.

I didn't hesitate before replying: This has GOT to be my hot neighbour B. I'll be there as soon as I can!

ITALIANGODDESS: Good pet.

A chill went down my spine and directly to my pussy. Feeling totally giddy, I rushed to my room and snatched up the vibrating eggs, praying they were pre-charged... I peeked out the window and saw Bianca lying on her stomach... completely naked... getting more tan. I admired her for a few seconds, but I couldn't leave Hannah alone for too long, so I returned to the living room with the eggs.

I examined them... tested them... thankfully, they were charged... and again throwing caution to the wind... I slid both of them (easily) into my wet pussy. Using the remote control, I turned them onto low, and I moaned.

I walked around a little to get used to them inside my pussy... getting a rush both from the buzzing, and from the way they were floating around inside me.

Then... the doorbell rang.

Another rush of adrenaline.

Then... a completely anxious moment.

Exactly who was at the door?

Whoever she was, she'd know why she was here, where I was going, and what I'd be doing there.

Whoever she was, there was no going back now. I checked on Hannah, who was playing contentedly, and went to the door.

I didn't even check the peephole before opening the door. She'd be whoever she was.

My eyes went wide, as I spied Barbara Bellusio, my daughter's best friend, who was standing in front of me with a huge grin on her face.

"Hi, Mrs. Hamilton," the cute nerdy girl in glasses said gleefully. She was wearing a white blouse, plaid skirt and knee high socks.

"H-h-hi, Barbara," I stammered.

"Apparently I'm here to babysit for you," she said.

"Yes, yes, please come in," I said, totally rattled by her walking into my house... even though she'd done it hundreds of times already

She walked in and said immediately, "You should get going, Bianca isn't very patient."

"Are you in the Club?" I asked, following behind her and moaning a little as the eggs inside me were jostled.

"I am," she nodded. "I'm a switch."

"Oh," I said.

"I both give and receive," she explained.

"I just learned that term today," I admitted with a smile.

"Well," she said, walking up to me with a confidence I'd never seen in her except in academia. This different Barbara was sexy and hot, making me see her in a fresh light, "if only you'd joined sooner, we could have had a lot more fun during all those sleepovers."

"Oh my," I gasped, another rush of adrenaline coursing through my overworked mind and body.

"But get out of here. We can discuss my payment for the babysitting once you get back," she said, reaching her hand under my dress and giving me a Trump. (In other words, she grabbed my pussy.) "You're very wet."

"It may be the vibrating eggs," I said. "Or Edna eating me out earlier."

"That's a decent start, but your initiation is just getting started," she said, slapping my pussy and making me moan. "Now go."

"Yes, Mistress," I replied, but then covered my mouth... that was a term I found intriguing and erotic in the lesbian stories I often read.

"Mmmmmm," she purred. We don't often use that term in the Club, but if it works for you, it certainly does for me." She then spun me around and slapped my ass. "Now get going."

"Yes, Mistress," I repeated, this time on purpose. I slipped into some three-inch heels (not practical for going next door) and hurried out the door.

"Have fun," she called out, as the door closed behind me.

I slinked next door, looking around to see if anyone was watching me doing my pre-walk-of-shame.

No one was around.

I went into her backyard, closed the gate, and walked over to her.

"Have you enjoyed the shows I've been performing for you, Meredith?" Bianca asked as she rolled onto her back so I could admire her in all her naked beauty.

"Yes, I really have been," I admitted, seeing no point in playing coy.

"I thought you were," she said, as I reached her.

"It's been a few days with many big surprises," I said, admiring her bod... hoping she'd spread her tanned legs for me.

"And now that you're in the Club, there'll be many... and better... ones to come," she smiled, and then she seemed to read my mind, and she parted her legs.

I stared at her completely shaved pussy... which I hadn't done in years... okay, more accurately, decades.

"Have you eaten any pussy before?" she asked.

"No," I replied, my mouth watering, my pussy tingling, eager with anticipation.

"Then let's reverse that answer," she said, and she leaned back on her lounge chair while I crawled between her legs.

"Yes please," I replied awkwardly.

"I've been imagining this moment ever since I first met you," she said.

"I've been imagining this ever since a few days ago, when I looked out my bedroom window to check the weather, saw someone eating you, and wished you'd remove your bikini top." My face was now only a few inches away from her pussy.

"This time I've done that for you. Now go ahead, my pet," she invited me softly. "Lick my pussy."

"Yes indeed," I said, as I extended my tongue and licked.

"Nice and slow," she said. "I want to enjoy this for a while."

"Okay," I agreed, praying I wouldn't suck at doing this. Watching lesbian videos, reading how to articles, and having been eaten out (once) myself, doesn't completely prepare someone for a moment like this one.

I traced her pussy lips with my tongue... slowly.

I kissed her pussy lips.

I gently licked her clit.

I probed her hole.

I licked every inch of her pussy.

Allowed her scent to envelope me.

Enjoyed her subtle taste dancing on my tongue.

The sex act was as amazing and stimulating as I'd imagined it would be.

"That's it, worship my pussy," she moaned after three or four minutes.

"It tastes so good," I said, since I'd always liked hearing that the few times anyone had given me that compliment.

"I know," she said, not in an egotistical way... just an honest way. I was certain that a pussy like hers received frequent compliments.

"Yes, it's so good," I repeated, as I focused on savouring every moment of my first pussy licking. I allowed her scent to swarm around me... allowed her taste to consume my hunger... I was stimulated by every soft moan Bianca presented me with.

A couple minutes later, while I created more wetness in her pussy and randomly explored every crevice of it, she moaned, encouraging me in the loveliest possible way, "You're a natural, Mrs. Hamilton."

"Thank you," I said, happy she enjoyed what I was doing.

Time went by... my pussy burning with the eggs still vibrating ever so gently inside it... my head spinning with the task I was performing... my body burning with the thrill of my first lesbian encounter, and my tongue working like an explorer.

"Mmmmmm," she moaned. "A little faster now."

"Okay," I said, trying out a neat trick I read somewhere in some story, where your tongue inscribes the alphabet, starting with A.

I went through the alphabet, and then wrote one to thirty, earning me increasing moans from Bianca.

"Oh yes, eat my pussy, you eager little MILF slut," she moaned.

I'd always hated the word slut, yet Bianca calling me one turned me on... I wanted to be her slut... or her pet... or whatever she wanted to call me. I also wanted to get her off and taste the sweet nectar of her cum.

I continued doing the number trick... but faster now... reaching seventy, and then she moaned loudly, "Suck my clit, my pet!"

I obeyed... bringing my lips to her clit, then licking and tugging on it.

"Oh yes, don't stop," she moaned.

I didn't stop... I attacked her clit eagerly.

"Do you want to taste my cum?" she asked.

"Yes please," I responded lustfully... even desperately.

"Then keep licking just like that," she said.

I did, as her moans got louder and louder, and then I felt her hand on the back of my head pushing it roughly into her extreme wetness, which multiplied excessively as it coated my face with her cum by gushing out of her pussy.

"Here you go," she moaned, as I hungrily lapped up her pussy cum the best I could in my suddenly confined and restricted position.

After a couple minutes of my lapping up the tantalizing, tasty cum, she let go of my head and said, "Very good for a first time." It was far from lavish praise, but I'd take it, since I was certain she'd never give anyone an insincere compliment. So if you ever did get lavish praise from her, you could be certain she meant every word.

"Thank you," I said, looking up at her.

"I'll be summoning you often," she said.

"Anytime," I replied.

"And just so you know," she said, "my brother wants to fuck you."

"W-w-what?" I stammered.

"Lorenzo wants to fuck you," she paraphrased her statement, strangely rather matter of factly, like she was just telling me it was sunny today.

"Oh," I said, unsure about how else to answer her... although his huge dick popped into my head.

"Do you want to fuck him?" she asked.

"I'm married."

"Is that a no?"

"I didn't say that," I responded, his cock fully entrenched in my brain.

"Well, you need to decide. If you want to fuck him let me know right now, and I'll arrange your babysitter for 6:30 tomorrow morning."

"Okay," I said, once again thinking with my libido.

"Okay what?"

"Okay... or rather yes please, I do want your brother to fuck me," I said out loud... shaking my head at myself for making such a wicked declaration.

"Then I'll make it happen," she said, and she reached for her phone.

"Umm... Thank you," I said. And then she began talking to someone on the phone and behaving like I wasn't there anymore... so I got up from the chair and simply walked away.

As I was returning to my house, a few things popped into my head:

1. I'd just willingly agreed to cheat on my husband with a big dicked twenty-one-year-old. (Eating a pussy was cheating, but not on the same scale as fucking another man.)

2. My daughter's best friend was inside my house, waiting for me to return so I could service her in some fashion.

3. Edna and I could now have the 69 I hadn't actually agreed to... but it was a position I was dying to try... especially with her. And now that I'd lapped up the forbidden fruit of the top bitch around here (I hoped that calling Bianca a top bitch wasn't being disrespectful), we could go right ahead and do it whenever we pleased.

4. I'd agreed to get fucked by Miranda... at least I was 99% sure it was Miranda.

And then... as I turned the corner from the sidewalk to the walkway to my house... my walk of shame not feeling shameful at all... a disturbing thought popped into my head....

When my daughter returned home from her job at the summer camp, would she become a member of the Pillow Princess Club? Or even scarier, was she already a member?

Fuck!

The end... maybe....

Do you want to read about how Meredith pays the babysitter, her 69 playtime with Edna, her strap-on fuck fest with Miranda, her getting fucked by the big-dicked stud next door, who SQUIRTSALOT is, and whatever else pops into my head or your head?

If so, and especially if the latter (meaning you have one or more ideas to offer), please share your suggestions below.
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Pillow Princess Club Ch. 02

Summary: Pussy 2: new pet dominated by bitch neighbour.

Note: This is dedicated to Stephen, who requested the series.

Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing yet another wicked series.

Note 3: This is chapter two of an ongoing series. In chapter one, Meredith is home alone with her 8-months-old baby while her husband is constantly away and neglecting her sexual needs. She spies through her bedroom window her 18-year-old neighbour (a gorgeous girl from Italy) being sexually pleasured by another woman, then another one, and then even more. This sparks a flame inside her, awakening her curiosity to explore her own same sex desires. She discovers there's a neighborhood secret Pillow Princess Club, where older woman sign up to frequently be summoned by younger women to sexually pleasure them. She signs up out of lust and curiosity, and she's immediately summoned by that same beautiful next door neighbour Bianca, whereupon she services her. Which begins her journey into submissive lesbianism... which will be continued in this story and other stories....

Pillow Princess Club Ch. 02

Following my exciting encounter with Bianca, my face was still wet and sticky while I was walking up the driveway to my house, when I heard my name being called by a voice that was both smug and domineering all at once. "Meredith!"

I stopped, sighed to myself, and turned around to see Miranda Bellencourt standing across the street, a triumphant smile smeared across her face.

"Yes, Miranda?" I called back, trying to behave as if I hadn't just eaten a teenager's pussy... even though I imagine the wet glean on my face would be enough to prove me guilty.

"Enjoy?" she asked as she began crossing the street.

"Enjoy what?" I asked, playing innocent for as long as I could.

"Don't play dumb with me," she said, while I didn't take a single step, making her walk over to me. "We both know where you just were, and what you just did."

"And what did I just do?" I asked... holding on to my secret and moral righteousness for a few more precious seconds.

"You ate Bianca's pussy, of course," she said bluntly, now just a few steps away from me.

"And what if I did?" I asked, not about to be bullied or judged by someone I'd already watched doing the exact same thing. So instead of exhibiting any guilt or shame... which I assume was the response she expected from me... I acted like it was no big deal... when in truth, it was a huge fucking deal.

"I'm not judging," she said, as she arrived right in front of me. "As you well know, that would be the pot calling the kettle."

"Good," I said.

"But I am going to enjoy the benefits of having a new bottom bitch living nearby," she said as she Trumped me (meaning her hand went directly to my pussy. I like my new expression!)

"W-w-what are you doing?" I stammered, astonished by her forwardness. I looked around to see if anyone else could see that I was being molested by another woman in broad daylight.

"You're soaking wet," she pointed out as she slid a finger inside me, ignoring my question. I let out an uncontrollable moan.

"Stop!" I begged, although I didn't do anything physical to stop her... pleasure instantly growing inside of me.

"Come to my place right now," she ordered, as her finger wriggled around inside me.

"I can't," I said, suddenly greatly distracted, "I have to relieve my babysitter."

"Oh I'm sure you'll relieve Barbara very soon," Miranda said, in a sexy tone that made very clear what she thought would happen when I returned home... which was exactly what I hoped would happen when I returned home... a second pussy to eat.

"She's my daughter's best friend," I pointed out... trying to play innocent in at least that regard.

"Like that matters," she said. "She lives around here, doesn't she?" as she started plunging her finger into me vigorously. (Right out here where there were lots of neighbors who had windows!)

"Please stop," I moaned, the moan lacking any force.

"Oh? You want me to stop?" she asked, as she pulled her finger out and shoved it in my mouth.

I mindlessly sucked my own wetness off her finger, thinking to myself, I taste pretty damn good.

When she pulled her finger out, she said, "Come with me... now."

"Miranda, I...." I began to protest.

"Look, slut," Miranda said, as she pulled me close to her, both of her hands on my ass. "You joined the Club less than an hour ago, which means you're the bottom bitch around here. You're a submissive pet to all the pillow princesses, and also to every other woman in the Club, which means you'll always do whatever the fuck you're told! Is that clear?"

"I don't recall seeing that on the website," I said, although part of me found this really hot... yet another part of me didn't want to give this bitch Miranda the satisfaction of knowing I found it hot. But in any case, no matter she was a bitch, my pussy was on fire. I wanted her finger back inside me... I also could readily eat a second pussy... and then a third one when I got home... but Miranda was extremely controlling, so giving into her once would automatically lead me into a long series of complete disasters.

"Trust me," she said as she took my hand and began leading me to her house across the street, "You really need this."

"Miranda," I protested, even while I followed her... my protest falling upon deaf ears, both to her and apparently to my body, since it wasn't resisting her at all.

"Don't pretend you're not a submissive little pet who's dying to become my plaything," she said.

"But I'm not," I said, although I continued following her, which weakened my bargaining power immensely... as did my leaking pussy.

"Stop fucking lying to me and to yourself," she growled, forcefully squeezing my hand.

"I'm not," I said, but in a weak whisper that I'm not sure she even heard. If she did, she ignored it completely.

"And have you really not been fucked for over a year and a half?" she asked, as I followed her up her driveway.

I recalled that online VOTE4BITCH had said she planned to fuck me with a strap-on, and I'd replied brazenly during my initial rush of excitement about joining the Club, that I 'd willingly bend over and take it, since I hadn't been fucked in over a year and a half.

Oops.

"Well, yeah, you see, my husband..." I began trying to defend him, but I then I couldn't find anything to defend him with. Truth was, I was very bitter about his neglect of me sexually and the insecurities that came with it... which was part of the reason I'd signed up for the Club, and shortly afterwards I'd eaten a teenager's pussy in her backyard (which was wonderful), and now I was about to enter a bitchy neighbor's home to do who knows what... well, I kind of knew what... just not everything that 'what' would entail.

"No worries," she said, as we reached her front door. "We'll rectify your depressing problem ASAP."

Part of me was scared... not wanting someone like Miranda taking control of me, yet another part of me was completely turned on. Yes, it was partly the rush of having just eaten my first pussy; yes, it was partly the rush of joining a secret lesbian Club; but the idea of getting fucked, and no doubt Miranda would back her promise to fuck me silly, was pussy-leaking hot. A year and a half with no dick would make any woman vulnerable to such an offer.

I didn't say a word as we entered her house, she closed the door, and led me into her living room before handing me something. "Strip and put this on."

It looked like a maid's outfit.

I took a closer look at a very skimpy maid's outfit. "You're not serious?" I asked. Why would she have this out and ready? How did she know I'd be coming over?

"Just put it on," she said, dismissing my question with a wave of my hand. "I'll be back in a couple minutes, and I expect to find you wearing this outfit and down on your knees waiting for me."

Before I could respond, she strode away... leaving me alone in her living room.

I sighed heavily.

But partly because of my submissive nature, partly out of curiosity, and partly out of sheer horniness, I shed all my clothes, removed the vibrating eggs from my pussy (they'd been in there for over an hour by now), and put on the one-piece outfit, with a hem that was a good ten inches above my knees (meaning most of my butt was exposed). I noticed some black thigh high stockings, and I put them on too... surprised by how soft and silky sheer they were. I'd always liked nylons. I usually wore pantyhose, but I hadn't worn them since I was a few months pregnant. They were way too much work to put on when I was pregnant, and they just didn't seem worth the effort, when I was just home alone with baby Hannah every day. Once they were on, I brushed my hands over the silky sheer hosiery, wondering what brand they were... they were easily the softest nylons I'd ever touched.

"Aren't they soft?" Miranda asked as she arrived in the living room wearing just a garter-belt, beige stockings, and a big strap-on cock around her waist... well, the harness was the only part around her waist, but I'm sure you get the picture.

"Y-y-yeah," I stammered, as I stared at her big cock, which was aimed directly at me, and I realized Miranda had a bitchin' body for a bitch.

"Wolford's," she said. "I bring some back from London whenever we visit there."

"They're amazing," I said, in awe of both Miranda's body and cock, and how soft and sexy these nylons were.

Miranda sat in an easy chair next to me and ordered, "Put on the lace hat, and get on your knees in front of me."

"Miranda, this is going a little over the top," I complained.

"I don't recall asking your opinion," she said, dismissing my words again with another wave of her hand. "Just do as you're fucking told."

Again I was torn between two polar opposite sets of thoughts and feelings. On the one hand allowing Miranda to treat me this way was risky, since I was giving a woman who loved power even more of it. On the other hand I was horny as fuck, and my natural submissive nature was shouting at me to go along with her. So buying a bit of time to decide, I looked at her, carefully settled the maid's hat that completed the sexy slut outfit into place, looked once again at the cock... and slowly lowered myself before her. Okay, I'd committed myself. No more doubts please, self, let's enjoy this new experience.

While I'd been dithering, she'd been simply waiting for me, which given her bossy nature was surprising. I suppose she'd recognised that as a newbie I'd need a little while to get up my nerve. Then once I was finally ready, she brought her nylon-clad foot to my face and ordered, "Lick the sweat off my sole, slut." Okay, back to being bossy; fair enough, my role here was to constantly submit to her.

"Really?" I asked, smelling her sweaty scent which was, to my surprise, a strangely sensual aroma as it drifted into my nostrils.

"Stop asking stupid fucking questions," she barked, bringing her other foot between my legs and directly to my pussy.

"Ooooh," I moaned as she continued belittling me.

"Bottom sluts obey their betters without hesitation, and bottom sluts do only what they're told," she added, as she rubbed my pussy with one nylon-clad foot while rubbing my face with the other. "Now lick."

Those were words I sometimes read in lesbian erotica where girls...usually younger ones... seduced older girls... and while Miranda was only a year younger than I was... her words made me feel ashamed... stimulated... dazed... my body controlling my actions. So I just caved to her, opened my mouth, extended my tongue, and began licking her sweaty, silky stocking's sole.

"Good girl," she said, slowly rubbing my pussy with her toes, parting my pussy lips, and driving me wild with her teasing, touching toes.

An odd rush went up my spine at being called 'good girl', even though her tone made it clear she was being condescending... yet my uncontrolled response was a moan as her toes drove me wild by slowly teasing my pussy. That said, although my task was demeaning and meant to put me in my place, I found it both sensually satisfying and surprisingly enjoyable. While not even close to the heaven-like taste of Bianca's pussy, the salty sweet of Miranda's foot mixed with her silky nylons, the humiliating nature of my task, plus her other foot slowly maneuvering between my pussy lips, created a unique scent and taste that captivated me.

As I licked every inch of her silky sole, she said, "I wore these nylons all day to get them nice and sweaty for you."

There was no way she could have known today was the day I was going to cross the line and join the club when just over an hour ago, I didn't even know it existed... unless since around dawn there'd been lots of behind-the-scenes plotting, but I didn't question it further. I'd become the newest bottom bitch in the Pillow Princess Service Club, and I was happy about it. 'Nuff said. So I just let out a moan as her toes grazed my swollen clit, "Mmmmmm."

"You like the taste of my sweaty sole?" she asked.

I could have lied, or at least feigned some sort of distaste, but I was captivated by her feet... her scent... her taste... even the humiliation... so I just admitted, "Yes."

"Yes what?" she asked, using the same question to get me to fall deeper under her power and to admit out loud the unspoken truth of the moment, just like in many erotic stories, where a dominant takes control of her new submissive.

I decided to go along with her game, feeling like I was a character in some wickedly wild erotic story I'd written myself, "Yes, I like how the sweat tastes on your silky nylon sole."

"Because you're my slut, correct?" she drilled down, the heel of her foot now pressing directly against my clit, creating intense pleasure and making me let out more moans, and making me into a horny mess, ready to agree to almost anything.

So I kept playing her game... a game where I was a pawn, and she was the queen. "Yes Miranda, I'm your slut."

As she brought her toes to my lips, she asked, "And you'll keep doing everything I say?"

"Do I have a choice?" I asked, but not as a question but a quip, before I opened my mouth and sucked her pinky toe between my lips.

"No, you do not," she said unnecessarily, slowly moving her heel up and down, maintaining constant pressure on my clit... but slowly, to continue teasing me and to keep me in a perpetual state of arousal and impending orgasm.

"Okaaaaay," I moaned, as I advanced to her second toe.

"Yes, do all five toes," she ordered, the pressure of her foot driving me wild, yet not enough to get me off, but just keeping me on the edge.

"Okay," I repeated, as I slowly worked my way through all five of her perfectly manicured toes, the nails painted an aqua blue colour, which was both tranquil and sexy.

"You're so wet," she said a minute later as I was servicing her big toe.

"It's been a wild day," I said, which was the understatement of understatements.

"And believe it or not, it's just gotten started," she said, removing her foot from my fevered pussy. I felt a wave of disappointment as I waited for whatever she decided to do next. As she took her foot away from my face and replaced it with the other, this next one a little wet from my juices, she instructed, "Now clean your cunt juice off my foot."

I'd always found the word 'cunt' disgusting whenever anyone said it, but for some reason I found it erotic when I saw it being used in a charged up lesbian seduction scene... one of which I was currently living livestream.

As her heel rested in my lips, I just obeyed her... licking my own wetness off of her nylon heel. The unique recipe of pussy juice, nylon and foot sweat, was an erotically charged combo meal that had my head spinning with lust as I licked, a little too eagerly perhaps, as her second sole went back to my needy pussy... no... to my wanton cunt. As I licked, I began slowly moving my hips to fuck myself on her other foot.

"You horny humper," she purred, amused by my actions as lust consumed me. I wanted to lick her foot... I wanted to taste my own pussy nectar mixed with her natural body sweat, and I wanted to fucking come so fucking bad!

"You're right; I am so awfully hoooorny!" I admitted loudly and lustfully, any shame about my compromised situation already long gone, as my tongue aggressively coated her entire sole with saliva.

"Well, five more slobbery toes, and you'll find yourself impaled eight inches deep on my dick," she promised, as she brought her other toes to my mouth. I didn't devour her toes like I would a cock when I used to suck cock eagerly, but I did worship each toe with focused fetishist fascination as I continued rocking my hips back and forth, using the top of her other foot to stimulate my pussy and my clit.

"Oh yeah, I'm about to pound you so fucking hard," she said, clearly enjoying her authority over me.

"I'd do anything for that dick," I admitted, desperate to finally come, and if that meant allowing her to fuck me like some cheap slut, then so be it.

"Oh, I know you will," she said, "but be warned, your day has just begun."

"What do you mean?" I asked, as I continued applying my lips to her toes, spending a fair amount of time on each delicate delicacy.

"Your day hasn't been finalised yet. But on my first day in the Club, I ate eight pussies," she said.

"You did?" I asked, that seeming like a crazy amount, yet also intriguing.

"Yeah, all the pillow princesses love testing out a new pet," she said. "I'm surprised you haven't been texted again yet."

As I took a brief break from sucking on her big toe, I said, "I left my phone at home."

"Oh, that explains it," she said. "then Barbara is likely taking messages for you."

"How do you know Barbara is babysitting for me?" I asked.

"I know everything," she said smugly. "But actually so will you whenever you're monitoring your phone. Our Club's app has two settings: one where you can see whatever anyone is texting to you and you to them, and the other where you can see whatever anyone is texting to anyone else. So in a sense you can live vicariously; for instance if you know Betty is with Veronica right now, you can imagine what kinds of naughtiness they're up to together."

"Really?" I asked.

"Yes. But for now I suggest you stick to just your own messages, since at first you'll get a lot of them, and you'll be face deep in a lot of pussy today and for the next while," she said. "I'm actually a little jealous."

"You are?"

"Yes, there's nothing like that first day, and even the entire first week," she said, as she removed both of her feet from me and said, "Get on the couch and bend over."

"Okay," I said, not hesitating even the slightest before obeying the order, which would result in taking my first dick in well over a year... not caring in the least whose it was... just that it was inside of me.

"That first submission is so exciting," she said, as she moved behind me.

"Being with Bianca was exhilarating," I admitted, as I felt Miranda's cock between my legs, brushing against my pussy.

"That will never change," she said as she positioned her cock against my wet pussy. "But there's nothing like that first pussy, that first day... and your first week of submission."

"I knoooooow," I moaned, as she slid the hard fake dick into my pussy and rapture instantly consumed me.

"You want me to fuck you, slut?" she asked as she rested deep inside me.

"Yes, yes! Fuck your slut!" I eagerly, mindlessly answered, desperately wanting to feel her cock sliding in and out of me... and willing to degrade myself however she required just to get fucked.



"Your façade of propriety is long gone now," she observed, as she bucked her hips rapidly three times... making the cock reach new depths in my long-neglected pussy.

"Yes, just fuck me hard with that big mother fucking dick," I demanded, talking dirty something I used to do lots of back when my husband gave me good poundings... a side of me very few others except for a few lovers during my life ever knew.

"I am a mother fucker, ain't I?" she laughed.

"You are. Now fuck this mother good and hard," I demanded, needing an orgasm more than I could remember ever needing one.

"I'll be fucking this pussy often," she said, as she reached up with a hand, grabbed my hair, and pulled on it as she began fucking me... hard, deep and rough.

"Yes please," I moaned mindlessly, the idea of being fucked and used like this feeling exhilarating at the moment. I no longer cared about the consequences of giving even more power to this power-hungry woman, I just wanted to be fucked like a woman ought to be fucked. Besides, I knew her secret too, so although she had undeniable power over me, I still had information that could bring her (but myself as well) down if she ever pushed me too far. But she had a very large public presence, while I was a nobody housewife, so she had much more to lose. (If a dozen or so of my acquaintances were scandalised by my raunchy behaviour but nobody else knew who I was, that hardly qualified as a scandal. Whereas...)

"Take this," she said, as she slammed into me hard.

"Yes, fuck me, Miranda," I moaned as my orgasm rose quickly... a hard fucking from another person so much more intense than anything my fingers, or even my new toys, could ever achieve.

"You like this, slut?" she asked, as she pulled on my hair even harder while slapping the side of my ass.

"I fucking love it," I moaned, wanting her just to fuck me good and hard like she'd promised me in her text message, and she was indeed living up to that promise.

For two or three minutes she pounded me from behind... the sounds of her body slamming into mine echoing through the room... my moans increasing as the pleasure consumed every scrap of my body, making me a muddled mental mess.

As my orgasm bubbled to the top, I begged, although these pleas, albeit very short omes, and often only one word at a time, took a couple minutes to work their way past my lips, "Don't stop! Harder! Fuck your slut! Oh fuck! Give it to me! More! Harder! Faster!. Fuck me! Fuck me!"

"Come, my nasty slut," Miranda ordered, and she again tugged hard on my hair, and hammered into me.

It wasn't even half a dozen more strokes deep in my pussy, before I bellowed out a primal scream, "Yes. Yes. Fuuuuuuuck!"

Unlike my husband, who'd always slow down when my orgasm arrived... you know, back when he used to fuck me... Miranda just kept barrelling down the track, as my body pulsed with intense pleasure.

"It looks like you're enjoying this, but we're not done yet," she said, as she continued pounding me throughout my orgasm.

"Oh," was all I could muster, as a second orgasm seemed to be rising even as the first one continued its smooth journey throughout my body.

"You want more, slut?" she asked after a couple dozen more hard strokes, to keep the pleasure pulsing wildly for as long as possible.

"Yes, more please," I moaned, the pleasure cascading through me like a never ending waterfall.

She pulled out and ordered, "Turn around and spread those legs."

I quickly obeyed, wanting that cock back inside me, even as I felt wetness gushing out of me, the moment my pussy was no longer filled with dick.

"Such an obedient slut," she smirked, and she got between my spread legs, grabbed my hips, pulled me to the edge of the couch, and slid back into me.

"Yes," I moaned, as she resumed fucking me... now from a different angle, which delivered a different pleasure.

She leaned forward, placed her hands on my tits through the sheer outfit, and fucked me hard, looking right into my eyes.

Her eyes were locked onto mine even as she fucked me deep, which felt like a strange intimacy during our rough fucking... enhancing the intensity.

For a couple minutes, perhaps the longest I'd ever looked into someone's eyes, we did no talking, just fucking... and my soft moaning.

Then she ordered as she squeezed my tits, "Slap your clit while I pound your pussy."

"Okay," I agreed, bringing my right hand between us and to my well-fucked pussy.

She never stopped her fast-paced fucking, not seeming to tire at all, which my husband always had a problem with, throughout our entire fuck session. I began slapping my clit as she slammed into me, making my legs twitch, and of course enhancing the pleasure.

"Come again, my nasty fuck slut," she ordered, pinching my nipples as I slapped my clit, and her cock kept up its fast-paced fucking.

"Oh yes, more, more!" I moaned, the combination of the fucking, the clit slapping, the nipple pinching and the name calling, all bringing me to a nearly apocalyptic second orgasm. My head was in a fog, my body afire, and my legs twitching uncontrollably.

"Now, you slut, come all over my cock!" she ordered, giving another tug on my nipples.

I didn't even know I was saying the word until it was out there, as I screamed through orgasm number two while it ripped through me like a tornado shaking up an earthquake, then the whole mess deluged by a tsunami, "Yes Mistress!"

I delayed closing my eyes just long enough to catch her smirking, as I allowed the orgasm to deliver me into ultimate euphoria.

This time she slowed down after a few more strokes and pulled out, a massive gush of my cum flooding out of me when she did.

Then I remained still with my eyes closed, still trembling, until I felt her pulling me up and shoving my face into her pussy. Still in a daze, I mindlessly did whatever she silently guided me to do, and truth be told, I was more than willing to do it. Mainly, I licked.

"I've been waiting for you for some time," she said, her hand resting on the back of my head as I licked the wetness from between her legs.

"You have?" I asked, learning more and more about this twisted suburb I lived in.

"Oh yes," she said. "But you were off limits until Bianca gave the word, and she was letting you be because you'd just had a child."

"Oh," was all I said, as I kept licking her tasty pussy while listening, while also the dwindling orgasm inside me continued exploring every crevice of my body.

"But now that you're officially our bottom slut," she said, "you're fair game!"

"Okay," I said mindlessly, knowing I'd do almost anything to be fucked like I just had been or even more, to have more orgasms like I'd just had... and of course to eat lots more pussy. Hers had been my second pussy of the day, and my life going forward also looked very tasty, not always as tangy as Bianca's, but many women's tastes I knew I'd be craving often... as well as sexy tasks of many descriptions. For instance. even just contemplating the simple submissive task of eating a pussy, of pleasing a woman, which I suspected I'd be doing the most of, sent an adrenaline rush through my body, even as my second intense orgasm began finally to release its grip on my body and fade away.

Interestingly, after orgasms when I'd masturbated about lesbian sex I'd always felt guilty, and I cursed myself for having such shameful fantasies about younger women... especially Bianca, my daughter's 'innocent' friend. But as I finished licking my second real pussy, the second of two life changing orgasms in a single day, I felt no guilt.

None.

Just excitement.

Just unlimited possibilities.

Just thrilling thoughts of a new world ahead for me.

Just the immediate satisfaction of having serviced another woman, and given her considerable pleasure.

Just my natural satisfaction from having submitted.

Just discovering another side of my sexuality that had previously been hidden inside from myself, locked away until today.

Just discovering I was bi... very bi... while I explored Miranda's pussy with the dedicated focus of an archeological dig... perhaps I was even a complete lesbian.. since except for sperm, what could my husband give me that a woman couldn't?

"Do you like your Mistress's pussy?" Miranda asked. (Yes, she wouldn't have missed my calling her that... hence her smirking at the time.)

"I love it," I replied, no sense pretending I didn't, and no point in faking a facade of dignity when I was completely intoxicated with how she fucked me and her pussy in general... and her referring to herself as my Mistress was yet another example of the clearly defined hierarchy between us... one which I was oddly very okay with.

"I knew you would," she said. "You were born to eat pussy."

"You're right, although I certainly didn't think so until today," I said as I probed her hole... trying to fuck her with my tongue.

"Oooooh," she moaned. "But I did."

Then there was no more talk, as she pushed my face deep into her pussy, and I shifted from slow explorative teasing to hungrily pleasing feeding.

"Oh yes, eat my cunt, you hungry dumb slut bitch," she berated me (I loved it), as she held me with my face plastered against her wetness.

The term 'cunt' turned me on.

The term 'slut' turned me on.

The term 'bitch' turned me on.

The term 'dumb', less so. I was admittedly hungry. I couldn't deny I'd been a real slut almost from the moment I entered her house. But I certainly wasn't dumb. I hated that word.

I kept doing as I was told.

Licking faster.

Sucking her clit.

Hearing her moans increasing.

She raised a leg onto the couch, giving me a little more air to breath, and a little more access to dining on her as I really worked over her pussy.

"Oh yes, you cunt-loving bimbo slave," she crooned as she began grinding on my face. "Don't you dare slow down, you fucking fuck toy."

The word 'slave' turned me on.

The term 'fuck toy' turned me on.

And although the term 'bimbo' was perhaps even more derogatory than 'dumb', being called a bimbo actually did turn me on. Perhaps because at the moment, I was no more than a bimbo slave fuck toy for her pussy... or for any other pussy that might become available.

"Oh yes, oh yes, eat me, eat my cunt," she moaned and babbled, her orgasm obviously close.

I licked as rapidly as I could, wanting to get her off, wanting to hear her scream, and wanting the full taste of her pussy cum nectar.

"Here it comes, my pet," she said, and she grabbed my head with both hands and pushed my face roughly into her pussy, just as wetness squirted out of her and drenched my face, while I kept my mouth open and my tongue extended.

The word 'pet', for reasons unknown to me, felt like my perfect label... since even after two orgasms, my pussy, aka my cunt, burned, longing for even more.

"Oh," she moaned, as it was her turn for her body to quake... as I began to hungrily savour her flavour.

For a couple minutes I lapped up as much of my new favourite treat as I could reach, before she pushed me away and said, "Good job. Now go home."

"Really? Already?" I asked, surprised and upset by her sudden shift. Hadn't I done a good job? Insecurity washed over me just like it had during the past year plus, while my husband had neglected me as a sexual being.

"Don't worry, I'm far from rejecting you. It's just that you must have at least half a dozen more requests backed up for you to go and service other pillow princesses, and very likely Edna as well, and of course you owe Barbara some compensation for her babysitting," she said as she pulled me up and kissed me... eliminating my insecurities with her explanation, and one quick action.

It lasted less than five seconds, but five intimate seconds that washed over me as a wave of lesbian confirmation... this was now who I was.

"Now go," she said, slapping my ass.

"Okay," I said, wondering if there were indeed other women, or bossy naked girls, expecting me to come and service them... the possibility was both pussy twitching and terrifying... and of course the pussy twitching won. I began to remove the maid's outfit, which except for its symbolic purpose (of informing everyone within sight I was a servile slut), seemed a bit of a waste, but she stopped me.

"No, that stays on all day until you go to bed tonight," she said.

"It does?" I asked, "but it doesn't even cover my ass, or very much of my boobs, and I don't have any panties on," looking down at my very revealing attire.

"That's all true, it tells everyone you're a real slut. But nevertheless, that's your uniform for the day," she said, slapping my ass again. "Now go. You have a lot of pussy to eat today."

"I hope so," I said, resigning myself as I headed to the door and put on my shoes, which didn't go with the outfit at all.

"And for God's sake, switch into some fuck me heels," she added.

"I have some deep in my closet," I said, not having worn heels in a long, long time.

"Only wear them whenever you're out of the closet," she smirked.

"Terrible play on words," I said, shaking my head.

"Whatever," she shrugged. "Just put on some fuck me heels to finish off your sexy slut outfit."

"It is rather symbolic," I said.

"Yes, you're a slut maid, made to serve," she smiled.

"A much better play on words," I laughed.

"Just go," she said, waving me off.

"Okay, bye Mistress," I said, for some reason wanting to use that word at that moment. A submissive word that flowed past my lips with such ease.

"Bye, cunt-licking, cock-taking, community bottom bitch slave," she responded playfully, as she started getting dressed.

"Bye," I said, as I bounced out... my pussy wet... my head spinning but exuberant, and I hurried across the street in my not appropriate for public attire... my walk of shame part two in process... this time worse, since I was in a maid's outfit, and I looked like I was going out to get laid on Halloween... which was months away.

As I did, all I could wonder was how many texted summons were waiting for me?

Was Barbara getting impatient to use me?

What the hell had I gotten myself into?

It probably wouldn't be all that bad; in spite of my trepidations beforehand, I'd just had a great time with the formidable Miranda, and I was already looking forward to our next session.

My speculations were interrupted by someone honking at me... no doubt enjoying a great view of most of my naked butt while making me blush... but I didn't turn around. It likely didn't matter all that much, since in this neighborhood right now, all the men were at work, and all the women were probably members of my new Club.

So I just hurried into my house, wondering if this was, as Miranda had promised, just the beginning of a long sex-filled day, and my new life.

END OF PART 2

Coming next in part 3: Still dressed like a slutty maid (now with 'fuck me' heels), Meredith goes to service her ex-bully's daughter, and encounters said ex-bully.

Jasmine


Pillow Princess Club Ch. 03

Summary: Pussy 3: High school bullies' daughter and the bully.

Note: This is dedicated to Stephen, who requested this series.

Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing yet another wicked series.

Note 3: This is chapter three of an ongoing series.

In Chapter One, Meredith is at home alone with her 8-month-old baby while her husband is constantly away working and neglecting her sexual needs. She spies through her bedroom window her 18-year-old female next door neighbour (a gorgeous girl from Italy) being sexually pleasured by another woman, and then another one, and then even more. This sparks a flame inside Meredith, awakening her curiosity to explore her own same sex desires. She discovers there's a neighborhood secret Pillow Princess Service Club, where older women sign up to frequently be summoned by younger women to pleasure them sexually. She signs up out of lust and curiosity, and she's immediately summoned by that same beautiful next door neighbour Bianca, whereupon she goes next door and eats her pussy. Which begins Meredith's journey into submissive lesbianism.

In Chapter two, Meredith is hailed during her walk of shame home from Bianca's back yard, and she's convinced into going across the street to the wife of a congressman Miranda Bellencourt's house to service her stocking-clad feet, eat her pussy, and get her own pussy fucked (with a strap-on) for the first time in a year and a half.

And now continuing immediately after the end of part 2....

Pillow Princess Club Ch. 03

I walked into my house and closed the door.

"Mrs. Bellencourt caught you?" Barbara asked, coming to meet me at the door and checking out my almost nonexistent attire.

"Yeah," I nodded, a little embarrassed to be seen in such a slutty maid's outfit by my daughter's best friend... regardless of whether she knew why I was wearing it, or she knew what I'd just done... and obviously she knew both.

"Don't get too comfortable," she said, admiring my skanky outfit. "You have three stops to make ASAP."

"I do?" I said, playing a little dumb... ironic I know, considering what I was wearing.

"Yeah, your phone's been buzzing like crazy," she said. "I've switched you to booked mode, so you won't be expected to do any more than three, unless you want to."

"There's a booked mode?" I asked, and she showed me my phone.

"Yeah, the app has a feature which shows all the members who is currently booked and in which order, and when you reach a backlog of three, you can press 'booked', so the pillow princesses know you're unavailable," she said.

"Oh, I see."

"There's an actual 'unavailable' button as well," she said. "But that's to be used very sparingly."

"Like when?" I asked.

"If your in-laws are over, for instance," she said. "Or in your case if Hannah is awake or sick. You have to specify a reason, and if you use it frivolously, they come down on you."

"I see," I said, thinking that was very helpful, since I hadn't put much thought into such an obvious issue... I had an 8-month-old baby to take care of... duh!.

"You should get going," Barbara said. "most of the Pillow Princesses aren't known for their patience."

"I need to change into some heels."

"Yeah, for that outfit, you really do," she said, as I slipped out of my flats.

"You think so?" I asked.

"Yeah, they'll accentuate your sexy legs better," she said, admiring my nylon-clad legs.

"You think so?" I asked.

"Yeah, you look really sexy in them," she said.

"You're so sweet," I said.

"Oh, just wait until you taste me, and then you'll see just how sweet I am," Barbara said wickedly, and she came over and kissed me.

"Mmmmm," I moaned, as her hands went to my mostly bare ass (without panties).

"Dammit," she said after only a few sensual seconds.

"What?" I asked, wanting the touch of her soft lips back.

"You need to get going," she said, looking at her watch... a rare young person who wore a watch in the era of mobile phones. "Your first stop is someone who doesn't have much patience at all!"

"Who is it?" I asked, wondering if I knew her.

"Jade Kwong," she said.

"Jade," I repeated, fear instantly coursing through me... I certainly did know her.

"You know her?" Barbara asked.

"I know her mother," I said, recalling the bullying I'd suffered at the hands of Jade's mother Mei back when I was a kid. We'd been civil to each other since she'd moved into the community a couple years ago, but there was still a lot of resentment between us... at least from me. She'd frequently humiliated me during my middle and high school years. She'd been rich, I came from a poor family... sometimes wearing clothes given to me by the church, that were Mei's own clothes her family had donated, and she had no problem telling everyone I was wearing her hand-me-downs.

"You know Mrs. Kwong?" Barbara asked.

"Yeah," I said.

"She can be a bit much," Barbara said.

"According to my experience, that's an understatement," I sighed, going upstairs to get my heels... as I processed this new revelation.

I returned, wondering if this was a sign that I should quit the Club before things spun way out of hand.

"When you get back, I want to be your number four," she said, reaching her hand under my micro-minidress and rubbing my wet pussy.

"You'll actually be number six," I moaned.

"Okay, I can deal with that," she said. "Although my favourite number is 69."

"That may be my new favourite number too," I said, as she slid a finger into me.

"God, I want to eat your pussy so bad," she said as she kissed me again.

"And I want you to. Do we have enough time right now?" I asked, eager to go down on her right here and now in my living room.

"Fuck," she sighed. "No, you really have to go. But when you get back, we can practice my favourite number."

"Deal," I agreed, loving the idea of exploring a 69 with this 19-year-old I'd known since she was a little girl. I once did a 69 with a guy in college... it was okay while it lasted, but he came in only a couple minutes, and I was left to finish myself off in the bathroom.

She handed me my phone while pulling her finger out of me. "Here. I've tagged your three stops. I wouldn't read all the messages yet; there are quite a few of them."

"Okay," I said, although I was quite curious to read all those messages, presumably all of them from girls and women in this neighborhood who wanted to get naked with me.

"Go," she said, as she placed her finger, glistening with my pussy juice, into her mouth.

"You're still okay with watching Hannah?" I asked... briefly having forgotten I was in effect a single mother... except I was no longer poor, thank goodness.

"Of course I am," Barbara said, and then on cue, Hannah began to cry in the next room.

"You sure?" I asked, my motherly nature returning.

"Yes, now hurry up and go," Barbara waved me off. "Trust me, I'm sure Jade is already annoyed with you."

"Okay, okay," I said, slipping on my heels and heading out to my car, which was thankfully parked in the garage, so the neighbors wouldn't catch sight of my skimpy maid's outfit. I knew where the Kwongs lived: only three blocks over, so I didn't check my phone at all... I simply drove there.

As I did, I had second thoughts... what the fuck was I doing?

Was I really going to a teenage girl's house, just a little before dinnertime, leaving my child with a babysitter, so I could eat her pussy?

Even as I pondered the situation I'd gotten myself into, I continued driving to her house... seeming to be answering my question just with my obedient actions.

I could just turn around and go home.

I should just turn around and go home.

And erase the app.

Pretend none of this had happened.

Go back to the simple life I'd been living.

A life not at all complicated... although it was almost terminally tedious.

Driving over to my ex-bully's residence to service her daughter seemed like a mal-adventure that could only end badly.

Yet....

Yet....

Yet, I kept driving there.

A minute later, a little less actually, I pulled into the double driveway of the Kwons' home.

There was no going back once I got out of the car.

This was my final chance to stop myself from succumbing completely to my newfound lesbian lust.

Yes, I'd already licked two pussies.

Yes, I'd already been fucked by my neighbour.

Yes, I'd already kissed my daughter's best friend and let her finger me for a bit.

Those actions I couldn't undo.

But I could still stop myself from going any further... if I decided to.

Yes, there'd be consequences.

Yes, there could be dire consequences.

Yet my mouth was already watering in anticipation of pussy number three... Chinese food this time... and my pussy was already tingling in anticipation of the submission undoubtedly lying ahead for me.

I took a deep breath, and as I stepped out of my car, I noticed something odd... Miranda ' s car was parked in front of the Kwons' house.

Odd.

Why was she here?

I didn't have any time to ponder this new development, since I was standing in a neighborhood driveway wearing an outfit revealing enough to get myself arrested!

I took another deep breath, scurried to the front door, and knocked on it, not wanting any of the neighbours to see me in this slutty maid's outfit... even as I kept looking nervously behind me.

It took a good thirty seconds for anyone to answer... a woman walking her dog saw me from across the street, and instead of looking scandalised, she gave me a cheery wave, which I timidly returned... before the door was opened... by Miranda... who was completely naked.

"Come on in," she said, her red cheeks and sullen tone telling me something was very different from our earlier encounter or, truth be told, all of our previous encounters. Her strong, assertive persona was nowhere to be seen as I walked in and she closed the door, and she said unsmilingly, "Follow me," and as I did, I saw her ass cheeks were bright red.

I followed her into the living room (doesn't anyone have sex in their bedroom anymore?) where Jade was sitting on the couch wearing a t-shirt (no bra, obviously) and a short plaid skirt (not as short as mine, but close).

Miranda approached the Chinese American teen and lay down across her lap. "Hi, slut," Jade greeted me, as she slapped Miranda's ass... hard. And apparently for the umpteenth time.

"Hi," I said, sheepishly, already finding this tableau super awkward.

"There's no room for any shame here," Jade said, as she slapped Miranda's ass again just as hard, and looked down at her. "Is there, dumb cunt?"

"No, Mistress Jade," the usually indomitable Miranda responded meekly, just before her ass got slapped again... equally as hard as the other ones I'd witnessed.

"I understand," I nodded, not wanting to get spanked. I suppose some people find pain erotic, but I most certainly do not.

"My dumb cunt is being punished because she used you before her pillow princess mistresses had a chance," Jade said with another hard slap on Miranda's ass. "Isn't that right, dumb cunt?"

"Yes, Mistress Jade," Miranda whimpered. She then declared shockingly, "I really am a dumb cunt."

I stared in awe. Jade's power was both enthralling and terrifying... and her power to turn the force-of-nature Miranda into such a submissive wretch was surreal.

"Don't worry, new slut," Jade said, now looking at me. "You won't be punished, unless you do something stupid that deserves punishment,"

"I understand," I nodded, standing in place awkwardly, not at all sure of what to do with myself.

"Come here," Jade said, as another slap on Miranda's ass cheek echoed around the room.

I obeyed.

"Kneel."

I obeyed wordlessly... kneeling right next to Miranda's right hip... excited and afraid at the same time... two opposing, yet both of them stimulating emotions.

Another slap... and then she pushed Miranda roughly off of her lap (I had to duck) and said, tossing her a rather large cucumber, "Fuck your asshole, dumb cunt."

"Yes Mistress," Miranda replied obediently, as she grabbed the cucumber and placed it against her asshole.

My eyes went big as Jade snapped her fingers, glared at me and ordered, "Focus on why you're here... which is me."

"Sorry," I apologized, turning to gaze at the pretty teen (hoping I looked worshipful) who'd graduated from high school with my daughter and Barbara... even as I wanted to see how a cucumber could fit inside someone's ass... if it could at all... anal not something I'd ever been even remotely interested in... but at the moment it fascinated me.

Jade spread her legs, her skirt short enough to give me a clear view of her pussy, completely shaved except for a tuft of hair above it. "There's a waiting list for your services," she said. "So get to work."

"Okay," I said. The instant her pussy was revealed, I pushed away my fears, I managed to totally ignore the cucumber sodomy happening behind me, and I got between her legs... placed my mouth against her pussy, and licked... while I processed her statement about there being a waiting list for my services. Was she simply referring to the two names I already knew about, or was the list still growing? My phone would tell me, but I couldn't look at it right now.

"Like daughter, like mother," Jade said, as I began licking her.

"Say what?" I asked, even though I'd heard her clearly.

"You heard me," she said. "Your daughter Catherine loves going between my legs and eating my pussy."

"S-s-she does?" I stammered.

"Yes, she's a real submissive slut," Jade said. "Apparently just like her mother."

I didn't say anything; I wasn't sure what to say. The question of whether my daughter might belong to this Club had popped into my head when Barbara showed up to babysit, and Barbara was obviously a member... she knew exactly what I'd be doing with Bianca, and she highly approved... but in the whirlwind since walking into Bianca's backyard and finding her waiting for me naked until now, I hadn't thought about it at all... focusing instead on my own personal pussy pleasing journey.

"Yes, she's eaten my pussy in the school bathrooms, the gym bathroom, debate club room, under a table in the computer lab while some other girls watched us, and in the back row of a movie theatre," she listed off, each of these locations for sex hard to believe... but not too hard, since the revelations from my new Club kept coming at me fast and furious.

She'd just told me that Catherine had started eating pussy back in high school?! I didn't say anything. I just licked Jade's wet pussy... with a subtle scent captured in her little tuft of hair.

"Did you know your sweet and innocent daughter is a complete lesbian?" she asked.

"Not until now," I admitted. "I hadn't a clue."

"She and Barbara pretty much ate every senior in the school," Jade said. "They were everyone's most popular pussy munchers."

"Oh," was all I said as I tried to process this information while trying to focus on what I was doing.

For a couple minutes she didn't say anything more. So I glanced up at her as secretly as I could between licks and, saw she was in her phone. So I focused on getting her off. Three pussies so far, each similar in many ways, yet each one different.

Jade's pussy lips were thinner than my last two.

Her taste was almost nonexistent... just a subtle hint as I probed deeper between her lips.

Her moans were different... also subtle. I couldn't tell if she was enjoying what I was doing, or she was bored out of her mind.

Then I heard the front door open and close.

Uh oh.

I froze.

"Don't you dare stop licking, slut," Jade said... tapping my head reprovingly as if I were a bad puppy.

Worried it was her dad, or worse her mother, or worse yet both of them, I obediently resumed licking, not wanting to endure a punishment like Miranda had received, and was still receiving... although I assumed Mei knew about the Club... it just seemed that she would... but if so, was she too submissive to all the younger pillow princesses? That would be some long-awaited justice!

"Mom, get your ass in here," Jade called out.

A moment later as I kept wiggling my tongue between Jade's pussy lips, dreading whatever might happen next, Mei said, "I take it that's Meredith between your legs. Nice ass, Meredith."

"I can't believe you never got this slut between your own legs back when you were in high school," Jade said.

"I couldn't be bothered back then," Mei said, the sound of her voice telling me she was getting closer.

"Then what kind of inept bully were you?" Jade taunted as I kept licking, feeling so humiliated that they were discussing me like I wasn't even there.

"Bullying has evolved since my day," Mei said, as I felt somebody's hands... Mei's?... it must be... squeezing my ass.

"Yeah, anyone I bully, I sit on her face," Jade bragged. "That's why I always go commando."

"Have you told Meredith her daughter is our slut?" Mei asked, as she advanced her fingers to my pussy.

"Well, I told her she's my slut," Jade corrected. "I just let you use her sometimes."

"Fair enough," Mei said, sliding two fingers inside my pussy. It appeared that Jade controlled this house. I wondered if she fucked her father.

"We don't have a lot of time," Jade said. "If you're going to fuck her, you'd better get to it."

"Good point," Mei said as my eyes went wide... her hand softly slapping my ass.

"Do you want my mom to fuck you?" Jade asked, grabbing my chin and pulling my head up, forcing me to look into her eyes.

I wasn't sure what to say.

I paused for a second.

Actually, I don't know whether I said anything or not... even though I was horny as fuck.

"Your answer is yes, Mere-bitch," Mei took control and removed my choice, slapping my ass and calling me the same name she called me back in high school... which I'd hated when I was a teenager.

Confused, overwhelmed and horny, I complied like the submissive I was, saying, "Yes."

"Yes, what, Mere-bitch? Mei asked, as I turned my head around to see her pulling on a strap-on over her dress pants.

"Yes, I do want you to fuck me, and to do it while I eat your daughter's cunt," I adlibbed wickedly, deciding if I was going to be dominated and controlled, I'd just go all in.

"Just like her daughter," Jade repeated. "An immediate nasty slut whenever we offer her our pussies."

"Yep," Mei agreed as she got behind me.

"Get back to licking, slut," Jade ordered.

"Yes Mistress," I responded, as I returned to her pussy and resumed licking.

"Fuck her good, Mom," Jade said.

"It's still always wild whenever you say that," Mei chuckled, as I felt the cock advancing between my very wet pussy lips. The bully who'd made my life miserable for years was about to fuck me, and so I was giving in to my utter lust for pussy and the thrill of pleasure. My bully had defeated me in the end. But perhaps not... now that I was embracing my submissiveness, perhaps I was winning too... I couldn't imagine she wouldn't make me come, and orgasms were always wins.

"Very few other mothers and daughters double team more girls and women than we do," Jade bragged.

"Spit toasting Mrs. Walker in her classroom was pretty epic," Mei said (Mrs. Walker having been my daughter's high school English teacher and debate mentor... she was still teaching at the same high school, which was nearby).

"Not as wild as double penetrating Principal Jensen under the bleachers during graduation," Jade said, my head spinning, from Mei waving her cock up and down between my pussy lips but not sliding it in... as well as from listening to the revelations of their conquests. Principal Jensen was a hard ass in her sixties.



"That was pretty wild," Mei agreed.

"And now you get to bang the insipid bitch you bullied in high school," Jade added as her fingers combed through my hair.

I'd been steadily licking throughout their conversation, but rather tentatively... distracted by the conversation and by Mei's teasing me.

"Yeah, this fuck was a long time coming," Mei said, as she kept teasing me.

"What did Miranda do wrong?" Mei asked, still not fucking me, which was getting very frustrating.

"Dumb bitch used the new slut before I did," Jade said, pulling me a little deeper into her pussy.

"Dumb bitch, all right," Mei said, as she finally slid the cock into my pussy with one hard thrust.

"Oooooh," I moaned.

"Give it to her, mom," Jade said.

"I am," Mei said, with her hands on my hips while she began fucking me... hard, thank god.

"Oh yes." I moaned loudly, wanting them both to know I was enjoying this. I also began licking Jade's pussy more aggressively.

"She hadn't been fucked in over a year and a half before I banged her," Miranda chipped in.

"Shut up, dumb bitch," Jade ordered. Then she released my head and asked, "Is that true?"

"Yes," I admitted.

"Why?" she asked, looking down at me with serious surprise.

"My husband wouldn't fuck me after I got pregnant, and he's been working in DC ever since Hannah was born," I admitted. But now I was being fucked for the second time today.

"That's bullshit," Jade said.

"Yeah, it is," Mei agreed. And now, very oddly, I was bonding with my high school bully over the tragedy of my husband neglecting to fuck me, while she was fucking me.

"Well don't worry, your celibate days are gone. From now on you'll be getting all the dick and pussy you could ever want!" Jade said.

"I hope so," I moaned, happy to see they both thought my husband's neglect was as unacceptable as I did... and at the moment, the notion of unlimited all-you-can-eat pussy and regular dick, even if it was the strap-on variety, was very appealing. But wait! Even better, I had an appointment with Lorenzo Ricci for early tomorrow morning; he had a real dick, and it was huge!

"Maybe Mere-bitch's husband is a faggot," Mei said, as Jade pulled my head back to her pussy.

"Maybe," Jade said. "after all, she still has a nice body."

"Yeah, the wallflower blossomed nicely after high school," Mei said, which was likely the first nice thing she'd ever said about me.

"Yeah she did," Jade agreed, "I ' d fuck her, just not today," as I licked her and got fucked.

A few strokes later, a phone binged.

"Fuck," Mei sighed as she reached right next to herself for her phone.

"Who's calling us?" Jade asked.

"Sylvia," Mei said.

"Oh fuck. Well, you'd better get going," Jade told her.

"Fine!" Mei huffed, as she pulled out of me.

"I'm sure you can fuck Meredith some other time... can't she, slut?" Jade asked, letting go of my head.

"I'll be happy to fuck either of you. Anytime you like. You know how to reach me with the push of a button after all," I agreed, a little disappointed no longer to have a dick inside me, and wondering who Sylvia was... assuming she was in the Pillow Princess Service Club, and young. I wondered just how many girls were in the Club... and how many women.

"I'm going to fuck you good, real soon," Mei said, slapping my ass again.

"You'd better," I said back... willingly offering my pussy to my former bully. That nasty bitch was so much nicer now that she was fucking me.

"Fuck," Mei cursed again, clearly annoyed at needing to leave.

"Stop whining," Jade said. "You're still a bottom bitch mother, so I shouldn't have to listen to that."

Mei didn't answer, but I heard the front door slamming shut a minute later.

"Just so you know, all the moms in the club are required to hurry off and service any daughter, or any woman under twenty-five without hesitation," Jade said.

"I know," I said, recalling I'd read something similar on the website.

"Including if your own daughter wants you."

"Oh?" I said.

"I've sat on my mother's face many times," Jade revealed.

"Really?" I asked.

"All the mothers are expected to service their daughters," she continued, "it's called the circle of cunt. Now get me off, I have to go to the gym."

"Yes, Mistress," I obeyed, diving back into her cunt, even as I processed the most shocking revelation in a recent series of shocking revelations.

I now knew my daughter was a member of the Club. No more speculating.

She was also one of Jade's submissives. Which might mean that someday Catherine and I would be eating out Jade shoulder-to-shoulder.

And now I also knew that someday soon Catherine would expect me to go down on her... my own daughter!

I wasn't sure I could do that.

But that was a challenge for another time... right now I needed to get Jade off and taste her sweet pussy cum. I decided to stimulate her pussy by spelling out words between her pussy lips, like I'd read in some erotic story.

Dirty words, of course.

I spelled slut, bimbo, cunt, slave, pet, bitch, lesbian, and I was halfway through submissive when she ordered, her moans increasing rapidly, "Now finger bang me, bitch."

"Yes Mistress," I obeyed, sliding two fingers inside her pussy and pumping them rapidly, as I brought my mouth to her clit.

"Don't stop, my slut's mom," she moaned loudly, a wicked reminder that my daughter had been between these legs before I'd gotten here.

I didn't stop, but tugged her clit between my lips while I finger fucked her as fast as I could.

"Oh, yes slut, fuck me, fuck me, fuck meeeeee," she moaned for a good thirty seconds before she came.

Instinctively I pulled my fingers out and dove into her leaking pussy to chug down as much of her pussy cum as I could find... the taste of her cunt cum completely irresistible!

"Oh, you nasty slut," she moaned as I lapped up her juices.

A minute or so later she said, "That was very good."

"Very good," I agreed.

"But I know you have at least two other pussies to eat, so get going," she said.

"Yes Mistress," I said, getting off my knees and spying Miranda with most of that cucumber in her ass... I'd gotten become so obsessed with Jade's pussy and Mei fucking me, that I'd completely forgotten Miranda was even here... and she was still sodomizing herself with the big green cucumber.

"Now eat the cucumber, dumb bitch," Jade ordered.

"Yes Mistress," Miranda shamefacedly acknowledged, pulling the cucumber out of her ass and taking a big bite out of it.

I watched her for a few seconds before heading out the door and back to my car.

One pussy done, two to go... well, actually three down and two to go... plus a 69 with Barbara. And then at some point in the near future... whatever Catherine wants me to do with her. Oh dear!

The end of chapter three.

Up next:

Pillow Princess Club Ch. 04:

Pussy 4 is a Swedish beauty, and Miranda's first face sitting.
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Pillow Princess Club Ch. 04

Summary: Pussy #4: a face sitting in a Swedish girl's bedroom.

Note: This is dedicated Stephen who requested the series.

Note 2: Thanks for Tex Beethoven for editing yet another wicked series.

Note 3: This is chapter four of an ongoing series.

In Chapter One, Meredith is at home alone with her 8-month-old baby while her husband is constantly away working and neglecting her sexual needs. She spies through her bedroom window her 18-year-old female next door neighbour (a gorgeous girl from Italy) being sexually pleasured by another woman, and then another one, and then even more. This sparks a flame inside Meredith, awakening her curiosity to explore her own same sex desires. She discovers there's a neighborhood secret Pillow Princess Service Club, where older women sign up to frequently be summoned by younger women to pleasure them sexually. She signs up out of lust and curiosity, and she's immediately summoned by that same beautiful next door neighbour Bianca, whereupon she goes next door and eats her pussy. Which begins Meredith's journey into submissive lesbianism.

In Chapter two, Meredith is hailed during her walk of shame home from Bianca's back yard, and she's convinced into going across the street to the wife of a congressman Miranda Bellencourt's house to service her stocking-clad feet, eat her pussy, and get her own pussy fucked (with a strap-on), which was the first time Meredith had been fucked in a year and a half.

In Chapter Three, Meredith drives a few blocks away to her former high school bully's house, where she's surprised to be greeted by a naked Miranda (with a bright red butt) who's being punished for using Meredith before the more important, younger, pillow princesses... this punishment includes Miranda being spanked (a lot), and being required to fuck herself in the ass with a large cucumber. Meredith services her third pussy, her high school bully's daughter's, whereupon said bully enters the house, and before long begins fucking her pussy... although sadly, not long enough to get her off... before Meredith rushes out to take care of pussy number four.

And now, continuing immediately after part 3....

Pillow Princess Club Ch. 04

Once inside my car, I checked my phone for the next girl. Her name was Astrid. I didn't know any Astrids.

I checked the address; she was only a few minutes' drive away.

I turned on google maps and drove there... hungry for more pussy... unable to get enough... enjoying a sexual adrenaline high I didn't want to come down from... nor to consider the plethora of consequences (both delicious and horrible) that may lie ahead... my pussy on fire from the brief fucking... even if my former high school bully had done it... or perhaps because she'd been my high school bully.

It felt like I was drunk on pussy... and I felt compelled to continue drinking from that fountain.

I arrived... my pussy still tingling, the brief fuck from my former bully while I ate out her daughter keeping me revved up.

I looked around to make sure no one was around to see me in my slut outfit, and I didn't see anyone... although I wasn't sure I should even care anymore. I mean, I was pretty sure all the men who lived nearby were at work, and most of the women who might see me would know exactly what I was up to, since they too would belong to the Pillow Princess Service Club, so it just was what it was.

I walked up to the front door and knocked.

A moment later, a very pretty blonde girl opened the door and greeted in a friendly fashion with a strong Nordic accent, "Hallo, come on in."

"Hi," I said, walking in while admiring her.

"Cute outfit," she said as she checked me out.

"Mrs. Bellencourt made me wear this outfit," I said. "It's not my usual clothing."

"It is still sexy," she said, then she turned around and said, "Follow me."

"Okay," I said loving the looks of her ass as she walked away. The things that turned me on had been evolving in the past few days in ways I couldn't fathom. By today, legs, breasts, tits, ass, and of course pussy, consumed my lust and desires... and they now controlled all my actions. Prior to about a week ago, I'd only lusted after men.

For the first time in four pussies (this upcoming one being the fourth), I was led into a bedroom. She asked, as she pulled her jeans down and off, once we were inside her bedroom, "So is today your first day as a sex slave?"

"Yeah, I guess you could call it that," I agreed, looking around the room.

As she also removed her panties, she asked, "What made you decide to join?"

"I was being totally ignored by my husband, both for several months before, and then after we had a child eight months ago. So I got frustrated and started exploring my sexuality online," I began, thinking how casual this conversation was while she undressed right in front of me, not appearing to mind that I was staring hungrily at her. I continued, thinking this was likely the best way to describe how the events proceeded... serendipity. Serendipity that I'd seen Bianca getting pleasured. Serendipity to find two people (Bianca and Edna) to help me break free of my loneliness and insecurities. I said, "Long story short, then Fate came in and finished me off."

As she got onto the bed, she asked, "So you are brand new to all of this?"

"You could say that. Less than two hours ago, I'd never licked a single pussy in my life. But now yours is about to be my fourth," I answered, as she spread her legs wide and reached for a game controller.

I glanced around to see that she had a game loaded on her television on the wall. She said, "That is interesting."

"Yeah, my brain is still struggling to catch up with all of it," I admitted, as I approached her bed... and of course her... we both knew why I was here, so I didn't need any coaching unless she wanted something specific... this routine beginning to feel so natural. I come to a teenage girl's house, I service her, and then I leave... just as casual as going out for coffee with someone and we gossip about our friends.

"I can imagine," she said, seeming to understand my recent series of overwhelming events.

I climbed onto the bed, and as I maneuvered between her legs I asked, as I admired her long, pale legs, "Where are you from? Your accent is really sexy."

"Sweden."

"Nice," I said, as I directed my face towards her completely shaved pussy... it seemed that everyone but me had a shaved pussy... so where I could get that done was something I'd have to inquire about. I hadn't even trimmed my pussy since I was a couple months pregnant, so I had a full bush... which I hadn't cared about, but now I was suddenly very self-conscious about. I'd gotten a Brazilian for my honeymoon a couple decades ago, but since then I'd just trimmed it regularly, until the last time I got pregnant.

"This neighbourhood is a great place," she said, fixing a headset to her head, "I'm here on a one-year exchange."

"That's cool," I said, finding this conversation rather surreal, considering why I was there, and the hairless pussy a couple inches away from my face. "I've always wanted to visit the Scandinavian countries."

"Then you should go," she said, looking down at me.

"Its definitely on my list," I said... Scandinavia a region I'd always wanted to explore... since I had some Norwegian ancestry in me.

"Well, if you come to Stockholm some day, I can definitely give you a tour, and you can give me some orgasms."

"Both of those would be great."

"America has been great so far, too."

"It's not too bad here," I agreed, feeling it was odd to be having such a normal conversation while I was lying between her legs with her pussy a couple inches away from my face.

"Yeah, this Pillow Princess Club was a really nice surprise," she said, as I stared directly into her moist, swollen pussy, impatient to taste her sweet-looking peach... her scent was drawing me in like a bear to honey.

"Tell me about it," I chuckled awkwardly, no longer able to resist this oh-so-inviting glazed pussy within my reach, so I extended my tongue, and parted her pretty pink pussy lips.

"Mmmmmm," she moaned as the talking stopped, and she started playing a game.

So with our conversation obviously over for now, I did what I came here to do... I began licking this lovely girl's pussy.

Lying on my belly, I leisurely licked her pussy while she talked to herself, I suppose about the game, and more than likely in Swedish.

I explored her entire pussy... licking... probing... teasing... gradually stimulating her wetness.

She had a sweet taste.

She gave me soft moans.

All while she chatted in Swedish, while playing her game.

It was likely five minutes, maybe more, before she said, now in English, her accent still wonderfully sexy, "Will you please tell my friend what you are doing right now?

Huh? Oh, she was on the phone. The friend was likely a girl in Sweden. I responded, "First, my name is Meredith. Please tell me your name, honey." I didn't know whether this friend was male or female, but calling them 'honey' worked either way.

"My name is Vera, Meredith. So tell me, what are you doing?"

"I'm licking Astrid's delicious young pussy."

"No way," Vera said.

"Ask Meredith anything you want," Astrid said.

"How old are you?" Vera asked.

"Forty-four."

"Shit!"

"I told you, I have a couple dozen women... MILFs, we call them here in America... who come to my house and eat my pussy anytime I want," Astrid said. This is Meredith's first day as an official slut... she's actually really nice, but that's what she likes being called, so as part of her initiation, mine is the fourth pussy she's eaten in less than three hours. And mine won't be the last. Meredith, how many more pussies do you think you'll be licking today?"

"I don't really know exactly, but at least two more," I answered.

"That seems too crazy to believe," Vera said.

"Yeah, I thought so too at first," Astrid said. "But it is simply an app. I choose a woman from the list, and if she is available, she hurries over as fast as she can and eats me out until I come, and then she goes away again. No hassles, no lovey dovey, no sensitive feelings, she just arrives, gives me an orgasm and leaves."

"Fucking wild," Vera said.

"I know," Astrid said, as I wiggled my tongue between her pussy lips.

"I need someone to come when I want and munch on my pussy," Vera said.

"Then come to America for a visit," Astrid said. "I'll have someone come over, and she'll pleasure us both."

I chipped in as I licked, "How old are you, Vera?"

"Nineteen."

Then since you're old enough, if you come visit Astrid, I'll be thrilled to eat your pussy."

"Shit, that is so cool!" she said. "How old is old enough?"

"In America it's eighteen," I said.

"What? That's ancient! In Sweden much younger."

"I know, it's crazy," Astrid said as I flicked her clit. "But now that you're old enough for America, you can have even more fun. In the past month, I have had twelve different women eat my pussy. Some of them more than once."

"I sure could use someone just to stop by, service me and leave," Vera said.

"That is exactly what the Club is," Astrid told her.

"Then I really do need to visit you."

"When I return home, I'm going to try and figure out a way of starting a Pillow Princess Service Club in Stockholm," Astrid said.

"I'm in," Vera said.

"I bet there are lots of older women just like me, who'd love to be your submissive pussy-munching pets," I said, wanting to rejoin the conversation.

"Do you think your Mom would eat my pussy?" Astrid asked.

"Astrid!" Vera gasped.

"I bet she would be a great pussy muncher," Astrid insisted.

"Okay, then what about your mom?" Vera tossed out. Do you think she would eat mine?"

"That is an intriguing idea. Do you want to sit on my Mom's face?" Astrid asked. Then she surprised me by gently pushing my head away.

"You know I do," Vera said.

"Meredith, roll onto your back," Astrid ordered me.

"Okay," I said, unsure of what she had in mind.

"Okay, we have a deal. Once I return home I'll seduce your Mom, and you can seduce mine," Astrid said, and then she stood up on the bed, straddled me, looked down at me and asked, "Have any of the girls sat on your pretty face yet?"

"I can't say that any have," I said, admiring her wet pussy from a fresh viewpoint.

"Well," she said, as she slowly lowered herself onto me, her pussy soon resting on my face, and her legs on both sides of my head, "let's change that sorry state."

Her words were now muffled, since her legs were squeezed against my ears. So I just resumed licking... her scent even stronger now that I was confined to this small space beneath her body and thighs.

It wasn't as easy to pleasure her this way. I could lift my head up to probe deeper between her pussy lips, but my head's movements were restricted.

On the other hand, it was strangely relaxing.

I just laid there and licked.

Breathed in the fresh scent of a young woman.

Savoured the taste of this girl.

Was just a pussy licker.

I licked her for a few minutes before she began slowly to grind her hips back and forth, which caused her also to grind her wet pussy directly against my face.

I loved this experience!

She simply used my lips, tongue, and my entire face to pleasure herself.

I kept my tongue extended and available to her.

I enjoyed her wetness getting smeared all over my face... like I was being baptised into some weird sex cult.

After a couple minutes of this pussy-juice bath, I felt her pulling my face up so I was plastered against her pussy, and she began grinding faster, chanting. "Ah, suta inte." (Swedish for 'Yes, don't stop.)

I'm pretty sure that was something in Swedish. I had no idea what it meant, but based on her fast, aggressive grinding on my face, it probably meant she was close.

I kept my tongue extended and I started wiggling it as best I could, as she kept repeating, "Suta inte."

Finally her orgasm erupted through her, and I opened my mouth as wide as I could to provide her with the best possible receptacle, while she screamed out perhaps the only word I knew in Swedish as she repeated, each repetition getting more intense and louder, "Ja... ja... ja... ja... jaaaaaaaaa!"

From my position as she came, it was like she'd opened up a tap and was pouring a steady flow of her pussy cum into my mouth.

My mouth still wide open, I enjoyed the warmth of her cum, as it flowed into my mouth and down into my stomach.

She let go of my head as her juices continued pouring out of her pussy, and so I leaned back up to catch as much of her cum as I could.

A minute later she rolled off of me, and almost boneless, I lay there, soaked in her wetness.

"Thanks, Meredith," she said.

"Thank you, Astrid," I said, part of me wanting to roll over, crawl back between her legs and resume licking... but I didn't. I slowly got to my feet, as she too got off the bed, and I stretched.

"I'll invite you over again sometime soon," she said. We both knew if she asked, I'd need to rush over ASAP, so it was sweet of her to phrase it that way.

"Please do," I said, as I got off the bed and admired her ripe young body.

"I suspect you have more stops to make today," she said.

"At least one more," I confirmed.

"Well, have fun with the next girl," she said. "You can let yourself out."

"Will do," I said, as I walked out of her bedroom and back to my car.

An older man walking his dog stopped to stare at me as I walked to my car. I don't know why, but I decided to blow him a kiss.

Even from across the street, I could see his eyes go wide.

I grinned at my sudden brazenness as I got into my car. I pulled out my phone and clicked on my third assignment.

The next girl's name was Lana Lacombe. Another stranger, although less than an hour ago Astrid had been one, and she no longer fit in that category.

The address was a few miles away... and outside of the suburb I lived in.

One more pussy to eat, and then back home to Barbara, who I was really looking forward to playing with. For one thing, I wanted to know all about the sexy adventures she and my daughter Catherine had gotten up to in the last couple of years. Of course at this point in my own misadventures I was in no position to criticize, nor did I want to. I just wanted to listen, and then say things like, "Wow, that's so dirty! And then what did you do?"

Oddly, as I began driving, I felt an odd sadness, because I only had one more mystery pussy to look forward to today. My... could I call this a treasure hunt?... had been (and still was) scary sometimes, and yet overall, incredibly exciting. I'd never been one to look forward to surprises, but the surprises so far today had been thrilling.

I wondered what Lana Lacombe would be like.

The End of part 4.

Coming next:

Chapter 5, pussy #5, sex in a public place... a yoga establishment.


Pillow Princess Club Ch. 05

Summary: Pussy 5: a quickie under a desk at a yoga studio.

Note: This is dedicated to Stephen, who requested the series.

Note 2: Thanks for Tex Beethoven for editing yet another wicked series.

Note 3: This is chapter five of an ongoing series.

In Chapter One, Meredith is at home alone with her 8-month-old baby while her husband is constantly away working and neglecting her sexual needs. She spies through her bedroom window her 18-year-old female next door neighbour (a gorgeous girl from Italy) being sexually pleasured by another woman, and then another one, and then even more. This sparks a flame inside Meredith, awakening her curiosity to explore her own same sex desires. She discovers there's a neighborhood secret Pillow Princess Service Club, where older women sign up to frequently be summoned by younger women to pleasure them sexually. She signs up out of lust and curiosity, and she's immediately summoned by that same beautiful next door neighbour Bianca, whereupon she goes next door and eats her pussy. Which begins Meredith's journey into submissive lesbianism.

In Chapter two, Meredith is hailed during her walk of shame home from Bianca's back yard, and she's convinced into going across the street to the wife of a congressman Miranda Bellencourt's house to service her stocking-clad feet, eat her pussy, and get her own pussy fucked (with a strap-on), which was the first time Meredith had been fucked in a year and a half.

In Chapter Three, Meredith drives a few blocks away to her former high school bully's house, where she's surprised to be greeted by a naked Miranda (with a bright red butt) who's being punished for using Meredith before the more important, younger, pillow princesses... this punishment includes Miranda being spanked (a lot), and being required to fuck herself in the ass with a large cucumber. Meredith services her third pussy, her high school bully's daughter's, whereupon said bully enters the house, and before long begins fucking her pussy... although sadly, not long enough to get her off... before Meredith rushes out to take care of pussy number four.

In Chapter Four, Meredith drives to a stranger's house... a cute Swedish young lady... where she discovers the joys of face sitting.

And now continuing immediately after the end of part 4....

PILLOW PRINCESS CLUB Ch. 05

I drove to my next pussy, someone named Lana Lacombe, excited about a new experience and a new pussy. Oddly, I was a little sad that this would be the final surprise of this wild afternoon.

As I drove, my Mom called.

"Hey, honey, what're you up to?" she asked. (I used my car's Bluetooth to speak with her using no hands... I'm a good girl. And a safe girl.)

"Just doing a few errands," I said, which was technically not lying... although I'm pretty sure she wouldn't approve of my errands.

"Good," she said. "You need to get out of the house more."

"Yeah, easier said than done," I responded, as I rolled up to a red light.

"You know what?" she asked.

"No, what?" I asked, always hating that question. Just tell me what you have to say. I'm not a fucking mind reader.

"You need a break," she said.

"Agreed," I said, thinking that this afternoon was the first break I'd had outside my house without Hannah in at least two weeks.

"Why don't I come and pick up Hannah, and I can keep her for the rest of the weekend?"

"Really?" I asked in amazement. This wasn't an offer my Mom had ever given me. I mean she'd babysat for me a few times. She'd also kept Hannah overnight a couple times, but never for most of a weekend.

"Yeah, you deserve some time off," she said. "Book yourself a manicure. Get a massage. Just take some you time."

"Mom, you're amazing," I said, this offer too good not to accept... and at the moment, I wasn't even thinking about how her help would open up my schedule so I'd have the freedom to eat as much pussy as I possibly could, with no limits to my timetable.

"I can stop by in an hour," she said, as the light changed, and I resumed driving.

"Oh, um, I'm not sure I'll be back by then," I said.

"What are you doing?" She asked.

"Going to find someplace to eat some dinner," I said, this also technically a lie... since I'd be eating more of a snack than a meal.

"Oh, well," she said. "Do you want to drop Hannah off when you're done eating?"

"Actually, she's home right now... with a babysitter," I said.

"Oh, you're out alone?" she asked, surprised.

"Yeah, Catherine's best friend Barbara offered to babysit for me," I said.

"Oh, she's such a sweet girl," my Mom said.

"Sweet as apple pie," I agreed, hoping this change in my plans wouldn't prevent me from pussy number six being Barbara's homemade peach pie.

"She really is," Mom said.

"Tell you what!" Mom said. "I'll go relieve her right now, and you can just take your time. Go and do whatever you want to do... change your plans mid-flow... whatever you like."

"Um, okay, that would be great," I said after a pause as I pulled up to another red light, I said, "Thank you so much, Mom. I really needed this."

"No worries, honey," Mom said. "Do whatever you want to do. Just let go, and switch off your Mom brain."

"I'll take you up on that," I said, as someone beside me honked, and I looked to my left to see a guy in his twenties in the passenger side of a tall pick-up truck looking down at me, and right into my generous and mostly exposed cleavage.

I gave him a seductive grin and a wave.

"Show me your tits," the guy called out. Luckily my window was closed, so Mom didn't hear that.

Then Mom chose that moment to say, "I'm on my way." And in another moment of wicked spontaneity, I pulled my maid's bodice far enough down that I was showing him one tit with a very hard nipple.

"That's great, Mom. I have to go no," I said, as I winked at the cute man, revelling in the sudden rush of being seen as sexy and attractive by a man.

"Okay, love you, honey," she said.

"Love you too," I said, and I pulled my skimpy outfit back over my tit as the light went green.

I started driving as Mom hung up.

Three minutes later, still feeling a small rush of adrenaline at semi-flashing a stranger, I reached the address.

My face went pale.

It wasn't a house.

Not at all.

It was a yoga studio.

I checked the Pillow Princess app and saw a message to me from LLOOTY: Just go inside and ask for Lana.

All my adventures so far had been risky on their own: going into my next door neighbor's back yard to go down on their daughter; crossing the street to service and get fucked by a bitchy woman, who although she wasn't my enemy, she was hardly someone I got along with swimmingly; then going to my high school bully's house to service her daughter, but also getting a quick fucking from said bully; and most recently going into a stranger's home and getting my face sat on... but this... going into a business that was open to the public to service another complete stranger... was terrifying.

Not to mention, how was I supposed to walk into a yoga establishment wearing nothing but this over-the-top slutty maid's outfit? I mean if I was a teenager, or a college girl during pledge week maybe, but I was a grown woman! How could I possibly explain what I was doing to anyone... friend, acquaintance or stranger... who saw me? But again, if I failed to appear for an appointment, what would that do to my standing in the Club? Because by now, my membership in that Pillow Princess Club had become precious to me!

Gathering my nerve, I was about to exit my car, when five girls, all looking like young college girls and wearing yoga pants, their asses looking so fine, strolled into the building, chatting away with each other.

Now I just couldn ' t go in there.

I just couldn't.

Not dressed like this.

No.

No.

But....

I wanted more pussy.

I craved it.

I desired it.

I needed it.

Fuck it all to hell!

Who cared if anybody saw me... I'd spent most of the day proving I was a slut. So that's what I was, so who cared what anyone thought?

Plus, this wasn't a place anyone I knew would go to... although I had no idea who in our community might go to a yoga studio.

I took a deep breath.

I took another.

I then got out of the car and dashed towards the door almost stumbling, but catching myself just before falling on my face.

I went inside.

Nobody there except for a pretty Latina girl sitting behind a waist-high counter who looked like she was in her early twenties.

I approached the front desk.

She was just sitting there, doing something on her phone.

I said in a rush, "Please? I'm looking for Lana Lacombe."

"That would be me," she said, looking up from her phone and to me and my outfit, "Let me take a look at you."

She stood up and looked me over.

I said, terribly embarrassed, "It wasn't my choice to wear this outfit, and I'm very embarrassed."

"Well, it certainly is a slutty statement," she said. Unlike the state I was in, she didn't appear fussed at all, as if women dressed like total sluts came in here all the time.

"So it seems," I said.

She walked over to the side and lifted up a section of the counter she was behind. "Come on in."

"Okay," I said, looking around nervously... thankfully, no one was currently in this section of the building.

Once I was on the other side, she ordered, "Get under my desk."

"Pardon?" I asked, even though I'd heard her.

Just then a bell binged like it had when I'd come in, and I heard the door opening. She whispered urgently, "Hurry... get under the desk!"

I quickly dropped to my knees and scurried under the desk, just as she stepped in front of me and said, "Hi Eve, how are you today?"

"Just kind of okay; it's been a long day," Eve said.

"That's too bad. But I'm sure you'll feel better after your session," Lana said.

"Yes, I always do," Eve agreed.

A moment later, Lana pulled her panties off, tossed them under the desk and said, "Get licking."

"Right here?" I gasped.

"Unless you want me to hop on the desk to spread my legs for you," she said with a smile, as she sat down on her swivel chair and spread her legs. "But that may be a little too public for our clients ."

"Right," I nodded, as I crawled forward, knowing that because of the counter I couldn't be seen by anyone coming in, and I licked her somewhat hairy pussy... her scent the strongest of the five I'd explored today.

"Take your time," she said. "I want a lengthy worshipping from you."

"Okay," I said as I began licking... exploring every crevice of her pink pussy... her pubes occasionally tickling my nose.

Then for a minute or two there was silence, except for the Boston song 'More Than a Feeling' playing on the radio. A song I'd always liked, and that now would always have a new meaning.

The door binged, so she stood up, but pointed to her pussy as she whispered, "Don't stop licking."

Okay, that was doable, since if I stayed close to the counter I'd be hidden from anyone standing on the other side of it, so long as they didn't lean way over. I had to lean into Lana to continue licking her pussy as she greeted someone warmly, "Hello, how may I help you?"

"Is it too late to join the hot yoga class?" a girl asked.

"No, no," Lana said, acting perfectly normal while she had her pussy licked. "You can join anytime."

"Can I join today?"

"Of course," Lana said as I licked her pussy ever so slowly, feeling a rush from doing something so wicked while someone oblivious to it was less than two feet away. I should have been terrified of getting caught, but my lust was overriding all my fears. "I'll fetch you the form you need," Lana said.

"Great," the girl said excitedly.

Lane stepped away from me, her skirt dropping back down to hide her pussy and ass. I waited patiently... and awkwardly... wiggling my leg a little, feeling the potential beginning of a cramp, until she returned with the form.

I wasn't sure if I was supposed to get back under her skirt and resume licking or not. I sensed I was, so I slowly went under her skirt while she stood at the counter speaking with the girl, and I resumed licking.

"Just fill out the foooorm," she said, my tongue on her pussy making her let out a little moan, out of the blue.

I froze.

Maybe I wasn't supposed to have done that.

"Okay," the girl said in agreement with whatever they'd been discussing.

Lana swayed her hips ever so subtlety, and she snapped her fingers under the counter, so I resumed licking.

After a couple minutes, as I ever so slowly licked her pussy, the girl said, "Done."

"All right, and how would you like to pay for your lessons?" Lana asked.

"Credit card?"

"Of course."

"Will I be able to take part today?"

"Yes, the next session starts in ten minutes," Lana said.

"Awesome."

A moment later, as I continued slowly licking her pussy... creating a negotiable path through her pubes... Lana said, "Well, you're paid. Just go through those doors, and after you change, you'll be in room two."

"Thank you so much."

"You're most welcome," Lana said.

A moment later she sat back down in her chair, spread her legs and said, "Keep licking, slut."

"Of course," I said, and I resumed licking her pussy.

I don't know how long I'd been licking her, when she said, "We only have five minutes before everyone comes out, so you need to get me off," but it had been at least a good fifteen minutes. During the entire time I'd slowly licked her entire pussy region... creating a constant wetness... causing her to moan softly... but not creating enough intensity to get her off.

"Okay," I said, wanting to get her off and to taste all of her pussy cum, and also not to be crouching under this counter for much longer... since my knees were getting sore.

I shifted from my lengthy slow meandering licking to an aggressive assault. I sucked on her clit. I rapidly lapped my tongue up and down her pussy. Her moans increased. And sensing some urgency, I slid two fingers inside her and began fingering her as I sucked on her clit.

"Oh yes," Lana moaned softly, her orgasm imminent.

I fingered her furiously and really tugged on her clit, as she moved her hand to my head and pulled me roughly against her pussy... and within seconds my face was getting another pussy-coated glaze, as her wetness splashed all over my face... only a little of it reaching my hungry, salivating, wide-open mouth.

She held me pressed against her pussy for only a few seconds, before she pushed me away and said, waving her hand at me, "Thanks. Now go."

"Okay," I said, hurrying to crawl out from under the counter, standing up, and letting myself out by raising the wooden top.

Unlike my other times today, we didn't have any time for awkwardness... which I kind of appreciated.

I rushed outside, got into my car hoping I'd been speedy enough to escape anyone seeing me, and then took a big breath... feeling the wetness all over my face... wishing I'd had the chance to taste more of her pussy juice.

With all three of my tasks completed... I wasn't sure what to do next.

I finally checked my phone.

I saw a text from my Mom, saying she'd picked up Hannah.

And a text from Barbara: Your mom came and got Hannah. She said you knew. I left, but text me if you have any energy left for me.

I was about to text her back, but instead, I decided to check the Pillow Princess app.

A decision that would greatly affect the rest of my day.

THE END OF CHAPTER 5

COMING IN CHAPTER 6:

Meredith samples two pussies at once, and discovers the joys of being fisted.


Pillow Princess Club Ch. 06

Summary: Pussy 6&7: Meredith discovers the joys of fisting.

Note: This is dedicated to Stephen who requested the series.

Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing yet another wicked series.

Note 3: This is chapter six of an ongoing series.

In Chapter One, Meredith is at home alone with her 8-month-old baby while her husband is constantly away working and neglecting her sexual needs. She spies through her bedroom window her 18-year-old female next door neighbour (a gorgeous girl from Italy) being sexually pleasured by another woman, and then another one, and then even more. This sparks a flame inside Meredith, awakening her curiosity to explore her own same sex desires. She discovers there's a neighborhood secret Pillow Princess Service Club, where older women sign up to frequently be summoned by younger women to pleasure them sexually. She signs up out of lust and curiosity, and she's immediately summoned by that same beautiful next door neighbour Bianca, whereupon she goes next door and eats her pussy. Which begins Meredith's journey into submissive lesbianism.

In Chapter two, Meredith is hailed during her walk of shame home from Bianca's back yard, and she's convinced into going across the street to the wife of a congressman Miranda Bellencourt's house to service her stocking-clad feet, eat her pussy, and get her own pussy fucked (with a strap-on), which was the first time Meredith had been fucked in a year and a half.

In Chapter Three, Meredith drives a few blocks away to her former high school bully's house, where she's surprised to be greeted by a naked Miranda (with a bright red butt) who's being punished for using Meredith before the more important, younger, pillow princesses... this punishment includes Miranda being spanked (a lot), and being required to fuck herself in the ass with a large cucumber. Meredith services her third pussy, her high school bully's daughter's, whereupon said bully enters the house, and before long begins fucking her pussy... although sadly, not long enough to get her off... before Meredith rushes out to take care of pussy number four.

In Chapter Four, Meredith drives to a stranger's house... a cute Swedish young lady... where she discovers the joys of face sitting.

In Chapter Five, a phone call from her mother gives Meredith more freedom to explore her newfound submissive love for pussy, since her Mom offers to take her daughter for the rest of the weekend. Meredith drives to the next address and finds it's a yoga studio. After some brief hesitation, she enters the business front, and is soon servicing the receptionist, a youngish girl, under her desk while the girl continues working... greeting clients, etc.. Then with her three tasks completed, she returns to her car wondering now what... and what comes next is half of that 'now what'....

So now, continuing immediately after the end of part 5....

PILLOW PRINCESS CLUB Ch. 06:

Clicking the Pillow Princess app, I found lots of messages... at least a dozen of them.

I clicked on the first one.

BBWMISTRESS: I expect you to respond to this message the MOMENT you see it.

I had other messages to respond to, but I felt compelled to respond to this one in a hurry.

MILFMER: Hi.

I checked the next message.

ANALANNIE: Have you ever eaten an asshole?

I responded, the idea so dirty, kinky and wrong, yet in my new horny, submissive, do-anything-once mindset, I responded,

MILFMER: I haven't, but now I'm curious.

The next text was simple.

KANDYKISS: Welcome to the club. I look forward to getting to know you better.

I responded vanilla courteously.

MILFMER: Thank you KANDYKISS, I look forward to getting to know you better too.

I saw that BBWMISTRESS had already responded to my message.

BBWMISTRESS: Is that all you have to say? Address me properly you DUMB SLUT!!!!!

My eyes went wide at her harshness. I responded quickly.

MILFMER: I'm sorry Mistress. How dumb of me. I am very new to the Club and just beginning to learn my place.

I checked the next message. Each message was oddly exciting. Each one like an online Christmas present... mainly because I'd probably soon be intimate with every one of these girls and women... and apparently in a wide variety of fashions.

ZZTOP: Welcome, Catherine's Mom. I've wanted to fuck you for a while, just like I've already fucked your daughter in your home while you were out.

My eyes went wide.

Who on earth could that be?

None of Catherine's friends' names started with a Z, that I could recall. Although the playful probable pun of ZZ and Top was witty. Or that could be unintentional, or else simply the girl's (or grown woman's?) favourite band... except how many young people would know the band ZZTOP? They were already past their prime when I started listening to music in the mid 80s. My husband loved them, so I'd been to their concerts three times. They'd always put on a great show, and I still had a dozen of their songs on my playlist: La Grange, Tush, Pearl Necklace (I've had some of those given to me in the past), I'm ad, I'm Nationwide, Cheap Sunglasses, Gimme All Your' Lovin', Sharp Dressed Man, Rough Boy, I Gotsta Get Paid, Blue Jean Blues and, of course, Legs.

MILFMER: The only way for you to make up for going into my home and fucking my daughter without my knowledge is to fuck me too. When?

I received responses from ANALANNIE AND BBWMISTRESS. I checked BBWMISTRESS first, feeling that I had to.

BBWMISTRESS: Get your ass over to me right now.

She also sent her address, which was unnecessary since everyone's addresses were in the app.

Since I didn't need to rush home anymore, was craving more pussy, and I felt compelled to obey her, I responded immediately.

MILFMER: Yes, Mistress. I am on my way.

She replied immediately.

BBWMISTRESS: Just walk in the front door and go down to the basement.

MILFMER: Yes, Mistress. Be there in about ten minutes.

BBWMISTRESS: Hurry, slut.

I hurried to check ANALANNIE: Then it's high time you ate one. Are you free tonight?

I responded.

MILFMER: I have another Princess to serve next, and then I could come to see you if you wish.

So before I'd even left the strip mall's parking lot, I'd agreed to meet two more strangers to have some version of sex with them.

I started driving, shaking my head at my rash decisions, since I'd just agreed to go to two more strangers' houses... and likely eat someone's asshole.

I drove for a few blocks, and at a red light, I saw another message from ANALANNIE.

ANALANNIE: Come and see me as soon as you're done.

The light turned green, so I waited for the next red light before responding.

MILFMER: I'll be there.

As I drove, I recalled one of Catherine's classmates named Annie being the valedictorian. Could this be the same girl? She was a very cute brunette who'd be attending Harvard this fall.

I continued driving, and made it to the next address a couple minutes earlier than I'd expected.

I decided to check my next message before going inside.

SILKSTOCKINGSLOVER: Welcome, Meredith. I'm sure you'll love our Club.

My eyes went wide yet again... I imagine if this was a cartoon, I'd be exhibiting a lot of exaggerated facial features. Maybe I knew this woman... or at least knew who she was... I certainly recognized her tag! The lesbian erotica writer I read the most used the exact same one. But no way could she be the writer of such classics as the 'Lesbian MILF Seductress' series (in my own life Bianca perhaps standing in as my Bree), the very long 'Turning Contest' series (which I hoped would someday include even more hot and imaginative episodes), and the super romantic yet raw lesbian story. 'Fate of the Fishbowl', which had me on the edge of my seat throughout, and near the end orgasming constantly!

No way!

What were the odds?

Just no way.

But I couldn't resist asking.

MILFMER: Mistress, I know this may sound strange, but do you happen to write lots of erotica?

I waited for a minute, but she didn't respond.

And with a very prickly Mistress waiting for me, I'd have to wait to discover the answer to that astounding possibility. So I stowed my phone under my seat, left the car, and started walking towards her house... having temporarily forgotten what I was wearing... since I'd gotten used to it. A couple women were walking towards me, and they both gave me looks of utter disdain. And still forgetful, I had no idea why they were looking at me like that!

So I ignored them and went to the front door... and just let myself in as instructed.

I went downstairs, and found two girls sitting together on a couch.

"Hi, Mistress," I greeted vaguely, since I didn't know which of them I was supposed to be addressing, and as I approached them, I saw they were watching that new Disney cartoon musical called... actually, I couldn't remember what it was called, and I hadn't seen it yet... although I'd listened to the song about Bruno a few times.

"Hi, slut," the larger girl greeted, looking to be around twenty.

"She's cute," the much thinner girl said, tattoo sleeves all over her arms.

"Thank you, ma'am," I replied, relishing any compliment I was given. I was very surprised, since BBWMISTRESS... likely the larger girl... now appeared quite friendly... totally unlike the shit her online persona had been giving me. (I wasn't fazed that she began by calling me a slut... since that was apparently just what passed for politeness in this Club.)

"I hope you're hungry," the big girl said.

"I've been hungry all day," I said, as I took in these two very different body types.

"Then don't just stand there. Get your ass over here and get started eating me," the big girl instructed brusquely. Okay, back to prickly.

"Yes, Mistress," I replied, an honorific that now flowed smoothly off my tongue.

I went over to her as she parted her large legs and hiked up her skirt.

"By the way," she said, as I lowered myself between her legs. "I'm Sharon, and my friend here is Wanda."

I leaned forward and began tasting yet another pussy. Sharon wasn't fat, but she was big boned. Her pussy was also larger than normal. The lips were plumper. The clit was bigger. Her entire pussy region was bigger than any of my prior pussy snacks.

She had some pubic hair, but not a lot.

"Have you eaten out your daughter yet?" Sharon asked, completely out of the blue.

"N-n-no," I answered with a stammer as I traced her thick pussy lips... the question throwing me for a loop, even though I'd already had some conversations about the likelihood of my daughter and me fooling around, and incest seemed to be very common in this Club.

"Not yet?" she asked, sounding surprised.

"This is my first day, and she's out of town," I explained, not telling her I was pretty sure I couldn't ever do such a thing, and I was confident my daughter wouldn't want to do it either.

"In this Club, it's pretty much inevitable," Sharon said. "All the mothers are expected to be their daughters' pussy pets."

I didn't respond.

I didn't know what to say.

I just pushed my tongue between her lips to taste her already wet pussy.

"Yeah, except Catherine is more of a pussy muncher than a dominant," Wanda said.

"True, true," Sharon agreed, and they began discussing... apparently knowledgeably... my daughter's sex life. As I probed her hole she continued, "But it's utterly impossible to resist the temptation of taking charge of your own Mommy pet whether you're submissive or dominant."

"True, true," Wanda said, beginning to sound like a Greek chorus.

"So will you be a good girl and eat your daughter's pussy when she orders you to?" Sharon asked, finally getting right to the point, while pushing my head away from her delicious pussy.

"I don't know," I responded, that being the best answer I had. I mean the idea of having sex with Catherine seemed so wrong, but so did peeping at Bianca through my bedroom window... which I'd done without anyone's encouragement (apart from Bianca being inherently irresistible), then I joined the Pillow Princess Service Club, hurried into Bianca's backyard when she summoned me and ate her pussy, and then there were the growing number of submissive lesbian tasks I'd completed today... and the night was still young. But getting intimate with my daughter... having incest... that would be an entirely outrageous level of kink... not to mention it would be illegal. Although probably not child abuse, since she was nineteen, and she'd be calling all the shots.

"I know," Sharon said. "You're feeling conflicted right now. But when the time comes, you'll find that all you want to do is to mindlessly obey Catherine just like you were born to do."

"I don't know if I believe that," I said, the phrase 'born to do' seeming a little over the top.

"Oh, believe me, you will. And nobody can squirt like your daughter does," Wanda added.

"Yeah, she's a real cum hydrant whenever she does that," Sharon added. A chill went down my back when I recalled that one of the earliest people reaching out to me on the app had called herself SQUIRTSALOT... although I couldn't remember what she said... except it included something about temporarily not being in town but when she returned, she looked forward to having some version of sex with me... I'd forgotten what exactly. There was no way SQUIRTSALOT could be my daughter... was there? That possibility was really scary!

"My turn," Wanda said, snapping her fingers as she stood up, pulled off her sweats and panties, tossed them aside, and sat back down.

I went to her and licked yet another pussy. This one was completely dry when I started. So unlike my slow teasing of Sharon's pussy, this time I went between Wanda's pussy lips and wiggled my tongue up and down in a zigzag motion... even though my mind was filled with frightening questions about my daughter... and SQUIRTSALOT.

"Yeah, the first time my Mom ate my pussy was the biggest rush ever," Sharon said.

"Stop bragging," Wanda said.

"Sorry, but I can't help that your Mom passed away when you were young," Sharon said.

"No, you can't. And I do love sitting on your Mom's face," Wanda said wickedly.

"Yeah, she really is the best pussy muncher when she's on her back and someone is sitting on her face," Sharon agreed.

"Especially if someone else is fisting her fat pussy," Wanda added.

"Yeah, dick doesn't do anything anymore for her sloppy cunt," Sharon said, talking so disrespectfully about her mother.

I was still pretty certain I'd never find myself eating my daughter, nor did I think she'd ever want me to do it, but if by some crazy happenstance it did happen, I hoped she wouldn't ever talk about me like these two were dissing Sharon's mother.

"Every been fisted, slut?" Wanda asked.

"No," I said.

"Hmmmmmm," Sharon purred while I licked her friend, who was now getting wet.

"You thinking what I'm thinking?" Wanda asked.

"I'm pretty sure I am," Sharon said.

I sensed that I too knew what they were thinking. Today I'd been fucked by Miranda to double orgasms, I'd been fucked briefly by my high school bully while I ate her daughter's pussy, but what I feared was about to happen to me was extreme!

But I just kept licking. Since I had no control of my fate anymore, what else could I do?

As I'd anticipated, a moment later I felt my flimsy excuse for a dress flipped up, someone's hands spread my legs apart, and then there were fingers on my pussy.

"You'll love this," Sharon said from behind me.

"Please be gentle," I asked. "I haven't had much attention down there for the past couple of years."

"You haven't?" Sharon asked, rubbing my pussy to get it extremely wet... although it was already very wet.

"No," I moaned.

"Husbandly neglect?" she asked.

My bitterness over my husband's gross neglect had me answering her question in a tone that did nothing to conceal my bitterness, "He hasn't fucked me at all since I got pregnant over a year and a half ago."

"No fucking way!" both Wanda and Sharon groaned in impressive unity.

"Tragically, way," I said, trying to recall how many times I'd tried to talk Jack into fucking me. How in all truth, if he'd only done his job as my husband, it was likely I'd never have embarked on this journey of sexual self-discovery. And worse, if he ever learned what I'd begun doing, he'd throw an absolute fit... when it was own damn fault!

"Well, that's just inexcusable," Sharon said, as I felt two fingers slide into my pussy. Sharon's, I was pretty sure.

"It's a fucking disgrace," Wanda agreed.

"It really is," I moaned, as the fingers began... so slowly... finger fucking me.

Yes, I'd already had two orgasms today, but a third one had been on a low simmer throughout the latter part of my wicked day... ever since Mei had slid her strap-on cock into me, but had then been called away before she had enough time to finish what she started.

"She's fucking soaked," Sharon said.

"Once we've started on them, they always are," Wanda said, as I swirled my tongue around her hole like a miniature pleasure tornado.

"They always get wet, being cunt munchers and all," Sharon agreed, as I felt a third finger slip inside my pussy.

"Oooooooh," I moaned, as the pleasure increased and my pussy stretched a little.

"Don't stop licking," Wanda ordered.

"Sorry," I moaned, realizing I'd stopped licking when Sharon began fingering me.

I'd resumed licking for a minute or so before Sharon suggested, "Let's roll her onto her back and you can sit on her face."

"Good idea," Wanda said, pushing my head away while Sharon's fingers left my pussy behind... briefly, I hoped. "Lie down on your back," Sharon said.

"Okay," I said, as I laid down on the floor and rolled onto my back... thankful there was a carpet under me.

Once I was on my back, Wanda got off the couch and lowered her pussy onto my face.

As she did, I felt my legs being spread wide, as Sharon, who was a large woman, went between them, and her fingers returned to my pussy.

I moaned, lapping on the pussy above me while Sharon's fingers slid back inside me.

"Fist fuck her," Wanda urged while three of Sharon's fingers were pumping in and out of me.

"You got it," Sharon agreed.

"Relax slut, you'll much better off if you do," Wanda said, as I kept slowly licking her, my legs stiffening a little, anticipating I wasn't sure what.

"Okay," I said, my response muffled by her pussy.

I felt Sharon pull her fingers out of me, and then slowly push them back in... except now she was using all five fingers.

As her hand pushed further into me, I inadvertently lifted my ass, thus assisting her hand in slipping even further into me... the entirety of all her fingers now... making me moan loudly, "Oooooooooooh!" as I started feeling completely stretched out and full.

"She's taking it easily!" Sharon exclaimed, and now I felt her entire hand inside me... all the way to her wrist... my head spinning and going light with the intensity burning inside me,

"Oh fuck," I whispered, feeling more filled up than I ever had before.

"Do you like this, slut?" Sharon asked, now flexing her fingers inside me.

"So full," I groaned, not really answering the question, my attention totally absorbed by the hand inside my pussy as I attempted to both breathe and lick.



"Keep licking," Wanda reminded me again, swaying her hips back and forth while lowering herself a little more, until she was literally sitting on my face, thus severely restricting the amount of air I could breathe.

I did manage to resume licking while Sharon rotated her wrist (and thus her hand) inside my cunt back and forth, creating new sensations inside me.

I couldn't believe how fully stuffed I felt.

Then she began pumping her hand in and out... well not much of each stroke outwards... but back and forth... and I realized I was literally being fist fucked.

Which bestowed the most intense sensations of my life... even though today had been a day of many intense sensations.

I learned there were areas in my pussy that had never been stimulated before... places no dick had ever touched... no vibrator or strap-on could ever reach, nor could any tongue... such as deep inside my vaginal passage near my cervix.

Each time Sharon shoved her forearm back and forth, new sensations surged through my entire body... making my legs twitch uncontrollably and my toes curl.

Wanda then began bouncing up and down on my face... which was a compelling distraction... as her wetness coated my face.

Meanwhile, I'd never felt so completely out of control of myself.

My face was being used.

My pussy was full of both a hand and an entire wrist.

I felt and actually was powerless.

Overwhelmed.

My entire body was on fire, although thankfully not literally... not that I was sure I could tell.

And I wanted more of all this... but especially I wanted to come.

My body was locked into lust mode, as I kept my tongue extended so as to stimulate Wanda as best I could from my restricted position. I lifted my ass to meet the fucking of her fist... taking it even deeper... some of her forearm now... experiencing more euphoric sensations... and was ever more desperate to come!

I suddenly found I was fist fucking myself... well... her fist but my hip muscles.

Sharon was impressed, and she said, "She's thrusting her ass to meet my fist."

"What a nasty slut," Wanda said with a moan, as she continued bouncing on me as if my face was a cock. It felt so weird... strange... kinky... humiliating... and also exhilarating.

"Yeah, she's clearly been needing this," Sharon said... truer words had never been spoken. Not so much just the fist fucking... but receiving all this attention... the compliments, even though they were often mixed with derogatory slurs... this exploration of my lesbianism... and all of this pleasure... the raw, intense rapture.

"You're one of our hottest, nastiest MILFs yet," Wanda complimented me... words with which she was unknowingly enhancing my growing sexual self-esteem... she was basically calling me hot.

"And she just had a kid," Sharon pointed out.

"Really?"

"Yeah," Sharon said, as she and I worked smoothly together to fist fuck me. It was a slow fucking, but powerful. She wasn't fist banging me. She wasn't pounding into me with her forearm. It was a soothing but strong fisting... as odd as that sounds.

"Wild," Wanda moaned loudly as she really began bouncing on my face... in a way I didn't think could ever make me come... but her wild moaning indicated she was about to.

Our interactions were a trifecta of pleasure. It was physical, emotional and psychological. It had my body on fire... my head spinning... as the sensations of fullness created a fire inside me that felt like a burning inferno... yet its glacial pace made it a slow burn, creating heat throughout my core.

Then Sharon's hand suddenly felt like it exploded inside me when she opened her fist and spread her fingers wide apart. My body quaked wildly when she found my elusive g-spot... I hadn't even been sure I had one... amidst what I'm sure is the most sensual inner stretching a woman can ever experience.

"Come all over my fist, slut," Sharon ordered, as I continued bucking my hips in opposition to her wide open hand, and meanwhile my face was being lavishly used for Wanda's pleasure.

"Oh yes," both Wanda and I moaned, while our respective orgasms rose simultaneously to a fever's pitch, and somehow... likely thanks to a blessing from the goddess of rapture... we both reached apocalyptic orgasms at the same time!

My body quaked uncontrollably, even as my face was drenched with excessive wetness flooding down from above... as if I was standing directly beneath Niagara Falls. My forehead, my face and my open mouth, were all subjected to this waterfall of cum as my orgasm cascaded through me.

"Oh, yeah slut, let yourself go, and cum like crazy," Sharon purred, as she pulled out her hand and buried her face in my pussy, bathing it in my flood of cum.

I continued quaking... shaking... and coming... as my body let loose with the most intense orgasm of my life... and that's an understatement... while Wanda was now only dribbling juices onto my face.

Sharon's tongue between my pussy lips intensified my already intense rapture, as I lay on the carpet bonelessly... utterly spent.

A moment later, Wanda collapsed off of me saying, "Good job, slut."

"Thanks," I said, although I was thinking to myself, All I really did was lie down, while you rode my face for your enjoyment.

A few seconds later, Sharon rolled away from my pussy... which was still leaking... my orgasm refusing to release its grasp on my mind, body and soul, and then Wanda finally got reinvolved by straddling my face and lowering her pussy onto it again.

Dazed... but understanding what she expected ... I began licking her, but I was so exhausted, I could only do it because she held my head up for me.

To my surprise, Sharon then placed a pillow beneath my head, thus providing me with a stabler position to eat my lucky pussy number seven... well lucky me. She really did have two distinct sides to her... if you crossed her, she'd come down hard on you... at least verbally... but most of the time she was considerate and even caring.

Still feeling weak from the intensity of all that fisting and the orgasm draining all my energy, I laid still and licked Sharon leisurely... enjoying the simple but addictive task of eating her pussy.

No rush.

No particular thoughts.

Only licking.

Just enjoying the sensual, exotic scents and taste of another woman.

And for a good ten minutes, maybe longer, I did only that... my orgasm eventually fading away, and my brain shifting from bimbo-slut-willing-to-do-anything-to-come, to eager-pet-willing-to-do-whatever-it-takes-to-make-this-reasonably-sweet-girl-cum-so-I-can-taste-her-sweet pussy's-cum-nectar.

So I gently licked.

And licked.

And licked some more.

Gradually bringing her towards her inevitable orgasm.

Her moans were soft.

It wasn't until she finally spoke up and barked, "Suck on my clit!" that my lengthy, leisurely, relaxed, tongue-lapping speed-shifted into an aggressive finish.

I did as she asked, sucking her overlarge, swollen clit between my lips and tugging gently... shaking my head as best I could from my claustrophobic position, her legs allowing me only an inch, give or take, on either side of my head.

"Oh yes, don't stop," she moaned, although she didn't get aggressive on my face like Wanda had.

She just sat on my face and let me pleasure her... which I found so relaxing after the intensity of my recent orgasm, and the rough usage of my face Wanda had subjected me to.

"Oh, I'm getting close," she warned, while I really worked over her clit. And as her moans got louder... she was actually huffing a little, which sounded strangely erotic... I sucked her entire clit into my mouth and tapped on it with my tongue.

I hadn't ever tried this trick until now (duh, I'd never eaten any pussy at all until today), but I recalled reading about it in a story, and man, did it work.

"Oh fuck... oh fuck... oh... oh... ohhhhhhhh!" she moaned loudly, just before her orgasm hit. Unlike the previous orgasms I'd caused today... where they'd gushed onto my face or into my mouth... Sharon's orgasm oozed out slowly... her entire stream of cum gradually flowing into my mouth.

I drank all of it... completely intoxicated by the taste of this feminine vintage of champagne... although this homemade champagne was way better than any of the commercial bubbly I'd ever tasted... or even fine wine, which I liked a lot.

For a good minute I imbibed her entire stream of pussy juice before she weakly stumbled to her feet and said, "Meredith, you're so fucking hot!" Which was miles away from her previous, "Is that all you have to say? Address me properly you DUMB SLUT!!!!!" So I'd made some real progress in winning her over, which felt really good.

"Thanks," I said as I gazed up at her. Although she was a big boned girl, she was beautiful... voluptuous in body and personality.

"Do you have any more stops to make?" she asked as she crashed down onto the couch.

"Yes, at least one more," I said.

"Then we won't keep you any longer," she said, as I stood up weakly after spending a good twenty minutes or more on my back... thus now feeling a little sore. "But we'll definitely have you back again sometime soon."

"I'll be honoured," I said, wondering whether once the novelty of a new pet got old, I'd still be called back regularly. I resolved always to be as good a pet as I could so I'd get lots of return engagements... since there was no way I was going back to the sexless life I'd lived before entering Bianca's backyard ten or so hours ago.

"I know you will," she said smugly.

"Thank you Mistress Sharon and Mistress Wanda," I said, standing up and stretching.

"You're welcome," Sharon said.

"Well, I'd better get going," I said, the periods of time following the orgasms always being the most awkward ones. I wasn't becoming actual friends with any of these girls today, although some of us might develop some affection for each other. But friends needed to have more things to bond about than just sex, and all these interactions today were nothing but sex. Which wasn't a problem actually, since all of them had been so exciting!

"Okay," she nodded. "Can you let yourself out?"

"Yeah," I nodded.

I headed out, now having eaten seven different pussies today... and been fucked by two strap-ons and now one fist, but had reached only three orgasms. Which was fair enough, since my principal purpose during these visits was to provide orgasms.

This was easily the craziest day of my life, and it didn't seem to be coming to an end anytime soon.

The End of Chapter 6.

Coming next in Chapter 7: Meredith discovers the joys of eating ass, and learns a close friend of hers is also a Club member.


Pillow Princess Club Ch. 07

Summary: Pussy 8: Meredith discovers the joys of eating ass.

Note: This is dedicated to Stephen who requested the series.

Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing yet another wicked series.

Note 3: This is chapter seven of an ongoing series.

In Chapter One, Meredith is at home alone with her 8-month-old baby while her husband is constantly away working and neglecting her sexual needs. She spies through her bedroom window her 18-year-old female next door neighbour (a gorgeous girl from Italy) being sexually pleasured by another woman, and then another one, and then even more. This sparks a flame inside Meredith, awakening her curiosity to explore her own same sex desires. She discovers there's a neighborhood secret Pillow Princess Service Club, where older women sign up to frequently be summoned by younger women to pleasure them sexually. She signs up out of lust and curiosity, and she's immediately summoned by that same beautiful next door neighbour Bianca, whereupon she goes next door and eats her pussy. Which begins Meredith's journey into submissive lesbianism.

In Chapter two, Meredith is hailed during her walk of shame home from Bianca's back yard, and she's convinced into going across the street to the wife of a congressman Miranda Bellencourt's house to service her stocking-clad feet, eat her pussy, and get her own pussy fucked (with a strap-on), which was the first time Meredith had been fucked in a year and a half.

In Chapter Three, Meredith drives a few blocks away to her former high school bully's house, where she's surprised to be greeted by a naked Miranda (with a bright red butt) who's being punished for using Meredith before the more important, younger, pillow princesses... this punishment includes Miranda being spanked (a lot), and being required to fuck herself in the ass with a large cucumber. Meredith services her third pussy, her high school bully's daughter's, whereupon said bully enters the house, and before long begins fucking her pussy... although sadly, not long enough to get her off... before Meredith rushes out to take care of pussy number four.

In Chapter Four, Meredith drives to a stranger's house... a cute Swedish young lady... where she discovers the joys of face sitting.

In Chapter Five, a phone call from her mother gives Meredith more freedom to explore her newfound submissive love for pussy, since her Mom offers to take her daughter for the rest of the weekend. Meredith drives to the next address, and finds it's a yoga studio. After some brief hesitation, she enters the business front, and is soon servicing the receptionist, a youngish girl, under her desk while the girl continues working... greeting clients, etc.. Then with her three tasks completed, she returns to her car wondering now what... and what comes next is half of that 'now what'....

In Chapter Six, as Meredith continues her pussy pleasing tour, she is ordered to go to a house, where she services two young women and discovers the orgasmic bliss of being fisted.

And now, continuing immediately after the end of part 6....

PILLOW PRINCESS CLUB Ch. 7:

Once I was back in my car, I once again checked my phone.

SILKSTOCKINGSLOVER had replied. I clicked on it, and she'd only said: Maybe.

Not much of an answer, but since she hadn't said no, I interpreted her response as a cryptic 'yes'.

I responded back.

MILFMER: I'll take that as a yes. Which means you're my FAVOURITE writer!

ZZTOP had also responded: I plan to do that as soon as I get back to the city. Unfortunately, that's a couple weeks away. Currently in Paris. I just fucked a hot girl who's a dancer at the Moulin Rouge.

I loved the Moulin Rouge movie staring Nicole Kidman, and seeing the real show was high on my bucket list.

MILFMER: I'm so jealous of that dancer, and also that you visited the Moulin Rouge. I take it you got to see the show.

Deciding to check another message or two while I was still regaining my strength from the fist fucking that had usurped all my energy, I clicked on New Messages.

PREACHERSDAUGHTER: Want to worship me?

Was she really a preacher's daughter? That would be hot. I don't know why, but a series called Church Girl by SILKSTOCKINGSLOVER (all caps because I was pretty sure she was the one who'd texted me) was one of my favourite lesbian series, even though it was about a MILF seducing a minister's innocent daughter. Even though I regularly (okay, irregularly) attended church, there was something so taboo and kinky about stories that misused religion. In fairness, I should mention that even with all the sex the girl began having, she never seemed to lose any of her innocence, and she wasn't the least bit unhappy about all the changes in her lifestyle.

MILFMER: I'd love to. Are you really a preacher's daughter?

The preacher at my church only had sons, so I knew she wasn't his daughter.

I clicked on another message.

SEXYSWITCH: welcome to the Club.

I responded, knowing a switch was a woman who was happy being either submissive or dominant.

MILFMER: Thank you very much. It has been a crazy day.

FOOTSIES: Would you like worshipping a girl's feet?

I'd never paid much attention to feet... but now having licked Miranda's nylon-clad sole, sucked her toes, and even had my pussy rubbed by her foot, I thought maybe I would like it.

MILFMER: I don't know, but I'll be willing to try someday.

I checked one more, before figuring I should start driving to ANALANNIE, who'd sent me her address, and it was only a few blocks away.

BEGGINGBITCH: Hey, Meredith! I am so thrilled you've joined. I wanted to show you the Club's app the last few times I was over, but I had no idea how to bring it up. I knew if I could get you involved, you could discover how beautiful you are, and get out of the funk you are in from Jack's neglect.

I immediately knew who BEGGINGBITCH was. She was my good friend and neighbour (well, she lived three doors down) Carolyn. She was the only person I'd ever told (read: poured my heart out to) about my insecurities and frustrations because of Jack... except for my best friend from high school who'd moved to Green Bay a few years ago.

So Carolyn was a member too!

And a submissive?

She was a strong-willed woman.

She'd suggested I peg Jack... like she often did to her husband Doug. She wore the pants in her family (which was only a figure of speech in her case, since she always wore dresses or skirts).

No, I didn't think she was submissive at all.

Except... was she submissive to her daughter? That seemed to be universal in the Club. Eve had just finished her third year of nursing and was living back home again, and she volunteered at the nearby hospital. She was a cute brunette with green eyes, who was engaged to a hunky guy who'd just been drafted in the first round of the NFL. I can't remember which team, except it has some bird or other for a mascot... sports aren't my thing at all. \

I responded.

MILFMER: Carolyn, is that you?

There were some more messages I wanted to read, but ANALANNIE messaged me again: Are you on your way?

MILFMER: Just leaving my last appointment. Be there soon; you are only a few blocks away.

I drove for only two minutes to get there, my head spinning the entire way, since I really wanted to know if that was Carolyn. I was 99% sure it was her... I mean it had to be. Except I couldn't fathom her ever begging for anything. If anything, she could be a complete bitch... although not very often.

As I pulled up to a duplex, my phone beeped.

I had another text message... from Carolyn!

I clicked on it and saw a picture of her on her knees licking a pussy. The words that went with it said: Carolyn can't reply right now, since she is busy licking my pussy... which you too will be eating very soon... but yes, BEGGINGBITCH is your good friend Carolyn.

Wow!

I responded: Eve, I'm greatly looking forward to being in the exact same position as my best friend is right now.

But she responded: BEGGINGBITCH: Guess again. I'm not Eve.

Huh?

But anyway, I then hid my phone beneath my seat like I'd done at every stop... stepped out... no longer bothering to look around to see if anyone might see me in my skanky maid's outfit... any shame long gone... submission and lust guiding my way... and I headed to the duplex on the left.

I knocked on the door, and a voice called out, "Come in."

I walked in, wondering if anyone ever locked their doors after joining the Pillow Princess Service Club.

I found my way into the living room, where a large woman in her fifties (I'm guessing) was sitting on one of those really comfortable chairs you can lean back. She looked up at me and said, not at all fazed by my appearance, apparel, or why I was here, "My daughter's room is upstairs: second door on the left."

"Uh, thanks," I said, finding this encounter much more awkward than most of them had been today.

"Have fun!" she said brightly, which only added to the surreal strangeness of the situation, since I assumed she was Annie's mother, but knew exactly why I was here an didn't mind in the least. So in essence, she was cheerily telling me to have fun sexing her daughter. Weird, yet somehow oddly kinky in a pleasant way.

"Thank you, I hope to," I said, trying to act casual about a hot situation... although perhaps she too was a member of the Club.

I went upstairs and passed the first room on the left, then a bathroom on the right, and arrived at an open door on the left.

I walked in and saw a woman was already between Annie's legs... and from the red dress she was wearing, I knew who it was right away. Since Carolyn had been wearing a red dress in the picture I'd just been sent.

My surprises today continued compounding on surprises.

"Carolyn, your friend is here," a very cute brunette, her hair in pigtails and looking very young, her room filled with teddy bears and looking more like a tween's bedroom than an eighteen-year-old's, which I was sure was the minimum age for Club members.

"No, what?" Carolyn asked, as she removed her head from between the knee-high-sock covered legs of the girl, and turned around to see me... her eyes showing her shock... and her lips glistening with beautiful pussy wetness.

"Hi, Carolyn," I said.

"Hey, Meredith," she responded. "Nice outfit."

"Miranda," I said, knowing that simply saying her name would be enough for Carolyn to understand why I was dressed this sluttily.

"Well, she did a good job," she said. "You look hot."

"Thanks," I said, appreciating the compliment. Carolyn had been giving me compliments for weeks... often mentioning how sexy I looked... but until now, I'd thought it was just because she was my friend, which was still likely to be at least part of the reason, but now I wondered if she'd been planting seeds for an encounter very much like this one.

"Come here," Annie ordered, or I was pretty sure her name was Annie.

I approached her bed, but asked, needing to make sure... I mean I'd done a lot of sinful things today, but nothing illegal... just kinky as fuck, "I'm sorry I need to ask, but are you eighteen?"

She said with a smile, "Yes I am. I get asked that a lot."

"She's almost nineteen," Carolyn said, still between Annie's legs. Annie was naked except for a Duran Duran t-shirt... did she even know who they were?

Although as I admired her cute body, I smirked to myself I was indeed Hungry Like the Wolf.

Who cared? The message was the same.

"I know... I look twelve," she said.

"Well, not twelve," I said, "but not nineteen either."

"I know, it's annoying," she sighed.

"Sorry," I apologized.

"It's not your fault I look so young," she said.

"I've told her to enjoy looking young as long as possible," Carolyn said. Carolyn was almost fifty, yet she looked younger than I did... aging a lot better than I was.

"Yeah, yeah, yeah," Annie said. "I'm sure I'll be delighted to look young... someday."

"I can't believe you joined," Carolyn said. "But of course I'm also delighted!"

"I can't believe you're licking between a teenager's legs," I countered.

"I can't believe you came here to do the exact same thing," she came back at me. We always enjoyed teasing each other.

"Actually I came here to eat her asshole," I said wickedly, trying to shock her since I was always the more conservative one of the two of us... at least until today.

"You both came here to pleasure me however I want," Annie interjected. "Now... Meredith is it?... come here and kiss me."

"Yes, Mistress," I said, assuming that every Pillow Princess preferred to be addressed like that ... and this time the Pillow Princess was lying in a bed with two pillows actually propping up her back.

"You can just call me Annie," she said.

"Okay Annie," I said, discovering this time I was wrong, but anyway, I leaned in to kiss her... this situation much more awkward than any other today, or perhaps more erotic, because my best friend in the world was a couple feet away and licking between the teenager's legs.

Annie kissed me back.

Softly.

Tenderly.

Intimately.

When she broke the kiss, I was startled to find Carolyn's head right beside mine, and she too kissed me for a while.

Again, softly.

Tenderly.

Intimately.

Her tongue slipped into my mouth, and I returned the favour... our tongues dancing the tango inside each other's mouths.

"Excuse me, but you're both supposed to be here for me," Annie said after a good minute or two of my kissing my best friend.

"Sorry Annie," Carolyn said. "But I've been wanting to do that to her for some time."

"You have?" I gasped.

"Yes, every time I came over. Every time I visited, I tried to figure out a way to tell you about the Club. But I just wasn't sure it was something you'd want to do," she said. "You might get horribly offended, and I'd lose my best friend. Pretty scary!"

"But now that I've showed up in this skanky outfit, probably with pussy stains all over it and me?" I asked with a playful smile on my face.

"Now I know you're a skank and you know I'm another skank, so neither of us will be offended about anything, and we need to make up for lost time," she said as she kissed me one last time (for now).

Annie then interrupted by kissing her.

And then she kissed me too.

And then... in one of the most sensual three-way interactions ever... which I'd never read anything about... nor had I ever seen in any porn scene... we shared a three-way kiss.

Nobody spoke.

No instructions were given.

We all just leaned forward, and our three sets of lips pressed together in a perfect equilateral triangle. Nobody objected. It was so sexy, sensual and intimate.

No tongues.

Just soft kisses.

None of us in any hurry to do anything except to kiss each other.

Annie eventually broke the kiss, then pulled me in for an exclusive wet, sensual kiss.

She then did the same to Carolyn.

Just kissing.

No more, no less... but that was enough to make my entire body heat up, and my pussy to tingle and leak ever so slightly.

Annie then said, "Why don't you two go downstairs and kiss my other lips now?"

"I'd love to," I said, the idea of Carolyn and me kissing and likely licking her pussy together was a wickedly hot idea.

We both wriggled down the bed, Annie impressively spreading her legs very wide to accommodate us between them, and a moment later I was staring at another ripe, young, shaved, glistening pussy. I'd always loved glazed donuts, but I was discovering nothing beats a nice glazed pussy.

"Shall we?" Carolyn asked, as together we brought our faces close to the teen's pussy.

"We shall," I smiled, this being perhaps the craziest of the crazy things that I'd taken part in today... except for learning my daughter was a lesbian, and that all the mothers in the Club with daughters old enough, served as willing pets to those daughters... regularly and willingly committing incest with them. That was the one thing I still wasn't sure I could do... or would ever want to do. Not that I didn't consider my daughter cute and pretty, but I'd never thought of her that way.

I pushed that complication to the back of my mind for now, and leaned forward with my tongue extended to share this teen's pussy with my best friend... which was not committing incest, so I could enjoy it freely.

Carolyn extended her tongue too, and both of ours met between Annie's pussy lips.

"Mmmmmmm," Annie moaned, as our two tongues began working together on her teen pussy. "Yes, eat my cunt," she moaned.

I didn't know why hearing her use the word 'cunt' surprised me... perhaps it was her sweetness, her young-looking cuteness, or her pigtails... but it did, and it also turned me on.

Then working smoothly together as if we'd spent hours practicing this team activity, we worked Annie's pussy over like pros.

I licked between her pussy lips while Carolyn teased her clit.

Then as I moved up, she moved down, and we kissed each other before swapping tasks. This was delightful!

Then Carolyn went even lower and began licking Annie's asshole.

"That's it, lick my asshole," Annie moaned.

"It tastes so good," Carolyn said, as I briefly paused to watch her licking it.

After a moment Annie instructed, "Lie on your back, Carolyn."

"Can do," Carolyn agreed, exiting from between Annie's legs.

Annie sat completely upright and said, "Now move your head the other way, near the end of the bed."

"Okay, I see what you're doing," Carolyn said, although I had no idea what either of them had in mind... although I was curious.

She rotated her body 180° as I climbed off the bed.

"Now scoot yourself to the middle of the bed," Annie instructed. "You may need to bend your knees, or to rest your feet on the headboard."

"Got it," Carolyn said, as she adjusted herself so her head was almost in the middle of the bed and her knees were bent.

"Perfect," Annie said. She then stood above Carolyn's face and lowered her pussy down to Carolyn's mouth. She said to me, "lie down behind me and eat my ass."

"Oh, now I see," I said, finally understanding where she'd been going ... as she leaned her body forward and rested her hands on Carolyn's legs for balance.

"Meredith, can you grab me a pillow?" Carolyn asked.

"Sure," I said, reaching for one and placing it gently under her head, even lifting her head up a bit to make it easier.

"Thanks," she said, her face now resting at a perfect angle to lick Annie's pussy.

"Anything to help," I said, as I admired the teen's amazing ass from my position... it was curved so beautifully. I then got onto the bed and warned, as Carolyn started licking Annie's pussy, "I don't really know what I'm doing back here, so please feel very free to tell me how I can do better."

"Just spread my ass cheeks apart and lick my rosebud," Annie said. "Easy peasy."

"Okay," I replied, "I can do that."

Although I'd never before had any interest in anal sex, to my mind the anus had always been an out only hole... much to the disappointment of my husband, the entitled guy who never went down on me... this teen's ass was so sexy, and the submissive task of eating her asshole was wickedly delicious.

So I did as she instructed, making sure my knees wouldn't squash Annie's legs, since I had to spread my legs particularly far apart to avoid them... in what was the strangest of my three threesomes of the day... which was two more than I'd ever had in my life.



Back in college during a wild party, I blew two guys at once and took both of their loads on my face. The next day I was mortified by my actions, and then coincidentally, I met Jack for the first time a couple weeks later.

So I pulled Annie's ass cheeks apart... they were perfectly tight and toned... and I examined her tiny rosebud... the first one I'd ever seen close up. I wondered whether she only enjoyed having her ass eaten, or did she also put things in it. I seriously couldn't imagine even a finger forcing its way into that tiny thing, let alone a cock.

"That's good so far. Now just bury your face as far between my ass cheeks as you can get it, and start licking," Annie said.

"Sorry, I was just admiring your amazing ass," I explained truthfully.

"I appreciate the compliment," she said with a soft moan. Carolyn's tongue was obviously doing well.

I took a breath, extended my tongue the same way I had for every pussy I'd dined on today, and began licking her asshole.

At first I took it slow... like I did when eating a pussy... since I was an expert at doing that now ha ha... wondering whether the same procedure would work here. A slow burn tease first, and then get more aggressive.

I began by circling my tongue around her anus, creating a slow whirlwind of wetness.

I had no idea if this was what she wanted, as I moved my tongue in a circular motion. Then when she moaned, I wasn't sure if it was because of me or Carolyn, or perhaps both of us.

"That's it, get my asshole nice and wet," Annie moaned approvingly a few seconds later, making me feel much better about how I was doing.

I responded, it now being confirmed that the same approach worked for an ass as well as it did for a pussy, "I'm surprised. Your ass tastes really good."

"I know," she moaned. So this ass must have been eaten by many women, and she'd likely been told that many times.

And I wasn't fibbing. Her taste was intriguing. A little salty, a little sweaty, and a little something else I couldn't place.

A minute later, after I'd switched to up and down tongue sweeps like paintbrush strokes, she said, "Tongue fuck my ass."

"How can I do that?" I asked.

"Keep licking my rosebud, and try to push as much of your tongue as you can into my hole," she explained,

"Okay," I said, as I noticed her puckered hole wasn't as tight as when I started... the hole was wet now, and ever so slightly opened.

"Just get in there, Meredith. Eat that asshole and fuck it with your tongue," Carolyn said wickedly from underneath Annie and me.

"Okay," I said, smiling at Carolyn's bossiness. No doubt if we had sex, and it seemed very likely we would, she'd be in charge. And of course that's exactly what I'd want. We were going to have some great times together!

I started making tiny whirlwind tongue motions at her tiny anal entrance, in what might have been the tiniest tongue tornado ever.

"That's good, eat my ass," Annie moaned, my technique seeming to work. Which encouraged me to swirl my tongue, making an even tinier tornado... while I felt her tiny hole opening up a little more... maybe my tongue bath was softening her entrance so it could enlarge more easily.

I was determined to make her happy... to eat her ass the best I could... focusing on whether I could open up her tight asshole just with my tongue.

"Oh yes. That feels great!" Annie moaned, as I continued my attack.

Slowly, as her hole opened up more and more, I began actually inserting the tip of my tongue a tiny distance into her asshole... and as I did, I was discovering new scents and tastes.

"That's it. Now get your tongue even further in my asshole," Annie moaned, again letting me know I was doing the right thing.

Her ass was nothing like a pussy in taste or scent, but it was equally erotic. It was like my own nature, as ridiculous as that may sound. What I mean by that is the wetter you get me, the more compliant I become. It also tasted and smelled... I think earthy might be the best way to describe it.

And it was a little bittersweet.

And... this next point is going on sound utterly silly... but it tasted pink. I know that makes no sense, what the hell would pink taste like?... well, what I'm saying is it tasted exactly like the inner surface of a rectum. A little tangy, a little earthy, a little bittersweet, and mixed together into a perfectly blended homemade pink ass pie in both scent and taste... and oddly, everything perfectly complemented everything else... the scent and taste drew me in as deeply as I could bury my face between her ass cheeks, and as far as I could get my tongue inside her asshole... which was much deeper than I could at first... but I still wished I had Gene Simmons' magically long tongue.

"Oh yes, fuck my ass just like that, rim it good," Annie moaned, her moans getting louder. Although I would have loved to taste her pussy when she came since obviously there wouldn't be any ass cum, I just kept doing what she told me to do. I tongue fucked her asshole. I ate it as if it was my final meal.

"Oh God, you two, don't fucking stop," Annie demanded, her tone of voice and moans telling us both she was getting close to orgasmic bliss.

I worked my assigned hole eagerly... hungrily... loving on the natural taste of a woman... which I'd never once considered doing in any way, shape or fashion, before today.

"Oh, fuck yes, eat my cunt, eat my asshole, oh, don't stop, don't stop, don ' t stop, oh FUUUUCK!" Annie screamed, her mother downstairs now definitely aware that her daughter had reached orgasm. I kept eating her ass while Carolyn assumedly enjoyed the sweet nectar of Annie's cum... which made me a little jealous.

Not that I didn't enjoy the ass eating, I did... a lot, truthfully... I just wanted more pussy cum in my mouth and throat... my new addiction... my utter craving.

A moment later Annie rolled off of Carolyn and collapsed on the bed... so I, in my craving mode, immediately dove into her pussy to retrieve any cum that might still be exiting her perfect pink pussy. (Yes, her pussy tasted pink too.)

"You're such a hungry slut," Carolyn teased, and I felt her hands on my ass a moment later.

"I can't ever get enough pussy cum," I confessed playfully.

"And just think! All this time we could have been playing together," Carolyn bemoaned equally playfully, while I felt her parting my ass cheeks.

"I know; why didn't you just grab my head and shove it in your cunt?" I asked wickedly, deciding to use the wickedest term for a vagina.

"Oh, trust me, I will from now on," she said, just before I felt her tongue licking my rosebud.

Even though it was obvious, and it felt really nice, I asked, "What the fuck are you doing?"

"Eating your asshole," she said matter-of-factly.

"So I can feel," I moaned, the sensations of a tongue licking my asshole sending me mixed signals. On the one hand it felt kind of nice and relaxing... like a wet, warm massage in a sensitive location that never gets any attention. On the other hand, it felt kind of weird, doubled by Carolyn being a close friend of mine with her face buried between my ass cheeks.

"Just relax," Annie said, as Carolyn slowly continued licking my pussy while I was lost in a bit of a daze.

"Okay," I said. This wasn't as intense or bodily stimulating as having my pussy licked, but it was definitely erotic, and a completely unique feeling. When I was younger, I felt very insecure about my pussy's scent and taste, and I had to really be trusting of the first person I allowed to go down there. This was similar, and maybe even worse. Did it smell really stinky back there? Did it taste gross?

As if reading my mind, Carolyn said, "Your asshole tastes so fucking good."

"Yeah? Then you should taste my pussy," I tossed back playfully, even though I greatly appreciated her words of reassurance.

"Oh, very soon I hope," she assured me.

As she licked my rosebud for a few minutes, slowly opening up my asshole and succeeding in penetrating it a little bit, I discovered there were a lot of nerve endings in there. I suppose that was obvious based on its purpose, but as she licked it, I found myself relaxing, and as my sphincter muscles mellowed, I felt my asshole opening... inviting Carolyn's tongue deeper inside.

The experience was somewhat akin to getting my pussy licked, in that it was so up-close and personal. Her face and tongue were closer than close... and I was completely vulnerable, but trusting. The longer she ate my ass the deeper she went, and the more I enjoyed it... letting her in over and over, deeper and deeper.

The wetness... the pressure... the probing... all had me settled into a state of pleasant bliss... I wasn't going to come because of this... but it sent sensual sensations throughout my body. I felt, as her tongue swirled inside my asshole, as if I was paralyzed... but not in a bad way... it was like my lower half couldn't move a muscle... I just knelt there on all fours with my face buried in Annie's pussy, haphazardly licking her (not much control there either) while I lost myself in the thrill of having my ass eaten.

"Now get her off," Annie ordered as her hand went to the back of my head and gently guided me a bit deeper into her pussy.

"Sorry, I'm really being distracted right now," I said, having been focusing on her pussy hardly at all.

"Don't worry about me for now," Annie reassured me. "Right now is about you discovering the joy of having your ass eaten and the slow burn orgasm it can give you."

"Okay, thank you," I said, as Carolyn kept probing my hole, but she also sent a hand between my legs and to my wet pussy... and she smoothly slid two fingers inside me... while somehow managing to rub my clit and vulva at the same time. Soon the slow burn of the past few minutes increased exponentially, with both of my holes being stimulated... doubling or even tripling the sensations very quickly.

My ass was bathed in glorious wetness from her tongue, my pussy was smoothly being fingered, and my clit was stimulated. I moaned loudly into Annie's wet peach, "Oh my God!"

"Just relax and enjoy," Annie said, taking her hand away. "Actually better yet, look into my eyes."

I leaned my head back and looked up into her eyes, feeling completely subjected both to her and Carolyn's whims, a growing rapture soaring inside me .

"You're so beautiful," Annie said, looking deep into my eyes.

"Oh God," I moaned, as Carolyn was working three different pleasure points simultaneously with such perfect precision, I knew I wasn't going to last long.

I wanted her tongue to go as deep into my ass as she could manage.

I wanted her to finger bang me like I was a cheap slut.

I wanted to feel her rubbing and slapping my clit until I quaked with euphoria.

I begged with lustful moans, "Yes Carolyn, eat my asshole, finger bang my cunt, slap my clit!"

"Come for me my slut," Carolyn said softly, just five words. and with them not only was she ordering me to come, but she was also establishing the hierarchy our sexual relationship would be based upon. And like I've already said, if she wanted to be my boss, I was all for it.

"Oh yes... more!" I moaned, so fucking close... my pussy and ass working together to bring me to yet another orgasm.

"Now, you nasty cunt-licking cum slut," Carolyn said wickedly, while my eyes remained locked on the pretty teen's face.

"Now," was all Annie said next... just one word, and my body exploded with intense pleasure.

"Yeeeeeeeeeees!" I moaned as I collapsed face first into the teen's pussy, as my body quaked uncontrollably, and as orgasm number four of this wild day cascaded through me.

Carolyn quickly removed her face from my ass, dived underneath my legs, and buried her face in my leaking pussy.

"Oh fuck," I moaned, as she licked up my cum, while my face remained resting against Annie's pussy.

For one minute, perhaps two, I lay motionless, paralyzed in orgasmic bliss... until Annie asked, "Did you enjoy that?"

"God, yes," I answered, looking up into her eyes.

"I can imagine. You look completely glazed over," she smiled.

"It was intense," I said. "So intense," I repeated.

"Your cunt cum is delicious too," Carolyn said from beneath me.

"Thanks," I said, as I began licking Annie again.

"You two need to come back soon to double eat my pussy again," Annie ordered.

"Mmmmmmm," Carolyn moaned, as she briefly sucked on my clit, making me twitch, before she crawled out from beneath me and joined me between Annie's legs.

"This was some quality time I never imagined you and me sharing," I smiled lovingly, as she and I worked together to get Annie off one more time.

"Oh, you and I will be spending lots of quality time together from now on," Carolyn said, as our tongues touched, and together as one, we began licking Annie up and down in perfect unison.

As a team, our tongues constantly worked in unison, and we worked over that teen pussy until she was once again moaning loudly.

As her moans increased, we tag teamed her pussy. I sucked on her clit while Carolyn probed her pussy like a tiny dick.

In a minute or perhaps two, Annie alerted her mother to her second orgasm by screaming, "Fuuuuuuuck!"

Then Carolyn and I eagerly lapped up as much of her pussy cum as we could... our tongues frequently touching each other as we savoured the cum.

Eventually we were kissing each other again for a minute or so, before she broke the kiss. She said, "I'd love to keep doing this, but I'm meeting my mother for supper."

"Have you eaten your mother too?" I asked, before even realizing I was speaking.

"Meredith!" she gasped.

"I'm... I'm... I'm so sorry!" I apologized, feeling so bad for asking such a horrid question.

"You really should be sorry!" she accused, paused, and then added with a wicked grin, "She usually eats me!"

"Carolyn!" I gasped with a laugh, slapping her shoulder playfully.

"Now we've got to get your Mom in the Club," she said.

"No way," I said, that prospect striking me as even more impossible than my daughter being in the Club... except that she was.

"Way," she said, kissing me again.

"Have you been with my daughter?" I asked.

"Do you really want me to answer that?" she asked, although her asking that question answered mine.

"I do," I nodded.

"Yes," she admitted. "I've also been with my daughter."

"Wow!" I said.

"The Princess Club pushes us into exploring all our kinks," she said, as she got off the bed.

"Such as ass eating," Annie said.

"Which I have a newfound love for," I said. "Both giving and receiving."

"Good to know," Annie said, as I too got off the bed.

A minute later as Annie went to shower, Carolyn leaving a minute before I did, I went downstairs, and the mother asked, "Did you enjoy eating my daughter's asshole?"

"Yes ma'am, I certainly did," I said, not even pretending I hadn't, as I noticed her legs were spread open with Carolyn kneeling between them.

"It is delicious; I always have to go back for more," she said. And by now I wasn't shocked in the least she was in the habit of eating her daughter's ass.

"Utterly," I agreed, then I watched the action for a minute before heading out.

Once I was in my car, I picked up my phone to check my messages, but realized I really had to pee.

So I stuck my phone in my purse, pulled out of the driveway, drove a couple blocks, and stopped, of all places, at a Hooters... it was the first place with a public restroom I saw, and it had the added benefit that inside there I wouldn't stand out too much, even wearing this outfit.

Bringing along my purse, I hurried inside, went straight to the bathroom and went pee... unaware I'd be eating pussy number nine before I left, and would learn some more about the Pillow Princess app.

The End of Part 7

In Part 8, Meredith decides to check her messages on the app, while she orders some food at Hooters since they have great wings, and she also wants a beer. She then learns about the tracking feature on the app, gets a pantyhose foot rub, and dines on her ninth pussy of the day.
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Summary: Pussy 9: Meredith discovers the joys of tribbing.

Note: This is dedicated to Stephen, who requested the series.

Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing yet another wicked series.

Note 3: This is Chapter Eight of an ongoing series. (I'm still brimming with hot ideas, so who knows how long this series will eventually become.)

In Chapter One, a housewife in her mid-forties Meredith is spending a lot of time at home alone with her eight-month-old baby daughter while her husband is constantly away and neglecting her sexual needs. She sees from her bedroom window her 18-year-old female neighbour getting sexually pleasured by another woman, then another, and then even more. This increases the flame inside her for her growing curiosity to explore her same sex desires. She discovers a secret Pillow Princess Club, where older woman sign up and are then regularly summoned by younger women to pleasure them sexually. She signs up out of lust and curiosity, and is instantly summoned by her beautiful next door neighbour Bianca. Whereupon she services her, which begins her journey into submissive lesbianism.

In Chapter Two, Meredith is spied in her short walk of shame home, so she goes across the street to Miranda Bellencourt's house to service her stocking-clad feet, eat her pussy, and get her own pussy fucked for the first time in a year and a half.

In Chapter Three, Meredith goes to her former high school bully's house, where she is greeted by a naked Miranda, who is being punished for using her before the other, apparently more important, younger pillow princesses... her punishment includes being spanked, and being required to fuck herself in the ass with a cucumber. Meredith services her third pussy, her high school bully's daughter, when said bully walks in and ends up fucking her pussy... although sadly not long enough to get her off... before she heads out for her scheduled pussy number four.

In Chapter Four, Meredith drives to a stranger's house... a cute Swedish young lady... where she discovers the joys of face sitting.

In Chapter Five, a phone call from her mother gives her more time to explore her newfound submissive love for pussy, when her Mom offers to take her daughter home for the weekend. Meredith drives to the next address, and learns it's a yoga establishment. After a brief hesitation, she goes into the business and hides under a desk, where she services a young girl while she continues working and interacting with people.

In Chapter Six, Meredith continues her pussy pleasing tour when she is ordered to go to a house where she services two young women, and discovers the orgasmic bliss of being fisted.

In Chapter Seven, Meredith goes to meet a girl to eat her first ass, and she discovers her best friend is already there. Together, they worship the teen's pussy and ass. She also learns her best friend has had sex with Meredith's eighteen-year-old daughter. With all her tasks completed, she drives to a Hooters to go pee, and...

...and now continuing immediately after the end of part 7...
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Once I got in my car, I went to check my messages, but I realized I really had to pee. I mean I really, really had to pee!

I pulled out of the driveway and drove a couple blocks to, of all places, a Hooters... since it was the first place I saw, and a bonus was that I wouldn't stand out too much in the revealing outfit I was wearing.

I hurried inside, went straight to the bathroom, and did my business.

Deciding I was hungry and needed some real food... pussy tasted great, but it didn't have a lot of calories, or enough protein to fill me up. So, I took a seat at a booth in a somewhat secluded area, and opened my phone to finish reading my messages.

Finally, for the first time in a few hours, I had some time to think... which was likely a bad thing.

Pushing out any thoughts of possible consequences, I opened the app, and read the rest of my current Pillow Princess messages.

CHEERDOMME: Hey, ever want to service a cheerleader?

I'd hated cheerleaders when I was in high school... but the idea of servicing one had been hot in a couple of erotica stories I'd read, and also right now, while I was pondering the question.

MERMILF: It is definitely on my sex bucket list.

A waitress arrived and took my order. As she walked away on her miles-long legs, I wondered where they got their pantyhose. They were a perfect mocha colour... every Hooters girl looked amazing in them... and they had a glossy shine that accentuated their legs even more. This bar was obviously about women's tits, but it glorified a woman's legs just as much. Maybe the chain should have been called T & A & L: Tits and Ass and Legs.

I continued reading through my messages.

TRIBBINGGIRL: I want to trib with you ASAP.

I had no idea what tribbing was, and I didn't recall reading any stories about it.

So I did what everyone does nowadays when they don't know a term. I googled it.

As I read the definition of tribbing, also known as tribadism (which is a real mouthful), it's the actual term for scissoring, which I knew was two women rubbing their vulvas together to get each other off. An idea I found intriguing, and in some of the lesbian porn I'd watched, it looked rather hot... but awkward.

MERMILF: I had to google the term tribbing. That said, I did know the term scissoring. It is definitely something I would be very interested in.

I clicked on the next message:

BIGROSIE: Want some chocolate?

This one threw me a little. I assumed she meant she was black. But I didn't want to say something wrong, and appear stupid or insensitive.

So I responded in a safe way.

MERMILF: I can never get enough chocolate.

SILKSTOCKINGSLOVER: Yes, this is really me. I don't live too far from you. I hope you enjoy my work.

MERMILF: You have given me so many orgasms already!

I saw the intriguing PREACHERSDAUGHTER had responded to my last message.

PREACHERSDAUGHTER: Come and worship me.

The idea of going down on a preacher's daughter was undoubtably intriguing. Although I'm not sure I'd resist any pussy offered to me on this first day of my sexual awakening.

MERMILF: I do love worshipping.

TRIBBINGGIRL: Are you available right now?

MERMILF: I am just having dinner and then I could come over.

TRIBBINGGIRL: Text me when you are done eating.

MERMILF: Will do.

I saw the famous author respond, and was about to check it just as my waitress came and delivered my order. I received some wings and a Diet Coke, and then I checked the message.

SILKSTOCKINGSLOVER: Well maybe I can give you one or two in person some day.

MERMILF: I would like that very much.

Caught up on my messages, I took a drink of my Diet Coke, just as one of the Hooters waitresses sat down in my booth across from me.

I looked up, and she asked, "Are you having a good first day in the club?"

"Um, yeah," I said sheepishly, looking at the pretty, big-busted, college-age student... was she a pillow princess too?

"Are you still on the prowl?" she asked.

"Excuse me?" I asked, acting dumb in case she wasn't a pillow princess... although I sensed she was.

"It's okay," she smiled. "I've been monitoring your day, then I recognized the app on your phone. I won't out you, MERMILF."

"Oh, um..." I began.

"No need to be shy," she smiled, as I felt her foot... without a shoe, but still with her nylon... rubbing up my leg. "You're a sweet thing."

"Thanks," I said, the one side effect perk of this wild day was all the compliments I was receiving.

"So are you still on the prowl?" she repeated.

"I have at least one more stop after I finish eating this dinner," I said, as I felt her foot going between my parted legs.

"I see," she said, as she spread my legs with her two feet, and then I felt a nylon foot pressed directly against my uncovered pussy.

"Oh," I moaned, surprised by the sudden familiarity.

"Interesting choice for dinner," she said, as she slowly moved her nylon-clad foot up and down on my pussy.

"Truthfully," I responded, taking a moment, the pressure quite pleasurable, "I needed to pee, and this was the first place I came to."

"I see," she smiled warmly. "So... how did you find your way to the app?"

"Long story short," I said, figuring there was no point in refusing to answer the question, "I'd been admiring a pretty neighbour through my bedroom window, and she caught me watching her get serviced by the mailwoman, and the next thing I knew the mailwoman was knocking on my door, and well... a couple hours later, I was servicing the pretty neighbour myself, and I've been servicing girl after girl after girl ever since."

"Mmmmmm," she said, continuing the pressure on my pussy. "So, had you eaten any pussy before today?"

"No," I admitted.

"And how many so far?"

"If you want me to, you'll be my ninth," I answered flirtatiously, finding her very sexy... and her teasing foot play was only enhancing my excitement about continuing to add to my surreal count.

"You want to eat my pussy?" she asked.

"I do," I admitted.

"I'd love that," she said, "but I only have ten minutes left on my break, and there isn't anyplace here for us to do it."

"Oh," I said, unable to hide my disappointment.

"But," she said, "now that I have a pretty face to go with the handle MERMILF, I'll definitely take a rain check."

"Anytime," I said, as she began pleasuring my pussy in a circular motion... enhancing the pleasure, and stirring the possibility of a fifth orgasm today, and this one in public!

"Do you want to come?" she asked.

"Badly," I admitted, in awe of the public foot job I was receiving... only a tablecloth hiding what was going on underneath the table.

"Then just let yourself go, and let me get you off," she said, as she began rubbing more aggressively.

"Okay, thanks a bunch," I said, and I spread my legs a little wider, placed both of my hands on the table, and looked into her eyes while she pleasured me.

"That's it, just allow yourself to let go, and soon you'll come all over my foot," she instructed softly... and sensually.

"Okay," I repeated, the pleasure rising inside me.

"I want you to come all over my foot," she repeated.

"Okay," was again all I could muster, as I tried to focus only on the pleasure, instead of the son and dad who walked past us, both clearly checking out the waitress's very generous display of cleavage.

"Come for me Mommy, come all over my foot," she whispered.

The term 'Mommy' sent chills through my body by reminding me of the revelation today that my daughter was a lesbian, and an active member of the club. The idea that I might service her pussy one day soon was wild and kinky, and yet... according to some of the girls I'd serviced today... inevitable. This moment of lust right now was enhancing the thrill of that expectation.

"Ooooh, my," I moaned, knowing my next orgasm was imminent.

"Now, Mommy, come for me now," she instructed, her voice soft and sexy.

I bit my lip as my legs stiffened, and my back arched against the soft back of the booth as my orgasm struck, and I had to suppress my natural reaction to let out a loud moan, or even a scream!

"Good Mommy," she purred, as she slowed down her foot massage on my pussy, but didn't stop.

"Oh, my." I said weakly, my head a little light as the orgasm continued cascading out of me and soaking the girl's nylon-clad foot.

"Quite the flood," she smiled naughtily.

"That felt so good," I said, looking into her eyes again.

She took her foot away. "Well, my username is VOLUPTUOUSCOED."

"For an obvious reason. And you already know mine," I smiled.

"By the way, if you ever want a night filled with college pussy, let me know. I live in a sorority house on campus, and you could dine on all the pussy you'd ever want," she said.

"That sounds like a dream come true," I said, the idea making my leaking pussy tingle.

"Nice play on words," she said, as she stood up. It took me a moment to figure out what she meant, but then thought of the word come changed to cum.

"I try," I smiled.

"Oh, I bet you do much more than just try."

"Yes, I go all in," I said, this time purposefully using an innuendo.

"Enjoy the rest of the night," she said.

"I imagine I will."

"I'm Carla, by the way."

"Meredith."

"I hope to see you again, Meredith," she said.

"You know how to get hold of me," I said, and I reached down to my plate for another of my wings.

She walked away, and I was again alone.

I ate my wings and checked my phone. I had one new message and one response.

BIG ROSIE: Message me when you are hungry for some chocolate. I'm home alone tonight and could use a white slut to please me.

That confirmed my assumption she was black.

MERMILF: I have another stop to make and then if all goes well I will message you.

As I finished my wings, I read the new message from a very blunt handle.

IFUCKMILFS: Want to get fucked tonight?

I considered responding, but with the tribbing girl to go to next, and then likely Big Rosie, I figured I shouldn't make too many commitments. So I left that one unanswered for now... although I'd be lying if I said I wasn't excited about the idea of getting fucked again. The two orgasms from Miranda's hard fucking still lingered in my mind. That seemed so long ago, yet it had only been a few hours.

I finished eating my dinner.

Sent a message to the Tribbinggirl.

MERMILF: I am ready if you still want me.

I paid for my meal before I glanced over to Carla, who gave me a smile. Curious, as I admired her pantyhose-clad legs glistening so sexily, I asked her, "Hey, is there any way to get a pair of those sexy pantyhose you wear?"

"Give me a second," she said, turning away and heading for the back.

A couple minutes later, she returned and handed me a small bag, "Here. I expect you to be wearing these when you come to serve as my sorority pet."

"I can do that," I agreed, excited by the idea of trying on these sexy nylons, and the idea of being a pet servicing an entire sorority... it would be an all-you-can-eat buffet of pussy.

"By the way," she said, leaning into my ear, "there are three pairs in there. Two new ones, and a used pair I'd been wearing without panties all day. I think you'll enjoy the sweet fragrance."

"Mmmmmmmm, I imagine I will," I replied, a tingle from my puss confirming it.

"I expect to hear from you soon," she said.

"You will," I said, "although I'll likely need to get some daycare for that kind of marathon."

"I'll be sure to send someone to your house," she said.

"Sounds great," I said, as I waved goodbye and headed to my car.

Inside my car, I saw a response. Before I read it though, I pulled out the used pantyhose, found the wet-ish crotch, and brought it to my nose. Indeed, her scent was sensually exotic. God, I wanted to eat her peach. I moved the crotch to my mouth and sucked on it... I could taste her nectar subtly, but that only made me want her more. I put them on the passenger seat, and read the message.

TRIBBINGGIRL: Great. I pinned the address.

MERMILF: Yes, ma'am. I am on my way.

I clicked on the directions and drove the nine minutes' trip.

Once I arrived, exactly nine minutes later, the app pretty damn accurate, I checked my phone.

IFUCKMILFS: I expect an answer.

TRIBBINGGIRL: Text when here.

I quickly responded to both. The idea of getting fucked was still appealing, and something I just couldn't resist on this first night of my new life of debauchery.

MERMILF: I am parked outside.

MERMILF: I have two stops first if you are willing to wait. I could indeed get fucked.

TRIBBINGGIRL: Come in the side door and go downstairs.

I got out of the car, looking forward to yet another wild adventure.

I walked up to the door, opened it, and went downstairs. I heard a mother talking with a young child upstairs.

The door was open just a smidge. I went inside and said tentatively, "Hello?"

"Come on in," a soft voice greeted.

I walked in and saw a pretty, short, Japanese-looking girl wearing a funky sundress approaching me.

"Hi," I smiled.

"You're very pretty," she said.

"As are you," I said, admiring her petite figure.

"Come with me," she said, taking my hand.

"Okay," I said, as she led me past a small living room and into a bedroom. I smiled as I entered, seeing all the anime on the walls. Yet I needed to make sure she was a legal age... although I sensed she was in college, from the large, thick textbooks on her desk. "Are you in college?"

"Yes, second year," she said.

"What are you taking?" I asked, making strange chit chat.

"Pre-Med," she replied.

"Nice," I nodded, as she leaned forward and up on her tiptoes and kissed me.

I was startled. It may be an unfair stereotype, but I'd always envisioned Japanese women as being submissive... although I have no idea why I'd assumed that.

I kissed her back, loving the soft lips of a woman.

When she broke it, she said, "So have you ever tribbed?"

"No," I said, "but today is a day filled with firsts."

"Did you join just today?" she asked, as she lowered herself to the floor and glided her hands down my legs.

"I did," I said. "I still can't believe it."

"I'm sure you'll find the club very beneficial," she said, as she moved her hand to my heels. "Lift your leg, please."

I did.

She removed my heels for me.

She then stood up and pulled her sundress over her head to reveal her small, perky breasts and a rather hairy pussy... the hairiest one I'd seen during my pussy explorations today.

"Come to the bed," she said.

"Okay," I replied, and I followed her to the double bed.

She climbed onto it, I followed... and she pushed a few stuffed bears off of it.

"69 first?" she asked.

"Sure," I agreed, curious to know what she tasted like... and the impact of her having so much pubic hair.

She got onto her back and said, "Straddle my face."

"Okay," I said, and I did.

The moment I was above her, she leaned up and began licking me.

"Oh," I moaned, as I leaned down between her parted legs... her scent quite strong, but in a pleasant way.

I examined her pink pussy lips for a few moments, mostly hidden within their forest of black, before I extended my tongue and began licking. It wasn't as smooth as a shaved pussy, that's for sure, but the scent was intoxicating, and once I'd licked a path through to her wetness, I got into a groove.

"Oh yes, lick me," she moaned in her sweet, innocent-sounding voice.

"You smell and taste so good," I moaned, as we both pleased each other's pussies.

"You do too," she responded. She was doing something magical with her tongue. It seemed to have no rhyme or reason, since it went all over the place... but it felt so good.

For two or three minutes we just licked each other... soft moans escaping our mouths.

"Ready to trib?" she asked.

"Definitely," I said. "Just tell me what I need to do."

"Roll onto your left side," she said.

I rolled off of her onto my side, and she positioned herself by sliding her petite figure between my legs and slowly slithering her pussy closer, until it was touching mine.



"Move your upper body closer to me too," she said.

"Okay," I said, leaning towards her, our legs entangled, until our pussies' lips were kissing each other. "Oooooh," I moaned.

"Now slowly grind your hips up and down," she instructed.

"Okay," I said, as she did the same, and we were tribbing. "Oh, that feels sooo nice," I moaned. This was a different sensation from getting licked or fucked. It was more soothing... and more teasingly erotic.

"Yes, tribbing is a controlled experience," she said.

"Such intense teasing," I said, as the intense pressure of our pussies grinding up and down on each other was wildly stimulating.

"The most intense orgasms come from slow builds," she moaned, as we continued slowly grinding on each other.

"So good," I moaned, as we kept doing the slow, sensual tribbing for two, or three, or even four minutes.

She then said, as she grabbed one of my ankles, "Now start going up and down faster."

"Got it," I said, as we both shifted from slow and sensual to fast and urgent. "Ooooh my!" I moaned, since the intensity had increased the moment our mutual grinding sped up, which placed more pressure on my pussy, which increased my pleasure. And no doubt, hers as well.

"Oh yes, fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," the Japanese girl moaned urgently, her tone shifting from sweet to nasty... her mood change hot as fuck!

"Yes, fuck me too," I responded, and I grabbed her leg for leverage, so I could keep up with her sudden shift from mild to wild.

Unlike eating pussy or getting fucked... this was a strenuous physical workout... I could even feel myself sweating, as I tried to match her feverous pace as my orgasm... my unbelievable sixth orgasm... was rising.

"Oh yes, don't stop," she moaned loudly, so loud that I wondered if the people upstairs could hear us... not that I cared... I didn't know them, and they didn't know me.

"Oh fuck," I moaned back, my pleasure multiplying as our intensity increased.

We were humping each other like wild animals, the friction of our pussies rubbing against each others, lubricated by our own and each other's wetness, was sending us both into a frenzy... the sounds escaping our lips urgent... lustful... desperate.

"Oh, oh, oh, I'm going to come!" she declared.

"So am I!" I responded. I could feel the inevitability of my orgasm number six.

"Fuuuuck!" she bellowed, that one definitely heard by the people upstairs, as I felt her excessive cum flooding out of her and onto my pussy... maybe even into my pussy... which triggered my own delightful orgasm!

"Jesus Christ," I screamed, not caring if whoever was upstairs heard my cry of rapture.

We both collapsed onto our backs... her leg trembling against me... as my cum leaked out of me... and all the energy in my body was usurped from the orgasm... somehow the most intense of the six I'd received today.

It was a few minutes before either of us said anything.

She finally sat up, scooted over to me and kissed me.

I kissed her back.

Soft and sensual.

When she broke the kiss, she said, "That was amazing."

"Agreed," I said with a smile. "Except you may have broken me."

"Mmmmm," she smiled, kissing me again, "I like that."

"That was a complete full-body workout," I said.

"Yeah, and it burns a lot of calories," she said, kissing me again.

"I may need to get hydrated again," I said.

"I have the perfect solution for that," she said, and she straddled my face.

"Mmmmmmm, just what I needed," I grinned as she lowered her pussy onto my lips.

So, lying on my back, still enjoying the aftereffects of my orgasm (mainly small involuntary twitches), I began lapping away.

So... for ten, perhaps fifteen minutes... time standing still as I leisurely lapped at her pussy... before she began grinding it back and forth on my face. And she placed her hands on my tits on top of my clothing for balance. When she did that, I just extended my tongue and kept licking the best I could.

"Oh yes, fuck," she moaned as she rode my face, which was a strange sensation and a kinky act... just allowing her to use my face for her pleasure.

A minute or so of this rough, intense face riding, and I received her sweet cum on my other lips... enjoying the sweet nectar as it oozed out of her rather slowly, and into my open mouth.

She sat on my face, leaning up a bit as I lapped up her cum for a good minute or more.

She then got off of me, turned around and kissed me again.

"Mmmmmm, I taste really good," she smiled when she broke the kiss.

"Yes, you do," I agreed.

"Do you want to come again?" she asked.

"Usually I'd say yes, but I'm completely spent," I said. Besides, I had at least two more appointments this evening... one of them including getting fucked.

"Then I really enjoyed spending this time with you," she said.

"As did I," I smiled.

"So please don't forget about me," she requested.

"Trust me," I said, "I won't ever forget about you. That tribbing orgasm was the most intense one I remember ever having!"

"Next time I'll invite my best friend over, and we can do a three way trib," she said.

"Is that even a thing?" I asked.

"She and I are very flexible," she said.

"I'm not," I laughed.

"Don't worry," she smiled, kissing me again, "we'll do all the heavy lifting."

"Mmmmm," I smiled, and I finally sat up, realizing I needed to stretch. I'd been lying down one way or another for quite some time.

"I'm adding you to my friends list," she said.

"That's a thing in the club?" I asked.

"Sure," she said, as she got of the bed. "I'll show you."

"Okay," I said, also getting off the bed and stretching.

She grabbed her phone, did some typing, and said, "Done."

"Nice," I said.

"I can show you how," she said.

"Oh! I left my phone in the car," I said, which I had.

"Oh. Then I'll send you a friend request," she said. "All you'll need to do is tap on 'Accept'."

"Please do," I said.

"Done."

"Great," I said, going over to her and kissing her. I broke the kiss and said, "You're really fucking hot!"

"Mmmmmm, you too," she smiled, as she grabbed her dress and put it on.

I slipped back into my heels and headed out. It was a bit strange that we'd just had some magnificent sex together, but since I was spending the day commando, I hadn't removed any clothing except for my heels.

Back in my car, I grabbed my phone and clicked yes to the friend request by TRIBBINGGIRL, and another from VOLUPTUOUSCOED.

There were only two new messages.

PREACHERSDAUGHTER: I guess not tonight, but I expect to meet you sometime soon.

I responded, knowing I couldn't agree to any more visits tonight... I was already exhausted, but I'd probably be able to rally a couple more times.

MERMILF: I would like that. It has been a wild day and night and I am exhausted.

IFUCKMILFS: Are you on your way yet?

I responded.

MERMILF: Sorry, my last visit went longer than anticipated. I have one more princess to please and then I can come to you if you are still interested.

I then sent a message to BIGROSIE.

MERMILF: I am available now if you still want this white submissive to come and service you.

I picked up Carla's soiled pantyhose and took a sniff at the crotch... god, she smelled good! The idea of going to a sorority house for a night of eating coed pussy was pretty damn hot... although it seemed more like a porn scene, or every guy's fantasy, rather than a girl's.

Both of them responded immediately.

IFUCKMILFS: Hurry up. I am going to pound you so fucking good. By the way, I should note that you will also be eating my friend's pussy while I give you hard, deep back shots.

BIGROSIE: Great. You are only a few minutes away. I have attached my address.

I clicked on the address... which was only four minutes away.

I responded to IFUCKMILFS.

MERMILF: My next princess is only a few minutes away, so if you can wait fifteen to thirty minutes I will eagerly eat your friend's pussy while you pound my needy pussy.

I clicked Send, and then shook my head at the wild words I'd just written and sent to a total stranger.

Crazy how much my life... and my personality... had changed during the course of only a day.

THE END OF CHAPTER 8... up next... BIG ROSIE.


Pillow Princess Club Ch. 09

Summary: Pussies 10 & 11: Meredith discovers the joys of black pussy.

Note: This is dedicated to Stephen, who requested the series.

Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing yet another wicked series.

Note 3: This is Chapter Nine of an ongoing series. (I'm still brimming with hot ideas, so who knows how long this series will eventually become.)

In Chapter One, a housewife in her mid-forties Meredith, is spending a lot of time at home alone with her eight-month-old baby daughter, while her husband is constantly away and neglecting her sexual needs. She sees from her bedroom window her 18-year-old female neighbour getting sexually pleasured by another woman, then another, and then even more. This increases the flame inside her for her growing curiosity to explore her same sex desires. She discovers a secret Pillow Princess Club, where older women sign up, and are then regularly summoned by younger women to pleasure them sexually. She signs up out of lust and curiosity, and is instantly summoned by her beautiful next door neighbour Bianca. She services her, which begins her journey into submissive lesbianism.

In Chapter Two, Meredith is spied in her short walk of shame home, so she goes across the street to Miranda Bellencourt's house to service her stocking-clad feet, eat her pussy, and get her own pussy fucked for the first time in a year and a half.

In Chapter Three, Meredith goes to her former high school bully's house, where she is greeted by a naked Miranda, who is being punished for using her before the other, apparently more important, younger pillow princesses... her punishment includes being spanked, and being required to fuck herself in the ass with a cucumber. Meredith services her third pussy, her high school bully's daughter, when said bully walks in and ends up fucking her pussy... although sadly not long enough to get her off... before she heads out for her scheduled pussy number four.

In Chapter Four, Meredith drives to a stranger's house... a cute Swedish young lady... where she discovers the joys of face sitting.

In Chapter Five, a phone call from her mother gives her more time to explore her newfound submissive love for pussy, when her Mom offers to take her daughter home for the weekend. Meredith drives to the next address, and learns it's a yoga establishment. After a brief hesitation, she goes into the business and hides under a desk, where she services a young woman while she continues working and interacting with people.

In Chapter Six, Meredith continues her pussy pleasing tour when she is ordered to go to a house where she services two young women, and discovers the orgasmic bliss of being fisted.

In Chapter Seven, Meredith goes to meet a girl to eat her first ass, and she discovers her best friend is already there. Together, they worship the teen's pussy and ass. She also learns her best friend has had sex with Meredith's eighteen-year-old daughter. With all her tasks completed, she drives to a Hooters to go pee, and...

In Chapter Eight, Meredith has two wild adventures. First, an under the table foot job from a Hooters waitress named Carla, who then gifts her a pair of her soiled Hooters pantyhose and a promise to give her a night of unlimited coed pussy at her sorority. And second, her first tribbing encounter, with a very cute and friendly Japanese girl. Up next: Big Rosie.

And now continuing immediately after the end of part 8....

Pillow Princess Club Ch. 09

When I parked in front of the next address, I took another sniff of Carla's soiled pantyhose crotch... it was just so addicting!

I then texted BIGROSIE.

MERMILF: Parking.

I saw two new texts:

IFUCKMILFS: Hurry up. I'm going to unload into you so deep.

44DMOMMY: Welcome Meredith. Our next meeting is going to be a lot more fun with you there.

My eyes went wide, at yet another anonymous person who inexplicably knew who I was. My kinky house of cards looked like it could crumble at a moment's notice!

I responded to each:

MERMILF: Just parking at next Pillow Princess. I will send a message as soon as I am done.

MERMILF: Thanks, person I should know. Are you going to tell me who you are?

I also sent a message to Carla, aka VOLUPTUOUSCOED:

MERMILF: Thanks for the pantyhose... especially the wet pair. Your fragrance has me addicted and I am dying to taste it in person.

Two responses popped back up.

BIGROSIE: Come right in. I'm in the living room.

FOOTSIES: Come over later. My sexy nylons are all sweaty after a long day at school, cheerleading practice and work.

I wasn't sure what I thought of that, although every wild thing I'd experienced today had been sexually stimulating, and had sent me to new sexual heights. I didn't respond, as I headed into my next adventure.

I walked to the door, went inside, and was immediately in the living room.

"Hello," a large black woman greeted me.

"Here's another white Momma," another black woman, who was also quite large, said. They were both sitting on the same couch. Both of them were naked, except for thigh high stockings. The one who'd greeted me was wearing vermillion ones, and the other wore lavender.

"Come on over," the vermillion woman said. "I'm Big Rosie."

"I'm Meredith," I responded with a shy smile, as I went over to her.

She parted her legs as I approached her. "You don't have to please my friend here, Becca by name."

"Although you can if you want to, Momma," Becca said.

I smiled at her, as I knelt in front of Big Rosie. "I'll do whatever you tell me to, Becca. And I'm pleased to meet you."

"Oh, these obsequious white women," Becca said.

"Do you like black pussy?" Big Rosie asked.

"I've never had any, so I'm about to find out whether I do," I replied politely.

"Then are you in for a treat!" she said, as she brought her fingers to her pink pussy, which was framed perfectly by her dark black skin. I'm not one to fetishize race... that had never occurred to me... I just saw beauty as beauty. But the way her pink pussy contrasted against her dark skin was indeed visually appealing.

"Shit, she's a white first timer," Becca chuckled loudly... more like bellowed, really. "This Momma is gonna be forever changed!"

As my face approached the pretty pink pussy and its slightly glistening lips, I extended my tongue, a strong scent drawing me in. Which was surprising, since she didn't have any pubic hair, and that was usually what it took to capture a strong aroma instead of it wafting away.

"Get yourself some dark chocolate," Big Rosie said, as I started licking her pussy. Upon contact, her taste actually danced on my tongue. I'd tasted lots of pussies today... and each one had its own distinct flavor... its own exotic scent... yet this one was something else. Tangy... sweet... indescribable, really.

Before I even knew I was doing it... I was lapping hungrily... instead of exploring slowly at first, like I usually did.

"I think she likes it," Becca said.

"Mmmmmm, it's so good," I moaned, completely intoxicated by the overwhelming scent and taste... her pussy releasing unlimited wetness as I licked.

"Yeah, she's getting right in there," Big Rosie moaned ever so softly.

"White bitches eat nigger pussy the best," Becca said. I heard myself moaning as I licked... yet hearing her use the forbidden 'N' word had my eyes snapping wide open.

"I don't think this pretty white suburban Mommy is accustomed to hearing that word," Big Rosie said, noticing my startlement.

"Is that so, white Momma?" Becca asked.

It was weird being called 'Momma'... I had indeed always heard that word being used primarily by black women, but it was usually to reference someone's actual black mother.

It also felt awkward to be discussing a word I'd long been taught was a word you never used... ever.

I looked a question up at Big Rosie, and she smiled, "It's okay, pretty Momma, I know you'd never use that word."

"Never," I agreed, my tongue still between her pussy lips.

"Such a good white Momma," Becca laughed.

"Oh yeah, shove that tongue right in there," Big Rosie ordered.

I tried the best I could to tongue fuck her hole, wanting to keep stimulating this amazing pussy and the addicting and tasty fluid it was secreting.

"Yeah, white bitch! Eat that coochie," Becca urged me ... using a term I'd never heard before.

"She's right up there," Big Rosie reported, as I used my tongue like a small dick.

"Yeah, all these white Mommas will do anything for your hoo-hoo," Becca said.

"Yeah, this Momma is one hungry bitch," Big Rosie agreed, moving her hand to my head, and pulling me against her pussy.

I was swallowed up by her scent and wetness, as I kept licking.

"Yeah, ride Momma's face," Becca said. "Give her all that juice!"

"Don't stop, pretty Momma," Big Rosie moaned, her orgasm obviously imminent.

I felt my ass get slapped, as I ate this pussy like it was my final meal... desperate to get her off... desperate to taste her cum... desperate to be a good white Momma.

"Oooooooh," she moaned, no loud screaming, no nasty declarations, just a soft moan, as her wetness poured out of her and into my open mouth like a broken faucet.

I drank it all down like it was a Louis Roederer Cristal Brut (a very expensive champagne I'd sampled once in France, and I'd almost orgasmed from its taste). I remained on my knees... I continued licking her pussy... for a good minute or two longer... willing to remain in this position forever... pleasing this pussy... and being a white Momma for any black pussy that tasted this good!`             

"My turn," Becca said.

Big Rosie let go, and reminded me, "You really don't have to."

"I don't mean any disrespect, ma'am, but my new mission in life is to serve all Pillow Princesses, "I explained, my face wet with her juices.

"Yes, she serves all Pillow Princesses," Becca said, "like me," now with her legs spread. "Now get the fuck over here, bitch."

"Yes, ma'am," I said, crawling from one woman's legs to another.

"Ma'am," she roared, "I love that!"

"Such a pretty pussy," I said as I investigated her trimmed pussy... again, the black skin enhanced the visual beauty of the pink pussy.

"Yeah? Do you like nigger hoo-hoo?" she asked, looking down at me in a friendly but teasing kind of way.

"Now that I've tasted some, I love it," I said, not repeating the forbidden word, although hearing her say it, kind of turned me on.

"Prove it," she said, grabbing my head and shoving it roughly into her pussy.

Like with Big Rosie, I didn't just slowly lick her pussy, I devoured it. I licked aggressively... eagerly... desperately! Her taste and smell weren't as strong as Big Rosie's... I'm not sure any other woman's could ever be... but it still tasted amazing.

"Oh yeah, get that tongue right in there, white Momma," she moaned, her hand on my head, and holding me firmly against her.

I had no choice, since my face was almost literally planted in her pussy. I wiggled my tongue up and down... and from side to side. I flicked her clit. I probed her hole.

After a couple minutes of doing that... she let go and ordered rudely (now not at all friendly, but I understood the nature of this game, so I didn't mind), "Eat my asshole, bitch."

"Yes, ma'am," I replied, and she lifted her ass and spread her cheeks, to give me easy access to the aforementioned asshole.

"So obedient," she said, as I extended my tongue and licked her sweaty butthole.

"Yeah, she really is," Big Rosie agreed, apparently impressed by my willingness to do anything required.

"Oh yeah, bathe that shit hole with your tongue," Becca ordered.

I swirled my tongue around her hole... getting it really wet.

"How many kids you have, Momma?" Becca asked.

"Becca, don't ask personal questions," Big Rosie reminded her.

"Two," I answered, not seeing any reason to keep that a secret.

"Of age?" she asked.

"One of them is, but the other's still a baby," I admitted, as I continued bathing her puckered ass with my tongue.

"Girls?"

"Both, yes."

"Is the elder one a pillow princess?" Big Rosie asked.

"I'm being told that she is by several girls," I said. "Today's my first day of learning a bunch of previously well-kept secrets, and we haven't had a chance to talk, just text, since she let her kitty out of the bag to me. But according to what a few other girls have said... well... let's just say that she seems to be a very active member of the club."

"Oh, that's delicious," Becca said... and somehow she seemed like a Becca.

"Just like your tangy asshole," I said wickedly.

"You're one nasty Momma," she said.

"I'm just learning that about myself today," I said.

And you've never eaten any pussy before today... at all?" Big Rosie asked, obviously intrigued by my late start.

"No, never," I said, "although I'm totally racking up my frequent pussy miles today."

"You're very good at it, especially for a first timer," she said.

"Thank you very much," I said, appreciating the compliment. "I'm still learning on the fly." I then realized that was a funny line to follow the frequent pussy miles quip.

"Now eat my hoo-hoo while you finger bang my asshole," Becca ordered.

"Yes, ma'am," I replied, loving that as of today, I could just off my decision-making brain, and just immediately start obeying every order these girls demanded of me. Which isn't to say Big Rosie and Becca were still anywhere near girlhood, but their entitled attitude was very similar to all the actual girls, e.g. probably around twenty or under, I'd serviced so far today. (And in case it needs saying, that suited me just fine.) My ability just to let go and obey whatever, really made my life simple and liberated I only had to obey. Just to do. And of course to enjoy. No need to worry about any consequences, since these bossy bitches (and I mean that in the most appreciatve way possible) had my back... no need to worry about tomorrow.

I slithered my tongue from her asshole, up to her pretty pink glistening peach, and stuck my finger against her wet, lubed (with my saliva) asshole.

"Just shove it in there, Momma," Becca ordered.

I did, my finger encountering no resistance at all from her anal entrance, as my tongue parted her pussy lips, and I began multi-tasking.

I licked between her pussy lips, while slowly finger fucking her ass... which goaded her into squealing out hot whimpers.

"Oooooh, oh fuck," she moaned. "Yes, eat my twat; fuck my ass!"

"Give it to her," Big Rosie encouraged me, while she watched.

"Harder! Finger bang my asshole harder!" Becca demanded.

I did what she wanted, pumping my digit in and out of her asshole faster, and simultaneously licking her pussy more vigorously.

"Oh, fuck yes, you nasty white Momma," Becca said, her forceful hand returning to the back of my head.

"Shove a second finger in her ass," Big Rosie instructed a minute later. My double working of Becca's holes had her moaning, and her body twitching, but maybe she thought I could do even better.

I did as instructed, pushing a second finger in, which at first didn't slide in smoothy, but after a brief resistance, it did.

"Oh, you fucking bitch!" Becca screamed, as I began finger fucking her ass with two digits... and gaping her hole. "Fuck me hard, you nasty white whore!"

She pushed my face hard against her pussy... she began bucking her ass up and down, using my face for her pleasure, while riding on my fingers buried deep in her asshole.

"Yeah! Fuck her good, pretty girl," Big Rosie urged me, obviously enjoying the sight of me servicing her friend.

"Oh, fuck... yes, fuck... finger bang my ass... fuck me, eat me... get ready to swallow my cum, you hungry whore," she babbled for thirty plus seconds, as I really worked over her two holes.

And I was ready... I worked on her clit, and within a few more seconds, she squeezed her legs around my head, clamped my face pressed against her pussy, and she came, bellowing, "Fuuuuuuuuuuck!"

Her wetness sprayed all over my face... soaking me... only a little of it actually going into my hungry mouth. So sadly, I wasn't able to swallow her cum, even though I certainly lived up to her accusation of being a hungry whore!

After the flood had receded, I did try to lap up as much of it as I could find, while her body quaked with tremblors from her violent orgasm.

A minute later, she collapsed onto against the back of the couch, her legs opening, and her hand leaving my head.

"That was delicious, ma'am," I said.

"You're welcome," she said.

"Yes, thank you both for allowing me to pleasure you," I said, remaining on my knees for now, my face soaked, and my two fingers still in her ass.

"It was a pleasure," Rosie said.

"Indeed it was," I smiled back, pulling my fingers out of Becca's ass and admiring the little gaped hole I'd created.

"The bathroom is down the hall on the right, if you want to clean up before you go," she said.

"Thank you," I said, thinking I really should wash my hands and check my face... I could feel wetness all over my face, and even a little in my hair.

I got up and went to the washroom. I washed my hands. I went pee. I washed my hands again, and cleaned my face too... leaving no more makeup on me.

I headed out. Big Rosie was on the phone, and Becca was gone somewhere.

Rosie gave me a distracted wave, and I waved back, before heading out the door and back to my car.

Once inside my car, I did what had become routine during this wild day: I checked my phone again.

I had three new messages.

VOLUPTUOUSCOED: I'm flattered that you want to see me again so soon. Stop by whenever you are done with your adventures and I will give you a new pair that you can make me come in first.

Before reading the other messages, I responded... feeling very excited.

MERMILF: Yes, please. I would LOVE that!

I reached for her pantyhose, and inhaled a deep breath of her pussy scent.

While I did, I checked the other two messages.

IFUCKMILFS: Hurry up or I will find another slut to fuck.

Horny from the double pussy pleasing but no release, I responded back quickly, and in all caps to indicate my urgency.

MERMILF: I AM AVAILABLE RIGHT NOW AND IN MY CAR. PLEASE SEND ME YOUR ADDRESS.

The third message was from Footsies.

FOOTSIES: I expect a response, Catherine's Mommy.

My eyes went wide.

Footsies knew who I was, and of course I hadn't the slightest idea who she was!

That said, none of Catherine's close friends were cheerleaders, and she'd texted that she was one, I responded:

MERMILF: Hi, sorry, it has been a busy day. I am just heading over to another Pillow Princess. I may be able to visit you by after that stop, but I am a little nervous that you know my daughter and I have no idea who you are.

During that time, IFUCKMILFS responded.

IFUCKMILFS: About time. The address is pinned. It says you are seventeen minutes away. Get here in fifteen. Text when here.

MERMILF: Yes, ma'am. I am on my way now.

As I pulled onto the road, I wondered to myself... was this wild, exciting, but exhausting night ever going to end... and did I want it to?

THE END... coming next: a threesome... with a trans woman and her girlfriend.
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Summary: Pussy 12 Cock 1: Meredith discovers the joys of a transwoman.

Note: This is dedicated to Stephen, who requested the series.

Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing yet another wicked series.

Note 3: This is Chapter Ten of an ongoing series. (I'm still brimming with hot ideas, so who knows how long this series will eventually become.)

In Chapter One, a housewife in her mid-forties, Meredith, is spending a lot of time at home alone with her eight-month-old baby daughter while her husband is constantly away and neglecting her sexual needs. She sees from her bedroom window her 18-year-old female neighbour getting sexually pleasured by another woman, then another, and then even more. This increases the flame inside her for her growing curiosity to explore her same sex desires. She discovers a secret Pillow Princess Club, where older women sign up, and are then regularly summoned by younger women to pleasure them sexually. She signs up out of lust and curiosity, and is instantly summoned by her beautiful next door neighbour Bianca. Whereupon she services her, which begins her journey into submissive lesbianism.

In Chapter Two, Meredith is spied during her short walk of shame home, so she goes across the street to MILF Miranda Bellencourt's house to service her stocking-clad feet, eat her pussy, and get her own pussy fucked for the first time in a year and a half.

In Chapter Three, Meredith goes to her former high school bully's house, where she is greeted by a naked Miranda, who is being punished for using her before the other, apparently more important, younger pillow princesses... her punishment includes being spanked, and being required to fuck herself in the ass with a cucumber. Meredith services her third pussy, her high school bully's daughter, when said bully walks in and ends up fucking her pussy... although sadly not long enough to get her off... before she heads out for her scheduled pussy number four.

In Chapter Four, Meredith drives to a stranger's house... a cute Swedish young lady... where she discovers the joys of face sitting.

In Chapter Five, a phone call from her mother gives her more time to explore her newfound submissive love for pussy, when her Mom offers to take her daughter home for the weekend. Meredith drives to the next address, and learns it's a yoga establishment. After a brief hesitation, she goes into the business and hides behind a counter, where she services a young girl while she continues working and interacting with people.

In Chapter Six, Meredith continues her pussy pleasing tour, when she is ordered to go to a house, where she services two young women, and discovers the orgasmic bliss of being fisted.

In Chapter Seven, Meredith goes to meet a girl to eat her first ass, and she discovers her best friend is already there. Together, they worship the teen's pussy and ass. She also learns her best friend has had sex with Meredith's eighteen-year-old daughter. With all her tasks completed, she drives to a Hooters to go pee, and...

In Chapter Eight, Meredith has two wild adventures. An under the table foot job from a Hooters waitress, who gifts her a pair of her soiled Hooters pantyhose, and a promise to give her a night of unlimited coed pussy at her sorority. Meredith then drives to her first tribbing encounter, with a very cute Japanese girl. Up next: Big Rosie.

In Chapter Nine, Meredith goes to a black woman's house, where she pleases not one, but two black women, and she discovers the joy of chocolate cunt.

And now, continuing immediately after the end of Chapter Nine....
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I arrived at the location... three minutes ahead of schedule, thanks to encountering an unusually generous number of green lights, speeding slightly, and barely squeaking through a yellow light.

Reaching the address, which was an apartment building, a nice one, fairly close to the Hooters I'd visited earlier, I checked my phone.

Two new messages in the app, and one from my Mom.

Before I checked them, I sent a message to IFUCKMILFS.

MERMILF: Parking.

Mom: She is down for the night. Enjoy yourself.

I didn't text Mom back at first, but then realized I should, or she'd start to worry.

Me: Thanks again, Mom. I am having a great night.

I checked the two messages from the app: one from FOOTSIES, and another new girl or woman, this one calling herself PILLOWP3.

FOOTSIES: I'm home all night now watching my younger sister so send a message when you're available. BTW, I live close to you, and your daughter used to come over to eat my pussy at all hours whenever I wanted her.

This one made me tremble. She again referenced my daughter, and this time with some very intimate details. I wasn't sure what to say yet, although I knew I'd have to report to her to 'eat at the Y', since she knew who I was, she'd had sex with my daughter, so I absolutely had to find out who she was!

I clicked on the new girl's message.

PILLOWP3: Could use a new Mommy to please me and my friends. We are having a slumber party and you would get to please five ripe just graduated from high school eighteen-year-old pussies.

This one made my pussy tingle. Five teen pussies! This wasn't quite as exciting as a chance at an entire sorority of pussy, but it was indeed maybe a great final stop to this long day's sexual activities... well... followed by a final-final stop at Footsies, since apparently, she lived near me.

I responded to PILLOWP3 first.

MERMILF: Hi, I just arrived at another Pillow Princess. If you can wait thirty minutes or so, depending on how long this next appointment takes and how far away you are, I would love to be your Mommy.

Just using the word Mommy made my pussy tingle. I then replied to Footsies.

MERMILF: I have two stops left and I sense one of them will be quite lengthy. So if you can wait a couple of hours I can stop by and service you like my daughter did.

I tapped Send, and then wondered why I'd added the part about my daughter.

IFUCKMILFS: Buzz 222. Hurry up!

I put my phone away and headed to the apartment building. I pressed 222, and was instantly buzzed in.

I walked up a flight of stairs, encountered a woman walking downstairs without incident, and then went down a hallway.

I'd gone into so many strangers' homes today that this didn't faze me at all. I reached the door and knocked.

"Come in," a voice called out.

I walked in, and directly into a large living room... although that isn't quite accurate, since the room seemed to be the entire apartment, except for the bathroom. A bed was in the middle of the room with bedside cabinets on either side, which looked quite odd (the placement, not the cabinets). A large flat screen TV on the wall. A kitchen area in one corner. Two girls apparently in their early twenties were on the bed, watching 'Dazed and Confused'.

"Hot!" the redhead remarked upon seeing me.

"Yeah, she'll do," the blonde replied.

"Come over here," the redhead ordered me.

I went over to her, and she swiped a few fingers through a jar of some lotion or other sitting on the nearest cabinet, reached her hand under my skirt, and noticed, "No panties. Nice!"

"It's just easier today," I somewhat joked, as her hand went to my pussy and she rubbed the lotion onto and into it. "Ooooooooh," I moaned; the substance was cold!

"Trust me, this stuff will get you ready for the fuck of your life," she said.

"Okay," I said, wondering what the lotion was... was it just lube? I was so horny from everything, even after my six orgasms today, especially immediately following the double helping of black pussy I'd just devoured.

"Give me some of that too," the blonde requested.

The redhead handed her the lube as she told me, "I'm Fran, and my bestie here is Brandi."

"Brandi with an I," the blonde mentioned, as she slipped off her shorts and panties.

"I'm Meredith," I said, "it's nice to meet you both."

The lotion takes some time to start working, so why don't you get out of that dress, and you can come and suck my cock while we wait," Fran said, standing up and shimmying out of her jeans.

I watched Brandi slathering the lotion on her pussy, and then fingering herself with some lotion still on her hand. "You're in for a real treat!" she told me.

"What is it?" I asked.

"Cannabis lube," Fran said. I then saw a bulge in her panties, and my eyes went wide with startlement upon experiencing two sudden revelations.

One: I'd been drugged, or at least my pussy had been canna-bissed.

Two: Fran had an actual dick to fuck me with... not just a strap-on.

Fran chuckled as she pulled her panties down to reveal her six-inch cock, "You didn't figure this out from my handle or my messages?"

As she stroked her hard cock, I stammered, a little overwhelmed by the dual surprises, "N-n-no."

"Disappointed?" she asked, as she came over to me while taking off her t-shirt.

"Not at all," I said, that cock pointing right at me suddenly looking very appealing on her pretty, feminine body. She was slim, with great curves, and perky breasts. They weren't particularly large, but not tine either... what many would call a nice handful.

She placed her hands on my shoulders, and I very willingly lowered myself down to her lovely cock. As I admired her erection and brought my hand to it, I wondered if sucking or fucking... or sucking and fucking a transwoman counted as cheating on my husband. Early during the course of the day, I'd convinced myself that eating pussy didn't, and getting fucked by a strap-on didn't... but this phallus made of flesh and blood really complicated things!

Regardless, I pushed away the semantics of cheating... it wasn't my fault my husband hadn't fucked me in a year and a half, leaving me absolutely desperate for some action... and I took her cock into my mouth. After all the pussy I'd serviced today, this was a welcome change!

I was slowly bobbing as Fran said, "Just so you know, we didn't drug you. We only drugged your pussy."

I'd almost forgotten about the drugging, since I was distracted by this cock. I backed away and asked, "You drugged my pussy, but not me?"

"Yes, you'll notice your head is perfectly clear, but your snatch is probably tingling very nicely about now. It's a lube that gets your pussy high, and thus it gives you orgasms that are out of this world!" she explained as she grabbed her cock and traced it around my lips. "It doesn't impact your cognitive thinking or your physical actions. You yourself aren't high, only your pussy is."

"And your ass, if you lube that up too," Brandi interjected.

"Yes, but that wouldn't be a first-time exploration," Fran said, sliding her cock back into my mouth.

"God, I love it when you get sucked off by older women, baby," Brandi said, as I slowly sucked on the trans woman's cock. Although the shift from licking pussy to sucking cock wasn't a difficult one, it had been a while since I'd had a real cock in my mouth. I couldn't deny it... I loved the feeling of a hard, throbbing cock between my lips. I enjoyed the movements of bobbing. I'd always loved sucking cock... loved the idea of teasing and pleasing... liked the power I had in that role... I was the one who controlled his... or in this case... her pleasure.

"Yeah, I know you do," Fran moaned softly.

"Fuck her face," Brandi encouraged, while she moaned.

"You love when I dominate an older MILF slut, don't you?"

"Oh yeah, you know I do," Brandi moaned again. I couldn't see, but I assumed she was rubbing herself while she watched me suck her girlfriend's cock. (I assumed they were dating.)

"I don't want to come yet," Fran said. "We've got to wait until the pot lube has gotten her all revved up."

With no place to go, I thought to myself... the lyrics of the old Meatloaf song popping into my head. I'd been about to start bobbing faster, but hearing Fran say what she said, I changed my plans and instead, I took her cock out of my mouth and slithered my tongue down her shaft to her hairless balls.

"Oh, shit, that's it! Suck those big balls," Brandi urged.

"Yeah, MILF slut! Wake up that big load waiting to be unleashed for you," Fran moaned, as I sucked on one ball while I licked her ball sac.

"Mmmmmmmm," I responded. I felt my pussy beginning to tingle in a strange and intense way, and with a little more sparkle than usual... was this because of the spiked lube, or was it just from the anticipation of getting fucked?

"You want my load, slut?" Fran asked.

"Yes, I do," I answered, as I rummaged my tongue around searching for the other ball, and when I found it, I replicated the dedicated lips and tongue attention I'd lavished on the previous one.

"Yeah, do you want this big load?" she asked again.

"I do, I really do," I moaned, the prospect of her erupting onto my face, or even inside my pussy was very appealing... although I really shouldn't allow my unprotected womb to host a load of active sperm.

"Then get my cock nice and wet for that pussy of yours," she ordered.

"Yes, ma'am," I agreed happily, eagerly skimming my tongue back up the shaft and taking the cock back into my mouth. Using my tongue to swirl around the cock head and create extra saliva, while using my left hand to stroke her cock as I sucked, I soon had her moaning. And I also had Brandi moaning. Actually, I even had myself moaning!

After a couple of minutes, she pulled out and ordered, "Crawl between Brandi's legs."

"Yes, ma'am," I agreed, getting off my knees, and climbing onto the bed and between the blonde's widespread legs... as she slowly rubbed her shaved pussy... only a tussle of hair perched above it like pubic mistletoe.

"You hungry for more pussy?" Brandi asked, as Fran got onto the bed behind me.

"As of this morning, I can't ever get enough pussy," I admitted, inching ever closer to hers... admiring it like I had all the others. There's just something so sexy about a pussy. Each one is unique in its appearance, even though they all have the same basic setup.

"Are you ready to eat pussy and get fucked at the same time?" Fran asked, her soft hands on my hips. Now that I knew she was trans, it occurred to me that from the arrogance apparent in all of her texts to me earlier, I should have thought she'd look butch. But although in person her arrogance was still very present, her physical appearance was petite and very pretty.

"Yes, ma'am," I agreed, as I inhaled Brandi's feminine scent. I then joked, my own pussy on fire, "I bet my husband would love to watch this."

"Does he know you're a pussy munching slut for young pussy?" Brandi asked, as she continued slowly rubbing herself.

"No, he hasn't a clue," I moaned loudly as Fran's cock teased my pussy lips... which now felt super sensitive. "I only discovered today that I liked pussy at all!"

"So you never ate any pussy before today?" Brandi asked, as I leaned forward and licked between her pussy lips.

"Not one," I answered.

"And I'm assuming you've never had a trans cock?" Fran asked, continuing to tease my burning pussy.

"Never even seen one before yours," I moaned, as I tasted Brandi's delicious pussy, while dying to feel that dick slide into my own pussy.

"Tell me what you want to happen," Fran said. She was driving me wild with temptation!

"I want you to fuck me," I answered between licks. "Pound my pussy and use me as your slut."

"Good answer," she said, and she slammed into me hard.

"Mother fucker!" I screamed as her dick filled me completely.

"That I am," Fran smirked, as she began fucking me.

"Oh my God," I gasped, as the pleasure of her dick inside me was unlike anything I'd ever felt. One would think there couldn't be anything as inherently male as a dick, but that would be wrong. Wielded by a woman, Fran's dick was sensitive... intense... rapturous... nothing at all like a man fucking me! Although granted, the pot lube Brandi had rubbed on my pussy and slid inside me was creating sensations I hadn't even known existed.

"I think the pot is kicking in," Brandi giggled as I tried to lick her pussy, but was overwhelmed and totally distracted by the intensity of the pleasure Fran and her cannabinoid helper was giving me.

"Oh, this is so intense," I moaned and trembled, as the slow fucking was making my head go light, and my body burn with desire.

"I think she likes it," Brandi giggled again, as she placed her hand on the back of my head.

"I fucking love it," I declared, as I began slowly bouncing back on Fran's cock... needing to be fucked hard... needing that cock inside me as deep as possible. Never in my life had I wanted to be pounded more... or harder.

"Oh, you want it harder?" Fran asked as I bounced back on her dick.

"Oh, fuck yes! Fuck me, pound me, give me all that dick," I babbled. I wasn't even trying to lick Brandi's pussy anymore... the pot lube had transformed me into a ravenous, desperate slut, needing to come.

"Fuck her, baby, give her all that dick," Brandi said, as she took over my job and began rubbing herself.

Fran bucked hard into me.

"Fuuuck yes!" I screamed... the intensity reaching even newer heights of pleasure.... Hoping the neighbours above, below, to the left, to the right, and across the hall couldn't hear my euphoric screaming.

"Get back to eating, slut," Fran ordered, pushing my head back to her girlfriend's pussy, then leaning forward, her dick reaching new depths inside me.

"Yes," I babbled mindlessly as I lapped the tangy twat before me, and Fran bucked her hips into me. "Oooooh!"

Again.

"Fuck!"

Again.

"Please, harder!"

Again.

"More," I pleaded as I licked the best I could, each deep thrust forcing my face into the wet pussy I was attempting to please.

Again... three fast, deep thrusts.

"Yes! Yes, fuck!" I babbled, an orgasm rising above the horizon.

Again... three fast, deep thrusts.

"Oh God, don't tease me, just pound my fucking wet cunt with your lovely lady dick," I begged with an urgency that sounded as desperate as I felt, as I gazed beseechingly back at her.

"Then get ready to come," Fran warned me. Her hands were on my hips, and she began slamming into me... her body crashing into me with each deep thrust, while my tongue licked Brandi only haphazardly, and my body burned with undeniable lust.

"Oh yes, fuck! Oh yes, fuck me! Jesus Christ, more! Harder! Deeper! Oh, fuck yes, you big-dicked mother fucker!" I spouted nonsense over a good, long minute of her deep, hard thrusts, while I did a terrible job of trying to lick Brandi as well.

"Come now, slut! Come on my dick, and declare yourself my cum slut!" Fran demanded, her hand on my head pushing it into her friend's pussy, while she kept hammering me from behind.

"Oh fuck, fuuuuuuuck!" I screamed into Brandi's pussy, my orgasm coming just seconds after being told to... an orgasm that was unlike any I'd ever had before... discovering an intensity I hadn't known existed. I trembled uncontrollably as my orgasm hit every part of my body like a billion tiny pleasure tornados.

Fran pulled out, my own cum gushed out of me like a broken faucet, and she grabbed my hips and flipped me onto my back.

She then pulled me to the edge of the bed and slid right back into my pussy, which was still leaking.

"Oh my God," I moaned, not sure I could take much more. The pleasure was just too intense.

"Come and sit on her face, baby," Fran said, as she slowly pumped her dick in and out of me.



"Yes, come sit on my face... please," I said weakly, still feeling the sensations of the most intense orgasm of my life... made even more stunningly wild because this was my seventh orgasm of this crazy life-changing day and night.

"You want my cunt, you nasty slut?" Brandi asked as she straddled my face... facing her girlfriend.

"Yes. I want you to come all over my face," I said, craving her cunt cum. And enthralled by the wild threesome I was sandwiched in the middle of. The idea of giving and receiving at the same time was exciting... although I was definitely receiving more pleasure than giving it so far... as the pot lube created such incredible sensations inside me that I couldn't stay focused on anything except my own pleasure.

She lowered her pussy onto my face, so I wrapped my hands around her highs and dove upwards into her pussy... lapping hungrily, even as an unfathomable eighth orgasm was rising, just as the seventh was starting to fade away.

"Kiss my cunt," Brandi said, and then for a couple of minutes there was no talking. Just my moans... as I was fucked while I licked her.

"Oh yes, suck on my clit," Brandi demanded. Her moans got louder, and my next orgasm was rising as well.

"Such a tasty pussy," I moaned, as I sucked her clit into my mouth.

"Oh, fuck yes! Right there, right fucking there!" Brandi moaned.

"Eat my girl's pussy and make her come, Mommy slut," Fran added, and after a few minutes, she began pumping her dick faster into my pussy.

"I'll eat this cunt all night," I moaned loudly, as I furiously licked and probed her pussy, wanting to make her come.

"Oh yes! Fuck, she has a nasty fucking tongue," Brandi moaned, as she ground her pussy on my face.

"Yeah! Coat her face with your cum, baby," Fran sang out, as she spread my legs wider and fucked me faster.

"Oh fuck," I moaned into Brandi's pussy, my pleasure multiplied in a heartbeat.

"You're not allowed to come until my baby does," Fran 'dicktated' as she fucked me faster.

"Okaaaaay," I moaned. Brandi had better come soon, since my eighth orgasm was inevitable, and there was no way I could control or restrain it.

"Pound our slut, destroy that pussy," Brandi encouraged through her moans, as she kept grinding on my face while I pleased her the best I could in my very restricted position.

"Come for me, baby, come on our slut's face," Fran urged, turned on by the idea of my getting her off.

"Oh, fuck! Yes, honey! Fuck her, pound her, breed the bitch!" Brandi moaned, and then she screamed as her orgasm struck, and she soaked my face with an abundance of cum cream, squealing, "Yeeeeeeeeeees!"

"Good slut," Fran said as she grabbed my ankles, pulled my legs straight up, held them together, and began really pounding my pussy.

"Fuuuuuck!" I screamed, as the new angle reached new heights.

Brandi got off of my face and lowered her own face to my pussy, sucking on my clit, while I was fucked hard.

"Oh my fucking God!" I screamed, again hoping I hadn't alerted the neighbours to my second orgasm of this encounter, as the intensity inside and outside my pussy made me cum explosively.

"She must have a clit trigger," Brandi giggled, as she kept sucking on my clit while my entire body writhed and trembled, as if there was an earthquake tremoring away inside my body and my pussy.

"Oh yeah!" Fran moaned, not slowing down at all while I came.

And as my second orgasm in a few minutes journeyed through me, they both kept right on attacking my pussy... inside and out.

My pleasure didn't fade for a very long time... the pleasure totally consuming me.

Deep, hard thrusts.

Aggressive attacks on my clit.

My head went light, and I moaned wildly as a fucking third orgasm was rising inside me! It was as if I were the seashore, and the orgasms were breakers crashing onto that shore.

In just two or three more minutes, that third orgasm did hit me! "Oh my God, fuck, I'm coming again!" I screamed from complete pleasure and sheer shock that this was even possible!

And as that third orgasmic wave cascaded through me, Brandi abandoned my swollen, super-sensitive clit, and I lay there trembling... almost epileptically spasming... while Fran kept fucking me.

A dozen or so more strokes and Fran asked, "Ready for my load, slut!"

"Breed her baby, fill her up," Brandi answered on my behalf.

"Do you want that, slut? Do you want me to fill your pussy with my cum?" Fran asked without losing a beat, as she kept up her deep and rapid fucking.

"You betcha! Come inside me, fill me right up," I replied, desperate to feel her unloading inside me... not caring at all about the consequences of allowing someone who wasn't my husband to come inside me without any protection.

"Yes baby, drop a load deep in our slut," Brandi goaded her. I glanced over, and saw she was rubbing herself.

"Get ready, slut," Fran warned, as she spread me wide open again... as an inconceivable fourth orgasm was somehow building inside me.

Brandi began slapping my clit... syncing her slaps with each of Fran's deep thrusts... making me twitch each time, and I moaned wildly. "Oh, fuck! I-I-I-I-I'm going to come AGAIN!again"

"When I unload inside you, that's when I want you to come," Fran ordered, as she pounded my pussy hard.

"Oh yes, I'll do everything you say," I agreed, as the double pleasure inside and out... the pot lube creating such sensitivity that every stroke and every slap brought pleasure to me that was still unlike anything else I'd ever experienced!

And a dozen hard strokes later, Fran groaned, in a mixture of a masculine and feminine voice, and she blasted a massive load of cum inside me.

"Yes!" I screamed, the feeling of her cum filling me triggering an unbelievable fourth orgasm in just a few minutes!

She pumped her load for a good two more minutes before pulling out, whereupon Brandi immediately hopped back onto the bed, dived between my legs, and buried her face in my leaking pussy.

"Oh fuck," I moaned.

"My girl loves eating my cream pies," Fran explained, now standing beside the bed.

"Oh fuck," I moaned, the feeling of Brandi's tongue inside me so much more intense because of the lube. Each lick felt like little sparklers effervescing inside my pussy. It wasn't possible for me to have a fifth orgasm in a row, was it?

"Just relax and let her get you off again," Fran advised.

"I don't know if I have anything left in me," I said, looking up at her with utter disbelief.

"Oh, there's no way you're leaving here without coming on Brandi's face," Fran pontificated, as Brandi swirled her tongue in and out of my well-fucked hole. (And I certainly wouldn't have been able to call it that yesterday!)

"I want your cum too, slut," Brandi said, as she really worked my pussy over.

"Oh, Jesus," I moaned, just closing my eyes and allowing the pretty blonde to eat my cunt... both for her pleasure and mine.

"No one eats pussy like Brandi," Fran said.

"So I'm learning," I moaned, as she indeed was working my entire pussy over, rapidly and randomly roaming all over my pussy with licks and kisses.

"Such a tasty cunt," Brandi said.

"Oh, God that feels good," I moaned, my pussy so sensitive... the pot lube working overtime.

"Oh yeah, eat that pussy, get my cum out of her," Fran chortled.

"Fuck," I moaned, as she flicked my swollen, sensitive clit, and apparently a fifth straight orgasm in a row was possible, because I could feel it rising like another high tide complete with even more crashing breakers. "Right there, right there!"

"Eat that pussy, suck on that clit, devour that cunt," Fran chanted, as if she were at a football game that had morphed into an orgy, while she stroked her cock... which was still hard.

"Oh yes, eat me! Don't you dare stop," I demanded as I grabbed her head with both hands and pulled her solidly against me.

She sucked my clit... she probed my hole... she worked my pussy over!

I moaned... I trembled... I begged!

"Please, I'm so close, make me come, drink my cum!" I babbled.

"Now, baby, make her come right now!" Fran moaned, as she furiously stroked her cock. Was she going to come again too?

Brandi couldn't say anything, since her face was plastered against my pussy... but her tongue and lips were doing lots of talking to me.

"Oh yes! Oh yes! Oh, oh, oh, oh, fuuuuck!" I screamed as orgasm five of this wild encounter smashed through me.

And a few seconds later, to my astonishment, I felt warm cum spraying my face.

"Yes," I moaned weakly, just lying there enjoying my fifth orgasm, all the energy in my body completely usurped away, while I got my face painted with Fran's warm cum.

A couple minutes later, Brandi shoved herself away from my legs, and I slowly opened my eyes. I joked, as cum dripped down my face, "I think you two girls broke me."

"Wait until next time," Brandi said. "The lube in both your pussy and your ass will deliver a whole new dimension to the pleasure your body can experience."

"I can't imagine," I said, which was true. I couldn't possibly imagine feeling anything more intense and pleasurable than what I'd experienced today, and especially since arriving here!.

"Trust us," Brandi said, as she pulled me up so I was sitting (rather than lying) on the bed, and she kissed me.

I kissed her back, and then asked, "So I can drive safely?"

"Yes, your mental and physical state isn't changed at all," Fran said, as she put some panties on. "Except for your significant loss of energy from all those orgasms."

"Five of them while I was here," I said, shaking my head.

"Yeah, sorry. We usually do better than that," Fran apologized, "but we double-teamed a mother and her daughter a couple hours ago."

"Really?" I asked.

"Yeah," Fran said.

"Wild!" I said, getting off the bed, my legs feeling like jello.

"Here's some water," Brandi said, handing me a tall glass of water... which I guzzled down in an instant.

"Thanks," I said.

"I'll get you another one," Brandi said, taking the glass back.

"Thanks," I repeated, as I found my maid outfit and put it back on.

"I do hope to see you again," Fran said.

"Ditto," I said, shaking my head a little, still in disbelief about those five orgasms.

"We'll be in touch," she said, as she sat back down on the bed.

"I hope so," I said, as Brandi handed me another glass of water... which I also downed lickety-split.

"That was lots of fun," Brandi said.

"Amazing," I agreed.

"So we'll see you again?" Brandi asked.

"Definitely," I asserted confidently. I'd come dancing back here in a heartbeat. Tonight had been unlike anything I could have ever imagined... even after everything else I'd experienced today.

"Great," she said, kissing me again.

"I'd better get going," I said.

"More summonses?"

"Two," I said, "although I'm not sure I have the energy."

"Oh, you'll get your second wind," Fran said.

"Or your third," Brandi smiled.

"I hope so," I said, as I slipped into my heels and headed out.

Once in the car, I realized I still had cum on my face.

I grabbed a wet wipe out of my glove compartment, and while checking myself in the mirror, I cleaned myself up.

I didn't even check my phone. I just drove straight to Hooters. I wanted that pair of wet cum-coated pantyhose!

I started driving... then realized I needed to text her I was on my way.

I pulled to the side of the road, and texted VOLUPTUOUSCOED.

MERMILF: I am only a few minutes away. Do you have time to see me?

I then pulled back onto the road, knowing I couldn't take on any more than the two appointments I had left tonight... Even that much seemed like too much... but even as I drove... rolling down my window to get some fresh, cool air... I could feel my second wind rising inside me... I had five fresh young ripe pussies waiting for me. Who could resist that?

THE END

Coming next: A second visit to Hooters, and then serving as the Mommy Pet to a slumber party of eighteen-year-olds.
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Pillow Princess Club Ch. 11

Summary: Pussies 13-18: bathroom quickie; slumber party pussy.

Note: This is dedicated to Stephen, who requested the series.

Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing yet another wicked series.

Note 3: This is Chapter Eleven of an ongoing series. (I'm still brimming with hot ideas, so who knows how long this series will eventually become.)

In Chapter One, a housewife in her mid-forties Meredith is spending a lot of time at home alone with her eight-month-old baby daughter while her husband is constantly away and neglecting her sexual needs. She sees from her bedroom window her 18-year-old female neighbour getting sexually pleasured by another woman, then another, and then even more. This increases the flame inside her for her growing curiosity to explore her same sex desires. She discovers a secret Pillow Princess Club, where older women sign up and are then regularly summoned by younger women to pleasure them sexually. She signs up out of lust and curiosity, and is instantly summoned by her beautiful next door neighbour Bianca. Whereupon she services her, which begins her journey into submissive lesbianism.

In Chapter Two, Meredith is spied in her short walk of shame home, so she goes across the street to Miranda Bellencourt's house to service her stocking-clad feet, eat her pussy, and get her own pussy fucked for the first time in a year and a half.

In Chapter Three, Meredith goes to her former high school bully's house, where she is greeted by a naked Miranda, who is being punished for using her before the other, apparently more important, younger pillow princesses... her punishment includes being spanked, and being required to fuck herself in the ass with a cucumber. Meredith services her third pussy, her high school bully's daughter, when said bully walks in and ends up fucking her pussy... although sadly not long enough to get her off... before she heads out for her scheduled pussy number four.

In Chapter Four, Meredith drives to a stranger's house... a cute Swedish young lady... where she discovers the joys of face sitting.

In Chapter Five, a phone call from her mother gives her more time to explore her newfound submissive love for pussy, when her Mom offers to take her daughter home for the weekend. Meredith drives to the next address, and learns it's a yoga establishment. After a brief hesitation, she goes into the business and hides behind a counter, where she services a young girl while the girl continues working and interacting with people.

In Chapter Six, Meredith continues her pussy pleasing tour when she is ordered to go to a house where she services two young women, and discovers the orgasmic bliss of being fisted.

In Chapter Seven, Meredith goes to meet a girl to eat her first ass, and she discovers her best friend is already there. Together, they worship the teen's pussy and ass. She also learns her best friend has had sex with Meredith's eighteen-year-old daughter. With all her tasks completed, she drives to a Hooters to go pee, and...

In Chapter Eight, Meredith experiences two wild adventures. An under the table foot job from a Hooters waitress, who gifts her a pair of her soiled Hooters pantyhose and a promise to give her a night of unlimited coed pussy at her sorority, and then her first tribbing encounter with a very cute Japanese girl. Up next: Big Rosie.

In Chapter Nine, Meredith goes to a black woman's house where she pleases not one, but two black women and discovers the joy of chocolate cunt.

In Chapter Ten, Meredith goes to meet a girl and her friend and discovers that one is a transwoman with a six-inch cock. She discovers the joys of pot lube, which leads to a wild threesome... eating some pussy and getting fucked to five orgasms.

And now continuing immediately after the end of part 10....

Pillow Princess Club Ch. 11

When I arrived outside Hooters, I checked my phone.

I found three new messages.

PILLOWP3: Hurry up. These five pussies will not eat themselves.

FOOTSIES: I'm keeping my feet in my sweaty shoes to make sure you get all the sweaty sweet scent and taste.

VOLUPTUOUSCOED: Text when here.

I texted PILLOWP3.

MERMILF: I am just finishing up a rather great marathon session. If you still want me to service all five of you please send me your address and I'll be on my way after a quick bathroom break.

I didn't respond to FOOTSIES, as I wasn't sure how to deal with her. I then sent a message to VOLUPTUOUSCOED.

MERMILF: Here!

As I waited confirmation from VOLUPTUOUSCOED, I received one from PILLOWP3.

PILLOWP3: We will wait, but hurry... our pussies are fresh and looking for a face to come on. We have sent the address.

I responded:

MERMILF: I look forward to a great experience with you girls.

A moment later, I received the much anticipated response from VOLUPTUOUSCOED.

VOLUPTUOUSCOED: Come to the women's bathroom and into the last stall. It is pretty dead here at the moment.

I responded.

MERMILF: On my way.

I quickly exited my car and hurried into Hooters. I went directly to the washroom, which thankfully was pretty easy to get to without attracting much attention, and to the last stall.

"That was quick," Carla smiled. She was still wearing her Hooters outfit of course, which looked great on her!

"I'm really looking forward to those fresh pantyhose you offered me," I smiled as she placed a foot on the toilet.

"I rubbed one out right after you left, and I had some down time," she said, "but then I figured I'd let you eat my pussy through the pantyhose, so you could get some pussy cum directly from the source."

"I think that's a great idea," I agreed, as I closed the stall's door, latched it, went to her, and dropped myself before her silky sheer glossy legs.

"You've gotten me all horny, pretty lady," she said, as I moved my face close to her pussy encased in the dark hosiery. (She'd lowered her bright orange shorts to give me access.) This was something a little different. I could smell her bouquet of pussy, while I admired her pussy pressed against the pantyhose. "Go ahead, suck on my pussy lips through the pantyhose."

"Okay," I said, pressing my face and lips against the wet pantyhose. Not surprisingly, it wasn't as easy as eating a pussy without the protective covering, but I liked the challenge.

My own pussy was still on fire even after all those orgasms, and I wondered how long that pot lube remained in your system... or more accurately, in your pussy.

I licked her pussy lips, trying to taste her... pretending the silky sheer nylons weren't in the way... while I glided my hands up and down her silky sheer legs... loving their soft, sensual feel.

"Yeah, baby! Lick my pussy and caress my legs," she moaned softly.

After all the pussy I'd eaten today and all the other sex I'd experienced, I couldn't explain why, but there was something extra special about Carla. "I've been wanting to do this ever since you sat down across from me."

"I know. I could see it in your eyes," she said, as she parted her legs a bit more.

"I just had to taste you," I added, "especially after you gave me that thoughtful gift."

"I've never done that before, by the way," she moaned slightly.

"Really?" I asked, surprised to hear that.

"Yeah, there's just something about you, too," she said. I thought she was going to say more, but she didn't.

"Funny," I said, as I kept licking through her pantyhose, which definitely made the task more challenging and the taste less full, yet the unique experience of it was a turn on. Plus, I liked a challenge, and I was enjoying this casual conversation. "I was thinking the exact same thing."

"Great minds think alike," she moaned.

"So they do," I concurred, just as the door to the restaurant opened.

"Shhhhh, but keep licking," she whispered.

So I did.

A woman (I assumed) went into the stall right next to us. A rush of adrenaline coursed through me. The possibility of getting caught didn't scare me, but it did turn me on.

I continued doing my slow deliberate licking.

I continued doing my slow deliberate caressing.

As we heard the woman's (definitely) stream of pee begin, I got a little naughty, and sucked Carla's clit into my mouth... causing her to let out a soft moan.

I smiled as I kept my lips fastened on her clit and poked it with my tongue... the clit perfectly sucked against her pantyhose.

The toilet flushed, so I wiggled my head back and forth to stimulate some more pleasure.

"Ooooooooh," Carla let out an uncontrolled moan.

"Are you okay in there?" the woman asked.

"Yes, ma'am. My stomach is just a little upset," Carla answered, as her hand went to the back of my head.

"Oh, okay," she said, and left the stall. She washed her hands(thankfully, since I'm always surprised by how many women I see leaving a toilet without washing their hands), as I kept applying pressure to Carla's clit... which even if I'm saying so myself, is a nice alliteration.

The moment she left the washroom, Carla said, "You bad girl! Do you want us to get caught?"

"I wouldn't mind; I'm not ashamed at all of doing this," I answered, now sucking her clit into my mouth through the hosiery.

"If I had more time, the things I'd do to you," she said with a moan, as she placed both of her hands on my head and held me pressed against her pantyhose-clad pussy.

"Put them on a list to do later," suggested playfully. I also took her words and actions as a code to really work her clit over, and I did just that.

"Oh yes, don't stop, baby! That's right, right there," she moaned.

I did keep doing it, and I also liked being called baby. Being called a slut and other derogatory names also turned me on, but the fond intimacy of 'baby' really enhanced my excitement right now.

"Oh, fuck, baby, yes! You know exactly how to get me off!" Carla moaned, as she began slowly grinding on my face. I kept my tongue extended to keep it touching both her pussy and her clit.

"Please come on my face, baby," I begged urgently, desperately wanting to feel her pussy cum on it... desperately wanting to get her off... desperately wanting to feel her wetness all over my face!

"Oh yes, baby, oh yes, yes, yes, oooooooh," she moaned, and then she climaxed, the wetness gushing out of her, through her pantyhose, and onto my face.

Instead of licking the pantyhose, I sucked on it, trying to extract as much of her sweet taste as I could. It was exhilarating, yet frustrating, since I couldn't properly savour the taste I'd worked so hard to extract.

She pushed me away after a few seconds and said, "I could let you stay down there all night, but I don't want you to ruin the smell and the taste in the pantyhose."

"Oh right, I guess," I said, a little disappointed, although she made perfect sense.

"Don't worry, next time I'll make sure you can eat my pussy directly," she promised.

"I'd like that a lot," I said, looking at her pussy as she rubbed herself... soiling the garment even more for me.

"Me too," she said, as she pulled me up, pushed me hard against the tiled wall and kissed me. A kiss that was urgent, passionate and lustful. I kissed her back with the same passion. Our tongues explored each other's mouths, and her hand went to my ass. So, I moved mine to her ass.

She then lifted her knee and pressed it against my pussy.

I moaned into her mouth; it brought me instant pleasure.

As she continued kissing me, and our hands roamed and squeezed each other's asses, she continued rotating her nylon knee against my pussy, similarly to how she'd done earlier with her foot, and it was similarly turning me on. I'd never once considered someone's knee a stimulation implement, but the situation, her passion, my lust (and probably still the pot lube), I could feel yet another orgasm rising inside me.

"I want you to come on my knee, baby," she whispered, as she looked into my eyes with her own baby blue ones I could just drown in.

"I'm close," I moaned back, as she kissed me tenderly.

"Come for me, baby, come for me," she encouraged, her knee working magic between my legs, and now she was putting extra pressure on it... parting my pussy lips and rubbing up and down... part of her knee directly on my over-sensitive clit.

"Don't stop," I moaned as she moved her lips to my neck, and a hand to my firm breast.

"You're so hot, baby," she said, splattering kisses on my neck.

"You're so beautiful," I moaned as I leaned back against the wall and enjoyed the unique pleasure I was experiencing.

"I want to do everything with you," Carla whispered, her lips now on my ear. Her hot breath was driving me nuts, as were her words.

"I'll do anything for you," I replied, near orgasm.

"No, with me," she corrected, nibbling on my ear.

"Yes, with you," I agreed, although in the heat of the moment I didn't understand that slight difference.

"Good, baby," she whispered, as she started moving her knee faster and faster.

"Oh, fuck! Yes, oh my God! Fuuuuuck!" I screamed. She covered my mouth with her lips as I reached orgasm, so we wouldn't alert anyone in the restaurant.

My body trembled as I soaked her knee with my cum, while yet another orgasm somehow made its way through my body! No doubt I'd be buying some of that pot lube.

She kept kissing me throughout my orgasm, her knee now just resting against my pussy.

A minute later after another lengthy, tender kiss, she backed away, took off her shoes and socks, pulled her pantyhose down and off, and handed them to me.

"I do really want to eat that pussy directly some day soon," I said.

"How about tomorrow?" she asked, grabbing another pair of pantyhose from a bag I hadn't even noticed during this intimate and kinky encounter.

"I don't know," I said, although I wanted to.

"Reality sets in by then, doesn't it?" she asked, as she put the first leg into the fresh nylons.

"I suppose it does," I nodded, feeling wetness leaking down my leg. Although I assumed I'd never have another day and night like this one, I knew there was no going back. I wasn't getting rid of the app, or even setting it aside to take a break once in a while. And I wasn't going to stop eating pussy. I was no longer going to be a lonely wife waiting for the rare occasion when my husband wanted to fuck me and then do a piss poor job of it.

"But?" she asked, sensing my tone, or maybe the look in my eyes.

"But there's no way I'm going back to my boring pre-pillow princess life," I said.

"And what about your husband?" she asked as she put the second leg on.

"I don't know," I said, but after a brief thought, "I love him, but either he won't, or he can't do the things I need from him."

"I know what you need," she said.

"You do?" I asked. "I don't even know what I need!"

She stood up and pulled the pantyhose up to cover her great ass and her pussy, still wet, "You need to explore your sexuality."

"I've been doing that all of today and tonight," I smiled back, admiring her pure beauty.

"And you're already a different person. So you'll continue to explore your sexual preferences through the app," she said, coming back to hold me. There's an advantage to being the bottom bitch, which is that you're auditioning sex acts you've probably never even thought of doing before, and then you're able to decide what you like doing the best. But in addition to that, you also need intimacy."

"I do?" I asked, but even as I asked the question, I realized she was right. Yes, I did love getting my face sat on; I enjoyed being called names; I got turned on from being told what to do; I went absolutely nuts getting fucked by a strap-on or that trans girl's real cock; but this intimacy I was sharing with Carla was an entirely different level of emotional involvement. It not only made my pussy burn and cum twice, but confusingly, it also made my heartbeat faster when we were just talking.

"Yes," she said, kissing me just once. "I can't explain why, but I sense you're feeling what I am: a deeper connection than just sex."

"I'd be lying if I said I didn't," I admitted.

"I've never felt anything like this before from meeting a pillow princess pet," she said.

"Is that what we're called?" I asked playfully.

"Among other less complimentary names," she smiled back. "I know you're married, and I know you're a generation older than I am, but there's something inexorable drawing me to you, and it's making me say things I don't usually say."

I could see the vulnerability in her eyes, I could hear it in her tone, and so I said, wanting to comfort her, "I feel it too."

"You do?"

"Yes, I can't explain it, but I had to come back here to see you again," I said, "even though I still have two more scheduled stops to make tonight."

"I'm so glad you did!"

"So now what do we do?" I asked, unsure about whether what she was thinking was possible.

"Tomorrow night we're going out on a date," she said.

"Tomorrow?" I asked, recalling I had a 6:30 rendezvous with Bianca's well-hung brother Lorenzo... and my agreeing to that arrangement seemed so long ago now, even though it was just this morning.

"Yes, and I'm not going to take no for an answer," she said.

"Then I'd better not refuse you," I smiled, "but I won't be available until 7:30 or 8:00."

"That can work," she said, and she kissed me.

"Okay, sounds great!" I agreed, as I processed that I had a date tomorrow. With a girl!

"And if you want, after the date we can go back to the sorority, and you can either dine on just my pussy, or I can make your dream of endless pussy come true," she said.

"Is it bad I find both options appealing?" I asked.

"No, it's perfectly normal," she said, as she sighed. "Unfortunately, I need to get back to work."

"And I have a teenager slumber party to join," I said.

"Well, that should be lots more fun than getting ogled by creepy middle-aged men," she said, sitting on the toilet and putting her socks and runners back on.

"I imagine it will," I said.

"Go now," she said, "and I'll follow you out a minute later."

"Okay," I said, moving to her and bending down to kiss her. "That was fun!"

"It's only the beginning, girlfriend," she smiled.

"Girlfriend?" I repeated, "I like that."

I then left the stall, headed out of the bathroom and back to my car as if I were floating above a surreal cloud nine. That encounter had been so different from all the others, and I felt like I had the first time I was asked out... by a boy named Michael back in my freshman year of high school... like life was full of endless possibilities.

Back in the car I sent PILLOWP3 a message, after checking to see she was about twelve minutes away... although she'd been even closer when I was leaving Big Rosie's. Oh well.

MERMILF: I'll be there in 10-15 minutes.

I then saw just one new message from someone called GRANDMASWITCH.

I should have ignored it, I really couldn't do any more tonight, but curiosity got the best of me, and I tapped on the message.

GRANDMASWITCH: Having a good first day, dear?

That was a pleasant first text.

So, I responded.

MERMILF: It has been life altering to say the least.

I then drove.

Once I arrived at my next stop, I checked my phone... but only after taking a deep inhalation of the new pantyhose... which had a scent substantially stronger than the others. As I enjoyed Carla's unique scent, I replayed our conversation. I'd agreed to go on an actual date with another woman... a woman much younger than I was... and I'd also agreed in theory to pleasuring a sorority house full of girls. Wow, just wow!



I checked my phone and saw three messages: from GRANDMASWITCH, PILLOWP3 AND VOLUPTUOUSCOED.

A rush went up my spine at seeing the one from VOLUPTUOUSCOED, so I read and responded to hers first.

VOLUPTUOUSCOED: I really enjoyed that and can't wait to get to know you better. PS: I think I may soon have a third soiled pair of pantyhose for you since you have me leaking uncontrollably. Love, Carla.

Everything in her message warmed my heart and made my pussy burn. I was literally confused. Was I falling for a woman I met today? It didn't seem possible, especially given how we'd met, yet the feelings in my heart told me it was happening. And... she'd closed the message with, 'Love, Carla.'

I responded.

MERMILF: I really, really, really enjoyed our time together too and look forward to our date tomorrow. I will happily accept every pair of soiled pantyhose you ever wear! PS: My pussy hasn't stopped trembling or my heart beating since our encounter. Love, Meredith.

GRANDMASWITCH: I'm happy for you... the first day is usually a whirlwind.

MERMILF: That is an understatement.

PILLOWP3: Come in the front door, and come downstairs. Be quiet because my parents are sleeping already.

My eyes went wide upon learning her parents were home. It would be very awkward to be caught by adults while I was servicing their children.

I wasn't sure about this.

I was also tired... although still horny, since the pot lube was still lingering inside me.

I was now feeling nervous.

I looked down at the pantyhose in my lap, and raised them to my nose again. For reasons I couldn't explain, this strong, sweet scent completely relaxed me.

I'd been inhaling Carla's scent for a good thirty seconds, when there was a knock on my door, which startled me.

I looked at the window to see a girl with short, pink hair waving at me.

I put the pantyhose on the passenger seat and rolled down my window, "Hello," I greeted.

"Are you Mermilf?" she asked.

"I am she," I admitted, as I checked out this adorable nerdy-looking girl.

"I was told to wait for you to arrive and escort you in."

"Oh."

"Yeah. Hannah's parents are still awake, so I need to sneak you in."

"You sure it's safe?"

"As long as we're quiet, yes," she said as she opened the car door for me.

"Okay," I said, thinking there were five fresh pussies waiting for me, and perhaps another orgasm... my pussy was still burning... my lust for both giving and receiving more orgasms directing my path.

I got out of the car and followed her to the front door.

"By the way, you look so cute!" she told me.

"Thanks, you do too," I said.

"Thanks," she said, as she took my hand and led me into the house and directly downstairs.

I followed her, feeling like a teenager again, sneaking out of my house to meet my high school boyfriend.

We went downstairs into a lounging area with a large flat screen television, a couch, cushions everywhere, and a few girls all on the floor watching The Notebook and eating popcorn.

"She's here," the nerdy girl announced quietly.

"Uh, hi," I greeted, as all four girls looked my way.

"Finally," a chubby redhead said, as she climbed onto the couch, spread her legs, and said, "get over here and get me off, Mommy."

"Okay," I said, feeling awkward as the other four girls watched me approach the chubby redhead, who was wearing in a black nightie. The term Mommy was both a little perverse and kinky, and awkward.

"Our new Mommy looks hot," a brunette said as I approached the girls.

"I dressed up for my little girls," I said, before I even knew I was saying it... all five girls cute and nerdy... they certainly weren't the popular girls at their high school.

"Oh, Mommy," the brunette said, as I lowered myself between the redhead's legs.

"Hungry, Mommy?" the redhead asked.

"Starving, honey," I responded, deciding to play along, while the thought of my own daughter calling me 'Mommy' popped into my head. I was certain she'd do that at some point, and I wondered how it would go.

She spread her legs wide, to reveal she was indeed a natural redhead (although the hair on her head was a much darker red than nature would have given her), her pubes surrounding her pussy.

"Well, dive in, Mommy," she said.

"Yes, honey," I replied, as I leaned forward and licked yet another pussy... this one's scent quite strong.

"I'm second," someone dibbed.

"Third."

"Fourth."

"Fuck."

Each voice came in rapid succession.

"Don't worry girls, Mommy will make sure everyone comes on my face," I said, lifting my head briefly to address them.

"She's so hot, Hannah," someone said.

"I told you this was a good idea," the redhead... must be Hannah... said as I licked her.

"I didn't even know such a thing existed," someone said.

"I told you it would work," Hannah boasted.

"I still can't believe it," someone said.

"Well, believe it," Hannah said.

"Can I touch her?" someone asked.

"Go ahead and do what you want, she's our pet, "Hannah offered.

"Yes, girls. Mommy is here to please you however you want," I said. "But Mommy also likes to have her pussy licked... or fucked."

"Fucked?" someone asked.

"Oh, I've got an idea," Hannah said.

"What?"

"Josie, come and sit here," Hannah said. "I'll be right back."

"Awesome," a brunette said as she got onto the couch.

"I'm not done with you," Hannah told me as she stood up.

"You'd better not be," I smiled.

She went up the stairs, while Josie pulled her pyjamas and panties down. "I can't believe this is happening."

"You're not on the app?" I asked.

"None of us are," Josie said, as she sat down. "We didn't even know about it until Hannah told us you were coming."

"Yeah, usually we're the ones eating pussies," the girl who'd brought me in said.

"I see," I said, as Josie spread her legs.

"Yeah, a couple of cheerleaders used us for the last few months," another girl said.

"Oh, cheerleaders," I said, in a tone that implied I understood.

"I can't say I didn't like it," the girl who'd brought me in said.

"If you like doing it, then come and eat Mommy while Mommy eats Josie," I suggested.

"Okay," she said.

"What's your name?" I asked, as she moved to me.

"Abigail," she said.

"I'm Mommy," I said, as I went to Josie and buried my face in her pussy, which was also hairy.

"Oh Mommy," Josie moaned, as my tongue forged its way through the pubic hair to her pussy.

"That's so hot," someone said.

I felt my skirt hiked up a little, and a moment later, I felt a tongue on my pussy.

"Oh yes, lick me, baby girl," I moaned, both giving and receiving.

"Oh yes, that feels so good," Josie moaned, as I wiggled my tongue up and down between her wet lips.

"Fuck, this is so hot," someone said.

"Come here and suck on my tits, you two," Josie said.

"Seriously?" someone asked.

"Yes. Come and suck on my nipples," Josie ordered. I looked up to see her unbuttoning her pajama top.

I wondered whether these sweet, seemingly innocent girls usually just watched movies and gossiped during their slumber parties.

A couple minutes later, all four girls were involved in some sort of lesbian action... except for Josie... whose role was only passive... well, receiving, as well as ordering the others around. I ate Josie, two girls sucked on her nipples, and Abigail ate my pussy.

"Oh fuck, don't stop now, Mommy," Josie moaned. I imagined getting both of her nipples sucked while I licked her would definitely enhance the pleasure... it certainly would for me. In fact at some point, I wanted to have what was happening to Josie happen to me.

"Oh girls, I see you started without me," Hannah said.

"What's all that for?" Josie asked as I kept licking her. I was curious to know what Hannah had brought back with her, but at the moment my priority was getting Josie off.

"To fuck with," Hannah explained succinctly.

"Really?" Josie asked with a moan (while I sucked on her big clit).

"Yeah, although I really should get some real sex toys," Hannah said.

"You've used those before?" a blonde asked.

"Not this," she said, "but these are great fuck toys."

I wondered what she had and hadn't used before, and I was sure I'd find out soon. Instead, I focused on getting Josie off, even though Abigail's tongue was making me feel pretty good.

"Move aside, Abigail," Hannah ordered.

"But she tastes so good," Abigail objected.

"You can eat her out some more later," Hannah rebutted, while I really began to work on Josie's clit.

"Oh, fuck yes! Don't stop, don't stop!" Josie moaned wildly, just as I felt something cold-ish intruding between my pussy lips.

I didn't have any time to figure out what it was, but in one swift movement, I felt something slide deep inside me... something long... round... wide... and fucking cold!

I moaned, "Oh, fuck!" into Josie's pussy as the surprise arctic intrusion delivered intense pleasure to me.

"Right there, Mommy, right there! Oh, Mommy!" Josie screamed, as her orgasm struck... her juices flowing into my open, hungry mouth.

"Not so loud, Josie," Hannah hushed her, while she pumped the frigid whatsit in and out of my pussy.

"Sorry," Josie said, as her legs twitched against me while she continued enjoying the orgasm I'd given her.

"Go ahead, Rachel," Hannah said, "let Mommy pleasure you next."

"Yes, Rachel, Mommy wants to taste your pussy," I moaned, as whatever Hannah was fucking me with was doing me a helluva lot of good!

"This is so hot," Rachel, who was the blonde, giggled, as she got out of her pyjama shorts.

"Not as hot as you are," I complimented, as Josie climbed down to stand on the floor, while I watched the blonde undressing.

"Oh, Mommy," Rachel giggled again, as she pulled off her t-shirt.

I looked back and asked, "What are you fucking Mommy with?" Then when I got a better look, I realized what it was... a cucumber.

"My favourite fuck stick," she said, pulling it out of my pussy. It was easily a foot long.

"I can see why," I said.

"Want me to keep fucking you, Mommy?" she asked.

"Yes, please. Mommy needs that cucumber dick inside her needy pussy," I said, wiggling my ass, as Rachel lay down in front of me.

"As you wish," Hannah said, and she slid the cucumber back deep inside me.

"Oh, yes! Fuck Mommy! Fuck Mommy with that big dick!" I moaned, the thickness spreading me good, and the length getting deep inside my well--fucked pussy.

"Oh yes, Mommy! Take that dick," Hannah cheered, slapping my ass.

"Don't forget about me," Rachel said, as I looked over to see the other brunette was naked, with Abigail between her legs.

"Don't any of you girls dare come without Mommy's permission, and only do it on Mommy's face," I ordered. "Tonight you sexy sluts are only allowed to come on Mommy, is that clear?"

"Yes, Mommy," three of them said in unison.

"All right. Now let's take care of you, Rachel," I said, turning my attention to her.

"Please, Mommy! I need you to make me come so bad," Rachel said, using a baby girl voice... which for some reason, I found disturbingly hot.

"Then let Mommy take care of you," I purred, as I leaned forward and began licking her pussy, which unlike the first two I'd tasted here, was completely shaved.

"When did you shave your pussy?" Hannah asked.

"A couple days ago," she moaned, as I began licking her pussy.

"We should all do that," Hannah said as she fucked my pussy.

"It does make for easier pussy munching," I observed. "Although the sweet scent of a pussy is captured wonderfully by pubic hair."

"Mmmmmm," both Hannah and Rachel moaned at my response.

"You taste so good, baby girl," I purred, as I swirled my tongue deep in Rachel's hole.

"Oh Mommy, that feels so good," she moaned.

"Oh fuck, harder. Fuck Mommy harder," I moaned, so Hannah really began pumping the vegetable fuck toy fast and deep in my pot-lube-enhanced pussy.

"You like that Mommy?" Hannah asked.

"I love it, baby girl," I moaned, my orgasm imminent.

"Then you'll love this," she said as she pulled the cucumber out of my pussy.

I was beginning to beg for her to put it back in, when I felt something ice cold sliding into my pussy. "Please shove it back in Mommy's... oh my God!"

"Come for me Mommy," Hannah said, as she slid the cucumber back inside me on top of what I decided was an ice cube, and the combination was creating intense sensations inside me!

"Oh fuck, that's so intense," I moaned, shocked by how wet my pussy felt... as the ice cube melted inside my hot box.

The cold clashing with my warm pussy... added to the pumping of the cucumber... and I was a muddled mess in a heartbeat... literally and figuratively... yet another orgasm rising up and erupting out of me in less than a minute... while I unsuccessfully attempted to keep licking Rachel. "Fuuuck!" I moaned, biting my lip not to scream, since orgasms with pot lube were so much more intense than the ones without it.

"There you go, Mommy," Hannah said, as she kept fucking me throughout my orgasm.

"Oh fuck, that felt so good," I moaned, as I lazily resumed lapping Rachel's pussy, once I emerged from my orgasm number thirteen... which now seemed like a lucky number for me.

"Keep licking, Mommy," Rachel moaned. Her need to come was rising, even though I was only haphazardly licking her. But wanting to get her off, wanting to taste her cum, I got a grip on myself and leaned forward and attacked her clit, while I allowed my own orgasm to ride its course through me.

A minute later, Hannah pulled the cucumber out of my pussy, and a mixture of my cum and the melted ice cube gushed out of me like a broken dam. It felt so strange, in a good, kinky way.

"Ohhhhhh," I moaned, as I soaked the sofa while I continued pleasing this teen.

"Oh, yes Mommy! Yes Mommy! Yes Mommy! Oh, yes, yes, yes!" Rachel babbled, until she came on my face.

I lapped up her cum... enjoying the afterglow of my own orgasm, while giving one to a cute eighteen-year-old.

"Oh, Mommy," she gasped weakly, as I gave her an intense orgasm.

"You've got such delicious cum, baby girl," I purred, as I lapped it all up.

"My turn," Hannah declared. "Lie on your back, Mommy slut."

"Yes, baby girl," I said, happy to get off of my knees and relax.

I grabbed a cushion and placed it under my head, as the chubby redhead straddled my face.

"Can I eat Mommy?" Abigail requested.

"Yes, baby girl, you certainly may. Come and eat Mommy," I encouraged her. Perhaps orgasm fourteen was in the cards.

"You just can't get enough pussy, can you?" Hannah teased her, as her pussy lips met my lips.

"Never," Abigail said, totally unfazed. I felt her crawl between my somewhat spread legs... which I spread further, to give her better access to my pussy.

"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned, as I licked Hannah's hairy pussy while having my own pussy licked.

And, for a few minutes there was just that going on... I ate pussy. I got my pussy eaten. The other three watched.

Both Hannah's and my orgasms seemed to be rising in unison, since the moans that both of us were keening were simultaneous. As Hannah began slowly grinding on my face, I lifted my ass to nonverbally inform Abigail that my orgasm was getting close too.

She understood, so she began sucking on my clit, intensifying my pleasure geometrically, as my next orgasm was about to erupt through me... while I was also about to enjoy another face wash from a teen pussy.

"Oh yes, Mommy! I'm about to come on your face; is that what you want?"

"Yes please, come on Mommy's face," I replied, although I wasn't sure if anyone could hear me, since my words were muffled by Hannah's grinding pussy.

"Oh yes, yes, yes, Mommy, yes," Hannah moaned, before I received a face full of teen cum.

I lapped it up, while I tried to hold my own orgasm back for as long as possible... knowing the delay would make it more intense.

"Fuck, Mommy! You're so good!" Hannah gasped, as she rolled off of me and onto her back.

"My turn," the other brunette said, whose name I still didn't know.

"Come sit on my face too, pretty girl," I said as she looked down at me... with a mouthful of braces.

"I've never had anyone except Abby eat me," she said as she stood straddling my head, which was still on its cushion.

"Then let's improve on that," I said. And as I stroked my hands up both of her legs, out of the blue, Abigail slid the cucumber deep inside me and sucked ferociously on my clit, and I erupted immediately! "Oh my God, fuuuuck!"

I worried that I'd just awakened Hannah's parents with my loud and tumultuous eruption! It had leapt in from out of nowhere, when my fourteenth orgasm hit.

"Okay," the still unnamed brunette said, as she gradually bent her knees to lower her pretty pussy, already wet from Abigail's mouth and lips, onto my face.

"All nice and wet," I said weakly, as Abigail pulled out the cucumber and lapped up my cum.

"You're so hot, Mommy," she said, as I raised my head and began licking her.

"And your cunt is so delicious," I countered, as I tried to focus on pleasing her, even though orgasm fourteen kept right on doing its thing... the orgasms continuing to come fast and furious... and each of my orgasms got better with more of them.

"Your cunt is heavenly," Abigail said, as her tongue remained between my pussy lips.

"Mmmmmmm," I moaned, as I kept licking the fourth pussy of the slumber party.

"Oh God," the girl moaned as I probed her hole.

"She's amazing, isn't she?" Hannah said.

"Yeah, we need to invite her over for all our sleepovers," the blonde (whose name had already faded from my memory) said. My brain was in pleasure auto drive, and nowhere else.

"Agreed," the girl sitting on my face said.

"Our very own Mommy slumber party pet," Hannah added.

"I don't know what it is with you and mommies," Abigail said, as she continued licking between my legs.

"Said as if you didn't want to fuck Sarah's Mom," Hannah accused playfully.

"Hey!" Sarah (apparently that was the girl I was eating ) protested.

"What?" Hannah asked. "Your Mom is drop dead gorgeous."

"Still," Sarah moaned, as I worked her pussy over.

"Still what?" Hannah asked. "We'd all sit on her face if we had the chance."

"Hannah!"

"I would," Rachel (the blonde) agreed.

"I'd munch her box in a heartbeat," Abigail added.

"Jesus Christ, you guys," Sarah complained, shocked by her friends' wantonness.

I kept licking her pussy, and then sucked on her clit, trying to get her focused on something else.

"Oh my, yes," Sarah moaned loudly, as I sucked her clit between my lips.

"Come on Mommy's face," Hannah urged. I could feel yet another orgasm just beginning to think about rising inside me, as Abigail lazily licked me.

"Yes please, come on my face," I asked from below.

"I've never come this way," Sarah said.

"Grind your hips on her face," Hannah advised.

"Yes, do it," I agreed. My neck was getting a little strained in this position, and I just wanted to get her off, taste her cum, and then change positions for pussy five.

"Okay, I'll try that," she said tentatively, and she began slowly moving her hips back and forth.

"Yes. Like that, but faster," Hannah coached, while Abigail wiggled her tongue in a Z-like pattern between my legs, up and down, up and down.

"Okay, that feels good," Sarah moaned, as she moved her hands to my legs for balance, and began really riding my face.

"Oh yeah, like that, like that," Hannah said excitedly. "Ride Mommy's face! Ride it, ride it!"

"Oh yeah, that's so hot," the blonde Rachel said, as the timid Sarah got more aggressive and began really riding my face.

I kept my tongue extended as best I could, but actually I'd become no more than a sex toy for her pleasure, while she used my entire face to get herself off.



"Oh yeah, oh fuck," Sarah moaned, her moans increasing, her orgasm rising.

"Yeah, fuck her face, give her your cum!" Hannah cheered her on.

"Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, Mommy!" Sarah moaned, and she collapsed forward, her pussy cum spraying all over my face and neck.

"Good girl," I purred as she quaked.

I leaned up and licked her a little more, until she rolled off me and said, "I need to pee."

As she left the room, I sat up and said, "Your turn, Abigail."

"You don't need to do me," she said, looking up at me from between my legs.

"69?" I suggested.

"Mmmmmmm, I'd like that," she agreed.

"But I need to get off my back," I added.

"Then let me lie on mine," she offered.

A minute later, I was straddling her face, with my face buried between her legs.

And for a few minutes we leisurely dined on each other's pussies. It was only when our moans were both increasing, that Hannah slid a cucumber into Abigail, and someone shoved a couple of ice cubes inside me.

Suddenly we were both moaning wildly... especially when something else... don't ask me what, but it was wide and round... was slid inside my soaking wet pussy! O-fifteen, here I come!

And for a couple minutes, Abigail and I were both fucked... hard... by a cucumber and by something round and fat... but not a cucumber. We also both kept licking each other, while our moans increased... focusing on each other's swollen and sensitive clits.

And... since nothing could surprise me anymore... I achieved my fifteenth orgasm of the day... and a few seconds later, when whatever had been fucking me did the trick, I gave Abigail a full cum squirting shower, as a torrent of wetness flooded out of me and all over her face!

"So hot," someone said from behind me.

I sucked hard on Abigail's clit, and thanks also to a few deep strokes from the green fuck toy, she was coming too. "Fuuuuuck!" she screamed, loud enough to wake the dead.

I pulled the cucumber out of her pussy, and wrapped my lips around her pussy lips, to drink up all her pussy cum.

"Oh fuck," Abigail said weakly, as her orgasm coursed through her.

I kept my lips pressed around her lips until her orgasm began to subside.

Spent, I rolled off of her, and enjoyed the fifteenth orgasm swirling through me... each one as intense as the last.

"That was amazing," Abigail groaned. Exhausted, but fully satisfied.

"Agreed," I said, just lying there bonelessly.

"Is everything okay down there?" a Mom voice came from the top of the stairs.

"Yes, Mom," Hannah called back, "Abigail is just being silly."

"Okay. Quiet down, it's late," the Mom said.

"Sorry, Mom; we will," Hannah said, glaring at Abigail.

"Good night, girls," the Mom said.

"Good night, Mrs. Hartz," all the girls called out in unison (while of course I was as quiet as a lamb).

As soon as the door closed, all the girls broke out laughing.

"Sorry," Abigail said.

"No worries," Hannah said, as she helped me to my feet.

"Thanks for the invite," I said.

"Thanks for coming," Hannah said.

"Three times," I joked.

"Then we owe you two more," Hannah offered.

"No, not necessary, I said, stretching my legs. "I'm completely spent."

"Then we may summon you back another night," she said.

"Please do," I said, looking around to see a rolling pin on the floor... the obvious instigator of my most recent orgasm... as I felt more liquid streaming out of me.

"Thanks," Abigail said, still lying on her back.

"No, thank you," I said, "you eat pussy like a champ."

"Thanks," she said.

"She's our usual pussy muncher," Hannah said.

"Well, you can never have too many," I smiled, noticing my maid outfit wasn't covering much of me. I asked, as I set it to rights, "think I can sneak out?"

"I'll go up first and make sure it's safe," Hannah said.

A couple minutes later, I was back in my car. I checked my phone.

No new messages.

I was a little surprised, a little disappointed, and a little thankful.

I texted FOOTSIES.

MERMILF: I'm ready to come by if you still want me.

I started driving towards my house, as she'd implied she lived within walking distance of me.

One last stop, and I'd call it a night... although for some reason, the thought of nineteen pussies eaten (on the assumption I dined on FOOTSIES pussy) seemed like an odd number to stop at.

Twenty, on the other hand, seemed like a perfect number.

So, I pulled over and texted Barbara: If you are still awake, I would love for you to stop by in half an hour or so. I still need to pay you, but first I have one more stop to make.

By then FOOTSIES had replied, with just an address.

Indeed, she lived just a couple of blocks from my house.

I resumed driving, wondering whether I knew her... since she lived so close, and knew my daughter, the odds were a lot better than with my previous adventures today.

Regardless, I needed to have faith in the code of secrecy that seemed to exist. As I pulled away from the curb, my phone rang. It was my husband. I sighed.

I pressed Talk on the steering wheel as I wondered what I'd say to him.

THE END FOR NOW.

Up next: Major nylon foot worshipping, pussy nineteen, and more revelations about her daughter.


Pillow Princess Club Ch. 12

Pillow Princess Club Ch. 12

Summary: Pussy 19: massive nylon worship and more

Note: This is dedicated to Stephen, who requested the series.

Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing yet another wicked series.

Note 3: This is Chapter Twelve of an ongoing series. (I'm still brimming with hot ideas, so who knows how long this series will eventually become.)

In Chapter One, a housewife in her mid-forties Meredith is spending a lot of time at home alone with her eight-month-old baby daughter while her husband is constantly away and neglecting her sexual needs. She sees from her bedroom window her 18-year-old female neighbour getting sexually pleasured by another woman, then another, and then even more. This increases the flame inside her for her growing curiosity to explore her same sex desires. She discovers a secret Pillow Princess Club, where older women sign up and are then regularly summoned by younger women to pleasure them sexually. She signs up out of lust and curiosity, and is instantly summoned by her beautiful next door neighbour Bianca. Whereupon she services her, which begins her journey into submissive lesbianism.

In Chapter Two, Meredith is spied in her short walk of shame home, so she goes across the street to the snob Miranda Bellencourt's house to service her stocking-clad feet, eat her pussy, and get her own pussy fucked for the first time in a year and a half.

In Chapter Three, Meredith goes to her former high school bully's house, where she is greeted by a naked Miranda, who is being punished for using her before the other, apparently more important, younger pillow princesses... her punishment includes being spanked, and being required to fuck herself in the ass with a cucumber. Meredith services her third pussy, her high school bully's daughter, when said bully walks in and ends up fucking her pussy... although sadly not long enough to get her off... before she heads out for her scheduled pussy number four.

In Chapter Four, Meredith drives to a stranger's house... a cute Swedish young lady... where she discovers the joys of face sitting.

In Chapter Five, a phone call from her mother gives her more time to explore her newfound submissive love for pussy, when her Mom offers to take her daughter home for the weekend. Meredith drives to the next address, and learns it's a yoga establishment. After a brief hesitation, she goes into the business and hides under a desk, where she services a young girl while the girl continues working and interacting with people.

In Chapter Six, Meredith continues her pussy pleasing tour when she is ordered to go to a house where she services two young women, and discovers the orgasmic bliss of being fisted.

In Chapter Seven, Meredith goes to meet a girl to eat her first ass, and she discovers her best friend is already there. Together, they worship the teen's pussy and ass. She also learns her best friend has had sex with Meredith's eighteen-year-old daughter. With all her tasks completed, she drives to a Hooters to go pee, and...

In Chapter Eight, Meredith has two wild adventures. An under the table foot job from a Hooters waitress who gifts her a pair of her soiled Hooters pantyhose and a promise to give her a night of unlimited coed pussy at her sorority, and then her first tribbing encounter with a very cute Japanese girl. Up next: Big Rosie.

In Chapter Nine, Meredith goes to a black woman's house where she pleases not one, but two large black women and discovers the joy of chocolate cunt.

In Chapter Ten, Meredith goes to meet a girl and her friend and discovers that one of them is a transwoman with a six-inch cock, and she discovers the joys of pot lube, which leads to a wild threesome... some pussy and getting fucked to five orgasms. (Yes, five of them, that's not a typo... hurray for cannabis pussy lube!)

In the pivotal Chapter Eleven, Meredith returns to Hooters o get a fresh pair of cum-coated pantyhose, where she goes into a bathroom and eats Carla's pussy through the girl's pantyhose and comes on Carla's pantyhose-clad knee. Things get serious when they both share their feelings with each other, and Meredith agrees to go on a date with the coed Hooters waitress tomorrow night. Meredith then goes to a slumber party, where she dines on five teenage pussies and has a few more orgasms herself, in a wild Mommy roleplay scene.

And now continuing immediately after the end of part 11...

Pillow Princess Club Ch. 12

"Hi, honey," I greeted my husband, as I drove towards pussy nineteen.

"How are you?" he asked.

"Great," I said, which was true.

"Are you driving?" he asked.

"I am."

"Where have you been?"

"With Carolyn and some other girls," I said, so far telling the truth.

"I see. Sounds like fun," he said.

"Yeah, I really needed this night out," I said, which was also the ultimate truth, even though I hadn't known it was before I first spied on someone servicing Bianca in her backyard.

"You did?" he asked. "Why?"

"Are you kidding me?" I asked, no longer having any patience for his lack of understanding of my needs: both emotional and sexual.

"What do you mean?" he asked, still not getting it, and clumsily digging himself into a bigger hole.

"While you're in Washington... or wherever the fuck you are," I said, getting very angry very quickly, "I'm here alone watching our daughter Hannah twenty-four hours a day, with no help from you. So fuck you! Or rather I never do fuck you. Which is another problem!"

"Someone has to pay the bills," he justified, without even hinting at an apology.

"Wrong answer!" I snapped, getting angrier by the second. So I hung up on him.

That fucking idiot just didn't get it! Any guilt I'd shouldered for what I'd been doing today vanished in a heartbeat... although truthfully, I'd retained very little guilt at all. Getting fucked by a trans was a surprise, but Fran was mostly female. Agreeing to fuck Lorenzo tomorrow night was something I knew I'd struggle with tomorrow... but not tonight.

As expected, my phone rang again. I waited until the fourth ring to answer and I barked, letting him know I was still pissed, "What?"

"I'm sorry," he said, like he always did whenever I got angry at him.

"What... exactly... are you sorry for?" I asked archly.

"For not putting any thought into how hard it is for you to stay home and raise our baby on your own," he said.

"Yeah, it's not a holiday," I agreed.

"I know, I know," he said, as he yawned. Which I guess was understandable. It was about ten PM here in the Boston area, so in England it was five o'clock in the morning.

"Good," I said, "because being home alone with Hannah day after day with no break is exhausting."

"I understand."

"Good.

"I'm coming home tomorrow."

"You are?" I asked, surprised.

"Yes, the other party can't meet us until Monday now, so...."

"I see," I said, wondering what to do about this change of plans. As odd as it seems, there was no way I was cancelling my date with Carla. After a pause, I said, "Well, that's just perfect. I'm going out tomorrow night."

"Again?"

"Have you learned nothing from this conversation?" I asked coldly.

"I'm sorry, sorry. I didn't mean it that way," he hurriedly apologized, "it's just that I thought we could spend some quality time together."

He used the term 'quality time' to indicate sex... always had. "Well, you can spend some quality time with our daughter instead," I countered, although I certainly didn't mean the sex thing.

"Of course, but I...." he began.

"No buts," I cut him off. "I need a night out tomorrow, so I'll be with my new friend Carla. Is that understood?"

"Yes dear," he said sheepishly.

"Good. When does your flight arrive?" I asked.

"Four-thirty."

"Then I'll make sure to have dinner ready for five," I said, being a thoughtful wife, "but I'm leaving a few minutes before six-thirty."

"Okay, "he agreed, "when will you get back home?"

"I don't know. It's a girl's night out," I said, "probably with alcohol," which was likely also true.

"Didn't you just..." he began, but stopped.

I smiled. "So I'll see you for a little while tomorrow evening," I said, still driving, and just a couple minutes from my final stop for the night.

"Yes, see you tomorrow," he agreed. After a pause, he added, "Love you."

"Love you too," I said, knowing I did love him, even with all his faults. "Good night."

"Good night," he said, and I hung up.

I knew if I was going to let Lorenzo fuck me, and now I wasn't sure I was... with my husband right next door... that wasn't part of the Pillow Princess requirements, I'd have to come up with a new plan with Bianca, since outside backyard sex was no longer an option.

I arrived at the house, just a couple blocks from my own home, indeed within walking distance, like she'd told me.

I parked a few doors down, and sent a message.

MERMILF: Here.

I took a deep sigh.

I reached for Carla's well-used pantyhose one more time and took a whiff... her scent relaxed me after the sudden stress and frustration my husband had dumped on me with just a few words.

God, I could allow this scent just to envelope me completely!

I looked around. It was dark now, and the streets were barren, but being so close to home dressed either for Halloween or a porn shoot, I was terrified I might be seen by someone I knew.

But I also wanted to find out who this person was who knew my daughter so intimately, and also knew about me.

I held the fresh pair of pantyhose and inhaled again... her strong scent captured so perfectly in the pantyhose had me completely enthralled. It was a fragrance I could inhale all day... I might even drape it across my pillow tonight.

A moment later, FOOTSIES responded.

FOOTSIES: Come in the front door, then upstairs and into the second room on the right.

I treated myself to one more inhalation, set the pantyhose down on the seat, put my phone away, and headed out to my final stop of the night.

I went a couple of houses down to the girl's front door, opened it without incident, and went upstairs to the bedroom door as instructed.

I took a deep breath before I entered another unknown person's room. She probably wouldn't be a stranger this time, but I wouldn't know who she was until I saw her face.

"I'm happy you could make it," a pretty blonde greeted me, sitting on her bed, scrolling on her phone... a television playing a Friends episode.

"So am I," I said, breathing a silent sigh of relief that in fact I didn't recognize this girl, who looked at least a couple of years older than my daughter.

"It's been quite a day, I imagine," she said, initiating a rather casual conversation, considering the situation.

"It's been life-changing, to say the least," I smiled warmly, appreciating her friendly and casual attitude.

"I believe you," she said.

I stood at the end of her bed, checking her out. She was wearing a cheerleader outfit from a nearby college. Which didn't make much sense since this was summer, but I wasn't going to question it. The outfit and her shiny mocha thigh highs, similar to Carla's Hooters pantyhose, really showcased her legs.

"You and Catherine look a lot alike."

"Thanks," I said, taking that as a compliment, since my daughter did indeed look like me, and she was very pretty.

"In fact, you look more like her older sister than her Mom," she said, as she uncrossed her legs, then re-crossed them.

"You just made my night," I smiled, really flattered by her words.

"I imagine you've gotten lots of compliments today."

"Some," I agreed, "and also a fair amount of name-calling."

"Comes with the territory," she reassured me. "It's never personal. "We Pillow Princesses like to push our MILFs' limits, but it's all in good fun."

"Every adventure today... and you're the thirteenth one... has had its fair share of surprises," I said.

"I imagine so."

"How do you know my daughter?" I asked curiously.

"Through the app," she answered. "Take my runners off for me please, and I'll continue answering whatever questions you have."

"Okay," I said, slipping out of my heels first; they were killing me after this marathon day. I then joined her on the bed and reached for her feet.

As I untied one of her runners, she said, "Catherine is less of a pillow princess and more of a submissive pet."

"Then it's like mother, like daughter," I joked, as I loosened her laces.

She chuckled, "So it seems. Except that she's a switch. She also has a feisty dominant side she can let out to play, given the right situation. I imagine she'll want to dominate you once you two start playing together, at least some of the time."

"Even though this entire day has been crazy exciting..." I began, as I pulled the one shoe off her foot, a sweaty but not unpleasant aroma permeating the air immediately. I wanted to explain my mixed feelings, "...and I've discovered so much about myself and who I am, the hints I've gotten about my daughter are difficult to process. For instance I've never seen her in a sexual way, but it appears that my naivety is a thing of the past, and soon I'll be looking at her and interacting with her in an entirely new way. That worries me."

"Your concerns are understandable," she sympathized, as I reached for her other shoe. "But there's a truism that's actually true: 'The truth will set you free'."

"That's been true for me today for sure," I agreed, contemplating how liberating it had been just to let go of my inhibitions, to let my fantasies come true... many of which I'd never imagined I'd even had... to take a few steps along the road... it had only been a single day so far!... towards finding my true sexual self.

So far it had been 100% liberating!

"But all you've been doing today has been having lots and lots of sex with various girls and women... plus obviously a fair amount of thinking. So don't you think a similar journey should be liberating for Catherine as well?"

"Good point," I said as I loosened her laces. "I hadn't thought about it from that perspective."

"In many ways, you should be happy for her," the pretty girl said. "I don't mean this unkindly, but compared to you, she's discovered who she is at a very young age."

"Another good point. And yes, I do wish I'd learned today's lessons a long time ago," I admitted, which was partly true, although perhaps I wouldn't have given birth to my children if I'd done that... so maybe I was discovering this very sexual side of myself at exactly the right time.

"Yes, think of all the pussies you never got to eat," she smiled, as I pulled her second shoe off of her other foot.

"So many of them," I agreed. If I did more than just worship her feet, this warm-hearted girl would be my nineteenth pussy in a single day.

"How many today?" she asked.

"Eighteen and counting," I answered proudly.

"Wow, that's quite the number!"

"Yeah, it's still hard to fathom, and I'm the one who lived it," I admitted.

"So, Catherine can have her pie and eat it too," she said.

"Pardon?" I asked, catching the bit about the pie, but confused about the other part.

"She can still fall in love and have her 1.8 kids and a picket fence," she said, wiggling her toes lavishly. "It's nice to let these piggies out."

"I imagine so," I said, her bright red toenails really showcased inside the dark, sweaty stockings. I then asked, 1.8 kids?"

"Yeah. Recently most American families are only having one or two kids, so the national average is 1.8, or something like that," she explained. "But don't quote me on that exact number."

"I won't," I assured her, unsure of what to do next.

"Can you please begin serving me by massaging my feet and toes?" she asked nicely. "My dogs are barking... or more accurately, they're whimpering."

"Of course," I said, knowing how nice it was to have your feet massaged, especially after a long day. That was one thing my husband did do regularly... especially during my pregnancy... and never complained about it... well, almost never.

"Thank you," she said as I took her left sweaty foot in my hand. "I spent all day conducting a cheerleading camp, and then I went to work."

"Then you've had a busy day," I observed as I massaged her silky sheer sole.

"Yes, but not like yours," she said, letting out a soft, satisfied moan.

"It was especially a very busy night," I said, recalling all the pussies I'd eaten and all the unexpected orgasms I'd endured... except endured is the wrong term, since I certainly hadn't suffered!

"Do you have any other questions for me?" she asked.

"Do you use the app very often?"

"Actually, yes and no," she said, as I continued administering a deep foot massage. "Yes, I use the friend function regularly; but no, I don't use the app very often like I did today."

"Why did you use it today?" I asked curiously.

"Do you want the truth?" she asked.

Although that question gave me some trepidation, as did her tone, I bit the bullet and said, "Yes I do."

'Your daughter sent me a message," she explained, while I did what my husband always did for me whenever he massaged my feet... individually massaging each toe. "Oh, that's nice."

"Catherine did?" I asked, surprised to hear this, although it was a dumb question, since I only had two daughters, and Hannah wasn't talking yet.

"Yeah," she said, as I used two fingers to work each toe over... knowing how wonderful it felt when my own toes received such focused attention.

"What did she say?"

"That you'd joined the Club."

"Is that it?" I asked, now going from toe to toe.

"No," she answered succinctly, making me work for the answers.

"What else did she say?" I asked, wanting to know... really needing to know.

"You're sure you want to know?"

"I do, I really do," I said, my curiosity driving me crazy.

"I'll read you the entire conversation if you want," she offered. "But only if you're sure you want me to."

"Yes, I'm really sure. Please read it out for me," I insisted, completely drawn into the revelation she was so slowly revealing... like mental foreplay.

"Okay," she said, reaching for the phone beside her. "Now do the other foot."

"Okay," I said, gently setting one foot down and grasping the other one. I knew this was a simple task, and it could even be perceived as a degrading one, but I didn't see it that way... and I didn't think she did either... I saw it as a caring way of making someone feel good. I asked, "Does my daughter massage your feet very often?"

"She does," she nodded. "Although what she really loves doing is licking my sweaty soles and sucking my toes."

"She does?" I asked, as I rubbed her sole.

"Yeah, she has quite the little foot fetish."

"I see."

"She also eats pussy very well," she said, "and you'd be surprised by how she gets herself off the best from me."

"She humps your leg?" I guessed.

"Close," she smiled. "But never mind that for now, I'll show you once you've gotten me off."

"Okay," I said. Two of my own orgasms today had been rather perverse... I'd come on Carla's foot under the table at Hooters, and I'd also come on her knee in the restroom.

"Don't worry," she assured me. "You must have done a lot of really weird and crazy stuff today, is that true?"

"You bet I did!"

"Do you regret any of it?"

I had to ponder that question for a few moments. Eating out Bianca this morning had been heavenly! Miranda Bellencourt had treated me very aggressively, but I learned that I loved being treated that way, and the same with Jade Kwong, and even her fearsome mother. Eating out Lana Lacombe at the yoga studio had almost been like having sex with a crowd of people watching us, but rather than being terrifying, I'd found the experience exhilarating. And as I reviewed all the other events during my long day that still wasn't finished, I realized I wouldn't want to change a thing! So I said, "No. I'm surprised to be able to tell you I don't regret any of it!"



"Then I bet you'll love doing what I have in mind."

"I bet I will," I agreed, as I rolled two thumbs up and down her sole.

"So, you brave soul, here's what she said, verbatim."

"Okay," I said, listening intently, while I also focused on giving her a great foot massage.

"'Hi, Mistress, will you be home later tonight?' she asked," the pretty coed began. "I answered that I wouldn't be free until later, since I had to babysit my baby sister while our parents were out for the night, celebrating their wedding anniversary. Like Catherine, my baby sister is many years younger than I am."

I listened carefully while I massaged every aspect of her foot, and I was about to advance to her delicately cute toes... her toenails painted a perfect sexy red.

"Catherine replied, 'That's good, because I have big news for you.' I asked, 'What is it?' and your daughter outed you by saying 'This morning my mother joined the Pillow Princess Club'," she continued.

As I started on her pinky toe, I was confused about a couple of things. How did my daughter know that? And had she been one of the people who'd contacted me earlier today but hadn't followed up with a summons? If so, which one? And why was she telling this girl about me when I'd never met her... and I still didn't even know her name? "I can't believe this," I said, dismayed.

"Nevertheless, I'm reading you Catherine's exact words. You'd be astounded by how many incestuous mother-daughter pairings exist within our Club alone," she said, "and by how many daughters are longing for their Moms to join, or vice versa. Not to mention how many daughters join on the very day of their eighteenth birthdays with their naked mothers looking happily over their shoulders at the computer screens while they do."

"Maybe nothing should surprise me anymore," I chuckled softly.

"Likely a good philosophy," she approved, as I worked over each of her toes.

"What did she say next?" I asked.

"So needy," she teased.

"If you're talking about sex, I can't get enough of it today," I admitted, checking out her semi-concealed crotch. She was still wearing her cheerleading outfit, but from where I was I could see under her skirt, and she wasn't wearing any panties.

"Don't worry, I'm not chintzy with my pussy, and we're getting there," she assured me.

I didn't say anything while I focused on her toes.

"Anyway," she continued, "she asked if I would please invite you to stop by."

"She did? Why?"

"Yes she did," she replied. "I was curious why too, so I asked her. Do you know what she said?"

"No," I answered, on her last toe, the scent strong, but still not unpleasant.

"But you want to know, don't you?"

"Very much so," I replied, not even trying to hide my desperation to know.

"Think about it for a moment. Why do you think she wanted you to come visit me?"

I considered the question, but then replied, "I honestly don't know."

"While I don't imagine she had any idea how popular you'd be today," she said, "she told me she wanted to know you'd be with at least one girl she could trust to give you a good experience."

"Oh," I said.

"Yes, some pillow princesses can be very self-absorbed, and even downright rude," she explained. "Now lick the soles of my feet."

"Okay," I said, and I lifted a foot, extended my tongue, and licked... her aroma even stronger now that my nose was pressed against her stocking.

"Good girl," she moaned as I bathed her silky, sweaty, salty-stocking-clad foot. The strong but pleasant aroma and taste were kinky and all-consuming.

"Mmmmmm, tastes so good," I purred, meaning it.

"Your daughter loves licking my feet while I'm wearing stockings," she said.

"I can tell why," I said. The way the stocking held her feet's taste and scent was stunningly erotic.

"Like daughter, like mother," she said.

"So, it seems," I agreed, as I bathed her entire sole with my wet tongue. "Was that all she said?"

"No."

"What else did she say?"

"She asked me to get you off the same way I always get her off."

"Oh? And what way is that?" I asked, since I'd already come many different ways today... so how many more could there be?

"Not so fast, my sweet slut. I'm keeping that secret for after you've earned it," she reproved me gently, as I moved to her toes and sucked each one of them. "Oh yes, that's so good!"

"Fair enough. Does my daughter suck your toes?" I asked, not certain why I kept bringing up Catherine.

"She does," she answered. "She always licks and kisses my feet for as long as I tell her to, and then when I've had enough, she thanks me for the privilege."

"I'll do that for you too," I said. This task was rather menial, yet oddly satisfying... while I was discovering the simple fact that I thoroughly enjoyed giving women pleasure however they wanted me to.

"I know you will," she said, as she started scrolling on her phone, while I dedicated my time to each of her pretty toes.

"So good," I moaned, as I finished with one foot and went to the other.

"Horny?" she asked, as I slid my tongue from the heel to between where her sole and toes met... whatever region that's called. Does it even have a name? Then I realized I didn't care to know anyways.

"Very," I answered, all my submissive tasks throughout today and this evening, especially with the pot lube, had left me in a perpetual state of desperately needing to be stimulated.

"Spread your legs for me," she ordered.

"Okay," I obeyed, my tongue continuing to lick her sheer-covered sole.

She directed her other foot between my legs and brought her toes to my pussy.

Who would have thought there'd come a day when I got my pussy masturbated twice by someone's nylon-clad foot and toes? "Oh my!" I trembled the moment her toes contacted my over-stimulated pussy.

"You like that?" she asked, as she ever so slowly teased my pussy, and my tongue bathed the sole of her second foot.

"Yes," I said, "and I should mention that my pussy was slathered inside and out with pot lube a while ago. Ever since, it's been super sensitive, and it's given me many orgasms."

"Interesting," she said.

"It's definitely interesting," I moaned, as her toes parted my pussy lips.

"So right now you come quickly?"

"And often."

"Interesting," she repeated.

Then for a couple of minutes, perhaps more, I licked her sole, I sucked on each of her toes, I constantly inhaled the scent of her foot, and she teased my pussy relentlessly.

I was moaning softly... as was she... as we enjoyed sharing these sensual, sweet pleasures.

"Hungry?" she asked.

"Always," I replied, which had indeed become true today.

"Now kiss your way up to my pussy," she instructed.

"Okay," I said, kissing her ankle... and then slowly splattering kisses up her silky leg... taking my time... enjoying this leisurely stroll towards her paradise.

"Mmmmmmm, yes. Don't miss a spot," she said.

A couple minutes later I reached her pussy, not surprised to see she wasn't wearing panties since I'd noticed that earlier, and her invitingly wet pussy was just waiting for me. Following a whim, I leaned higher to kiss above her pussy, and then I skipped past it again, while I replicated my splattering of kisses and licks down her other leg.

"You naughty tease," she accused with a chuckle.

"Not exactly, because very soon I'll be pleasing you to the very best of my ability."

"I bet you will."

After coating both of her legs with tender love, I returned directly to her pussy and asked, "Does my daughter lick this pretty pussy nice and slowly, or aggressively and fast?"

"She starts slowly, and then she gets more aggressive when I place my hand on her head," she explained, as I leaned forward and slowly parted her pussy lips.

"Then please signal me the same way, and I'll do my best to follow your inclinations," I requested.

"Yes, I believe that you will," she moaned, as I slowly moved my flattened tongue up and down with smooth, paintbrush-like strokes.

"Oh yes, take your time. Enjoy my tasty peach," she moaned.

"So good," I said, simply enjoying the lovely task of tasting her young, ripe peach.

"Your daughter loves munching on my pussy," she mentioned.

"Then she has excellent taste," I said, smiling at my witty remark.

"Mmmhmmm," she laughed.

I continued my slow burn exploration up and down between her lips, seeking out every crevice of her labia, and occasionally ever so lightly brushing against her clit.

Her moans increased until I felt her hand on the back of my head, guiding me a little deeper into her fresh wetness.

I took this as a signal to increase my aggressiveness, and I began licking her harder and faster.

"Oh yes, Catherine's Mommy, eat my pussy, just like your sexy daughter always does," she moaned.

"Mmmmmmm," I moaned, loving her reference to my daughter for reasons I couldn't understand.

"Oh yes, get that tongue deep inside my hole," she moaned.

I did... probing that open hole as if my tongue were a small cock.

"Oh, yes! Right there, don't stop!" she moaned, lifting her ass, which pressed my face solidly against her pussy.

I kept tongue fucking her pussy, probing and swirling, as her moans increased. Then sensing her incoming (or perhaps it's better described as her outgoing) eruption, I seized her clit between my lips and licked it aggressively, while lightly tugging on it.

"Oh my God, that's it! That's it! Oh yes, yes, yes," she screamed, and after just a few seconds of my aggressive clitoral attention, she came all over my face!

For the record, at this point, I couldn't get enough of three things.

1. Hearing this woman come thanks to my tongue.

2. The sweet nectar of this woman's cum.

3. The intense pleasure of getting my face coated in her cum.

I lapped up the creamy cum as best I could, until she pushed my head away a couple of minutes after her eruption.

"No more for now, it's too sensitive," she gasped.

"Sorry," I apologized.

"Don't be," she said, gazing down at me fondly, "it means you just did a great job of getting me off!"

"Oh, that's all right then," I said, greatly relieved. I didn't want to be less than perfect for anyone, especially for this girl whose name I still didn't know, but obviously, Catherine adored her, and even called her Mistress.

"So... do you want to come just like your baby girl always comes for me?" she asked, leaning up and onto her elbows.

"I do," I said eagerly.

"It's a little kinky," she cautioned.

"And that should concern me? Today I've tribbed with a cute and innocent-looking Asian girl a few minutes after meeting her for the first time, gotten foot fucked to an orgasm while I was seated at one of the booths right out in the Hooters restaurant, and I've been fucked by a trans woman and her girlfriend ate the cream pie out of me," I listed. "Shall I keep describing how kinky I've been today?"

"No, I get the picture," she grinned. "Then this should be right up your alley. First thing, please strip off your skirt and top. I want to see more of your lovely body."

I did, while she removed her cheerleader outfit. She was left wearing only her stockings, while I was still wearing my own stockings, along with my frilly white collar, my black and white armbands, and my lacey white headband.

She adjusted two pillows behind her head, raised her left knee, and said, "Get back on the bed and hump yourself on my leg."

"Oh," I said, as I got back on the bed, but then stalled out while I examined her leg and tried to figure out how to proceed.

"Straddle my leg, wiggle that sweet pussy around on my ankle, and then grind up and down my shin," she instructed.

"Oh, okay," I agreed, and I did exactly what she said. It took a little more maneuvering than I'd anticipated to get myself into the position.

"Here, take this pillow and put it under that sweet ass," she said, handing me a pillow.

I stuck it under my ass and moaned when I inadvertently rubbed myself on her leg.

"There you go," she said, as she grabbed my left foot and began sucking on my toes.

"Oh, that feels really nice," I said.

"Hump my leg, Catherine's Mommy," she ordered.

"Yes, ma'am," I said with a soft moan, as I began to slowly slide my pussy up and down her shinbone.

"There you go," she encouraged me.

Unlike when I was getting fucked, this time I was doing all the work, and within only a couple of minutes I was sweating a little... and moaning... as yet another orgasm was rising inside me.

"Come on my leg, Catherine's Mommy," she repeated, as she sucked every one of my left toes individually.

"Yes, I will. And please keep calling me that," I moaned, an orgasm rising inside me once again.

"Do you like being my leg humper, Catherine's Mommy?" she asked.

"Yes, I love it," I moaned.

"Who are you?" she asked.

"Catherine's Mommy," I moaned.

"Again."

"I'm Catherine's Mommy," I repeated, grinding hard on the nylon-clad leg.

"Again."

So I said loudly... almost shouting, "I'm called Catherine's Mommy! Catherine's Mommy is who I am! I'm proud to be Catherine's Mommy! I'm called Catherine's..." I repeated over and over, as orgasm sixteen was about to erupt.

"Come now, Catherine's Mommy," she ordered.

"Yes! Yes! FUCK yes!" I screamed, as another orgasm hit me.

"There you go," she said as she licked my stocking sole.

"So good," I moaned as I collapsed backwards onto the bed.

Then to my astonishment, she spun around and buried her face in my pussy!

"Mmmmmmm, you even taste just like your daughter," she crooned as she lapped up my cum.

"So hot," I said, loving that this still nameless girl had now tasted both me and my daughter.

"So good," she said, as she licked and licked.

"Fuck," I moaned, as I enjoyed the afterglow of another orgasm.

After a minute she sat up and said, "This really is like daughter, like mother."

"I guess it is," I said, as I lay there, totally spent.

But a moment later, I managed to sit up, and I said, "I guess I should get going."

"Yeah, I'm tired too," she said.

"Try having sixteen orgasms in a single day," I joked.

"Sixteen?" she gasped.

"The pot lube got my pussy completely out of control," I explained.

"I'll have to try it."

"Be warned, it turns you into a completely needy slut,"

"I'm already one of those," she shrugged, as she got off the bed.

"Me too," I laughed, as I too got off the bed.

"I'll invite you over again very soon," she said.

"I hope so," I replied.

"Maybe I'll even have you and your daughter worship me together," she said.

"I don't know about that," I said hesitantly.

"Oh, trust me," she smiled, "it's inevitable,"

"I don't know," I repeated, as I slipped back into my outfit and heels for the last time tonight.

"We shall see," she said, in a tone that indicated she'd seen a number of mothers go through this, and she knew how it always turned out.

"I guess we shall," I said. "But I have to ask. What's your name?"

"Angela," she answered.

"Perfect name," I said. "You've convinced me you're angelic, and I'm sure Catherine agrees with me."

"Thanks, she is very fond of me, and the feeling's mutual," she said. "Good night, Catherine's Mommy."

"Good night, Mistress Angela," I said, and headed out to my car.

Being just a couple blocks from my home, I didn't check my phone, just in case I'd get tempted to make any more stops.

Barbara would be at my house by now, so I'd eat that milestone twentieth pussy, and maybe even have another orgasm or two.

Either way, this eventful day and night were coming to an end.

A day and a night that had changed everything for me.

A day and a night that had made me a completely different woman.

A day and a night that had given me more orgasms than I'd experienced in many years combined.

The end for now.

Up next: Meredith heads home for one more surprise and an unexpected threesome.
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Pillow Princess Club Ch. 13

Summary: Pussies 20-21: The babysitter, and a shocking surprise.

Note: This is dedicated to Stephen, who requested the series.

Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing yet another wicked series.

Note 3: This is Chapter Thirteen of an ongoing series. (I'm still brimming with hot ideas, so who knows how long this series will eventually become.)

In Chapter One, a housewife in her mid-forties Meredith is spending a lot of time at home alone with her eight-month-old baby daughter while her husband is constantly away and neglecting her sexual needs. She sees from her bedroom window her 18-year-old female neighbour getting sexually pleasured by another woman, then another, and then even more. This increases the flame inside her: her growing curiosity about exploring her same sex desires. She discovers a secret Pillow Princess Club, where older women sign up, and are then regularly summoned by younger women to pleasure them sexually. She signs up out of lust and curiosity, and is immediately summoned by her beautiful next door neighbour Bianca. Whereupon she services her, which begins her journey into submissive lesbianism.

In Chapter Two, Meredith is spied during her short walk of shame home, so she goes across the street to Miranda Bellencourt's house to service her stocking-clad feet, eat her pussy, and get her own pussy fucked for the first time in a year and a half.

In Chapter Three, Meredith goes to her former high school bully's house, where she is greeted by a naked Miranda, who is being punished for using her before the other, apparently more important, younger pillow princesses... her punishment includes being spanked, and being required to fuck herself in the ass with a cucumber. Meredith services her third pussy, her high school bully's daughter, when said bully walks in and ends up fucking her pussy... although sadly not long enough to get her off... before she heads out for her scheduled pussy number four.

In Chapter Four, Meredith drives to a stranger's house... a cute Swedish young lady... where she discovers the joys of face sitting.

In Chapter Five, a phone call from her mother gives her more time to explore her newfound submissive love for pussy, when her Mom offers to take her daughter home for the weekend. Meredith drives to the next address, and learns it's a yoga establishment. After a brief hesitation, she goes into the business and hides under a desk, where she services a girl while the girl continues working and interacting with people.

In Chapter Six, Meredith continues her pussy pleasing tour when she is ordered to go to a house where she services two young women, and discovers the orgasmic bliss of being fisted.

In Chapter Seven, Meredith goes to meet a girl to eat her first ass, and she discovers her best friend is already there. Together, they worship the teen's pussy and ass. She also learns her best friend has had sex with Meredith's eighteen-year-old daughter. With all her tasks completed, she drives to a Hooters to go pee, and...

In Chapter Eight, Meredith has two wild adventures. An under the table foot job from a Hooters waitress who gifts her a pair of her soiled Hooters pantyhose and a promise to give her a night of unlimited coed pussy at her sorority, and her first tribbing encounter with a very cute Japanese girl. Up next: Big Rosie.

In Chapter Nine, Meredith goes to a black woman's house where she pleases not one, but two large black women and discovers the joy of chocolate cunt.

In Chapter Ten, Meredith goes to meet a girl and her friend, and she discovers that one is a transwoman with a six-inch cock. She also discovers the joys of pot lube, which leads to a wild threesome... some more pussy, and getting fucked to five orgasms. (Yes, five of them, that's not a typo... hurray for cannabis pussy lube!)

In the pivotal Chapter Eleven, Meredith returns to Hooters to get a fresh pair of cum-coated pantyhose, where she goes into a bathroom and eats Carla's pussy through her pantyhose, and then she comes on Carla's pantyhose knee. Things get serious when they both share their feelings with each other, and Meredith agrees to go on a date with the coed tomorrow night. Meredith then goes to a slumber party, where she dines on five teenage pussies and has a few more orgasms herself, in a wild Mommy roleplay scene.

In Chapter Twelve, Meredith visits a coed who has been intimate with her daughter for some time. She worships the girl's stocking-clad sweaty feet, learns more about her daughter, pleases her pussy nineteen for the day, and reaches her own orgasm by humping on the girl's leg.

Exhausted, she heads home for one last pussy, but encounters yet another surprise, which we don't know about yet, but we soon will.

And now continuing immediately after the end of part 12...

Pillow Princess Club Ch. 13

Completely exhausted by my marathon of sexual encounters, overwhelmed by the day and night, amazed by all the wild and kinky sex acts I'd participated in, both giving and receiving, bewildered by the breadth of the secret lesbian society that yesterday I'd had no knowledge about, physically weak from my plethora of orgasms, astonished by the existence and impact of pot lube, and 100% excited about the future, I rolled into my driveway.

I grabbed the two pairs of soiled pantyhose, but decided to check my phone once more.

I found a couple more messages, and an 'old school' text (in my mind, ordinary texting had become 'old school' just today). The text was from Barbara, and the messages were from GRANDMASWITCH, VOLUPTUOUSCOED, and another new person, MOMMYEATS.

I checked the message from Barbara, "I'm at your house whenever you get here."

"Mmmmmmm," I moaned, as I pulled the freshest pair of Carla's soaked pantyhose to my nose for a deep inhalation, then said to myself, "Barbara will be today's pussy number twenty."

I considered just going inside, knowing Barbara was in there, and hopefully we could finish my seemingly endless day and night with a wonderful 69. I could use one more orgasm, too... I was becoming a greedy bitch about both giving and receiving orgasms... I blamed the pot lube... and I was definitely going to research getting some tomorrow morning. But I couldn't let those messages linger unread, especially the one from Carla.

VoluptuousCOED : Good night, sweetie. Get some rest, because tomorrow is going to be another epic night, this time for both of us!

I smiled as I responded.

MERMILF: I just pulled into my driveway. I have to pay the babysitter (with an orgasm), but then I am completely crashing into my bed. I can't wait for tomorrow night! Good night my love.

I checked the one from GRANDMASWITCH.

GRANDMASWITCH: I'm happy you have finally discovered your true self. I'm looking forward to years of mutually pleasing encounters.

Her words intrigued me. Did we know each other?

MERMILF: Thank you, it has indeed been a life changing day for me. Do I know you?

Lastly, I checked the newest one, MOMMYEATS, which was indeed a cute handle. I may have to consider changing mine... if that was allowed.

MOMMYEATS: Welcome. Our next PTA meeting is going to be a LOT of fun.

My eyes went wide. I'd been planning to resign from the PTA, since my elder daughter had now graduated from the public school system, and my younger one wouldn't start school for several years. But today I'd learned that one of the other six women I knew in the PTA (of course no man was willing to volunteer his time for the good of his children) was also a member of the Club. So still feeling horny, and figuring that if I'd been outed to people I know, then I was already outed, I responded wickedly.

MERMILF: Then I hope you bring a homemade pie you are willing to share.

I grabbed the pantyhose and my phone, got out of my car, and returned to my home a very different woman from the one who'd left the house this morning. The last time I'd walked through this door, I'd already eaten my first pussy in my neighbour's backyard, and I'd also serviced the bitchy neighbour across the street before she fucked me with my first ever strap-on... and there was no way I could have known that before returning home I'd get seventeen more pussies off, and tally up my own double digit orgasm count.

It really had been a day unlike any I could have ever imagined!

I'd left bicurious, and was returning 100% bisexual.

I'd left as a wife, and was returning as a wife with a girlfriend.

I'd left unsure of who I was, and was returning with a far greater understanding of myself.

I went into my house, slipped out of my heels and entered my living room, whereupon I received... why the hell not... yet another shock.

"Hi Meredith, that's quite the sexy outfit," greeted a woman I knew very, very well, as she sipped on some wine while enjoying Barbara's ministrations between her legs.

"Pam!" I gasped as I stared at her in utter shock... this was perhaps even more stunning than the revelations about my daughter's lesbian encounters and my best friend Carolyn being a pillow princess pet... Pam was my mother-in-law... my husband's Mom.

"It looks like you're surprised to see me," she said, not showing any emotion at all... just like always. I hadn't been sure if she liked me... or even wanted me for her daughter-in-law... until my bachelorette party, when she'd finally warmed up her resting bitch face stone-like look.

"I-I-I am," I stammered, the sight of her here... with me dressed like I was, and her with Barbara between her legs... who was naked except for a sexy pair of blue stockings... was too astonishing to process.

"I was surprised to learn you'd joined the PPC," she said, still with no expression, still using an ice cold tone, as she took another sip of her wine.

"I was surprised too," I answered weakly, wondering if my marriage was over after my long day, filled with more than a couple dozen indiscretions.

"I have to ask," she said, as she placed her free hand on Barbara's head, acting as if it wasn't weird for a teenage girl to be licking her pussy while she grilled her daughter-in-law about her recent sex life. "Have you been bicurious for a while, or is this change in your lifestyle because of my stupid son's neglect?"

"Um, I don't know how to respond to that," I replied, her tone still not matching her words. Maybe she understood my awkward marriage predicament... or maybe not... since I couldn't read her tone or her stone-cold expression.

"Mmmmmm," she moaned suddenly. "Barbara really knows how to deliver a slow burn pussy experience."

"That's nice," I said, not knowing what else to say under the awkward circumstances.

"She's been munching between my legs for a good twenty minutes and has kept me close to coming, but hasn't pushed me over the top," my mother-in-law explained.

"That's good technique," I said, although my inflexions made it more of a question than anything else.

"It is," she nodded, as she finished her wine. "A good pet understands how to follow orders unconditionally."

"So I'm learning," I said, the conversation taking a new turn, although neither her tone nor expression had changed enough to give me much confidence that this conversation wasn't going to explode in my face any moment now.

"Go and refill my wine," she said. "We have a lot to discuss."

"Okay," I said, going to her, taking the wineglass, and glancing down at Barbara... primarily her really cute naked butt... between her legs before going to the kitchen.

What the fuck?

Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!

I set Carla's pantyhose and my phone on the kitchen counter, went to the fridge, poured a glass of wine, and downed a mouthful from the bottle before taking a deep breath and returning to the living room to face whatever lay ahead.

I handed her the wineglass and she said, "Thank you."

"You're welcome," I said, not even knowing where to sit or stand for this surreal encounter.

As if reading my mind, she said, "You may kneel beside me."

"Pam I don't think this is a...." I began to say, but she silenced me by lifting her stocking-clad foot all the way up to my face. I couldn't count how many times today I'd had a nylon-clad foot in my face, or on my lips, or doing something with my pussy.

"Shhhhh," she said, so I decided not to argue, and instead I lowered myself obediently to my knees before her. "For now my pet, only speak when I ask you a question, is that clear?"

"Yes ma'am," I whispered, startled by her words, and compelled to obey, due to my submissive attire, but also wondering if she was planning to out me.

Her foot began moving up and down my face.

On second thought, outing me didn't seem at all likely, since she had my babysitter between her legs... but unlike me, she wasn't cheating... Jack's Dad had passed away in a car accident when Jack was just nine... like mine had.

"Good girl," she smiled, gazing down at me.

I didn't say anything, because I'd been told not to.

"So how many pussies have you serviced today?" she asked, one of her feet going between my parted legs.

The word 'serviced' somehow made my wild and crazy day of pleasuring all those girls and women sound more like it was a job, such as servicing refrigerators. I responded, not making eye contact, since this encounter was far more awkward than any of my other ones... even more than finding my best friend Carolyn in that girl's bed earlier today, "Nineteen, I believe."

"Seriously?" she gasped. Apparently that was a high number.

"Yes. For instance this evening I spent some time at a slumber party, where I dined on five delicious teen pussies," I answered, deciding fuck it... I was just going to be open, honest and blunt... she was obviously a member of the Pillow Princess Club, although she seemed to have some ulterior motives regarding me... by now I was pretty confident judging by her tone of voice and actions that she wasn't planning to out me to her son.

"Five at once," she smiled for the first time. "You really are a go-getter!"

"I try," I said.

"So babysitter Barbara was going to be pussy number twenty?" she accurately assessed.

"I figured I owed her at least that," I said, as I glanced down at the sweet girl (and her bare butt) between my mother-in-law's legs.

"I'm sure she'll appreciate it," she said. "She's an excellent little pussy pleaser."

"Mmmmmmm," I said, really wanting both to taste my daughter's best friend, and to have her taste me. I couldn't deny it, the pot lube was still having a pronounced effect on my very well-used pussy.

My mother-in-law's foot went between my legs, but it didn't touch my twitching twat.

"Are you are hungry for even more pussy?" she asked.

"Starving," I replied, My second (or maybe third) wind was gearing itself up, or perhaps it was just the surreal situation I'd come home to find myself in.

"And how about your own pussy?" my mother-in-law continued, as her foot grazed my pussy. "Do you need to get fucked some more?"

"Yes, I need it badly," I admitted with a soft moan. I also revealed, "I had some pot lube inserted into and onto my pussy, and it's turned me into an insatiable slut for orgasms."

"Pot lube?" she asked, the look on her face telling me she didn't know about it.

"I don't know how it works," I answered, glancing down at Barbara, who was now slowly rubbing her own pussy while she licked my mother-in-law, "but it gets your pussy or your asshole high, which enhances the intensity of your pleasure and your orgasms. It's very effective."

"Really?" she asked, genuinely intrigued.

"Yes," I confirmed, for some reason excited to tell her about something she hadn't known about and hadn't experienced. "And, although I don't understand how it works, it has no effect on your mind or your skillsets. Only your pussy gets high."

"Or your ass?"

"Yes, but Brandi didn't put any there."

"Interesting," she said, as she seemed to be seriously pondering this information. "Very interesting." She then moaned softly. She pulled Barbara's head up from her pussy and asked, "Would you like my slutty daughter-in-law to eat your pussy, my dear?"

Barbara looked at me and smiled, her lips glistening with wetness. "Yes, I'd love that!"

"Come sit down up here and spread those firm, sexy legs for her," Pam instructed.

"Yes, ma'am," Barbara replied obediently as she stood up.

Pam did too, and as she walked past me, she said, patting my head, "Stay."

My cheeks burned from this monosyllabic order usually given to a dog. I looked up at Barbara, who whispered, "I'm so sorry! I neglected to lock the door, and she came in without my permission a couple minutes after I arrived."

"It's okay," I said. "I'm sorry I got you into this."

"It's all good," she said, as she spread her legs to reveal a very pretty pink and hairless pussy... already very wet. "I'm having lots of fun. And thanks to your willingness, I'm about to have even more fun."

"Crawl to that pretty pussy and beg to eat her," my mother-in-law ordered from behind me.

Silently I obeyed, very eager to taste my daughter's best friend's invitingly shiny pussy.

As soon as I was within reach, I begged, as I stared admiringly at the eighteen-year-old's fresh pussy with authentic lust, "Please, Barbara. May I lick your sweet, pretty pussy?"

"Yes you may," Barbara said, looking down a bit awkwardly, while I looked up at her.

"No, you can do lots better than that," my mother-in-law objected, slapping my ass. "Talk nasty. Convince us there's nothing you want more than to eat your daughter's best friend's pussy."

I looked back at my mother-in-law and saw that she'd discarded her dress and now was wearing only red thigh high stockings, and she had a strap-on in her hand.

"Yes, I'm going to fuck your cunt, Meredith. I'm going to pound that pussy good, like I'm pretty sure my son never does."

"Not for a year and a half," I answered, looking at the huge cock in her hands, and helpfully throwing my husband under the bus.

"Well, luckily Momma is here to do my son's work for him," she said, as she prepared to strap that huge cock to her body.

Deciding to talk nasty, since my pussy was dying to get that cock inside of it, "Pam, please fuck my cunt hard and deep with that massive dick."

"You want eight inches of hard dick buried deep inside that slut hole of yours?" Pam asked, as she slid the harness, along with the big fat cock, up her legs.

"Yes Mistress," I answered, using the term that awarded her all the power, and that I'd already heard Barbara address her with, "I want you to destroy my cunt with that huge, fat, mother-fucking dick."

"Shit, I wish I'd known this side of you earlier," she said, impressed with my foul mouth.

"So do I," I said. "Your son hasn't fucked me in almost two years."

"That fucking idiot," she sighed. "Let me guess. He wouldn't fuck you because you were pregnant."

"Exactly," I said, getting a little bitter even though I was on all fours like a bitch in heat, "scared he'd hurt the baby, even though that's physically impossible."

"Fucking moron," she said, sharing my sentiments, as she approached me.

"And even though Hannah was born eight months ago, he still won't," I added.

"But I'm sure he still expects regular blow jobs," she said.

"Of course," I sighed.

"Well, no more talk about him for now," Pam said, as she knelt behind me.

"Agreed," I said, "just slam that huge cock in my steaming twat, and give me the fucking your son couldn't ever deliver even back when he was fucking me."

"You still haven't begged Barbara properly for the privilege of eating her sweet young pussy," she reminded me, as she rubbed the cock between my pussy lips.



"Oh Barbara, may your best friend's Mommy PLEASE eat your pretty pussy, your wet cunt, until you come all over my face?" I pleaded, meaning every word, "I need it so bad!"

"Do you need her pussy, or this?" Pam asked, as she slid the huge, fat, eight-inch cock inside my soaking pussy.

I screamed, as sudden rapture swarmed both inside and outside my body, "Both!"

"Lick me," Barbara said, looking at me lustfully, just like I'm sure I was looking at her.

"Yes indeed, you sexy thing," I smiled... and moaned... now with eight inches of cock deep inside me, and stretching my pussy lips wide open.

I leaned forward and licked the teen pussy, while my mother-in-law began slowly sliding her huge dick.... the biggest one I'd ever had inside my long-neglected pussy... in and out.

"Do you like being my slut, Meredith?" Pam asked, still sliding her dick in and out of me.

"Oh yes, Mistress, I love being your slut," I moaned, then I resumed licking Barbara's very wet, very sweet pussy. "God, I wish I'd known about this nasty side of you sooner!"

"Me too," she said. Then she slammed deep into me and rested there.

"Oh my fucking God!" I screamed into Barbara's wet pussy, as intense pleasure pulsed through me.

"Do you like that?" Pam asked, caressing my ass.

"I fucking love it!" I replied enthusiastically. "Give it to me hard! Fuck me like I'm the nastiest slut you've ever used."

"You're so hot," Barbara moaned, as I tongued her clit.

"And you taste so good, Barbara," I said, resolving now that I'd become a pussy licker, always to tell everyone I tasted how delicious they were... since all too often men compared women's pussies to a variety of nasty-tasting things.

"Isn't she a pretty thing?" Pam asked, as she pulled out slowly, then slammed back into me so hard my face collided with Barbara's pussy, Pam's entire body now resting against mine.

"Yesssssssss," I screamed, each deep thrust resulting in a wave of intense pleasure... not enough to make me reach orgasm... but a powerful, pleasurable tease that made my entire body burn.

"Oh yes, Mrs. Hamilton, don't stop doing that," Barbara moaned.

"Please call me Meredith or slut," I said, looking up at her, with my tongue still probing between her pussy lips.

"Okay," she moaned as I tugged her clit between my lips, just as Pam hammered me one more time.

"Oh fuck!" I bellowed, the intensity of each deep penetration sending shock waves of intensity through my core.

"You want it hard, slut?" my mother-in-law asked.

"Yes, yes! Fuck me hard! Pound my pussy! Destroy my cunt," I rambled, while I still did my best to keep pleasing the teen twat I was serving.

"Get ready then," she said, squeezing my hips before she began giving me the hardest, deepest fucking of my life.

"Oh, fuck! Fuck, you mother fucker!" I babbled and moaned wildly, while Pam slammed into me like a jackhammer, and I continued trying to lick Barbara's pussy... which was challenging, to say the least!

"Oh yeah, your pussy is swallowing this cock whole, you greedy slut," Pam growled, fucking me at a furious pace.

"Don't stop! Give me all that dick!" I pleaded, yet another orgasm imminent, as I buried my face in Barbara's pussy and nodded my head and tongue up and down... using the pressure of my face to anchor my hungry tongue inside her hole.

"Oh yeah, slut! Eat my pussy! Get your tongue right in there!" Barbara moaned.

Hearing this sweet girl who'd always been impeccably polite to me calling me a slut really turned me on. And if she was saying such nasty things, I must be getting her close to coming.

"Yes, give me your cum, baby," I urged, knowing I wasn't going to last much longer before orgasm number seventeen pounced on me.

"Don't you dare come, Meredith, until you get our teen plaything off," Pam ordered.

"Oh, God," I moaned, knowing my own was imminent. Desperate to come myself, using all my willpower to obey my mother-in-law and hold back, I sucked Barbara's clit between my lips and attacked it with aggressive vigour.

"Oh my God, Mommy! Don't stop! Oh Mommy, yes! Oh fuck!" she moaned, and then she came, lifting up her ass and grabbing fistfuls of my hair, to keep my face pressed against her pulsating pussy.

"Good slut," Pam purred, as my face was drenched with a massive amount of gushing pussy juice.

"Mmmmmmmmm," I moaned, as I enjoyed this best way to get a facial, while I lapped up my daughter's best friend's cum, while my own impending orgasm bubbled like a volcano about to erupt!

"Come on my cock, slut, come right now," Pam demanded, fucking me harder than any man ever had, each deep thrust forcing my face against the still leaking pussy, while Barbara continued to moan throughout her long, intense orgasm.

"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned again, not wasting time with words, as I licked up as much cum as I could reach, even while getting roughly railed by that eight-inch strap-on cock.

I felt my hair pulled back, as she demanded, "Come now, bitch! Come on my cock! Enjoy your first cum as my daughter-in-law fuck toy!"

"Yes, Mommy," I moaned loudly, as her aggressive words, the hair pulling, the intense fucking, and perhaps the pot lube still with its hold on me, led to yet another orgasm ripping me apart. "Fuuuuuuuck," I screamed into Barbara's pussy as I got hydrated from her pussy juice, just when my own was about to pour out of me.

Pam pulled out of me, thus releasing my cum to flow out.

"Shit, you're quite the gusher," she said, as I soaked my rug.

"I am today," I said, in awe of the constant pleasure I'd been enjoying today.

"Want to make it twenty-one now?" Pam asked.

I was so overwhelmed with pleasure, it took me a moment to register what she meant, before I looked up, my face wet from Barbara's pussy, looked back to my pretty mother-in-law and replied, "Yes, Mistress, I'd love to eat your pussy."

"Lie down on the floor," she ordered, as she got out of her strap-on.

"Yes, Mistress," I said as I obeyed, wetness still leaking out of me.

"You may get dressed and go, Barbara," she said.

"Yes, Mistress," Barbara said. "Thanks a heap, Meredith."

"No, thank you for everything," I replied, looking up at her from my place on the rug.

Pam straddled my face and said, "She really is an adorable little thing."

"She really is," I agreed, as pussy number twenty-one lowered itself onto my face.

"This won't take long," she said, "Barbara kept me near the brink for quite some time."

"And I imagine fucking your daughter-in-law for the first time also got this sweet pussy burning," I added, as I leaned up and licked my mother-in-law's pussy.

"Oh, you're right about that, my little slut," she moaned.

"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned as I licked.

"That's it, right there," Pam moaned, "get that tongue in my hole."

"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned again, getting turned on again just from licking her pussy... the intensity multiplied because it was Pam's pussy I was licking. This wasn't incest... yet it felt so, so, so wrong... which somehow made it feel so, so, so right.

"Yes, eat your Mommy's pussy," she moaned, reading my mind again.

"You taste so good," I said as I hungrily dined on her delicacy... one final sweet homemade pie on this day and night filled with firsts. This one was the most homemade of the homemade pies. Well, except for Catherine's, which despite my reservations, I was pretty sure I'd be eating before very long... perhaps as soon as tomorrow... and there was no way I'd be able to deny that was incest!

"I'm glad you like it, since you'll be munching on this pussy a lot from now on," she said, moaning louder.

"I hope so," I said, keeping my responses short, as I focused on the task at tongue.

"I'm getting close! Don't stop, slut! Don't stop licking Mommy!" she moaned, as she began grinding her pussy frantically on my face.

"Mmmmmmmmm," I moaned again, knowing I was about to imbibe another creamy dessert.

"Oh fuck! Yes, yes slut! Yes! Yes! Yes!" she screamed, as she grabbed the back of my head and held me hard against her flooding pussy.

I drank as much of her cum as I could in my trapped position, until she let go of my head, once her orgasm was over.

She got off me and said, "Nothing else changes."

"Understood," I said, lifting myself onto my elbows, although I didn't quite understand what she meant by that.

She put her dress and shoes back on, and I just stood up and stretched. There was no point in my dressing if I'd be going to bed soon, especially now that I didn't mind how much she saw of my naked body.

"Good night," she said.

"Night," I said.

"By the way, in case it isn't obvious, I'm GRANDMASWITCH," she revealed.

"Oh, right! I said, since that hadn't even entered my head until she told me.

"You had no clue," she laughed.

"It's been a very long day," I said.

"So it has," she said, grabbing her strap-on harness, putting it in a shopping bag, and heading out.

Exhausted, I retrieved my phone, locked the front door once she'd left, and went directly to bed. I was so exhausted, I didn't even bother to remove the remaining bits and pieces of the maid outfit, or the black stockings.

I fluffed two pillows under my head, and checked my phone one last time.

No new messages.

I sent a message to IFUCKMILFS.

MERMILF: Where can I get some of that pot lube? It was transcendental.

I was just about to turn my phone off and tell Alexa to shut off my overhead light, when I got a new message. Of course I had to read it.

VOTE4BITCH: Just getting home? That must have been quite the day and night.

I responded to my bitch neighbour Miranda, who I was beginning to see as much less of a bitch, in part because this morning she'd been the first person in a year and a half to fuck me. It was nice having an adult to talk to who knew about my new lifestyle... and I also had Carolyn.

MERMILF: It really was. Twenty-one pussies in all... two of them just now after I got home.

VOTE4BITCH: No way.

MERMILF: Yeah, I had a few two-pussy stops and even a five-pussy slumber party.

VOTE4BITCH: You certainly went all in.

MERMILF: Like you did with me.

VOTE4BITCH: And that was my smallest dick.

MERMILF: I took an eight-inch one tonight so I think I'm ready for anything.

VOTE4BITCH: You dirty slut.

MERMILF: For pussy and strap-on dick I am. Oh yes and there was even a trans woman with a real dick who fucked me too.

VOTE4BITCH: I will have to go shopping then.

MERMILF: For what, a twelve-inch fuck stick to pound your neighbour's pussy?

VOTE4BITCH: Exactly. Well, get some rest. You earned it.

MERMILF: I am wiped.

She didn't respond again, so I checked to see IFUCKMILFS had.

IFUCKMILFS: I can drop by tomorrow and give you some.

MERMILF: That would be great.

IFUCKMILFS: I'll stop by before lunch.

MERMILF: Okay, I'll send you my address.

IFUCKMILFS: Sounds good. See you tomorrow slut.

MERMILF: Good night.

Before I went to bed, feeling selfish, and indeed wanting to get a long night's sleep, I sent a text to my mother: Can you keep Hannah until 4ish? I'm tired and I have to get some things done because Jack is coming home today.

Like I'd promised myself, I draped the soiled pantyhose across my pillow, I laid my face directly onto it and took a deep, satisfying whiff.

I put my phone on mute, set the PPC app to Do not disturb, closed my eyes, and drifted off to sleep in a heartbeat, with Carla's sweet scent filling my senses... not thinking about consequences, not even thinking about tomorrow, which was already destined to be another interesting day with a college guy to fuck, a date with a beautiful woman, and perhaps even servicing an entire sorority of girls. On top of that, Edna could stop by, Carolyn was sure to at least call, and my husband was coming home.

Definitely, only the beginning of my new lifestyle.

THE END OF CHAPTER 13.

Up next, day 2... where she tries to break her record of 21 pussies and 17 personal orgasms starting with:

Chapter 14:

An illustrated chapter, where Catherine comes home for a surprise visit.


Pillow Princess Club Ch. 14

Pillow Princess Club Ch. 14

Summary: Pussies 22-23: Family play when the daughter makes a surprise visit.

Note: This is dedicated to Stephen, who requested the series.

Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing yet another wicked series, and for providing the pictures.

Note 3: This is Chapter Fourteen of an ongoing series (with at least four more already in the works).

In Chapter One, a housewife in her mid-forties Meredith is spending a lot of time at home alone with her eight-month-old baby daughter, while her husband is constantly away and neglecting her sexual needs. She sees from her bedroom window her 18-year-old female neighbour getting sexually pleasured by another woman, then another, and then even more. This increases the flame inside her: her growing curiosity to explore her same sex desires. She discovers a secret Pillow Princess Club, where older women sign up and are then regularly summoned by younger women to pleasure them sexually. She signs up out of lust and curiosity, and is immediately summoned by her beautiful next door neighbour Bianca. Whereupon she services her, which begins her journey into submissive lesbianism.



In Chapter Two, Meredith is spied during her short walk of shame home, so she goes across the street to Miranda Bellencourt's house to service her stocking-clad feet, eat her pussy, and get her own pussy fucked for the first time in a year and a half.



In Chapter Three, Meredith goes to her former high school bully's house, where she is greeted by a naked Miranda, who is being punished for using her before the other, apparently more important, younger pillow princesses... her punishment includes being spanked, and being required to fuck herself in the ass with a cucumber. Meredith services her third pussy, her high school bully's daughter, when said bully comes in and ends up fucking her pussy... although sadly not long enough to get her off... before she heads out for her scheduled pussy number four.



In Chapter Four, Meredith drives to a stranger's house... a cute Swedish young lady... where she discovers the joys of face sitting.



In Chapter Five, a phone call from her mother gives her more time to explore her newfound submissive love for pussy when her Mom offers to take her daughter home for the weekend. Meredith drives to the next address, and learns it's a yoga establishment. After a brief hesitation, she goes into the business and hides behind a counter, where she services a girl while the girl continues working and interacting with people.



In Chapter Six, Meredith continues her pussy pleasing tour when she is ordered to go to a house where she services two young women, and discovers the orgasmic bliss of being fisted.



In Chapter Seven, Meredith goes to meet a girl to eat her first ass, and she discovers her best friend is already there. Together they worship the teen's pussy and ass. She also learns her best friend has had sex with Meredith's eighteen-year-old daughter. With all her tasks completed, she drives to a Hooters to go pee, and...



In Chapter Eight, Meredith enjoys two wild adventures. An under the table foot job from a Hooters waitress, who gifts her a pair of her soiled Hooters pantyhose and a promise to give her a night of unlimited coed pussy at her sorority. Then Meredith has her first tribbing encounter with a very cute Japanese girl. Up next: Big Rosie.



In Chapter Nine, Meredith goes to a black woman's house, where she pleases not one, but two large black women and discovers the joy of chocolate cunt.



In Chapter Ten, Meredith goes to meet a girl and her friend, and she discovers that one of them is a transwoman with a six-inch cock. She also discovers the joys of pot lube, which leads to a wild threesome... eating some pussy and getting fucked to five orgasms. (Yes, five of them, that's not a typo... hurray for cannabis pussy lube!)



In the pivotal Chapter Eleven, Meredith returns to Hooters to obtain a fresh pair of cum-coated pantyhose, where she goes into a bathroom and eats Carla's pussy through her pantyhose, and then she comes on Carla's pantyhose knee. Things get serious when they both share their feelings with each other, and Meredith agrees to go on a date with the coed tomorrow night. Meredith then goes to a slumber party, where she dines on five teenage pussies and has a few more orgasms herself, in a wild Mommy roleplay scene.

(This chapter is so important it gets two pictures... one with the sexy and intriguing Carla rubbing Meredith's pussy with her leg, and one with the main Pillow Princess scene).





In Chapter Twelve, Meredith visits a coed who has been using her daughter for some time. She worships the girl's stocking-clad sweaty feet, learns more about her daughter, pleases pussy number nineteen, and reaches her own orgasm by humping herself on the girl's leg.



In Chapter Thirteen, Meredith returns home, and is shocked to find her mother-in-law there, with the babysitter between her legs. This leads to more revelations for the first day Pillow Princess Service Pet, plus two more pussies: her mother-in-law's and the babysitter's... and another fucking from a big strap-on cock on the hips of said mother-in-law.



Then finally... after 21 pussies and 17 orgasms in a single day, she goes to bed with Carla's soiled pantyhose on her pillow, and drifts off into a glorious slumber.

And now the next morning.

Pillow Princess Club Ch. 14

I don't know if I've ever slept so soundly in my life.

Usually, I toss and turn.

Usually, I have to get up and feed Hannah.

Usually, I don't get more than three hours of sleep without being woken up.

Usually, I'm always tired.

Usually, I got woken up by someone or something: the baby, my bladder, the phone, or my husband.

Today I was getting awakened by something too.

Knocking downstairs at the front door.

In a slumber daze after an amazingly deep sleep, I didn't process what it was at first.

The knocking continued, and I groggily got up and glanced at the clock. It was 10:30.

Wow, I hadn't slept in past 7:00 in an eternity!

As the knocking continued, I grabbed my robe, still wearing my stockings, frilly white collar, white headpiece, and black and white armbands from yesterday, and went downstairs to my front door. I looked through the peephole, where a pretty redhead in a ponytail was standing there in what looked like a school uniform. Which was odd, since school was out for the summer.

I opened the door, and she asked, "Are you Meredith?"

"Um, yeah," I said.

"I'm supposed to give this to you," she said, handing me an ordinary-looking brown paper bag.

"What is it?" I asked, still waking up.

"Pot lube," she answered.

"Oh, my," I replied, feeling my cheeks burning red in a heartbeat! I was a little confused, since I'd expected Fran to stop by... perhaps for a suck or fuck...and not until noonish.

"May I please come in?" she asked. "Fran said you'd eat my pussy as a tip for delivering this."

"Oh! I'm... yeah, please come in," I said, a little startled by her blunt explanation.

She came in, and as soon as I closed the door, she lifted up her skirt and said, "Get licking."

I went to kneel down before her, when she changed her mind and said, "Actually, no. First take off your robe."

"Okay," I said, shifting quickly into my natural submissive mode, even in my own home. I took off my robe and tossed it aside, suddenly naked front of this girl except for the black thigh high stockings and a few accessories.

"Nice body," she said.

"Thank you," I responded, appreciating the compliment... one unexpected perk of my joining the Pillow Princess Club yesterday, was I'd received more compliments in the last twenty-four hours than I had from my husband in the last year plus.

"Actually, let me put some of this lube inside that sweet MILF pussy of yours," she said, as she took the bag I'd set on a tiny table, opened it, and scooped up a bit with her fingers.

"I wasn't sure I was going to use iiiiit," I began to say, but then her fingers rubbed my pussy a little, and she slid two fingers inside me.



"Oh, we both know you want this," she said as she slowly fingered me.

"Oh," I moaned, not in agreement or against it, just from the sensation of having two fingers unexpectedly inside me.

She only fingered me for a few seconds before she pulled out, leaned against the door, and said, "Now come eat my pussy."

"Mmmmmm," I smiled, as I knelt before her, leaning against the door as well, as I prepared to dine on my first pussy of the day. "I haven't even had breakfast yet."

"Well, I think you'll enjoy this treat," she said.

"I know I will," I said, before extending my tongue and tasting my first pussy of the day after.

"Mmmmmmmm," she moaned, as I slowly and leisurely licked her pussy. I was in no rush... I was just going to enjoy my surprise homemade fresh breakfast.

For a few minutes, I licked... teased... probed, and sucked.

As her moans increased, she lifted a leg over my shoulder, and that gave me even better access to her sweet pussy.

"So good," I said, like I usually did whenever I savoured a new pussy.



"Yes, get right in there," she moaned, as I really tongue fucked her pussy. "Don't stop."

I had no intention of stopping until I tasted her cum and drank down my breakfast.

"Oh, fuck! Yes! Yes, oh fuck!" the unnamed girl cried out, as she came on my ravenous tongue. For a while, her cum continued running slowly out of her and into my mouth.

I didn't stop licking until she lifted her leg off my shoulder and said, "That was great!"

"Agreed," I said, looking up at her.

"I hope you enjoy the lube."

"I'm sure I will," I said, standing up.

Once she left the house, I retrieved my robe from the floor and returned to my bedroom. I noticed a slight tingle in my pussy... the pot lube was beginning to do its trick.

I picked up my phone and saw a few messages on it.

First, a text from my Mom.

Mom: No problem. Just text me when you want me to drop Hannah off or when you are coming to pick her up.

I didn't respond immediately, since I needed to check for any messages on the app, and a message from Carolyn.

Carolyn: I hope the rest of your night went well. I can't wait to meet for coffee and maybe a lot more.

I responded: It was wild. I can't wait to tell you everything. I need to go shower and pick up Hannah, but we need to meet soon.

I then checked the app. As I did, I looked out the window to see Bianca in her usual spot, and a black woman between her legs. It instantly made my pussy gush.

I watched for a minute, my left hand going to my pussy, when Bianca looked up and waved.



I waved back with a big grin, and watched for another minute before I checked the app.

VOLUPTUOUSCOED: Good morning. I'm looking forward to tonight. Make sure to wear a pair of the new pantyhose I gave you. I want to see those sexy legs encased in them. I also booked a reservation at Le Chateau Club for 8. Have a great day.

I responded... as I went to the bed and grabbed her soiled pantyhose. I brought them to my nose and inhaled her scent... a scent that quickly got my pussy burning.

MERMILF: That sounds perfect and I will definitely put on the pantyhose you generously gifted me. By the way, I slept with your soiled pantyhose on my pillow. I know that may sound pathetic, but I just can't get enough of your perfectly addicting scent.

I pressed send and checked my other messages.

IFUCKMILFS: Sorry, something came up. I am sending Fiona to drop off the lube. That said, I will take a raincheck to fucking that sexy mouth of yours, pounding that pussy, and if you are willing, hammering that tight ass of yours. I told Fiona you would eat her pussy for delivery, so please don't make me a liar.

I took another sniff of the pantyhose before I responded.

MERMILF: Thank you. I didn't see this message until after Fiona stopped by. I did indeed thank her with my tongue. Thanks again for the pot lube and I will be more than willing to make sure I thank you PROPERLY when we next meet.

I had a message from someone else new: TOYGIRL.

TOYGIRL: Hi, you live close to me. I'd love to try out some of my toys on you. I am free to host all day until 3:30.

I responded.

MERMILF: Hi, I hope we can hook up someday soon. I may have to pick up my daughter in a little while. If I don't I will definitely text you. What toys do you have?

I checked another newcomer's message, a handle that left nothing to the imagination... BACKDOORBANGER.

BACKDOORBANGER: Hi, slut. Has anyone fucked that ass of yours yet? If not, I call dibs to be your first. If yes, I want to really pound your ass and show you the true pleasure of anal sex.

I got a response from VOLUPTUOUSCOED.

VOLUPTUOUSCOED: Perfect. By the way, here is a picture of my best friend. She is a sorority sister and is hoping to meet you later tonight.

A picture followed, and my eyes went wide for a couple of reasons.



1. The picture was so fucking hot... it made my pussy tingle.

2. I knew the girl. She was our church minister's daughter!

As I was staring at the picture, she sent another message.

VOLUPTUOUSCOED: I think you know her.

I responded as my hand went to my pussy.

MERMILF: I do. She is my minister's daughter.

I responded to BACKDOORBANGER.

MERMILF: I have not been fucked in my ass. I'm not going to lie, I have a lot of trepidation about it.

I removed my nylons and the final remnants of the maid outfit, and headed to the washroom to shower... but I took my phone with me. As I turned the water on, I checked and saw another message from VOLUPTUOUSCOED.

VOLUPTUOUSCOED: She does like to worship.

I responded.

MERMILF: If you mean worshipping a certain goddess I know, we have that in common.

I set the phone on the counter and got into the shower. I allowed the warm water to cascade over me. I washed my hair and soaped up my body even as my pussy tingled. An idea popping into my head, I detached the showerhead from the wall and aimed it directly at my pussy... which I'd read about in an erotic story once.

Instantly I moaned loudly... as the intense water pressure sent waves of pleasure through my pot lubed pussy in a heartbeat.

"Ooooooh!" I moaned to myself.

I kept the focused stream shooting directly onto my pot-lube-enhanced clit, and allowed the pleasure to overwhelm me.

In just a few seconds, as sad as that may sound, I was coming... the pot lube along with the intensity of the water stream sending me over the top.

I directed the showerhead stream somewhere else since it was too intense, and I just leaned against the wall of shower as I enjoyed the orgasm.

A couple minutes later, I got out of the shower, dried off, and checked my phone.

Carolyn had texted me back.

CAROLYN: Tomorrow?

I responded: Definitely.

I also had messages from VOLUPTUOUSCOED, IFUCKMILFS, TOYGIRL, BACKDOORBANGER and SQUIRTSALOT.

I checked them in order.

VOLUPTUOUSCOED: Oh, you will be worshipping your goddess a lot tonight.

I responded.

MERMILF: I can't wait.

IFUCKMILFS: I look forward to it.

TOYGIRL: Let me know if you can make it work. Here is a pic of some of my toys.



I replied:

MERMILF: Oh my, that is quite the collection.

BACKDOORBANGER: So that ass is mine. I will prep your ass first. I will train your backdoor to love getting a dick up her ass.

I didn't respond since I wasn't sure what to say. Instead, I checked a message from SQUIRTSALOT, someone who'd messaged me last night.

SQUIRTSALOT: I will be stopping by in the next thirty minutes.

I was surprised by that. I responded.

MERMILF: I'm not sure I will be home.

I went into the bedroom and grabbed a pair of seldom-used white stockings with a garter-belt... the same one I wore for my wedding over two decades ago. I don't know why I chose them... but I did. That said, I wanted to wear stockings to provide immediate access to my pussy anytime the opportunity presented itself.

I threw on a long robe for now, and since I was alone in the house, I didn't bother to close it in the front, and I looked out the window.

Bianca was gone.

I headed downstairs, made myself a coffee and some toast. Checking my phone, I saw that SQUIRTSALOT hadn't responded.



I ate my toast, grabbed my laundry, and went down to the basement to start a load. It almost felt weird to be doing something as humdrum as laundry. But daily life had to keep going, as well as all the fun stuff.

I started the load going in the machine, and then picked up my phone to text my Mom. I really should go and pick up Hannah!

I was typing a message, when I leaned against the machine, and the vibrations made me moan. A wicked idea popped into my head, something I'd seen in a porn video somewhere. I pressed my pussy against a corner of the machine, and let the vibrations pulse through me. After a few seconds of trying to get comfortable, I turned around and pressed my ass against the vibrating machine. I placed my hand on my pussy and began rubbing myself.

I was totally enjoying the vibrations when I was startled by two shocking words. "Hi, Mom!"



I moved away from the machine, embarrassed to be caught pleasuring myself with the rather unorthodox sex device... the washing machine... and also shocked to see my daughter striding towards me with a big smile on her face. I stammered, "C-C-Catherine, what are you doing here?"

"I thought I should check in on you," she said with a slight smile, dressed casually in a t-shirt and shorts. She must have discarded whatever shoes she'd been wearing just inside the front door like she always did.

"Oh, I'm... I'm... I'm fine," I said, still rattled by Catherine being here... I knew we'd have to talk about the Pillow Princess Service Club at some point, but I certainly wasn't ready for that to be right now! I asked, "Shouldn't you still be at camp?"

"I told my supervisors I had a family situation, and I'd return later today," she said... interesting that she described my joining the Club as a 'family situation'.

"Oh," I said, as I leaned back against the washing machine and accidentally let out a soft moan as the vibrations triggered my pot lubed sensitive pussy. "Why did you stop by?" I asked, carefully stepping away from the washing machine.

"I think you know why," she said, as she came closer to me.

"What do you know?" I asked, even though I knew she knew a lot.

She pulled her phone out and typed something. "Check your phone."

I looked at her, perplexed, but grabbed my phone and saw I had a new message on the app. Then I knew. I clicked on the app, and indeed it was what I thought... a message from SQUIRTSALOT.

SQUIRTSALOT: Hi, Mom. Hop onto the washing machine.

I looked up at my daughter and said, "Catherine."

"Do it, Mom," she ordered.

"Honey, I know you know about some of my indiscretions yesterday," I began, thinking indiscretion might be the wrong word.

"I know about a lot of them," she said, now standing immediately in front of me. She pushed me against the washing machine, and again I moaned. "And I'm so happy for you!"

"You are?" I asked, as vibrations pulsated through me, and especially went to my pussy.

"I really am," she said. "I've fantasized about this happening so many times!"

"You have?" I asked, her words and the vibrations both churning me into a confused mess, as she kissed me.



Her hand shot out and went directly to my exposed pussy, and she said, "Yes, Mommy. I've fantasized about your doing this ever since I joined the Pillow Princess Service Club."

"Catherine," I moaned, as her finger slid inside me, and I couldn't think of anything to say.

"Mommy," she said, as her finger slowly fucked me, "I want to make you come, and this is special, because it'll be our first time."

"Oh, Catherine," I moaned, her finger, the vibrations from the machine, and the pot lube, all working together to drive me wild, and quelling any concerns I should have had about what we were doing. Everything I'd done yesterday had been kinky, wild, fulfilling and life changing, and yes I'd cheated on my husband, but I hadn't done anything as taboo as incest.

"Hop onto the machine, Mommy," she instructed.

"Catherine," I repeated, which was my ineffective attempt to halt this interaction.

"Now, Mommy," she insisted, as she tapped my g-spot inside me, making my legs twitch.

"Oh, my God," I moaned loudly.

"Now, Mommy," she repeated, "I'm going to give you pleasure unlike anything you've ever experienced!"

"Okay," I agreed, overwhelmed by my need to come and to obey. With some help from my daughter, I hopped onto the top of the washing machine, just as it stopped vibrating... her finger slipping out of me.

"Good Mommy," she purred, as she spread my legs wide and said, "Lose your robe."

"Okay," I agreed mindlessly, now just obeying her without any thought... my submissive nature in charge of me again.

I took off my robe, and my daughter complimented, "You have such a great body, Mom."

"Thanks, honey," I said, gazing down at her standing between my legs, her hands on both of my nylon-clad legs.

"These are some sexy undergarments," she said.

"I wanted to have easy access, in case I met a pillow princess," I explained.



"Well, you've just met one," she said as she looked into my eyes.

"I'm not sure we should do this," I said. With the machine not vibrating anymore, I had a brief moment of clarity.

"Do what?" she asked. Then she crouched down and buried her face in my pussy.

"Oh God," I moaned, as any resistance I might have had disappeared in a heartbeat, the moment my daughter's tongue contacted my pussy.

"You taste so good, Mom," she purred as she licked me.

"Oh, God. Honey, this is so wrong," I moaned, although I made absolutely no attempt to stop her agile tongue from licking my burning peach.

"But it feels so right, Mommy," she responded wickedly, as her tongue painted my pussy like it was a canvas. I had no doubt that she knew her way around a pussy.

I don't know why I needed to ask this next question, but I had to know. "How did you get so good at this?" Although the real question I wanted to ask was 'How did you start being a lesbian? When? With whom?'

"Lots of practice," she purred. Then suddenly the machine resumed spinning, which sent waves of pleasure cascading through my entire body!



"Ooooooh fuck!" I moaned, the already intense pleasure multiplying from the double sensations from both her tongue and the machine.

"Mommy, I want to make you come so hard," she said as she sucked on my clit, and slid two fingers inside my inferno.

"Oh, Catherine, you're going to make Mommy come!" Roleplaying being the Mommy at the slumber party had been kinky. That kink was multiplied when Barbara called me Mommy later on. But this was an entirely different level of kinky incestuous roleplaying... because it was no longer roleplaying... my actual daughter was eating my actual pussy, and she was actually about to make me come!

"Do you want your little girl to make you come, Mommy?" she asked as she lightly traced my pussy lips in a wicked tease, following the intensity of her working on my clit.

I could have said no.

I could have told her this was wrong.

I could have hopped off the machine and headed for the stairs.

Of course I did none of that.

I needed to come, and this being my daughter somehow enhanced the intensity of the situation. I responded, "Yes, baby girl. Yes, my darling daughter, please fuck Mommy's pussy, and make me come like a little slut."

"Mmmmmmmmm," she purred. She wrapped her lips around my clit and tugged on it, while also licking and simultaneously finding my long-forgotten g-spot and tapping it like a drum. Mixed with the vibrations from the washing machine and the power of the pot lube, and I came in an instant!

"Mommy's comiiiiiiiing!" I screamed, loud enough that if anyone had been upstairs, they would have heard me for sure.

"Mmmmmmmmm," she purred as she lapped up my gush of cum, and my second orgasm of the morning touched down like a tornado after spinning wildly throughout my body.

She kept licking, just like I did when I was between a pair of legs, throughout my orgasm. Maybe it was the lube, maybe it was the situation, maybe it was the intensity of the orgasm, but even as orgasm two pulsated through me with the sensation of a million fires, I could already feel another one rising inside me.

"Come again, Mommy," she coaxed, as she kept tapping my g-spot, kept licking my pussy, and the pleasure kept being intense.

"Oh fuck, baby girl, I'm not sure Mommy can take this much," as I leaned back, both hands behind me for balance, as my body kept trembling, and my head was spinning with foggy delight.

"Come for your little girl again, Mommy," she ordered in a soft sensual way, "come all over your daughter's face. Soak me with your cunt cum."

"Oh baby girl," I moaned, as her wicked words enhanced the surreal physical sensations of the situation.

"I want to get nasty with you, Mommy," she said as she slid a third finger inside me. "I want to eat your cunt; I want to fuck you with one of my three strap-ons in my bedroom; I want to sit on your face and ride you."

"Three strap-ons?" I asked as she pulled her fingers out of me.

"Yes, a vibrating one, a ten-inch monster, and a smaller one for this tiny asshole of yours," she explained, as her tongue slithered downwards until it got to my asshole.

I mindlessly laid back, spread my legs as wide as I could to give her better access to my asshole, and I felt her tongue beginning to lick it.

"Oh, you nasty little slut," I moaned, really getting into this wicked sex act.

"I am a nasty slut, Mommy," she purred, the tip of her tongue drawing moist circles around my rosebud.

"Do you want to be Mommy's slut?" I asked, sensing she was even more submissive than I was... so perhaps I could explore this switch thing I'd heard about.

"Yes, Mommy," she answered, while she really ate my asshole. "I want to be your slut. I want to wake you up by licking your pussy. I want to make sure you're fucked every day, since I know Daddy neglects his manly duties. And I want to worship your entire body."

"Oh, baby girl," I said as she ate my ass, which felt surprisingly good, and she slid three fingers back into my pussy.

"Ready to come again?" she asked, looking up at me from between my legs.

"Yes, but I want to sit on your pretty face, "I said, gently pushing her back. "Lie down on the floor."

"Mmmmmmm, Mommy," she smiled, as she licked her lips, before she got on the floor, lay on her back, and invited, "come sit on my face, Mommy."

"Don't mind if I do," I said, getting off the still-vibrating machine and straddling my pretty daughter, who was beaming up at me as I looked down at her. "You're so beautiful, honey," I complimented, as I began lowering myself onto her face.

"This is such a beautiful pussy, Mommy," she complimented back.

"Thanks, honey," I replied as her tongue made contact. "Oh yes, honey, lick Mommy's pussy."

"Mmmmmmmm," she purred. Obviously enjoying eating pussy was something we had in common. I reached back and began rubbing her pussy through her shorts.



"Don't stop, honey," I moaned, my second orgasm in a few minutes imminent.

After a minute of her dedicated licking, she ordered, "Get back onto the washing machine, I have a wicked idea."

"Okay, honey," I replied, even though I wanted to come on her face. I got off of her, and she got up and helped me back onto the machine.

As she spread my legs, she said, "Fuck, you have a sloppy wet cunt."

"Then finish me off," I said.

"So sloppy you can probably take this," she said, as she brought her entire hand to my pussy.

"W-w-what are you doing?" I stammered.

"Totally relax, and breathe deeply," she instructed, as she made a fist and answered the question without answering the question.

"Okay," I said as my eyes went wide. I watched, and a couple seconds later her entire fist had filled my pussy!

"Oh my Gawd!" I screamed. The intensity of a fist inside my pussy and fucking me, sent powerful waves through my entire body, stretching me in ways I couldn't have imagined.



"Shit, Mommy! You just took my entire fist inside your pussy," she gasped, as she looked up at me in awe.

"I feel so full," I said, her hand past her wrist had suddenly disappeared, in a kinky magic act.

"Oh, yes Mommy! You're one nasty slut," she purred. She bent down and began licking my clit while she fist fucked me.

"Oh, my God, honey," I moaned loudly, the triple pleasure of her fist in my pussy, her tongue on my clit, and the vibrations of the machine... all of them had sent me into a frenzy in a heartbeat!

"Come for me, Mommy," she ordered a few seconds later, furiously fist fucking me, while also flicking my clit over and over. "Come all over your eighteen-year-old's face!"

"Oh, baby! Fist fuck Mommy! Pound her with your entire arm! And finger fuck my ass, too! Make me your slut!" I babbled on and on for a good thirty seconds, as she obliged and slid a finger into my ass, creating a fourth unbelievable pleasure... and those multiple pleasure points worked in harmony to deliver the ultimate orgasm!

"Now, Mommy, come for me now, my Mommy slut!" she demanded, while she kept sucking on my clit, and her arm slid in and out of my pussy.

That was the final straw that broke the slut's back, and I screamed, grabbing her head and holding it against my clit as I erupted, "Yesssssssssssss!"

She kept pumping her fist in my pussy, and I came again, this next one feeling like a tornado and an earthquake colliding at once. I could barely keep my balance, and I reached my hand behind me so I wouldn't collapse. My body was quaking uncontrollably! My insides felt pleasure pulsations from my empty head, all the way throughout my body to my tingling toes.

When she finally pulled her fist out of me, I felt the damn break, and what felt like a gallon of liquid gushed out of me!

"Mmmmmmmmm," she purred. Her face was pressed against my leaking tunnel, and she drank the forbidden nectar like the nasty little Mommy's slut she now was.

"Drink it all, slut! Guzzle down Mommy's cum," I moaned weakly. Those back to back orgasms had drained away all my energy.

"You taste so fucking good, Mommy," she said as she lapped up my fluids. "I could drink this all day!"

"Be careful what you wish for," I warned. This was such an intense sexual encounter... somehow even more intense than the plethora of sexual encounters I'd experienced yesterday.

"Mmmmmmmmm," she purred, and she didn't stop savouring my cum.

"Oh honey," I gasped weakly, my daughter having usurped every joule of energy in my body with those multiple orgasms.

"Mmmmmmmm," she moaned again, her finger slipping out of my no longer virginal asshole. She stood up straight, grabbed my hips, and pulled me closer to her. Then realizing that due to our respective locations she couldn't kiss me, which was obviously what she wanted to do, instead she helped me down off the machine, pressed me against it, and then she kissed me.

Unlike the raw and unbridled lust and rapture of the past ten minutes, this joining was the polar opposite.

It was tender... her lips were so soft.

It was sensual... we both moaned into each other's mouths.

It was intimate... strange, since she was my daughter.

It was passionate... we shared an unspoken lust as our tongues gently explored each other.

The vibrations of the washing machine against my body kept my fire burning, as did our passionate intimate kisses, and my daughter's hands roaming over my almost naked body.

When she broke the kiss, she took my hand and suggested, "Let's go to my bedroom."

"Yes, let's," I agreed, with my submissive mind, my lustful body, and the pot lube still affecting my pussy leading the way. We ignored the fact that we'd just committed a crime, one that was widely perceived as incredibly evil. We also ignored that we were about to commit the same crime again, just in different positions.

I followed her into her bedroom, giddy with excitement, my own wetness leaking out of my pussy. She mentioned, "I noticed the pot lube just inside the front door, when I arrived home. Can I assume your pussy is all tingly and ready for anything?"

"Yes. And it's so embarrassing," I replied.

"No, it's very helpful," she disagreed. "It makes your pussy incredibly responsive to just about any sensation, which leads to more intense... and usually multiple... orgasms."

"That makes sense. I had more orgasms yesterday than in the past couple of years combined," I said.

"I imagine you'll be experiencing lots of them again today," she said with a smile as she sat on the bed and patted her leg.

"Already three so far," I said going over to her and sitting on her right leg, as a chill went up my spine. But this time it was from an actual cold breeze, since the air conditioning had switched on directly beneath me.

"Three?" she asked, as she leaned forward and sucked on my very hard nipple.

"Yeah, Before you arrived, I investigated the sex appeal of a showerhead," I admitted with a moan, as her hot breath and wet tongue turned me on again.

"Mmmmmmmm," she said, as her tongue swirled around my nipple, and then she sucked it right into her mouth.

"That feels really good, honey," I said. My nipples are always very sensitive, She moved her hand to my pussy.



"It's been a long time since I nursed on these," she said wickedly, as she moved to my other breast and replicated the hot breath and wet tongue, while she also rubbed my pussy... my daughter very good at multi-tasking.

"You bad girl," I moaned, the reference so wickedly wrong.

"I am," she purred, "but I'm a very good bad girl," her vocal vibrations on my tits adding to my pleasure.

"So good," I moaned, loving this sweet, sensual tit attention.

"But Mommy wants to see her sexy daughter naked."

"You do, do you?" she asked, sucking on a nipple and leaning back until her suction released, and there was a pleasurable pop.

"I do," I admitted. Yes, I knew I shouldn't be saying such things. Yes, I knew I should stop this inappropriate behaviour right away. But yes, I didn't give a fuck. "I want to see what my grown up daughter looks like without her clothes on."

"Mmmmmmm," she purred, and the way she made that sound was both innocent and sexy all at once... just like everything else happening, a contradiction of terms and sensations.

She pulled her t-shirt over her head, and now I could see her perky tits held captive by a cute blue bra.

It was my turn to say, "Mmmmmmmmm."

She reached behind her back, unclasped her bra, and tossed it to me.

"So beautiful," I said, watching my sweet daughter do a seductive, teasing striptease for me.

She put her hands on her hips and asked, "How do I look?"





"Perfect, honey," I admired, "you're perfect."

"Like Mommy, like daughter," she smiled, as she grasped her shorts and pulled them down her perfectly curved hips. God, I wanted her. Right now I didn't mind that she was my daughter... that was a plus! I wanted to taste her... to get fucked by her... to do anything and everything with her! I felt myself licking my lips as I watched her slide out of her shorts, and she now stood before me wearing only blue panties and a delicate gold-coloured belly chain.

"Mmmmmmmm," I repeated, not knowing what else to say.

"Should I take off my panties, Mommy?" she asked in a voice as if she were a little girl... which this hot babe certainly wasn't.

"Please, honey," I said, my mouth watering, "You've gotten me so horny, and I really need to see you naked."

"Okay, you got it," she grinned naughtily as she slowly... teasingly... slid the underwear down her tanned legs. She then smiled theatrically, raised her arms above her head and sang out, "Ta-da!"



"Delicious!" I cheered! There were multiple ways that word could be interpreted, and I meant them all!

"So I've been told," she smiled confidently. She then went into her closet, and returned a moment later with a couple of strap-ons.

"Oh my," I gasped as I took in the two fake dicks in two different sizes. One was eight inches, and the other was ten!

"Which one?" she asked.

"For whose pussy?" I asked back.

"Yours, for now."

"They tell me size matters," I grinned greedily as I pointed to the ten-inch dick. When I'd taken Pam's eight-inch one last night, I'd felt utterly full. So now I wasn't sure my tiny pussy could take two more inches, but given that my cunt was prepped with pot lube, I was more than willing to find out!

"Good choice, Mommy," she approved like the sommeliers always did. She tossed the smaller one back into the closet, and pulled the harness up her legs.

"So, I have to ask," I said. "How did you find your way into the Pillow Princess Club?"

"No one told you yesterday?"

"I was given some pieces of my puzzle about you, but none of them very specific. I was told that you're more a submissive than a dominant (but since I'm your Mom, you'll likely spread your dominant wings for me very impressively). You're a great pussy eater, which I've since confirmed," I grinned wickedly. "And you love the smell and the taste of sweaty, nylon feet. Especially Angela's."

"Check and double-check to all of those," she agreed, as she tightened the harness around her petite waist.



"I've discovered that all three of those descriptions apply to me too," I said. "Including how fragrant and tasty I thought Angela's feet were."

"You got that right! So now you want to know how I became a cunt-hungry submissive who pleasures girls my own age, some teachers, and many older women?" she asked wickedly.

"I can't believe I'm saying this, but yes! I desperately want to know," I told her with bated breath.

"Then I'll tell you. But one thing your informants got right is how much I'm looking forward to making you into my submissive pet. Not all the time, but now's a good time to start. So before I tell you my story, I want you to suck my cock and get it nice and ready for your pussy, Mommy."

"Yes, honey," I agreed eagerly, although I didn't imagine sucking a fake cock would be as exciting as the living trans cock I'd sucked yesterday... although mindlessly obeying my daughter was its own turn on.

I dropped before her and took it into my mouth.

"Oh yeah, you look so hot with my cock in your mouth, Mommy," she purred, as I began bobbing, and took half of the monstrous dick between my lips.



"Mmmmmmm," I moaned, doing my best to look like the perfect cock sucking whore for my daughter.

"Yeah, and real soon, I'm going to fuck you good,"

"Yes please! Give Mommy the fucking she needs," I said, taking the cock out of my mouth after just a few more bobs... but God, I needed to get fucked... my pussy was on fire with insatiable lust!

"Then get onto my bed on all fours, like my good pet... right next to the foot of it... and I'll give you a Cliff's Notes version of my descent into submissive debauchery, while I fuck you."

"Sounds great, Mistress," I said eagerly, calling her Mistress to formalize our family's hierarchy. I stood up and went to the bed, crawled onto it, and got on all fours.

"Right now you look so hot and horny, Mom," she praised me, as she admired my body with the same lustful look I'd given hers.

"Please come fuck Mommy, honey," I begged unashamedly, looking into her eyes with lust and desperation. My pussy, as usual since the insertion of today's pot lube, was utterly on fire.

"Those submissive words are music to my ears," she said. She remained standing on the floor and positioned herself immediately behind me.

Because I'm a corny woman, I sang playfully, parodying Human League's great 'Don't You Want Me,' "Come, come and fuck me."

She laughed as she stuck her dick between my legs. "Tell me what you want to happen next, Mommy."

As she rubbed the fat cock head between my pussy lips, I responded with completely slutty lust. "I want my hot daughter to slam that big cock deep inside her Mommy's cunt, and then to fuck the hell out of me as if I'm some cheap porn slut."

"Mmmmmmmm," she responded, that sexy sound sending tingles through me, as did the subsequent slow penetration.

"Ohhhhhh, honey," I moaned, as my pussy was filled again.

"So... the day I turned eighteen, I was seduced by someone you know," she began, as her dick continued slowly invading me.

"Oooooh?" I moaned, both a question and a guttural response to the cock going deeper inside me than any cock had ever gone before.

"Yes, her birthday present to me was the taste of her pussy, and my first strap-on experience," she said, being deliberately vague about my obvious question. Then she was resting against me... with all ten inches of that glorious cock buried inside my pussy. Her hand caressed my back.

"I guess your ear buds seem like a pretty lame present in comparison," I said playfully, looking back at her.

"They were great," she disagreed. "Still are... I use them all the time!"

"And who gave you your first strap-on?" I asked, as she rested inside me... my pussy burning with the anticipation of my daughter about to fuck me.

"You sure you want to know?" she asked, as she slowly pulled out and pushed back in.

"Yes," I moaned, the intense stimulation driving me wild, as was the suspense of who'd enticed her into the Pillow Princess Service Club.

"It was Mrs. Ricci," she revealed, "right after she fucked me with it for the first time. And after that, I just couldn't wait to join the Club!" as she began slowly fucking me.

"Ooooooh," I moaned, since she'd just revealed that the two of us had been seduced into this wild Pillow Princess Club by the Ricci family's mother and daughter.

"And I hear you were recruited by her daughter," she added.

"Who told you that?" I asked.

"Bianca texted me yesterday afternoon right after you left," she said.

"Oh," I moaned, as she continued slowly fucking me.



"Yeah, she'd been planning on doing it for several days," Catherine told me.

"She had?" I asked through a moan. Orgasm four of this morning was already awakening inside me.

"Yeah. Her original plan had been to pay you a visit and seduce you the old fashioned away, just like her Mom did to me a couple months ago. Not that I'm complaining, of course, and obviously you aren't either. But when she caught you spying on her playtime through your bedroom window, she modified her plan and got Edna in on the act."

Her cock kept pumping smoothly into me.

"Oh, your knowing that is so embarrassing!" I wailed with a long moan.

"It needn't be, it's just human nature," she brushed it off. "How could anyone resist Bianca's beauty? She really is gorgeous... inside and out."

"I certainly couldn't," I said. "But I was bicurious even before I started watching her getting munched in her backyard."

"You were, were you?" my daughter asked playfully, as she began pumping that enormous cock in and out a little faster.

"Yes. Your Dad's neglect of me, plus a lot of alone time with the lure of porn, were triggering new curiosities in me," I admitted. Then, "Oh yes, honey, fuck Mommy faster! Give me all that dick!"

"You want it harder too, Mommy?" she asked, stopping deep inside me.

"Yes, yes, honey! Mommy needs it hard! Mommy needs it rough! Mommy needs to be pounded like the slutty Mommy pet she is!" I responded wildly in the third person.

"Do you want to be my Mommy pet?" she asked as she pulled out slowly, and then slammed back into me hard... her deep thrust reaching what I'd thought were depths inside me that were impossible to reach.

"Oh fuuuuuuuck," I screamed, "yes indeed, honey, I want to be your Mommy pet! Your obedient fuck toy! Your submissive slut!"

"O-my-god, that's so hot," Catherine responded, releasing her own moan. My nasty words were apparently turning her on just as much as I was turning myself on by saying them. I'd read some lesbian incest stories on Literotica, had even come while reading some of them, but I'd never pictured myself as the main character, or imagined my daughter as the seductress in the story. It had just been wicked forbidden taboo fantasy... nothing real, or even possible... just like the other lesbian stories I'd read... I'd never imagined myself exploring my bicuriosity, or actually eating a pussy... and now I couldn't imagine not doing those things, and lots more!

"So go ahead and use me, baby, fuck the hell out of Mommy," I moaned.

"Actually..." she said incompletely, as she pulled out of me.

"Noooooooo!" I moaned. I'd been so close to coming!

She got onto the bed, rolled onto her back next to me, and ordered, "It's time for you to do some of the work. Climb aboard and ride me, Mommy."

I looked her way, and her large strap-on dick was sticking straight up in the air. "Okay," I said

quickly, and I straddled her legs and lowered myself onto her huge cock.

"I want to watch you riding me, and I especially want to watch you come," she said. And she then she watched closely, while I settled down onto all ten inches of her huge Mommy-fucking dick.

"Oh my mother-fucking God!" I screamed as I impaled myself on this monster, feeling even more filled and full in this position.

As I began riding my daughter's cock, I pulled her towards my very erect nipple.



"Oh yes, suck on Mommy's titties just like you used to," I moaned, really getting into the incestuous aspect of this wicked encounter.

"Oh, Mommy," my daughter moaned, as she took my nipple between her teeth and sucked.

"That's it, baby girl," I moaned, as I rode her cock and she sucked on my nipple.

"Mmmmmmm," she purred, as she went back and forth, bathing each of my nipples with wet saliva from her tongue and lips.

"Such a good girl," I moaned, my orgasm beginning to rise as I bounced on her dick. Eventually, I pushed her onto her back and used her tits for balance, as I really began riding her dick... getting a real rush from fucking my daughter... or being fucked by my daughter... or whatever this was.

"You're so hot, Mommy," she said, watching me ride her.

"Like mother, like daughter," I moaned, as I leaned forward and kissed her.

When I broke the kiss, she spun me off of her onto my side, and kissed me again.

"Hey!" I complained.

"I mean it," she said, breaking the kiss. Her dick went back inside me at a different, unique angle. "You're so fucking hot!"

"And I'm also your Mommy-slut," I smiled back, as she kissed me again and slowly resumed fucking me.



And... for a couple of minutes... we shared some raw intimacy.

Her eyes never leaving mine.

We kissed.

I moaned.

She ever so slowly fucked me.

Finally, my need to be pounded hard taking over, I begged, "Now please fuck Mommy hard! I need it so bad!"

"You do, do you?" she grinned. She spun me onto my back, flipped around to the other side of me, and slid back into me.

As she lifted one of my legs up in the air, her arm underneath me, she started really giving it to me.

"Oh yes, honey," I moaned, "fuck Mommy, fuck Mommy."

"Take it all, Mommy," Catherine ordered, as she kept fucking me.

My orgasm rising after a dozen strokes, maybe fewer, I brought my hand to my clit and rubbed it frantically.



"Come for me, Mommy, come all over your daughter's dick!" my daughter demanded.

"Oh yes, honey, harder, fuck Mommy harder," I moaned wildly, "I'm so close!"

"Now, Mommy, now my sexy slut," she demanded, "come for me right fucking now!!"

Another couple strokes, and I erupted on her dick, screaming, "Oh, fuck! Mommy's coming!"

I collapsed forward on top of her, and to my surprise, she rolled me onto my back, spread my legs, and dove into my pussy while it was still coming!

"Oh, honey," I moaned gratefully. She was licking the cum from my pussy with aggressive determination and lust.

"So yummy," Catherine moaned. She got turned on by eating pussy and savouring a woman's cum just as much as I did... like Mommy, like daughter. Or perhaps this time, it was like daughter, like Mommy, since she'd been part of this adventure a couple months longer than I had. Plus, this morning she'd been leading, and I'd been happily following her lead every step of the way!

"Feels so good," I moaned weakly, as I lay still and let the orgasm flow through me. I don't know how I lived so long without these pot-lube-enhanced orgasms. Or for that matter, how constant they now were! It was hard to believe I'd gone a year and a half without any orgasms triggered by another person. None at all!

"I'll be eating this pussy all the time now," she promised, lapping up my cum, like a kitty licking at a bowl of milk. "Even while I'm still working at the camp, I'll be able to stop by for a quickie from time to time, or often even stay the night."

"Promises, promises," I teased her softly. Her tongue still working away at my twat was really enhancing the power and duration of my orgasm... or more like my banquet of orgasms, with one course arriving right after another. And to prove that, I sensed she was stimulating the arrival of my next one, right now.

"Unfair! You know I don't make promises I can't keep," she reproved me, teasing me right back, and then she sucked my clit into her mouth and tugged on it.

"Oh, Catherine," I moaned loudly, this aggressive stimulation of my clit so soon after my recent orgasm giving me intense, leg-tightening pleasure.

"And having breakfast in bed every morning in my own home, just as soon as the camp is over, will be a dream come true," she said.

"And what about bedtime snacks?" I asked, as I enjoyed her tongue probing my hole.

"Mmmmmmmmm," she responded, as a fifth orgasm was already working its way up to replace the fourth one that was still lingering.

"Let's change positions," she said suddenly.

"Okay. How do you want me?" I agreed readily. She hadn't steered me wrong yet!

"First off, give me the middle of the bed."

I did, and she laid down on her back, her bright blue dick pointing at the ceiling. "Now face the foot of the bed and sit on my face, with your legs spread a tad.

"I like the sound of this!" I said while I followed her instructions. "Is that good?"

"Almost. Now lean back and squeeze my tits with both hands, while I eat you out."

"That's delightful!" I squealed, once I'd begun squeezing and she'd begun licking.



It was heavenly, but then after about ten minutes I felt the need to warn her, "Oh dear, honey. If you keep going, Mommy's going to come again!"

"And that's a bad thing? I'm not leaving this pussy until you've come all over my face, Mommy," she insisted, as her tongue continued working its magic.

"Well, I certainly don't object to having another orgasm, but I thought it might be uncomfortable for you."

"Mommy-pet, if it were possible, I'd be happy to bathe in your delightful cum! So just relax and enjoy."

"Okay," was all I could muster. I closed my eyes and allowed my daughter to eat my pussy, as I laid there and enjoyed the sweet sensations of this version of heaven. As she licked me, I couldn't help but wonder why incest between a mother and her grown daughter was considered so wrong and taboo. This was a level of intimacy unlike any I'd ever experienced! Last night Mistress Angela had obviously doubted that I'd continue objecting to being intimate with my daughter for very long, and she'd been absolutely correct! This morning Catherine had demonstrated to me... not with arguments, just from the transcendent experience... that everything we'd been sharing with each other today wasn't wrong at all, it was right. It just had to be!

A couple minutes later... it didn't take any longer than that... orgasm five was rising rapidly, and I began begging and babbling, "Yes, baby... don't stop eating Mommy... right there, right there... oh God, honey... fuck yes!... Mommy likes, Mommy likes! Mommy LOOOOOVES!" I screamed, as yet another orgasm cascaded through me with the solar-like power of millions of intense sparks!

"Mmmmmmmmm," she again purred, as she lapped up more of my apparently never-ending reservoir of cum. I was enjoying my fifth orgasm, and it wasn't even lunchtime yet!

After a couple more minutes, while I wondered whether orgasm six would rise anytime soon, I sat up and said, "I'm sated for now. Let Mommy return the favour, my darling Mistress."

She looked up at me from between my legs, easily the sexiest thing I'd ever seen in my life... her face glistening with my cum... and she said the sexiest words ever: "Are you saying you want to eat your daughter's fresh, wet pussy, Mommy?"

"I do, baby girl," I said, "I really do. I want to eat your forbidden fruit, until you come all over my face."

"Mmmmmmmmm, sounds like a plan," she said as she got off the bed and removed the strap-on.

"Plus, I need to know how accurate your Pillow Princess Club handle is," I teased playfully. Calling herself SQUIRTSALOT was really cute!

"Mistress Francesca gave me that handle after I soaked her sheets the first time she fucked me," she explained matter-of-factly.

"Oh my," I said, visualising the sexy Francesca fucking my daughter. To think I'd shared afternoon coffee with her, drank wine on her porch or mine, and for the past couple of months she'd been fucking my daughter.



"Yeah. But even though my handle is accurate," she said, as the harness and its big dick dropped to the floor, "I'd rather have one that shows everyone who I am even better."

"Oh? and who are you?"

"Well," she began. She sat down on the edge of the bed, so I took the hint, got down on the floor and stood between her legs. "I'm more of a giver than a receiver, so I'd rather have a handle that expresses that."



"I see. My handle is rather bland too, now that I think of it," I said.

"We can change yours later today, if you want, but it has to be before two thirty."

"We can?" I asked, as I lowered myself between my daughter's spread legs.

"Yes, you have twenty-four hours after joining to choose a handle, and then it sticks," she explained. "Bianca texted me at two forty-five, so I'm guessing you received your confirmation message at about two-thirty."

"Oh! Good to know," I said, and I began pondering the various handles I might choose: MOMMYPET, EAGERBEAVER, SUBMISSIVEMILF, ALWAYSHUNGRYMILF, MILFMOMMY.

"Yeah, I wish I'd known that detail back then," she said as I moved my face toward her very wet pussy.

"The one you have does stand out," I consoled her, just before I extended my tongue and began tasting the ripened fruits of my own loins.

"Oh, Mommy," she moaned, as my tongue parted her lips and began tasting her forbidden juices.

"I'm already addicted to you," I said after just a couple of licks... her taste tapdancing on my tongue, and her subtle scent drawing me in.



"You'd better be," she moaned, her hand gently going through my hair, "you'll be doing this a lot."

"Hopefully more than a lot," I responded, exploring every crevice of her pussy.

"Oh yeah, Mom! This will be a regular delicacy for you," she assured me, moaning softly in response to my slow, sensual exploration.

"Mmmmmmmmm," I responded, knowing that if she asked me to, I'd drop to my knees and lick my daughter's pussy anyplace, anytime, anywhere. This was now who I was. A pussy licker. A submissive lesbian. A dedicated member of the Pillow Princess Service Club (the main word being 'Service'), and a Mommy-pet.

"Oh yeah, take your time," she moaned. "Really get to know your baby girl's pussy."

"Mmmmmmmmm," I hummed again, fully in lust with the task at hand. Nothing had ever felt more natural and authentic than this moment.

Then for the next several minutes, I did nothing but please my daughter. I traced her pussy lips. I probed her sweet little hole. I teased her clit. I administered wide tongue strokes between her lips. I wiggled up and down in random alphabetic patterns.

Then as her moans increased and her hand on my head guided me deeper into her wetness, I shifted from slow meandering teasing, to hungry focused pleasing.

"Oh, Mommy, that feels so good! Don't stop," she moaned.

"If you can, squirt on Mommy's face," I begged, eager to taste her full flood of nectar.

"Then suck on my clit, Mommy," she ordered.

I did, tugging it between my lips, while simultaneously using my tongue.

"Oh, yes Mommy, yes!" she moaned loudly.

A moment later, she pushed my head about six inches away from her twat and said, "Open wide and get ready for my cum, Mommy!" frantically rubbing her clit.

I'd knelt before cocks and waited for facials before... once just yesterday, actually... but I'd never knelt and waited for a woman's facial.

"Yes, baby! Give Mommy your cum!" I urged her, dying to see and hear her coming... and her squirting!

"Oh, yes Mommy, get ready! Oh, fuck Mommy! Oh fuck! Here it... here it comes!" she screamed, and a massive stream of cum shot out of her pussy, drenching my face and filling my open mouth.



This experience was totally unlike any other woman who'd ever come on me in the past... well... still less than twenty-four hours. Her squirting continued for a good fifteen seconds, soaking my hair, my face, and even my breasts... although just like when you're catching snowflakes in your mouth, I didn't catch get nearly enough.

As soon as her firehose finished squirting, I dove in and lapped everything that was still leaking slowly from her pussy... wanting to extract every drop of her pussy juice that I could.

"Oh Mommy," she moaned.

"So much cum!" I gasped, It was like being under a waterfall in the tropics, as I continued eagerly lapping up my daughter's juices.

"So good," Catherine moaned.

A couple minutes later she pulled me to my feet, she stood up too, and she kissed me again.



I responded eagerly, and we kissed for a couple minutes.

She then leaned away from me a little and squealed, "I can't believe you joined the Club!"

"I can't believe you and I did all the things we've just done," I countered.

"I don't regret any of it."

"Me neither," I said, "although I probably should."

"No, you definitely shouldn't," she disagreed. "Society... meaning the top tier of the rich and famous, most but not all of them men... has decided on our behalf what is considered morally right and wrong. And I for one, don't remotely give a flying fuck about being judged by uppity, pretentious, arrogant assholes and bitches."

"Okay, I like that philosophy," I agreed.

"So what are your plans for the rest of the day?" she asked.

"Well, I should go pick up Hannah, except that I have some new Pillow Princess requests to look over," I began.

"I can fetch Hannah for you," Catherine offered.

"And your father is coming home late this afternoon. Dinner is at five, if you'd like to join us."

"That's horrible timing," she objected, but not as if it was my fault. She stood up and stretched, some wetness still leaking down her legs.

I dropped back down to my knees and licked away the addicting wetness as I agreed, "Yeah, but I suppose I have to return to reality sometime. Although..."

"Although what?" she asked, looking into my eyes.

"Well... and I know this is really wrong... but Bianca arranged for me to meet Lorenzo tonight at 6:30 so he can fuck me, and then I have an 8:00 date with a girl named Carla. I only met her yesterday, but already we're calling each other girlfriends."

"You're Carla's girlfriend?" she squealed. "The one who works at Hooters? She's a firecracker!"

I then added, "We may finish the evening at a sorority house full of tasty pussies, and I might stay the night."

"Oh my," she said, "that is a busy evening."

"Yeah. I already told your father he's watching Hannah tonight."

"Good," she approved. She then asked, not at all concerned about my plans to fuck the young man next door, "Sorority houses are open in the summer?"

"Good question," I realized, now wondering the same thing myself. "I hadn't thought of that."

"And a date with that fox Carla," she grinned. "That's really hot!"

"Yeah, or crazy," I laughed awkwardly.

"Why not both?" she quipped. "Grab your phone; let's change your handle."

"Okay," I said, exiting her room and entering mine... feeling my own wetness still leaking down my legs, I fetched my phone, and returned to my daughter's room.

I entered the password, and handed the phone to my daughter.

"You have a few messages," she noticed.

"I usually do since yesterday," I said. "It's been hard to keep up, or to remember who's whom."

"I can imagine," she said. "Let's change your handle first."

"Okay," I agreed.

"Hmmmmmmm," she hummed, then there was a long pause while she pondered. She then said, "Oh, I know!"

"What?" I asked; curious, and a little nervous about her excitement.

"HungryMILFMommy," she announced.

"Wow! That describes me perfectly," I agreed. I liked it a lot better than my original handle!

She changed my password successfully and declared, "Done."

"Okay," I said, happy with my new identity.

"Now let's see who besides me wants to fuck my Mommy or to sit on your face," my daughter said wickedly.

"God, I love this nasty side of you," I told her. That was yet another fun surprise among all the other surprises.

"Come sit beside me," she ordered, sitting on the edge of her bed and patting the spot beside her.

I did, while she examined my new messages.

TOYGIRL: Want to get fucked this afternoon?

"I don't know her," Catherine said, "but that's quite the toy collection."

"I know," I nodded, "before you fucked me so good, I was very tempted to go over there."

"You can still go," she said, "I imagine that lubed pussy of yours is going to be on fire for a while."

"Based on last night, I imagine that's true," I said, thinking of the multiple orgasms last night, and already five of them today.

She typed back for me with my new handle.

HUNGRYMILFMOMMY: I'd love to come over. Can leave my house in a few minutes if you are still available.

"Honey!" I gasped my objection.

"I'll fetch Hannah; you go and fulfill your new purpose in life," she insisted.

"You're sure?" I asked. Truth be told, I was still horny, even after my five orgasms so far.

"Yes," she nodded, next clicking on a response from BACKDOORBANGER.

BACKDOORBANGER: I expect to hear back from you, ASAP.

"I do know this one. Despite her intimidating handle, she's surprisingly gentle when she gapes your asshole," she said.

"Is she young?" I asked. I was discovering I preferred younger girls.

"Yeah, graduated from high school the year before me," she said. "She's the one who took my anal cherry."

"She did?"

"Yeah, she really knows how to loosen up an asshole and get it primed, so you can enjoy a good hard fucking."

"I don't think I'm ready for that," I said. The idea was kind of kinky and intriguing, but anal still scared me a little.

"Getting ass fucked by her is always intense and amazing," she said. "Even better I bet, with some of that pot lube shoved up my Mommy's tight butt."

"You think so?" I asked.

"Oh yeah," she assured me, and she replied for me again.

HUNGRYMILFMOMMY: Sorry, I just finished with another pillow princess. I also have one other stop to make before I can come see you. So if you are still available in an hour or so, I can stop by for my initial sodomy training.

"I said I wasn't ready for that," I objected, as she clicked Send.

"Well, now you are," she said. "You are my Mommy-pet, are you not?"

"Yes Mistress," I sighed.

"And you'll always obey me like a good pet, correct?"

"Yes Mistress," I answered, still sighing.

"So you're going and getting that sexy ass of yours fucked good," she concluded.

"Okay," I said sheepishly.

"Mom, trust me. I'm not pulling rank on you just because I can. I'm doing it because I know you'll love it," she said.

"Okay," I repeated listlessly.

"Look, Mommy. Mistress Angela told me that last night you were very resistant to the idea of ever being intimate with me. But this morning when I showed up, how long did it take for me to convince you otherwise? Five minutes?"

"Yes, about that long," I admitted.

"And now that we've been very intimate with each other, do you have any regrets?"

"No, none," I admitted with growing enthusiasm.

"Which proves that when it comes to sex, I know what you like better than you do. Agreed?"

"Yes, you've definitely proved your point," I agreed wholeheartedly. She had done that, and it was as if a huge burden had been removed from my shoulders, and suddenly I felt as light as a feather!

Just then, TOYGIRL sent a new message.

TOYGIRL: Can we meet in a couple of hours? Something came up and I have to run out. That said, I really want to play with you today,

Catherine said, "Then we'd better swap the order."

She sent to BACKDOORBANGER:

HUNGRYMILFMOMMY: Hi, plans changed. I can come over right now if that's okay.

"Go get the pot lube," Catherine then ordered.

"Okay," I said, excitement and now only slight trepidation coursing through me that I was about to go to a girl's house and get ass fucked. Yes, I was curious. Yes, I loved to obey... especially my daughter. Yet this was a more extreme level of submission than anything I'd done before. And then I had to laugh at myself. I'd just spent most of the morning having wild sex with my daughter... and being sodomized by a stranger wasn't all that kinky in comparison.

I returned to Catherine's bedroom, and she said, "Olivia is waiting for you."

"Olivia?" I asked.

"BACKDOORBANGER," she clarified.

"Oh," I said, the sodomy now confirmed.

"I also switched you to Do not disturb, so for now... until tomorrow if you want... you won't get any more mandatory summonses."

"Probably a good idea," I agreed with a smile. Judging from my inclinations yesterday, most of the time I was almost totally unable to turn down any pussies, whenever I was offered them.

"Come here," Catherine said.

I did.

She reached out a hand, and I gave her the lube.

"Turn around," she said as she pushed me gently to the wall

I did... slightly trembling.

She knelt on the floor behind me, pulled my ass cheeks apart, and licked my rosebud again.



"Oh!" I moaned loudly.

"If you like this, then wait until you get fucked in this cute asshole," my daughter foreshadowed, as her tongue bathed my backdoor.

"You're definitely winning me over," I said, surprised by how sensual and sweet her tongue licking my asshole felt... I hadn't ever put much thought into maybe doing this before.

"I wish I could watch Olivia fucking you," she said a minute later.

"I'd like that too," I agreed, that sounding pretty hot.

"Another time," she said.

"Mmmmmm," I purred.

"Come kneel on the floor, Mommy," she instructed, as I saw her lubing her finger.

"Yes, honey," I said, as I asked wickedly, "are you going to finger bang Mommy's asshole?"

"You know I am," she smiled, and she slapped my ass playfully while I was on my knees. "Pull those ass cheeks apart for me."

"Okay," I said, obeying.

As she brought her finger to my asshole, she instructed, "Relax, Mommy."

One thing that never happens whenever someone tells you to relax, is that you actually can relax. But I tried, as I felt her finger poking against my anal entrance.

A moment later, I felt that finger slide inside my ass.

"Oh my," I moaned. Her finger had rather easily slid inside my butt.

"Oh yeah, your little asshole was just made for fucking," she said gleefully, as her lubricated finger wiggled around inside me, and slid in and out.



"Jesus, the things you say," I moaned, the finger in my ass feeling oddly good.

"No more secrets between you and me," she said, "and that goes both ways." She pulled her finger out of me, stood up, spun me around, and kissed me again.

When she broke the kiss, she observed, "These nylons look sexy. Do they make you feel sexy too?"

"Yeah, they really do."

"I've never been a pantyhose girl," she continued as she stroked her hands up and down my legs, "but these I could definitely get into."

"I have a few pairs in the top drawer of my bedroom bureau, if you want to try some on," I offered, as I went to my room and selected a sundress.

"Mmmmmmm, I will have to try some on," she said, having followed me in.

"You'll look fucking hot in a black pair," I suggested. "With or without a garter."

"Get me some."

I reached into the drawer, grabbed a pair, and turned back to face her. I then knelt down and helped her put them on, while she sat on my bed. Then I leaned forward and kissed her pussy just once and said, "Until next time."

"Mmmmmmmm," she said, as she stood up and asked, "How do I look?"

"Good enough to eat," I quipped, as I admired my beautiful daughter.



THE END FOR NOW

EXTRA PICS: one for each future chapter.

CHAPTER 15:

Meredith gets ass fucked for the first time by cute 20-year-old while Catherine watches. Same black and white nylons as in chapter 14.



CHAPTER 16:

Meredith experiments with a few toys, including a Sybian. Same white nylons as in chapter 14.



CHAPTER 17:

Meredith gets fucked by Lorenzo in the Ricci garage. Dark Hooters-style pantyhose with crotch open to get fucked.



CHAPTER 18:

Meredith and Carla date night, with dinner at clothing optional Le Chateau Club, followed by a massive orgy at Carla's sorority house.





THE END


Pillow Princess Club Ch. 15

Summary: Pussies 24-25: MILF discovers the joys of anal sex.

Note: This is dedicated to Stephen, who requested the series.

Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing yet another wicked series.

Note 3: This is Chapter Fifteen of an ongoing series (with at least four more in the works).

In Chapter One, a housewife in her mid-forties Meredith is spending a lot of time at home alone with her eight-month-old baby daughter, while her husband is constantly away and neglecting her sexual needs. She sees from her bedroom window her 18-year-old female neighbour getting sexually pleasured by another woman, then another, and then even more. This increases the flame inside her: her growing curiosity to explore her same sex desires. She discovers a secret Pillow Princess Service Club, where older women sign up and are then regularly summoned by younger women to pleasure them sexually. She signs up out of lust and curiosity, and is instantly summoned by her beautiful next door neighbour Bianca. Whereupon she eats her tasty pussy, which begins her journey into submissive lesbianism.

In Chapter Two, Meredith is spied during her short walk of shame home, so she goes across the street to Miranda Bellencourt's house to service her stocking-clad feet, eat her pussy, and get her own pussy fucked for the first time in a year and a half.

In Chapter Three, Meredith goes to her former high school bully's house, where she is greeted by a naked Miranda, who is being punished for using her before the other, apparently more important, younger pillow princesses... her punishment includes being spanked, and being required to fuck herself in the ass with a cucumber. Meredith services her third pussy, her high school bully's daughter, when said bully walks in and ends up fucking her pussy... although sadly not long enough to get her off... before she heads out for her scheduled pussy number four.

In Chapter Four, Meredith drives to a stranger's house... a cute Swedish young lady... where she discovers the joys of face sitting.

In Chapter Five, a phone call from her mother gives her more time to explore her newfound submissive love for pussy, when her Mom offers to take her daughter home for the weekend. Meredith drives to the next address, and learns it's a yoga establishment. After a brief hesitation, she goes into the business and hides behind a counter, where she services a young girl while the girl continues working and interacting with people.

In Chapter Six, Meredith continues her pussy pleasing tour when she is ordered to go to a house where she services two young women, and discovers the orgasmic bliss of being fisted.

In Chapter Seven, Meredith goes to meet a girl to eat her first ass, and she discovers her best friend is already there. Together they worship the teen's pussy and ass. She also learns her best friend has had sex with Meredith's eighteen-year-old daughter. With all her tasks completed, she drives to a Hooters to go pee, and...

In Chapter Eight, Meredith has two wild adventures. An under the table foot job from a Hooters waitress, who gifts her a pair of her soiled Hooters pantyhose and a promise to give her a night of unlimited coed pussy at her sorority, and her first tribbing encounter with a very cute Japanese girl. Up next: Big Rosie.

In Chapter Nine, Meredith goes to a black woman's house, where she pleases not one, but two black women, and she discovers the joy of chocolate cunt.

In Chapter Ten, Meredith goes to meet a girl and her friend, and discovers that one of them is a trans woman with a six-inch cock. She discovers the joys of pot lube, which leads to a wild threesome... eating some pussy, and getting fucked to five orgasms. (Yes, five of them, that's not a typo... hurray for cannabis pussy lube!)

In the pivotal Chapter Eleven, Meredith returns to Hooters to pick up a fresh pair of cum coated pantyhose. She goes into a bathroom, eats Carla's pussy through the pantyhose and comes on Carla's pantyhose knee. Things get serious when they both share their feelings with each other, and Meredith agrees to go on a date with the coed the next night. Meredith then goes to a slumber party, where she dines on five teenage pussies and has a few more orgasms herself, in a wild Mommy roleplay scene.

In Chapter Twelve, Meredith visits a coed who has been using her daughter for some time. She worships the girl's stocking-clad sweaty feet, learns more about her daughter, pleases pussy number nineteen, and reaches her own orgasm by humping herself on the girl's shin.

In Chapter Thirteen, Meredith is shocked to find her mother-in-law in her home, with the babysitter between her legs. This leads to more revelations for the first day Pillow Princess Pet, and two more pussies: her mother-in-law's and the babysitter's... and another fucking from a big strap-on cock on the hips of said mother-in-law.

In Chapter Fourteen, Meredith acquires her own supply of pot lube, pays for the delivery by eating a sweet young pussy, and then she gets the surprise of her life! She's pleasuring herself on the washing machine, when she is caught by her eighteen-year-old daughter, who soon convinces her to cross the line into incest, and the mother and daughter share a long and wild sexual morning, which among other things, starts her orgasm count for the day off with a bang.

And now continuing just after Chapter 14...

Pillow Princess Club Ch. 15

So with the taste of my daughter's pussy still lingering on my lips and in my mouth, I left my house and went to the address Olivia had texted to me. It was only a ten-minute drive.

In my head I replayed the wild reality that I'd just had sex with my daughter... wild, unbridled, multiple-orgasm sex. It hadn't even been twenty-four hours since I'd eaten my first pussy ever, and then I'd dined on twenty-three different pussies during the course of the afternoon and evening, and I myself had experienced around the same number of orgasms... give or take... and now I was driving to a stranger's house to get sodomized... my asshole already starting to tingle from the pot lube administered by my daughter's fingers just before I left the house.

I reached the house, and I considered how strange it was just to walk up to a house in the middle of the day to have sex with a stranger... and even stranger that I was going into the house to lose my anal virginity. But the strangest thing was that about an hour ago my daughter had assured me that when Olivia (the stranger I was about to meet) had taken her anal virginity, she'd done a wonderful job!

It was even more awkward and nerve-wracking to be doing this in broad daylight.

Yet when I parked, I didn't hesitate to text BACKDOORBANGER.

HUNGRYMILFMOMMY: I am parked across the street.

I saw a message from TOYGIRL.

TOYGIRL: Great, I'll send you a message the moment I get home.

I responded:

HUNGRYMILFMOMMY: Sounds good. I could use a good fucking and exploring some new toys.

I saw BACKDOORBANGER had responded.

BACKDOORBANGER: Come in the front door. It's unlocked.

I took a deep breath and got out of my car. Thankfully today I was dressed much more conservatively: a cute sundress and white stockings... a lot less risqué than the very revealing maid outfit I'd sauntered around in yesterday throughout the afternoon and night. On the other hand, I was more likely to be noticed going into a stranger's house at lunchtime.

I was crossing the street, when I noticed that an older man walking his dog was coming towards me.

I looked away, perhaps too quickly, and headed up the walkway to Olivia's house. Then when I reached the front door, I looked back and saw the man staring at me. I wasn't certain whether he knew why I was here, or was just checking me out. I knew I looked sexy in my summer attire. As I went into the house, I decided it must be the latter, because how could he possibly know that the woman living here fucked other women in the ass on a regular basis?

I went into the house and down a short hallway into a living room, where I was surprised to see a pretty girl sitting in a rocking chair that must have once been her grandma's. She was a brunette, and her outstretched legs were crossed on a footrest.

As soon as she saw me, she called out with a British accent, "Nana, my friend is here."

"Okay, have fun," an older woman called back, poking her head out of a bedroom door down another hallway and looking in my direction.

"Um, hi," I said, awkwardly.

The girl stood up, went past me, took my hand en passant, and led me up a flight of stairs into an attic bedroom. "Don't worry about her recognising you, she's blind."

"Oh! I'm so sorry," I sympathized, now feeling very awkward to have worried about someone seeing me, but relieved that she hadn't, because she was blind. What kind of jerk was I?

"Don't be," she said. "She's always been blind."

"Okay, thank you," I said as I stood there, unsure of what to do and awaiting instructions, as usual.

"So you've never been fucked in the ass?" she asked, looking at me appraisingly.

"No," I answered, "but a pillow princess stopped by my house this morning. She fingered my pussy for a moment, so she could smear some put pot lube into it."

"Pot lube?" Olivia asked, looking perplexed.

"Yeah, it's a special cannabis lube. It gets your pussy or anus... but not the rest of you... high, which enhances whatever pleasure that orifice receives," I explained. "I know firsthand that it works in the pussy... last night it drove me completely bonkers for hours, while I had a crazy number of orgasms. I've only heard from other people how well it works in the ass, but they tell me it's just as good."

"I've never heard of that before," she said. She then came over to me and helped me out of my sundress. "Oh, nice! a garter-belt and stockings... and you're commando!"

"I like to sex it up for my Pillow Princess Mistresses," I explained. I shifted into my full submissive mode while I looked into this girl's hypnotic hazel eyes.

"Well, you're succeeding," she approved, as she tossed my dress on her dresser and looked me up and down, blatantly admiring my body.

"Do you have any kids?" she asked.

"Two daughters and a son, but he's in England," I replied comfortably. There was no reason for me to hide anything, since she'd already fucked my daughter Catherine in the ass.

"Hold old are they?"

"Eighteen, eight months, and twenty-two."

"No way," she said, her British accent so sexy. "You don't look old enough to have a son that old!"

"Thanks," I said, appreciating the compliment.

"Were you born here?" I asked.

"No, I'm from London. I moved here a couple years ago, when my nana got ill," she explained. "She's better now, but now I love it here."

"Your accent is really sexy."

"Thanks," she said. She went to the nightstand and opened a drawer. "I've been told that before."

"By the way," I said, deciding for reasons unknown to remind her she'd taken my daughter's anal virginity too, "I think you know my daughter."

"Oh? Who is she?" she asked, as she turned around with a couple of small toys in her hand.

"Catherine Hamilton."

"You're Catherine's Mom?" she blurted out in astonishment.

"Yeah. She told me today that you took her anal cherry too."

"Shit, I guess I did," she said, still looking surprised. "That makes doing you even hotter!"

"Yeah," I agreed, the idea of losing my anal virginity to the same girl my daughter had was really hot! I know, I know, yesterday I wouldn't have remotely said that, but Catherine and the five orgasms I'd already experienced today had done some powerful convincing. Perhaps in part it was the pot lube talking, but whatever the reason, this coincidence made my pussy burn. Oddly, the lube Catherine had rubbed into my ass hadn't done anything so far.

"So she just told you that out of the blue?" Olivia asked, as she placed the toys on the bed, then went and took something else from the drawer.

"Pretty much. She was on my phone changing my handle for me, and she saw your message," I explained. "In fact, she's the one who sent the message on my behalf agreeing for me to come over here, while I was trying to talk her out of it. Fortunately, she talked me down, and now I'm very glad to be here. As you can imagine, the past twenty-four hours or so since I joined the Pillow Princess Service Club, have been really crazy."

"Shit, so your daughter Catherine wants you to get arse fucked?"

Hearing the expatriate Brit say 'arse' instead of 'ass', especially with her sexy accent, made my pussy tingle, "Yes, she actually insisted on my doing it, and she rubbed some pot lube in my anus so I'd have a particularly good experience."

"Wild!" she said. She then instructed, "Get onto the bed and on all fours, facing away from me."

"Okay," I said as I got onto the bed. "I should mention I'm feeling very nervous about this."

"I couldn't tell," she said without a hint of sarcasm.

"On the other hand, the pot lube in my pussy is keeping me horny as fuck, which is compelling me to do things that normally I wouldn't be daring enough to try," I added, as I got onto all fours and presented my ass to her for the sodomy we both wanted to happen.

"Such a nice arse," she said, gently caressing it with both hands.

"Thanks," I said, enjoying her massage-like touching.

"I can't believe this pretty arse hasn't ever been fucked," she said. She pulled my ass cheeks apart a minute later, and must have been admiring my rosebud.

"Honestly, I hadn't ever put much thought into it before I joined the Pillow Princess Service Club yesterday."

"Your husband never broached the topic?" she asked, leaning forward and licking my asshole.

"No, he's always respected me as a woman."

"Bad idea. You don't want to be respected, do you?"

"No, I want to be told what to do. I want to please as many women as I can."

"But what about your own pleasure?"

"I get turned on by satisfying other people; by obeying them. And that preference has given me almost two dozen orgasms in the past twenty-four hours," I answered, my body beginning to tremble because of her tongue rolling around the perimeter of my asshole... just like when my daughter ate my ass this morning, it felt soft, sensual and surprisingly relaxing.

"Holy shit! Two dozen?" she gasped.

"The pot lube helped me get most of those orgasms," I said. The pleasure Olivia was giving me right now was increasing markedly.

"I'll have to research this pot lube," she said, continuing to bathe my asshole.

"It's very stimulating," I said, "literally."

She laughed out loud, as she as scooped some lube (the ordinary kind) onto her finger and then smeared it between my ass cheeks. She then placed a different finger against my ass and said, "Now let's see if it also enhances pleasure in your arse."

"Yes, let's," I agreed, as her finger poked against my hole.

"Relax," she said, just like my daughter had advised me earlier.

"I'll do my best," I said cautiously. At least I wasn't as nervous about having my ass fingered as I was the first time!

"God, such a perfect little asshole," she complimented, sliding her finger smoothly inside me.

"Ooooooh," I moaned. The pleasure was more intense this time... likely because of the pot lube.

"Yeah? You like that?" She was now sliding her finger deep inside me.

"It feels really good, in an odd sort of way," I appraised, which was perhaps the best description. It wasn't overly pleasurable, but it was providing me with some subtly soft sensations, and it wasn't at all uncomfortable.

"Just wait until your arse gets used to being really filled up," she assured me. Unlike my daughter, she was wiggling her finger around inside my ass... and the feeling was almost indescribable... weird... yet good... yet kinky... yet also natural somehow. Perhaps having something in my ass was a natural step towards my transition into a new version of myself.

"Oh! That's..." I began speaking, but then couldn't remember what I'd begun to say.

"I've got to gape your tight little arse hole gently and gradually," she explained, her finger continuing to slowly swirl inside a hole I'd had no idea could be swirled inside.

"Gape?" I asked. This wasn't a term I recognized.

"Yes, gape. As in gently stretching your asshole wide open," she explained, "so I can fuck it good without hurting you overmuch. A certain amount of pain is inevitable, but if I'm doing it right, you'll enjoy the pain just as much as the pleasure."

"Oh?" I moaned. Surprisingly, her finger rotating clockwise inside my anus was making my pussy tingle. I'd never thought they were connected, but apparently they were.

"Yes, your arse was made to be eaten, gaped, and then fucked," she said, her finger continuing its blender-like spinning inside me. "And for the best results, it needs to be done in that order."

"I don't know about that theory..." I moaned, "...but this does feel a lot better than I'd expected."

"Oh, it gets a lot better! We're just getting started." She then pushed a second finger into my ass.

"Oooooooh!" I moaned, feeling a surreal mixture of sudden pain, but also growing pleasure.

"Yeah, your arse is just swallowing up my fingers," she encouraged, two fingers now swirling inside me... stretching my ass wider open. The crescendo of feelings kept making my pussy tingle and my head spin.

"It feels..." Once again, when I tried to say something, the growing, burning pleasure inside my ass distracted my focus into nonexistence.

"Feels good, doesn't it?' she suggested, the two fingers swirling inside me delivering numbing pleasure... very different from having my pussy licked or fucked or fisted. This was less intense... yet somehow it was also more intense, given the numbing sensations burning inside my ass.

"Weirdly pleasurable," I described succinctly, as she continued gaping my asshole... or better yet, my 'arse'... while the slow, burning sensations continued growing.

"Yeah, your arse isn't accustomed to feeling pleasure. But as it adjusts to the new sensations of being penetrated, it will start wanting to get fucked... or even pounded... and eventually even hammered."

"Oh yes, that sounds wonderful," I moaned. Her fingers fucking my ass were starting to become more and more all that I wanted to happen!

"You about ready to get arse fucked?" she asked, her fingers now modulating from those constant rotations to slow in-and-out finger fucking... with two fingers.

"Yes!" I moaned, her fingers feeling so good sliding in and out of my ass... which now wasn't enough. I wanted more! I wanted something longer going into my ass, so it would reach deeper! I also wanted something thicker spreading my asshole wide open!

"Start begging for more," she ordered, and she began pumping her fingers in and out me... fast!

"Oh, please ass fuck me! Fuck me with your fingers! Please slam one of those toys inside my arse and sodomize me!" I babbled. Pleasure was now consuming me!

"Don't move," she ordered, pulling her fingers out of me.

"Ooooooh," I moaned, my backdoor now feeling achingly empty.

"Toy or strap-on?" she asked as she stripped out of her dress, leaving her wearing only some thigh highs.

"Strap-on, please," I said without needing to think about it. "I want to feel your body slamming into mine while you take my anal virginity."

"Mmmmmmm, I think you'll turn out to be a great anal slut, just like your daughter," she approved, as she selected a harness with a six-inch cock attached to it.



"Does my daughter love dick in her ass?" I asked. I couldn't help visualising a hot picture of Catherine getting fucked that way, and my pussy and ass burned for that kind of attention too!

"Oh yeah, she's a natural ass taking slut," Olivia bragged on her, as she fastened the harness around her hips.

"I'd love to see that," I said, the visual refusing to leave my head. Her young, ripe body getting cornholed was now forever imprinted in my subconscious, following our various incestuous couplings.

"Mmmmmmmm," she purred as she reached for her phone.

"She's driving to my Mom's to pick up my other daughter," I explained, although she might be on her way back by now, since my mother only lived fifteen minutes away. "She offered to watch her baby sister so I could come over here for you to sodomize me."

"Sodomize," she chuckled, as she typed on her phone.

"You want more? Arse fucked, backdoor pounded, anally drilled, rectally destroyed... take your pick," I listed off playfully. I was so fucking horny! It was apparent that the pot lube was now active in both of my holes, which meant both of those orifices were now burning for attention.

"Shit," she said. "You're one really worked up MILF!"

"I just want you to pound my asshole, take my anal virginity, and dominate me into being your submissive, anal fuck toy," I said wickedly, desperately wanting that cock deep inside my ass. I was so fucking horny, I was salivating with need!

"Oh shit, you really are a wicked one," she said, as she tossed her phone onto the bed and tightened the harness around her waist.

"I need that cock inside me now," I demanded, sounding just like a nasty, desperate porn slut. Never had I wanted cock more than I did right now!

"That's right, beg." She grasped my hips and pulled me to the edge of the bed.

"Please, Olivia," I pleaded with a wild moan, "take my arse's virginity! Slam that big cock up my shit hole, and gape the fuck out of me!"

"Oh, shit! You really are one nasty slut," she said as she went behind me... and slid her hands up and down my silky sheer stockings.

"I don't know what's gotten into me... maybe my daughter's naughty influence... but I just have to have that cock inside my asshole," I said urgently.

"Perhaps it's the pot lube," she surmised, tracing the perimeter of my gaped asshole with the end of her fake dick.

"That and your wicked fingers," I amplified. I pushed my backside back as far as I could, trying to get that dick inside me.

"Yes, I know I had something to do with it," she giggled, and... at last! She jammed the cock inside my hungry anal entrance.

"Ohhhhhhh. Fuuuuuuuuck. Yeeeeeeees!" I babbled. Fire-like intensity burned through my asshole: the culmination of the orgasm that had been simmering on slow burn ever since her fingers had first slid inside my butt.

"Oh, yeah! You're one fired up bitch!" she cheered. She was in awe of me, just as much as I was from the pleasure burning inside me... likely unaware of the irony of her words matching my own thoughts about the intensity of my unabashed pleasure.

"Yes, fuck my ass!" I moaned, "give me all that dick!"

"You know, it usually takes a lot longer to train an arse for its first time fucking," she said, her body resting against mine... all six inches buried deep inside my recently virgin asshole.

"Oh," I moaned, feeling so full. And yet I wanted more... I wanted to be fucked... hard! "Fuck me, Olivia, fuck my asshole!"

"Like this?" she asked. She pulled out and slammed back into me.

"Fuuuuuuuck!" I screamed, the six-inch cock reaching new depths inside my ass, sending reverberations throughout my body... her deep thrust also making my pussy tingle. "More!"

With her hands on my hips, she began fucking me in earnest. Pumping her dick in and out of me smoothly and deeply... her body crashing into me with every thrust.

It wasn't even a couple dozen thrusts before my moans got wild and vital, and I started babbling incoherent prattle. "Oh fuck... harder... pound my ass! Fuck me... yes... don't stop... fuck... fuck... fuuuuuuck!"

The orgasm hit me hard and I collapsed forward, Olivia's dick slipping out of my ass.

After I face-planted onto the bed, Olivia slid back into my ass and resumed fucking me, with my orgasm was still raging through me.

"Oh fuuuuuck!" I moaned, the orgasm intense. I felt my cum leaking out of my pussy while she kept pounding my ass.

And then...

"Oh yeah! Fuck my Mom like crazy!"

What?! That was my daughter's voice! Somehow she'd gotten into the room, and she was cheering Olivia on.

"She's taking it even better than you do," Olivia said, her hand on my back, while she pumped that dick in and out of my asshole... hard!... while my orgasm continued cascading through me... pulsating pleasure coursing through my pussy and my ass simultaneously!

"Oh honey," I moaned, "Now I'm an ass slut just like you are!"

"Yeah, you are," she agreed as I turned my head to look at her. "And I bet the pot lube is really adding to your pleasure."

"It's so intense," I moaned. My orgasm was refusing to release its hold on me... even though I could already feel a second one rising!

"Oh, yeah Mom! Take that dick in your hot ass!" my daughter urged me. She stuck a hand under her dress and began rubbing herself.

"Come here and lie down next to your Mom, Catherine," Olivia ordered.

"I don't think so," my daughter said. "Not right now, anyway."

"I'm not asking," Olivia insisted, as she kept pumping her dick into me.

"Well, okay," my daughter said. She pulled her dress off, but not the black stockings I'd given her.

"Those sexy stockings really add to your sexy allure," Olivia complimented her.

"They were my Mom's idea," Catherine said, as she got onto the bed and lay down beside me. Hey," she smiled at me while I kept getting pounded in the ass... my body bouncing a little with each deep thrust.

"Hey yourself," I moaned, my next orgasm rising rapidly.

But just before it arrived, Olivia pulled out!

"Nooooooooo," I whined loudly.

"I'm sorry newest slut, but I can't ignore your daughter's sexy asshole," she apologised unapologetically, hopping off of the bed and grabbing the lube. "Unfortunately, I don't have any of that pot lube."

"No worries, you know I can take that dick without it," my daughter assured her.

"Yes, I know you can," Olivia said, lubing her dick some more. Then she said to me, "And you did tell me you wanted to watch your daughter getting arse fucked."

"Did you, Mommy?" Catherine grinned saucily at me.

"In the heat of the moment, I may have said something to that effect," I prevaricated teasingly.

"So do you want to watch your baby girl getting her asshole pounded or not?" Catherine asked bluntly.

"Yes, I really do," I admitted.

"Good," Olivia ordered. "Then sit up and guide my dick into your daughter's ass."

"Okay," I replied. I was excited to watch my daughter taking a dick in her ass, but I also wished I could have that dick back in my ass... my next orgasm still bubbling just below the surface.

When my daughter got onto all fours, I grabbed Olivia's dick and positioned it against her pretty puckered asshole, but I said, "I can't believe I'm doing this."

"Why? Don't you think your daughter has an inviting little arse hole?" Olivia asked.

"She does," I agreed.

"Just shove it in, Mommy," Catherine urged, wiggling the ass under discussion. "I'll show you I'm as much of an ass slut as you are."

"Okay, honey," I said, "I have to admit I really do want to see that!" I braced my free hand on Olivia's ass, and I gently tugged the dildo forward and watched it slowly disappearing inside her ass.

"Oh yes," Catherine moaned.

"Take it all," I said unnecessarily, as the dick began sliding smoothly into her pretty backdoor.

"Oh, yes," she repeated, all six inches disappearing inside her forbidden asshole.

"Now show your Mommy how well her good girl takes it in the arse," Olivia instructed her.

"Mmmmmmm," Catherine emitted her trademarked sexy moan (maybe it wasn't familiar to everyone, but it was becoming so to me) as she began bouncing back on the dick. Olivia wasn't fucking her, she was fucking Olivia, which I thought was sooo hot! "Oh yeah, that feels so good!" she cried out.

"Ride that dick, Cat, show your Mommy what an ass slut you are," Olivia ordered.

"Oh fuck, Mommy! I love it in the ass!" Catherine moaned, as she bounced back on that dick with practiced ease... and I wanted that same dick fucking my ass in that exact same way!

"She takes much bigger dicks than this one in her shit hole," Olivia told me, as I watched my daughter riding the dick with great ease.

"Then get a bigger dick and let me fuck it," I offered with lustful enthusiasm.

"You heard my Mommy, bring out the arse destroyer," Catherine agreed, without slowing down at all.

"Yes indeed, bring it out," I agreed, whatever it was.

"Fetch it from the drawer over there." Olivia pointed to where the rest of her collection of anal kink was stored.

"Okay," I said. I got off the bed, opened the drawer, and found a large, fat, black cock attached to a harness. I mean it was really long and fat. "Oh my!"

"Think you can take that bubba in that arse of yours?" Olivia asked.

"I will or die trying," I said, feeling so horny that I'd drop my asshole onto that arse destroyer in a heartbeat.

"Help me put it on, then," Olivia said. She pulled out of my daughter's asshole, and for the first time, I saw what a properly gaped asshole looked like... it was indeed a sexy visual... that arsehole was gaped wide, and fully open for business.

"Okay," I said, suddenly a bit distracted as I stared deep into my daughter's wide-open rectum.

"Yeah, isn't a gaped arse hole beautiful?" Olivia asked, noticing me staring.

"Um... yeah, it really is," I agreed, wrenching my eyes away from my daughter's open ass pit, which was indeed beautiful.

I helped Olivia detach her harness and she dropped it to the floor, giving me an up close look at her fresh, very wet, pussy, which I couldn't resist salivating over.

"Don't worry, my pet. You'll get your tasty treat before you leave," she reassured me.

"I certainly hope so," I said, always hungry to taste a new, young, ripe peach.

I strapped the other harness onto her.

"Fetch the lube," she ordered.

I did.

"Lotion it up for me," she ordered.

"Yes, Mistress," I said. I poured lots of lube onto the nine-inch dick... which was also substantially wider than the first dick that had stretched my asshole. Truth be told, I couldn't fathom this dick actually fitting inside either my daughter's or my own asshole! It just didn't seem physically possible!

"Get on all fours next to your daughter," Olivia instructed me, taking the lube from me.

"Okay." I obeyed quickly, my pussy and my ass on fire for attention, even though I still couldn't figure out how that dick was possibly going to fit inside my asshole, even now that it was no longer virginal.

"She's as obedient as you are," Olivia chuckled softly.

"It's reverse heredity... like daughter, like Mommy," Catherine joked, smiling fondly at me.

"I still can't believe we're doing this," I said. I could feel Olivia approaching from behind me, and climbing on top.

"And yet we are doing it," the cockster smiled, as I felt lube being dribbled between my ass cheeks.

"Just slide it in," I said with mock bravery, bracing myself for the agonizing pain I was certain would soon be smashing through my body. I really hoped that floods of pleasure would be accompanying that pain!

"Such an eager arse slut you are," Olivia said.

"Get ready to touch heaven," Catherine encouraged me, gleefully witnessing my second sodomy.

"Just give it to me," I demanded, looking nervously back at Olivia.

"Yep. Here it comes," she said, one hand gripping my chin, the other one on the bed, supporting herself.

"Yes, I'm afraid so," I moaned, as I felt the fat dick spreading my ass cheeks. It slowly, inexorably, invaded my asshole. The pain burned deep as my asshole was stretched unnaturally by the fat, penetrating tube... yet that burn was immediately consumed by the fire of lust and pleasure that began pulsating in both my pussy and my ass!

"Oh, fuck yeah, Mom," Catherine said. She flipped onto her side and watched me getting sodomized by that nine-inch missile. "You're taking that huge fucking dick up your ass like a champ!"

"Oh fuck, put it all in me," I groaned. Somehow the pleasure kept increasing, the deeper it went inside me.

"Okay! Now that you've earned it, are you my arse slut?" Olivia asked.

"Yes, Mistress! I'm your arse slut, your anal fuck toy, your MILF bottom bitch, and whatever else you want me to be," I rambled as her dick slithered deeper into my ass, reaching never before explored depths... she was diving down to the Mariana's Trench of my asshole!

"Oh fuck, this is so hot," Catherine said, as I gave her a dazed, euphoric look.

"Shit, she took it all!" Olivia gasped.

"Yes I did! Now pound my asshole! Plug my shithole! Destroy my backdoor!" I listed, needing to feel that big, fat cock pounding my ass fast, deep and hard.

"Yeah, really give it to her," Catherine added. Her hand went to her pussy and she began rubbing.

"Nastiest Mommy arse slut ever," Olivia praised, and her hands went to my hips so she could oblige my request.

"Oh, fuuuuck yes! Give me that dick!" I screamed as she slammed into me... feeling nine full inches of fat, fake phallus forging into my definitely no longer virginal ass.

"I think she likes it," my daughter said playfully as she rubbed herself.

"I fucking love it!" I confirmed, as I took all of it.

"Show me how much you do love it," Olivia ordered. "Fuck yourself on me."

"Can do," I agreed. I planted my hands on the bed for balance and began riding that dick... although not as rapidly as the thrusting Olivia had been giving me. I soon got used to being the one doing the work, and I established a smooth rhythm.

"Oh yeah, Mommy! Fuck your ass on that big black monster," Catherine moaned. She looked like she was getting close to an orgasm of her own, from watching me fuck myself.

"Are you going to come from watching your mother fuck herself in her shit hole?" I asked wickedly, my own orgasm now rising rapidly after the earlier delay.

"Oh yes, Mommy! I'm going to come so fucking hard, whenever you do," she moaned.

"Simultaneous family orgasms," Olivia approved. "I like it."

"Oh fuck, it feels so good," I moaned, as I bounced back and took every portion of the nine inches into my asshole... discovering the plethora of erogenous zones that existed in my anal cavity... which somehow also made their way to my untouched pussy (untouched since I'd arrived here)... and my throbbing clit... yet I could still feel my inevitable orgasm about to burst!

"Come, Mommy! Come like a cheap ass slut," Catherine moaned, frantically rubbing herself while I was frantically fucking myself.

"That's it, listen to your daughter," Olivia added, "come from taking a fat cock up your slutty arse hole."

"Yes! Fuck yes!" I babbled, and yes indeed, my second anal orgasm ripped through me, and just like the first one, I collapsed forward, with my entire body shaking and quaking from the intensity of the anally triggered orgasm!

The dick slipped out of me as my daughter screamed, "Fuuuuuck," and I felt some of her orgasmic wetness spraying onto my leg.

"Shit, look at that gaping hole," Olivia said, admiring my gaped back door... as I myself wondered what it looked like... it must be even wider than the hole my daughter had gotten from that smaller dick.

"So good," I moaned, allowing the orgasm to rise through me.

"Time for your lunch," Olivia said a minute later, the orgasm still pulsating through my being. She flipped me onto my back, no longer wearing the strap-on harness, and straddled my face.

"Well hello there, pussycat," I greeted the wet, shiny pussy, dripping with juice. Obviously Olivia got very turned on from destroying assholes.

As she dropped her pussy onto my face, I mindlessly began licking her, even though my second intense anal orgasm continued its apparently never-ending pulsations of pleasure.

"Oh, yeah! Eat my pussy, my nasty arse fuck toy," she moaned, her hand grasping my head and pulling my face solidly into her wetness.

"Mmmmmmmmm," I responded, loving this pretty girl's aggressiveness. I took her action as a silent instruction to go on the attack, so I went for her clit.

"Oh fuck, right there, slut, right there," she moaned, as she held me pressed tightly against her pussy... after a minute or two of eager pussy pleasing.

I tugged, I sucked, I licked... knowing her orgasm was imminent... having obviously gotten a head start while she took my anal cherry, and then she did it again, just to be sure.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck, yes!" she screamed, loud enough to alert her grandmother to her ecstasy via her screams of passion.

Her cum gushed onto my face as she held it against her orgasming twat, and I got the best kind of facial a woman can get... opening my mouth wide to catch and savour as much of her sweet cum as I could.

Once she was done, she rolled off my face and gasped, "That was great!"

"Agreed," I said, licking my lips.

"You really took it like a champ," she said.

"Likely because of the pot lube," I said. There was no way I could have taken nine inches of dick up my butt without the weed getting me good and ready for it.

"I imagine," she said. "I'll have to do some research about that."

"It definitely leads to more intense orgasms, and multiple ones too," I said. I'd already had seven of them today, and it was only lunchtime.

"That sounds like a win-win," she grinned.

"I haven't found a lose-lose yet," I said. "Although now that I've been spoiled, I'm not sure what sex will be like without it."

"Hmmmmm," she pondered, "that will be interesting."

"Yeah," I said, as I pondered the question. Could I go back to enjoying sex without the enhancement?

"Do you have any more stops?"

"One so far."

"Who is she?"

"Toygirl," I answered.

"I don't recognize the handle," Olivia said as she got off the bed.

"Neither did Catherine," I said. I looked around, and saw she was nowhere to be found.

"She's downstairs having some lunch," Olivia explained.

I looked perplexed.

"My grandmother enjoys some fringe benefits from my visiting pets."

"Oh," I said, clarity suddenly washing over me.

"I'm told she has a very tasty pussy."

"I would've eaten your grandma with pleasure," I said, getting off the bed.

"Then feel free to go down there and replace your daughter," Olivia offered. She gathered up the toys and left her room.

I donned my dress and headed downstairs. Sure enough, my daughter was between the grandma's legs.

I watched for a minute, and then with my hunger for pussy taking me over, I said, "Move over, honey. Let Mommy eat that pussy."

"Oh my," the grandmother said. She too had a British accent.

Catherine backed off and said, "Go ahead, Mom. Eat that granny pussy."

"Mmmmm, thank you, baby girl," I said, dropping to my knees and burying my face between the grandma's legs. She was already quite wet, when I replaced my daughter.

"Oh shit, are you two really mother and daughter?" the grandma asked.

"Yep. She's always been my Mom. And as of today, she's also my Mommy pet, and she'll do whatever I tell her to," Catherine explained. Which for some reason, made me feel quite proud of my new station.

"Shit," the grandma said. Her hairy pussy really captured her scent, which was very strong.



"Such a yummy cunt," I said, for some reason trying to sound as nasty as possible.

"Did my granddaughter fuck your arse just now?"

"Yes, she did," I said, "She destroyed my virgin asshole and made me come twice."

"Well, shit, she certainly does love taking you sluts' anal virginities," she said with a moan, as I probed her fat pussy lips. "No offense," she added.

"None taken, we're proud to be sluts. And she fucked both of our assholes," Catherine said.

"Nice," the grandmother approved, as I began licking her clit.

"That's it, bitch! Give that fat clit what for!" the old woman urged me.

"Yeah Mom, get this bitch off," Catherine said. "And don't forget you have other cunts to munch today... including that entire sorority tonight!"

"Yes honey, I certainly can't forget them!" I agreed, I slid two fingers inside the grandma and also sucked hard on her clit.

"Oh fuck, bitch, yes! Finger me, fuck me!" she moaned, breathing very heavily.

"Get her off, Mommy! Get her off now!" Catherine ordered. I felt her hand pressing against the back of my head.

"Oh, fuck yes! Fuck yes, fuck!" the grandma huffed and puffed, and then she came, her thick thighs tightening around my head, holding me in place while her unusually thick cum slowly oozed out of her.

I pulled my finger out of her and caught the cum, as it slowly oozed into my wide-open mouth.

"Good Mommy," my daughter approved.

"Mmmmmm," I hummed, as I drank down all of the granny's sweet nectar.

When she opened her legs and released me, she said, "Thanks for that."

'No, thank you," I said, as I stood up.

"Let's go, Mom. You have another stop to make, right away."

"Duty calls," I quipped.

The grandma chuckled as she turned up the volume of the television, and we hustled out the front door.

"Where's Hannah?" I asked. Oddly, her welfare hadn't occurred to me at all during all the excitement.

"When I called Nana, she was having coffee with a friend and Hannah was sleeping, so she told me she'd drive over and drop her off around two," Catherine said.

"Oh, I see."

"Yeah. So let's check your phone and see if TOYGIRL is ready for you yet."

"You know? I'm not sure I'm a fan of your being my lesbian pimp," I joked.

She shrugged, "Get over it. You're my Mommy-pet, and my bitch," she said, as we approached my car.

"Okay, but you're enjoying this a bit too much," I said as we reached the car.

I found my phone and checked the app messages. There was one from TOYGIRL:

TOYGIRL: I will be home at 1:00. Please confirm if you can make it.

I looked at the time. 12:40.

I responded.

HUNGRYMILFMOMMY: I will be there.

I told my daughter, "I've got a one o'clock play date," then smiled at my wordplay.

"I'll make sure to be home when Nana arrives with Hannah," she said. "So take your time, and enjoy."

"Thanks, honey," I said.

"Have fun!" she said, then she headed for her car.

I got into my car, drove to Starbucks, guzzled down an iced latte, and headed to the address sent to me... arriving just a couple minutes after one.

The end of Chapter 15.

Up next: Toy Play.
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Summary: Pussy 26: Meredith discovers the powers of a variety of toys.

Note: This is dedicated to Stephen, who requested the series.

Note 2: Thanks to Tex Beethoven for editing yet another wicked series.

Note 3: This is Chapter Sixteen of an ongoing series.

In Chapter One, a housewife in her mid-forties Meredith is spending a lot of time at home alone with her eight-month-old baby daughter while her husband is constantly away and neglecting her sexual needs. She sees from her bedroom window her 18-year-old female neighbour getting sexually pleasured by another woman, then another, and then even more. This increases the flame inside her for her growing curiosity to explore her same sex desires. She discovers a secret Pillow Princess Club, where older woman sign up and are then regularly summoned by younger women to pleasure them sexually. She signs up out of lust and curiosity, and is instantly summoned by her beautiful next door neighbour Bianca. Whereupon she services her, which begins her journey into submissive lesbianism.

In Chapter Two, Meredith is spied in her short walk of shame home, so she goes across the street to Miranda Bellencourt's house to service her stocking-clad feet, eat her pussy, and get her own pussy fucked for the first time in a year and a half.

In Chapter Three, Meredith goes to her former high school bully's house, where she is greeted by a naked Miranda, who is being punished for using her before the other, apparently more important, younger pillow princesses... her punishment includes being spanked, and being required to fuck herself in the ass with a cucumber. Meredith services her third pussy, her high school bully's daughter, when said bully walks in and ends up fucking her pussy... although sadly not long enough to get her off... before she heads out for her scheduled pussy number four.

In Chapter Four, Meredith drives to a stranger's house... a cute Swedish young lady... where she discovers the joys of face sitting.

In Chapter Five, a phone call from her mother gives her more time to explore her newfound submissive love for pussy, when her Mom offers to take her daughter home for the weekend. Meredith drives to the next address, and learns it's a yoga establishment. After a brief hesitation, she goes into the business and hides under a desk, where she services a young girl while she continues working and interacting with people.

In Chapter Six, Meredith continues her pussy pleasing tour when she is ordered to go to a house where she services two young women, and discovers the orgasmic bliss of being fisted.

In Chapter Seven, Meredith goes to meet a girl to eat her first ass, and she discovers her best friend is already there. Together, they worship the teen's pussy and ass. She also learns her best friend has had sex with Meredith's eighteen-year-old daughter. With all her tasks completed, she drives to a Hooters to go pee, and...

In Chapter Eight, Meredith gets two wild adventures. An under the table foot job from a Hooters waitress who gifts her a pair of her soiled Hooters pantyhose and a promise to give her a night of unlimited coed pussy at her sorority and her first tribbing encounter with a very cute Japanese girl. Up next: Big Rosie.

In Chapter Nine, Meredith goes to a black woman's house where she pleases not one, but two black women and discovers the joy of chocolate cunt.

In Chapter Ten, Meredith goes to meet a girl and her friend and discovers that one is a transwoman with a six-inch cock and discovers the joys of pot lube which leads to a wild threesome... some pussy and getting fucked to five orgasms.

In the pivotal Chapter Eleven, Meredith returns to Hooters o get a fresh pair of cum coated pantyhose, where she ends up in a bathroom eating Carla's pussy through the pantyhose and coming on Carla's pantyhose knee. Things get serious when they both share their feelings with each other and Meredith agrees to go on a date with the coed tomorrow night. Meredith then goes to a slumber party where she dines on five teenage pussies, has a few more orgasms herself in a wild Mommy play scene.

In Chapter Twelve, Meredith visits a coed who has been using her daughter for some time. She worships the girl's stocking-clad sweaty feet, learns more about her daughter, pleases pussy number nineteen, and reached her own orgasm when she humps herself on the girl's leg.

In Chapter Thirteen, Meredith is shocked to find her mother-in-law in her home with the babysitter between her legs. This leads to more revelations for the fist day Pillow Princess Pet and two more pussies: her mother-in-law and the babysitter... and another fucking from a big strap-on cock on the hips of said mother-in-law.

In Chapter Fourteen, Meredith gets some more pot lube, pays for the delivery by eating a sweet young pussy and then gets the surprise of her life when while pleasuring herself on the washing machine she is caught by her daughter and ends up crossing the line and having a wild sexual encounter with her eighteen-year-old daughter.

In Chapter Fifteen, Meredith discovers the joys of sodomy... enhanced by pot lube in both her pussy and ass by a young British girl. The afternoon gets wilder when her daughter shows up and she watches her daughter also take it in the ass before concluding by the horny MILF taking nine inches of big strap-on cock in her no longer virgin asshole (or arse hole in the words of the British twenty-year-old Olivia). In a wild ending to this visit, she also dines on the teen's grandmother's pussy.

And now continuing just after Chapter 16...
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Summary: Meredith discovers the powers of a variety of toys.

As I arrived at the address, my pussy still burning from the pot lube in my pussy and my asshole feeling a little empty after my first anal pounding (my first I a was sure of many), I took a breath and sent a message.

HUNGRYMILFMOMMY: I am here.

TOYGIRL: Come right in.

I got out of the car, walked yet to another stranger's house and the door opened the moment I arrived.

"Well, you are a pretty thing," the very pretty redhead greeted me dressed in a t-shirt, jean short shorts and rather flamboyant yellow thigh highs that were completely in view... a colour I had never imagined existed in hosiery nor would I have considered a choice. Yet, on this redhead they looked great.

"Thank you," I responded, "you are very pretty yourself."

"Thanks," she said, as she took my hand and led me into the house, down a hallway and into a bedroom where a lot of toys were laid out on a blanket and a Sybian machine was beside the bed.

"Oh my," I said, as she had sent me a picture of her toys, but that apparently wasn't all she had.

"I'm a collector," she said, before she turned to me and kissed me.

I returned the kiss, her soft lips melting into mine. Her hand went to my ass and gave it a squeeze. "So I see."

Breaking the kiss, she asked, "So you just joined yesterday?"

"Yes," I nodded.

"How many pussies have you pleased since you joined?" She asked.

"You will be the twenty-sixth," I answered, a little shame at having such a high number and realizing it hadn't yet been twenty-four hours... I was eating pussy at over one per hour, likely two per hour on hours I had been awake.

"Wow," she said with a look of surprise on her face, "that is a lot of pussy."

"There can never be too much pussy," I replied, as I admired this very pretty girl... who slightly reminded me of Carla and the date I had with her tonight... that perhaps even more surreal than the many pussies I had dined on... including my mother-in-law and, this morning, my daughter.

"That is a good mindset for a pet," she approved.

"I'm pretty well-trained already," I said, sounding a little pathetic, but it was the true reality. I would do almost anything for young tasty teen pussies.

"Well, get undressed, my pretty lady," she said, as she took her outfit off and was suddenly in just the unique yellow stockings.

"Yes, ma'am," I nodded, using an odd term since she was more than half my age. I got undressed until I was also just in thigh high stockings... mine being white.

"You have a hot tight body," she complimented coming to me and moving her hands down my body.

"Thanks, you too," I responded with a slight shiver.

"So," she began, as she cupped my tits, "do you have any restrictions?"

"Restrictions?" I asked.

"For example," she asked, "can I tie you up or use handcuffs?"

"Oh," I said, not sure what I thought of being bound and not in control.

"Don't worry," she said, as she sucked one very hard nipple into her mouth. After a few seconds of nipple worship which felt so good, "we won't do anything you are not comfortable with. I just need to know your boundaries."

As she moved to my other nipple and replicated the tongue teasing on my nipple while sucking on my breast, I responded, with a soft moan, "I don't have too many boundaries, although I don't really like any sort of excessive pain."

"So, I can use handcuffs, my pet?" She asked, moving up to me and kidding me once.

"Yes," I agreed, not sure if I liked or disliked the idea. On the one hand, the idea was quite arousing to my submissive as I just let go and obeyed unconditionally; on the other hand, I was a little nervous having absolutely no control over the situation.

She then kissed me again. Just once. Then kissed me after each word.

"So," she kissed my lips.

"Is," she kissed my cheek.

"You're," she kissed close to my ear.

"Ass," she tugged on my ear.

"Available?" She questioned, as her tongue and hot breath worked over my ear.

I responded, as she drove me wild with a concentrated focus on my sensitive ear, "I just lost my anal virginity at my last pillow princess stop."

"Really?" She asked, sounding both surprised and excited, moving her lips to my neck.

"Yeah, my asshole was filled with some special pot lube, my pussy as well, which has made my holes extra sensitive," I revealed.

"Interesting," she said, as she plastered my neck with sensual butterfly kisses and just a little sucking... not leaving any hickey marks... I hoped.

"Yeah, both my holes are burning with need," I replied, dying to have both my holes fucked again.

"Mmmmm," she purred, as she moved to my other side and replicated the dedicated attention to my neck.

My entire body was burning with desire... desire to get fucked, in both my holes, and also to eat yet another fresh pussy. So, I moaned, as I added to my last declaration of slut-good, "My mouth is also watering with eagerness as well."

"I see," she said, as her lips tugged on my ear. "So, to be clear you want me to use my toys in both your holes?"

"Yes, please," I said, a chill going up my spine at her words and her hot breath.

"And you want to eat my pussy too," she said.

"Definitely," I answered.

"Well, first let's get you on the bed and on your back," she instructed.

"Okay," I agreed, exited to get fucked by any of the toys.

She walked to her floor of toys, at least a dozen more there from the earlier picture she sent me, and returned with, and instructed, "Put your hands over your head."

"Okay," I obeyed, as I watched her get onto the bed and felt the handcuffs go on both my wrists.

"Now let's really have some fun," she smiled, kissing me again, before she moved down my body and kissed every inch of my chest area... spending minutes kissing and licking very part of me. My neck, my chest, my breasts, my tummy, even my button hole before her face was between my legs. "You are so wet," she purred, as her tongue traced my pussy lips... continuing to tease me which was driving me absolutely crazy with desperate desire. She then parted my lips with a wide paint like stroke making me moan.

"Oooooh, yes," I moaned.

"You taste delicious," she said, as she wiggled her tongue between my lips.

"That feels so good," I said, her slow soothing tongue bringing pleasure through my entire body.

"So will this," she said, as for off the bed.

I sighed quietly, my burning inferno needing attention and my arms above my head not allowing me to do anything but wait helplessly.

She returned a moment later and asked, "Ready to get that ass filled?"

"Yes, please," I said, something I never imagined agreeing to before just a couple of hours ago. Now I was craving a dick in my ass.

"Roll over onto your belly," she instructed, as I awkwardly obeyed, the handcuffs making it a little difficult, moving onto my elbows. I looked back to see her adding lube to a bunch of balls on a string.

"Is that going in my ass?" I asked starring at the weird looking toy that didn't at all look like a toy.

"They are," she nodded.

"Wow," I said, excited and nervous... the balls quite big.

"It's called anal beads," she explained.

"Oh," I said.

"Actually, this will be easier if you are on all fours," she said, walking to the bed.

"Okay," I said, moving a little bit to get in the position she instructed.

"Just relax and continue to breathe," she instructed as she got on the bed behind me.

"Okay," I repeated, as I felt her hand caress my ass.

"This ass was made for fucking," she said, as she pulled my ass cheeks apart.

"Thanks," I said, appreciating the strange compliment I had never imagined getting before joining this special club.

"Shit, it's already gaped pretty good," she said, as she looked at my open asshole.

"The last pillow princess fucked it pretty good," I explained.

"She sure did," she said, before I felt her tongue on my asshole.

I moaned, instantly enjoying the strange sensation of getting my asshole eaten, "Oh yes, eat my asshole."

"Such a delicious ass," she complimented, swirling her tongue around my gaped hole.

"That feels so good," I said, my asshole super sensitive because of the lube.

"Remember to relax," she said, a moment later when her tongue left my hole.

"Okay," I said, trying to be ready for those balls going in my pussy.

A moment later, I felt a slippery ball pressing against my ass and then with a slight burn it slipped inside my ass.

"Oooooh," I moaned, the feeling weird.

"Just relax," she repeated, "we are going to fill this asshole right up."

"Okay," I said, as I felt a second ball pressed against my anal entrance.

"Breathe," she said, as she pushed the second one in, where I let out a moan.

"Your asshole is swallowing these whole," she said, as one hand caressed my back as a third ball slipped inside me.

"Feels weird, but really good," I said, my anal cavity feeling just the slightest burn, yet each ball pushing inside me making my body tremble... the pot lube numbing the pain and enhancing the pleasure.

"Yeah, most women don't understand or even known there are many erogenous zones in their asshole," she said, as a fourth ball entered me.

"I didn't know until an hour ago," I said, as my body burned in both my lower holes.

"Where you at Olivia's house?" The pretty redhead asked.

"Yes," I admitted, realizing I didn't know this pretty girl's name.

"She does love fucking assholes," the girl said, a fifth ball about to enter my ass.

A moment layer, as the fifth ball penetrated my ass, I moaned, "What is your name?"

"Jill," she replied.

"I'm Meredith," I responded, my ass beginning to feel really full with these balls residing inside my rectum.

"Nice to meet and play with you, Meredith," Jill said, as a six ball entered my back door and I wasn't sure I could possibly take another one.

"You toooo," I moaned, the intensity of these balls in my ass somehow making my pussy beg for attention it wasn't getting.

"One more," she said, as I felt another round pleasure thing press against my open anal hole before sliding in.

"Oh, God," I moaned loudly, my asshole feeling so completely full.

As I remained on all fours, getting used to my ass having seven balls buried in it, I felt her get off the bed. I looked back to see her putting a strap-on harness on her amazing body.

"Ready to get fucked?" She asked, looking at me with a playful smile.

"Dying to get fucked," I responded, wondering what it would feel like with these pleasure balls inside my rectum.

"I'm about to rock your world," she assured, as she tightened the harness on her hips before walking back to the bed with an eight-inch cock.

"Rock me hard," I said, trying to be playful, as she got in the bed and moved behind me.

"You know your one hot MILF?" She said, as she slid her hands down my nylon-clad legs. "You are a mom I'm assuming?"

"One daughter," I answered, no longer keeping secrets, and assuming all these pillow princesses knew each other.

"Mmmmmmm, is she of legal age?" Jill asked, as she positioned her dick between my sensitive pussy lips.

I moaned, just from contact, "Yes."

"Have you tasted her forbidden fruit?" She asked, as she slowly moved the dick up and down teasing my pussy and driving me crazy.

"This morning," I admitted, still in awe of that submission.

"Oh my, that is hot," she said, as she slid deep inside me.

"Ohhhhhhhhh, fuck," I moaned loudly as all eight inches filled me completely.

"I fuck my mom this way sometimes," Jill said, as she began to slowly fuck her. "It is the way she comes the hardest."

"So, you are literally a mother fucker," I wickedly said, my body burning with desire.

"I guess I am," she laughed, as the slow fucking continued.

"Then be a mother fucker and pound me hard," I begged, not wanting a slow teasing fuck, but a hard dominant pounding.

"Oh you want it hard?" she asked.

"As hard as you can give it to me," I responded, my pussy controlling my every thought.

"All right," she said, and her body slammed into me the dick somehow going deeper into my pussy but also making the balls in my asshole move around causing pleasurable sensations in both my holes.

"Oh yes, just like that," I moaned, loving the hard back shots.

Resting against me, she asked, "Ready to really feel pleasure?"

"Yes," I said dying to feel the dick pump in and out of me as her body slammed into me... even as I was already consumed with pleasure.

"Don't forget to breathe," she reminded me as she began to fuck me hard making the anal beads in my asshole move all over the place creating sensational pleasure inside.

"Oh my God," I moaned, the intensity of the fucking and the pleasure of the beads inside my asshole destiny unbelievable pleasure.

After a couple of dozen back shots that fucked me hard, I suddenly felt one of the beads get pulled out of my asshole.

"Oh fuuuuuuuck," I screamed, as the sudden sensations made my body erupt as my orgasm ripped through me.

"Oh yeah, doesn't that feel good," she asked, as she kept fucking me hard.

"So gooooooood," I moaned, the sensation of being pounded from behind while also having this wicked toy slowly being pulled out as the balls moved randomly inside my ass overwhelming.

"The double pleasure is exhilarating," she said, not slowing down her ruthless pleasure assault of my pussy as she pulled the next ball out of my asshole.

"Oh yes, fuck," I responded, unable to say much else as the pleasure consumed me.

"I want you to hold that orgasm until I tell you," she instructed, as the third ball was pulled out.

"Ooooooookay," I agreed, unsure I could last much longer, the intensity of the double pleasure, accelerated by the pot lube, driving me absolutely bonkers.

Then for a couple of dozen deep hard thrusts see pulled out three more balls, each one making my entire body burn with complete rapture... as I knew I was not going to be able to hold my orgasm back much longer.



"Come when I pull out the last ball, sexy," she ordered, as I moaned like a bitch in heat.

A few strokes later she pulled the last ball out and instantly interrupted on cue I screamed and collapsed forward shaking uncontrollably, "Fuuuuuuuuuck."

Her dick slid out of me as she rolled me onto my back and just allowed the pleasure of an amazing orgasm to run its passion pulses throughout me.

"So hot," she purred, as I lay there unable to move all the energy drained me.

"So good," I weakly moaned as she un-cuffed me.

"This is going to be fun, "she said, as she put something on my mouth making me open my eyes as I saw a contraption on my face... a dick.

"My turn to come," she said, as she straddled my head and lowered her pussy on my face.

Unlike licking a pussy where I was somewhat in control, now I was just a vessel for her pleasure as she began to literally ride my face. It was erotically surreal.

"Ohhhh," she moaned, as she began to fuck herself.

"Ride me," I encouraged, although it was more of a mumble since I had a dick on my mouth, watching her ass bounce up and down on my face.

"You like this?" She asked, as she rode the dick on my face.

"Mmmmmmm," I moaned, as I continued to watch the up close and personal pussy bouncing on my face.

Then for a couple of minutes she fucked herself on my face. The wildness of it, and her increased moaning made my pussy burn for more attention.

Suddenly, she leaned forward and ordered, "Fuck me with your face dick."

Then she began licking my pussy as I began to move my head back and forth which was awkward and hard to get into a smooth rhythm. After a minute of awkward fucking I got into a somewhat consistent pace as I fucked her uniquely. It was somewhat humiliating and yet equally exhilarating. As always, I wanted to do my best to get her off and be a good pet.

"Oh yeah, that's it, fuck my pussy," she moaned, even as she slithered her tongue up and down in-between my pussy lips like a pleasure snake.

"Mmmmmm," I moaned into the contraption as I continued my surreal toy enhanced face fuck.

"Oh yes, faster, give me all that dick," she ordered, her moans inferring her orgasm was rising.

Even as her tongue brought me great pleasure, a second orgasm beginning to rise again inside of me, I concentrated the best I could on slamming my face into her body even as it made the toy push back onto mine.

"Oh yes, Mommy, yes, don't stop, don't stop, fuuuuuuuck," she screamed her orgasm apparently hit her and my first thought was I wasn't going to be able to taste her sweet cum I craved.

She rolled off of me and taking the initiative, I took the contraption off, with some difficulty, and dove between her legs and lapped up as much of her delicious cum as I could... as I was undoubtedly a pussy cum addict.

"Oh, so hungry," she moaned, as I buried my face in her wetness.

"Starving," I said, as I continued to dine on her sweet delicacy.

"Mmmmmm," she purred as her hand gently went into my hair.

After a minute or two, she asked, "Want to play some more? Or do you have to go?"

"Definitely play some more," I said, as I didn't have any other pillow princess appointments after this one.

"Good, because I think you'll love my newest toy," she said, as she pulled me up and tasted her juices on my lips.

We kissed for thirty seconds or so before I said, even though I didn't know which of her many toys were the newest one, "I can't wait."

"Go sit on my Sybian," she ordered, pointing to the large toy.

"Oooooh, okay," I said, quite excited to straddle this fascinating contraption. I got off of the bed, moved to the machine, straddled it, realizing it was wider than I imagined as I lowered myself on it...the six-inch dick going easily inside my constantly wet pussy.

Once sitting on it completely, the dick all in me, my legs spread, she asked, as she reached for a remote control on the nightstand, "How does it feel?"

"Good, but also a little awkward," I said.

"Yeah, it takes a little getting used to," she said, as she stood up just as she must have also turned the machine on as soft vibrations began to occur.

"Ooooooh," I moaned, as the subtle vibrations hit not only my pussy, but my entire body.

Jill knelt down and kissed me. "Relax," she said, "just let the pleasure consume you."

"Okay," I said, as she turned up the vibrations. "Ooooooh, my."

"How does that feel?" She asked, as she knelt down a little and sucked my tit.

"Goooooood," I moaned, as the powerful vibrations creates pleasure all through my body.

"Just let go completely," she said, sucking on my nipple.

"Okay," I said, realizing I was doing just that. I had absolutely no choice as I realized I had a complete lack of control over the situation. I was completely at the whim of the machine.

She moved to the other nipple and replicated the quick sucking and tongue bathing.

She then stood up and asked, "Ready to each heaven?"

"I'm completely at your whim," I moaned, as the vibrations increased and she guided my head to her pussy.

As I licked her pussy, rather haphazardly, as I gave myself completely to this machine and let it have its way with me... as if it was a person... the dick inside me vibrating in a circular motion with intensity and wild unpredictable pulsations, but the machine itself was also vibrating enhancing the complete sensation of the experience.

As I licked, I let the machine have its way with me... a toy whose soul purpose was to make a woman reach a sexual high never yet experienced.

As I tried to lick, the pulsations coming from the machine and racked my body with intense pleasure. I knew I was going to come again.

"Time to reach heaven, sexy," Jill said, as the pulsations increased in speed and the dick inside me moved faster.

"Oh fuuuuuck," was all I could muster as the intensity of the machine's power had me climax... over and over and over again... over three or four minutes the machine wracked my body with the most intense pleasure I had ever experienced... in total I think I had five connected orgasms coming wave after wave in a way I didn't know was possible.

I didn't even try to keep licking any more as I experienced yet again the most intense orgasm I had ever experienced and for a length of time I didn't know possible... time stood still as the orgasms continued to rise and fall within me.

Trembling uncontrollably, I pleaded, "Please, slow it down," as I wasn't sure I could take anymore.

The speed and intensity was lowered even as the delightful powerful machine gave me one last pulsation of pleasure to another orgasm as I lost count how many I had received in wave after wave of euphoria.

Jill helped me off the machine, my legs feeling completely like yells, my heart pounding like I had just ran a marathon, which perhaps my body just had, and led me to the bed.

"We better get you hydrated again," she said, as she lay on her back and I weekly crawled between her legs and moved to her glistening pretty pussy.

"I am rather thirsty," I said, as I began licking, resuming the task I had started before the machine fucked the shit out of me.

Still in a haze of pleasure, I apped at her pussy with eagerness... enjoying being in control again.

"Oh yes, that's it," she moaned.

"Your pussy is fucking delicious," I said, always wanting to make sure they knew how much o enjoyed their sweet nectar.

"Oh God, right there," she moaned, the moment I flicked her clit.

Obliging her words, I concentrated on her clit, tugging it between my lips while licking it with my tongue as I also slid two fingers inside her pussy.

"Oh yes, finger bang me," she moaned wildly, as she lifted up her ass, grabbed my head and after just a few full finger blasts, she screamed, "Fuuuuuuuuck."

I pulled my fingers out of her flooding pussy and moved my mouth to her pussy to catch all her gushing juices.

She held my face pressed against her pussy throughout her orgasm as I enjoyed the face wash and tantalizing taste.

When she finally let go of my head she said, "I can't believe you just joined yesterday?"

"Yeah, it's been a wild twenty-four hours," I replied, my face wet from her juices.

"I bet," she smiled, as she rolled off the bed and said, "Want one more orgasm?"

I looked at the clock and nodded, "I think I have time for a quickie."

"Lie on your back," she instructed.

I did.

She grabbed a pink u-shaped thing and moved between my open legs.

"This is a must have toy for when you are alone," she said.

"What does it do?" I asked, looking at the odd shaped toy.

"It hits your g-spot while also filling your ass with a variety of vibrations and pulsations," she said, as she moved it to my two holes.

"Interesting," I said, as she slid it in my pussy and my assumedly still gaping asshole with relative ease.

She then got off the bed, grabbed a remote and said, "Place your hand over it."

"Okay," I agreed, as the vibrations started and instantly made me moan... both holes getting wickedly wild sensations.

"Amazing, hey," she said, as she joined me on the bed and kissed me.

Then for a couple of minutes, as the toy drove me wild with pleasure pulses in each hole, we kissed. Her tongue explored my mouth and my mouth explored hers.

She then moved down to my breasts and as the pulsations sped up in intensity sucked on my nipple.

"Ohhhhhh," I moaned, the triple pleasure driving me absolutely wild.

"Come for me, Mommy," she whispered, using that term for a second time. "Come like a good Mommy-pet."

"Yes, baby giiiiiirl," I screamed, as my body obeyed, as she sucked my second nipple in her mouth, as yet another orgasm ripped through me.

"God, you're hot when you come," she said, as she looked into my eyes as my orgasm ripped through me and my back arched.

"I've never come so much," I weakly said, as the vibrations continued pulsing inside me.

"Toys are a girl's best friend," she smiled, as she pulled it out and sucked on the side that was just in my pussy.

"So I'm learning," I agreed, as I lay there a muddled mess as my cum leaked out of me.

She walked away and put the toys we used on a towel and said, "You are welcome to come by anytime."

"I will be taking you up on that offer," I said, glancing down at the Sybian.

"Mom got that for me as an early graduation present," Jill said.

"Well, that is not a car but quite the ride," I joked.

"Yeah, and I only had it on level four," she said.

"How many levels are there?" I asked, not able to imagine any more powerful pulsations or speeds.

"Seven," she said, as I weakly got off the bed.

"That may kill me," I only partially joked.

"Aaaaah, but what a way to die," she smiled, as she kissed me on last time.

A few minutes later, I was in my car and didn't check my messages at all. I needed to get home, my marathon submission was over for a few hours... at least until my date with Carla... which I already had a babysitter as I told my husband bluntly that I was going out tonight and he was watching Hannah.

I drove home, wetness still leaking out of me and desperately needing a nap. Hopefully my daughter would watch Hannah for a couple of hours so I could get some much needed rest and recovery before what could be a really great night.

Pulling into my driveway, I got out of my car and saw Bianca chatting in her driveway with Miranda... the two first pussies that started my wild twenty-four hours of pussy.

Bianca in a bikini waved me over as Miranda smiled at me in a red dress and black nylons.

I walked over, glancing at my phone to see it was 3:12. My husband's flight landed at 4:30.

I'm not sure how long this pot lube was supposed to last, but both my holes still craved attention.

"How has the hunting been going?" Bianca asked, as I reached the two of them.

"It has been very busy," I said.

"How many pussies have you munched?" Miranda bluntly asked.

"Twenty-six," I answered with a fair amount of pride.

"No way," Miranda said, shocked.

"Yeah, also had my anal cherry taken and just came on a sybian," I continued, feeling no shame since they both knew what I had been doing.

"Well, that is hot," Bianca said.

"I also got fucked by a hot trans woman," I added, smirking at Miranda.

"So, you got some cock," Bianca said.

"Yeah," I nodded.

"I do have a surprise for you," Bianca said, waving her hand at Miranda.

"Later, Mistress," Miranda said, which made me smile to see her in her submissive mode... her bitch mode her usual default mode. "Later, slut."

I ignored her words and gave my undivided attention to the beautiful woman who started this sexual awakening.

"So, I know you have admired my brother from your window too," she said.

"Maybe a little," I playfully smiled.

"Well, you are to meet him in the garage at 6 tonight," she said.

"Really?" I asked, this somehow seeming more wrong and cheating than twenty-six pussies, my own daughter, his mother and a trans cock.

"Yes, he has made it clear he expects you there at exactly six o'clock," she explained, just as her phone rang. "I got to take this. Don't be late."

Before I could point out my husband would be home and that I also had a 6:30 date she was walking away.

I turned around, went towards the house unsure how I was going to deal with this new situation.

The End

Coming next: Cock 2: Miranda can't resist a young big fat cock.


Pillow Princess Club Ch. 17

Pillow Princess Club Ch. 17

Summary: Cock 2/Pussy 27: MILF fucks next door brother and sister.

Note: This is dedicated to Stephen, who requested the series.

Note 2: Thanks to Small_Island for editing this chapter of this wicked series and Shuj for proof-reading.

Note 3: This is Chapter Seventeen of an ongoing series.

In Chapter One, Meredith, a housewife in her mid-forties, is spending a lot of time at home alone with her eight-month-old baby daughter while her husband is constantly away and neglecting her sexual needs. She sees from her bedroom window her 18-year-old female neighbour getting sexually pleasured by another woman, then another, and then even more. This brings her growing curiosity to explore her same sex desires burning to the surface. She discovers a secret Pillow Princess Club, where older women sign up and are then regularly summoned by younger women to pleasure them sexually. She signs up out of lust and curiosity, and is instantly summoned by her beautiful next door neighbour Bianca, whereupon she services her, which begins her journey into submissive lesbianism.

In Chapter Two, Meredith is spied in her short walk of shame home and directed across the street to Miranda Bellencourt's house to service her stocking-clad feet, eat her pussy, and get her own pussy fucked for the first time in a year and a half.

In Chapter Three, Meredith goes to her former high school bully's house, where she is greeted by a naked Miranda, who is being punished for using her before the other, apparently more important, younger Pillow Princesses... her punishment includes being spanked, and being required to fuck herself in the ass with a cucumber. Meredith services her third pussy, her high school bully's daughter, when said bully walks in and ends up fucking her pussy... although sadly not long enough to get her off... before she heads out for her scheduled pussy number four.

In Chapter Four, Meredith drives to a stranger's house... a cute Swedish young lady... where she discovers the joys of face sitting.

In Chapter Five, a phone call from her mother gives her more time to explore her newfound submissive love for pussy, when her mom offers to take her daughter home for the weekend. Meredith drives to the next address and learns it's a yoga establishment. After a brief hesitation, she goes into the business and hides under a desk, where she services a young girl while she continues working and interacting with people.

In Chapter Six, Meredith continues her pussy pleasing tour when she is ordered to go to a house where she services two young women and discovers the orgasmic bliss of being fisted.

In Chapter Seven, Meredith goes to meet a girl to eat her first ass, and she discovers her best friend is already there. Together, they worship the teen's pussy and ass. She also learns her best friend has had sex with Meredith's eighteen-year-old daughter. With all her tasks completed, she drives to a Hooters to go pee, and...

In Chapter Eight, Meredith gets two wild adventures. An under the table foot job from a Hooters waitress who gifts her a pair of her soiled Hooters pantyhose and a promise to give her a night of unlimited coed pussy at her sorority and her first tribbing encounter with a very cute Japanese girl. Up next: Big Rosie.

In Chapter Nine, Meredith goes to a black woman's house where she pleases not one, but two black women and discovers the joy of chocolate cunt.

In Chapter Ten, Meredith goes to meet a girl and her friend and discovers that one is a transwoman with a six-inch cock and discovers the joys of pot lube which leads to a wild threesome... some pussy and getting fucked to five orgasms.

In the pivotal Chapter Eleven, Meredith returns to Hooters to get a fresh pair of cum-coated pantyhose, where she ends up in a bathroom eating Carla's pussy through the pantyhose and coming on Carla's pantyhose-covered knee. Things get serious when they both share their feelings with each other and Meredith agrees to go on a date with the coed tomorrow night. Meredith then goes to a slumber party where she dines on five teenage pussies and has a few more orgasms herself in a wild Mommy play scene.

In Chapter Twelve, Meredith visits a coed who has been using her daughter for some time. She worships the girl's stocking-clad sweaty feet, learns more about her daughter, pleases pussy number nineteen, and reaches her own orgasm when she humps herself on the coed's leg.

In Chapter Thirteen, Meredith is shocked to find her mother-in-law in her home with the babysitter between her legs. This leads to more revelations for the first day Pillow Princess Pet and two more pussies: her mother-in-law and the babysitter... and another fucking from a big strap-on cock on the hips of said mother-in-law.

In Chapter Fourteen, Meredith gets some more pot lube, pays for the delivery by eating a sweet young pussy and then gets the surprise of her life when while pleasuring herself on the washing machine she is caught by her daughter and ends up crossing the line and having a wild sexual encounter with the eighteen-year-old Catherine.

In Chapter Fifteen, Meredith discovers the joys of sodomy... enhanced by pot lube in both her pussy and ass by a young British girl. The afternoon gets wilder when Catherine shows up and she watches her equally slutty daughter also take it in the ass before concluding with the horny MILF taking nine inches of big strap-on cock in her no longer virgin asshole (or arse hole in the words of the British twenty-year-old Olivia). In a wild ending to this visit, she also dines on the girl's grandmother's pussy.

In Chapter Sixteen, Meredith discovers the joys of toys... anal beads, a sybian and a double penetration toy all bring her exhilarating pleasure.

And now, continuing straight on from Chapter 16....

Chapter 17

I arrived home to find my daughter sitting naked with legs spread on the living room sofa, Miranda Bellencourt, the bitch from across the street, kneeling between them, licking away. Catherine welcomed me home with, "You look like you just got gangbanged."

"First, how do you know how someone looks after being gangbanged?" I asked with a playful smile.

"I plead the fifth," she smiled back with a soft moan.

"Second, I wasn't gangbanged, but I did get my holes filled pretty good by a variety of toys," I said, thinking it was nice I could share this with someone... especially my daughter.

"That sounds hot," she said, as her hand went to Miranda's head.

"So, you are just going to bring other women home to eat your pussy when you have a willing, eager, submissive Mommy right here?" I asked... letting Miranda know I had committed incest... wanting to shock her.

"I wasn't sure when you would be home and watching you take it in the ass was fucking hot," my daughter wickedly said.

"Well, I have since taken anal beads and some double hole toy up my ass," I said, not at all ashamed of my new slut persona in front of my daughter.

"I plan to pound your ass later before I go back to school," she said.

"You better," I said, with a yawn wondering how much longer she would be staying, but deciding to ask later.

"You finally have a break?" my daughter asked.

"Yeah," I said, rather hesitantly.

"Yeah, what?" she asked, catching onto my tone.

"Well, I have a date tonight with a woman, although your father thinks I'm going to a ladies' night with friends, and I told him he was watching Hannah instead of trying to saddle you with babysitting again. But I just bumped into Bianca and apparently I'm supposed to meet her brother Lorenzo in his garage at six," I explained.

"You lucky bitch," Miranda said, her head coming up from between my daughter's legs.

"Yeah, Mom, I hear he has a huge cock," Catherine said, as she snapped her fingers and Miranda resumed licking... damn, watching the old bitch be subservient to my daughter was quite the turn-on.

"I'm just a little concerned that this is crossing the line into cheating," I said. "I mean I know eating twenty-plus pussies, including my daughter and my husband's mother, is already pretty extreme cheating, but I rationalized that they were all pussies, minus the one trans cock, and as such it wasn't really cheating."

"If Dad hasn't been sexually satisfying you then you should go," Catherine said, giving her mother permission to cheat.

"You think?" I asked.

"Yes, plus if Mistress Bianca ordered you to, you really have no choice," she pointed out. "You are bottom bitch and must obey every Pillow Princess and other pussy pets."

"Even being with other men?" I asked.

"Rarely," my daughter moaned, as she lifted her ass up to press her pretty pussy against Miranda's face. "But it does happen."

"Okay," I said, yawning again.

"Go take a nap," she sweetly offered, "I'll watch Hannah if she wakes."

"Thanks," I smiled. "Nice seeing you again, Mrs. Bellencourt."

"You too, bottom slut," she responded, without missing a lick.

"I'll wake you up at 5 so you can get ready for Italian cock," my daughter called out as I headed to my bedroom, somehow making my cheeks burn red.

I woke up to a soft tapping, and then Catherine was poking her head around the door. "Rise and shine, Mommy slut," she smiled at me. I knew I was changed when my automatic reaction was to smile back and feel my pussy come to life. She left to go back to Hannah, and I got out of bed. In the bathroom I caught sight of myself in the mirror and saw an obvious slut or whore or incestuous pervert and wasn't sure how I could look at my husband after all I had done... and was about to do. But a few minutes under the hot water not only washed the stink of illicit sex off of me, but also the guilt... it was replaced by the calm acknowledgement that this was who I was now. There was no going back. I loved pussy. I loved serving Pillow Princesses. I loved being used as a slut. No way I could go back to my hum-drum existence after the past day. No fucking way.

I was enjoying my lengthy shower, mentally reliving my adventures, and so was startled when my husband said, "I'm home," from right outside the shower cabin.

"Hey," I said, as I continued to allow the water to wash over me.

"Catherine says you have to leave pretty soon," he said.

"Yeah, ladies' night is starting a little earlier than I told you on the phone," I responded.

"That's okay," he said, "I'm happy you're getting out."

"You are?" I asked as I shut the water off. Jack had surprised me again with this sudden attention and consideration.

As I opened the shower screen and he handed me a towel, he said, "Yes, I had time to think and you are right. You need time to go out. Time to be with your friends. And I need to do more around here."

"That is so good to hear," I said, as I dried myself off.

"Yeah, I have been a bit of an asshole," he admitted.

"Yes, you have," I agreed, but with just the slightest of a smile.

"I took you for granted," he continued, letting his guilt out, which made my guilt increase.

"Yes, you did," I nodded, wrapping the towel around me before getting out of the shower.

"I'm sorry," he said.

"Thank you," I replied, stepping out of the shower, using his hand for balance.

Once I was standing on the floor in front of him, Jack kissed me.

I kissed him back and felt... disappointed. While I used to love the sweet intimacy of a kiss from my husband, what I felt now didn't come close to the sensual, soft lips of the many women I had kissed... especially Carla. Carla, who I was going on a date with tonight. I really thought about that for a moment: I was leaving my husband at home to take care of our baby so I could go on a date with a woman.

That frank assessment should have generated intense guilt in me, but his uninspiring kiss had instead squelched that guilt as it seemed to confirm my need for a woman's touch.

"I need to get ready," I said, as Hannah, somehow working for me, began to cry, so I didn't have to be unnecessarily cruel in stopping my husband's advances.

"I'll go check on Hannah," he said.

"Thank you," I said, as he left. In the bedroom I quickly slid on a pair of Hooters' pantyhose, without panties, the way Carla wore them. Then I slipped on a fun sundress that could be flipped up to provide easy viewing of my charms. Suddenly, something grabbed control of me, and I impetuously ripped open a hole at the crotch of the pantyhose. Fuck easy viewing, I wanted to provide easy access.

Then I remembered that the first person who would be enjoying that easy access wasn't going to be Carla, but a man, Lorenzo. I'd justified stepping out on my husband because I needed the touch of a woman, but now my pussy was burning with the upcoming promise of a big, young, virile dick. Well, Hubby couldn't give me that anymore than he could offer me a wet pussy to eat, so I guess I was still justified. God, I was getting wicked.

I also packed a bag for date night that was different from the outfit for my quickie and pre-lubed both my holes with the pot lube so I could really enjoy the orgasms and would be ready if the boy-next-door chose to pound my ass.

Jack came in as I was putting perfume on.

"You look great," he said.

"Thank you," I said, looking at him through the mirror.

"I mean, really beautiful," he continued.

"So I can still clean up nice?" I asked, turning around.

"I didn't mean that," he said.

"I know, I'm just teasing," I said. "It's been a long time since I got dressed up." Then I remembered my cover story. "I mean, I know it's a bit much for a bunch of other ladies, but I just felt like making the most of the opportunity."

"I'll make up for that," he promised as I went to the closet to pick some fuck me pumps.

"That would be nice," I said, although truth was, I was way more excited for my date with Carla than any five-star restaurant my husband would take me to.

I came back, sat on the edge of the bed and put my heels on.

It was obvious that Jack was turned on, that he was staring at me with real desire, and just over twenty-four hours ago this reaction would have thrilled me, and I would have spread my legs and let him fuck me. Now, it did nothing. I knew, in my heart, I would have to have a serious conversation with him about the new me. This, however, wasn't the time.

I had to be in Lorenzo's garage in fifteen minutes.

I gave him a kiss in the cheek, then gave Hannah, who was in his arms, a kiss on the top of her sweet, downy head, and headed out, thankful he didn't ask about the bag.

"Have fun, Mom," my daughter said, sitting in the living room with Barbara and watching television... even as I imagined those two in a 69... or perhaps my daughter dominating her best friend.

"Yeah, have fun," Barbara added, her tone implying she knew exactly what I was about to do.

"You two don't do anything I wouldn't do," I replied playfully even as I lifted up my dress and showcased my ready-made hole for easy access to my pussy.

"Not sure that leaves much that would be forbidden," Catherine wickedly said, just as her father entered the room and I dropped my dress back down just in time.

I grabbed my purse and keys to the car, as I had to look like I was driving and not simply sauntering next door for some twenty-one-year-old cock. I headed out, drove a block, parked around the corner, and walked back to the Riccis' house... being cautious not to be in window view of my house.

The garage door was up and I saw Lorenzo inside leaning against a car and texting on his phone... he looked like a GQ underwear model, though I actually hoped he wasn't wearing any. I walked in and pressed the button to close the door behind me.

"Bene, you made it," he said, in his sexy Italian accent as he looked up and took me all in.

"I wasn't sure I should," I said, as I stood there a bundle of nerves. While I first had my doubts upon seeing my husband cradling our baby, now I was probably more worried about being able to finish playing with this magnificent beast quick enough to get to my real date on time.

"Oh, but deep down you knew you would be coming over, didn't you?" He said, with a suave confidence far beyond his years as he put his phone on the car hood and walked to me.

"Yes," I whispered, feeling giddy like I was a teenager again... my pussy tingling with anticipation.

"Yes, what?" He asked, as he stood before me... a good foot taller than me and that was in my four-inch heels.

"Yes, I knew I had to come over," I admitted, as he moved a hand slowly down my arm, making my entire body shiver. I was captivated by his blue eyes... they were so intoxicating.

" Sei così bella," he said, as he moved his lips to my ear and tugged on it... his hot breath making me tremble yet again.

While I'd told myself I didn't have any guilt about what I was doing, I found myself a little uncomfortable with this tenderness, it made this more than just a sexual act. My unconscious defense was to respond bluntly. "And you are utterly hot as fuck."

He laughed, "Not sure I have ever had someone say it quite like that."

"And this," I said, moving my hand to his crotch, "is just so fucking big and hard."

"Right at it," he said.

"Yeah, you okay with that?" I asked, not waiting for a response as I gave his hard dick a firm squeeze and lowered myself before him...knowing this had to be a fuck and go, a dump and run.

"Actually, it's refreshing," he said, as he looked down at me as I moved to undo his button.

"I've wanted this dick since I saw you in your backyard," I said, pulling his fly open and then his jeans down to his knees in one movement that was pretty impressively smooth until his hard cock flopped out and almost poked me in the eye.

"I knew you were watching," he said, as I wrapped my hand around his long, thick cock, already imagining what it would feel like inside me.

"Did you imagine using me as one of your neighborhood fuck toys?" I asked, as I leaned forward and licked down the entire shaft.

"It had crossed my mind," he said.

I moved my mouth to his hairless balls, which I have to say I appreciated, and sucked one big juicy ball in my mouth.

"So, you want to be one of my cum dump sluts?" He wickedly asked.

Being called a 'slut' was one thing, but being called a 'cum dump' was a whole other level of humiliation. Old me, like just over twenty-four hours ago, would have been disgusted by such a derogatory description. Yet, as I found his other ball, and my submissive nature again took over even after my rather aggressive start, I found myself saying, "I want to be your next door cum dump."

"Bello," he said, as I sucked on his ball and slathered his nut sac with wetness. He then said, "There is nothing hotter than married women who will do anything for my cazzo."

"You better fuck me as hard with this cazzo as the other sluts I've watched you bang," I said, as I slithered my tongue back up this thick, hard, very Italian shaft.

"Oh, I'll give it to you good," he assured, oozing with a confidence I found utterly hot.

As I swirled his thick cock head, I said, "Show me what you got, fuck boy."

He grabbed my hand, led me around the car, and I gasped, "You have an actual bed in your garage?"

" Sì," he said, "pretty convenient, no?" But then he flipped my dress up and bent me over the hood of the car. Apparently, I had to earn my way to the comfortable spot.

"So is what I'm wearing," I smiled, as he caressed my pantyhose clad ass and discovered the slut rip.

"Well, this is indeed wonderfully convenient," he agreed, as he admired the hole already there for easy access to my pussy.

"Since we're both fans of convenience," I said, looking back at this handsome young man and feeling my pussy burn with excitement, "how should we make use of these particular conveniences?" The additional pot lube I'd placed in my pussy before leaving home was beginning to kick in and I really hoped he had the right answer to my question. He did.



"I want to fuck this wet pussy," he said. As he moved his fingers to me, I spread my legs further to give as easy access as I could.

"Ooooh," I moaned at the very first contact from his fingers. "Slide that big dick in me. I need it right now."

"Such a horny slut," he said, as he moved his fingers away and moved his dick to my wanton hole.

"Yes, I'm a slut for big, hard, young cock," I said. At this moment, all I wanted was dick... to be fucked... to feel his dick slam into me.

"I'm going to come twice in you," he said, as he slid his cock in me.

"Mmmmmmmm," I moaned, excited by a marathon fuck from this young stud, and not really putting any worry into the risk of getting knocked up or the fact I had a 6:30 date that I was going to be cutting it close getting to on time even with just one fuck.

"Yeah, you want me to fill this married pussy with my load?" he asked, as he began fucking me.

"Well, I am your cum dump," I responded, not at all worried about consequences... but rather being guided by my fevered pussy and my lustful, submissive persona.

"Sí, you are one nasty bitch," he said, as he began fucking me hard.

"Then treat me like one," I responded, wanting to be fucked hard and dominated in a way my husband didn't understand.

He slapped my ass, hard, as he pulled out and then slammed back in.

"Oh yes, give me that cock," I moaned.

"Tell me what you want," he said, as he pounded me hard from behind.

"I want you to fuck the shit out of me, use me as your fuck toy and dump your load in my married, unprotected cunt," I wickedly responded, although it didn't come out so smoothly through a variety of moans and deep thrusts.

"Cazzo," he said, laughing a little at my wicked words. And while I couldn't directly translate his occasional Italian words, I could decipher their meaning enough to know he was pleased my mouth was so dirty.

"Now, hammer my hole," I demanded, my pussy burning with lust, "give me all that big, fat cock."

"So nasty," he said, but sounded impressed by that nastiness.

For a couple of minutes, he pounded me hard, his body slamming into mine with each deep forward thrust and I was moaning wildly. My orgasm was imminent, and my wicked words made that clear. "Oh yes, don't stop... fuck me, fuck me... give me all that dick... pound my pussy... oh fuck, yes!" I screamed, as I came from the furious fucking and his extra length and girth in comparison to my husband.

"Oh, yeah, come on my big dick," he said, and he didn't slow down at all as my orgasm washed through me like a tidal wave.

"Oh fuck," I moaned, as the euphoria consumed me even as he continued hammering me from behind.

"Yes, get ready for my load," he said, as my orgasm continued its lengthy journey through my liquified body.

"Yes, fill me up," I willingly agreed, wanting to feel his cock erupt inside me.

"Oh yeah, here it comes, my next door cum dump," he grunted, as he spewed his load deep inside my pussy.

"Fuuuuuuuuck!" I screamed, always loving the sensation of a load of cum filling me up... yet another thing my husband wasn't giving me.

"Oh yeah, I love my new pussy," he said, as he didn't slow down at all as he unloaded inside me.

"Yours," I mumbled in mindless agreement, just enjoying the sensations of a good hard fuck.

"I will be using this pussy often when I need to drop a load," he continued, as his hand went to my hair and he tugged it gently.

"Yes, anytime," I agreed. The hard fucking, the load inside me, the nasty talk and the fact he was still fucking me were making another climax begin to rise inside me. All of it together had me in full submissive mode willing to agree to almost anything.

"Bella, puta," he said, pulling out, spinning me around, and even as his cum leaked out of me, grabbing my hand and leading me to the bed. "Because we're just getting started."

"Works for me," I said, my puttana still burning and more than ready for more dick.

"Come clean me up," he said, as he got onto the bed and lay down.

"Gladly," I agreed, always enjoying my taste on a cock. I got on the bed, knelt beside him and took his still very hard cock into my mouth... god, I loved the stamina of a young stud.

I slowly worshipped and savoured this big, hard cock, extracting all my juices. I cupped his balls, I swirled my tongue around his thick cock head, I deep throated his dick.

I don't know how many minutes I had his dick in my mouth, four, perhaps five, before he ordered, "Come ride me."

"My pleasure," I replied, meaning it as I straddled his dick and lowered my pot-lubed, burning pussy eagerly onto his missile. "Oh fuck," I moaned, as I easily took it all.

"Oh yeah," he moaned, reaching up and cupping my tits as I began to ride his cock. "Ride me, slut."

"Oh fuck," I moaned, leaning on my tits in his strong hands for balance as I really began to bounce on his dick like he was a fuck trampoline.

"Fuck yeah, that's it," he said, manhandling my tits as I rode his cock like he was one of those mechanical bull machines.

After a few minutes of this position, he said, "My turn," as he lifted me up and off of him like I was a leaf, moved me onto my side and slid his dick back into me as he reached around to cup my tit.

"Oh yeah, fuck me, stud," I moaned, always liking this position.

"My parents are going to love you," he said, as his chest rested against my back as he pumped his dick in me fast and furious.

"What?" I moaned, hearing his words but not easily processing their meaning.

"Sì, Mamma has had her eyes on you since we moved in," he continued in a surprising revelation.

"She has?" I asked.

"Yeah, and my dad loves American sluts," he added. "They are almost as obedient as his Asian pets."

"Jesus," I said, both because his frantic fucking had me near orgasm two and the thought of him comparing me to Asian women in my submissive nature was a surprise to me.

"Yeah, they will be impressed with me and Bianca's quick seduction of you."

"Please don't tell them," I responded, for some reason this seeming more scandalous than my plethora of cheating acts with tons of young ladies, a trans woman and now this young stud.

"I'm sure my sister already has," he said, as he pulled out, rolled me onto my back, spread my legs wide and slammed back into me.

"Oh fuck," I moaned loudly, as the new angle caused waves of sensation through me.

"My mom and her share everything," he said, pounding my pussy hard.

I wondered if 'everything' could possibly mean incest, something I would have never even remotely considered before my sexually submissive awakening. But now that I had had sex with my mother-in-law and my daughter? (Okay, only one was technically legally incest, but still pretty damned taboo... she was still a Mommy)

As my Italian Stallion continued his hard hammering, bringing me ever closer to orgasm two, the fog in my head grew thicker with these incestuous thoughts and I suddenly envisioned thrusting my head between Catherine's young legs as Pam fucked me from behind. Over the next sixty seconds my orgasmic emotion rose to the exploding point as I babbled to my real world cock, "Yes, harder, fuck me, pound your MILF slut, destroy her pussy, breed her hole, make her your best cum duuuuuump!"

"Oh, fuck!" he grunted, sweat coming off his brow as he continued his workout in my hole. "Fucking neighbour pet!"

I trembled wildly from both his words and actions but a long, drawn out groan was all I could muster after multiple orgasms.

Grabbing my ankles, he pulled my legs together and pumped his dick in my pussy from a new angle and I could already feel orgasm three rising while orgasm two still pulsated inside of me.

"Yeah, married sluts can never get enough of my cock," he confidently said, as this marathon fuck continued at the pace of a sprint.

"I can see whyyyyyyy," I moaned, this reckless assault in my pussy with such stamina as well as furious pace had me a muddled mess. No man had ever fucked me this good... ever.

"What are you?" He asked.

"Your slut," I mindlessly responded.

"More," he said.

"Your fuck toy, your cum dump, your three-hole, bimbo slave," I listed off.

"Oh, you take it in the ass?" he asked, stopping buried deep in me.

"I'll take your cock in any hole at any time," I said, meaning it. I knew this was cheating at a whole other level, I knew this could end my marriage, but the lengthy neglect and Pillow Princess initiation had awakened a side of me that overrode any marital obligations.

"Well, let's test that right now," he said, pulling out and flipping me onto all fours. God, I loved the way he roughly handled me... this was a man.

Once he had me where he wanted me, he dragged his big cockhead through my pussy, pulling out some of my excessive wetness and using it to lubricate my asshole.

"Just slam that big, fat cock in my shit hole," I wickedly said. "I need that entire dick deep in my ass."

"Fuck, yeah," he said, sounding even a little surprised by my wicked words.

"Oh fuck!" I screamed, as he filled my asshole with his huge cock, the instant pleasure and pain principle coming alive inside me.

"Oh yeah, what a tight fucking ass," he groaned, as he completely filled me.

"Such a big fucking cock," I responded, trying to deal with the sudden invasion of my ass by his massive dick.

He then began slowly fucking my ass... taking his time and enjoying, I assumed, the different nature of the warmth in my taboo hole.

Meanwhile, I focused on breathing and dealing with the pain and pleasure that was battling for control. Of course, as my asshole was fucked the pain slowly dissipated and the pleasure took over. After only a couple of minutes, I wanted it harder, rougher and I begged, "Pound my asshole, stud, destroy it with your fat cock."

"As... you... wish!" he said, each word punctuated by a hard, deep thrust.

"Yeeeeeeeees," I moaned, at the sudden intensity of the rough anal hammering.

"Fuck, I can't believe how nasty a slut you are," Lorenzo said, as he really rammed his rod in my ass.

"Pound my shit hole with that big fat dick," I demanded, wanting to turn him on and show him just how nasty I could be.

"Fuck," he said, clearly amazed by my excessive nastiness.

After a couple of dozen strokes, I heard a door open and as my eyes went wide, I heard Bianca Ricci say, "Task accomplished."

"Hey, Sis," Lorenzo greeted, not slowing down at all as he sodomized me.

"I see you're enjoying my slut," the head Pillow Princess said.

"She's our slut now," Lorenzo corrected.

"Shit, are you fucking her ass?" the young Italian beauty asked, as she walked to us.

"Just like she begged me to," he said.

"Nice," she replied as she moved to join us on the bed.

I looked up to see her in a sundress and mocha nylons. "Hello, Mistress," I greeted, even as her brother kept pounding my back door.

"I see you're enjoying my brother's hospitality," she said, as she sat down and spread her legs, showing that she was commando as usual... and wet, apparently also as usual. "Well, you'll be glad to know I bring a solution to your problem."

"That I'm craving pussy?" I asked playfully. Squinting between her firm thighs, I added, "Yes, that looks like the perfect solution."

She laughed, "So insatiable," and moved her shaved snatch towards my watering mouth.

"Always," I moaned, as I could feel orgasm three take a big leap toward its explosion.

"No, I mean I have solved your cheating situation for you," she said, as her inviting pussy was now in reach.

I'd been automatically craning my neck toward my prize, but now hesitated, perplexed by her words. "What?" I asked.

"While it's obvious you have been enjoying your adventures," she said while pressing her vertical lips against my horizontal ones, "with cock as well as cunt," she added as a wicked aside to my current situation, "I've still sensed some guilt on your part for cheating on your husband. Well, I've solved your guilt problem."

She paused and while I was desperate to hear more, the way she was pressing her pussy against my mouth made it clear that this pet should not interrupt her servicing of her mistress. I returned to licking... God, this girl tasted so good.

Finally, Bianca continued. "Not long ago, I had Catherine take your baby out for a walk. I then went over to your house to borrow some batteries for this." She pulled her pussy away so I could see she was holding an eight-inch vibrator.

"Oh," I said in curiosity, then gave out a moan from the back door delight her brother continued to deliver.

"After your flustered, but eminently helpful husband got me the batteries, I immediately inserted them to make sure they were good and to answer his clearly implied question about how my toy worked. I then thanked him with a blow job," she casually said.

"No way," I replied, shocked that my husband would cheat on me. I understood the hypocrisy of the shock, since I imagine he would certainly be even more shocked by my own outrageous and excessive infidelity... but still that was my initial reaction.

"He resisted, even protested briefly, but I am quite determined... and irresistible," she said.

"I certainly know that's true," I said, "but I still have trouble believing it of Jack."

"He only lasted like two minutes," she said.

I responded with a slightly harsh laugh. "He resisted you for two minutes or he only lasted two minutes after giving in to your overwhelming charms?"

"Both," she laughed in reply. "But the important thing is that he showed that he agrees with you that it's both natural and acceptable to embrace your sexuality and yet still remain within the bounds of your wedding vows, just as my parents do."

Bianca really was offering me a way out of feeling guilt for all I had done and knew I would continue to do. I mean I did love Jack, and I didn't want to get a divorce, but he would never be able to sexually satisfy me the way the variety of Pillow Princesses and other women, including my own daughter had. Not to mention the dicks I'd taken from the trans beauty and was currently still taking from the stud who has about to give me three orgasms in a row.

"He felt so bad after he was done," she said, probably thinking I'd like to know my husband wasn't a total asshole.

Honestly, though, if he felt guilty about giving in to Bianca after her shocking display with her vibrator, it meant he still felt that extramarital sex was outside the bounds of our vows, and I was back on the hook for my actions. "I should feel bad too," I said.

"But?"

"But I don't," I said, giving a little shoulder shrug from my prone position. "Eating pussy and getting fucked by strap-ons, a trans girl and your brother's ass-splitting dick has forever awakened a side of me I can't ignore."

"Good," she said, "because once you become a Pillow Princess pet there is no going back." Holding the vibrator in front of me, she theatrically turned it on. "Now fuck and eat my pussy while my brother reams your ass."

"Yes, Mistress," I replied, taking the buzzing toy and sliding it inside her pussy as I bent down and licked her swollen clit.

As Lorenzo kept fucking me, adjusting slightly as I myself adjusted to reach Bianca's pussy, he said, "If my sister is Mistress, then I am Master."

"Yes, Master," I said, between licks. "Now fuck me as hard as you can and dump a load in my asshole."

"Fuck, you're hot," he said, really giving it to me.

"The hottest slut we have," Bianca added, as I fucked her with the toy while eating her pussy... both a bit of a challenge as my face kept bouncing off her pussy from the hard ass pounding.

For two or three minutes I got fucked hard; I ate pussy; I fucked her.

All of our moans increased.

All of our orgasms were imminent.

Mistress Bianca came first. As soon as she did, I pulled the toy out and lapped up the luxury of feminine cum, even as I could feel the burning lust in my rectum that meant I was about to live the reality of an anal orgasm.

"Come, my slut, and you'll get my load up your ass," Master Lorenzo ordered.

"Come in my ass and I'll come like the ass whore I am," I countered, knowing feeling his dick pulsate and come in my ass would be the last straw that would make this orgasm cascade through me like crazy.

"Ass whore," he repeated with a growl, clearly mesmerized by how outrageous my words were even among his stable of sluts and cum dumps. After just a few more hard, deep strokes I felt him slam into me, then his dick pulsated and spewed a load deep inside my asshole.

"Fuuuuuuuck!" I screamed, keeping my ass whore promise and erupting in orgasm the moment I felt him unleash his load.

Completely spent, I collapsed forward, pulling free from the boy's cock and planting my face in the girl's lap.

I just lay there, breathing in Bianca's heady scent and feeling Lorenzo's cum oozing out of my ass and basically just wallowing in my slut nature.

A minute later, Bianca pulled me up and kissed me.

I kissed her back.

When she broke the kiss, as orgasm three began to fade, I asked, "Did you really blow my husband?"

"I did," she nodded, "I hope you don't mind."

"No, no, I just can't believe it," I said, as I rolled onto my back, freeing her legs.

She stretched out next to me and brought her face close to mine and I almost felt like I was cuddling up with a real girlfriend. Until I heard her words. "Think he would believe that you have become a submissive lesbian pet to over a dozen young girls?"

"No," I chuckled, "he would likely pass out in shock."

Apparently reacting to my laugh, she gave me a wicked smile and said, "I hope you appreciate that I blew him for you. I mean, your husband's no troll, but still..."

I had to laugh again. Jack was still a good-looking man, but he was no hard-bodied, big-dicked stud like Lorenzo. I raised my eyes to take in the young man's beauty only to discover he'd taken off without a word... literally using me as a come-and-go cum dump.

"Yeah, he isn't one to stick around and chat," Bianca said, noticing the look of disappointment on my face.

I shrugged. "Well, I came here to get fucked and be his cum dump."

"Fuck, you are one hot Mommy," she smiled, helping me up and taking me into her arms. "I did it for you," she said. "So you could let go of any guilt you may have for becoming a lesbian sex slave. Maybe you could even let him know that you know what he did and use that to admit to what you've done and become."

For a moment I couldn't decide if I was listening to a Pillow Princess cunning beyond her years or a very sexy, but still very young girl spouting teenage reasoning about a deeply emotional subject. I decided to trust that my mistress wanted her pet to be happy. I wasn't sure I was ready to tell Jack about my total submission to slutdom, but since we'd both succumbed to Bianca's charms, perhaps we could find a way to forgive each other that transgression and go on from there to save our marriage, albeit in a much more open form.

"Mistress, I appreciate all you've done for me," I said. "Your bringing me into the Pillow Princess Club has forever made me a new person."

"You're welcome," she smiled, giving me a tongue-twisting, soul-stirring kiss.

"Wow," I breathed when she finally released me. Then she stepped away.

"I'll be beckoning you soon," she said, "but I have to go get ready for my date."

"Yes, of course," I nodded, remembering I too had a date tonight, a date I was definitely going to be late for.

I headed out, back to my car, glancing over to my house in awe of the fact that both my husband and I had been corrupted by the same girl.

As I slid into the driver's seat, I gave thanks that it was vinyl, because I was going to soon be sitting in a pool of Lorenzo's cum as it dripped out of my fuck holes. Looking ahead to my date with Carla, my first date based on more than just raw sex, I still felt pretty confident that she would excuse my tardiness in exchange for the tale of my adventure with the Ricci siblings and the return of her pantyhose absolutely soaked in Italian man-cream and American lady-juice. While there was definitely something emotional developing between us, the sex was still raw, raunchy, and oh, so good.



The end
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